e Sy
U R T
N W‘m\“\“ e

[/, “PHANTOM MONSTER’
by Joseph H. Kraus




 AND TO THINK THEY USED TO
CALL ME SKINNY

DOCTOBS for years have pre-
scribed yeast to build up
health. Bat now twith this new
discovery you can get far greater
tonic results than with erdinary
yeast—regain health, and also
put on pounds of firm, handsome
flesh—and in a far shorter timie.

Not only are thousands quickly
gaining good-looking pounds, but
also clear skin, new pep.

Concentrated 7 times

This amazing new produect,
Ironized Yeast, is made £rom spe-
cially eultured brewers’ ele yesst
imported from Edrope—the rich-
est yeast known—which by a new
precess is concentrated 7 times—
made 7 timag mors powerfuk
But that is not all! This sdper-
rich yeast is then fronized with 3
kin-dg of strengthening irén.
Day: after day, az you take

SKINNY? NEW EASY
WAY ADDS POUNDS

- so fast you’re amazed

Astonishing gains with new double tonic.. Richest
imperted ale yeast now concentrated 7 times, iron

added. Gives 5 to 15 Ilbs. in a few weeks

Ironized Yeast, watch flat chest
develop, skinny limhs get husky,
skin clear—you’re 8 new person.

Results guaranteed

No matter how skinny and weak
you may be, this marvelous new
Ironized Yeast should build you
up in a few short weeks as it has

ousands. If not delighted with
the results of the very Brat pack-
age, money back instantly.

Special FREE offer!

To start you building up your health
right away, we make this FREE of-
fer. Purchase a package of Ironized
Yeant at once, cut out the s’;al on the
box and mai it to we with ® clipping
of thizs paragraph. We will send ‘yﬁu 8
faacinating new book on health, “New
Fasis About Your Bedy,” by an ane
thority. Remember, results arg guste
anteed with the very first package—
or money refunded. At all gend dmg=
ﬁi:ta, Ironized Yeast Company, Ehe.
pt. 744, Atlanta, Ga.
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THE SGIENGE FICTION SWAP GOLUMN

A department for the buying, selling, and exchanging of fantastic literature.

A SERVICE TO

FOR SALE

—_ — —

Only ads of this nature accepted. Rates 2c per word. No discounts. Cash should

accompany all orders. Advertisements to appear in the May issue must be
received not later than March 4th. Send all communications to WONDER
STORIES, SWAP EDITOR, 99 Hudson St., New York City, N. Y.

OUR READERS

FOR SALD

FIRST VOLUME of Amazing Stories. Certain issues.

Send stamped envelope for list. Charles D. Hornig,
187 W. Grand St., Elizabeth, N. J,
AMAZING Stories, Wonder Stories, Astounding

Stories, and other magazines, List for stamp. Special
discount to Sciencs FICTION L£AGUR members. Ber-
nard Novitsky, 14 Stark St., Pittaton, Pa.

“THE DOUELE SHADOW and Other antasies" by
Clark Ashten Smith—a booklet containing a half-
dozen imaginative and atmospheric tales—satories of

. exotic beauty, glamour, terror, strangeness, irony, and
satire. Price: 26 cents each {(coin or stamps.) Also
a small remainder of ‘“Ebony and Crystal,” a book of
114 prose poems published at $2.00, reduced to $1.00
per copy. Everything sent postpaid. Clark Ashton
Smith, Auburn, California.

AIR AND SCIENCE Wonder Stories to date, Amaz-
ing, monthly and quarterly, Science and Inventions,
Astounding Stories, Blue Book from 1909-19. Naeme
your price postpaid. Philip Sturm, 136 Weed St.,
Chicago, Ill.

“THE KINGDOM OF THE WORM,” by Clark Ashton
Smith—firat edition, never before published AND a
special pamphlet prepared for lovers of fantasy with
contributions by some of the world’s most famous
authors of this type of literature—BOTH for only 10c.
Get yours now before they are all sold out. Charles D.
Hornig, 137 W. Grand St., Elizabeth, N. J.

BOOKS, magazines. Fantastic, etc. Lists 3c. Swanaon-
‘WS4, Coleharbor, N. Dak. .

ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATIONS by the inimitable Paul,
those that have appeared in WonNoxr Stosms. Inside
drawings in pen and ink. $5.00 each; hand-painted
covera in oils and water-colaors, $16.00 each. Special
twenty per cent discount to members of the SCIENCE
FictioN LRAGUB. Order yours while the supply lasts.
= Address: Art Sales Department, c/o WONDER STORIES,
- 99 Hudson St., New York City, N. Y.

i~ 8CIENCE FICTION Bibliography. Price 10c. A com-
57 - -plete descriptive list of rare and obscure science fiction
i: .. -publications. Maurice K. Hanson, c/o Mrs. Brice, Main
3 Road, Narborough, Leicestershire, England.

. -COLLECTORS1—Add one or more of my original

o ag.nw. to your collection. I am offering for sale

“ such sto! as ¢ Human Termites,” * Con-

querors,” “The Evening Star,” “The Menace,” ‘“The

©  'Metal Doom,” and others—all the bona fide typescripts.

All stories are full novel length, unless otherwise

£ specified. What am I offered? David H. Keller, M. D,,
“#+  tUnderwood,” 65 Broad 8t., Stroudsburg, Pa.

COMPLETE SETS or single issues, all science-fiction
magazines back to April, 1926. Send want list. Wil
quote prices, Stamp appreciated. Harry Boosel, 1623
E. 656th, Chicago.

W ANTED ..

I WILL PAY one dollar each for copies of The Thrill
Book and :Unusual Stories. Harwood Ponton, 917
South Division St., Lake Charles, La.

WEIRD TALES for August, 1926, also the covers of
certain issues, also Amazing covers. What do you want
for them? Charles D. Homig, 187 W. Grand S8t.,
Elizabeth, N. J.

WEIRD TALES from 1828 to 1926: slso Argoeies,
All-8tories, and science-fiction. Cash or trade. Ad-
dress: Mr. E. Weinman, 6%% Lyndhurst 8t.,
Rochester, N.:Y,

UNUSUAL STORIEBS — the “Advance Issue dsted
March, 1934. What is your price for it? Address:
George M. B. Hawley 1I, Kappa Sigma House, Lex-
ington, Va.

STORIES mentioned
Susan Beckbit’s letter.
Ark,

in January issue following
Preston Wells, Pocahontas,

WANTED: back numbers of all scientifi¢ fiction mag-
azines from 1926 to 1984, and also other magazines

containing scientific fiction. Maurice K. Hanson, c/o

%ﬁrs.l B(;-ice. Main Road, Narborough, Leicestershire,
ngland.

AMAZING June 1926. Will buy or trade. Harry
Boosel, 1628 E. 66th, Chicago.

AMAZING ANNUAL, one issue; Fantasy Magazine,
Vol. 1 No. 1 to Vol. 4 No. 1 inclusive: Science Fiction
Series, 1 to 18 inciusive: Miracle Storics, two issues;
Science Fiction, five issues: Scoops (English science-
fiction), twenty issues. All issues must be in excel-
lent condition. George G. Clark, 8709 Fifteenth Ave,,
Brooklyn, N, Y,

EXCHANGE

WILL SUPPLY three magmzines out of the follow-
ing: Argosy, Detective Story, Adventure, or Shadow
for each one sclence-fiction magazine in exchaunge.
H. Weissman, 161 W. 21st St., New York,

USE THIS SECTION if you bave anything that you
would like to trade for scicnce and fantasy fiction, or
if you have fantastic literature that you would like
to exchange for something else,
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send me the numbers of books t.bo
umucn FIGTION SERIES which I have circled
at the price of 100 each or Bix Books lor Fifty conts.
No less than three books are sold. Bend remlitance
in thech, stamps or meney erder, The numbers of

o ki e Y HAVE BEEN ADDED T0 THE

NABO coivicsssasscsnnassnunsraranseses rans
AAAress, ......coviicnnninenssssrnanss .
it et el SC|ENCE FICTION SERIES
L L
% CLIP | THE increasing demand by our readers for ..new
titles to be added to the SCIENCE FICTION

SERIES has now been met. Six new books have been
published and are now ready. Many new authprs
have contributed excellent stories which you will en-
joy reading. A short summary of the new titles will
be found below.

These new books, as usual, are printed on a good
grade of paper, and contain brand new stories never
published before in any magazine,

Each book (size 6 x 8 inches) contains one or two
stories by a well-known science fiction author.

The Titles Are:
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18—MEN FROM THE
METEOR
by Panzie E. Black

In the unexplored heart of Australia
lay the bizarre and cruel civilization
of the mateormen. And fnto their
midst came the two men from Outside,
to pit their puny strength egainat the

metsarmen’s power.

14—THE FLIGHT OF THE
AEROFIX

by Maurice Renard

Reuard is the H. G. Wells of France.
With sly humor and yet grim reality
be deseribes the most unusual and
startling flight made by man. An en-
tirely pew type of transportation
dawns upon the world in this master-
ly story !

16—THE INVADING
ASTEROID

by Manly Wade Wellman

Into the vision of the Earth swam
the huge but innocent astercid. Marw,
at death grips with the Earth, was far
away; but the asteroid
ominous, menacing. Two men were
delegated to solve the mystery; and
what they found is revealed in this
startling story.

loomed |
emptiness,

16—IMMORTALS OF
MERCURY
by Clark Ashton Smith
Under the sun-parched surfacs of
Mercury, we follow in this stery, the
experiences of & man, reminiscent of
Dante’'s Inferno. Every force of
grotesgue nsture, the bitter epmity of
the Immortals track htm doon (n his
wild escepe to the surface.

17—THE SPECTRE BULLET
by Thomas Mack
and
THE AVENGING NOTE

by Alfred Sprissler
are . two surprises for the lovers of
acientifie Oetective myeieries. Desth
strikes suddenly in these stories; clever
scientific minds and eleverer detectiven
are pitted against each other in a duel
with Death,

18—THE SHIPF FROM
NOWHERE
by Stdney Pataer
A trip to infinity is this unusuel
story; @ mad chbase across the infinite
tracked always by the
avenging Marauder. Here is a story
that deals with millions of years and
billiong of biltions of mfles

e e——————

CONTINENTAL PUBLICATIONS, INC.

99 Hudson Street

New York, N. Y.
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WONDERS OF PROGRESS

By HUGO GERNSBACK

ROGRESS, like evolution, is of a grad-
ually slow nature, and while it may be

said that progress is far more rapid than
human evolution, particularly from the biological
standpoint, it should be noted that both usually
are time-consuming.
Thus, the progress of the aborigine who first
invented fire by means of friction and our mod-

ern match covers a great deal of time on out

own time scale. The invention of the first crude
wheel down to the latest rubber-covered auto-
mobile wheel also covers a long stretch of time,
as human beings figure time.

Progress, on the other hand, is very insidious
in that coupled with what we are pleased to
call modern civilization, it creeps upon us un-
awares and changes our whole mode of life
in a truly miraculous manner. It is not to be
supposed for a minute that such progress will
stop and it is quite possible that our present
type of civilization will go on for many thou-
sands of years until humanity gradually rises
%0 a pinnacle undreamt of today.

During this future time, it is quite possible
_that there will be many setbacks ; in other words,
the curve will not be constantly rising, as this
would be against all teachings of past history.
Tt is even conceivable that humanity will go back
to the dark ages for a spell, only to rise to new

. and greater heights. It has thus been in the
past, and it will probably be thus in the future.

Our present progress is particularly pre-
carious and few people hardly ever apprccnate
by what a fine thread our present civilization is
hung. A cataclysmic war might well wipe out
much of our civilization. It is not usually forces
* from the outside that change progress, but

rather the stupidity of the humaa race itself.

Thus, for instance, our entire present civil-
ization is balanced on the thing which we call
transportation, and transportation has grown to
such a vast network that practically all hu-
man beings and particularly those located in the
largest centers are dependent upon it., If there
should be a nation-wide breakdown of trams-
portation, it would not take very long for hu-
manity to descend to barbarianism once more.
Stop all trains, stop all automobiles, disrupt tele-
graph and telephone service and destroy our
water works, usually distant from the large
cities, and you immediately have chaos. Modern
civilization is reared upon transportation and is
inter-related in such a manner that neither the
cities nor the farms can do without the trans-
portation,

It does not take a great imagination to figure
out what would happen if all railroads and auto-
mobiles were to stop operating for any great
length of time. A city like New York, for in-
stance, if cut off from all outside sources, could
not possibly last more than about two weeks
without its population being reduced to starva-
tion, which, in its turn, would bring food riots
and worse.

Nor is it to be supposed that progress will
stop at our present transportation methods. The
chances are that, let us say 100,000 years from
now, railroads and automobifes and land trav-
eling will be obsolete. Most of the traffic will
then be by air. This will make progress then
even more precarious than it is today because
humanity will then be dependent upon an aerial
transportation machine, which will be evea more
fragile than our present land transportation
machinery,

%
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URyetvetion by Pout)
Im-pat!enﬂ;

he gave the shrub a last mighty tug, and pulled
himself out of the basket onto the mars y ground!

— _ ;
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THE ELIXR OF PROGRESS

By PHILIP J. BARTEL

® Horror-stricken, Burke-Cliff, the Nu-
trition Council’s dullest worker, gazed
at the irreparable blunder he had com-
mitted. He had destroyed beyond possible
recovery the world’s last supply of vi-
tality-giving Spinach!
. He lifted muscular hands to his high,
bulging forehead, and pounded his hair-
less skull in hopeless desperation.

What would his superiors say? What
would -his punishment be? were the
thoughts that passed through his fear-
quickened mind.

Burke-Lars, director of Nutrition
Council B-11, had hesitated to detail his
slower-minded assistant to the all-impor-
tant work of cleansing the last reserve of
Spinach of parasites, but he had been or-
dered to leave an assistant in charge, in
order to answer a summons from the
Council-Governor Burke-Mel.

Painstakingly, Lars had shown Cliff
just how to feed the vermin-destroying
‘mortygen in quantities sufficient to pre-
serve the fleshy leaves from the devasta-
ting attack of the insects.

‘With a move of his clumsy fingers,
Cliff had turned the projection lever to
its fullest extent. Before his dull wits had
grasped the danger, the lethal fumes of-
mortygen had burned leaf, stem, and seed

~+".to. a black viscous mass. Long experience

told him how useless it was to search the
mile-square glass-house for a single liv-
ing seed.

Fearfully he turned to answer the visi-
tor’s signal. “Had Burke-Lars returned
80 soon ?” he wondered.

‘The opening of the forty-fifth century
had found Humanity stolidly happy in
the midst of universal activity. Fifteen
hundred years of Family Government had
benefited all. And why not? :

® The tremendous success of Mr. Bar-

tel’s “Twenty-Five Centuries Late,”
recently published’ in our pages, will
make his latest story, written in the same
vein, heartily welcome, -

Cur author’s stories, like those of
Stanley G. Weinbaum, have writing-style
as the keynote. It is this more than the

" plot and science which makes the stories
so different, so much of a relief from the
stereotyped phrasing of many other
authors.

The present tale we could call a “semi-
satire,” for, though to the characters in
the story everything is very serious, you
will be forced to smile often at the pe-
culiar actions of the characters—peculiar
to us, two thousand years behind them in
development.

Hadn’t all ancient forms of govern-
ment failed? Even the dream of phil-
osophers, Universal Socialism, hadn’t
been able to solve the problems it had in-
herited from the Capitalistic Syste . It
had, however, eradicated all national
boundaries and trained each individual
into a useful and expert worker—workers
who had turned upon their greedy and
corrupt leaders, with ruthless vengeance.

Slowly the working classes had segre-
gated and married only among them-
selves, thereby creating huge families.
These groups ruled themselves, and
easily gained control of all industry and
science. Each family proudly concerned
themselves only with a single art, and
spent the years carefully promoting and
developing its chosen work. The realiza-
tion of the need of a common co-operative
system resulted in the Great Confedera-
tion of 2003, which directed the formation
of the “Council” Family Government,

Every worker belonged to an operative
council, which was assigned to certain
labors. This council was ruled by a direc-
tor and an assistant. The directors were
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all mentbers of the Industry’s ‘Governing
Council, which had as its absolute ruler,
the head of its family, usually ‘its oldest
member, the Patriarch.

In their turn, the heads of the Industry
Councils were members of the Supreme
Council which decided on all matters per-
taining to the benefit of Humanity. Sec-
ond only to this council was the Eugenics
Council, which directed the mating of the
citizens, brought up their children, and
advised on problems of public welfare,

Ever since its formation, the Burke
Family had been the guiding spirit of the
Nutrition Council. To them it was given
to guard the health of debilitated Human-
ity. They were proud of their accomplish-
ments in their own field. True enough,
their perfection ef pills as a substitute for
solid foods did cause the disappearance of
natural teeth, but the Science Council
quickly invented practical and beautiful
artificial sets.

And if evolution was changing the
shape of man’s jaws, due to the lack of
masticatory exercise, that was a problem
for the Health Councils. Narrow jaws
accentuated the bulge of their heads and
gave them the desired appearance of great
mentality,

The Burkes also claimed that their con-
centrated forms of foods were responsible
for the disappearance of lust, material
greed, and many other worldly vices.
Their enemies blamed them for causing
general debility and poor resistance to
colds. Again they denied responsibility,
and pointed to the “weather-hoods” that
all wore outdoors. Surely that little in-
convenience was worth the avoidance of
stomach disorders and time-wasting
meals ! .

But what the Nutrition-Burkes did not
openly admit, was that much of their suc-
cess was due to the discovery of Vitamins
L and M in “Spinacia Oleracea,” or or-
dinary Spinach!

Without Vitamin L, concentrated foods
promoted sluggishness and indolence.
Without Vitamin ‘M, the world’s highly
developed acumen and perspicacity would
seon give place to imbecility!

-
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Now that a succession of storms had
destroyed a million acres of the precious
Spinach, the Nutrition Council was ten-
derly nurturing its reserve plantation, in
the hope that the sanity and happiness of:
its fellows might be preserved.

Imagine, then, how it would penalize
any blunderer who mlght endanger any
of its plans!

CHAPTER 11
Threatened Calamity

® The face that Burke-Cliff saw in the
silvery visitor’s-dial was that of Jones-
Lem, of the History Council.

Of all the family-groups, the Joneses
alone had retained the ancient character-
istics of affability and courtesy. They fre-
quently annoyed their associates with
comic anecdotes and shocked them with
scandalous bursts of laughter!

Their friends explained these an-
achronous exhibitions by reminding them-

selves that day after day the Joneses oc-

cupied their time by consulting aged rec-
ords and listening to recordographs drone
fact and fiction of bygone eras. “No
doubt,” they agreed, “our friends, the
Historians, absorbed the ancients’ wvul-
'”

garities along with their knowledge !

In spite of their irritating qualities, the
Joneses were greatly sought after as
counselors and advisors. Besides, as the
Historians carefully recorded the events
of the day, none cared to antagonize them
for fear that he would be mentioned dis-
paragingly.

In appearance, Jones-Lem might have
been the reflection of Burke-Cliff—the
same bulging head, narrow jaw, heavy
goggles. Perhaps his hands were not as
muscular, nor were his shoulders as
broad, but under his transparent weather-
hood, he wore the same white, close-fit=
ting silken garment.

Still more, by reason of their tiny, al-
most unnoticeable Iegs, each rode the in-
dispensable motor-carriage that replaced
the lost use of their feet.

As he entered, Jones-Lem amiebly,

bobbed his carefully plucked bald head."

T
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“Greetings, Burke-Cliff. You seem to be
sad and preeccupied. What is the
trouble ?”

Cliff stroked his small jaw. He was
greatly relieved to find that Burke-Lars
had not returned.

He cordially pressed Jones-Lem’s hand

and sighed: “You are mere than wel-.

come, today, Lem.”

Lem knew that his supposition was
correct. The usually stolid Chiff was wor-
ried. “Tell me your problem,” he coaxed.

“I fear that I've been the cause of a
great catastrophe,” Cliff confided. “By a
silly blunder, ¥Fve destroyed our reserve
supply of Spinach.”

“And what does that mean?” quizzed
Lem.

“Nothing less than the loss of our last
sources of Vitamins L. and M!”

“Not the Vitamin of Energy?” gasped

Lem.

"~ “Yes, and what’s more important—
Vitamin M, the element of Sanity is gone
forever!”

“But how did the accident occur?” de-
manded Lem.

“Burke-Lars was summoned to a coun-
cil meeting,” explained Cliff. “Before he
left, he carefully showed me how to spray
our experimental crop with mortygen.”

“Go on!” insisted Lem.

“I don’t know how it happened, but I
placed too much pressure on the lever and
before I could turn off the supply, I.had
projected a hundred times more gas than
was needed to destroy only the insect

~parasites!” Cliff nervously glanced to-
wards the visitor’s dial.

The Historian was frankly worried. He
reflected that if it had happened to an-
. other, some fancy tale could have been
contrived to exonerate Lem, but the
young numskull would never survive the
cross-examination of the Discipline Coun-
cil.

“Better tell your superior, Burke-Lars,
the whole truth,” he advised. “I’ll think
" the matter over.”

The hum of the visitor’s signal inter-

rupted Lem’s suggestion. Cliff rolled to

‘the dial and anxiously peered into it.

-
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“It’'s- Burke-Lars,” he quavered,
“What’ll I do?”

“First admit him,” snapped Lem. “Fl}
try to break the news gently.”

The director of Council B-11 shd into
the room bristling with impertence.
“Greetings, Jones-Lem,” he bobbed,
“What tidings do you bring us?”

Lem plunged into his story. “Bad
tidings, Burke-Lars,” he began. “Prepare
yourself for the worst.”

Lars rushed at his assistant and
grasped his bowed shoulder in his sinewy
hand. “Cliff, tell me,” he commanded, “is
this more of your carelessness?”’

The young man nodded sorrowfully and
pointed to a glass orifice.

His face pale with alarm, Lars glued
his eyes to the window. He drew back
in horror. “The Spinach!” he . cried,
“What has become of it?”

Slowly the explanation came to bis
shocked senses. “Burnt to carbon! Lost
forever!’ he blurted. He turned to the
frightened Cliff. “Wretch,” he ranted,
“know you what this means?”

Lem drew nearer to Cliff and threw
him a look of encouragement. “Slewly,
Lars,” he soothed, “perhaps there is &
substitute.”

“Substitute!” he shrieked. “There is
no substitute.- For seven weeks of years
have my associates sought a substitute,
We alone knew the importance of Spin-

ach. We dared neot even confide in the

Supreme Council.” In his anger, Lars”
shiny pate shone with sweat. “Look ahead,
dolt, and see the results of your stupid
clumsiness !

“Your fellow-men will slowly lose all
ambition and virility—perhaps even
worse. Our sanity is at stake!”

Cliff raised his arms in helplessness, “Is
there nothing for me to do?” he pleaded.

Lars laughed hysterically. “You have
nothing to fear,” he sneered. “You'll
never live long enough to enjoy the fruits
of your treacherous negligence! The Dis-
cipline Council will make sure of that!”

In spite of his experience, the hardened
Lem shuddered. “It is my duty to re-

port this disaster te the Supreme Couns
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cil,” he stated regretfully. “I shall en-
deavor to spare you as much as possible.”

"He wheeled to the visicastor and con-
nected it. The televisor screen lost its
cloudy appearance and the face of White-
Al was seen.

“Communications-Council,
Neonia,” he drawled.

“Jones-Lem, director Historian Coun-
cil L-40, desires immediate word with
Supreme Councilman-in-charge !’

In a moment, White-Al's bored face
faded, and Kent-Sam of the Supreme
Council frowningly demanded : “Who dis-
turbs the Supreme Council ?”

Lars and Cliff watched attentively.

Jones-Lem calmed himself and began,
“Great Leader, I have an important com-
munication. A serious accident has be-

City of

- fallen a sub-bureau of the Nutrition

Council. I pray that an Emergent Ses-
sion of the Supreme Council be called to
determine its remedy !”

An impatient expression crossed Kent-
Sam’s wrinkled countenance. “It is my
order that you summon all concerned in
this mishap for an immediate hearing be-
fore ds at the Executive Chamber in
Xenonia in four hours!” Without waiting
for a reply, he disconnected the instru-
ment.

CHAPTER Il
By Air to Xenonia

@ As they entered the public conveyance,

Lem whispered to Cliff: “Fasten your
carriage next to mine. We must discuss
your problem.”

The unfortunate young man nodded
gratefully. Burke-Lars disdainfully mov-
ed to the other end of the polytrol.

The signal to hold fast was given and
the flyer left the landing platform at a
terrific speed. They had less than four
hours to travel four thousand miles to the
polar city of Xenonia. As the craft sped
through the dense atmosphere, the inter-
ior of the cabin became noticeably warm,
due to the friction caused by their tre-
mendous velocity.

-In a few moments, the air began to cool

and became actually. frigid as they burst
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into the stratosphere. The polytrol’s pas-
sengers glared at the Transportation
Council’s operator and drew their wea-
ther-hoods closer around them. He gri-
maced and adjusted the thermostat. The
geodetron, or automatic-destination con-
trol, ticked merrily as it guided them on
their way.

All but Lem and Cliff dozed. The His-
torian was mentally giving thanks for the
perfected science of telekinetrics.

How much better was radiated energy
than the unreliable ancient stored-power,
he mused.

The sight of a black duotrol, which he
spied through a porthole, reminded him of
Burke-Cliff and his dilemma.

Worry had sharpened Cliff’'s wits.
“Look, Lem,” he indicated, “isn’t that a
Discipline Council flyer?”

“It is,” he agreed, and to himself he
muttered, “So—we are already under sur-
veillance!”

For the remainder of the voyage, Lem
tried repeatedly to instill courage and
advice into Cliff, but to no avail. As the
golden towers of the Capitol came into
sight, he realized that if his friend was to
be helped escape the wrath of the Su-
preme Council, he could expect no assist-
ance from the frightened youth, himself.

His grim thoughts were interrupted by
the food siren, shrieking eerily through
the quiet atmosphere of the polytrol.

The passengers stirred from their naps
and took small glass tubes from their poc-
kets. It was the hour for the Universal
Meal. Once a day, at the beginning of
the thirteenth hour, the single, speedy
repast was taken. Two of the Nutrition
Council’'s food-lozenges sufficed for
twenty-four hours.

The regulating of the food-periods had
proved valuable in the constant battle with
disease.

Before he had finished feeding, Lem
noticed that the craft had halted in mid-
air. The operatorgsignaled for permis-
sion to continue, and the travelers pre-
pared for their arrival.

As the arctic temperature made it im-
possible to use landing platforms, incom-
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ing ships first signaled their presence, and
then carefully nosed their way into the
openings in the metal walls of Xenonia’s
golden towers.

Once inside the walls, Lem and the two
Burkes removed their weather-hoods and
entered the speedy elevators for the Exe-
cutive Chamber,

At the entrance to the hall, each dlS-
played his identification symbol tattooed
on the top of his shiny skull and was
granted admittance.

As he led the way to a point in the
center of the room, Lem glanced at Burke-
Lars. Cold and dispassionate, the Council
Director hardly looked at his disgraced
assistant. Poor Cliff did net dare to leave
Lem’s side for a moment.

The Historian mentally girded up his
loins. He would need every artifice he
knew in this encounter with the world’s
master-minds.

CHAPTER IV
Six Months of Life!

® Like shining white counters on a titanic
abacus, the tiers of glistening, bald
skulls entirely filled the vaulted chamber
of the Executive Council.
As if pushed into place by an invisible

mathematician, each representative grace- -

fully slid into paosition.

When the room was filled to capacity,
all doors were closed. Jones-Lem di-
rected his gaze to the dais, where the Su-
preme Council were wriggling themselves
into comfortable pasitions.

He wondered how less at ease they
would be had they been aware of the
calamity that threatened their well-being.
His eyes fell upon each male and female
councilman.

In his labors, he had had close contact

with but twelve of the thirty-three rulers.,

The others he knew by reputation. Wise,
learned, venerable, and popular, their de-
cisions were hailed with acclaim and ap-
proval. And with good reason.

Each had spent a lifetime in the ser-.

vice of his or her industry or science. Only
- hard work and infinite proficiency had ad-
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vanced them to the highest honor attain-
able. ‘Perhaps their training was to blame
for their staidness, placidity, and un-
swerving sense of justice.

The Historian’s reflections were inter=
rupted by the triple ring of the assembly
gong. All present bowed their heads, as
Smith-Tom, Patriarch of the Scientific
Smiths and Governor of the Supreme
Council pronounced the invocation for Di-
vine Aid.

“And now,” he rasped, “by the power
in me vested, I declare this Emergent Ses-
sion of the Supreme Council duly epen.”

He turned his eyes upon a councilman
to his right. “Kent-Sam, it was by your
direction we were summoned. Relate to
us your reasons.”

Kent-Sam, Governor of the powerful
Discipline ouncil, bobbed his head to his
superior and frowned at the rest of the
assemblage.

“Great Leader,” he began, “while at
my post, I was disturbed by Jones-Lem,
an Historian Council director. He begged
that an Emergent Council be called to
consider a remedy for an accident of uni-
versal importance, which occurred at a lo-
cal Nutrition Bureau.”

“Is Jones-Lem here?”’
boomed.

Smith-Tom

“Great Leader, I am here and at your =

service,” replied Lem.

“Will Burke-Mel, the Nutrition-Coun-
cil governor, appoint a prosecutor ?”” He
turned to a man at his left.

“Willingly, Great Leader,” was the re-
ply. “I order Burke-Lars director of
Council B-11 to present his charges.”

With a visible attempt to control his
anger, Lars related his story. As he fin-
ished, he turned to Burke-Cliff and
screamed.

“And there, Great Leader, is the man
who destroyed our last supply of Vita-:
mins L and M! 1 pray that he receive
the proper punishment!”

A murmur of voices swept across the
hall to where Cliff and Lem stood aghast’
at the effect of Lars’ address.

“Quiet !’ shoyted Smith-Tom. “This
is grave, indeed, and should receive our-
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most careful consideration. Justice must
be done. But wait. Burke-Mel, why were
we not notified that Spinach was the only
source of these vitamins?”

“We had good reason, Great Leader!”
was Mel's annoyed response. “This is nei-
ther the time nor place for an explanation.
We have a more important matter to dis-
cuss!”

“’Tis well.
accused ?”’

Before anyone else could speak, Lem
raised his hand and cried. “I, Great
Leader, I will defend Burke-Cliff.”

“Then advance before us with the de-
fendant!”

Jones-Lem allowed his eyes to drift
from one stern, merciless face to another.
Heavily spectacled eyes glared at him,
daring him to say anything he would;
nothing, they threatened, could excuse so
dastardly a crime.

He bowed his head to the four corners
of the room. “Great Leader, I will not
waste your precious time. Burke-Cliff
pleads guilty!”

At his words, even those councilmen,
who were pretending bored disinterest,
straightened to attention.

Smith-Tom glowered at the shrinking
Clift. “Then there is nothing for us to
do but pronounce sentence!”

“If the Great Leader pleases, what
would be the penalty for such a crime, if
wilfully committed?”’ Lem peered up
into Tom’s face.

"Carried away by his ire, Burke-Lars
forgot himself. “It was wilful.”

“Silence,” thundered Tom. “How dare
you speak without permission ?”’

Lars apologized and was forgiven.

Tom clasped his hands and reflected for
a moment. “The penalty for a crime en-
dangering the health and very existence of
humanity, is punishable by the maximum
sentence. Disintegration!”

A moan of desperation came from CIiff.

Again Lem raised his hand for permis-
sion to speak. It was granted.

“Great Leader,” he began, “I beg your
indulgence for but a moment. I wish to
- call your venerable attention to the fact

Who will speak for the

L
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that an important detail is being over-
looked by your august presences!”

Lem shouted his words with the great-
est assurance. He was positive that he
had the right defense for his friend.

Ill-humor and irascibility showed on
every face. What nonsense was this gar-
rulous Historian about to spout now?

“Our Laws and Regulations,” Lem con-
tinued, “are for normal, conventional be-
ings like ourselves, not for a weak-minded,
sub-normal individual such as poor Burke-
Cliff.

“Look at him! If he has been clumsy,
it was unintentional. If he has erred, it
was unpremeditated. Blame not this un-
fortunate young man. Blame rather the
Eugenics Council, for the inadequacy of
his training! I challenge it to produce his
childhood record for our examination!”

Astounded at the Historian’s audacity,
only one councilman was able to reply.

Green-Rhea, Governor of the Eugenics
Council, clenched her fists in exasperation.
“Fool,” she scowled, “Burke-Cliff re-
ceived an education, in every respect as
good as your own. We grant no special
privileges.”

“True, venerable Governor,” agreed
Lem. “But that was the trouble, His
lesser intellect should have received addi-
tional consideration—"

“Enough of this caviling,” interrupted
Smith-Tom, “Let the record be brought
before us immediately.”

An attendant silenftly sped to the near-
est exit. In the few moments that elapsed
before the messenger returned, Lem
signaled for Cliff to approach him.

“Be calm,” he whispered. “If ques-
tioned, remember to be truthful and all
will end well.” »

“I can’t thank you enough,” Cliff be-
gan brokenly. )

Lem quieted him with a pat of his
hand. “Hush, the messenger has re-
turned.”

Smith-Tom rapidly scanned the child-
hood record of the young Nutritionist. At
various times, he frowned and nodded his
wrinkled head. Finally he lifted his eyes -
from the document and cleared his throat.



THE ELIXIR OF PROGRESS

“From what I have read, Burke-Chff,
as 1s our custom, was taken from his par-
ents the day eof his birth and spent his
eighteen years of childhood among the
other children of the Burke Family. Like
the rest of the Males, he has been kept
from the association of all unmarried Fe-
males.

“All through the record, I note instances
where his clumsiness caused minor acci-
dents. While he received the usual train-
ing, there is no sign of any special psy-
chological treatment for his strange awk-
wardness and stupidity. 1 fear Jones-
Lem is right. Burke-Cliff is innocent. The
Eugenics Council is at fault!”

Her face pale with pugnacity and
anger, Green-Rhea fairly screeched at the
Counci-Governor. “If we are responsible,
let me prescribe the cure !

For the first time, Lem felt a cold chill
of foreboding. come over him. He fixed
his eyes on the aged woman.

“If mental treatment was omitted in his
youth, let us give it to him now. What
he needs is the constant association of an
expert psychologist. We cannot bring back
the lost Spinach, but we can reclaim a dy-
ing intellect !”’

\WVhispers of approval grew to a rum-
ble of applause.

“An excellent idea,” admitted Tom.
‘“Have you any particular tutor in mind?”

“I have, Great Leader—a woman direc-
tor of a Fugenics Sub-Council, Green-
Mina.”

“Green-Mina,” eckhoed Tom. “I've
heard of her reputatien. But wait: she is
still unmated. It is impossible. You well

, .know our Law that no unmarried male
“4nd female shall associate.”
~ Green-Rhea was undaunted. “True
enough, Great Leader, but why not marry
them to each other? He will prove an ex-
cellent foil to the brilliant Green-Mina.”
“But Great Leader,” Jones-Lem ob-
jected. “Burke-Cliff has five years more
before he is compelled to wed. And fur-
thermore, the venerable Green-Rhea
knows that none may marry unless their
types compare favorably.”

i
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Again Smith-Tom consulted Cliff’s re-
cord. “Eugenic Rating,” he read, “S~43.”

“Excellent,” commented Rhea. “Green--
Mina’s type is S-24. 1 strongly urge their
marriage at once. A few months in her
company will accomplish wonders. As for
the lost vitamins, let the Nutrition and the
Science Councils concern themselves with"
that problem.”

Jones-Lem made one last attempt. “If
the Great Leader pleases, I pray that this
marriage be one of gender-equality.”

“Impossible,” exclaimed Rhea. “In no
way is Burke-CIliff her equal! T insist up-
on an order of female-superiority!” .

Smith-Tom and his associates grouped
together in conference. After a while he
turned to the audience. “This Council,”
he aftnounced, “reserves its decision pend-
ing investigation. It orders, however, that
the marriage date of Burke-Cliff be ad-
vanced five years, and that he and Green-
Mina wed immediately. In six months
from today, we shall reconvene and con-
sider the progress made, if any. At that
time, we shall prenounce final sentence.
This session is adjourned!”

Lem wheeled out of the hall, mutter-
ing to himself, “At least Cliff has six
months more of life. With so much time,
surely I can find a better way out of this
dilemma!”

CHAPTER V
The Female

® Jones-Lem waited until the first rest-

day after Cliff’'s marriage before visit-
ing them. He was curious to determine
just how the young man reacted to a wife’s
influence.

He presented himself at the base of the
metal tower that contained Burke-Cliff’s
dwelling and pressed his face close to the
annunciator-board. The visitor’s pane!
was clear, showing that the occupant of
the apartment was awake and desirous of
visitors.

- In a moment, a strange bald head ap-
peared before Lem’s startled eyes. He
was amused at the disgusted look on the
woman’s face. “Too bad,” he thought,
“Chff has been blessed with a shrew. But
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her eyes didn’t look like those of an ill-
tempered vixen.’

He was about to move on when Chff’
image bobbed him welcome. With a
shrug of his shoulders, he ascended to
their level and entered the room. Only
Cliff was in sight.

“You are very welcome,” he greeted.
“I must ask you to excuse my wife Mina.
She has an important duty to perform and
will join us later.”

Lem looked at Cliff curiously.
young man had changed.

“Tell me,” he prompted, “how do you
like being married ?”

“It's wonderful,” he enthused,
Mina—" He hesitated.

“Yes?” coaxed Lem.
~ “She—er—hardly bothers about e,

When I attempt to start a conversation,
she just looks at me with contempt in
her eyes and wheels out of the room. I
wish she could have some more respect
for me. I know that I haven’t her intelli-
gence, but if I could only accomplish some-
thing to make her think more of me, how
happy I would be!”

Lem nodded in sympathy ; he was sorry
for Cliff. The order of female-superior-
ity was a nuisance. Imagine losing all
privileges of naming and classifying your
own children!

If Mina chose, any sons or daughters
would be brought up as Greens and be-
come members of the Eugenics Family.

“Does your wife assist you in your
work at the Nutrition Bureau?’ he in-
quired.

“Certainly. It is part of her duty to
observe my every reaction while at work.
She has little patience for my blunders,
though, and scolds me continuously.”

At that moment, Mina glided into the
chamber.

She returned Lem’s bob by the slightest
inclination of her head. “Jones-Lem, I
cannot account for your friendship with
so stupid a dullard. A man of your in-
telligence should seek more suitable com-
panions.”

-The Historian regarded her in silence
-while he perused every detail of her ap-

The
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pearance. At a short distance, like all the
women of his acquaintance, she could not
have been distinguished from a man.

The unusual size of her carefully
plucked .-head denoted intelligence of the
highest degree. Large brown eyes, at
present filled with righteous indignation,
stared boldly at him. Her hands, due to
her profession, were small and well-kept.
Outside of her crossness, he approved of
her greatly. He was sure that under
ordinary conditions she was capable of un-
usual good sense.

He turned to Cliff. The young man
was watching his wife with blind worship
in his eyes.

Lem promised himself that he would
exert every effort to revise the poor opin-
ion she had of her husband. He placed an
arm around Cliff’s shoulders and re-
marked. “Respected Mina, I know of no
other man of so amiable a character as
Cliff. I advise you to consider this care-
fully, before criticizing him thoughtless-
ly.”

The young woman lifted her head
scomfully and said. “Bah, in him, ami-
ability is a sign of stupidity ! I would that
I were rid of him!”

Cliff sighed hopelessly. _

‘Lem was angered at this show of un-
kindness. “Be calm,” he chided; “in but
a few months, he may leave you forever.
Besides, you have him to thank for your
majority. Whether he lives or dies, as a
married woman you will be able to finally
associate - with your older colleagues,
male and female leaders of your profes-
sion.”

In a huff, she threw Lem a nod of fare-
well and left the room.

“There, Lem, you have an example of -
what occurs every day,” murmured CIiff. -

“Truly a pity,” nodded Lem. “I wonder
what we can do about it?”

“If I could develop something of great
importance in my laboratory, something
to bring honor and respect to me, I'm sure
she would be different.” Cliff’s anxiety
was pitiful.

“Like a new source for Vitamins L and
M,” suggested Lem. “That would do the
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trick! Tell me, are you sure every pos-
sibility for a substitute has been ex-
hausted ?”

“We’ve gone back a thousand years in
our researches. Even the wisdom of the
ancients gave us nothing.”

“Only a thousand years!” exclaimed the
historian. “We must go back farther than
that. Imagine the result if we should be
successful—honor, rewards, perhaps even
full acquittal for your blunder, And last
but not least, Mina’s regard—"

Cliff grasped Lem’s arm, ecstasy and
hope in his eyes..

CHAPTER VI
The Search

® A full week Jones-Lem spent at the

History Center. Hour after hour, the
records of bygone generations flashed be-
fore his observant eyes. Products, chemi-
cals, drugs, and foods he exammed close-
ly. .
He skipped a thousand years to the
thirty-fifth century, knowing that the Nu-
tritionists would have missed nothing of
interest in that era.

The next ten centuries revealed nothing:

to help him. Spinach and Spinach alone
had been responsible for the isolation of
Vitamins L and M in 2604, and had
brought the Vitamin Age to its greatest
height.
- Discouraged at his failure, he idly re-
viewed the events of the twenty-first cen-
tury, long before the era of the benevo-
lenf, Patriarchal form of government was
born.

As he watched the birth and death of

- political systems, an item of unusual in~

terest caught his eye—THE REVOLU-
TION OF 2034.

Quickly he surveyed the causes. The
Central Congress of the United Socialis-
tic States of North and South America
had by a small margin approved the Pro-
hibition of Coffee. By a like small ma-
jority, the individual states had ratified it
and Civil War raged in the western hemi-
sphere,

Lem’s interest was now aroused. “What

fight brother, wife to defy husband, and
father to pitilessly destroy child?’ he
wondered.

Beyond ascertaining that the Anti-Cof-
feeists were victorious, the historian paid
no further attention to politics. e was
only interested in determining the appar-
ent effect the substance Coffee had upon
social and scientific developments.

One thing was indelibly impressed upon
his mind. Within a single generation of
the disappearance of Coffee from the face
of the earth, gaiety, geniality, and cheer
began to wane!

Another important result was that slug-
gishness, inertness, and mental dullness
threatened civilization’s progress until
various drugs were used to combat their,
ingress!

All this was due to the removal of Cof-
fee from the diet of Man—truly a re-
markable substance!

As he revealed the record of its first
general popularity in the fourteenth cen-
tury, he marveled no more at the increased
tempo of the March of Intellect that be-
gan at that time.

Proof of the world’s old fondness for

Coffee met his eye everywhere. He noted

the reference to its delicious odor.

“Smelling,” he mused, “I wonder how
long it has been since men have expe-
rienced pleasure through their olfactory
sense ?”’

He carefully noted the ancient locations

of the coffee plantations, the description of
the tree and plant, and finally the meth-
od of roasting and preparing the bean.
. Though almost twenty-five centurigs
had passed since its destryction, he was
certain that samewhere in the world, per-
haps in a clime where once it flourished,
the Coffee plant still grew wild.

He left the Historical Archives and
summoned a Transportation Council re-
presentative. ‘After hearing of the extent
of his intended travels, the Transporta-
tionist promised to furnish a fully
equipped monotrol of late design.

As he made his extensive preparations
for the search, Lem reflected on the pos-
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was this substance that caused brother to*
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sibilities of Coffee. “Perhaps it may cor-
rect Burke-Cliff’s dullness of mind?” he
conjectured. “What a blessing to mag-

‘kind in general and Burke-Cliff in partic-

ular, should my quest prove successful.

And if not—"” he shuddered at the
thought.

CHAPTER VI

A Costly Success

the monotrol, Jones-Lem

" carefully set the geodetron for the city
of Flauria, the Botanical Center of the
World.

There, in tropical surroundings, the
Agricultural Council had set up a gar-
den containing a specimen of every plant
available.

" “Perhaps,” Lem hopefully mused, “in
some neglected corner, a forgotten Coffee
plant might be discovered.”

The ship sped on unerringly aimed at
its destination. With no need to control
his flight, Lem proudly gazed down at
the various manufactories over which he
flew.

 Here was the gigantic plant of the Con-
struction Council. Hermetically sealed in
the monotrol, Lem could not hear the
sounds of the ant-like industry that his
eyes beheld. Thousands of workers were
busy building large and small units of
composition and metallic materials for
dwelling and machine. Each individual
was a tiny cog in the eternal mechanism of
Progress.

-Minutes later found him soaring over

the city of Luxunia, the great Science cen-

ter. Involuntarily, though behind tightly
closed walls, Lem’s nostrils wrinkled with
the memory of the evil smelling streets of
the city of experimentation.

As he passed site after site of co-opera-

" tive industry, he rejoiced in the perfection

of his civilization. Truly they were all
for one and one for all.

In a flash the reason for his mission
came back to him.

“These scenes of harmonious activity,”
he wondered, “were they to be disturbed

and slowed down by a lack of the proper ‘

?”
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His reflections were rudely interrupted
by the approaching warning of the geodet-
ron. He was nearing Flauria, Perhaps
his search would soon be over.

As the monotrol lightly came to a stop,
eager attendants helped Lem to alight. He
asked for Blake-Don, the Council Direc-
tor, whom he had met before. Immedi-
ately he was conducted to him.

“Greetings, Jones-Lem,” bobbed Don.
“To what do we owe the visit of a pro-
minent Historian?”

Lem gazed warmly at the familiar fig-
ure of the director. He noted the ever-
present light of intelligence in the agri-
culturalist’s eyes—-that light of thirst for
knowledge that Evolution had bestowed
upon his fellow men, together with their
bulging skulls and powerful arms.

Was this light of percipience to dim
with the rest of their mental faculties?
He hoped not.

“Greetings, Blake-Don,” he returned.
“I seek a long-lost plant such as this
photograph How soon can you report on
lt?”

Don reached for the plcture and ex-
amined it carefully. He rubbed his small
chin and showed it to an assistant who
shook his head in bewilderment.

“A strange plant indeed,” he replied.
“Nowhere have I ever seen anything even
remotely similar. What is it called?”

“Coffee,” answered Lem. “Are you
posmve that you have never come across
it in your work?”

“Never. I trust that it's not vital to
your labors ?” -

C“Quite vital,” returned Lem. “So vital
that if I do not locate a species, a great
calamity will strike us.”

‘Duly impressed, Don immediately gave
orders for a strict search to be made for
the lost plant. In the hours that passed
before a complete report was returned,
Jones-Lem assisted by closely examining
trees and shrubs remotely favoring the
Coffee plant, but with no success.

-He was not surprised when the investi-
gation proved fruitless.

Disheartened and discouraged, Lem
turned his craft homeward. The ticking
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of the control signals soothed his tired:

nerves and refreshed his weary mind,

At once a thought came to him. He

would visit the site of the ancient country
of Brazil. If his memory failed him not,
millions upon millions of bags of coffee
had been shipped from there to the four
corners of the world of yesteryear.
. Surely, somewhere in the still-flourish-
ing jungles of South America, perhaps in
a far-flung almost unapproachable cor-
ner, he could find a wild specimen of the
Coffee tree.

He determined to continue his search
and not return without at least some tid-
ings.

Setting his geodetron for the exact
point crossed by 58 degrees west longi-
tude and 4 degrees south latitude, he ad-
justed the polytrol to its greatest speed.

As he left the Nutrition Council’s great
settlement at the mouth of the Amazon,
he thanked his stars for the stubbornness
of the jungle that had resisted the efforts
of modern science.

To this indominability alone he assigned

any possibility of discovering the Coffee
tree. Surely, if any of it still remained

. in the fastnesses of the forest, it was be-

cause its very inaccessibility prevented the
mad, bigoted Anti-coffeeists from de-
stroying the plants.

Upon nearing his destination, he no-
ticed that he had chosen well. The growth
became less and less penetrable. Only
by air could passage be made.

In a moment, his craft came to a halt.
Suspended in mid-air, Lem adjusted his
spectacles, but found that in order to ob-
serve satisfactorily, he would have to
leave the monotrol and make a closer
study of the vegetation of the area.

This decision led to formidable obsta-
cles.  He was forced to remember that it
was impossible to move along such uneven
and dangerous surfaces by the use of his
legs—poor limbs, they were but orna-
ments, useless and limp.

He decided to construct a hanging bas-
ket, suspended from the monotrol, in
which he could lower himself at will, and

&
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thereby obtain a close view without los-
ing contact with the ship,

A few hours later found Lem, creeping
along the tops of the shrubs, greatly re-
sembling a large spider hanging from its
web. The monotrol moved forward at a
snail’s pace, thus giving him sufficient time
to peer into the undergrowth.

Lem gazed at the sun. It was getting
late; he would have to work more quickly,
if he didn’t want to be overtaken by dark-
ness.

Aside from the pressing need of finding
the Coffee, he found his labors most in-
teresting. Strange plants and fruits met
his eye everywhere. He recalled the an-
cient maxim of looking for a needle in a
haystack. This haystack covered almost
an entire continent. Oh! for some mag-
net to unhesitatingly draw the Coffee
plant to him! '

Small animals and birds flung them-
selves from his path. He was glad that
the larger ones had been destroyed ages
ago by aggressive hunters. Imagine slip-
ping into the maw of a waiting hoa-con-
strictor ! Why, even disintegration would
be more desirable.

Disintegration! That was the penalty
that hung over his friend Burke-Cliff! No
time was to be wasted! His capable fin-
gers pushed large stalks aside so that he
could examine the smaller plants growing
beside them. ‘

At once his heart stood still! What was
this P—this plant that so modestly raised
its slender growth but ten feet in the air,
forming a small pyramid.

He shakily noted its small snow-white
fragrant flowers surrounded by green,
leathery leaves. His nervous fingers light-
ly touched its cherry-like fruit.

Quickly he broke open the red berry
and saw with relief the plano-convex
seeds embedded in-a yellowish pulp.

At last, he was successful! Here in his
palm he held the bean he sought. Here
was salvation for the world in general
and Burke-Cliff in particular!

He carefully gathered as many speci-
mens as he could carry and with some dif-
ficulty, brought them to the monotrol.
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Darting to and fro, he soon filled the
car to its capacity.

He was about to leave the neighbor-
hood, when, in the last rays of the dying
sun, he espied an unusually attractive
specimen of Coffee shrub on an eminence a
short distance away.

Forgetting caution, he approached it
and proceeded to uproot the plant hur-
riedly. In his excitement, he overlooked
the fact that the monotrol was moving at
twice its ordinary speed, and found him-
self the object of a tug-of -war between the
ship and the sturdy Coffee plant.

Impatiently, he gave the shrub a last
mighty tug, and pulled himself out of the
basket onto the marshy ground!

He uttered a cry of fear as the mono-
trol, freed of his weight, soared up into the
sky, entirely out of his reach!

Groaning in exasperation, he wondered
how he would ever be able to escape from
the jungle without the use of his legs.
Darkness was his only response!

CHAPTER VIII
The Rediscovery of Coffee

® “Fool! Be more careful I” Mina’s voice

shook with impatient disgust. “You
handled that vial as i f it were a mallet. No
wonder you crushed it in your clumsy
hands !’

Burke-Cliff recoiled from her anger.
He wondered if she knew that her very
presence made him maore nervous than
ever.

“I'm sorry,” he apologized.
thinking of something else—"

“Thinking!” she jeered.

Chff flushed. He gathered enough
courage to look directly at his wife. The
vehemence of her expression thrilled him.
How marvellous would be their associa-
tion, if only he could meet her on her own
ground. How wonderful their companion-
shig, if he could arouse her respect!

Into his dull brain seeped the thought,
that as an eminent psychologist, his
wife should be able to tell how much he
adored her.

It was too bad Mina didn’t know of
his reasoning. She would have been

“I was

e
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greatly encouraged at this show of near-
intelhgence.

They had been married for three
menths, and instead of becoming accus-
tomed to his slowness, Mina had been un-
able to restrain her exclamations of dis-
gust at being forced to suffer his stupid
companionship.

According to her instructions from the
Eugenics Council, she was to be his con-
stant companion, even in his workshop.
She permitted no act of carelessness to
go by without severe censure and re-
proach, and in the practice of his daily
work, she offered no encouragement.

One thing about him alone fascinated
her—his great strength. Accustomed as
she was to powerful hands and fingers,
in both sexes, Cliff’s strong arms con-
stantly drew her eyes when he strained at
a heavy piece of apparatus. If the man
only had the perspicacity of a ten-year-
old, perhaps she would learn to enjoy his
friendship. ‘

But it was all useless. Day by day he
became duller and duller. She watched
him as he mixed several food-substances.
He lifted the container and started to pour

its contents into a boiling cauldron. With

a great splash the contamer slipped from
his clumsy fingers and fell into the cauld-
ron, covering him with scalding liquid!

- Mina dashed to his side and quickly

dried his arms and face.

“Numskull,” she cried, “what is to be-
come of you? I can stand your stupidity
no further. If I stay any longer, yoe may
destroy us both with your awkwardness!”

CHiff tried to detain her, but she wheeled
out of the room, shrilling over her shoul-
der, “I go to obtain permission to leave
you for a time. My nerves need a rest!”

- He ceased his routine work and tried to
think of some solution to his problem. But
the more he attempted to find a proper

method, the greater Cliff’'s befuddlement.

The effort made him drowsy, causing his
head to ache.

Good-naturedly, he sympathized with
his wife. She needed the company of her
fellow-scientists, people more suitable

P
.
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than himself. He was sorry that he could
offer her no diversion.

“Well,” he sighed, “in a few months,
she will be free.” He could see no remedy.
And if the Supreme Council saw no im-

eprovement, he’d be turned over to the Dis-

cipline Council for disintegration. Their
highly developed civilization had no pa-
tience with morons.

CIiff turned to his labors. Habit more
than anything else led him to finish his
duties. He was disturbed by the buzzing
of the visitor’s signal. Was Mina return-
ing ? Perhaps she was sorry for her ti-
rade. Eagerly he consulted the visitor’s
panel.

CIliff was shocked at what he saw in the
panel. He recognized Jones-Lem’s face,
but it was in so bruised and scarred a con-
dition as to make it almost unidentifiable.

He bobbed his head in welcome and pre-
pared himself for Lem’s entry. What had
happened to his friend, he couldn’t ima-
gine.

Lem entered the room; he was relieved
to see that Cliff was alone. Immediately
following him was an attendant bearing a
large bag. He deposited his burden, bob-
bed his farewell, and departed.

“Why, Lem,” exclaimed the Nutrition-
ist. “What has occurred? Some acci-
dent, I suppose?”’ :

The Historian wrinkled his scratched
face in a smirk. “Never mind, Cliff. First
tell me—do you expect any other visitors
today ? It is important that we be alone
for a few hours.”

" “I expect no one. Mina will surely not
return today. She is in one of her moods.
But tell me what is the trouble?”

. In as few words as possible, Lem fre-
_lated his adventures. Cliff shuddered on
hearing that Lem had spent a night in the
jungle, torn by thorns and bitten by in-
sects.

“In an hour,” Lem went on, “my wea-
ther-hood was torn to shreds and my body
bitten and scratched. I crambed a few
food lozenges into my swollen mouth and
felt relieved. I dared not touch any water
for fear of infection.
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“Fearfully I dragged my weary body
inr the direction where I had last seen my
monotrol depart. Finally I dropped off
to sleep out of sheer exhaustion. When I
awoke, the sun was high in the heavens
and I heard the thrumming of a ship. I
looked up and there flying low above the
trees was a Discipline Council duotrol. In
a few moments it had discovered me and
I was taken aboard.

“I couldn’t imagine what a Discipline
craft was doing so far from civilization,
but I understood in a moment.

“The Disciplinarian frankly advised me
that since the destruction of the Spinach,
each of us have heen under close surveil-
lance. To this fact alone, I owe my life,
as it would have been impossible to locate
me, lost as I was in the jungle, even if I
had been able to advise the authorities of
my dilemma.

“After having lost me in the darkness,
the patrol had spent the night locating my
monotrol. When light came, they had a
fair idea where to seek me, and it took
but a few hours of searching until I was
found.”

Cliff began to express his anxiety and
sympathy, intermingled with thanks, but
I.em haited him. ‘

“Let’s get to work. We have important
tests to make. On the passage home, I
had my companions assist me in separat-
ing the Coffee beans from their skins, and
have a considerable amount of them here.

“If we follow these simple directions
for roasting, we should have little trouble
duplicating the beverage of our ances-

‘tors.”

The bag was opened and the beans were
spread thinly on a large table and succes-
sively subjected to the penetrating rays
of the Ultra-Violet Ray, the heating of the
Infra-Red Rays, and finally dried and
rubbed by a winnowing roller.

After the protective silver skin was
broken, they were shaken through a sieve
and all damaged beans removed. The
beans were now ready for roasting.

Several trays were filled and placed in
an electric oven, where at a slow, even
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temperature they were carefully roasted.

Though Lem had thoroughly studied
his subject, and was prepared for the de-
hghtful oder of roasting coffee, both he
and Chff were enthralled by the delicious,
sense-thrilling perfume that emanated
from the stove.

Never before had either of the men ex-
perienced joy through their olfactory or-
gans. To them it was a new sensation.
It exhilarated their senses, and strangest
of all, caused their mouths to water with
a desire for food!

Lem carefully timed the roasting pro-
cess, revolving the trays at five minute
intervals.

After a short time, he pronounced the
roasting finished. He removed a tray and
cautiously crushed a few of the beans in
a mortar. The odor became more pun-
gent and enjoyable.

He boiled some water, not trusting any
of these operations to the tender mercies
of Cliff’s clumsy fingers, and suspended
a small vessel filled with the ground beans
inte the bubbling liquid.

In half an hour he pronounced the cof-
fee ready for a test.

Pouring the thick, black lignid into a
small vial, he offered it to Cliff. “Here,
my friend,” he invited, “to you goes the
honor of drinking the first ‘cup’ of Coffee
brewed in two thousand years!’

His hand trembling with anticipation,
CKff stowly brought the vial to his lips
and sipped it hesttatingly.

He finished and turned to Lem. “May
T have some more ™ he begged. “Never
before have I enjoyed any foed-substance.
It is marvelous!”

“First, ¥ will try some,™ Lem retorted.
“K's my turn now.”

Many times was the vial filled and re-
filed. When the container was emptied,
both men sat back and relaxed. Geone was
Lem’s tired feeling. A sense of well-
being crept over them.

Their nervous and vascular systems
were stimulated as never hefore, All sense
-of fatigne vanished and for the first time
in his life, ChfE felt a rush of ready con-
versation ¢ome to his lips.

»
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His mind clicked more easily and a new
facility of expression slipped inte place
in his awakened brain. He turned to
Lem.

“Let us subject the Coffee to the Vita-
meter,” he suggested. “It must be*
charged with Vitamins I and M ¥

The historian agreed and they repaired
to a complicated Vitamin detector m a
corner of the Iaboratory.

The indicator swung to its maximum
“L™ position. With a sigh of relief Cliff
reversed the setting and eagerly gazed at
the “M” qualitative reading.

“Sixty-five maxims !’ he shouted glee-
fully. “I am saved! We all are saved?’

“Is it a good substitute for Spinach?”
asked Lem.

“Substitute " Chff scoffed impatiently,
“it’s a thomsand times better than the ori-
ginzl! Besides, I see tremendeus pessibili-
ties for it in several other directions.”

Lem regarded his f{riend intently.
Never hefore had he seen him so empha-
tic in any declaration. On no eccasion
had Cliff shown foresight. Had this slight
amount of coffee already had its effeet ?

Chiff waxed enthusiastic. “Seeds will
develop in six weeks in our het-houses.
Applicatiens of Infra-Chrome Rays will
bring forth fruit as sturdy as your wild
specimens.

“Tt will take its place in the Vitamin
Group with the sources of the famous
Vitamin K. You know how difficult it
would be to combat disease without Vita-
min K? Remember how Burke-Phil ob-
tained it from eordimary dried plums, eor
prunes, as they were called?” L

Lem nodded seberly. He owed Vita-
mia K a geod deal. Had it not been ine
cluded in common food-lozenges, who
knows but what fever he mtght have de-
veloped that night in the jungle.

“What say yon to brewing anether
jar?”  Cliff implored.

“Agreed,” Lem chuckled, reflecting to
himself how fortunate it was that the
young man had not acquired a dislike for
the bitter beverage.
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CHAPTER IX
'Exoneration and Reward

® Refreshed and invigorated, the Histor-

ian attentively watched the young Nu-
tritionist skillfully prepare the beans. His
clumsiness was gone, and though he had
sgen Lem perform the operation but once,
Cliff hesitated not one moment.

“There is nothing wrong with his
brain,” mused Lem. “It only needed
awakening.”

It was a joy to see his fingers, once
slow and awkward, now deft and quick,
as he speedily prepared the Coffee.

As he dashed from table to furnace,
Cliff praised the discovery and promised
future . improvements in food-substances
with its aid.

He impatiently frowned as the v1sxtor s
signal interrupted his labors.

“Who can that be?” asked Lem won-
deringly.

“Not Lars, I'm sure,” growled CIiff.
“He never bothers me any more.”

"He consulted the visitor’s panel and
wrinkled his brow in surprise. “It’s Mina!
She seems quite excited!”

Mina slid into the room: she hesitated
on seeing Lem’s scratched face and head.
“Has this simpleton made you the victim
of one of his stupid blunders? If so, it
will be his last. I've taken good care of
that!”
© “What do you mean?” demanded her
husband.

“No longer will your folly endanger
Humanity and yourself. I've turned in
my report to the Eugenics Council. We've
arranged to shorten your probation. I
told them further tests are useless and
your final hearing comes up tomorrow ! It
will be your last chance to prove why you
" shouldn’t be disintegrated as a moron and
a menace to Civilization!”

Cliff’s worried face cleared as he in-

haled the perfume of freshly made coffee.
It gave him courage and assurance. His
newly aroused faculties could foretell
every detail of the morrow’s trial

He glanced at her with supreme confi-
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dence, certain that there was nothing for
him to worry about.

But even e could not foresee one sur-
prise the hearing had in store for him!

Instead of the public conveyance,
Burke-Cliff insisted that Jones-Lem share
a duotrol, on their voyage to Xenonia.

If Lem expected that Cliff would labor-
iously review the plans for his coming en-
counter, he was mistaken. -

The young man never mentioned the
council session. He ceaselessly spoke of
his plans for incorporating Coffee in the
daily diet.

“How different was this trip from the
last,” Lem reflected. “How dissimilar
Cliff’s present cheerful attitude from his
gloomy mien on the last visit to the Capi-
tol.”

He stopped him in the midst of a tech-
nical discourse. “Tell me CIiff, what are
all these packages?”’

Cliff replied with great emphasis:
“Portable apparatus for testing the Cof-
fee. I mean to prepare the beverage
right under their very noses!”

Little did he know the significance of
his own words!

-No time was wasted in calling the ses-
sion to order. At a short distance from
the friends, Burke-Lars and Mina sat

, whispering volubly.

Smith-Tom, staid and grave, gaveled
for order. “Will Burke-Lars, the prose-
cutor, come forward with the charge?”

Bobbing his shiny head, Lars advanced
to the dais. He reviewed the evidence,
his anger increasing with every sentence.
His small jaws opened and closed like the
flanges of a mouse-trap, spurting forth in-
dignant accusations.

“See, Great Leader,” he continued,
“how Burke-CIliff sits there, calm and un-
disturbed. Do you need further proof
of his imbecility? See how unconcerned
he is about the calamity he has caused.
I've read you reports, showing the uni-
versal effect the lack of these indispen-
sable vitamins has had on our people.

“Though it is but a few months since .
the small supply gave out, we cannot deny
the terrible results. Everywhere men
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and women are slowing down. Fatigue
and exhaustion never came so easily.
These is an acclaim for an additional rest-
day per manth.

“But warse tham this, Great Leader, is
the lack of ambition which always pre-
cedes inanity and chaos. What has Burke-
ClLiff accomplished in the way of con-
triving same substitute for the Spinach
he has destroyed ? Nething—I am sure. I
pray—nuay, I demand—the penalty of dis-
mtegration !”’

All through this tirade, ]ones-Lem did
not remove his eyes from Cliff. Instead
of becoming alarmed, he was sure that the
young man enjoyed the effects the address
was having on the assembled councilmen.
Frequently Cliff would glance at Mina,
who would haughtily turn from his gaze.

When Burke-ELars bad concluded,
Smith-Tom raised his eyes to Lem and
rasped: “Will Jones-Lem speak for the
defendant ?”

Nonehalantty, Cliff glided from Lem’s
side to the dats. ‘‘Great Leader,” he
drawled, “I will speak for myself.”

Nothing could have been mare surpris-
ing to his audience! Only Lent had antie-
ipated Cliff remarks. He grunted amus-
edly, and observed the expression on
Mina’s fine face. She appeared dum-
founded.

In the moment of sxfenee, Clff let s
eyes run from cauncilman to councilman.
Hard, dispassionate, unfriendly, their
cruel eyes glared down at him accusingly.

As if seeking encouragement, he
glanced at the heap of apparatus nearby.
He bohbed and went on.

“All that my colleague has said is only
too true. We are faced with a tremend-
ous problem. But ene quesson he asked
I'm going to answer. I have not been
idle. A substitute has been discavered!”’

Again his listeners were thrilled. Now
Mina’s eyes were fixed on her hushand.
Her intuitien told her some additional
development was &t hand. She was taken
aback. Had she misunderstaod him ? Were
her findings in errar? Not once did she
cease to chserve his every move.

Chiff signaled to several assistants wha

-from the dais.
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quickly set up a small elfectric furnace and
the Vitameters.

“Great Leader,” he began, “with your
indulgence, I will prepare n1y new bever-
age. It will take but a few moments.”

“You have our permission.”

While he shillfully moved about his du~
ties, Cliff carefully explamed each opera-
tion. “See,” he paimted out, “how the sub-
stance is. prepared. Now you will be
surprised—"

With these words, he suspended the

‘ground beans in the beiling water, and

looked at the Council expectantly. His
hopes were not in vain. What he saw
satisfied his greatest anticipatioms.

As the soul-filling edor ef steaming
coffee filled the room, every eccupant
drew it in eagerly, their nostrils quivering
with gratification and enjoyment.

CHff carefully observed their faces.
Countenances once drawn with anger and
anxiety relaxed and became almost amia-
ble. Their eyes lost their unfriendhy kight,
and shone with interested curiesity.

Smith-Tom, the governor, was greatly
impressed. “My son,” he exclaimed,
“never before have I enceuntered so de-
lightful an odor. What is it ?”

“Have patience, Great Leader,” hegged
Chff. “I am not yet finished.”

Tom nodded his approval.

With the aid ef his assistants, a11
thirty-three members of the Supre
Council were furnished with a small bow].
of coffee, which as it was placed before
them, entranced them with its intriguing
perfume.

“Great Leader,” suggested CHff, “if ycm
will please partake of the beverage, you
will not regret it.”

All watched the Governaor sip the coffee.
After a moment, his usually placid face
actually beamed with pleasure. Witheut
waiting for a further invitation, they
placed the containers ta their lips.

Cliff exchanged a glance of pride with
Jones-Lem who was thoreughly enjoying
himself.

Murmurs of gratification and expres-
sions of relish and gusto swept forward
Burke-Lars and Mina ex-
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changed looks of wonder. What was this
marvelous substance that enchanted the
Council? Mina’s eyes filled with a new
interest.

“And now, Great Leader,” remarked
Cliff, “I wish to demonstrate publicly, the
Vitamin value of Coffee.”

He placed a few beans in the Vitameter
and started to discourse upon its possibili-
ties, explaining how the Coffee was redis-
covered through the invaluable aid of
Jones-Lem. )

“Though handicapped by the neglect of
the Eugenics Council,” Cliff continued,
bowing toward Green-Rhea, with also a
bob to Mina, “this wonderful substance
quickly cured my stilted brain and eased
my intellectual powers. I am sure that we
have nothing further to worry about. Our
new sources Vitamins L and M are inex-
haustible.”

The Council drew together and confer-
red hastily. Smith-Tom turned to Cliff
and for the first time in his life, actually
smiled !

“Burke-Cliff,” he boomed, “you have
more than atoned for your crime. We
hereby clear you completely and grate-

fully express our thanks for your import-

ant experiments.

“We further appoint you Director of a
new Nutrition Council to be formed by
yourself, for the purpose of developing
and inculcating this valuable substance in
our daily diet.

“To Jones-Lem we offer the next va-
cant vice-governorship in his own Council
and extend our compliments.”

During the Governor’s speech, Lem was
mentally wrestling with a strange thought.
He could not explain to his own satisfac-
tion why Mina was apparently unaffected
by the events that had occurred.

From the beginning, her cold, aloof at-
titude had been scarcely changed. Aside
from a look of wonderment, she had not
been moved by the general feeling of good
will and appreciation that had captured all
in the Council-chamber.

As Lem studied her, a sudden light
broke upon him. He turned from her to
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Smith-Tom who was still expressing hds
congratulations.

“Great Leader,” he shouted, “ I have a
boon to ask.”

“Name it, and if it is in our power, we
will grant it.”

“Great Leader,” he implored, “the hap-
piness of Burke-Cliff is not yet complete.
I pray that the edict of female-superiority
that was decreed when he married Green-
Mina be changed to an order of gender-
equality. Surely, he has proved himself
her equal. Perhaps he is even entitled to
male-superiority !”’

In the hush that followed, Cliff dared
not to glance at Mina. He was prepared
for an outburst of indignation, It didn’t
come.

The Governor smiled sadly and shook
his head. “My son, I regret that we can-
not accommodate you. Your request is
impossible. You well know the Law.
When once given, the decree of female-
superiority cannot be changed, unless by
mutual agreement of the parties con-
cerned, or by the proof that the female is
not the physical equal of her mate.”

“But, Great Leader,” exclaimed Lem,
“we owe Burke-Cliff a great debt. Has
he not perfected the greatest discovery of
our age? Has he not given to us, in place
of what was lost, an Elixir of Progress?
Surely, an exception can be made in his
case.”

Smith-Tom was adamant. “It would
create a precedent that might shake the
foundations of our civilization. It cannot
be done.”

Jones-Lem was in a dilemma. Was
Cliff to be subservient to Mina’s willful
ways for the rest of his life?

In a flash the solution came to him. He
picked up a small cup of the still steam-
ing coffee and wheeled to Mina’s side. Be-
fore she could withdraw, he placed it un-
der her nose. She looked at him in sur-
prise. Was he mad?

Triumphantly he grinned into her
astonished face, and placed his lips to her
ear. He whispered hoarsely. At his
words, her features convulsed with anger
and she shook her head vehemently. He



1304
bent and whispered again. This time she
blanched and drooped her head in sur-
render.

Lem turned to the dais. “Great Leader,”
he sang out, “Green-Mina cheerfully
agrees to a decree of gender-equality!”

The Governor’s eyebrows lifted in sur-
prise. “Is it true, my daughter?”’ he in-
quired.

“Yes, Great Leader,” she murmured.

“Then it is so ordered. Burke-Mina,
take your rightful place at your husband’s
side.”

® (Cliff’s new laboratory was completed.

He cordially explained the use of each
machine to Jones-Lem. When they had
returned to the reception room, Lem ex-
pressed his congratulations.

“It is all due to you,” insisted CIiff.
“Everything you have seen, even my new
happiness with Mina. But tell me, what
did you whisper to her that changed her
mind so quickly about our gender-classi-
fication ?”’

THE

- she has no sense of smell
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Lem grinned. “I couldn’t understand
why she had not commented on what she
saw, when she broke in on us that day in
the laboratory. © She showed no interest
or curiosity in our first Coffee experiment.
As a woman, she should have at least
asked questions when she saw that we
were so excited about something. Tt
wasn’t natural.

“And when the entire assemblage at
the Council-Session was affected by your
demonstration, I knew that my suspicions
were justified. The truth came to me im-
mediately.

“I whispered that I would expose the
fact that she was your physical inferior,
if she wouldn’t gracefully agree to a gen-
der-equality, and she quickly acceded. Her
pride would never permit her to stand the
disgrace.”

“What do you mean by ‘my physical in-
ferior’?” blurted CIiff.

Lem’s shoulders shook with laughter,
“She didw't DARE have it known that

’)’

END
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The cream of contemporary Science-Fiction. A few of the forthcoming tales are:

THE WALTZ OF DEATH by P. B. Maxon is our new serial starting next month, and we
challenge you to show us a more satisfying scientific detective murder mystery. We have
not published anything along this line for a long time. This story won Honorable Mention
in the Liberty Magazine Prize Contest of last year,

THE LIVING MACHINE by David H. Keller, M. D. This long-awaited story by a
favorite author is at last slased for prompt publication — and you will find that it has
been well-worth waiting for and up to the standard of a “Kelleryam.”

PYGMALION'S SPECTACLES by Stanley G. Weinbaum. In this case, the name of the
author is all that needs to be mentioned. ¥ A series of satirical novelettes introducing Van
Manderpootz, the most conceited scientist in the world, will follow this in publication.

ALSO: “The Man With the Four Dimensional Eyes’” by Leslie F. Stone — “Human
Ants” by J. Harvey Haggard — ““The Reign of the Reptiles” by A. Connell — “The Isle
of Madness™ by Lilith Lorraine — ‘“One Hundred Generations” by Philip Jaques Bartel.

Watch for these stories in the next few issues, among
many others by the leading. authors in the field.
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PHANTOM
By JOSEPH H. KRAUS

® A hushed undertone, broken only by

the noise of steel clicking against steel
—soft-shod feet moving on tile floors—
below us, in the pit, on a white table in
a white room, a figure draped in white,
We knew him well. Around him were
three men in white, with rubber gloves,
and masked faces—four women similarly
attired. One of them was busy with shin-
ing instruments—another was at the head
-of the table, her right hand on a peculiar
mask which pressed over the nose and
mouth of the patient and was connected
by rubber tubes to a bag and steel bottles
apparently containing gas under pressure.
The figure on the table was brilliantly
illuminated in the flood of lights coming
from a large chandelier overhead. We
leaned forward to watch every move,
every action and to deduct, if possible, any
signs of breathing. Suddenly, the rum-
bling murmurs were broken by a voice.

“Case History”—one of the doctors
was reading from a paper clipped to a
wooden tablet held in his hand. “Case
History—Dr. Glen Walker, age 38 years,
previous history unknown. While in a
diving suit suddenly frantically tugged the
life-line—was hauled ‘quickly to the sur-
face. When helmet was removed he was
raving. Observers report that the lenses
of his eyes fairly popped out of the eye-
balls, protruding far beyond them, and
that he appeared to be suffering from
great shock. He was rushed to the hospital
by seaplane for an emergency operation.
No further findings.

“Diagnosis — cerebral hemorrhage —
pressure.’

Lowering the tablet the surgeon con-
tinued.

“Gentlemen, by removing a portion of
the bone in the skull, we hope to bring

MONSTERS

this patient back to consciousness. He has
been placed under nitrous oxide anesthetic
and will now be given ether, after which
we will operate. This case presents a num-
ber of peculiar twists and angles and I
want you to . ”?

His voice dwmdled into nothingness
and I, who was so fortunate (or unfortu-
nate) as to have accompanied Dr. Walker
on this ill-fated trip, suddenly found my-
self traveling back to the scene of the
adventure,

Many reports had come to us of thé
presence of a sea-serpent which apparent-
ly was washed inland and had made its
habitat in a lake (whose name I will not
here mention) in northern Scotland. We
had contemplated communicating with
Williamson, to hire, for our operations,
his “hole-in-the-water” apparatus with
which he had been so successful in the
taking of deep-sea motien pictures.

I was intimately acquainted with the
elder Williamson, the inventor, and his
son, who had used the apparatus for many
years in the vicinity of the Bahamas and
also understood the operation of the tube
and its attached bulbous lower end. It was
probably for this reason that I was taken
along on this expedition, but Dr. Walker
thought that he would have greater free-
dom if he used an ordinary diving suit
fitted for deep sea operations.

I visualized again how, on the first day
of active operation, we gradually lowered
him from the working platform fitted to
the side of our small yacht. We cautioned
him to be very careful because we had
been unable to find suitable anchorage;
the lake apparently was bottomless. Again
I recall how Walker continued to signa}
that all was well as we lowered him far-
ther and farther at a more rapid rate than
would be safe normally.

I relived the operation of hauling him
up and working him closer to the shore

1305



1306

in accordance with his signals—and then,
suddenly, he pulled frantically on the life-
line. When we hauled him to the surface
and removed the helmet, he raved like a
maniac about all sorts of monsters, the
like of which no man had ever seen. His
intimate descriptions of them convinced
me at least that they were no mere
hallucinations, no imaginary pictures
fancifully created by an imaginative mind.
He had described how he attempted to
shoot his harpoon (driven from a rifle by
compressed air) at a gigantic animal with
semi-transparent sides, tripodrlike feet,
and huge paddlewheels which seemed to
spin around at its head and not only drove
the animal through the water at terrific
speed, but swirled the water currents and
food into a voracious gullet. His descrip-
tion of plants was that they were so trans-
parent he could see through them; they
had a spiral internal construction within
" their transparent walls, some with but one
spiral and others with two, of a blue-green
color. Giant armored tortoise shells moved
rapidly forward or backward, amazingly
savage and destructive. Sexti with
four tentacles were there, looking very
much like octopi, except that they
anchored themselves on a stalk and would
reach out in four directions with their
arins to grasp gigantic fish which were
rapidly devoured.

‘Now Walker could not conceive of such
animals even in his subconscious mind. He
had not enough imagination. He had
never read WONDER STORIES, probably
never knew of its existence. He had no
creative qualities whatever.

I recoiled with horror when I recalled
how he doubled up, blood gushing from
his nostrils—a typical case of the bends
to which divers are subjected when pres-
sure is suddenly relieved. But those eye-
balls, with their peculiar shape, the
tounded lenses sticking out heyond the
balls to such a degree that it was impos-
sible for him to close his lids—how they
sent the chills racing up and down my
spine! The lenses were actually round in-
stead of being a double convex type shape
like that found in normal eyes. I could
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see again how he raved in spite of his
bends, trying to convince us that he had
seen these animals, that he fought with
them, that he shot his harpoon gun at them
many times, the shots apparently going
through them, but because of the murki-
ness of the waters he was unsuccessful
in his efforts to bring one of them back.
We bundled him up and huddled him
into the de-compression chamber, a large
affair into which air could be pumped to
produce a pressure equal to that which a
diver was subjected. Gradually releasing
that pressure would relieve the bends.

® When we entered the chamber again,

his bends were gone but he was uncon-
scious and remained so. We carried him
into our amphibian plane, wirelessed a
London hospital, then flew to Croyden
Air Field where the ambulance was await-
ing him.

And now, here he was on the operat-
ing table, still unconscious. :

I had forgotten for the time being
where I was. I was startled out of my
lethargy when a female voice exclaimed,
“Doctor, his eyes!” I then saw that the
gas mask had been replaced by the ether
mask ; the anesthetician at the head of the
table had been dropping ether upon the
cone held over Walker’s nose and mouth
and the room already reeked with the anes-
theticc. No knife, saw, or chisel had
approached Walker's head. The surgeon,
who had taken his place in preparation for
the operative procedure, rudely brushed
the girl aside, and looking, exclaimed,
“Well, T'll be hanged! The ether relaxed
his muscles and relieved the pressure.”

He stripped off his gloves, ordered the
mask removed, and the patient returned
to his room.

The next thing we knew, we were sit-
ting beside the bed of Dr. Walker. He was
coming out of the effects of the gas and
in halting words exclaimed, “I know what
happened—when I was lowered to the
extreme depths of the lake, the pressure
inside the diving suit became unbearable
—but I was so intent on the work before
me that I was unmindful of this increased
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pressure—I felt a terrible pain in my
head, particularly in - my eyes. My eye-
balls felt as though they were distorted
out of shape. The eyeball is filled with
aqueous humor, and liquid, as you know,
is practically incompressible.

“The pressure was evidently so great
that the eyeball was pushed out of shape.
The incompressible liquid contained
therein then forced the lens out and dis-
torted it into a round mass. Now we all
know that the rounder a lens, the greater
-is its magnifying power—the result was
that my eyes became veritable micro-
scopes. Of course, the greater magnifica-
tion of a lens, the closer it must be to the
objects—and I do remember now that I
had to move my head forward and back-
ward so that my eyes almost touched the
glass of the helmet before I could see out.
I attributed my inability to see things
clearly at a distance to the murkiness of
the water, but it must have been my eyes'
—and these objects which I saw, ap-
parently life size, were really microscopic
erganisms which every microscopist has
observed in his examination of fresh and
salt water.

“There were protozoa, euglena, ang the
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beautiful transparent growths with the

spirals inside, called the spirogira, the bell-

like animals, known as vorticella; the

tentacled monster, the hydra; and the ani-

mal with the paddle wheels was my con-
ception of a rotifer.

“While I was down there—I did not
realize that my eyes had suddenly become
defective—-these things seemed just as
real to me as you men do—standing here
around my bed.

“Just like an aviator when he is flying
upside down when traveling through a
fog bank doesn’t realize his true position,
so, too, I did not know that these animals
were not just as large as I perceived them
to be. Actually, they were crawling or
positioned on the glass of the diving hel-
met, but to me they seemed to be pro-
jected out into the waters beyond. I knew -
that I had the bends when I came out of
the water—a too rapid ascent always
causes that. I cannot understand why I
became unconscious, unless it was the
aftermath of that pressure.

“It seems obvious that the ether caused
all muscles to relax and, in so deing,
brought my eyes back again to their nor-
mal functioning,”

THE END

LUNAR

by L. A.

DOOM *
Eshbach

Long ages past when Terra’s life began,

Her daughter, Luna, fled into the sky

And stayed in space to live, and wane, and die,

A frigid sphere that watched the course of Man

With cold disdain for Terra’s futile plan.

She watched, unheeding, like a frozen eye

The silent, endless a&ons creeping by, 3
For she knew Death would terminate Earth’s span.

§
At last the lonely Moon moved back toward Earth
To enter once again her mother’s womb,
Returning to the world that gave her birth,
The globe that was to be her fiery tomb.
The gods gave voice to peals of cosmic mirth —
The prodigal returned, a Lunar doom.
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A SUITOR BY PROXY

By HARRY COLLIER

® Of two things, Professor Job Ohm-

pere, Dean of Physics at Eastmore
University, was very proud. The first,
properly enough, was his motherless
daughter, Madeleine, and the second was
his paper in the American Scientist, “The
Illusion of the Physical World.” Among
male students, at least, Madeleine ranked
far above this second pride of the Profes-
sor’s life,

The article in the Scientist had aroused

- a hornets’ nest of controversy, most of it

in humorous vein. Needless to say, every

student in the Professor’s classes had
digested “The Illusion of the Physical
World,” upon pain of failing in the forth-
coming finals if the elements of this paper
were not thoroughly absorbed. Its bold
theories were nevertheless held in wide-
spread, if subdued, contempt by the stu-
dent body, if in this group we except a
certain credulous junior,

Benjamin Spindledrift was by ne
méans a typical student. Studious and
bookish by nature, he seemed to revolve
in a self-contained orbit of his own, with
ambitions and desires known only to him-
self. This apparently content and mild-
mannered young man, reading his in-
structor’s absurd conclusions, clutched
wildly at the straw this improbable article
held out to him. After classes that very
day, he visited Professor Ohmpere in
the latter’s private study.’

“Protessor he said without prehml-
nary, “you state here that our sensatian
of matter through the five senses, and
matter’s effects in the physical world, is
due entirely to the etheric stresses or vor-
texes set up by the motion of atomic
systems.”

“Would you care to dispute that?”
growled Ohmpere, submerged in a moun-

€ In 1932 Epaminondas T. Snooks,
D.T.G., wrote for us a yarn entitled
“Why the Heavens Fell.” In 1933 we had
“The End of Tyme” by Hasse and Fedor,
and in 1934 we were honored by Kenneth
Sterling’s “The Brain-Eaters of Pluto.”

All of the abave stories were bur-
lesques, and all were so well received,
with anxious clamoring for more of the
same nature, that we feel an eccasional
burlesque puts a little spice into the mag-
azine.

The present story, though not slapstick,
contains some wholesome humor and can
be favorably compared to the best comic
science-fiction tales of the past.

But here is the stoery for your perusal
—read it and smile,

tain of correspondence pertaining to his
unfortunate article, “or is it amplification

that you want? In short, if I hit your

head with a hammer, the resultant blow
and pain are not the result of hitting your.
head with a hammer.”

“No?” inquired Spindledrift mildly.

“The hammer does not exist!” bawled
Ohmpere.

“Of course not.”

“It is the close contact of the atoms
forming the material of your skull, and
of others which constitute the physical
property we associate with iron, which
causes the sensation of being hit with a
hammer.”

“Astounding,” said Spindledrift heart-
ily.

“The atoms themselves do not exist!”
howled Ohmpere, warming to his subject.
“I declare them to be merely supposi-
tional. In reality, they are mere vortexes
in space, etheric vacuums, if you will,
where the universal substance has been
temporarily wrenched out of place.”

“And which vacuums, on coming to-
gether, comhine in action to produce a
painful sensation on my cranium,” mused
Spindledrift. “Is that right ?”
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“The opposed forces of the atomic
systems, upon approaching too closely
each other’s magnetic fields, are repulsed
with terrific energy, so that we are de-
ceived into thinking we deal with solid
. matter, much as a spinning flywheel seems
solid by virtue of its motion. That much,”
finished Ohmpere malevolently, “should
be clear even to your absurdly limited
comprehension.”

“Perfectly clear, Professor. But that
was not what I wanted to see you about.”

A violet blush slowly suffused Ohm-
pere'’s face, even to the pinkish bald spot
on his grizzled head. A speechless indig-
nation, a silent breathless fury, impris-
oned for a moment, to gain greater force,
found vent in words at last. The Profes-
sor spoke cuttingly and to the point, out-
lining deftly the deficiencies in Spindle-
drift’s physical aspect, mental make-up,
and heredity. This briskly done, Ohmpere
turned back to his work.

“lI beg your pardon, Professor,” re-
sumed the student with desperate cour-
age, “but what I really want to know is
—can it be done?”

“Can what be done?”

Spindledrift took a deep breath,

“Can you do what the article suggests
—project a wireless image of a solid body
which will to all appearances be that solid
body ?”

“Matter is an etheric disturbance, Elec-
tricity is an etheric disturbance. Essen-
tially they are the same. Electricity can be
transmitted without wires, hence matter
can also he so projected. To prove this
to you or others too dense to accept
reasonable conclusions I have neither
time nor inclination. If you are finished
with your absurd questions you might
clear out.”

Spindledrift swallowed hard.”

“Professor, you've got to help me. I'm
going to work on this line, and like it or
not, you must help me.”

Ohmpere laid down his papers. Very
deliberately he leaned back in his chair,
an: ominous calm descending upon him
like a mantle.

“Must?” he asked.
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“Must!” Spindledrift was magnificent-
ly firm. “Professor, I've been bashful, a
recluse all my life, I'd die if a woman
spoke to me first. I have never experi-
enced emotion or—or passion. And it is
impossible for me lightly to break the
habits of a lifetime.”

“Which signifies—?”

“Professor, I am in love.”

“Ah !”

“With a woman who is more than all
else of creation to me, etheric or other-
wise—a woman whom I must win though
I die for it—a woman whom I dare not
address in my proper person, far less woo
in the manner to which women the world
over have become accustomed.”

Ohmpere swung back to his desk.

“I would suggest a psychiatrist. Close
the door gently as you leave.”

Spindledrift was on his feet.

“Therefore,” ignoring Ohmpere’s re-
mark, “I shall project my image through
space to the side of my beloved, to woo
by proxy as I dare not in person. It is my
only hope in all the world. You must—jyou
shall help me—"

Ohmpere looked long into the desperate
intentness of the young man’s eyes, then
slowly drew paper and pencil to him.
When Spindledrift left, it was far into the
night. In his fist he clutched a great sheaf
of papers, and his face shone with a great
and hopeful light.

® The campus took no notice when

Benjamin Spindledrift moved to un-
known quarters in the city, nor did it
remark the fact that he spent no more
time in study halls or library after lec-
tures. Somewhere in the town proper,
however, a landlady eyed dubiously the
feverish young man who stormed up and
down four flights of stairs many times
daily, and carried with him to his cham-
bers bulky boxes of great weight.

Very different was the attitude of the
student body after the evening of the
Junior Prom. Alan A. Dair, popular
escort of the charming Madeleine Ohm-
pere, was dancing with that young lady
under a canopy of shaded lights when
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both were startled by a voice, courteously
firm.

“May I cut in?”

Dair later swore that the dancers were
s crowded on that part of the floor that
he could never understand how the fel-
low made his way to them, but the fact
remained that Benjamin Spindledrift,
tuxedoed and suave, stood at his elbow.
Dair swore under his breath and sur-
rendered his partner, to watch her gliding
away in the arms of a transformed
Spindledrift.

There was a superb aplomb in his bear-
ing, a swagger of just the right quality to
lend a handsome, insolent confidence to
~ his carriage. Alan Dair gaped at this man
whom he had mentally relegated to a
- group known collegiately as “‘book-
worms.” That this particular bookworm
should be at the Prom was in itself mi-
raculous. That he should cut in on the
dazzling Madeleine Ohmpere was not
merely incredible, but impossible.

Yet, there he was.

It was two dances later, so great was
his amazement, that Dair picked his way
to the couple.

“May I cut in?” he requested, with a
slight stress on the pronoun, crowding
Spindledrift from his place.

“Sorry, old chap, we’re not cutting.”

Dair, arrested, turned to Madeleine.
She was smiling, one slim hand on
Spindledrift’s shoulder, and made no ef-
fort to remove it. Whereupon Dair be-
came angry, and edged ever so slightly
closer to Spindledrift.

There were interested witnesses now,
and all, comparing notes later, agree on
one point. Spindledrift did not move, did
not strike Dair. Some claim that he faded
from sight for an instant, that the trim
tuxedoed figute became momentarily
blurred, but if so it was for an impercepti-
ble instant. Certain it is that there was a
thud as of colliding bodies, and that Dair
was suddenly hurled to the floor in a
tumbled heap, as if he had been struck,
not by a fist, but by a ﬁymg tackle as on
the football field.

Dair rose. But for the intervention of
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others, there might have been fisticuffs.
Friends pointed out to Dair that only a
fool would strike a man who had not
struck him. Spindledrift made no move
to escape trouble, but stood his ground,
vaguely smiling. And much later that eve-
ning it was he who saw Madeleine Ohm-
pere to her home,

® On leaving the Ohmpere residence,

~ Spindledrift was followed at a discreet
distance by another, Dair kept to the
shadows until both were some distance
from the Ohmpere home, confused though
he was by the movements of his prey. The
figure of Spindledrift was at times vague
and blurred. At others it seemed to drift
oddly, like a matterless ghost, through the
thin wisps of fog which had settled in
the streets. Dair cursed the rapid move-
ment of this {fugitive will-o’-the-wisp.
Exasperated, he sought to close in on the
swiftly moving figure.

As though guessing his intentions,
Spindledrift paused under the full glare
of an arc light. Too angry to be surprised,
Dair furiously confronted the trans-
formed Bookworm.

“We have something to settle here and
now, Spindledrift!” he exploded. “I’ll
pass up your striking me at the Prom,
But I want it understood that you are
to pay no further attentiens to Madeleine
—Miss Ohmpere.”

Spindledrift looked at him keenly.

“A bit muddled,” aren’t you, Dair? I
really don’t recall striking you. You
haven’t been drinking?”

Dair sputtered. Only the astonishing
change which had come over the Book-
worm, the unguessed coolness of the
other, held him in check.

“I suppose vou didn’t leave Madeleine
a moment ago? I suppose you didn’t fetch
me one at the Prom this evening. Why—
why—

Spmdledrxft sighed patiently, the ges-
ture of a man who knows himself master
of the situation.

“Sorry, Dair, but T really don’t know
what you’re talking about. Look here,
old man—of course we all get this way,
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at times—but why not go to bed and
sleep it oft ?”

Dair’s patience snapped. With an ex-
plosive curse he shot out at the other, a
straight, hard driving blow. His knuckles
struck Spindledrift full in the face. The
sound of the impact was like that of flesh
on firm wood. Dair moaned and dropped
his mangled hand.

“Better have a doctor attend to that,”
urged Spindledrift solicitously. “You can
explain that you struck a lamp-post in
the dark.”

He made no move of pain or anger.

“A dose of bromide, I've heard, should
be good for what ails you,” continued the
Bookworm. “You’re in no shape tonight
to see things clearly. I shouldn’t wonder
if you suspect yourself of having night-
mares, come morning.”

He looked about coolly.

“It’s a bit late. If you don’t mind, Dair,
I'll leave you to your own thoughts. Try
another brand next time. Hallucinations
are a bad sign.”

“Halluecinations?” muttered Dair
blankly, gaping at his broken hand. He
stared suddenly into Spindledrift’s mock-
ing face. The features of the Bookworm
blurred oddly. Dair swept his good hand
over his eyes. The trim tuxedoed figure
was gone. The arc light swept full on bare
grey pavement, and from the depths of
drifting fog, as from a distance, came
the merest ghost of a thin chuckle.

® Foilowed three days during which Dair

kept to his room, and the campus knew
him not. When he reappeared, gaunt and
thoughtful, with a hand lumped in band-
ages, it was to make his way directly to
the office of the Dean of Physics. The au-
thor of “The Illusion of the Physical
- World” eyed him suspiciously.
~ “Sorry to disturb you, Professor,” he
began humbly. “If the problem weren’t
such a huge one—it’s about your theory,
of course.”

“It's a [censored]
boomed Ohmpere.

“It—of course. It certainly is. Mag-
nificent,” floundered Dair. ““What I mean

good theory!”
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to ask, though, is whether it’s possible.”

“Possible ?”” snorted Ohmpere. “There’s
no doubt I'm right. For full mathematical
proof I refer you to my article in the

- American Scientist, “The Illusion of the

Phys—""

“Certainly, Professor. To be sure. But
I mean the projection of matter—the
human body, for example—at a distance
from the original. If the figure of a man
possessed the solidity of a board fence,
yet vanished from sight before your eyes,
what would you say?”

“T would say,” rejoined Ohmpere
thoughtfully, “that he had thoroughly
proved my conclusions. You say he is
solid ?”

“Unmistakably so,’
garding his hand.

“Of course. An artificial atomic force
wall. A very interesting demonstration.
Matter conceived electrically, held in man-
ifestation, so to speak, by a temporary

agreed Dair, re-

congruence of etheric stresses. He has

succeeded, then.”

“Who ?” asked Dair quickly.

“Spindledrift, as I recall the name. A
remarkable youngster. Claimed the mat-
ter was one of life and death, or some-
thing of the sort. I really don’t fully
remember—"’

Dair leaped to his feet.

“Professor Ohmpere, you are criminal-
ly guilty in placing this secret in the hands
of an irresponsible chap like Spindledrift.
The power this man now wields—the
ability to penetrate wherever he wills, to
overcome all opposition by a force not
human—the powers of a superman, in
short, make Benjamin Spindledrift a dan-
gerous suitor for your daughter.”

“My daughter?”

“Your daughter Madeleine is at this
moment in the company of this—this pro-
jection, and beyond your help or mine,.
She is, furthermore, in love with—"

Dair stopped, appalled by the effect of
his words. Ohmpere’s face, mottled with
anger, turned red and blue by turns. His
hands writhed dumbly on the table. And
then, breaking like the outspewn contents
of a rocket, a verbal bombshell burst. It
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ran the scale of profanity with abandon,
touched the very heights of masterful
invective, and only for very want of
breath subsided to a mere rumble.

“I followed Spindledrift from the
swimming pool an hour ago,” suggested
Dair craftily. “Wouldn’t send his proxy
there. He’s in a rooming house on the
West Side, and he swims -daily from
three to four.”

The purple died slowly out of Ohm-
pere’s face. He studied Dair craftily, and
cunning dawned in his fierce little eyes.

“Tomorrow at two-thirty,” he said,
“you shall take me to the West Side. It
may be that I can teach this Spindledrift
something which he does not know.”

Dair grinned.

“I'll be ready on the dot. I know the
place. And for that matter, I've a little
idea of my own that isn’t half bad—"

@® At seven minutes past eight the follow-
ing evening, Benjamin Spindledrift
tucked the last bit of white cuff into place,
straightened a precise black tie, and
stepped back from his glass with confident
self-approval. Going to the door, he
opened it, peered out, loudly shut it, and
carefully bolted it on the inside.

Hat in hand, he walked toward the
amazing array of apparatus which
claimed almost half of the tiny room. A
huge framework of metal tubing carried
a score of cylindrical, searchlight-like
bodies which had as the common focus of
their thick quartz lenses a central dais or
platform some eight feet in diameter. The
floor of this platform, upon which
Spindledrift now stood, was composed of
numerous large steel balls, revolving in
individual sockets to present a universal-
ly frictionless surface. Walking gingerly
to the center of this odd floor, he was able
to view in turn any one of four dull glass
plates. A heavy electrical cord, armored
and insulated, terminated in a compact
switching arrangement which he held con-
cealed in one hand. With the other he
quickly set four dials on the wall at pre-
calculated settings, and pulled a switch
lever. :
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From the searchlight-like tubes poured,
not light, but a milk-white, tenuous radi-
ance, cloud-fingered, which momentarily
settled about him like a blanket of vapor.
Simultaneously the four glass plates
glowed faintly, and the room’s single
common light bulb faded in brilliance.

Spindledrift stood erect, hat in hand.
The vision plates cleared, until the one
before him presented a dim night view of
a residence. And now the white fog
cleared about Spindledrift, although pour-
ing still from its multi-faceted source like
dissolving, heatless steam.

He turned. The plate to his right
showed a street, elm lined, with the Uni- .
versity - buildings in the background. In
the next glass appeared the opposite side
of the street. The fourth afforded a view
away from the campus. Together, the
four screens represented a full, all-direc-
tional view of the street before the Ohm-
pere residence,

Spindledrift pressed the control in his
hand. On the screens nothing changed,
but on College Way, four miles distant,
there appeared the well-groomed figure of
a young man, hat in hand, who looked
about for an instant-as though finding his
way.

On the platform, Spindledrift walked
with natural masculine strides. The steel
balls spun beneath his feet. On the screens
the views changed gradually, as would
those of a walking man. Benjamin
Spindledrift, as all the world would have
sworn had it been there to see, walked to
the Ohmpere gate, up the Ohmpere walk,
and presently rang the Ohmpere bell
Whereupon the Ohmpere door opened,
and a girl smiled welcome.

“Come in, Ben,” offered the loudspeak-
er in Spindledrift’s four-mile-distant
room.

The view on the vision plates shifted
again. Spindledrift smiled as his projec-
tion took a cozy seat in the Ohmpere liv-
ing room, while the original of that amaz-
ing illusion seated himself upon a small
stool, cunningly fitted with cupped feet to
fit firmly upon four of the platform’s steel
balls, and carefully insulated to prevent
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its projection into the Ohmpere home
four miles distant.

From an adjoining room Professor
~ Ohmpere watched this intimate little
scene through a hole in the wall. Nor was
his interest academic, as with a single rov-
ing eye and stifled mutterings he followed
the every movement of his daughter and
her amazing beau. But of this both lovers
were blissfully unaware.

Spindledrift was nevertheless uneasy.
For all the smooth operation of the ma-
chine, he was tonight vaguely apprehen-
sive, a state of mind which he found no
difficulty in ascribing to his emotions. The
Bookworm had discovered sad limitations
in his brilliant plan. There was, for ex-
ample, the utter lack of sensation con-
nected with the projection. Convenient
in the case of Dair’s blow, this was a seri-
ous detriment under more tender circum-
stances, and Spindledrift had actually
come to regard his etheric double with an
absurd jealousy. To remedy the situation,
conquer his own shyness, and hereafter
appear in his proper person, was his
avowed intention tonight,

“There’s—something really important
I must ask you tonight, Madeleine,” he
plunged.

“Ask me?”’

Spindledrift drew from his pocket a
small velvet covered case.

“Oh!” breathed Madeleine, in a tope
from which any swain might have taken
courage.

“T—uh—1I thought T'd ask you, Made-
leine—I've wanted to for some time—and
I brought this ring for you,” he finished
lamely.

She laughed gently, slipped the ring
easily on her finger.

“It's lovely, Ben.” She turned toward
him, eyes shining, Spindledrift groaned.

“Please, Madeleine, I've got to have—
have the ring back.”

Astonishment and hurt dissolved her
smile.

“Back? Why, Ben, I don’t understand.
I thought—you said it was mine.”

“It is. I’ll bring it to you myseli, to-
morrow,” he promised, with more sin-
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cerity than ease. “I only brought it now
to ask you.”

“To ask me! Benjamin Spindledrift,
whose 4s this ring ?”

“Yours, darling. But I must have it
tonight. You see,” he added with sudden
inspiration, “I only bought this one for
size.”

“For size?” incredulously. “Well, it fits
perfectly.”

“Well, the fact is, yours is a better
ring.”

“Darling.”

“But I need this one, to change it to-
morrow,” persisted Spindledrift, all too
aware of the phantasmal existence of the
circlet upon Madeleine’s finger, and curs-
ing- this circumstance he had not fore-
seen. To leave the ring, only to have it
disappear with his projected self, would
involve difficulties.

The girl surrendered the platinum band.
“I really still don’t understand.”

“I’'m doing the best I can, in my posi-
tion,” confessed Spindledrift miserably.

“Perhaps you had better explain your
position,” suggested the girl frigidly.

® The Bookworm shuddered. Never had

the situation been more trying. More
than ever was he determined to end all
subterfuge, to appear on the morrow as
his real self. So intent was he upon these
thoughts, that he failed to hear the faint
scrape of a window sash being raised
from the fire ‘escape landing outside his
window. Certain odd ﬂashmgs and elec-
trical growls from his apparatus also
failed to attract his attention,

“Tomorrow,” he pleaded, facing the
vision plate appealingly, “tomorrow things
will be different.”

The girl’s startled expression flashed
upon him for one brief, bewildering in-
stant. Frightened, she drew back from
him. And then—

“O-0-oh!” screamed the loudspeaker.
“Ben! Dad! Oh—keep away.”

The Bookworm shuddered with thé
strong premonition of disaster. About
him -now the milk-white radiance was
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tinged with sulphuric yellow. The odor
of burning insulation stung his nostrils.
Alarmed, he leaped back, knocking the
stool off the platform. Screams issued
from the loudspeaker. A swelling roar,
strangely mingled with a whining as of
hungry cats, added to the din. Something
hurtled through the air. Spindledrift’s
eyes followed it to his feet, popped in-
credulously as he beheld between the toes
of his patent leather shoes a large, silvery
and odorous dead fish.

The fish was not alone. Hard on its
trail followed the cats. The Bookworm’s
head swam at the sight. No fewer than six
animals were spitting and snarling over
their booty. No ribboned pets these, but
mangy, gaunt alley beasts, projected with
him, fish and all, into the sacred precincts
of Madeleine’s home. He stooped breath-
lessly and caught up one of the animals,
clawing furiously, to throw it off the plat-
form. It returned immediately.

From his invisible vantage-point, Pater
Ohmpere had seen the first, comparative-

ly mild results of his afternoon’s work.

Certain alterations in the adjustments of
Spindledrift’s apparatus having at last
taken effect, the Bookworm's projection
had first of all changed color alarmingly.
From a well-groomed pink his flesh had
turned a shade darker than chocolate. The
unassumingly correct blue suit had de-
veloped hideous spots of green, -vermilion
and ochre. But more startling, and quite
unexpected, had been the projection’s en-
suing behavior.

The actions of the Bookworm’s double
<changed suddenly from those of a well-
bred gentleman to those of a humorously
inclined maniac. For the projection leaped
suddenly from its place, suiting each of
Spindledrift’s own actions with an en-
tirely different movement of its own.
When he backed away from the wvision
screen his double instead approached the
girl, and whereas he would have shud-
dered at the mere thought of such an ac-
tion, the projection boldly clasped the girl
within its arms. To Ohmpere’s eyes the
struggle which followed resembled noth-
ing more than the gyrations of a particu-
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larly abandoned Apache dance team. The
projection, stumbling blindly about,
knocked over furnishings with gay aban-
don. Once, approaching a projecting
chimney corner, it cast aside all considera-
tion of the laws of space, and with its
superlative solidity struck the wall a blow
that ripped brick, plaster and beam away.
The Ohmpere living room began to look
like a well-managed wrecking job nearing
completion.

Then came the cats.

Madeleine, escaping a wild clutch of
the energetic projection, clung sobbing to
the piano, her exit barred by the wild rush-

ings of the monster. Her screams stifled

in her throat at sight of the mass of huge,
mangy beasts suddenly come from no-
where and now occupying the center of
the stage. Snarling, spitting, fighting over
the remains of their scant meal, the beasts
added havoc to the already staggering
total. An overstuffed divan spewed hair,
springs, and sawdust under their on-
slaught. Steel-like claws tore the rug to
ribbons. Abruptly one of the heasts was
raised from the floor by an unseen force
and flung across the room. It struck the
piano with a terrific crash, and the in-
strument, splintered and buckled, sagged
of its own fractured weight. The cat was
quick to regain its feet, and in a trice was
in the mélée again, unhurt.

Ohmpere could stand no more. Armed
with the courage of desperation, he en-
tered that bedlam of a room.

@® Alan Dair, on the fire escape landing

outside Spindledrift’s room, had sel-
dom witnessed such amusing discomfiture
of a rival. The fight with the cats, which
he had loosed on the spur of a well-timed
inspiration, still raged within, hut the
animals had turned their attention from
the consumed fish to the tenderer portions
of Spindledrift’s legs.

Above, the leaden-hued radiation still
sought out and projected the clawing,
snarling group on the platform. The con-
trol cord, dangling uselessly from Spin-
dledrift’s fingers, its upper end severed

(Continued on psge 1381)



e

S

( Dlustration by Paul)

The termite soldiers opposed us- with great valor. We were compelied
to kill many hundreds.

P e S S ¥ T T B 3 Ry 7, T e el el
1316

S0




THE INSECT WORLD

By THOS. S. GARDNER

® Official communication to the Scientific
Council of Eo, planet two of the blue
star:

HonorasLE Councniors; G REE T-
INGS:

Our journey was singularly blessed by
the discovery of the most amazing planet
that has ever been reported. This record
concerns the third planet of the red star,
classification MG11. I do not doubt that
you will disbelieve all the things that I
shall relate, but in proof I offer brain rec-
ords of all intelligent types found there.

We entered the system after one tenth
radioad* of traveling at the maximum ac-
celeration. There were nine large planets
with a belt of planetoids lying between the
fourth and fifth planets. Around the sixth
planet a triple ring of planetoids revolved.
The only planet of interest was the third.
Complete astronomical and geological
data are enclosed elsewhere. The central
luminary was far advanced in age and
was rapidly approaching a condition of
heat-death. In a quarter of a million ra-
dioads, the red star will cease to radiate.
The third planet has one satellite smaller
than itself. Although its diameter is many
times that of Eo, its gravity pull is alinost
the same. It once possessed extensive
bodies of water but they have long since
dwindled.

All of these details, however, may be
found in the following reports and I shall
go on to the unusual history of this planet.
But it is necessary that I deal rather close-
ly with its biological state, as you can only
grasp what I shall tell you by utiderstand-
ing the condition of the planet. It still
possesses an abundant flora and fauna
and the ice caps have crept far down
from the poles. You may be sure that we

. *Radload—halt-life period of radium. About 2000 years.

® Since the dawn of science-fiction, many

authors, even the best, have pictured
other worlds inhabited by common, every-
day, homo sapiens, some even going so0
far as to have them speak English.

Others have tried to portray alien hor-
rors beyond the description of anything
sane.

In this story, our author introduces us
to creatures so foreigu, that they cannot
even concetve of intelligent mammals!
This peculiar theme provides a very in-
teresting, though very short story.

were surprised to find intelligent life still
existing under conditions that were fast
becoming intolerable. We were further
amazed to find a new type of civilization
that we must add to our archives—
Socialization. There were three main and
quite different intelligent forms of life
that exhibited this development. Two were

-related, bees and ants, and the third very

distantly connected, termites. We
searched for any other forms and, as we
could not find any or traces of any, we
assumed that no other form had existed,
in which we were mistaken as you will
soon perceive.

Each of the three types had broken up
into thousands of species showing all
stages of civilization from the most primi-
tive groupings to higher and very com-
plex nations of hundreds of thousands of
members and tool users. In size, the larger
species are only slightly greater than the
average Eoian. The three types are an-
tagonistic to one another in the main and
fight continually, all the while having
peace and harmony within a type. At first
we could not understand these creatures.
We first encountered the termites who
live in tremendous communal dwellings
rivaling our largest buildings. A whole
nation occupies one building and carries
on divers activities. They rear the indi-
vidual from the egg to perform.certain
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duties—even as we do. Their soldiers are
born soldiers and their division of labor is
perfect. The termites are the only ones to
perfect this new civilization. The first un-
usual thing we noticed was that nearly
all the members were females—males ap-
pearing only at certain seasons. The sec-
ond unusual thing was that, although in-
telligent as a group, no individual seemed
to possess intelligence. On examination of
single members, we could find only seem-
ingly automatic reactions, yet they all per-
formed their work in an intelligent and
very efficient manner. Thus we found a
new phenomenon—racial intelligence. We
possess individual intelligence while these
inhabitants have only a group intelligence.
Each member possesses a potential reser-
voir of the whole nation’s functions—yet
it can only exercise a limited amount in
performance of its work.

® We brought our space-ship to the en-

trance way of one of the larger termi-
taries and entered with our scientists. The
termite soldiers opposed us with great
valor, and although possessing no weap-
ons ontside of inherited armament, they
literally threw themselves on us. We were
compelled to kill many hundreds before
our mind specialist could impress on their
group minds that our mission was peace-
ful. They seemed to get the idea simul-
taneously. One second they were battling
heroically and the next calmly cleaning
up the dead, which they do by eating the
bodies. After this little episode, we were
allowed to wander around at will. By
some strange form of communication, our
peaceful intentions were spread all over
the planet so that no termitary was closed
to us. The termites are very ingenious in
their life habits.

They have several queens to lay eggs
at a prodigious rate in a great vaulted
chamber. The queens are many thousands
of times larger than their largest soldier,
about the size of our patrol cruisers.
These creatures tunnel under rivers, raise
special crops, heat their dwelling by de-
caying organic matter, and live principal-

1y on cellulose which they cannot digest
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themselves but have protozoa in their in-
testinal tract to do this job for them.
While our scientists were collecting data,
we read in their minds quite by accident
the dim, hazy memory of a gigantic race
that had once inhabited this planet. It
seems that this race of creatures were
mammals. If that were so, it is the first
time in our travels that we have found in-
telligent mammals. Strange and varied
are the intelligent forms of life that I
have encountered from the singing crys-
tals of X12-O to the walking plants of
WO02-A, but never in all my exploring
trips have I ever encountered intelligent
mammals. Truly a remarkable accident
and a remarkable race—but I am getting
ahead of my story.

This gigantic race that had called them-
selves man had once ruled the planet using
its metals and resources recklessly. The
termites could give us little regarding this
race except of powerful machines that
delved in the ground and built big cities.
However, we did learn here that the ter-
mites had had a hand in their extermina-
tion as will be told about later in the nar-
rative. We read from their minds that the
ants and the bees, especially the bees,
could tell us more about them as they lived
in the light as man did, and every termite
loved darkness.

So we set out in our space-ship to lo-
cate the bees and ants, meanwhile broad-
casting mental calls to them. Many times
we landed in colonies who had answered
our signals but found them too low in
the scale of civilization to aid us. At last
we located a colony of black ants that
were tool users. You will see from the
preserved bodies of them that they are
very strong and adaptable. They lived in

elaborate underground tunneled commu- -

nities. These ants not only practiced the
arts of husbandry, agriculture, and slave-
holding, but were also excellent warriors.
It seemed that they were a development
from several higher species about the time
that the thing called ma#n lived. I suspect
that if this man-thing was nearly as in-
telligent as their minds pictured him, that
he had a hand in their evolution,
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The Story of the Intelligent Mommal

-® When we landed, many soldiers rushed
out, clacking their mandibles and pick-
ing up stones to hurl at us. We had to slay
the first combatants before peace was es-
tablished. The ant people’s rule is not as
intelligent as the termites’. Their minds
are built more like our own and possess
more individuality. We had been there
but a short time when we learned that
they were in constant warfare with a low-
er species near by. Their savage cousins
waylaid and killed the civilized ants.
Seeing a chance to gain their whole at-
tention, I volunteered to exterminate the
menacing colony in exchange for their aid
in amassing data on the ancient race.
They willingly agreed to do this, and the
next day we blasted the entrance ways
and filled the tunnels with poisonous gas.
On our return, we found that our hosts
had brought a new type to us, which were
called wasps. They were intelligent in a
way but were far below the ants. The ants
wanted them to act as messengers to a
distant colony of the honeybee. I gave
them a message for the bees and they set
off. In a few days, the wasps returned

with beautiful black and golden-striped

creatures who were honeybees and who
had come closest to man when he existed.

Their minds told us that man had im-
proved their race tremendously, far more
than they were willing to do for them-
selves. I was astounded at this and on
inquiry found that man desired a sweet
concoction of the bee called honey. They
brought us some and I must admit that I
cannot blame man for cultivating the bee.
However, the bees remembered an inva-
sion and, to my amazement, I found that
an important factor in man’s demise was
the termites. '

It seems that the termites had eaten
man off of the earth—not his bodies, but
the materials he worked with—cellulose.
They also spoke of a great change in
man’s mind that helped to destroy him.
I was getting desperate. We could get
only the vaguest kind of information, so I
tried to find out if there were any relics
of man left on the earth"At first they said
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no, but one village vaguely remembered
that a colony on the other side of the
planet had heard of some remains. So we
set out to locate the bees. who at least re-
membered something. It was our last
chance, or so it seemed. At last we located
them in a great cliff in a hotter, semi-trop-
ical land.

They readily agreed to show us where
the relics were and fed us to an anciemt
termitary, Penetrating it, we were re-
ceived kindly and we sensed a difference
in these termites. They seemed more
understanding and readily admitted not
only having, but preserving, the last
known relic of man on the earth. In the
center of the community they stopped be-
fore a towering structure covered with a
glass-like material that the termites had
placed there. They refused to allow us to
open it, so we brought the space-penetra-
tion rays to bear on it and examined its
contents.

Under the glassy material was a hard
shell of carborundum which was over a
lead shell. This shell covered quartz bot-
tles wrapped in asbestos. The bottles were
filled with argon gas and several sheets of
a substance resembling the paper we use
for preserving our records. On this paper
were written many thousands of curious
marks. They were wholly incomprehen-
sible to us, of course. Obviously, this last
known relic had been manufactured by a
highly developed creature. Only a gigan-
tic race with tremendously powerful tools
could have cast and made this unknown
relic. As I stood there beside this towering
remains of a past race, the eternal ques-
tion kept pounding in my brain. What
was it? What was its purpose? I must
find that out. ‘

Luckily, we were in the only colony on
the planet that had tried to retain some
knowledge of this ancient race. This was
the story of the strange lost people that [
pieced together from the termites.

® This peculiar mammal had had a hard
struggle to reach mastery of its enm-

vironment, When the ants and termites

(Continued ou page 1382)
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THE MISSING HOURS

By MORTON BROTMAN

® Time had flown faster than Mr. Wylie
had realized. The striking of the clock
on the wall startled him.

Five o’clock! And due home at four-
thirty! This would be the second time
this week he had come home late to the
wrath of Mrs. Wylie.

“George!” he called. “It’s five o’clock!
Help me carry this into the vault!”

George, the trusted teller of the bank,
appeared at the office door and with a
curt, “Yes, sir!” obeyed instructions.

The two men reached the open vault
door with the currency.

“What the—!” exclaimed the banker,
suddenly halting and spinning about.

The clock on the wall was striking
again!

Six o’clock! _

Was he mad? How could it be six
o’clock? Only a moment ago it was five!
“George—"" he managed to ejaculate.

His head swirled dizzily, George was
not beside him !

“George!” he yelled frantically. “Where
are you? George!”

There was no answer,

The mystified banker looked into the
vault carefully. It revealed nothing un-
usual—but—a sudden realization struck
him with terrific force. The currency—
even that which he had held in his very
hands a few moments ago—was gone!

Beads of perspiration showed them-
selves clearly upon his wrinkled brow as
he made his way to the front door. It was
still bolted on the inside. No one could
have entered or left the bank.

Immediately, he began a thorough
search'of the entire place. Every nook and
corner, over and over again, stubbornly
uncovered no clue or sign of either the
money or George.

1321

@® An occasional scientific-detective story

is well sunited to this magazine, and
the present one has much merit and
everything that a gocd detectlve story
should have.

Though it is short, there is plenty of
suspease, more than the usual amount of
mystery and intrigue, a surprising
climax, and an amusing denouement.

Herein is related a criminal case that
startles the greatest detectives, wko
finally learn the amazing methods used
by the culprit, mainly through chanee and
accident.

You will find the entire story highly
absorbing and scientifically plausible.

The impossibility of it all!

“Gosh!” he blurted, unconsciously
scratching his troubled head. “I can’t even
believe this myself!”

® The following morning found Police

Captain Mooney behind his desk eye-
ing Wylie keenly.

“Do you mean to tell me that that is
exactly the truth as you know it?”

“Exactly,” pleaded the banker. “You
must help me. You are the only one I
could come to.” -

“But, Wylie, although I have known
you for years for yeur honesty, you
yourself must admit that your statements
about the clock jumping ahead a whole .
hour in a moment—the vanishing of
George and the money while the door re-
mained bolted' on the inside sounds
ridiculous!” -

“But I am telling the truth, Mooney!
You must believe me! If you won’t, ne
one else will.”

The strange note of sincerity in Wylie’s
words touched the captain.

“And you are sure,” queried the police
official after a few moments of silence,
“that tbere was no place in the bank
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where George could be hiding with the
money ?"’

“Positively! And I did not feel any
snatching of the money from my hands
at any time. When I made the discovery
of George’s disappearance, the money
jost wasn’t in my hands. I searched every
spot over and over again before I left the
place.””’

Mooney stroked his chin in thought.

“Well,” he finally said, “you go back to
your bank and continue your duties as
if nothing happened. I'll have some men
over for investigation.”

In Mooney’s mind, however, the
thought remained eminent that the banker
was creating a falsehood to protect him-
self. During these times of depression,
even honest men may weaken. Mooney
did not intend to voice these thoughts,
however, until he was more sure of him-
self.

A few insignificant formal words fol-
lowed and Wylie left the office. The offi-
cial of law-enforcers turned to papers
that lay on his desk.

He had little chance of going through
these before the office door suddenly flew
open and Detective Blake burst in ex-
citedly.

The big Captain looked up from his
work.

“What’s the idea?” he demanded.

The detective’s panting delayed a
prompt reply.

“The armored truck—
get out, “robbed!”

“Armored truck?” gasped Mooney.
“Where were the motorcycle escorts ?”

“Wait a minute!” went on the sleuth
with difficulty. “They were there! It hap-
pens this way :

“The truck gets loaded at the Federal
Reserve Bank and starts out with the two
motor cops riding alongside. They were
due at the Cortville Bank in seven min-
utes. They gets there exactly one hour
late!”

Blake paused another moment for
breath.

“When they look inside, the truck’s
empty ! The cops and the truckmen claim

” he managed to
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they couldn’t have taken any more than
the regular required time. Yet, they were
an hour late in the delivery. They act-
baffled themselves, Shall I bring them in?"”

Mooney replied in the affirmative and
soon was firing away with his cross-ex-
amination. But his earnest efforts were
futile. He could learn no more than what
Blake had already disclosed.

The connection of this case with that
of Wylie’s was significant when Mooney
verified, by reaching the banker on the
telephone, the fact that the missing teller
had known this shipment of money was
to be made that day. .

“All this mysterious business of a dis-
appearing hour and vanishing money prob-
ably could be explained,” Mooney an-
nounced to Blake, “if only hands could be
laid on this missing teller.” '

The doubts, as to Wylie’s report, were
almost completely wiped out of Mooney's
mind by the bobbing up of the armored
car robbery. Now, the situation did bear
all the earmarks of a real mystery case that
necessitated immediate action.

Mooney paced the floor restlessly.
Blake watched him.

“How about some dope on the teller?”
suggested the detective. “What’s he look
like?”

“We’ll know, in short order!” em-
phatically replied the big captain, stopping
short. “I'm going down to the Cortville
Bank myself!”

“Say—,"” broke out Blake, “I brought
you the news on the car robbery. How
about my going along?”

Mootiey donned his hat.

“Well,” he reflected, “all right. Come
along. Guess you can’t make things
worse.”

“This teller of yours,” Mooney queried
of the banker at his establishment, “what
was his full name?”

“Just a minute, I’ll get you his applica-
tion card. All the details are there.”

“That guy Wylie,” whispered Blake,
as soon as Wylne was out of v1ew, “looks
queer to me—.’

“Humph!” uttered Mooney. “Hustle
around. See what you can find.” :
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Blake obeyed without another word.

Meanwhile, Wylie brought the card to
Mooney. It revealed little more than
George’s full name, address and working
experiences.

“Wylie, you'd better come back to
headquarters with me. I want you to see
- if you can pick his picture in the Rogues
Gallery.”

The banker was glad to assist and more
than willingly consented to the request.

Blake returned to Mooney, not many
minutes later, with the announcement of
a fruitless search.

Back at headquarters again, the three
completed their hunt through the gallery
and Mooney held, in his hand, the picture
of Convict Number 178, George Mackleer.

“Served six months, arson, July 5th,
1922,” the index card read in part.

“Funny thing,” remarked the captain,
“that this fellow hasn’t been caught for
anything worse. And nothing on him since
that time, either!”’

Wylie left the Police Building later,
feeling slightly relieved. He had been as-
sured that every effort would be made to
locate the mysterious teller. He felt, now,
that some of the responsibility he had
borne until now was shifted to the shoul-
ders of the Police Department.

Meanwhile, Mooney wasted no time in
obtaining the permission of the Police
Commissioner for the issuance of “fliers.”

These “fliers,” rushed through on the
press with a big headline of “Reward,”
were hurried off, almost before they were
dry, to every large city in the country.

Copies were posted in .conspicuous
places throughout Cortville and several
went onto the bulletin boards at the Po-
tice Headquarters.

And on each of these informative pa-
pers was printed, “Wanted, Alive.”

The man-hunt was on!

The Mysterious Criminal

® Several days of no particular interest

elapsed while Mooney nervously await-
ed results. But they did not come. Only
once, during the second day, he had re-
ceived word of a man whese description
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was close to the missing teller’s, but in-
vestigation proved it to be a ‘“‘blind alley.”

“He’ll have to show up some place,”
Blake was advised by the captam “Some-
body is bound to spot him.” ’

The detective lit a cigarette.

“Listen,” he said, after inhaling deep-
ly, “something’s mighty funny about this
case. It ain’t human-like. If this missing
teller got away with the dough, how in
the blame-hill did he vanish out of the
bank while it stayed bolted on the inside?
And the armored car—how did that
dough get out of there without anybody
but the truck guard having a key into it?
And that missing hour— I ain’t got any
particular love for that part either. Any
guy who can do tricks like that ain’t
human, I tell you. There just ‘ain’t no
such animal.’ ”

“Why,” retorted Mooney, ‘“do you
think I'm so anxious to get him alive?
I want the solution. The one way to get
it is from Mackleer himself.”

* % *

The Bowling Golf Course was some
twelve miles from Cortville, but it was
well patronized.

Mr. Pfeiffer, the retired insurance
broker of Cortville, carefully prepared
for his early morning “tee-off.” He drew
back the club and swished a beautiful con-
tact, sailing the ball high, but to a side
of the field.

“Vot a shot!” he exclaimed with a ra-
diant smile. “Vare iss it? Mine eyesight,
it ain’t so goot like it used to bee.”

The boy kept his eyes on the ball until
it landed.

“It’s over there, Mr. Pfeiffer, some-
where in those bushes,” the boy pointed
out.

As they walked along in the. hot sun,
the fat fellow perspired freely. :

“Dug-gun-itt!” he remarked. “Re-
ducink! Alvays reducink, I am! Vot’s de
use? I valk und valk und loose maybe
sometimes a liddle bit, den I get so hun-
gry I eat und kain more den I loose !’

The two finally reached the objective
and began their search in the bushes for
the ball. .
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The caddy boy went ahead into the
deeper part and upon parting two tall
plants, stopped short, his mouth agape.

Pfciffer saw and noted the expression
of the boy.

“Vot iss it? Vot’s de matter dere?”

The boy did not answer. He looked
horrified. He let go of the two parted tall
bushes and they sprang back. into posi-
tion. He turned and ran to Pfeiffer.

“It-it-it's a man! A-a-a d-d-dead man!”
he stammered. “D-d-dried blood all over
his face!” « & &

Meanwhile, Mooney and Blake were
still discussing the mysterious case.

The telephone interrupted.

“Captain Mooney speaking,” drawled
the official mechanically into the mouth-
piece.

His eyes spread into a blank stare at
the words reaching his ear. A moment
later, he slapped the receiver onto its hook
and leapt from his chair.

“Come on, Blake!” he exclaimed,
snatching his head-gear. “It’s murder!”

The whirring siren of the little police
car heralded its speedy pace as it hummed
through the streets. Police at busy inter-
sections held traffic to offer the right of
way.

Thirteen minutes later found the car at
the golf course.

Blake pointed out the gathered crowd at
the bushy section and the coupé sped onto
the grassy field to the spot.

“Back, everybody!” yelled Mooney, as
he hurriedly made his way to the body.
Blake came scurrying behind him.

- The two bent over the inanimate heap.

“He’s stone dead all right,” someone
in the crowd advised. “I happened to be
near. I'm a physician.”

But Blake and Mooney were troubled
with something else. They looked into
each other’s eyes with puzzling stares.

The body was that of the teller, George
Mackleer

How could he be the guilty one in the
robberies? Perhaps he was guilty and was
killed by his associates. But was that the

- answer to the riddle?
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A protrudmg piece of paper from the
dead man’s coat pocket caught Mooney's
attention. He removed it.

“Having obtained all information pos-
sible from the sap, it’s better for his mouth
to be shut,” read the pencil-written words.
There was no signature. -

" Even if George Mackleer was not in-
nocent of the thieving, it was quite evi-
dent that some other criminal existed in
the case. And this other criminal, no

) doubt, was the murderer of the teller.

Mooney mused these things.

‘“Blake,” he said, while they were both
riding slowly back to the Police Building,
“this killing spells danger in big red let-
ters. This criminal doesn’t stop at killing.
We've got to do something before he
goes any further!”

“How in the world,” puzzled Blake
aloud, “did he ever get that teller out of
that bank that night when the door re-
mained bolted on the inside? And the
money—and that missing hour—. Say, the
more [ think about these baffling things,
the more I'm sure I'll go ‘nuts’ trying to
figure them out.”

Mooney paid no attention to the detec-
tive’s statements.

- “We've got to work out some way—
some trap—"’

Blake moved uneasily and drew out a
cigarette.

“A trap?”’ he repeated, shielding the
thing from the wind as he lit it.

“But the question is,” went on the cap-
tain, “how can we set this trap ?”

“Go ahead,” dared Blake. “I'm listen-
ing. You tell me how to set a trap for
an invisible criminal!”

“Listen, now!” burst Mooney angrily.
“I don’t want any of your impudence! I'm
trying to work along constructive lines.
If you want to help me, okay. If you're
not interested, get back to your own de-
partment!”

Blake was quite accustomed to argu-
ments of this kind with Mooney. Perhaps
this was the very reason they always got
along together so well, like two over-
grown boys.

The detective followed his usual pro-
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cedure of profane apologetic pleadings,
knowing of Moeney’s weak determina-
tion against Blake's. codperation.

He gained his point.

SAll right, then, but remember—no

more af that stuff. Work with me, not
against me.”

And when they reached Meeney’s office,
they did work tegether. They devised and
adopted a plan.

® Mooney, Blake, and Sergeant Fleigh,

dressed as erdinary citizens, were be-
ing transported the following day in a
motor hoat to meet the Batavia.

“All the papers carried the item,” an-
nounced Police Captain Mooney, handing
one of the newspapers to Blake.

A small, neatly wrapped square pack-
age lay on Mooney’s lap. It was the “bait”
for the criminal, supposedly containing a
precious shipment of cut diamonds.

The detective looked at the item and
Sergeant Fleigh read from over his shoul-
der. It told of a shipment of diamonds
that was to arrive at noon on the Batavia.

“Okay so far,” spoke up Blake, giving
back the printed sheet. “Here’s hoping it
works.” ‘

“Now, Sergeant,” Mooney warned,
“remember, you’re the ene to carry the
package when we ‘arrive’ off the Batavia,
and I don’t want any slip-ups.”

“I understand, sir,” returned Fleigh
with a grin. “F’ll do my part.”

They succeeded in meeting the ship be-
yond sight of land, and after some minor
difficulties, boarded it.

Nothing eventful followed their dis-
play of badges to the captain, of the ves-
sel.

At twelve neon, sharp, the huge Batavia
docked amid the cheers of the welcoming
crowds. The connecting gangplank went
into position and passengers made their
way to the pier.

The customs officers did not stop the
trio, however, in earnest. By prearrange-
ment, they questioned the three, in order
te avert any suspicions on the part of the
criminal. ‘

Released by the custams mem, M.eaxéy
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pretended he sought an expected auto-
mobile.

“Where’s our chauffeur? I'm going to
fire him sure as the devil!” he spoke
aloud. “He’s never on time.”

Blake took his cue. “Well, we éan’t
stay here. Let’s look for a cab on the
street.”

Moaney and Blake both walked close
to Fleigh as they made their way from
the pier to the street. Each of the two
men held one hand in a coat pocket, a fin-
ger on the trigger of a loaded pistol. But
nothing happened.

“That’s funny,” remarked Mooney.
“Not an empty cab in sight. Let’s take
this short cut through this side street.”

Blake knew the reason for that re-
mark. It was plainly for the purpose of
offering a still better opportunity for the
criminal to make his appearance.

The trio made its way along the quiet
street, where only shut-tight warehouses
stood. The street itself was a complete
contrast to the noise of the crowds at
the ship. Even the voices failed to carry
to this place.

Mooney walked first; Blake stayed be-
hind. This manner of proceeding gave the
impression of Fleigh being guarded.

A sudden yell from Blake startled
Mooney.

“Fleigh!”

Mooney spun about on his heel. At the
same instant, he felt that his hand no
longer clutched a revolver. A rumpled
piece of paper was in its stead.

Fleigh was flat on the ground, his stilled
eyes staring blankly up at heaven.

“What happened?”’ Mooney demanded.

Blake could only remain maeationless,
hardly able to cven speak.

“I—I don’t know,” he managed finally.
“All of a sudden, Fleigh’s on the ground
instead of walking in front of me.”

Moaoney bent over the motionless figure
and completed a hasty examination.

“Strangled!” he gasped. “Finger
marks on his throat ! How in the world—"
then he turned to the still dumbfounded
detective. “Didn’t you see anybedy at all?”

Blake forced himsel to blink bis eyes
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and bring himself out of the daze. He
moved his head slowly in the negative as
his lips hardly moved. “No. Nobody.”

Mooney stood upright.

“Don’t stand there like an idiot! Go
get an ambulance!”

Blake found it hard to move his eyes
from the figure on the ground. It was
all so ridiculously impossible. He moved
away and soon broke into a run for the
nearest telephone.

Mooney, in the meantime, looked at his
watch. It read exactly one o’clock. The

boat had docked at noon. What had hap-

pened to the hour between? He puzzled.
Suddenly, he recalled the piece of paper
he had felt in his pocket. He drew it out
and read the following note, scribbled in
pencil :

Captain Mooney:

Trying to lay a trap for me with a fake pack-
age is about as useless as looking for me in
China. Take some good advice. Lay off unless
you are anxious to join Sergeant Fleigh.

Mooney gasped. What manner of
criminal was this who could execute his
crimes without being as much as seen ?

“Well, I'll be—1!"

The Plot Thickens

® At headquarters again, Captain Moo-

ney’s powerful magnifying glass re-
vealed no fingerprints on the note but
his own. The writer had evidently worn
gloves.

Blake was seated near the desk.

“Can’t figure that out yet,” he said.
“Fleigh strangled to death right before my
eyes and,” he snapped his fingers sig-
nificantly, “just like that!”

Mooney took the pencil he had in his
topcoat pocket and began to make notes.

“Look !” Blake exclaimed. “This pen-
cil you're using! It has exactly the same
broad point as that used on the note it-
self !”

The Captain scrutinized his own notes
with the writing on the scribbled note. He
used the magnifying glass again and
identified the two as being written with
~ the identical pencil!
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“Can you imagine the audacity! Used
my pencil to—say! This piece of paper
comes from my own notebook!”

He found the torn stub in his notebook
and by placing the piece of paper to it,
found it to correspond exactly. Mooney
stared, dazed by the discovery.

“How could anybody get to my pockets ?
No one even came near me—.”

The telephone interrupted.

“Hello,” drawled the big captain into
the mouthpiece. “Captain Mooney
speak—" He sat upright and changed his
speech to a much smoother tone. “Yes,
Commissioner. Yes, I'll come right up.”

He clicked the receiver back on its hoak.

“What’s up ?”” Blake wanted to know.

“Commissioner’s burning up. He just
got the report on this case. Wants me in
his office right away.”

Blake shook his head.

“I'm glad I'm not in your shoes. Two
murders and a flock of robberies in a
little burg like this without even a suspect
doesn’t look so hot for you. You got my
best wishes, though. I'll wait for you
here.”

- The office door closed behind Mooney
and Blake was alone. He wondered what
the commissioner would do with the cap-
tain. He arose and began pacing the floor.
He didn’t want to see Mooney demoted.

At least a half-hour passed before the
big captain returned through the door,
mopping the abundant perspiration from
his neck and face.

“Thinks it’s all your fault, I suppose,”
soothed the detective.

Mooney did not answer,

“Well, what's he want you to do?”

Mooney sneered.

“He’s sending that scientist Finney in
on the case. Says the people are getting

“too ‘het-up’ about it.”

And later that day, while Captain
Mooney sat alone, a rapping on his office
door interrupted his thoughts.

* “Come in!”

- The Desk Sergeant, with a snappy
salute, announced the arrival of the
scientist.

“Show him right in.”
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The fellow appeared to be more of an
athlete than a scientist. He was unusually
well proportioned and his face betrayed
his youthful age. With a ward of greet-
ing, he shook Mooney’s hand and took a
seat. He immediately asked for the details
of the strange case.

Mooney minced no words. He reviewed
the entire matter from Wylie’s case to the
present time.

“Hm-m,” mused the scientist thought-
fully as he crossed his legs, “right inter-
esting.”

“Interesting ?”’ retorted Mooney. “It’s
too darned impessible! And not even a
real clue for a starting point.”

Another knecking on the door inter-
fered.

“Come on in,” from the captain.

The door opened and the Desk Ser-
geant announced, “Mr. Wylie here to see
you, sir. He seems excited and im-
patient.”

Mooney thought a moment, and then
said, “All right, send him in.”

Wylie was shaking all over. He seemed
to have reached twice his age since Mooney
had last seen him.

“Sit down, Wylie,” invited Mooney,
pointing out a seat. “What’s happened to
yon? You look like you're—”

Woylie slipped into the seat.

“Is it all right to talk before this gen-
tleman?” He nodded toward Finney.

“It's okay,” returned Mooney. “Go
ahead.”

Wylie leaned forward. ‘“Mooney,” he
said, “I've learned something. As a result,
I’ve grown old overnight. You know I’ve
always had a hobby of experimenting in
chemistry. I even have a special labora-
tory built in my home. Last night, I was
working with some dangerous chemicals.
As a protection, I wore a rubberized suit
and face covering. No part of me was
uncovered except my eyes and even they
were protected by a pair of glasses. The
acid explosive I was working to complete
proved to be a success. Its secret, of
course, would be of tremendous value to
the government for future warfare. Sud-
denly, I felt a ticklish feeling run through
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me. I turned about. I saw the man who
stole my bank’s money—the man who
kitlled Mackleer—”

Finney broke in. “How did you know
he was the man?”’

“He admitted it after I refused to di-
vulge my secret, in order to shew me his
powers. He even told me that he had not
come with the purpose of speaking to me,
but my rubberized helmet and glasses had
prevented his original plans. He began to
choke me until I finally gave him the
formula. He warned me against reporting
to the police—"

“How does he execute his ¢rimes? The
missing hour— Who is he? Did yow—?"

‘Mooney began to question, excitedly.

“T did find out how he carries out hig
crimes. It’s all so simple and—"

® Finney had just lit a cigarette and was

exhaling the smoke when an astonish-
ing thing took place. The smoke ceased
to come out with his breath. There was
not even a taste left of the tobacco smoke
in his mouth. In that flash, the cigarette
too, had disappeared from between his
fingers. Astounded, he saw that it lay om
the ash tray before him, all burned to
ashes.

“Wylie!” Mooney cried out, leaping to
his feet.

Finney saw that Wylie was still in the
seat. His head was forward, limp on his
chest. A quick examination revealed the
brutal knife still extending from Wylie’s
back. Blood was on the floor.

The questioning of the Desk Sergeanft
in the adjoining room revealed nothing.
He had been in the next room all the
while, and there was only the one connec-
tion from Mooney’s office to this par-
ticular room, yet he had seen no one
come or go. How did anyone get into the
office, then, to kill Wylie? What happened
to the interval of time between that in
which the cigarette was lit and burned .
out?

Finney turned these questions over in
his mind seriously, that evening, as he sat
in his big armchair before the crackling
log fire. A scientific criminal who had
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created a gap between his progress and
that of the police was indeed a problem.
Finney would have to span that gap. He
would have to catch up to the point in
science at which-the criminal had arrived.

Wylie’s information about the head
covering was invaluable. At least, the way
to shield himself from the criminal’s ef-
forts to some extent would now be pos-
sible. But of what value could even that
be, when there remained the vital ques-
tion of first locating the criminal?

Finney glanced at the rubberized hel-
met-like hat he had purchased before com-
ing home. It was black and of such con-
struction as to serve also as a complete
face mask. A pair of goggles had been
sewed into them making the thing a com-
plete coverage of the head.

He leaned to a side and clicked on the
little short-wave radio set on the small
table. It was adjusted, as usual, for the
local police broadcasting station. Finniey
paid no more attention to it, however, and
turned back to his problems.

“Calling Scout Car Number Seven!”
suddenly burst from the speaker. “West
Avenue and First Street. A fire, result
of explosion. Fire department and am-
bulances are on the way. Calling Scout
Car Number Seven—"

Wylie had spoken of an explosive
chemical. The formula had been stolen.
Could it be—? And the address was no
more than a mile from Finney’s home.
Finney snatched the rubberized mask and
was on his way.

The siren on his fast coupé gained the
right of way for him as he sped across the
street corners. It was only a matter of a
minute before his tires howled their
screeching noise-as they slid the car to
a stop. Only a crowd was before the burn-
ing building. Finney quickly made his way
into the edifice. On the second floor, the
flames were eating their way fast from
the general direction of one particular
room. This room, there could be no doubt,
was the one in which the explosion had
taken place.

Finney stumbled over something. When
he kneeled down in the smoke, he found
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it to be the body of a semi-couscious man,
clutching a flashlight in one hand.

Finney lifted him.

“Any one else in the house?” he asked.

The short stockily built person seemed
to regain more consciousness. He shook
his head in the negative.

“T live here myself,” he said.

Finney put him across his back and
carried him into the street. The sirens of
fire engines and ambulances were close
at hand. In spite of the surprised crowd,
Finney put the man into his own car, He
sat back limply.

“Hurt much?”’ aney asked as he
drove toward his own home.

The small fellow shook his head in the
negative.

As they stopped before Finney's house,
the fellow spoke, his voice unexpectediy
rough. '

“Where are you ta.kmg me?” he de-
manded. ,

“To my house.”

“What's the idea ? What right have you
got to take me to your house? And what’s
the idea of the mask you're wearing?”’

“I want to talk to you.”

The little fellow was fully recovered.

“You and I have nothing in commont
I'm leaving you right here!” he blurted.

Finney grasped the man’s coat behind
his neck.

“You're coming with me!” |

Finney immediately frisked the person
for any concealed weapons. He found a
knife, still in its sheath. He removed it
and placed it in his own pocket. He al-
most pulled the little fellow from the
front seat and pushed him ahead of him-
self, into the house.

“Now,” started Finney, inside the
house, “I want to know what caused that -
explosion.”

“What explosion ?”’

“Come, come! The explosion that
caused the fire. That chemical you were
working with—where did you get it ?”

“O-0-h!" drawled the little fellow,
squinting his eyes hideously. “So you're
a copper! t's what this is all about!

" Well, I'm not afraid of you or anybody
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like you! You might be wearing protec-
tion over your head, but it won’t protect
you from this!” ‘

. @ He drew a small tube of fluid from his
-pocket and held it up. His eyes glared

and h&s teeth showed as he broke into a -

maddened laugh. Finney
backed away.-

“Wylie’'s wonderful explosive!” an-
nounced the threatening person, still
carrying on his blood-curdling laughter.

Some one was rapping on the door.

The little fellow looked toward the
door and quickly back at Finney.

“No! I'm not cornered!” the little man
‘yelled. “Let them come!”

He held the flashlight he had been
carrying toward the door. With his other
hand, he flung the little tube at Finney..

Finney leaped aside. An explosion
rocked the room. Part of the ceiling caved
in with its downpour of plaster. A gaping
hole, only, remained where the wall had
been.

But Finney had been particularly for-
tunate in his quick dodging of the explo-
sive. Only his arm ached from the jolt
of a beam that had caused him to fall
to the floor. He raised his head and saw
the little fellow face the door.

An axe split through it. Soon it was
down. Police, headed by Captain Mooney,
came inside. The little fellow still held
his position, his flashlight lit and focused
_ toward the incoming group.

At the second, the entire solution of
the mystery flashed through Finney’s
mind. He understood, then, why this fel-
low was unafraid and sure of himself.

reluctantly

Finney managed to get to his feet and

sprang upon the back of the fellow. To-
gether, they fell to the floor in a tussle.
Finney was amazed at the strength of his
opponent. But the police socon separated
the pair and held the stranger a prisoner.

Finney removed his helmet and rubbed
his still aching arm.

“What made you come here?” Fin-
ney asked of Mooney.

“The crowd told me a man had been
carried out of the burning building and
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taken away. They gave the license tag
number of the car. Finding it to be your
number, I came immediately. What is this
all about ?” _

Finney picked up the flashlight from
the floor.

“I think I can explain the mystery to
your satisfaction now. You,” he said,
turning to one of the patrolmen, “stand
over here.”

The fattened officer did not know Fin-
ney. He hesitated.

“Go ahead,” ordered Mooney.

“Now,” started Finney, “it looks like
this flashlight I am holding in my hand
is the very solution to our mystery. Here,
I'll turn it on and focus it on this officer.”

Mooney noticed the strange glare that
instantly came to the officer’s eyes, and the
rigidity that gripped his body.

Finney turned off the flashlight and
walked up to the now stone-like officer.

“Dance a jig until exactly five minutes
from now,” Finney addressed the officer.
“You will then awaken without remem-
bering what took place since you went to
sleep.”

Mooney could not resist speaking as the
fat officer danced. “What in the devil! Do
you mean to say this officer is asleep?”’

“Certainly. Under the inducement of
the ray, he immediately became under
hypnotic influence. In five minutes, if my
guess is right, he will awaken and only
remember up to the moment I told him
to stand over here. To him, five minutes
will have just disappeared. In other
words, the solution to the whole thing is
simply ‘hypnotism’ carried out by a rapid -
action ray.”

“But that doesn’t explain how the bank
was robbed—or the armored truck.”

“It does. Under the hypnotic influence,
the criminal had only to make Wylie him-
self open the door to admit him into the
bank. Wylie himself could have handed -
over the money. But the criminal ordered
him to forget all that had taken place and
to awaken one hour later in the exact posi-
tion- at the vault door. The motorcycle
escorts and the artnored truck men were

(Continued on page 1383)
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Doctors stood along the wall of the entrance tunnel and gave the first
injections as the people passed.
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THE PROPHETIC VOICE

By
LAURENCE MANNING

® It was about one hundred and fifty

years ago that the world, newly thrilled
by communications from the future, be-
gan to expand its mental horizons. We
humans took deeper breaths and eyed the
stars speculatively and, to tell the truth,

" none too reverently. We should soon, per-

haps, have conquered the art of space
travel and commence the exploration of
the universe itself — why not? If time
could be conquered, why not all other
dimensions? Rocket ships had already ex-
plored Mars and Venus—a few had even
returned safely. The United States of the
World included in one harmonious na-
tion all the races of the world, except for
the Hottentots, Esquimeaux, and such
other lesser breeds which were kept on
reservations as wards of the nation. One
latiguage, one government, one scheme of
education—all these unities had had their
effect. Wealth to some extent was com-
mon property and such primitive things
as poverty, famine, and want had been
banished. Remember that this enviable
position had been recently reached—the
old ills not yet entirely forgotten. Is it
any wonder that a man’s head seemed to
tower among the stars? Into the midst
of this hopeful research the message from
Mount Everest’s Mentelepathic Labora-
tory came like a thunderbolt and left
numb horror in its wake,

It was authentic enough, too. Dr. Bais-
dik himself signed it and there can be
no doubt whatever that it was actually re-
ceived by him and his associates. His un-
known communicant had first definitely
established the correct year by means of
star references and historical datings.
Then he had grown excited angd poured

® After an absence of quite a few

months,your favorite author, Laurence
Manning, is back with us again with an
unusual little short story.

Perhaps the novel feature in this tale
is that it leaves an uncertainty in your
mind. It is left for you to decide whether
“The Prophetic Voice” was something
to be taken seriously or only a hoax.

We have had all kinds of dooms
descend upon the Earth — conquerors
from the void, floods, earthquakes, sub-
arctic cold, death rays, etc., but here we
find something so out of the ordinary
that you will recall nothing like it in all
of the stories you have read in the past,

We cannot praise too highly any story
with Laurence Manaing in the “by”.
line. 5

out to all his warning in five vivid minutes.
The exact words have heen preserved.
“Obviously there must be some way of
escape—here I am in existence, descended
from you. It is all over and therefore
some of you must have escaped. But at

- the same time there can be no doubt what-

soever that a disaster of some sort will
overtake your world within twelve
months.

“Somehow the knowledge that you will
escape—my ancestors at least—keeps me
from feeling too much worried. Yet it is
absurd not to take precautions—I must
warn you. It must be important. Per-
haps this warning I am giving you is the
very means by which you are to es-
cape . .. . [it was at this point that the
message grew more rapid in its telling] . .
. . Why that’s it, of course! Do you hear
me? Do you understand? What I am
saying is ordained to save the world '

“The form of the danger? No, I do
not know that. Yet my information is
horrible enough. Sometime between one
and two years in the future (from your
presedft date) there will remain not one
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human being alive on the planet! That
much I know for certain—as to the rest
I can only guess. But you are not so far
in the past but what deductions may be
drawn. There has been no collision be-
tween the earth and a comet, for instance,
for the geologic 21 scars would remain for
us to see today. Moreover, trees and
plants grow on the earth even as they do
with you—so heat cannot have been the
agent which is to wipe out human life.
What then? Loss of atmosphere? Hard-
ly likely, for it is present in my age and
cannot have been built up quickly. No,
there are only two possibilities: First,
that some poisonous gas has spread
through the atmosphere—or some dead-
ly radiation—sulfficient to kill humans but
net plants; second—and for this I have
strange grounds for suspicion—there may
be soon to visit the earth a race from
some far distant world—powerful, skilled
in sciences, which you cannot resist and
which will hunt you through the forests
and over the oceans until not one single
man or weman remains, This last is what
I really suspect!

“You must find some means to escape
—one exists very certainly, for how else
have the people around me come into be-
ing unless they are descended from you?
As I see it, you can escape by hiding—a
great cave deep underground with the en-
tire peoples of the world gathered into it.
You must stay there for years—until all
danger is past. I would think perhaps
even fifty years is not too long—perhaps
a hundred !

“How can you live underground with-
out food? All that is required is bare ex-
istence, so that when danger no longer
threatens you can ascend to the surface
once more and live in sunlight. Suspend
your metabolisny, of course! . . . How?
Surely you know—but perhaps not. It
is simple. . . .”

And the message ends with the for-
mula of drug and condition necessary—a
matter of no immediate interest here. Read
over the communication once again and
see if you, in the light of our present
philosephy ef life, would have been
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stampeded into immediate action. I think
not. Most of our race today would be
rather inclined to take up posts of obser-
vation the better to view this mysterious
disaster so glibly promised. But times
have changed and in those days it was
still considered a crime to commit what
was called “suicide.” It would have been
considered “suicide” for them torisk one’s
life in such needless curiosity.

For they believed every word of it.
There was a major panic, from all ac-
counts, and the racial annals are actually
blank for weeks at a time while the clerks
in the Division of History were out-of-’
doors, perhaps eyeing the sky fearfully
for signs of danger. Eyewitness accounts
are available almost by the million, of
course, and no doubt none of my readers
but has skimmed through one. The great
Blaisdik himself will do for authority as
well as another.

“When I landed in Europe,” he writes,
“it was to find a world altogether dis-
organized. Leadership was lacking in the
true sense, although of course a dozen
wild schemes were mouthed on every
street corner by a dozen self-appointed
saviors of the race. Research was actually
stopped in the laboratories and even some
of the automatic factories were left un-
attended so that supplies ran short occa-
sionally. I remember that it was impos-
sible to obtain sandals or red wine for
almost a week, for instance, And transt
portation facilities were completely topsy-
turvy. The finding of the great caverns
in the Pyrenees a decade before had al-
ways impressed me as a wonderful thing,
Nothing could have been more natural,
therefore, than for the idea to occur to
me that these caverns—two miles below
the mountain-tops—might be used to pre-
serve my fellow beings from destruction.
I claim no credit for so obvious anidea.
To my surprise, the solution I proposed
had the effect of instantly stilling the e¢on-
fusion. Instead there was action and an
embarrassment of willing hands at my
command, so that I was pushed along by
popular opinion, rather than a leader
showing the way to escape.”
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® Dr. Blaisdik’s proposal was that the
- new caves in the Pyrenees be expanded
artificially into one great chamber a mile
across and a mile in height to an enor-
mous vaulted roof strengthened with re-
enforced concrete and supported by mas-
sive steel pillars. This roof in turn would
be a mile below the rocky surface of the
mountains above and protected by this
vast thickness of earth, with the entrances
well concealed and fortified so that the
entire population of the earth could be
gathered together, each in a separate cu-
bicle seven feet long and three feet in
diameter. Here, having taken the proper
dose of the drug necessary, they would
lie insensible for fifty or a hundred years
as might be decided upon. When they
awoke, the danger would have passed and
life could again be resumed.

“I shall never forget,” he writes, “the
appearance of the caves as the excavating
neared completion. I entered by a great
tunnel down which twenty people could
walk abreast and at its end looked out
upon a subterranean world filled with
dusty air and lit in fifty thousand direc-
tions by miner’s lamps. ' The lights were
constantly shifting and turning, giving the
effect of much confused labor, which was
heightened by the constant roar of related
sounds—hammering, automatic drills, the
fall of stone, and the mutter of distant
voices blended into one vague murmur,
Across the levelled floor rattled trucks
and while most of them were removing
loose stone from the cave, some were al-
ready bringing in the steel girders for the
great columns already under construction.
A great pile of sheet metal was being ac-
cumulated noisily for the human cubicles
which would fill the entire cave.”

What had happened cannot be explained
psychologically except by reference to
mob minds, To convince one man that
because of some undefined peril he must
burrow under the ground and remain in
a state of suspended animation for many
years — would be difficult! He would
perhaps refuse. He would demand proofs
and even then might decline to bother him-
self. Not so do a million men react. Some
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nameless spirit takes hold over them and
in an instant they are converted—more-
over they will instantly insist that another
million men agree with them!

Solemnly, in city after city, continent
after continent, men and women voted
upon the problem and time after time the
majority voted to make exodus to the
Pyrenees. Whereupon each particular
community voted it “suicide” to abstain
from accompanying the majority to safety.
Committees of public safety were set up
to see to it that each resident—man, wom-
an, and child — should accompany the
movement of the rest of the populations
of earth. Spain became filled with people
months before the caves were ready. Steel
mills in Newfoundland were shut down
and the fires drawn for the last time be-
fore all the steel required for the con-
struction had been fabricated! The chem-
ical companies did their part well. and
three large vessels berthed in old Cadiz
with the entire medical requirements of
the earth’s population on board—only to
have the crews desert before unloading
could be completed! But the time came,
and surprisingly soon, when all details
had been attended and the call went forth
for the great gathering.

Those nearest to hand were, of course,
disposed of first. A thousand doctors
stood along the wall of the entrance tun-
nel and gave the first injections as the
people passed —old men leaning upon
sticks, young children eyeing the throng
with wonder in their eyes (and sometimes
fear), babies in their mothers’ arms—
along they came at a steady pace and into
the cave. Here they were guided in a dozen
separate streams which followed up in-
clined wooden ramps to elevators and were
whisked aloft to the topmost tier a mile
above the floor. As the upper tier of cu-
bicles was filled, the next one was opened.
Fifty thousand physicians and medical as-
sistants stood at the cubicles giving each
person the final injection and telling them
to crawl into the narrow box which was to
be their temporary tomb for so many years
to come. It was of course impossible to
sit up—one must needs lie down. The
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feet were inserted first and the head came
at the open end. Here (in case of pre-
mature awakening) was fixed a vial of
stimulant and a light switch. But these
arrangements had been studied for-months
by all as they appeared in the television
broadcasts and, moreover, each newcomer
had had two injections. He scarcely had
time to lay his head down w hen uncon-
sciousness fell upon him and the tramp
of a thousand feet a few inches from his
face faded into a dull, rumbling nothing-
ness.

Twenty such entrance tunnels fed the
gathering populace into the caves. Twenty
abreast they marched down each—thirty-
five thousand an hour twenty times re-
peated. Each day almost seventeen mil-
lion were cared for and stored away
against the great awakening, for the work
was carried on twenty-four hours a day.
Yet even at this speed the whole of south-
western Europe was dangerously crowded
and a food shortage threatened ruin for
a time. Three months elapsed before the
last of the gathering had vanished under-
ground and still day by day people came
in thousands—rounded up by air patrols
or factory units from distant places who
had stayed to the last to maintain sup-
plies for others. It was another month
before the last patrols were in and the

- staff of medicos had been reduced to the

last few of the directing staff. The great
doors, planted with fast growing creep-
ers set in pockets of earth, were shut and
even the cracks of sill and jam filled with
earth and planted with shrubs and plants
which would conceal the last traces.

Inside, the lights were out except for
the last corner where the chief physician
stood inoculating Dr. Blaisdik and grave-
ly handing the hypodermic syringe to him,
at the same time offering his own arm.
The two men shook hands and crawled
feet first into their cubicles. The last
light went out and in a few minutes the
taint sounds of breathing grew quieter—
finally ceasing altogether.

Picture the world outside, for a mo-
ment! Here is London, streets empty and
silent. The wharves at night seem haunted
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by rustlings and creakings and the Thames
has its own little noises as though the
ghosts of boats were slipping by on the
tide. But the only life is the fish in the
river and the rats in the pilings. And
those mournful howls that echo across
Trafalgar Square are from a homeless
dog whose gods have died.

New York’s skyscrapers are like spec-
ters in the mooniight and her down-town
streets as quiet as though it were always
Sunday morning — Chicago, San Fran-
cisco, Tokio, Shanghai—it is the same
everywhere. In Montreal bands of wolves
have already chased deer more than once
through St. Catherine’s Street. It is a
world as devoid of sensible life as those
mysterious cities found in the Mayan
jungles. Like them, curiously enough, the
problem that would face the chance vis-
itor would be—why? And that question
remains unanswered today. -

® Eighty years later Dr. Blaisdik and his
physician awoke, they having timed
their awakening earlier than for the rest
of humanity. Cautiously they tested their
muscles and dosed themselves with restor-
atives. Carefully they selected a working
crew for the first food factory—awaken
and restored them—ifed them from the
reserves and set them to work. Then, with
supplies on the way, they brought back a
few dozen physicians to consciousness and
repeated the process until all of France
and Spain were in production. It took ten
years to bring the last sleeper out of his
cubicle, and by that time the cities were
again populated as before. Many buildings
were in ruins from neglect—most machin-
ery had to be completely replaced with
new—but the job had been done and the
minds of the curious asked, as we do,
why? For no slightest trace of any great
happening—dangerous or . otherwise—
could be found. Surveyors mapped the en-
tire face of the world from the air and
compared the results with old photo-
graphs. No changes. Chemists tested the
atmosphere for signs of poisons—no
changes. Communication was restored by
mentelepathy with the future and perfect=
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ed quickly into its present form. No one
could be found in the present or the future
who knew of the warning, nor who could
have given it.

Dr. Blaisdik, somewhat discomfited by a
sudden cooling in popular opinion, retired
to his observatory and the world hesitantly
agreed that the whole affair had been a
hoax from beginning to end. Perhaps a
few were puzzled as to what possible pur-
pose there could have been in such a cruel
joke, but such doubters seldom raised their
voices and so the curious incident has
passed into history. Our metaphysicians
are still discussing which came first: the
~ future knowledge that the race would bury
itself in a century of panic, or the actual
panic, which might have been sensed
vaguely by some future correspondent
who mixed up cause and effect. For ob-
viously, the alternative that the hoax might
have been entirely unintentional has oc-
curred to many.

Whether due to the shock to his pride,
or from truly reasonable causes, Dr. Blais-
dik a few years later published the follow-
ing rather fantastic statemert. Nothing
came of it, for a month later he died from
some undetermined malady in his lonely
observatory on the top of Mount Everest.

“a . T have an altogether different
solution to propose. Suppose that the facts
be marshalled one after the other and none
ignored. First comes a message, presum-
ably from the future. If so, then since all
the present world knows the facts, such a
warning as was given would be meaning-
less. To call it a ‘hoax’ is merely another
way of calling it absurd. Why not, rather,
grant that the intelligence great enough to
send mental messages must be great
enough to be serious? What do we argue
from such a presumption—why, that the
message was not from the future at all.
But, since it was plainly from a great dis-
tance—since this distance was not in time
it must have been in space. Now since
there are no human beings in space out be-
yond the solar system, at least none
known, what is more natural than to as-
sume that the message came from other
than a human being?
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“Let us analyze once more this famous
message: First there is a vague warning,
including a suggestion that poisonous
gases or rays may wipe out the human
race and, alternately, an alien race of su-
per-beings may land upon the earth and
kill all men; second, there is a definite
plan of action outlined. This plan of action
is made to appear, it is true, like a means
of escape. But might it not in reality be
simply a thing desired by the sender
of the message? He is not Human,
remember, and he is from Outer Space.
Why has he sent a message at all? He
must have a purpose, obviously, and it
should be equally obvious that that pur-
pose is to get all of mankind shut away
down under the earth for a period of
years.

“Why ? What purpose could he have in
such a desire ? Let us suppose, for the mo-
ment, that you who read these words wish
to investigate an African jungle filled with
lions and elephants and rhinoceroses and
other dangerous animals. Might you not
wish to get the beasts out of the way be-
fore you commence your exploring? Na-
turally! You would probably do this by
means of lines of beaters, smoke bombs,
noisy explosions, and rings of fire. The
wild animals, in a panic, would rush away
and leave the jungle empty so that you
could conduct your work in safety.

“And to leap at once to the solution I
propose for the entire mystery, I ask you
what strange ship may have appeared out
of the sky during our eighty years of
sleep? What strange creatures may have
landed from her ports and scouted
through the silent streets of our cities?
What mysterious minds may have ordered
the sampling of earth, air, water, tempera-
ture and solar radiation ? And most impor-
tant of all, what conclusions were drawn?

“Or was this concealed expedition sim-
ply to acquire a supply of some element
abundant here on earth? I think not. Al-
ready our human scientists are close upon
the discovery of atomic synthesis. These
alien creatures we have deduced upon
these pages must be far ahead of us in

(Continued on page 1384)
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Their steel bodies bristled with seores of long tapering tubes, twenty feet high,
and pointing in all directions, like the throats of siege guns,
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IN CAVERNS BELOW

By
STANTON A. COBLENTZ

PART TWO

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE:

@ Phihp Clay and Frank Comstock are explor-
ing an old mine in Nevada when Frank, who
tells the story in the first person, feels tremors
in the earth as they go down farther and
farther below the surface, though none of the
others of the party, not even Phil, could notice
anything unusnal. Frank thinks it sirange that
there could be any hint of an earthquake in this
part of the world, Suddenly, and unexpectedly,
an unusually intense tremor is felt and the floer
caves in under the two men, who plunge
down into immense gulfs, rolling over and over
down a forty-degree slope. They cannot es-
timate whether this continued fer minutes or
hours, but when they finally land, bruised and
battered, they know that they are farther he-
low the surface than man has ever been be-
fore, in pitch darkness, without their search-
lights (which had been lost in the fall) and
withont hope of regaining the surface. For
hours they wind around corridors with smooth
walls, A growing terror comes upon them that
the walls are not natural formations. Finally
they see 2 weird patch of light in the distance
ang¢ approach it hesitantly, yet eagerly. Upon
reaching it, they come upon a huge ahyss. A
mile below they see two great armies destroy
each other, and then great war-machines appear
which blow one another to pieces, Bewildered
by this display (which had caused the tremors
in the earth that brought them to this predica-
ment) they barely escape when they are at-
tacked by dazzhing lightnings of some alien
undergrowund race who think that they are the
enemy. In their panic, the men become separat-
ed and Frank is finally captured by chalk-white
people who can see only at a distance. Im-
prisoned for a short while, he is about to be
killed as a spy when he is rescued by a dignitary
and taken before the ruler of the Underworld.
He learns later that the ruler will alfow the
scientist who had saved him to keep him for
the purpose of finding out what he knew—for
his notehook showed that he was not one of
the enemy race, as did also his peculiar color-
ing and faculties. Now go on with the story:

@ In every phase of our modern civiliza-

tion, we can usually bring forth what
is considered the “best” of anything. For
instance, we would set up the Empire
State Building as the greatest structure
in the world, Gar Wood as the acme of
aute racers, Irving Berlin as the supreme
song-writer, or the World Almanac as
the best book ef statisties.

In the same manner would we label
the novels of Stanton A. Coblentz as the:
most excellent satire. If you are doubt-
ful as to the true meaning of this werd,
you will have a better definition of it in
your mind after reading this story tham
any encyclopedia ceuld give you.

Many of our present-day laws and cuge
toms are shown as utterly ridiculous
when carried to the extreme through the
pages of this novel. But it’s al} in fus
and we want you to share it with us.

Adventure through the topsy-tuvy‘
world of Wu with Frank Comstock, a
“dizzier” Waonderland than Alice ever
dreamt of —which Wonderland, by com-
parison, would seem as solemn as &
church sermen.

CHAPTER X
Some Riddles Solved

® The home of Professor Tan Trum wasg

typical of the so-called “Second Class™
citizen of the country of Wu. It was com-
posed of five or six small rooms, exca-
vated out of solid rock, and opening on
one of the numerous side-galleries that
threaded the underworld. There were ne
windows, but light was provided by thé
yellowish-green electric bulbs; while a
constant supply of air was forced m
through whirling fan-like devices located
in little orifices near the front door. All m
all, the Professor’s abode was comfortable
enough, although ¥ could never accustom
myself to the stone chairs and tables, to
the stone beds without pillows, or te the
grotesque hangings and adernments, com-
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posed of small likenesses of swords, hel-
mets and land-battleships, which consti-
tuted the native idea of art.

The family of the Professor included
his wife, Tan Tal, and his three daugh-
ters, Loa, Moa, and Noa. In them I made
my first acquaintance with the feminine
half of the population—and not few or
slight were the surprises which they gave
me! To begin with, there was the trouble
of telling them apart, and in distinguish-
ing the oldest from the youngest. On first
entering the house, I assumed that Tan
Tal, the mother, was the most youthful
of the girls, while Loa, the last-born
daughter, struck me as undoubtedly the
parent. And this mistake, absurd as it may
seem, was only natural, owing to the

peculiar ideas of beauty entertained by

the ladies of Wu.

For it was their opinion—in which the
men seemed to share—that the supreme
mark of a woman’s loveliness was her
wrinkles, and that the more wrinkles she
boasted, particularly around the eyes and
on the neck, the more alluring was her
appearance. Hence all the damsels used to
spend hours a day with wrinkle-produc-
ing creams, with permanent “wrinkle-
wavers,” and with other devices to create
creases in their naturally smooth coun-
tenances; and only the old and matronly
women, who were past the stage of trying
to shine before their lovers, could afford
to neglect the cosmetic arts and to let their
features unwrinkle themselves.

It was for this reason that the young
Loa, who, as I was later told, had barely
reached seventeen, impressed me as a hag
of advanced years. Her cheeks, her fore-
head, and her neck were furrowed in such
a fashion as to remind me of a crone of
ninety ; while she was rendered all the
more hideous, to my way of thinking, by

the cream-colored paint with which she
had daubed her lips, and by the fact that
her eyelashes, in accordance with native
custom, had been shaved away. Yet in the
estimation of the chalk-faces, she was
supremely beautiful!

There was another fact about Loa—and
about all the other ladies—which grated
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horribly on my sensibilities. This was that,
while the men wore skirts, the women all
went around in trousers! All females,
above the age of four or five, wore loose,
pajama-like pantaloons of various colors;
and it was considered unseemly, not to
say indecent, for a lady to appear in any
other costume; in fact, one of the maidens
of my acquaintance was denied admittance
to the best social circles because once, in
jest, she had donned her brother’s skirts.

In the same way, I myself was looked
upon with suspicion, not to say contempt,
because the trousers which I wore were
considered unbecoming for a gentleman.
Some persons, seeing me from a distance, '
made a mistake as to my sex, while others
were so shocked that they went away
shuddering with noses pointed high in the
air in horror. Only after Professor Tan
Trum had been officially notified of niy
delinquency, and had remedied the situa-
tion by providing me with one of his old
black skirts, was I able to appear in re-
spectable society.

I am sure that any of the local youths
would have envied me the privilege that I
now endured for several hours each day.
This was to be instructed in the native
language and institutions by the “beauti-
ful” Loa. Professor Tan Trum, of course,
supervised my education, but was so ab-
sorbed in his researches into the roots of
extinct verbs that he could not give me
more than a few minutes a day. Hence,
it was natural that his daughter, having
little else to do with her time, should be
my instructress.

I must confess that she took her task,
on the whole, conscientiously enough, al-
though her first efforts were not to teach
me the language, but to teach me how
to pencil my eyebrows, whiten my cheeks
and lips, and bleach my hair, so as to con-
form to the native idea of masculine
beauty. Failing in these efforts, she re-
signed herself with a sigh to the inevit-
able; yet from the too-gentle and yearn-
ing way in which she glanced at me from
time to time, I could see that my charms,
such as they were, had had too much of
an effect ‘on her impressionable young



IN CAVERNS BELOW

heart. Already I had intimatians that treu-
ble was brewing !

® But let me pass from this subject, for

the present, to mention some of the
astonishing facts I learned under her
tutorage. First, of course, there was the
necessity of studying the native language ;
but, fortunately, I made rapid steps in
this direction, not se much because of any
natural ability, as for the fact that Loa
was a capable teacher, and because I made
every effort to remember when she painted
to object after object and mentioned its
native name, and then, after a time, be-
.gan linking the words into simple sen-
tences. I was like a little child first learn-
ing the language of its parents; but hav-
ing, I confidently believe, a quicker in-
telligence than a child’s, I was not long in
absorbing the rudiments of the vernac-
ular. Within two or three weeks, I could
exchange elementary ideas; within a
month, I could conduct a brief conversa-
tion; while, in less than three months, I
- was able to carry on an extended colloquy
with any member of Tan Trum’s house-
hold, and would not miss more than an
occasional word, due to the limits of my
vocabulary. .

Strange, unbelievably strange, were my
discoveries as to miy new home. The un-
derworld, composed of the twin countries
of Wu and Zu, reached for hundreds of
miles in all directions, and probably un-
derlay not only most of Nevada, but much
of Utah, Arizona, and adjoining states,
This whole vast ‘universe, comprising a
multiplicity of great caverns and smaller
connecting galleries, some of which
reached down eight or ten miles, was in-
habited by a population variously es-
" timated as between forty and fifty millions
—all of them chalk-faced and salmon-
eyed, like the ones I had already seen.
Neither Loa nor her father could tell me

~ how long they had dwelt underground;.

their written records dated back thou-
sands of years, and their claim was “For-
ever”! While there were traditions that
once they had lived above ground, in a
land of blue skies and open air from which
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they had been driven to escape annihilae
tion in warfare, there were now no inselli=
gent men to believe such tales, which were
not only preposterous on the surface, but
had never been proven by historical re-
search. It was generally held that human
life had originated in caves underground,
and that, as population multiplied, men
had excavated new caves and corridors to
take care of the surplus millions.

So accustomed had the people become
to their subterranean environment that it
was impossible for them to appear above
ground, unless they wore heavy metallic
suits, like those of undersea divers, in
order to protect them from the rays of the
sun, which their white skins, having lost
all pigment in the course of the ages, were
no longer able to endure. Hence their be-
lief, which scientists had - verified by
means of elaborate mathematical proofs,
that no life could endure above ground,
and hence the fact that none of them had
ever been observed by our race; for only
once every score of years would any
scientist of Wu venture above ground,
and even then he would emerge in some
desert place where no human habitation
existed. :

But how did the millions of Wu and
Zu manage to preserve life underground?
How did they contrive to eat, breathe, and
clothe themselves? That was one of the

first questions I asked; and the answer

came to me partly from Loa, and partly

~from my own observations.

The secret, as I had early surmised, was
to be found in the prodigious scientific
development of the Underworld. I do
not exaggerate when I say that they were.
centuries in advance of our own race;
they had evolved mechanical formulae
and devices of which we have not the
remotest conception. As an engineer by
profession, I was naturally much inter-
ested in this phase of their growth; and
while I was not able to study or under-
stand all their numerous contrivances, yet
I could understand enough to fill me with,
amazement and admiration. Every phase.
of the life of Wu, I found, depended upon
science. Without it, they could not have
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existed for a single day; it was both
astonishing and frightening to know how
completely these people had come to rely
upon their own inventions.

® ] shall not take time, at this point, to

dwell upon all their elaborate appli-
ances—which, indeed, would require a
separate volume even for their enumera-
tion. I shall leave out of account the intri-
cate ventilating system, by which they
pumped an adequate supply of air from
the outer world ; for I shall have occasion
to refer to this again. Likewise, I shall not
now describe their military engines, of
which I have already given some idea, but
which I was later to observe more inti-
mately. I shall begin, therefore, by teHing
of the manufacture of food and clothing,
which was conducted on principles I had
never before considered possible,

Let me say, by way of explanation, that
my food in the Professor’s house had con-
sisted entirely of queer-looking ingredi-
ents, comprised in part of purple capsules,
such as I had been given in prison, and in
part of a stringy, fibrous substance re-
minding me of seaweed. I was told, in-
deed, that the wealthier sections of the
population occasionally enjoyed delicacies
such as fish from subterranean rivers, and
mushrooms grown in specially prepared
cellars ; but if Professor Tan Trum could
afford such luxuries, he would not waste
them on a barbarian such as myself.

My clothes, likewise, were of a sub-
stance I could not recognize—a woven
substance a little like hemp and yet clearly
not hemp, for it was not quite so coarse.
But the fibres, on the other hand, did not
resemble those of linen, cotton, silk, or
wool. What could it be? The answer, as I
learned from IL.oa, was that the native
clothing, and likewise the food, was manu-
factured synthetically, From the most
ordinary chemical ingredients—from ox-
ygen and hydrogen as contained in water,
from carbon as contained in carbon diox-
ide or in coal, from the nitrogen found in
the air, and from the sulphur and phos-
phorus of the mines—they would create
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compounds resembling natural organic
products.

The simplest of all to manufacture were
starch and sugar, and a fibre like the
cellulose of plants. For these, all that was
required was a brilliant lamp, imitating
the qualities of sunlight, a chemical cell
which utilized the lamp-rays as the chloro-
phyll of the vegetable kingdom utilizes the
solar beams, and an adequate supply of
water and carbon. Thus the people might
obtain all the carbohydrates they required
for the table, and also all the fibres needed
for weaving into paper and clothes; for,
since cellulose constitutes the main in-
gredient of cotton and other vegetable
fabrics, it was possible to produce a syn-
thetic equivalent of the garments worn in
the world above.

More difficult was the problem of the
nitrogenous foodstuffs; but here again the
ingenuity of the chalk-faces had proved
equal to the task. I was never able to
understand by exactly what process they
had succeeded in combining nitrogen with
oxygen, hydrogen, carbon, and other sub-
stances to form albumin; but it is certain
that this is precisely what they did, fusing
the elements by means of an electric cur-
rent and several catalyptic agents, whose
nature I was unable to learn.

Let me say, at this point, that I made
every effort to find out; but the formula
was the carefully guarded secret of the
National Food Producers, Unlimited, a
privately owned corporation, which was
forbidden by law to tell the people the
truth about the food they ate. Hence my
efforts not only met with no success, but
were so resented that I was threatened by
the Company with imprisonment on the
charge of unpatriotic activities.

In other fields, however, I was better
able to satisfy my curiosity. I learned
something of the power-system, by means
of which the chalk-faces kept their fac-
tories running, excavated and illuminated
the galleries, and conducted their war-
fare; I was told that they generated elec-
trical energy in part from the flow of un-
derground rivers, and in part by means of
a chemical discovery made so long ago
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that no.ene remembered the inventor. This
was the compound known as Mulflar, an
explosive at times ‘beneficial, and at times
annihilating in its effects.

- Once again I was unable to discover
the formnlz, for this was the exclusive
property of the National Pewer Pro-
ducers, who found it their most lucrative
source of dividends, and had long ago
succeeded in passing a law prohibiting
themselves frosn making the facts public.
The general principles underlying the in-
vention, however, were well known. Mul-
flar was made by the union of nitrogen,
phosphorus, magnesium, and sulphur with
carbon, hydrogen, and one or two other
elements in a. compound beth simply and
easily produced. Its distinctive feature
was its chemical unstability; ifs atoms
would distintegrate and explode uporn the
slightest shack or upon the application of
a spark, releasing a prodigious amount of
energy through the conversion of that
active element, hydrogen, into the chemi-
cally inert helium.

® So great was the explosive power of

Mulflar that a single gram, properly di-
rected, was capable of blowing a hundred
pounds of rock er iron to the height of
half a mile. Naturally, a substance se
dangerous had to be carefully controlled;
. and though accidents sometimes did occur,
resulting in the occasional loss of a few
hundred lives, in general it was highly
adaptable to industrial uses. Shot off in
small quantities in cannon-like tubes of
specially prepared steel, it was used to set
great dynamos into action, and conse-
quently to furnish the larger part of the
electricity indispensable to life. It was the
energy of Mulflar, passed mto storage
batteries, that made it possible to run thaose
little coaster-like cars with which I had

had such a frightening experience; it was

the energy of Mulflar that kept the lights
and the ventilation in operation, that ran
the food and clothing factories, and that
pumped fresh water into pipes through-
out the length and depth of the land.
But, at the same time, it was the emergy
of Mulflar that proved to bhe the worst
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ertemy of the peeple. Never had [ seen

more convincing proof of how the mest
beneficial inventions may be transformed
into engines of destruction! For it was
Mulflar that aecounted for the deadliness
of the warfare waged by the chalk-faces;
it was Mulflar that had produced those
lightnings which Clay and I had watched
in such fascinated horror; it was Mulflar
that had supplied the meotive-power for
the land-battleships; it was Mulflar that
had blown those gigantic machines to wat-
ters. And it was Mulflar that was respon-
sible for even more horrendous imple-
ments, which I was later to ohserve.

But before I report my discoveries in
this regard, I must describe other peculiar-
ities of the chalk-faces. And I must tell
of one saddeninrg conversation which I
had with Loa and her father—a conver-
sation which crushed one lingering spark
of hope that had survived usutil then in the
face of all discouragements.

This was in connection with my friend
Clay. Hardly an hour went by but that
I thought of him and his disappearance;
hardly an heour but that I wondered
whether he were alive ar dead. True, I
had heard nothing of him; but he might
have been safe and well only a stone’s
throw away, and I would not have known
it, since, at the time, I was confined in the
Professor’s house as closely as in a
prison, Consequently, as soon as I was
able to speak a few words in the mative
language, I asked about my friend.

The result could not have heen more
disappointing. Both Professor Tan Trum
and his daughter looked astonished when
they understood the nature of my inquiry.
“What!” gasped my protector, with a sin-
cerity that I could not question. “You say
there were two like you? I wish there
were! That would double the epportuni-
ties for verification of my theories!”

“Another like you?” questioned Loa, in
milder tones; and then burst inte a giddy
explosion of laughter. “Why, that’s just
too good for words! I'm sure thete
couldn’t be two like you in the whole deep
world !” _

Not knewing whether to take this as &
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compliment or not, I said nothing, while
the Professor continued.

“My dear friend, if another man like
you had been found anywhere in Wu, we
would know of it instantly. The news
would be flashed from end to end of the
country—just as your own arrival has
been.”

“My friend wasn’t exactly like me,” I
explained, fighting against a sinking sen-
sation that all but oveércame me. “He was
taller, and his hair was red—"

For the first time in my experience, the
Professor bent nearly double with laugh-
ter, his great ungainly frame rocking back
and forth in mirth. It seemed minutes be-
fore he and Loa could suppress their
merriment. “His hair was red?” echoed
Tan Trum, riotously. “Red? Red, you
say ? My dear man, who ever heard of red
hair?”

And both he and his daughter went off
again into spasms of laughter.

My only consolation was the reflection
that, although Clay appeared hopelessly
lost, still, if he ever were found, I would
hear of it, since no red-haired man had
ever heen seen before in all the land of
Wu

CHAPTER XI
Fresh Surprises

® While I was questioning Professor Tan

Trum and his family in regard to the
underworld, they were equally eager in
making inquiries as to my own land.

Naturally, they were anxious to know
where I had come from, and how I had
arrived ; but, unfortunately, they already
had their own theories on the subject, and
nothing that I could say was able to change
their views. Since they had decided that I
had escaped from some cavern far below
them, my story that I had come from the
-so-called “Overworld” met with incredu-
lous smiles. Their attitude was about what
our own would be if some stranger should
assert that he came from.the depths of
the sea. “No use trying to deceive us!”
they cried reprovingly. “The Overworld
is not capable of supporting life!”
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And then curiously they asked, “Are the
people where you come from all colored
like you ?”

“Colored ?” I flung back, a little irri-
tated. “I haven’t a speck of colored blood
in my veins! I’'m American white, every
inch of me!”

“White ?”’ they jeered, pointing to my
face, with its rosy complexion. “What!
you call that white? Why, you’re pink!”

And loud was the laughter that con-
vulsed the family group.

“If you're white, then what are we?”
demanded Loa, insolently indicating her
own snowy features.

I had nothing to say in reply. I could
see that, by comparison with the chalk-
faces, I was indeed the member of a col-
ored race.

“My dear young man,” consoled Pro-
fessor Tan Trum, with the most unbear-
able superciliousness, “do not let the mat-
ter of your origin grieve you. We know
that birth is not a matter of choice, and if -
nature has made you a member of an in-
ferior race, at least it speaks well for you
that you could rise to join us.”

“But I didn't rise to join you!” I in-
sisted. “I descended! I fell into your world
by accident, through a fissure caused by
the shocks of your warfare.”

~ This explanation, however, was ignored,
while the members of the family ex-
changed significant glances, as if to say
that I was the most incorrigible liar they
had ever met.

It was Tan Tal, the charming wife of
Tan Trum, who put the next question.

“Where you come from, is there only
one country P—or is there more than one,
so as to give you someone to fight with?”

“Oh, there are many countries!” I de-
clared. “We have simply no end of lands
to fight with!” :

At this announcement, the three young
daughters of the family tittered uncon-
trollably, with the most amused expres-
sions on their milky, wrinkled counte-
nances.

“Why, how funny!” laughed Loa.
“How confusing!” giggled Moa.
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“How absurd!” roared Noa. “Then
how do you know which one to fight first ?”

Professor Tan Trum, unlike his daugh-
ters, had been listening with an unsmil-
ing solemnity of manner. I could see that
he did not consider my statement comical ;
his massive brow was furrowed with pro-
found thought as he replied.

“That is an excellent idea, young man—
to divide yourselves into many countries,
It is plain that even the barbarians have
ideas. Up here, you see, we have only two
nations, Wu and Zu. Hence we are much
" handicapped, from the military point of
view. If we want to go to war, we have
only one possible enemy, and that at times
grows monotonous. Again, it becomes dif-
ficult sometimes to find excuses for hos-
tilities. They say that only this year our
Secretary of National Defense—poor fel-
low !—was driven out of his mind to find
a plausible reason for declaring war on
Zu. However, if we had had some other
country to oppose, there would have been
no problem at all.”

“Yes, that is so, father,” agreed Loa,
who by this time had ceased laughing,
“Why not recommend to Dictator Thuno
Flatum that we split up into several
countries ?”

“Excellent ¥’ concurred Tan Tal. “Then
we could go to war to defend the rights
of small nations !’

“But I don’t quite understand,” I put
in, finding the conversation getting wholly
away from me. “You're talking as if war
1s a good thing! Up in our world, we call
it a curse!”

“A curse?” echoed all the members of
Tan Trum’s family. “A curse? Why, what
nonsense!” And loud was the laughter of
the ladies.

“Don’t let anyone here cateh you say-
ing that!” warned the Professor, scowl-
ing severely. “If one of the Government
Police overheard you, you’d be court-
martialed!”

® Appalled at the enormity of my offense,
I gaped at the Professor in awe-stricken
silence. :
“There’s no use talking,” mused Tan
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Tal, shaking her head sadly, “the savagery
of the colored races is unquenchable. To
think they’re actually opposed to war-
fare!”

“It’s so unenlightened of them!” con-
demned Loa.

“So disgusting!” jeered Moa.

“So barbarous!” groaned Noa. “Really
they must still be in the Stone Age!”

“You see, my dear young man,” ex-
plained the Professor, turning to me not
unkindly, as he observed my bewilder-
ment, “we live in an age of unreason. Un-
reason and science—these are the two fea-
tures of our life. And both of these tell

-us that man is a fighting animal. Biology

assures us that he was created with the
instinct of aggression, which is necessary
for the sake of self;preservation; and -
psychology declares that all the instincts
planted in him by nature must be satisfied.
Accordingly, men must satisfy their in-
stinct of self-preservation by destroying
one another, That fact was demonstrated
long ago by the philosophers—to question
it would be heresy. So you see, my good
young friend, why it is necessary to
fight ?”

There was a vague suspicion in my mind
that this argument, reasonable as it
seemed, might not be altogether sound;
but before I had had time to formulate
any objections, Tan Tal once more lifted
her voice.

“Besides, there is another reason. If we
didn’t fight, think of the loss to industry!
Think of all the millions invested in Mul-
flar Works, and in land-battleship fac-
tories! Why, if we didn’t have any war,
all this capital would be wasted.”

“Yes, and my stocks in Mulflar Prod-
ucts, Amalgamated, would go down to
nothing!” groaned the Professor, who
seemed to regard this as the culminating
argument.

Taking advantage of a gap in the con-
versation, I was now able to ask the ques-
tion that had long been puzzling me.

“What is the present war all about, Pro-
fessor Tan Trum? What is the issue, the
principle behind it?’

“Issue? Prinriple behind it?” shouted
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Tan Trum, while the ladies struggled to
hold back a fresh outburst of laughter.
“What makes you think there is any issue,
any principle behind it? We are fighting
for the national honor—and, certainly,
there is no principle behind that!”

The Professor paused, energetically
stroking his two-pointed beard, glaring at
me as though I had been guilty of some
offense against decency.

“There has to be an official reason for
the war, of course,” he resumed, more
mildly. “In this case, we were driven to
our wits’ end, and couldn’t think of any-
thing better than the old Nullnull dispute.”

“Nullnull dispute? What'’s that ?”

The five chalk-faces all stared at me a
little blankly, as if surprised that there
was anyone who had not heard of the
Nullnull dispute.

However, the Professor condescend-
ingly undertook to explain.

“On the borderline between Wu and
Zu is the province of Nullnull. This is
composed of a series of desert caverns, a
dozen miles long and about half as wide.
They say that once it was valuable land,
containing lakes and streams and rich ore
deposits ; but it has been so shot to pieces
that no one lives there now, and it is
worthless for everything except as a place
to fly the national flag. It is therefore high-
ly coveted by both Wu and Zu. In the
course of the last thousand years, it has
changed hands one hundred nineteen
times, belonging first to one country, and
then to the other, and every time it has
been recaptured there has been an excuse
for another war, for of course the citizens
of the defeated land would not be content
to have Nullnull wrenched away from
them. Thus the military ardor of the citi-
zens of both countries has been kept at
fever pitch, and we have had no trouble in
advancing our Military Birth Extension
Program.”

“Military Birth Extenswn Program?”’
I cried. “What under heaven is that?”

“What do you think it is?”’ demanded
Tan Trum, a flare of irritation in his sal-
mon eyes. “Exactly what the name im-
plies! In order to keep a war going, what
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do we need most of all, besides money and
ammunition ? Naturally, man-power! But
present-day warfare is so efficient that
man-power does not last long. It is esti-
mated that the mi!itary turnover is
seventy-five per cent a year.”

“Military turnover? And what is that ?”

“Just what the term implies! The per-
centage of men turned over to the ranks
of the immortals.”

“You mean, the percentage killed ?”

® Tan Trum and the four ladies all

glared at me as though I had committed
an impiety. The Professor stroked his
beard in indignation; the mouths of Loa,
Moa, and Noa all gaped wide with horror.

“Killed? Killed, young man?” thua-
dered Tan Trum. “Never use that word
in connection with war! It is not per-
mitted ! It is 1llegal unpatriotic! No ote
is ever killed in war! Millions are sent to
the Blessed Caverns, or converted into
deathless heroes, or become the Unknown
Warriors! But no one is ever killed! That
is forbidden by law !”

“Young man,” remonstrated Tan Tal,
“remarks like yours are enough to ruin
military morale!”

“If wedidn’t know you spoke in ignor-
ance, sir, we would have you examined by
the Intelligence Department, which wouid
most likely have you executed for free
speech!” threatened the Professor.

After a moment, however, he seemed
softened by my contrite expression; and,
regaining his good humor, continued.

“But I was going to explain about our
Military Birth Extension Program. The
principle is very simple. We have intro-
duced Birth Uncontrol, and made it com-
pulsory by law. The idea is that all fam-
ilies should have as many children as
possible—sons, so that they may go out
to fight for their country, and daughters,
so that they may bear more sons to fight
for their country. All couples married for
ten years or over are required to pay a tax
for every child which they have less than
seven; while, for every child after the
seventh, they receive a bonus. This sys-
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tem works so well that we are able to keep
our population stationary.”

“Stationary ?” I cried. “At that rate, it
ought to double every generation!”

“It would—except for the military
turnover. As it happens, our boys are all
enlisted in the reserve corps of the army
at the age of six, and from that time
forth are trained for the next war. So
rigorous is the discipline that fifty per
cent never reach sixteen. This is, in fact,
one of the great merits of the system, as
it ensures the survival of the fittest. At
sixteen the youths are enrolled in the ac-
tive army, and are sent to the front to
face the boys of Zu. They then are of-
fered the hope of being permitted to re-
tire from military life at.eighteen, if they
should reach that age. But fifteen out of
sixteen, in the course of these two years,
enjoy the fate of heroes and go over to
the Blessed Caverns.”

I was about to comment, but refrained,
for fear of breaking some penal law.

“Besides being profitable, it is a great
honor to have many children,” continued
the Professor, with zest. “Mothers are
given an honorary gold crescent for every
son born to them; and fathers receive an
honorary crescent of silver. Immediately
upon the death—" here Tan Trum
paused, and coughed in great embarrass-
ment—*“I mean to say, immediately upon
the turnover of a son, the mother and
father each receive another honorary cres-
cent. It is this that makes Birth Uncon-
trol such a success.”

“Well, Professor, you yourself don't
seem to have starred in that line,” I re-
marked, with a side glance at Loa, Moa,
and Noa, who surprised me by averting
their eyes and sighing. “With only three
daughters to your credit—"

“Three daughters?” bellowed Tan
Trum, his long black-gloved hand shaking
in uncontrollable ire. “And what, pray, of
-my five sons?”’

- “Yes, what of our five sons?” echoed
Tan Tal, wiping a tear from the corner
of her eye.

“Well, what of them?” I demanded

- “They have all gone to the Blessed Cav-

*
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erns !” sighed the Professor.

~ “I have five extra crescents for the dear
boys!” confided Tan Tal, wiping a sec-
ond tear from her eye. “Poor darlings!
The oldest was just seventeen when he—
when he was turned over. I shall always
be proud of their record!”

“I too!” coincided Tan Trum. “It shall
always be a source of melancholy grati-
fication to look at my five extra silver
crescents, which shall contribute to my
honor forever.”

“To your honor?” I cried. “Who was
it, then, that died ?”

“Something 'in me died forever when
they—when they were turned over,” he
mourned, drawing up his gaunt face in a
preternaturally long, solemn expression.

® Tan Tal, meanwhile, with all the sup-

pressed fury of outraged motherhood,
was glaring at me as if to devour me
whole. “Barbarian!” she challenged.
“What makes you think they died ? They
shall live forever in our memory! They
shall endure in the annals of their coun-
try! They shall live here—here, in the
shrine of my breast!”

So speaking, she smote the designated
part of her anatomy a blow severe enough
to do herself physical injury.

“They shall live forever—here in the
shrine of my breast!” thundered the Pro-
fessor, hitting his bony thorax a resound-
ing smack.

Concluding that these people, though
normally sane, had gone mad on this one
topic, I thought it best to change the sub-
ject. “Did you say all the boys of Wu are
enlisted in the army?” I inquired. “Are
there no exceptions ?”’

“I didn’t say there were no exceptions,”
stated the Professor, assuming a milder
manner, “Naturally, there are! All sons of
Second and Third Class citizens must go
to war. But sons of First Class Citizens
are exempted.”

“First Class Citizens? Who are they ?”’

“Why, haven't I told you of our three
classes? The division is an ancient one,
and is the basis of our social life. The
Third Class, which is the most numerous,
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is sometimes also called the Hungry Class;
its members are notable for:doing most
of the country’s hard work, and for be-

ing so poor that they rarely have enough .

to eat. The people of this class are pro-
hibited by law from thinking, lest thought
lead them to revolt. Above them is the
Second or Sedentary Class—to which I
have the honor of belonging—its members
usually have enough to eat, hence a mild
amount of thought is permissible, so long
as it doesn’t give birth to free speech. But
over us all is the First or Master Class,
which makes up less than one per cent
of the population and owns ninety-eight
-per cent of the country. This, of course,
is the class that rules us.”

“But I thought Dictator Thuno Flatum
ruled you.”

“Thuno Flatum is the head of the Mas-
ter Class.” :

“Let’s hope he isn’t typical of them,”
I was on the point of declaring, remem-
bering this puny individual, with his arti-
ficial eyes, ears, and breathing apparatus.
But, fortunately, I held my tongue and
did not make any such treasonous remark.

“Thuno Flatum was chosen by the Mas-
ter Class as their leader,” continued Tan
Trum, “since he was considered the
strongest of them all. In other wards, his
senses, his legs, and his lungs were the
meost atrophied.”

Since this was just a bit confusing, I
began to wonder if Tan Trum, after all,
were not out of his head.

“You see,” he explained, “for ages the
Master Class has prided itself on its pure
blood. None of its members, under pain
of death, has ever been permitted to in-
termarry with a Second or Third Class
citizen. The resuit of this long interbreed-
ing has been a distinctive type, unlike us
low-grade people. Thanks to their lives of
luxury, and to their constant use of
wheeled vehicles, the Masters have all but
forgotten how to use their legs, which
have become thin and shriveled; in the
same way, since they have never filled
their lungs by exercise or labor, their
breathing apparatus has almost withered
away; while, since they have rarely used
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their eyes or ears, these organs too have.
become worthless without artificial aid.
All these qualities, consequently, are re-
garded as signs of superiority —or of
‘ereen blood,” as aristecracy is called
among us; and that Master whose lungs
are the frailest, whose legs are the feeblest,
and whose vision is the dimmest, is chosen
to lead the country, since the purity of his
lineage is the most unquestioned.”

Being unable to wunderstand this ar-
rangement, which somehow did not strike
me as altogether sensible, I was so undiplo-
matic as to let my doubts he known. “I
don’t see why the people stand for it,”
I blurted out. “I don’t see why they let
these frail little Masters rule them, own
most of the property, and be excused from
fighting, when they—"

But that was as far as I proceeded. The
horrified faces of my hearers warned me
to halt. Never, I am certain, had such im-
pious words entered their ears before!

It was a full minute befere any of them
was able to find speech. “Well, T never!”
gasped Loa at length, her features more
wrinkled than ever as she made a grimace
of disgust. “I didn’t know we had a rad-
ical right in our own home!”

“A poisonous radical?’ cried Moa.

*“Who would have believed it 7’

“The next thing, he’ll be demanding the
sirigle standard in justice, or some other
crazy new-fashioned notion!’ exclaimed
Noa. s

“He may even be asking honest poli-
tics!” contributed Tan Tal, glowering at
me with a resurgence of her previous in-
dignation.

“This is serious indeed !’ conceded the
Professor, his long head wagging with
laconic severity. “Of course, allowances
must be made for barbarians; you can’t
expect to civilize them in a minute. So I’ll
tell you what we’ll da, fotks. We'll take
him down tomorrow to the Commissioner
of Public Thought, and make him swal-
low the Oath of Fidelity. After that, if he
makes any more disloyal statements, he
will have to take the responsibility.”

“Good! Very good ¥’ cried the ladies in

x
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chorus. “We should have done that long
go‘i'

“But who's the Commissioner of Public
Thought?” I inquired. “And what’s the
Oath of Fidelity ?”

“You'll find out, young man, after
you've swallowed it!” snapped the Profes-
sor. “And now you’ve had enough of my
time for one day! I must get back to my
researches on the history of the comma
in ancient literature!”

So saying, the Professor glided from
the room with long strides of his great,
ungainly legs, while the four ladies re-
garded me more than a little coolly, like
one who has betrayed a strange and crim-
inal turn of mind.

CHAPTER XIf
I Swallow the Oath

® [t was on the following day that Pro-

fessor Tan Trum, true to his promise,
took me to visit the Commissioner of
Public Thought. Or, rather, it was on the
following ‘“‘wake”; for the chalk-faces,
not having the guidance of the sun, divide
time into periods of about twelve hours
each, which are known alternately as
“sleeps” and “wakes.”

As this was the first time I had been
out of the Professor’s house for months,
except for occasional visits to back gal-
leries for exercise, I strode along at his
side with great glee as he led me through
the winding thoroughfares toward the of-
fice of the Commissioner. Several times,
in my joy at being out, I walked carelessly
ahead of my companion, and narrowly
missed being felled by one of the small
coasterlike vehicles, or “scootscoots,” as
they were called; but despite such near-
mishaps, I kept up my good spirits until
we had reached our destination, a long
gloomy chamber where fifty chalk-faces
were already waiting in line.

“The Commissioner’s Headquarters are
always crowded,” stated the Professor, as
we took our places at the foot of the pro-
cession. “You see, all Second and Third
Class citizens are required to swallow. the
Oath of Fidelity twice a year.”

e
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“What's the purpose of that?” I in-
quired ; but the Professor merely shook
his head and did not deign to answer.
However, I saw how the first in line, hav-
ing finished his business, passed out a
gleaming bit of silver, which was prompt-
ly rung up on a cash register by a little
chalk-face seated at a table; and later I
observed how each successive person, be-
fore leaving the room, similarly disposed
of a bit of silver, which likewise was rung
up on the cash register.

For over an hour we remained stand-
ing in line; and, to amuse himself during
the interval, Tan Trum read out to me in
loud tones the various signs and placards
that hung about the room—signs and pla-
cards which I was not yet able to decipher
unaided. '

“Lower class citizens should be seen
and not heard!” read the Professor, sono-
rously. “And the less seen the better!”
Then, turning to me, hecommented, “That
is a good old maxim dating back thou-
sands of years to Tit Wit, our greatest
lawgiver.

“A little thought is a dangerous thing,”
continued Tan Trum, turning back to the
signs, “and much.- thought is impossible.
Therefore the ideal citizen will live in a
state of sublime thoughtlessness.

“That is a rule we always do our best to
follow,” he remarked, turning to me with
a boastful smile. “It is the first of the Sil-
ver Rules of Conduct—silver being our
most valued metal, you know.

“But I suppose it's useless to try to
drill such high principles into the bar-
barian mind,” he meditated. “However,
here’s the second Silver Rule.

“Thoughtlessness is the best policy,” he
read. “It ensures one the respect of one’s
superiors, the confidence of one's equals,
and a successful career in business or
politics.”

Seeing that I had no comment to make,
my guide proceeded to the third Silver
Rule.

“Thoughtlessness is next to godliness.
A thoughtless mind and soul are the purest
creation of the divine, He who thinks not
will be content. He who thinks not will not
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spend time on vain revolts. He who thinks
not will never suffer from headaches.”

There were eleven other Silver Rules,
all of which the Professor read with
gusto; but my attention had wandered and
I scarcely heard what he said. My mind
was far away ; I was thinking of Clay and
asking myself where he was, if indeed
he were alive at all; I was picturing my
friends in the Overworld, and wishing I

- might see them once more, and wonder-
ing, as I had wondered so often, whether
there were not some way to climb back
through the maze of caverns toward the
sunlight and blue skies . . ..

I was awakened from my reveries by
hearing a voice snap, “Next!” and feeling
the Professor grab my sleeve and thrust
me forward. To my surprise, I saw that
I was now first in line.

Before me sat a scowling little indi-
vidual at a stone table, with a cash register
as tall as a grandmother’s clock towering
above him.

“Well? What is it?” he barked.

“This is my protégé,”’ explained the
Professor, coming forward. “Being a
barbarian, he knows little of our laws, and
I therefore thought it best to give him the
Oath of Fidelity before it is too late.”

“That’s all very well,” snarled the of-
ficial, “but who’s going to pay ?”’

“T’ll attend to that,” agreed Tan Trum.
“As a member of the teaching profession,
I'm allowed a ten per cent discount.”

“Very well !” the other consented. “All
accounts strictly cash!” And then, while
the Professor muttered something about
“Fidelity oaths come high this year,” the
official reached for a long roll of paper
printed with minute characters, which he
read aloud from across the room by means
of binoculars, proceeding at such speed
and in such mumbling tones that I could
not distinguish a word he said!

Having finished, he thrust the paper
forward, pushed a pen into my hand, and
directed, “Sign here!”

Although not well versed in the native
handwriting, I was able to make a mark
that passed as my signature.
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® With a sigh of relief, I turned away,

when I heard the official’s voice ring-
ing out behind me, “Wait a minute!
You've forgotten to swallow the Oath!”

Unable to imagine what he meant, I
wheeled about, and saw that the paper I
had just signed was being rolled into a
little pellet in the official’s hands.

“Here! Swallow this!’ he ordered,
tossing it to me after it had been reduced
to the size and shape of a marble.

“Swallow it?’ I echoed. “What for?”

I was aware that several persons behind
me in line were tittering ; but I was still
unable to take the command literally.

“Do as the man says !” I heard the Pro-
fessor’s irritated voice shrilling in my ear.
“What use is the Oath of Fidelity if you
don’t swallow it—and swallow it whole ?”

I reached for the pellet and regarded it
suspiciously. It was hard and unappetiz-
ing, and I would about as soon have swal-
lowed a stone. , _

“What are you waiting for ?” demanded
the official, his pinkish eyes aflame with
anger. “Don’t you want to swallow it
after all? Or will we have to call the police
and force it down your throat?” .

Realizing that he was in deadly earnest, -
I could no longer hesitate, but slowly
lifted the pellet toward my lips.

As I did so, I noticed that it had a bad
odor, suggestive of decay; hence I was
more reluctant than ever to swallow it.

But alas !—there was no hope! “I sup-
pose we’ll have to force it down your
throat after all!” threatened the one-
eyed one—at which, in sheer desperation,
I thrust the oath into my mouth .. ..

But net so easily could I gulp it down.
The seconds that followed were among
the most miserable of my existence. Have
you ever, dear reader, experienced the
sensation of choking? Have you ever felt
a piece of foreign matter stuck in your
throat, cutting off your breath? This was
exactly my plight, for the Oath of Fidel-
ity got caught, and would not go either
up or down.

They tell me that my face went blue in
the ensuing struggle, and that I sank down
and almost fainted. I was aware that Tan

”
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Trum, half beside himself with excite-
ment, was pounding vigorous blows on
my back; I was aware that some one had
snatched a tool like a pair of pliers, and
was forcing it down my throat; but I
knew little besides this, except the desper-
ate craving for air, and the furious wish
not to die, not to die just yet .

But at last, thanks to hermc e&orts the
refractory Oath went down the passage-
way after all, and the reviving air en-
tered my lungs. A minute longer, and the
Oath would have killed me . . .

As I gradually regained my senses, I
saw the Professor passing out a bright
piece of silver, and heard the ringing of
the cash register.

“Congratulations, young man!” ex-
claimed Tan Trum, heartily, as he led me
away. “The Oath of Fidelity pretty near-
ly didn’t take—but I'm glad you swal-
lowed it after all. Now you're a full-
fledged citizen of Wu!”

“Full-fledged citizen? And what does
~ that mean?”

“It means you’ve promised to obey all
the laws of the land. It means you've
pledged allegiance to Dictator Thuno
Flatum, promised to honor him, to obey
all his orders unquestioningly and never
to utter a word against him. It means
you’ve vowed to lead a life of one hundred
per cent thoughtlessness. It means, finally,
that you guarantee to live in Wu the rest
of your days, and never to attemptto
leave, under penalty of death.”

“But I didn’t guarantee anything of the
kind!” I protested, perceiving that new
and unexpected obstacles were being
placed between me and escape.

“Indeed you did!” he denied. “Didn’t
you sign the Oath?”

“Yes, but I didn’t understand what it
said.”

“That doesn’t matter. No one is sup-
posed to understand. Understandmg is a
sign of thought, and thought is a sign of
disloyalty. But you did swallow the Oath,
dxdnt you? That’s what makes it legal"’

-.Not yet did I realize that this was but
ene of many unpleasant things I should
have to swallow during my stay in Wu!
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CHAPTER Xifl
An Official Visitor

® Now that I had swallowed the Oath

and become a full-fledged citizen, my
life took a sharp turn—though whether
for the better, I could hardly say. As a
free man, I was permitted to wander un-
escorted through many of the streets and
side-galleries ; yet it seemed to me that I
had really less freedom than when con-
fined in the Professor’s home. I was now
officially on the Government books, being
known as Citizen No. 44,667,023 XZ,
Third Class; I had had my photograph
taken and filed with the War Department,
my physical measurements recorded and
filed with the Police Department, and my
toe-prints registered and filed with both
the War and the Police Departments.
Worst of all, I was now to receive a visit
from a sub-agent of the Ministry of Pub-
lic Unemployment.

This event occurred on the fifth day—
or the fifth “wake”—after I had swal-
lowed the Oath. I well remember the oc-
casion; I had been practicing writing the
native language, under the tutorage of
Loa; and having noticed a light of warn-
ing fondness in her salmon eyes, I was de-
siring some tactful way of escape . . . .
when I was startled by the entrance of
Moa, who informed me that a visitor
wished to see me.

A visitor to see me! Who knew me well
enough to call upon me down in this
Nether World? For one mad, hopeful in-
stant, the thought came to me that per-
haps it was Clay! Perhaps, after all, he
had survived and discovered my hiding-
place!

But no! In the next room, a weakened
little chalk-face with the features of a fox
arose to receive me. “Citizen Number 44,-
667,023 XZ, Third Class?” he inquired.

“I believe that is my name,” said I, al-
though not quite certain yet whether I
were an “XZ” or an “XY.”

“I have been detailed to investigate your
case,” he declared, in such a businesslike
manner that I had a momentary tremor,
imagining him to be a detective. “I do not
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know why the Government has over-
looked you so long; I understand, sir, that
you have been iIlegalIy living in a state
of unemployment.”

“Ilegally—living in a state of unem-
ployment ?” I gasped.

“So I am.told!” he continued, with un-
smiling severity. “Do you not realize, sir,
that unemployment is a crime? That is to
say, in all except First Class citizens, who
are paid a salary by the State for being
unemployed ?

Fearing that I was about to be punished,
I remained silent and anxiously regarded
my visitor,

“However, we do not wish to be severe
with you,” he conceded, still scowling.
“This is, after all, your first dereliction,
and I have been instructed to let you off
with a reprimand. But we must immedi-
ately end your unemployment.”

“Very well,” I assented, vastly relieved.

“The question is, what valuable labor
can you perform?” asked the chalk-face,
taking a chart out of his pocket and with-
drawing across the room so as to examine
it through an instrument that looked like
a pair of opera glasses. “Fortunately, ow-
ing to the unusual turnover of the present
war, an exceptional number of positions
are vacant just now.”

“Good! What are they ?”

My visitor drew up his lean, white face
into a puzzled frown, and answered in a
drawl.

“Well, let’s see. There are so many, it’s
hard to know where to begin. Now here’s
one that might do. In the thought-inocu-
lation department of the army.”

“Thought-inoculation ?”’

“Yes, you see it’s necessary to be sure
that no private in the army should ever
have a thought; otherwise, how could we
maintain discipline? We have found it
isn’t safe to rely on laws only, so we have
invented an anti-thought serum, which
acts on the nervous system so as to para-
lyze the thought-centers of the brain. The
results are excellent; the recruit has no
power left except to obey orders—which
makes him a perfect soldier.”

“A very good idea,” I acknowledged,
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wishing I might have the formula of thie
wonderful serum to bring home for use
in our own armies.

“A derivative of the same drug, known
as ‘the Mu’ is fed by big business firms
to employees. It is taken internally, and
the results are said to be excellent . . ,
However, a job in this department is not
for you!” concluded the agent, sadly.
“You're a barbarian, and what do bar-
barians know of thought-prevention ?”

“More than you think!”’ I snapped, de-
fensively.

“Now here’s another good job,” he went
on, still gazing at the chart by means of
the opera glasses. “We’re in need of spies.
The recent turnover in that department

“No, thanks!" T decided. “Y don’t care
to be a spy—"

“But think of the honer! No profession
is more esteemed! If you survive, you’ll
be given a high position in the diplomaic
corps; and if, on the other hand, you are
turned—"

“That’s just it! I’'m satisfied not to be
turned over !” I asserted, remembering the
prison I had occupied just after my
arrival, and the execution of my cell-
mates beneath the violet ray.

“It’s a glorious death—I mean to say,
a glorious turnover!”’ argued my visitor.
And then, with a disappointed expression,
“However, if you’re not out for honors,
I suppose we can find you some humbler
job. What about a position in the Mulflar
Works ?”

“But is that safe?”

“Safe?” The Unemployment Agent
glared at me angrily. “Who cares #f it is
safe? Of course it isn’t! You may be
blown to shreds and splinters any wake!
But what of that? Is anything safe in
modern life? It’s all a matter of the degree
of risk! And, besides, the salary is high q

“Im not greedy for a high salary,” 1
remarked.

“Oh, well, if that’s the way you feel, of
course we can fix you upl” returned the
chalk-face, contemptuously.  “There’s
never much demand for low-paying jobs.*
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® Again he stared at the chart, and, after

a moment of indecision, suggested,
“Let’s see now—we might make you valet
to a First Class Citizen. The wages are
not very good, but the work is easy. All
you would have to do would be to dust off
your master’s eye-tubes, or hold his mega-
phone to his mouth when he speaks, or ad-
just his breathing tubes when they get
out of order, or merely stand in his recep-
tion hall and look stiff and official when he
receives visitors. And whenever he kicks
you or cuffs you or calls you names, you
would have to bow respectfully, and say
‘Thank you, sir!” What do you say?”

“Haven’t you anything else?”’ I asked,
in desperation.

The agent scowled again. “You're a
hard man to suit!” he declared. “I really
don’t know what else to offer you. If you
weren’t a barbarian, we might place you
in the Department of Public Unenlighten-
ment—vulgarly known as the Censorship
Bureau—whose business it is to keep the
public from knowing too much. But no—
that won’t do at all! Third Class citizens
are not eligible!”

Once more he paused, his long black-
draped fingers tapping at his knees; and
for a moment I feared that no further
suggestions would be forthcoming.

But he was a resourceful man; at last,
with a shout of triumph, he exclaimed,
“Ah!—now I have it! Just the thing! The
very thing!”

“The very what?” I asked, hoping he
would have a better suggestion this time.

“The very job for you!” he ejaculated,
slapping his knee in delight. “I congratu-
late you, young man! You're a lucky in-
dividual! A very lucky individual!”

“How so?” I asked doubtfully.

“Very lucky, I assure you!” he re-
peated. “We need more office help for the
Ventilation Company. You see, too many
of their employees have volunteered for
the war—and have been turned over. So
they have a job just waiting for you in
the air-supply division. You may begin
tomorrow.”

““But what is the Ventilation Company ?
And what’s the air-supply division?” I
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demanded, none too certain that I wished
to accept.

“Take my word, it’s just the thing
for you! No ability required! No thought
necessary ! Merely do what you are told!
And get paid regularly every five wakes!”

“But what’s the job like ?*

“You'll find out after you're on it! Time
enough to worry then!”

Further discussion followed ; but as the
agent had no job which he recommended
so highly as the ventilating one, I ended
by reluctantly accepting.

Immediately upon securing my assent,
the visitor let out a whoop of joy; then,
drawing forth a printed sheet and a pen-
cil, he flung them at me, and directed,
“There! Sign on the dotted line!”

Hesitantly I did as directed, and the
agent immediately snatched up the paper,
folded it into an inner pocket, left me
instructions where and when to report
to work, bowed, and gingerly left.

Not until later did I learn that, as a
commission for securing me the work, I
had signed over to him all my wages for
the first fifty-two “wakes!”

CHAPTER XIV

The Last Straw

® The Ventilating Company, as I soon

discovered, was the most powerful cor-
poration in Wu. It was literally the breath
of the country, for it controlled the fresh
air supply, and, with the aid of ninety-six
subsidiaries, was said to be highly in-
fluential in finance, politics, and war.
Owned by a group of First Class citizens,
who supported themselves in luxury on a
fraction of their dividends, the Company
was declared to number Dictator Thuno
Flitum himself among its stockholders;
hence its interests were carefully con-
sidered in the councils of State, and a
recommendation of its Directorate was
tantamount to the enactment of a law. It
was common gossip that more than one
war had been commenced on the decision
of the Ventilating officials, and that the
current conflict with Zu had been stimu-
lated by them, owing to the fact that the
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workers had been threatening a strike, and
that it was believed that they needed some-
thing to distract their attention.
Whatever one might think of the
management, one could easily understand
the influence of the Ventilating Company.
Truly, it brought a marvelous service to
the people! The more I observed the vast
system of air-tubes and wheels, the more
I admired the ingenuity of its creators. I
was informed how ventilating pipes, open-
ing in narrow ducts in the Overworld, re-
ceived a constant supply of the fresh air
that always blew in that uninhabitable do-
main; and I was told how this air, forced
downward by mighty pumps operated by
the power of Mulflar, was delivered in
pipes and conduits to every gallery, cham-
ber and private residence in Wu. This it
was that kept the air always fresh and
sweet, and that had averted those noisome
odors usually found in underground pas-

sageways. Yet stop the ventilating wheels.

for a few short hours only, and the whole
country would be faced with danger of
suffocation.” Little did I realize what a
deadly advantage I was later to find in
this fact!

My work for the Ventilating Company
began humbly enough in view of the tre-
mendous réle I was to play. Perched on a
stone chair behind a stone railing in a
large, draughty gallery, where a perfect
torrent of air was blowing in order to dis-
play “ventilating efficiency,” I had to in-
terview customers, hear their complaints,
accept the service fees which they paid
every twenty “wakes,” and attempt to
sell the various air-machines displayed
about the room. “Do your cleaning by air.”
“Have you tried our automatic air-baths ?”’
“Remove dust and germs; air-filters at
reduced rates.” “Air-rays for health—
recommended by leading physicians.”
“Air-heating apparatus—guaranteed for
hot air.” These were but a few of the
signs I saw scattered about me on a multi-
tude of curious-looking instruments, some
of them reminding me of electric toasters,
others of vacuum cleaners, and a few
looming large and imposing like great
dynamos.
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Although I still did not know the prin-
ciples behind these inventions, I was able
to sell them easily enough. All I had to do
was to look knowing, peiut to the com-
pany’s guarantee, and state that the ob-
jects were on sale for a limited period
only; and the prospective customers, par-
ticularly if of the fair sex, were rarely
able to resist the lure, even though they
understood nothing of the point or pur-
pose of the apparatus they purchased. The
sale of articles under such conditions, I
found, was known to the people of Wu
as “good business.” It was said that, as a
result of such “good business,” nine-
tenths of the population was constantly in
debt to the Ventilating Company.

The other phases of my work were less
interesting. What I particularly disliked
was listening to complaints—and what a
stream of them there were ! Sometimes the
line of complainers reached all the way
across the office and fifty yards down the
adjoining gallery! Here, for example
would come a testy-looking old chalk-
face, with a squeaky wail, “My air-service
has been very poor of late! Haven’t been
able to breathe properly for wakes!™
. . . And after T had promised to send
an air-man around to his home to see if
his brakes were not out of order, a queru-
lous young woman, hideous with wrinkles,
would exclaim, “See here, young man!
Look at this bill! It’s robbery, highway
robbery! The meter must be wrong! I’'m
positive we couldn’t have breathed that
much air!’ . . . Following her in line
would be a miserable-looking old dame,
who would gloomily display a printed
notice, “If you do not pay your bill within
five wakes, we will turn off your air sup-
ply.” ... “If you do that, we’ll all
smother!” she would moan. “You must
give us more time to pay!”

But I would have to inform her that
the rules of the Company made no excep-
tion; that she might smother, for all the
Ventilating officials cared.

There were constantly other complaints,
of an equally grievous nature—complaints
from persons whose air-supply was too
hot, and from persons whose air-supply
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was too cold, and from persons whose air-
supply had been interrupted, and from
persons with an oversupply of air, and
from persons who had ordered Grade A
air for the children, and received only
Grade B—in other words, so numerous
were the charges that one would have sup-
posed the entire country to be suffering
from air-complaints.

® My hours in the Ventilating Office were

ten each wake, with one wake out of
every five off duty. I was expected to
stay half an hour after the office formally
closed, in order to clean a great ventilating
duct, which opened in a corner of the
room. This was a task I disliked even
more than listening to complaints ; I would
be obliged to creep into the tube, which
was wide enough to admit two men stand-
ing abreast, and would have to reach into
its dark recesses with a mop, so as to re-
move all dust and foreign matter. The
tube, I was told, connected with the Upper
Ventilating Corridors, and had to be kept
in condition if our product were to remain
pure.

After I had been in the Ventilating
Office for twenty or thirty wakes, I could
see that, in the monotonous routine of my
labors, I was beginning to fall into that
thoughtlessness which was the ideal of the
chalk-faces. I had, in fact, been com-
mended for speaking in that automatic
manner and acting with that vacuity of ex-
pression which betokens an empty mind
and an efficient worker; hence I began to
fear that I would suffer from softening
of the brain if T did not find some way
to escape. But how was escape possible ?
Ever since swallowing the Oath of
Fidelity and being granted my freedom, I
had been looking about me for means of
returning to the Overworld; but so com-
pletely had I been hedged about that the
attempt had seemed hopeless. However,
the time was soon coming when, in sheer
desperation, I was to make the dash for
liberty.

There was something else besides dis-
content with my work, which was urging
me to flee. Although now supposedly a
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wage-earning citizen, I was still living up-
on the bounty of Professor Tan Trum,
since my pay was going to the Unemploy-
ment Agent. Even after he had received
his share, I should have to pay an Employ-
ment Tax to the Government, and various
fines and charges to the Ventilating Com~
pany, and a fee for joining the Ventilation
Union ; and, after that, I would have to
buy War Bonds from the Government,
and pay War Taxes, and Residence
Taxes, and Food Taxes, and Clothing
Taxes, and Water Taxes, and Air Taxes,
and several other taxes—so that, at a
moderate estimate, it would be three years
before I would have a penny for myself,
During the first two and a half years, the
more 1 worked, the more deeply I would
be in debt!

Now all this would have occasioned me
no worry; for the natives of Wu consider
it honorable to be in debt, the more so
the better; and, besides, Professor Tan
Trum, thanks to his profits from his Mul-
flar stocks, was well able to support me.
But what I could not endure was the
necessity of living in the Professor’s home
—of living there in daily contact with his
daughter Loa.

Alas! I was hopelessly trapped! I do
not blame the peor girl; for some mysteri-
ous reason, she had succumbed to my at-

tractions, and the melting light in her

salmon eyes had long ago warned me to be
cautious. Unfortunately, it had never
occurred to her that she was not equally
attractive. It was. positively pitiable, the
way she devoted herself for hours a day
to her wrinkling-machine, diligently put-
ting new wrinkles into her face, since the

"old ones did not suffice to win my af-

fection ! And it was even more pitiable the
way she turned, still hopeful, to a new
method, and began “producing,” as they
say in the native vernacular—in other
words, adding on flesh by “producing
powders,” “producing baths,” a “produc-
ing diet,” and other means recommended
by the dictators of fashion.

Now whatever I might have said about
Loa’s face when I first met her, I had
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thought her form perfect. But, owing to
ter “producing” methods, she soon grew
rotund; her features bulged and puffed,
with a double chin; her stomach pro-
truded; her legs became so fat that she
waddled when she walked ; her arms, once
graceful, seemed little more than flabby
masses of flesh. Oh, if she had only been
content to remain as nature had made her!
Had she but retained her natural form and
unwrinkled countenance, who knows? I
might have come to love her! But, as it
was, she daily grew more hideous in my
eyes. And no word or hint of mine could
deter her from her purpose. Fatness, next
to wrinkles, was considered the supreme
sign of beauty in women; and she seemed
never to suspect that I would not be daz-
zled by her corpulent loveliness.

Since I had no choice but to remain
in the same house with her, I of course
had to be civil; but I thought it the best
policy to avoid her as much as possible.
Unhappily, in my ignorance of native cus-
toms, I was pursuing the road straight to
tuin! )

This fact became painfully evident one
day when Professor Tan Trum, pausing
in his researches into some dead and
buried language, summoned me to his
study and indicated that he had some-
thing important to say.

® ] noticed that he hemmed and hawed
to an unusual degree as he motioned

me to a seat opposite him, and seemed

actually embarrassed as he began.

“My dear young man,” he at last said,
tising, and coming over to place a father-
4y hand on my shoulder, “I have been re-
quested—er—requested to speak to you
by my daughter Loa. For a long time I
fhave been—er—observing how matters
are between you two.”

“Why, I—I have always treated her
tike a gentleman,” it was on my lips to
say, feeling that he was about to upbraid
me for my coldness.

But the kindly smile on his long, lean
face showed that I had mistaken his in-
tention.
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“I have been observing—yes, observing
how matters are between you,” he repeat-
ed, gradually warming to his subject.
“With becoming modesty, you have not
made any undue approach. You have kept
your feelings to yourself, as was only
proper, in view of your Third Class sta-
tus; you would not insult a Second Class
lady by openly declaring yourself. But I
have been observing, my dear young man,
I have been observing! How, after all,
could any one resist the allurements of my
Loa?”

So astonished was I at this speech that
I sat gaping at the Professor, my jaw
hanging loose, as though I had been ac-
cused of a crime.

“Yes, I have been observing!” he went
on, with a paternal blandness of manner.
“I have been consulting with Loa, as was
only a father’s place, and have been as-
sured that she—she reciprocates your feel-,
ings."”

“She reciprocates my feelings?” 1
echoed, with a sudden sense that the world
was falling from under my feet.

“Yes, she reciprocates your feelings! It
is only natural, young man, that you should
be overwhelmed—it isn’t often that a
Second Class lady reciprocates the feelings
of a Third Class suitor! But I have no
prejudices in the matter at all, my boy, no
prejudices at all! Though you're a bar-
barian by birth, you've recently grown
civilized ! So, since my daughter is willing,
I can only give my blessings! May your
union be crowned with—"

But I did not hear the end of the sen-
tence. My head was reeling; I believe I
sank to the floor in a swoon. When I came
to myself again, Loa was bending over
me tenderly, tears in her eyes, a bottle
of some strong-smelling solution in her
hand. And in the background I saw the
Professor looming, still smiling the same
benignant smile. “Poor young man!” T
thought I heard him say. “The shock of
this happiness was more than he could
bear!”

It was then that I decided that safety
lay in flight. '
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CHAPTER XV
Flight

® It was what was known to the chalk-

faces as the “mid-sleep.” The lights of
the public galleries had been dimmed to a
slumberous dullness; the lamps of the
heuses had been extinguished, the ventilat-
ing.currents were turned low ; and only an
occasional belated wayfarer or military
guard, darting through the deserted
thoroughfares qn his little “scootscoet,”
gave proof that life still went on"in the
land of Wu.

At this silent hour, when the house
doers stared in black, almost invisible
lines along the empty passageways, a figure
might have been seen stealthily emerging
from one of the deorways and slinking off
down a narrow side-corridor. Had one
followed in his footsteps, ene would have
observed how he wound and twisted
through a multitude of lanes, sometimes
pausing as if uncertain of his cousse,
sometimes huddling in fright in some dis-
mal alley while a “scootscoot” glided past,
but gradually making his way upward
amid the intricacy of the Underworld.

That fleeing figure, as the reader will
have guessed, was none other than myself.
Only half a dozen hours had passed since
Professor Tan Trum had made the shat-
tering revelation about Loa; and I was
now resigned to taking whatever risks lay
in the outside world. My preparations, it
is true, had been less complete than would
have been desirable; but I had, at least,
found time to ransack the Professor’s
pantry and to secrete a pound or two of
concentrated food in my clothing, in addi-
tion to a flask of water; and thus
equipped, I had determined to "venture
abroad. As for my direction—I must con-
fess that T was none too certain of it, but
I had found an old map in the kitchen
closet, and had studied it as well as my
haste permitted, in the hope that it would
show me the way through the upper cor-
ridors to the Overworld and safety.

Let it not be supposed that I had net
weighed the dangers. I knew that I might
be seized by the police, that I might be
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punished as a vagrant or a spy, or that,
even if recognized when caught, I would
be charged with breaking my ©Oath of
Fidelity, and would be subject to the death-
penalty. But what were such perils beside
the certainty that, if I remained in Tan
Trum’s home, I should have to marry hig
daughter? ,

So I stole away hopefully, in the dead
of the “mid-sleep,” resolved to escape or
perish in the attempt. How far I was from
foreseeing the outcome! For several hours
I advanced with the caution of a cat, and
almost with the silence of a cat, since I
had removed my heavy native sandals, in
order to walk the more noiselessly. But:
I was not certain what to do after the
“sleep” was over. Suddenly I was aware
of an ear-ripping sound, like the blast of
a siren; the lights in the galleries flashed
into brilliance and I realized that a new
“wake” had begun, and that it would
henceforth be impossible to conceal my-
self.

I was now in a section of the Under-
world I had never before visited. The
narrowness and dinginess of the galleries;
the dusty, dirt-encrusted walls and floors;
the foulness of the air, which was not clear
and filtered as in other regions; the nau-
seating odors, as of overcrowded human-_
ity; the naked glare of the lights, un-
protected by the yellow-green screens
common everywhere else—these and a
hundred other signs showed that I was in
an inferior district.

This fact became even more evident.
when, after a time, swarms of people be-
gan to pour through little round holes in
the ground into all the passageways.
Never before had I seen such desolate-
looking chalk-faces! The clothes of the.
great majority were in rags; the original
fabric was overlaid with a thousand strips
and patches, and, in many cases, bits of
the naked skin showed through; some of
the men were without shoes, and some
without coats, and a few were without
even the skirts that were the emblem of
masculinity. As for the women—they were
equally tattered, their skirts and trousers
often resembling crazy-quilts; but they
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had the advantage of being less fat and
wrinkled than their more fortunate sis-

ters, and I thought many of them quite

attractive. Most of them carried babes in
their arms, or else a crowd of urchins
tagged at their coat-tails; and the children,
too, were clad in threadbare scraps, some
of them being almost naked—which fact
did not seem to bother them at all, for

they rollicked and shouted quite as hap-

pily as children the world over. Their
elders, however, were drawn and sad of
appcarance, and a majority had those
pinched and ravaged faces which come of
privation.

Was this a district of criminals and
outcasts? But no! A prominent sign in-
formed me otherwise. “Residential section
—Third Class,” I read. Now I understood
why the Third Class was called the
Hungry Class.

® As a majority of the men I passed bore

picks, spades, and shovels, I realized
that they were laborers on their way to
work. These, fortunately, took no note of
me, but slouched onward with downcast
eyes that seemed to see nothing besides the
path on which they walked. Some of the
women, however, did stare at me a little
curiously, giving me the uneasy sense that
I might be reported ; while now and then
some man or woman, of especially squalid
and ragged appearance, would stop me
with a piteous, “Stranger, haven't you a
mite of silver to spare? . . . I haven’t
had a scrap to eat since wake before last.”
Or, again, “Stranger, haven’t you some-
thing for the children? The taxes took
all our money, and there’s nothing left to
feed the babies with.” Or else some small
boy or girl would accost me, opening his
hand with a piteous expression, “Stranger,
we’re hungry!” And the drawn and hol-
lowed faces would show that they spoke
truly!

With these poor wretches I shared the
concentrated food I had taken from the
Professor’s house—and it was pathetic
- to see with what eagerness they snatched
at the food capsules, and how ravenously
they devoured them.
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“What is the matter ?”” I asked one of
the beggars, as [ doled out my last cap-
sule. “Do none of you needy folk work ?”

“Do none of us work?” The man

stared at me with manifest surprise. “Say,
you must be one of those Second Class
swells, to ask such a question!”
I assured him that, on the contrary, I
was Third Class, but from another part
of the country; and at this he looked a.
little mollified, and went on to explain.

“Well, I don’t know how it is where
you come from, but here we all work.
We have to, on account of the unemploy-
ment law. Even the children—those not
in the army—are compelled to work from
seven years of age. But, of course, we
don’t get any wages till the First Class
Citizens take out their dividends, which
are guaranteed by law at fifty per cent a
year; and what is left is usually just about
enough to pay the First Class landlords.
If we have anything over for food or
clothing, we consider ourselves lucky.”

Feeling indignant against the whole -
First Class, I proceeded on my way; and,
hastening up a long, dark corridor, I
sought to escape from this miserable
Third Class district. Finally, after several
hours, I found myself in a more pleasant
and airier realm, but not wholly to
my liking. The caverns were much room-
ier, but the atmosphere was vaguely dis-
agreeable with the odor of smoke. “Where
am I?” I wondered, as I approached an
open space, where acres of huge card-
board boxes were piled to a height of fifty
feet, surrounded by tall barbed wire
fences. But, on consulting my map, I was
unable to solve the enigma; it was im-
possible to say whether I was in the
“Storage Grottoes,” “The Surplus Food
Chambers,” or the “Military Ware-
houses,” all of which looked alike on the
chart. The one thing certain was that I
was lost.

Nevertheless, I felt it best not to worry;
and, pressing on my way around the
mountains of boxes, I soon discovered the
source of the smoke. A few hundred yards
ahead of me, the door of an enormous
furnace opened, revealing gigantic flicket-
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ing flames, whose heat disturbed me, even
at this distance.

Undoubtedly, had I been a cautious
man, I would now have retreated. But 1
was possessed by the demon of curiosity,
particularly as I saw two men working in
front of the furnace, stripped to the waist
and grimy with soot and perspiration,
while with rapid movements they reached
for the cardboard boxes, throwmg them
one after another through the furnace
mouth.

At first I thought they were madmen;
but soon decided that the boxes contained
waste matter or fuel, with which to keep
the fires burning ; and with this belief in
mind, I hastened eagerly forward. Never
have I forgotten she surprise I received!

As I drew near, the men paused to rest
from their exertions, while mopping their
steamy brows, and panting heavily.

“Well, partner,” I heard one of them
declare after closing the furnace door,
“that makes eleven gross so far this
wake !”

“Nearer twelve, if you're asking me!”
stated the other. “Say, have we got to
those food capsules yet ?”

“Not yet! We’re still working on the
clothes! There’s a couple of hundred tons
more to burn. After that, I don't know
how many thousand tons of food!”

® Bewildered, 1 returued to my original

supposition that the men were mad.
Yet it seemed to me that they looked
normal enough.

“Beg pardon, friends,” I asked, step-
ping to within a few feet of them, “I don’t
like to intrude, but I'm a stranger around
these parts. Wonder if you'd mind tell-
ing what’s in those boxes?”

I was now so close to the men that they
could not see me clearly.

“You sust be a stranger, if you don’t
know what’s in them!” ejaculated one of
the laborers. “I thought everyone knew!”

“Just what we've been saying!” added
the other. “Food and clothing, of course!”

“Not good food and clothing ?”

The two workers stared at me oddly.
“Why not?’ demanded the first of the
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pair. “The very best! We're getting rid
of the country’s overproduction!”

“Say, haven'’t you ever been to school ?”
challenged the second. “Don’t you konow
that overproduction is bad for business?
It causes depressions, low dividends, and
low wages! So when we’'ve made more
of a product than anyone can buy, the
only thing to do is to burn it! ‘Burn your
way to prosperity’—that’s an old motto!
The more we burn, the more prosperity!”

“Why, that’s elementary!” added the
first worker. “It’s taught to every child
in kindergarten! By destroying things,
you will raise prices, which is the chief
object of civilization; since the more we
have to pay for things, the more pros-
perows we wiil be. Everybody knows that!
It’s the First Law of Thoughtlessness,
taught by all leading economists.”

Personally, I have never claimed to
know anything of economics, which has
always struck me as a subject too deep for
my comprehension; still, T could not see
why so much good food and clothing need
be destroyed when so many Third Class
citizens hadn’t enough to eat or wear. And
so I humbly asked why the surplus, in-
stead of being burned, could not be dis-
tributed among the poor.

But T had little expected the effect of
my inquiry. Even before the words were
out of my mouth, I could see the faces of
my hearers growing wry with horror.

“Say, brother,” exclaimed the more pug-
nacious-looking of the pair, “you must be
one of those anarchists we’ve been hear-
ing about! How can we give the food and
clothing to the poor? They haven’t any-
thing to pay for it, have they ?”

“Raise their wages!” 1 suggested.

But my words went unheeded. “By my
father’s pink eyes!—we haven’t time to
waste on any red revolutionist!”’ snarled
the man. “Radicals like you want to ruin
the country! Now get out of here, with
your crazy new-fashioned ideas, or T’ll
report you to the militia! Get out quick!”

This final argument being a clinching
one, particularly since backed up with two
heavy pairs of fists, I conceded the point,
and started away hastily, As I turned
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down a side-gallery and caught my last
glimpse of the men, the furnace door
stood open again, and they were pitching
great boxes into the flames with furious
energy, as if eager to make up for lost
time!

CHAPTER XVI
The Green and Vermilion

® Not half an hour after my encounter

with the furnace workers, I had an
even more surprising experience. I was
still gradually working my way upward
through the interminable labyrinths,
when unexpectedly I came out on a broad
thoroughfare, where great multitudes of
chalk-faces were convening. From the
manner in which they lined themselves
along the sides of the avenue, leaving the
center clear, I knew that some sort of a
spectacle was expected; and this excited
my curiosity, so much so that I again for-
got caution, mingled with the crowds, and
pushed forward so as to secure a position
in the front row. Once more, fortunately,
I was protected by the inability of the
natives to see things near at hand; I was
now so hemmed in by them that they did
not view me as I really was, and accord-
ingly I felt safer than if observed at a
distance.

No sooner had I edged my way to the
front than the crowd broke into cheers,
which were dinned and repeated in ever-
growing volume, while the spectators
seemed to grow mad with excitement, and
jumped and stamped in glee, and flung
their arms high in air, and shouted till
their lungs were hoarse. What they were
shouting about was not quite clear to me,
although I made an effort to join in the
chorus; I thought, however, that I could
make out something like, “Long live the
green and vermilion! Long live the green
and vermilion!” and at first the impres-
sion came to me that I was about to wit-
ness a football game. Only on this ground
could I explain the mad agitation of the
people.

But as the tumult subsided, a great ban-
ner hanging from the ceiling reminded
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nie that green and vermilion were the
national colors of Wu. I would now have
guessed the nature of the celebration, even
had it not been for my conversation with
the jovial-looking, portly chalk-face just
to my right. This gentleman, whose cheers
had roared into my ears until I was almost
deafened, turned to me genially as-soon as
the shouting had died down, and made a
remark to me, with an expectant smile.

“Well, guess they’ll be coming any min-
ute now!”
© “Guess they will!” I agreed, although I
still had only the vaguest notion who
“they” might be. '

“This is General Bing's pgreatest
triumph!” went on my garrulous neigh-
bor. “Just imagine, he’s retaken three-
fifths of the lower left-hand corner of
Nullnull—at a cost of only a million and a
quarter lives! Marvelous, I call it!”

“Marvelous!” I concurred.

- “True, he couldn’t hold it very long,”
went on my companion, ruefully. “He was
outnumbered too strongly. But he did keep
it a good three-quarters of a wake! And
they say that, when retreating, he didn’t

_have to vacate more than four-fifths of

the lower left-hand corner of Nullnull, at
a cost of another million and a quarter
lives. An extraordinary strategic victory,
I call it!”

‘“Extraordinary!” I acknowledged.

“So it’s only proper, isn’t it, that Thuno
Flatum, our good Dictator, should grant a
triumphal procession, in order that we
may pay public tribute to the greatness
of General Bing ? Look! here they come!"

Suddenly the mob let out such a howl
of acclaim that I had to clap my palms
to my ears for protection. To the accom-
paniment of blaring horns, and of a clang-
ing instrument known as a “bange,” which
made a noise resembling a cannonade, an
elegant-looking procession of dignitaries
rode into view on slow-moving little
“scootscoots.” On one of the foremost
cars, surrounded by a bodyguard of a
hundred warriors and several scores of
obsequious valets, rode a man in a gor-
geous crimson uniform—none other than
General Bing himself! The exalted rank
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of this personage would, of course, have
been apparent from many facts: the long
ear-tubes, the projecting eye-tubes, the
nese-tubes and mouth-tubes, and " his
dwarfish stature and weazened legs, all of
which proved him .to be a kinsman of
Dictator Thuno Flitum—in short, a First
- Class Citizen!

Just why the General should have been
so popular with the Second and Third
Classes was more than I could under-
stand ; but so great was public admiration
that many heads bowed themselves into
-the gutter as he passed, while countless
eyes shed tears of happy emotion.

“You see, he bears a charmed life,”
stated the portly neighbor to my right.
“All generals bear charmed lives; that’s
why we honor them as herees. In order to
keep their lives charmed, they direct the
battles from a distance of fifty miles,
sometimes more; for what a loss to the
country if they should be—er—turned
gver!” -

. “Yes, what a loss!’ I ceincided.

® The main body of. the procession was

now passing—and a gallant sight it
was! There were several other generals
who, like Commander-in-Chief Bing, were
dressed either in crimson, or in crimson
striped with black; there were hundreds
of banners of green and vermilion, and
several yellow-and-purple banners said to
-have been captured during the strategic
retreat from Nullnull; there were scores
of large-sized “scootscoots” laden with
blackened uniforms taken from the
enemy; there were several dozen war-
heroes, who had received the “Dictatorial
Badge of Honor,” and were so covered
with decorations that it was impossible to
see their faces; there were innttmerable
placards proclaiming the vastness of the
recent victories, which, it seemed, were
without precedent “in the history of
civilized massacre”; and there were, fi-
nally, thousands of common soldiers, who
walked twenty abreast with the peculiar
high-swinging foet motion of the native
infantry, reminding me once more of
prancing horses, except for the slowness
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and automatic precision with which they
advanced. _
Al} these men wore helmets, of the
peculiar hatchet shape I had already ob-
served; and in their hands, instead of

"swords or rifles, they carried long poles.

On the top of each of these I ebserved
curious round glittering objects which, at
the first glimpse, looked most attractive,
for the wiry sheaths caught the light and
flashed it back resplendently. But, on a
closer view, I shuddered and turned pale.
Under each of the gleaming metallic cov-
erings, there leered a naked skult!

While I reeled backward, horrified at
this sight, I heard the cheers of the throng.
“Look at the proofs of our victory! The
proofs of our victory! Proofs of our
victory! Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!”’
they howled, pointing to the shining pro-
tuberances o the poles. Evidently their
vision was so poor that they could not see
beneath the sparkling surface!

Following the foot soldiers, dozens of
huge vans came rumbling down the
avenue, electrically propelled, and bearing
great machines that I can only describe as
dragons of a hundred necks, since their
steel bodies bristled with scores ef long
tapering tubes, twenty feet high, and
pointing in all directions, like the throats
of siege guns.

“Just look at them! Just look !” excited-
ly sputtered the neighbor to my right,
while I was wondering what these engines
might be. “If there’s not the lightning-
spitters "’

“The lightning what "’ I demanded.

“Lightning-spitters!” he cried, his voice
barely audible above the rumbling of the
machines. “Of course, you've heard of
them! One of the most remarkable inven-
tions of modern times!”

Even as he spoke, a blade of orange
electricity shot from one of the machines,
darting to the ceiling in a swift zigzag,
and was succeeded instantly by blades of
green and crimson light, while miniature
thunders rolled.

Now all at once T understood the nature
of the machines! They were the source of
those lightnings which had wiped out
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whole armies in the battle cavern, before
the dazzled eyes of Clay and myself ! They
were the same lightnings that had threat-
ened us both, and that might, for all I
knew, have taken Clay’s life!

“Of course, those are only toy light-
nings, for demonstration purposes,” my
portly neighbor rambled on, while other
shafts of colored light shot harmlessly up-
ward. “But these same machines have
wiped out whole armies!”

“What's the principle behind them?” I
asked. A

My neighbor shrugged his shoulders.
“How do I know ? It’s a carefully guarded
secret of the authorities. However, they
say that the power of Mulflar is used to
generate electricity in the machine—to
generate it in such excessive quantities
that the engine becomes supercharged and
releases its energy through the tubes in
tremendous lightning blades.”

“I see,” said I. “The machine becomes

somewhat like a thunder-cloud, super-.

charged with positive electricity—"
“Thundercloud ?” demanded my com-
panion. “What’s that?”

® ] perceived that I had used the wrong
illustration, for, of course, thunder-
clouds were not known underground.

“The only trouble,” proceeded my
neighbor, after I had vainly tried to con-
vey an idea of the nature of a thunder-
cloud—“the only trouble is in aiming the
lightnings. Of course, we try to direct
them accurately through the different
tubes, but they don’t always go where we
want them to. You can never tell where
the lightning will strike.”

“I should call that a fatal difficulty,”
said I.

“Not at all! Wherever it hits, it’s cer-
tain to kill—that is to say—" here he
paused, greatly embarrassed—‘“that is to
say, to turn over some of the enemy. And

that, after all, is the only thing that

counts!”

I was about to reply, remarking that I
perhaps owed my life to the inexpertness
of the foe in aiming the lightnings, when
all at once the crowd broke into song,
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chanting the National Anthem in a tumui-
tuous chorus as the last of the lightning-
spitters rolled past.

Unfortunately, I have forgotten all the
stanzas except the first two; but these,
which I give in a translation that does
scant justice to the magnificence of the
original, will illustrate the theme and idea
of the whole:

Let us fight forevert

We'll be conguered never

While we’ve heads to sever
From our brutish foes!

Let us fight forever

With a gay endeavor!

We are keen and clever
With electric blows!

Where the lightning flashes

In mechanic clashes,

And the thunder crashes,

: Grind our foes to dust!

How our fury sfashes,

Dealing scarlet gashes,

Till the earth is ashes—
Lord, in Thee we trust!

The crowd had just completed the
twenty-first stanza, and was singing the
chorus with resounding gusto, when I
suddenly observed something that made
me lose all interest in the celebration.
Among the throngs across the gallery, I
caught sight of an ugly-looking chalk-
face, with thin slits of eyes and a twisted
nose, who was staring at me with such an
intent scrutiny that I felt a chill traveling
down my spine. Did he suspect me of be-
ing a spy?—or was he an agent of the
government, sent to arrest me for break-
ing my Oath of Fidelity and running away

from the Ventilation Office ?

Now all at once I remembered that I
was a fugitive from justice; and, with a
tremor of terror, I pushed my way back
into the crowd, resolved on instant flight;
while the neighbor to my right, having
finished . singing the National Anthem,
stepped forward with an excited cry, and
exclaimed, “Oh, just look! The Subter-
rains are coming; the Subterrains are
coming!”

But I did not wait to see the Subter-

_rains, whatever they might be. The vision

of that man with the thin slits of eyes
and twisted nose drove all other thoughts
from my mind as I wormed my way
deeper into the mob; and the dread of
being taken back to face the violet-ray
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or marry Loa lent haste to my footsteps.
Yet it was not to be long before I
would learn the nature of the Subterrain.

CHAPTER XVII
- Through the Phonoscope

® I can scarcely recall where I wandered

in my haste; I only know that I fol-
lowed long twining aisles in a half-dark-
ness, beset by the vision of a man with
slit eyes and twisted nose. I must have
traveled half a mile before at length I
turned to glance behind me, confident of
having thrown off my pursuer. But how
cruelly I was surprised ! About a hundred
yards down the gallery, advancing toward
me at no uncertain pace, strode a chalk-
face whom I thought I recognized by his
slit eyes. Owing to the distance, I may
have been mistaken; but, in any case, I
thought it wiser to flee than to investigate,
and put on my best sprinting gait as I
slipped around a bend in the corridor and
off along a narrow, down-curving passage-
way.

Less than a minute later, I passed an-
other turn in the gallery, and came out,
to my surprise, among a crowd of natives
in a wide grotto dominated by a sign in
glowing crystalline letters: “Phonoscope
Theatre: Admission, One Silver Finger.”

Now I had no notion what a “phono-
scope theatre” might be, but I knew that
a “silver finger” was a fair-sized sum of
money—equivalent to the returns from
an average day’s labor. Needless to say, I
had never yet had such a sum; hence it
might have seemed sheer madness to fol-
low the idea that leaped into my mind—
to seek refuge in the theatre. Yet I had not
a moment’s hesitation. Mingling with the
crowd, I pressed forward in a long line
filing past a ticket-taker; and since, of
course, I was without the requisite slip of
paper, I determined upon strategy to
admit me. Taking advantage of the chalk-
faces’ inability to see things near at hand,
I seized a little strip of cardboard which
chanced to be in my pocket (it had been
used for jotting down some notes during
my lessons from Loa) confidently thrust
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this into the ticket-taker’s hand, and cried,
“Free pass!” knowing that he would have
to hold it off at a distance and examine it
with binoculars before discovering the
fraud. Then, while the puzzled official was
inspecting the ticket, I allowed the im-
patient mob behind to press me forward
and lost no time about passing the theatre
door.

It seemed to me that, as I entered, I
heard a confused shouting outside, and
some imprecations calling down the Seven
Furies on someone’s head. However, I
paid little attention, but remained nicely
hidden in the midst of the crowd as I
shuffled down a long aisle in the most

peculiar amusement place I had ever seen.

It had, indeed, some resemblance to
theatres as I had known them, but was
nearer in appearance to the amphitheatres
of the Greeks. Beneath a ceiling that
arched to a hundred feet or more, long
rows of benches sloped down toward an
open central space or stage, on which a
tall chalk-face with a long three-pointed
beard was holding forth sonorously; while
all the spectators, curiously enough, were
looking and listening through queer in-
struments projecting from the benches,
and rarely seemed to heed the speaker.

As quickly and inconspicuously as pos-
sible, I slipped into one of the seats, feel-
ing that I had at last eluded my pursuer,
and began to examine the instruments in
front of me, of whose purpose I remained
in doubt, There were tubes like ear-
phones, attached by wires to a little elec-
tric socket; and there were other tubes
resembling small telescopes, also attached
by wires to a socket. What use could there
be for telescopes in this auditorium ?

So I asked myself, as, following my
neighbors’ example, I tried to adjust the
instruments. But so cumbrous were they
that it was minutes before I had dis-
covered their purpose.

While I was struggling with the tubes,
I heard the voice of the speaker.

“Fellow citizens of the Second and

Third Classes, you are about to witness an
extraordinary exhibition. Until three
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years ago, when that marvelous inven-
tion, the Phonescope, was perfected, it
would not have been possible safely to
witness what you are now about to see.
For the benefit of those still uracquainted
with this masterly machine, I would say
that if you will arrange the eye and ear
pieces, and step on the little lever to your
left, vou will be just in time for the be-
ginning of the performance.”

In a few seconds more, I had managed
to adjust the earphones and the teleseope-
like tubes; and, fellowing the speaker’s
advice, I stepped on a little steel rod re-
minding me of the brake of an auto-
mobile. And instantly there occurred the
most remarkable transformation I have
ever witnessed.

® So sudden was the change that I would

have rubbed my eyes like one in a daze,
had they net been pressed close to the
lenses. At first I imagined I was dream-
ing; the theatre, the long rows of
benches, the tall form of the speaker, had
vanished from view ; the shuffling, grating
noises of people passing down the aisles,
the sonoreus veice of the long-bearded
one in front, had all been obliterated. But
new sounds, nmew sights crowded upon my
bewildered senses.

Leoking out upon an enormous cavern
like the one where Clay and I had wit-
nessed the battle, I saw swarms of war-
riors, tens of thousands strong, moving in
serried ranks across a smooth stone floor,
while a crashing as of many spears was
in my ears and a booming like distant
thunder.

“You now behold a battlefield a hun-
dred miles away,” I heard the speaker pro-
claim, when, n order to relieve my aching
ears, I had removed the earphones. “The
Phonoscope, you see, is connected by wires
with scores of points on the battlefield.
Motion picture cameras, at the ether end
of the line, are constantly phetographing
the sights, which are conveyed to you by
an apparatus like television, exeept that
you may see directly instead of gazing at
a screen. At the same time, radio trans-
mitters catch the seunds and bring them
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to your ears, so that you may see and
hear the battle from a safe distance. It is
hardly necessary to remind you that be-
fore the invention of the Phonoscope, no
one except generals and field-marshals
could enjoy such a privilege.”

I was still observing how the army,
with yellow and purple bauners afloat, was
advancing across the field; but I was so
interested in the speaker’s werds that I
was reluctant to clap on the earphones
again.

“Thanks to the Phenescope,” he went
on, “war has become much more mterest-
ing than ever before. Previously we had
to observe it threugh the newspapers,
which was altogether toe tante. Or else we
had to go to war ourselves—in which case
we were all too lkely to be—er—turned
over. But now, for the payment of a fee,
we can enjoy the spectacle witheut endur-
ing any of its hardships. ¥eu do not know
how much more popular this has nrade the
fighting. Besides—” here the speaker
paused, and a smile of glowing pleasure
overspread his countenance— “Besides, it
has at last put war on a business basis.
The fees from the Phonoscope Theatre
have been most satisfactory—most satis-
factory. Last year alone the Government
reaped dividends of eleven per cent!”’

It was at this point that my attention
was distracted from the speaker to the
battlefield. Out of little round erifices on
the cavern walls, showers of pale phos-
phorescent silvery orbs suddenly flashed,
falling like shooting stars upon the floor
where the purple-and-vellow army was
maneuvering. And all at once these regu-
lar, serried ranks became like a column
of ants on whom one has poured hot
water. The wildest disorder prevailed;
squadrons of men seemed literally to
wither away ; I saw a myriad forms con-
vulsed on the ground, writhing and gestic-
ulating in mortal anguish, while other
myriads fled pell-mell in all directions.

At the same time, slipping en the ear-
phenes, I heard a confused wailing and
groaning, like the agonized cries of a
multitude ; and so deselate, so heart-rend-
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ing was this sound that I had to snatch the
earphones off instantly,

“You have just beheld the attack of the
radium bombs,” the speaker was stating,
in matter-of-fact tones. “Radium bombs,
as you are aware, represent the most ad-
vanced method of scientific slaughter.
They are more effective than dynamite or
even than Mulflar, for they not only kill
all who happen to be near when they
fall, but, after falling, they continue in-
definitely to be radioactive, so that all
who approach are afflicted with terrible
and incurable sores. That is why you see
the surviving soldiers fleeing so madly.
For the same reason, whole vast regions,
far beyond the present battle lines, have
heen transformed into a permanent public
menace.”

I wondered how the chalk-faces ob-
tained radium enough to use so widely;
but the speaker was not long in informing
me.

“At one time, you know, we could se-
cure the element only in insignificant
quantities. But science is great, and sui-
mounts many obstacles. About twenty
years ago, the renowned chemist Blo Bla
discovered that, by means of a new solu-
tion composed of a chromium-phosphorus
compound (the exact formula of which is
strictly guarded) we might extract it
efficiently’ from the pitchblend that
abounds throughout our caverns.

“It was then that we first conceived
the idea of using it for military purposes.
Our main difficulty was not so much in
securing the radium as in manufacturing
it into bombs ; and this problem we solved
by devising a missile with a body of some
less deadly metal, such as iron or lead,
and with a radioactive surface. Un-
fortunately, there is one minor disadvan-
tage; the bombs can be made only at a
considerable cost to the workers, who—
well, whose turnover, I am sorry to say, is
one hundred per cent every ninety wakes.
But such, my friends, is war! Is it not
all for the honor of the country? To end
one’s days in a radium factory s con-
sidered a glorious turnover!”
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® For several minutes the speaker rambied
on in_this vein, telling hew the enemy,
Zu, had been so dastardly as to duplicate
the radium bombs, at a great cost to the
army of Wu . ... Then, suddenly
stopping in midsentence, he broke into
an exclamation I could hardly catch:
“Look carefully, my friends! Look care-
fully! The Subterrain is coming! The
Subterrain! The Subterrain!”

Anxious not to miss anything of in-
terest, I clapped the earphenes on again
and glanced once more at the battlefiald.
And, as I did so, a scene of shattering
fury burst upon my view.

For one instant, I was aware of the
wide cavern floor, with the stricken raul-
titudes still writhing piteously, while other
multitudes still fled toward the safety of
the walls. But, the next instant, all this
had vanished. There was a terrific up-
heaval of earth and rock, which for a frac-
tion of a second covered all things in a
great blur ; the walls of the cavern sagged,
and in places collapsed in avalanches ; the
floor became jagged as a lunar landscape,
with sharp craters and deep ravines, and
hillocks, bluffs, and guiches where all had
been flat and smooth a moment hefore.
And in my ecars was such a thundering
that I reeled and was all but knocked over.

Hastily snatching oft the earphones, I
remained gazing with absorbed interest
upon that hideous scene. To my horror, [
could no longer see any trace of the
purple-and-yellow army. The fugitives, no
less than the victims of the radium bombs,
had all disappeared! And, as the visible
sign of their destruction, a long, thin, dark
metallic tube was projecting from the
broken center of the floor, like the neck
of some great carnivorous dinosaur.

“Ah, that is fine, isn’t it, my friends? A
very satisfactory enemy-turnover! Very
satisfactory, indeed!” the voice of the
speaker rang out, with gloating pleasure.
“You see that long tube jutting above the
floor. That is the tip of the Subterrain!
You all lmow, of course, about this mar-
velous engine. It is generally conceded to
be the greatest invention of modern times.
No other contrivance has ever produced
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half so great a turnover, It was the crea-
tion of the renowned engineer Hizz Crazz,
who, about fifty years ago, decided that
war was getting too tame, since it was
fought all on the surface of the galleries.
Why not make a machine, he asked,
which would travel underground as our
submersible vessels travel beneath rivers
and lakes?

“The result was the Subterrain. The
principles behind it are admirably simple;
the weapon, which is a relatively slender
steel cylinder accommodating five or six
men, gradually works its way through a
narrow excavation already prepared for it
by a machine like a powerful well-borer—
the ‘cave-blaster,” which operates by the
power of Mulflar, and has made it pos-
sible to dig our gigantic war-galleries.

“But let me go on to tell about the
Subterrain itself. Affixed to its prow is
an electric dredge which tears up the earth
before it and deposits it behind ; by this
means, the Subterrain digs its way for-
ward at the rate of a quarter of a mile
an hour, Meanwhile, its crew, confined in
their narrow compartment, are kept alive
by air supplied through long connecting
tubes, in the manner of divers. A delicate
instrument, with a radio attachment, in-
forms the men when they are in the
neighborhood of an enemy cavern—for,
of course, the machine is never used ex-
cept in wartime. Being within a few feet
of a hostile gallery, the Subterrain halts,
retreats a short distance into the tunnel it
has bored, and launches a Mulflar torpedo
—whose effects, as you have observed, are
terrible beyond description.”

® It seemed to me that I had now seen

enough of the Phonoscope exhibition
for one day, and I began to glance about
me for the most inconspicuous way of
retreating. But since a crowd of new
arrivals were coming toward me down the
aisle, the moment did not seem opportune.

“Great as are the merits of the Sub-
terrain,” the speaker continued, “it can-
not be denied that # has some minor
drawbacks. One of  these is that there is
no longer any security for the civilian
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population during wartime. One never
knows when a Subterrain, boring un-
noticed beneath one’s feet, may launch a
Mulflar bomb directly at one. It is im-
possible to say how many thousands of
noncombatants have been turned over in
this manner since the war began. Even
First Class Citizens have not been spared
—an intolerable form of barbarity, which
will now—thank the Lord!—be ended by
a humanitarian treaty which has just been
negotiated, confining attacks of the Sub-
terrains to regions occupied by Second
and Third Class Citizens.” ’

It was at this point that I lost interest
in the speech. The newcomers having by
this time reached their seats, I had risen to
leave . . . . when my eyes were riveted
on a chalk-face just appearing at the door.
Whether he had come by accident or by
design I was never to learn; but there at
the entrance, staring at me with a fas-
cinated gaze, was my friend of the slit
eyes and twisted nose!

Not waiting to make his closer ac-
quaintance, I darted toward a dark
passageway marked “Exit.” And instantly
he set up such a howl that the whole
theatre was aroused, and the speaker,
startled, halted midway in his address.
“Thief! Robber! Bandit!” was dinned
from behind me. “Catch him! Catch him?}
Catch him! He’s a deserter from the war!
Catch him! Catch him!”

As 1 darted into the passageway at a
speed that did justice to my college track
training, it was only too evident that the
slit-eyed one, who was apparently a
detective, had mistaken me for someone
else. But I did not wait to inform him of
his error. Well knowing that the penalty
for a war deserter was death by the violet-
ray, well knowing that the chalk-faces
would execute me first and exonerate me
afterwards, I did not check my pace for
so much as a fraction of a second as I
dashed away with half the theatre
audience at my heels.

The violet-ray would not have been
needed after all, had that bloodthirsty
mob laid hands upon me. “Lynch him!
Lynch him! Lynch him!” screeched the



IN CAVERNS BELOW

leaders of the multitude, as they raced
after me along the curving galleries.
“Lynch him! Burn him! Tear him to bits!
The rat! Cur! Viper!”

There were also other epithets, some of
them quite untranslatable; while, as I
rushed around the bends of those branch-
ing corridors, I could feel the blood-lust
of the rabble behind me, could hear their
cries growing more excited, could hear the
rattling of pebbles and great rocks flung

after me by the ardent onsweeping
patriots. :
Then, suddenly, above the din and

screaming of the throng, my ears caught
the screech of a whistle, and I knew that
the police were being summoned, and that,
in another minute, I would be trapped be-
yond possibility of escape.

In that critical moment, while my
breath came hard and fast and my heart
hammered like a great weight, I slipped
around a turn that hid me temporarily
from my pursuers. And, at the same in-
stant, the saving suggestion came to me,
There, on the pavement in front of me,
was an iron lid as large as the manhole of
a sewer ; its top bore the prominent letters,
“Property of the Ventilation Company!
Keep off!”

Clearly, this was no time for hesitation.
With a swift downward lunge, I thrust
‘the iron lid out of place; with a leap and
a plunge. I dropped into the gaping black
hole; and with a desperate wrench of my
arms, as [ came to a halt on a slippery
steel surface, I pulled the lid into place
above me.

The next instant, secure in that cranny
amid the darkness, I could hear the mob
surging and stamping above my head.

CHAPTER XVIlI
Mishap Upon Mishap

® [t is impossible to say how long I lay

there cramped in the gloom. It may
have been only minutes, but it seemed
hours, while the howls and wailings of
the rabble came to my ears through the
thin slit of iron that saved me from their
fury. “This way! No, that way! No, you
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fools, the other way!” I heard them shrill-
ing in their confusion, as their feet went
scampering in a hundred directions. “Catch
him! Catch him! Don’t let the villain get
away! We'll teach him; we'll teach him!
We'll make mincemeat of the devil!"”’ And
then, more sinister still, I heard someone
exclaiming, “Hey, boys, got the rope?

. Knot it tight there!...”

At these words I felt an intense desire
to creep farther down into my hiding
place, but was unable to do so. My feet

" were resting on a ledge only a foot or two

wide, and beneath me vacancy seemed to
yawn. I felt sure that I was on the brink of
a precipice, for a pebble or fragment of
metal, accidentally dislodged by my foot,

rattled for a long while as it descended.

Meantime I was in as.uncomfortable a
position as one could imagine; huddled
against the iron most awkwardly while a
chilly breath of air continually blew over
me. I was not only catching cold, but—
much worse—had reason to fear that I
might sneeze at any moment, so betray-
ing my hiding-place. ;

At last, however, the tumult of the mul-
titude subsided, and I could hear tha
shouting of my pursuers at a distance, and
then at a farther distance, and then die
out entirely . . . . so that I knew, to my
enormous relief, that they had gone off
on the wrong scent.

Even so, it did not seem safe to lift
the iron lid as yet—who knew what mem-
ber of the mob might not be lurking about ?
And so I remained crouched there in the
darkness, waiting, waiting .

But I had delayed too long Atter a
while, I again heard the sound of voices,
of voices lifted in loud excitement. Were
my pursuers returning? Not so! As I
held my breath and listened, I recognized
that these were different voices. “The
ventilation! What's happened to the ven-
tilation?”’ I could hear one of the new-
comers crying. “Something must have
blocked it! It's not been working right!”

“Been out of gear half an hour, at
least!” returned another. “They say the
disturbance centers somewhere up this’
way !”
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“Hard to tell where the trouble is!”
grumbled a third. “Complaints coming in
for miles around!”

“Well, if anything got into one of those
pipes,” declared the first, “it would stop
the air currents over the whole distriet!”

As I listened to this conversation, a
thrill of horror and a sense of guilt shot
over me. All too well I understood what
was blocking the ventilation!

“Remember that last time!” continued
one of the men. “Some big rats got caught
in one of the tubes! We had to shoot in
some Mulflar, and blow them to cinders}”’

By this time the men were almost di-
rectly above me, and I was fervently pray-
ing for them to pass on without suspect-
ing my presence. But such, alas '—was not
to be. Just as the heavy feet of the fare-

~most rattled on the iron lid ahove my
head, I was overwhelmed by the desire to
sneeze. The impulse came so suddenly that
it was impossible to check ; the best I could
do was to muffle it, so that it had a stifled
sound net at all like a sneeze—though
still, unfortunately, all too audible.

I could hear the men pausing just above
my head, with surprised exclamations. I
knew that they were listening, waiting; I
could almost feel their attention focused
in my direction.

“What’s that?”’ one of them snapped.
“Didn’t it sound like a rat ?”

“Sure enough!” cried another. “A rat!
That’s what’s stuffed up the ventilation!”

“Most likely a whole colony of rats!”
added a fourth. “They grow big down
here, you know!”

“And here’s the very place!” took up

the first. “Right in this air-tube! Well,
we'll fix them all right "’ And I could hear
the man rattling at the iron lid above my
head.

Never before had I wished so ardently
for the power of invisibility. Never had I
had such a desire to compress myself to
a thimble’s size. Hopelessly I huddled
against my iron ledge; then, fearing that
I would be seen, I resorted to the des-
perate expedient of hanging over the brim,
bolding on to the ledge with both hands,
while my body lay aleng an iron surface
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sloping at an angle of forty-five degrees.

No sooner had I gained this position
than I heard the lid heavily clanging out
of place; and a flood of light burst upon
me. In the glare above, several chalk-faces
were staring down at me!

“There it is! A big rat! A mighty big
one ! One of the biggest I ever saw ¥’ ex-
claimed one of the men, in awed tones.

® TEvidently, because of their inability to
see things near at hand, they had mis-
taken me for a rodent! :

“Well, we’ll get rid of him fast
enough!” a second man declared. “Just
one minute there! Let me have that brush!
I'l spray him with poison}!”’ _

It had never occurred to me, until that
moment, to have any sympathy with a
trapped rat. But I could feel boundless
sympathy as a huge brush, malodorous
with some vile-smelling concection, was
thrust through the opening directly at my
face. .

I do not know whether I cried out in
my terror. But I do know that my hands,
as I struggled to evade that foul encom-
ing weapon, lost their precarious grip on
the ledge. And, the next instant, I had
gone shooting off inte the darkness.

To this day, I believe that it is a miracle
that I survived. Certainly, the gods of

~good fortune were with me in the ensuing

plunge. I could easily have broken my
head or caved in my ribs against the steel
projections of the ventilating system. Only
sheer lucky chance, and the fact that the
ventilating tubes were not perpendicular,
saved me from what, in the words of the
natives, would have been a sudden and
horrible “turnover.” Down, down, down,
I shot, skimming around curves, banging
against unseen bends and corners, tum-
bling head over heels in a mad dash,
wherein it was impessible to regain my
balance. Surely, no circus performer ever °
took so strange, so perilous a dive! Only,
now and then could I momentarily check
my speed, when the tube, for a few feet,
became almost horizontal; but atways it
would dip sharply again, and I would go
falling once more through the darkness.
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t seemed that I had traveled thus for
miles when suddenly, with a terrific bang,
I collided with a wall, and came to a halt,
stunned, bruised, and bleeding in fifty
places. With painful difficulty, I picked
myself up, while noting with relief a slit
of light through the partition I had just
struck. It was, in fact, not a wall at all,
but a partly opened door!

Then, as my dazed senses gradually
cleared, I became aware of something fa-
niiliar in my surroundings. Did this not
resemble the ventilating duct, which
opened on the office where I had worked,
and which I had so disliked to clean with
a mop ?

Still feeling somewhat dizzy, I crept out
of the doorway and found myself in a
large, well-lighted chamber—not, indeed,
iy former place of employment, but so
similar that I knew it to be another office
of the Ventilation Company.

Before I had had time to reflect on my
plicht, or wonder what next to do, I was
startled to see four or five men who,
drawn by the noise of my arrival, came
rushing out of several adjoining rooms.

-Upon seeing me, they stopped short
with loud, excited cries, whose import I
could not quite gather. I only knew that
they were employees of the Ventilation
Company ; that they were pointing in much
agitation to my pitiful self, with my torn
clothes and blood-smeared features—and
that, in another moment, they would seize
me and carry me away to some new pun-
ishment,

Had I had the energy, I would have
crawled back into the ventilating tube for
safety. But so weak had I become that I
could only fall sagging to the floor and
wait despairingly while the chalk-faces
“drew near,

“Who in the name of Thuno Flatum
are you? Where did you come from ?” de-
manded the foremost of the strangers, as
he regarded my battered formi. “You
know, it’s forbidden to enter the ventilat-
ing ducts!’

“Yes, I know!” I moaned. And then—
I cannot say by what inspiration—I added,
“I am an employee of the Company.”
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“Oh, an employee of the Company ?”’
The chalk-faces stared at one another sig-
nificantly, and their manner became more
friendly. “Of course, that’s different!”

Yet their next words struck me like a
deadly shock.

“We had better go and report to the
Manager!” they all decided while I sought
to dissuade them with my last remaining
gasp of energy. Into my mind had flashed
visions of the penalty for my various
breaches of duty. Well I knew that any
Underworld judge would be justified,
three times over, in sentencing me to‘the
violet-ray!

But, plead as I might, the ventilating
men were inexorable. “No, we must re-
port to the Manager! The rules require
it!” they insisted, as one of them set off
to perform his dread duty,

This assertion was to me as the last
straw. Weakened by the day’s torments
and by loss of blood, terrified at the
thought of the ordeal that awaited me on
the Manager's arrival, I could not endure
this new shock; a merciful unconscious-
ness swept over me, numbing my pain aad
blurring my mind to nothingness.

CHAPTER XIX

Affliction and Triumph

® Great as had been the surprises of the
last few hours, still stranger events
awaited me . . . ‘

After swooning away in the Ventilation
Office, I remained unconscious for a long
while—so I was afterwards told. When
T came to myself again, it was after a
period of blankness, varied by nightmares
in which I saw Loa bending over me
solicitously, her milky face more wrinkled
than ever, her fat form bulging until she
resembled @ monstrous dumpling. ‘Awak-
ening from a long-protracted dream of
this character, wherein I fled down end-
less labyrinths in the vain attempt to elude
the enchantress, I found myself in a place
so mysterious that I cried out involun-
tarily in my bewilderment.

I was lying at full length, in a sort of
bed or couch, with a sheet drawn over me
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up to the neck; and I was conscious that
all my clothes had been removed, except
for a single shirt-like covering, and that
my head was swathed in bandages. To my
right rose a bare wall, and above me, at a
height of three or four feet, stared a blank
ceiling ; while to the left, across. an aisle
little more than a yard wide, I beheld a
sight that gave mie the confused impres-
sion that I was back again in the Over-
workl, in a Pullman car. In neat rows of
berths, arranged ene above the other, three
tiers high, dozens of men were reclining,
one to each cot, all of them buried up to
the neck beneath the sheets!

Where was I? In prison? In a ward for
the insane? In a death-cell, awaiting ex-
ecution by some new device more terrible
than the violet ray?

As these questions, and others equally
frightening, rushed across my mind, T be-
gan gradually to ebserve other details. I
saw the wires, with pulley-like attach-
ments, which ran through minute holes
in the ceiline to each of the berths and
earried little rattling cars no larger than
a small ink bettle; I saw the vials and
tubes, filled with variously colored liquids
andd powders, which stood on a neatly
numbered shelf just above my head: and
T noted that a copper wire, attached to my
left wrist, ran the length of the bed and
out through an opening in the wall, and
that similar wires led to each of the other
berths.

Although the suspicion came to me that
these might be intended for the simul-
taneous electrocution of us all, I was so
weak and weary that even the dread of
imminent death could not disturh me for
Tong ; T sank back upon a pillow composed
of come straw-like substance, closed my
eyes, and fell into a refreshing slumber. . ..
~ From this sleep T was aroused with a
start by the sound of someone talking in
a voice of thunder. How my heart ham-
imered as T awoke from that pleasant doze!
How I shuddered! What chills crept up
and down my spine! In my bewildered
state of mind, it teok me a minute to dis-
cover that there was no speaker visible,
and that the voice—transmitted by radio
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—issuedt from a huge horn projecting
from the ceiling behind me. .

Unfortunately, 1 had missed ihe first
words of the talk; but, judging from what
I later heard, 1 believe I can reproduce it
fairly accurately.

“Mechanical Hospital Number 807 QL.
Third Class! It is now precisely fifteen
minutes and eleven seconds after the stast
of the wake! Time to take your morning
tonic! This you will find on the shelf above
you: Number 36 A, in the blue vial. Dis-
solve two pellets in the distilled water
which you will find in Number 36 B.
Drink slowly, and finish with an ounce of
the liquid in 36 C. Then recline, and re-
turn to sleep. Qur next announcement will
be for the mid-morning repast!”

With an uncanny suddenness, the ma-
chine snapped into silence, while the eccu-
pants of all the ather berths, rising slight-
ly out of bed, reached for the indicated
vials and consumed the contents as the
voice had directed. For iy own part, how-
ever, I was too sick and too bewildered to
seek to follow instructions; I merely sank
down into bed again, thinking that if this
were a hospital, certainly it was the queer-
est T had ever viewed.

But still stranger experiences awaited
me. The very next moment I unwittingly
made a blunder that led to new discov-
eries. Finding that the wire about my
wrist irritated me, since it dug into the
flesh and checked the circulation, I pulled
at it viciously, and succeeded in remov-
ing it. But no sooner had I disentangled
the obstruction than I.was shocked by
hearing a bell clanging just above my
head, reminding me of a burglar-alarm.
And, from the radio-speaker on the ceil-
ing, a voice bawled reprovingly.

“The patient who has just removed his
wrist-register will kindly fasten it eon
again. We cannot expect to cure him un-
less this is left securely in place. For the
benefit of any persons still ignorant of the
facts, we may repeat that the wrist-reg-
ister is the essence of modern medicine,
By means of a faint but constaut electric
current, it records the patient’s pulse,
temperature, and respiration, which are
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noted down ir the chart-room by aute-
matic wired connections. Thus we are
aware of the patient’s condition minute hy
minute, and are able to eliminate the neces-
sity af expensive attendants. It is this de-
vice which has made the Mechanical Hos-
pital possible, and has enabled Third Class
citizens to enjoy the benefits of modern
medical knawledge.”

® As I hastily readjusted the wire, ¥ mar-

veled at the medical advances of the
chalk-faces, who have progressed so far
abeve us of the Overworld. None the less,
how I would have welcomed the presence
of a flesh-and-blood physician!

Let me now pass over the space ef a
few hours, during which I dozed from
time to time, and from time to time took
ieod or drugs in accordance with the radio
instructions, whick were constantly awak-
ening nie from the most invigorating
slumbers. The next important event ec-
curred toward the close of the “wake,”
when the radio announced ‘“Visiters’
Hour.”

Needless to say, this announcement did
net interest me at first, for who was there
to see me ? Who, in fact, even knew of my
presence here ?

Yet once again I had miscalculated. I
was to receive net one visitor, but several
—in fact, two distinct groups! And one
group was to be more alarming than the
other.

- No sooner had ‘Visitors” Hour” begun
than I heard four or five heavy pairs of
feet shuffing down the aisle in my di-
rection; and, peering out of the bed to-
ward the newcomers, I was electrified
with fright at the sight of several familiar
faces. There were the very men, the em-
ployees of the Ventilation Company, who
had met me yesterday after my ignomin-
ious descent, and had threatened to call
the Manager. And among them—might
heaven preserve me!—I noticed the tiger-
ish face of the Manager himself!

Only on one other occasion—when I
had begun work in the Ventilation Office
—had 1 encountered this individual, who
answered to the name of Ge Grabl But
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never could I forget the occasion; he had
msisted so severely on my duties to the
Company, and had poisted out the pen-
alties for violatien of the rules so ex-
phcitly, that T had thought of him some-
what as the small boy thinks of the rod-
wielding pedagogue.

And now here he was, cornering me
where I was not able to escape him!
Could he net at least wait until I was
well ?

Shuddering, I turned my face toward
the wall, so as to shut out the sight of the
intruder. But all to no avail! I heard him,

.along with the other men, halting oppesite

my berth; and I could not but catch the
tones of their conversation,

“There he is!” exclaimed the first of
the visitors; and I could imagine with
what . contempt he . pointed to me. “All
beaten up and abraided from knocking
about inside the tube!”

“No wonder!” declared a second. “He
must have gene through at least two miles
of pipe!”

“When did you say he would be well
again?” I heard the powerful veice of
the Manager. “Naturally, we can do noth-
ing until then !’

“They say he’ll be out in a few wakes,”
returned the first. “Only suffering from
shock, along with surface scratches and
bruises.”

“Good !’ bawled the Manager., “It
wotild be awkward if he had been turned
over!”

Oh, would these men never go away and
leave me in peace? In despair, I turned
toward them, and opened my meuth te
speak. Alas!—they would not let me get
a word in edgeways!

® But what was this that they were say=
* ing? Could I believe my ears? Or was
I only dreaming?

“It was a wonderful performance,” one
of the ventilating employees was declar~
ing. “Yes, 2 wonderful performance! Per-
sonally, I never saw anything like it. Te
creep for miles through the ventilation
tubes, all the way from his effice to ours ¥
To dust them out and brush away al? ob-
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structions, at the risk of his lifed Why, I
assure you, Go Grabl, it was heroism! We
were all dumbfounded! The best of it was
he succeeded! He repaired the ventilation !
From the moment he left the duct, the
air currents were working properly
again!”

Could it be that I was not dreaming,
after all?

“Such modesty I never saw before!” a
second employee was relating. “Can you
believe it, Go Grabl, when we promised
to report the affair to you, he tried to dis-
suade us! He seemed positively eager not
to take the credit!”

“Such self-effacement,” rang out the
heavy voice of the Manager, “is much to
the credit of any worker! It is the ideal
that the Company demands! We will not
forget such devoted service!” “

And then, nodding to me with a smile,
while I vainly strove to get in a word at
last, he counseled, “Quiet there, my good
man, quiet! In your condition, it is best
not to speak; you need all your energy to
get well But I want you to know that
your heroic deeds will not be soon forgot-
ten. You will be rewarded, my dear man,
you will be rewarded. And now, good-bye!
Good-bye!”

“Good-bye! Good-bye!” echoed the
other ventilation employees, and all bowed
low to do me honor.

Spellbound, I had no word to say; but
as they filed off down the aisle, I could
hear the Manager’s pleased voice.

“We will report this exploit in our
monthly Company booklet, as an example
to all our workers! It will live in the an-
nals of the Company; yes, it will live in
the annals of the Company!”

While I was wondering if they were
crazy or I, I heard heavy footsteps thump-
ing toward me along the aisle and glanced
out of bed to receive a new shock.

Waddling forward as fast as her corpu-
lent form would permit, and with an in-
gratiating smile on her wrinkled face, was
none other than Loa! And behind her,
benignantly beaming, loomed her father,
Professor Tan Trum!

“Well, well, well, my boy!” rattled the
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latter, as he made his way toward my
berth. “Here you are at last! \We have
been waiting for you in the reception room
a full hour—a full hour, by my watch!
They are not very courteous in these Third
Class hospitals! But Loa wanted to come
—so here we are! It would hardly be
proper to let a respectable girl come alone
to such quarters,” he finished, as he su-
veyed the three tiers of berths with a dis-
approving sniff of his uptilted nose.

“Oh, my dear, my dear, I'm so glad
we've come!” enthused Loa, scarcely wait-
ing for her father to end. “We've heard
all about it! The H akely Screamer tells
the story in headlines! It even has pic-
tures, showing how you climbed up the
Ventilation Tube! How brave you were,
my dear! How very brave! It makes me
feel so honored to know—well, to know
that I can call such a man my very own!"’

And she reached out her capacious arms
as if to enfold me—with the result that
I felt ready to swoon again.

“You can’t imagine how nervous I was
about vou last night, my dear, when you
didn’t come home!” continued Loa, in a
fluent stream. “I was afraid you were
lost! But father—father here wasn’t wor-
ried. He was so absorbed in his researches
into the antiquity of the hyphen, he only
growled and said, what if you did get
lost? The streets are as safe as our own
home! But I didn’t get a wink of sleep
—not one wink!—until I read the news
in the Screamer. Now, of course, I under-
stand why you didn’t come back!”

No defeated general, suddenly realizing
that his most carefully laid strategy has
failed, could have had a more bitter sink-
ing sensation than overcame me at that
moment. Lvidently Loa and her father
had not even guessed that I had run away!

“My dear boy,” the Professor continued,
still glancmg disparagingly about the
room, “what a miserable rat-hole they’ve
given you to sleep in! You can’t remain
here! We'll arrange to take you back home
immediately !"

“Yes, of course, we’ll arrange immedi-

ately!” coincided Loa, beaming upon me
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with a devouring smile. “You poor dear!
We'll give you better treatment! I'll take
care of you myszelf!”

Overwhelmed at this idea, I opened my
mouth to protest; but the wards stuck in
my throat and would not come. Instead,
I uttered something halfway between a
gasp and a sob. .

“No, no, dear, don’t exert yourself!”
urged Loa. “Don’t thank us yet! You're
still too weak to speak! But we'll see the
authorities—and have allthe arrangements
made.”

® The truth is that I was too weak to

speak—much too weak! As Professor
Tan Trum nodded good-bye and disap-
peared along the aisle, followed by his
daughter, who smiled at me in the most
infatuated way imaginable, I relapsed mo-
mentarily into a state of coma, from which
I was a long while in recovering.

It is doubtful if I would have recuper-
ated at all, in less than several “wakes,”
had it not been for a message that came
to me an hour or two later, sealed in an
envelope that shot to my bedside through
a pneumatic tube. This was so unexpected,
and so heartening, that it helped me more
than all the hospital tonics, and even en-
abled me, for a time, to drive away the
dread vision of Loa.

The letter, written on the embossed
stationery of the Ventilation Company,
ran as follows:

“No. 44,667,023 XZ, Third Class,
c/o Mechanical Hespital No. 807 QL,
Third Class.

“Dear Sir:

“By virtue of your distinguished services on
the line of duty, we are honored, on the recom-

mendation of our Manager, Go Grabl, to pro- .

mete you from Ventilating Clerk to Ventilating
Inspector, the appointment to take effect as
SOON. as you are able to return to work. In your
new capacity, your hours will be half what you
formerly served, and by way of compensation,
yvaur salary will be doubled. We remain,
: “Appreciately yours,
“THE VENTILATION COMPANY
OF WU,
“(Per Do Quil, Ninety-Eiginh Vice-
President).”

1371

It 1s irom my appointment as Venti-
lating Inspector that I date the beginhing
of my phenomenal rise in the affairs of-
the Underworld.

CHAPTER XX
Ordeal and Crisis

@ For seven “wakes” I remained in the

hospital. Even though 1 did nat at al
like the place, with its automatié service
and its total absence eof living attendants,
still T lived in hourly dread of being re-
moved and sent back to Professor Tan
Trum’s home. I knew that, true to his
word, he had put in an application to have
me taken out; but what I did not know
was that a thousand formalities had to be
observed before the application could be

“granted. There were blanks to fill out, and

signatures to secure, and affidavits to sign,
and fees to pay, and half a score of elerks
to affix their approval; hence, while Tan
Trum and Loa were doing their frantic
best to obtain the release permit, the
“wakes” continued to slip past, and I re-
mained in the hospital. In the course of
time, indeed, Tan Trum’s application was
duly approved—but not before I had al-
ready been discharged as cured.

It is a testimony to a naturally strong
constitution that I was able to escape in
seven “wakes”; for my worries and tor-
ments while in that hospital were in-
numerable . . . . I shall not describe them
all; let me only say that the newspaper
reporters alone were enough to give me a
daily attack of chills and fever. The
gentlemen of the press, thanks to the
special privileges of their profession, did
not confine theniselves to “Visitors’
Hour”; at any time of the day or night
they would rouse me from pleasant slum-
bers, in order to secure my personal story
for the Wakely Blare, or in order to learn
my views on the topics of the day, such
as the reasons for the peculiar charms
of the women of Wy, or the desirability
of improving men’s clothing styles by
further enlarging the V-slit on the back,

Naturally, I was irritated by such ques-
tions, and persistently refused to reply,
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for I did not see how my work for the
Ventilation Company qualified me to ex-
press myself on native fashions, feminine
beauty, or politics. The reporters, how-
ever, seemed to feel otherwise; and, in
no way discouraged by my {ailure to
speak, they were so obliging as to make
my opinions for me when I would not
mention them myself. Thus, I was later
shewn long articles in which I was de-
scribed as “speaking volubly,” and in
which 1 read the views credited to me on
subjects so diverse as “The Merits of
Thuno Flatum,” “The Natural Superiority
of Wu to Zu,” “The Future of the Sceot-
scoot,” “Why I Am in Love With
Wrinkles,” etc.

It was with intense misgivings that T
awaited my release, for how now avert
the day of reckoning? How save myself
from the fatal necessity of returning to
Tan Trum's home? Luckily, this preblem
was solved for me by the Ventilation
Company. Upon presenting myseli for
work, I was informed that the Company
provided living quarters for its Inspect-
ors in a great dormitory, so that they
might be subject to call at any hour. While
it was not compulsory to reside there, I
had not the least hesitation about my
course, I hastily dictated a letter to Tan
Trum and his daughter, thanking them
for past favors, but assuring them that,
“much to my regret, the exigencies of my
new work make it impossible for me to
continue to accept your hospitality.” I
also promised that, as soon as I was able,
I would pay back the sum I owed Tan
Trum.

Unhappily, this was not the last I was
to see of the Professor, nor of the Profes-
sor’s daughter. But before reporting my
next cncounter with them, let me tell of
u1y new duties for the Ventilation Com-
pany.

As was to be expected, in view of the
doubling of my salary, my new labors
were much less exacting than the old. It
was my duty to travel from place to
place, inspecting the ventilating tubes and
outlets, and removing obstructions (this
being assumed to be my specialty); and
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in erder to accomplish this task, wherein
I was pretty much iy own master, I had
to ride one of the Cempany-owned little
vehicles, or “scootscoots,” which I so in-
tensely loathed. However, I found it easy
enough to run the machine, whose driv-
ing mechanism, which was guaranteed as
“moron-proof,” was as simple as that of
an elevator. But I was never able to bal-
ance myself on it cross-legged with.the
native ease, which came enly of long prac-
tice; nor could I ever quite master my
dread of an early and sudden “turnover,”
for I constantly observed collisions on all
main thoroughfares; and since there were
no traffic rules, speeding drivers shooting
recklessly at one iz all dircctions, survival
was a matter of sheer good luck.

But by taking roundabout ways and
choosing the less frequented thorough-
fares, I succeeded in reducing the risk, till
I estimated that I was about as safe as
a voyager through a submarine zone in
wartime, or a lone transoceanic aviator.
Se fortunate was I, indeed, that in the
first few months I enly suffered half a
dozen minor mishaps. Except for some
bruises on the head and shoulders, an
abrasioned knee and a sprained wrist. [
might be said to have escaped unscathed.

® In the course of my new activities, I

had an opportunity to inspect the venti-
lation in all its details, learning by pre-
cisely what system of motors, ptiunps,
valves, and pipes the fresh air was forced
down from the Overworld and distributed
throughout Wu, somewhat as the lungs
distribute oxygen to the body. Being an
engineer not only by profession but by
inclination, I made a more careful study
of the details than duty required, until [
had mastered the facts as a watchmaker
masters the mechanism of a clock. But
as yet I had no thought beyond my own
natural mechanical interests, and had no
anticipation of the striking part my newly
acquired knowledge was to play.

It did, indeed, eccur to me that, By
exploring the ventilating connections with
the outer world, I might find a way to
escape from Wu. But, remembering my
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harrowing experienceé on my first at-
tempt at escape and knowing that a sec-
ond attempt might not end so fortunately,
I decided to bide my time and make no
rash or premature dash for freedom.

Had it not been far one fact, I should
have found life as Ventilating Inspector
almost pleasant. The fly in the ointment
was the menace of Loa. I use the word
“menace” advisedly, for this is what it
seemed to me. Not even by removing to
the Ventilation Dormitory could I relieve
myself of her attentions! Of course, I
scrupulously avoided her whenever pos-
sible—but this proved to avail me little.
Before I had been working in my new
position for ten “wakes,” disconcerting
rumors began to reach my ears,

“Well, partner,” another Inspector ex-
claimed one day, slapping me on the back
with comradely good humor, “we hear
you're in luck! Say, invite us to the wed-
ding, won't you? How did you ever find
such a lovely girl? So fat and wrinkled,
they say! And the daughter of a Second
Class professor! Congratulations! May
you have fourteen sons, to provide a glo-
rious turnover for our country!”

Naturally I grew indignant at these
words, and strenuously denied having
matrimonial intentions. But my com-
panions smiled knowingly, nudged one
another, and protested, “Oh, you can’t fool
us! We know! We know! The rumor is
everywhere about! You've been engaged
for wakes and wakes! Why, the Screamer
announced it issue before last!”’

" “The Screamer—announced
gasped. ’

“Of course! Can’t keep it secret any
longer, partner!”

In despair. I sank down upon a seat,
my face buried in my hands, my spirit a
prey to the darkest melancholy. Appar-
ently everyone was bent on forcing me in-
to a union with Loa!

Meanwhile the girl herself went her
way in the blithe assurance that our nup-
tials would soon be celebrated. Only one
“wake” after the ventilating employees
mentioned the article in the Screaner, Loa

it? 1
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herself visited me in the company of her
father.

As they announced themselves uncere-
moniously into my rooms in the dormi-
tory, they succeeded in cornering me be-
yond hope of escape.

I noticed that Loa, as she entered, was
pouting a lttle, and was eyeing me re-
proachfully, and for a moment the wild
hope came to me that perhaps she was
angry, and had come to release me from
the entanglement.

No such optimism, however, was justi-
fied. “Why haven’t you come to see me
all this time, dear?” she began, somewhat
accusingly, but in a manner that showed
her willingness to be forgiving

“Now, Loa darling,” remonstrated the
Professor, “haven’t I told you a thousand
times that it isn’t becoming for a Third
Class man to call on a Second Class lady?
—no, not even when they’re engaged! So,
of course, Loa, you must come to him
instead. He has a right to feel offended
at your neglect.”

But I confessed to feeling no offense,
and Loa, her resentment quickly dissi-
pated, advanced toward me with a smile.

“See, dear, what I have for you,” she
announced, taking a little gleaming object
from her handbag. “It’s all yours! Your
wedding ring |”

“My wedding ring ?”’ I ejaculated, feel-
ing ready to sink through the floor.

“Of course,” she declared. “Don’t you
know it’s the custom for the lady to give
the gentleman a ring ?”’

“Now, Loa, how could you expect him
to know?” demanded Tan Trum reprov-
ingly. “After all, he was born a barbarian,
and still isn’t familiar with civilized
ways.”

“Yes, I had forgotten,” admitted Loa,
apologetically. “Here, dear, is the ring!”
And while I sank down in consternation,
wishing to fight off the gift but not know-
ing how to refuse, she slipped a little ruby-
studded silver band onto the small finger
of my left hand.

“There, dear!” she went on rapturous-
ly. “Isn’t it beautiful? It’s ruby, the color
of your heart’s blood {”
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® ] mumbled something, expressive

neither of thanks nor of appreciation,
but apparently my hearers did not quite
catch my words. As I snatched at the ring,
with the idea of removing it, I was divert-
‘ed from my purpose by feeling Loa's arms
about my neck, and for a moment we were
locked in an embrace more satisfying, I
hope, to her than to me.

- It was Professor Tan Trum who, at
this point, unwittingly saved the day.
“Here, my dears,” he said, unfolding
an enormous document with a silver seal.
“Here, my dears, is the license! There are
otilly a few minor details to be filled out.”

I do not know why, but some strange,
irrational hope flashed into my heart at
sight of that document.

Yet as I glanced over the paper, I saw
very little to inspire hope. I read that,
as my one and only legal wife, I guaran-
teed to take, Loa, the daughter of Profes-
sor Tan Trum ; that I agreed to obey the
Population Laws and produce as many
sons as possible for the benefit of the
Fatherland ; and that I promised to rear
my children and conduct my own mar-
ried life according to the best accepted
principles of Thoughtlessness. At the bot-
tom of the page, I noticed, there was a
space for a notary’s signature, which had
not yet been filled out; and under Loa’s
name I read, written elaborately in gilded
letters, “Eugenically approved!”; while
beneath my own name no such inscription
appeared.

As delicately as I could, I called this
fact to the attention of Professor Tan
Trum. But he, as if bent on destroying
my last remaining shred of hope, an-
swered me.

“Oh, my dear boy, don’t let that worry
you! Don’t let that worry you at all! A
mere formality, I assure you! A fine, stal-
wart man like you—even if you were
born a barbartan—won’t have any trouble
meeting cugenic requirements. Not the
feast. In fact, I'm determined to clear
away this last technical obhstacle at once.
So I've a little surprise for you. I've
brought the Fugenics Inspector here with
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us. He’s waiting right now in the gal-
lery!”

While I gave a horrified gasp, the Pro-
fessor went to the door, flung it open, and
called to someone outside. And immedi-
ately a rat-faced little runt of a native,
whose tall pointed hat bore an engraved
steel sign, “Eugenics!” entered and bowed
low. “Is this the bridegroom?” he in-
quired, pointing at me.

“Yes, yes,” acknowledged the Profes-
sor. “Come right this way! My daughter
and I will withdraw, leaving you to per-
form the tests by yourself. \WWe will be
waiting outside.”

Since there was no choice in the mat-
ter, I had to agree to the ordeal. And the
Inspector, who declared himself to be a
practicing physician, put me through a
severe examination, in which he tested
my heart, my lungs, and all my other
organs by means of a wonderful little in-
strument which, upon being placed on the
skin, immediately registered any patho-
logical condition, by recording the ex-
ceedingly faint electrical reactions of the
body. )

But alas!—he could find nothing wrong
with me! “My dear young man,” he con-
gratulated me at the conclusion of the
test, “you bewilder me! It is rarely that
I have come across so perfect a case! I
will rate you 99 and 44/100 per cent!
From the point of view of Eugenics, you
are Grade A!”

Probably the Inspector did not under-
stand why I looked so downcast at this
pronouncement, and why I begged, al-
most forlornly, “But is there no other
test? You're sure you can't disqualify
me ?”’

“Have no fear!” he assured me.

And then, glancing at a little document
across the room from him, he added, “To
be sure, there are a few questions I must

~ask, in accordance with the law. But they

are mere matters of form which, I am
certain, will give you no trouble.”
Thereupon he began to fling out scores
of queries, in regard to my age, my occu-
pation, my father's age, my mother’s age,
the age of my sisters, brothers, cousins,
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aunts, uncles, grandparents, great-grand-
parents, etc, when they were “turned
ever.” To all these questions, most of
which struck me as utterly silly, I replied
as best I could ; and always the Inspector
would nod with a pleased “Very good!”

and congratulate me on my perfect record.

® At last he had come te the final ques-

tion, and inquired, in a perfunctary
manner, “Military experience? Military
experience of your father, grandfathers,
and great-ffrandfathers?”

“Well,” said T, not in the least antici-
pating the effect my words were to have,
“I served among my own people in a
World War, being in the €Cemmissary
Department for three months. My father

never was in. any war; neither were my -

grandfathers nor great-grandfathers, so
far as I know.”

Suddenly the Inspector shot eut of his
seat and leaped toward me as though I
had confessed complicity in a crime.

“What?” he demanded. “Yaur family
has never been to war ? It has na military
record at all?”

“My family were all distinguished
scholars and scientists.”

“Scholars and scientists?” he flung
back, wrathfully. “Scholars and scien-
tists? What do they amount to? When
did they ever fight for their ceuntry ? How
do you expect, young man, to bring forth
a capable progeny to be turned over in
the next war unless you have a gaod fight-
ing ancestryr”

Before this question I remained mute.
The first wild surge of hepe was hegin-
ning to well up in my heart.

“How do you expect, young man,” re-
peated the Inspector, growing more irate
every moment, “to bring forth a capable
progeny unless you have had a good fight-

ing-ancestry? No, sir, I am sorry to say 1

cannot approve of you as eugenic! To
permit your marriage would be to en-
courage the growth of an unfit, nen-
combatant population! I regret it very
much, sir, but I must stamp your appli-
cation, ‘Disapproved I””

And, with that, the Inspector made a
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contemptuous bew, and went stamping
out of the room.

A few minutes later, after Loa had
heard the news and had left my apartment
with heartbroken sobs, I executed a soli-
tary dance of joy. At last I was free,
completely free! And how I blessed my
father and my father’s father for having
had ne fighting experience!

CHAPTER XXI
Strike! Strike! Strilkee!

® The “wakes” went by and gathered inte

months, and the months lengthened
into a year, and still I performed my duties
as Ventilation Inspector, and ceuld dis-
cover no way of escape ta the Overworld,
and no prospect of a change in the oerdered
monotony of my existence. Was I to pass
my whole life thus, and to end my days
among the labyrinths of Wu?

So I often asked, while woundering if
it would not be wise to attempt same new
dash for liberty—even though the end
might be arrest and the violet ray! Then
all at once, when I was just finishing my
first year as Inspector, my life underwent
an extraordinary change.

The occasion was one of these periodie
strikes which menace the economic secur-
ity of Wu and enable the people te enjoy
the perils and horrers of warfare even
when war has not been officially declared.
On this particular occasion, the strike was
especially dangerous; for these guardians
of the public health, the Ventilation em-
ployees, were determined to leave work.
Not, indeed, had all the Ventilation em-
ployees so resolved, but in seme sections
they were unanimous in their revelt, and
the uprising had become sa serigus that
Dictator Thuno Flatum was said to have
interrupted a fishing expedition for nearly
an hour while he debated the situation
with bigh officials.

Personally, I looked upon developments
with gravest misgivings, for the Ventila-
tion Brotherhoad, compoased of fifty
thausand workers, bad issued the follow-
ing ultimatum:

“To the Directors ef the Ventilation
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Company of Wu, Unlimited, we pay our
respects, and submit that

“Within three wakes, they must grant
all eur demands, or we will turn off the
country’s air supply.

“Not a ventilation wheel will turn, not
a breath of fresh air will blow until our
terms are complied with.

“If thousands of citizens, including
many First Class men and women, should
be suffocated as a result, we shall pro-
foundly regret their fate, but sentimental
considerations, naturally, cannot deter
us.”

The demands of the strikers—who
were mostly Third Class citizens, of the
kind that did a maximum of work for a
minimum of returns—were as follows:

1. That wages be high enough to per-
mit the men to eat every other “wake.”

2. That hours be short enough to per-
mit them to sleep every other night.

3. That the Company supply free air
to the homes of all its employees.

These demands—which were variously
branded by officials of the Company as
“Tnnedinate,” “Preposterous,” aud “Im-
nassible”—were condemned in no uncer-
tain terms by all First Class citizens, who
tphraided the unpatriotic attitude of the
strikers and pointed out that, should their
terms be met, the Ventilation Company
could not guarantee to pay its stockhold-
ers more than eleven per cent a year.

“The arrogance of the peaple knows no
limits!” stated one high dignitary, who
was believed to enjoy the confidence of
no less a personage than Thuno Flatum
himself. “If we were to grant these ex-
actions, the next thing they would ask
would be separate houses for each family,
or Grade A air, or reduction of taxes on
the food, clothing, and water of the Third
Class! Doubtless they would expect the
First Class, who are legally tax-exempt, to
meet these bills instead! No! Obviously
such insubordination must be checked be-
fore it poisons the entire life of society!”

This sentiment being echoed by First
Class citizens everywhere, a battle to the
finish was promised. “We will smother
rather than submit!” rang out the defiance
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of the rulers . ... “Then we will all
smother together!” thundered the retort
of the strikers. And already, two “wakes”
before the expiration of the ultimatwn,
serious complications were reported ; doz-
ens of strikers, going quietly about their
way bearing banners, “We demand a
breathing wage!” had been shot in the
back by electric bolts launched by the po-
lice, in return for what the [#akely
Screamer denounced as “their treasonous
and seditious interference with business.”

If this were but the beginning, a civil
war seemed in prospect !

® Now, I personally had little interest

in the strike, for my work as Ventila-
tion Inspector was fairly easy, my wages
were fairly good, and I could see no ad-
vantage in facing suffocation merely in
order to improve laboring conditions. Be-
sides, I had had the temerity to consult a
historical reference work, and knew that
ventilation strikes had been occurring at
intervals of about thirty years for cen-
turies, and that in every case hundreds
of thousands of persons—mostly invalids,
women and children, in no wise connect-
ed with the strike—had been turned over
as a result of interference with the air sup-
ply; while the strikers, if they had been
permitted to return to work at all after
the settlement, had done so on worse con-
ditions than before,

For this reason, I steadily refused to
join the protesting group.

As the time approached for the strikers
to put their ultimatum into effect, I could
see how excited the people were growing.
Business had virtually come to a stand-
still; along avenues once crowded with
dashing vehicles, the “scootscoots” had
almost ceased to run ; in every side-gallery
one could see little knots of chalk-faces
anxiously talking, their drawn features
and worried eyes bearing testimony to the
concern they felt. “And so you think they
will really strike?”’ one would ask . . . .
“Undoubtedly !”” another would reply. “I
stored up containers of oxygen months
ago, for an emergency!” ... . “Oh,
what will I do about the baby's air!” a
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third would sigh. “I’m sure there’ll be a
terrible turnover if this keeps up!” . . .
“Never fear!” would be the response.
“What's the army for? The government
has saved it for just this occasion!”

Meanwhile, the Screamer reported that
Dictator Thuno Flatum was still enjoying
his fishing expedition. He had just caught
a seven-ounce minnow, it was said, which
he had been able to draw out of a sub-
terranean lake by means of a new auto-
matic fishing reel.

At the beginning of that wake on which
the ultimatum expired, I reported for
- work as usual to the Ventilation Office.
But, to my surprise, the place was almost
deserted ; the dozens of regular employees
were conspicuously -absent; only a worn
old drudge of a janitress, languidly mop-
ping the floor, greeted me upon my
arrival.

She seemed, indeed, astonished to see
me. “Say!—but you are brave, young
man!” she gasped. “Don’t you value your
life?”

“Don't I value my life?” I echoed.

“Bless me, it won’t be worth much if
those strikers find you!” she exclaimed,
looking up from her pail of sops. “They
wouldn’t do anything to me, for I'm only
a useless old woman. But you, sir—they’ll
wipe the floor with you for not joining
the strike!”

“Oh, have no worry; I'm able to de-
fend myself !” "

She stared at me as if wondering
whether I were a prodigy or a madman.

“Do you think so?” she shot out. “Well,
then you ought to see what they did to my
neighbor, young Mr. Ty Tan. He was as
big and brawny a young man as you ever
saw—took all the prizes in boxing and
wrestling. Well, he wouldn’t join the
water workers when they went out year
before last, and turned off our drinking
supply. Poor fellow! I've always felt so
sorry for him!” ’

“What did they do to him?”

“Poor fellow!” she reiterated. “Poor
fellow ! It was so foolish of him, so fool-
ish! When Mr. Ty Tan wouldn’t
strike—"’ :
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Abruptly she halted. I saw her staring
toward the door, an expression of sur-
prise and fear in her eyes, while she
shrank back as if from some approaching
menace.

Wheeling about, I saw half a dozen
ugly-looking men just entering. On their
breasts were prominent banners, reading :
“Ventilation Strike. Sub-committee No.
116.”

With a threatening expression, the
newcomers drew near. “We were just
looking around, to see that no one was
working !" snarled the leader, as he glared
in my direction. “You know, brother, it
isn’t good for the health to be working
nowadays.”

Steadily I eyed the men, and deliber-
ately drew a step nearer. “Is that a threat,
or a challenge?” I demanded.

“Have it as you will!” he growled. “I
give you a fair chance, brother, if you
want to walk out of here alive—"

Already I had resolved on my course.
Striding forward before the man could
finish his sentence, I put my full one hun-
dred and seventy pounds into an uppercut
that caught him squarely on the point of
the chin, and sent him reeling to the floor.

Not being able to see clearly close at
hand, he had been unable to ward off the
blow !

Even as he fell, I followed up my ad-
vantage. Being now within arm’s reach
of his companions, I began to rain blow
upon blow, which they also, because of
their defective vision for things close at
hand, were unable to guard against. In
less time than it takes to recount, three of
the men had followed their leader to the
floor ; while the remaining two, not know-
ing what sort of a fighting tornado they
had encountered, had turned and taken to
their heels.

With eyes of admiration and wonder,
the scrubwoman stared at me as I returned
from the encounter. “If only Ty Tan
could have fought like that!” she sighed.
“Poor Ty! He mightn’t have ended as he
did!” And then, warningly, “Still, sir, I
would advise you to look otit. They won't
let it go at that. They’ll see that you're
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turned over, if they have to bring out a
whole striking brigade.” :

“Let them do their worst!” I snorted.
And T sat down, crossed my legs, and
complacently awaited developments. I
could foresee that I was to have a busy
day.

CHAPTER XXII
Blows and Counter-Blows

® ] ess than twenty minutes later, a sec-

ond Striking Sub-committee arrived.
Its members were eight in number, and
their method of swaggering hostility was
such that T had no difficulty in repeating
my previous tactics. Before they realized
what I wasabout, I had gotten too close for
them to see me clearly and I aimed my
blows so accurately that, in less than a
minute, half the gang lay stretched upon
the floor. The others, not quite realizing
what had struck them, were not long in
resorting to that discretion which most
men prefer to valor, Dashing to the door,
they leaped upon their “scootscoots,”
which awaited just without, and darted
away with a lunatic recklessness, while I
stood staring after them with an amused
smile. As yet I did not suspect how tragic
the occasion was to be.

While my felled opponents were stag-
gering to their feet and retreating by a
side-entrance, the sound of a frightful
crash came to my ears; and, rushing out
and around a bend in the gallery, I saw
that a crowd had gathered, while in their
midst was a shapeless mass that I could
hardly recognize.

Horrified, I shielded my eyes from the
sight; and enly by degrees did the dread
truth dawn upon me; the escaping mem-
bers of the Sub-committee, in their haste,
had collided with some other “scoot-
scoots,” and all four members had been
“turned over.”

But such incidents being of daily occur-
rence, I tried not to let my mind dwell
upon it; and, returning to my seat in the
Ventilation Office, I quietly awaited the
next develepment.

Not being good at presaging the future,
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I could not have known how the news
of my exploit was to spread; and how,
fanned by rumor, it was to grow to gigan-
tic proportions. As luck would have it, a
reporter for the Wakely Blare, on the
rampage for muateriai, happened to be
present at the scene of the collision; and
though he had small idea what had hap-
pened, he had no hesitation about accept-
ing the word of onlookers wha knew as
little about the affair as he did. Conse-
quently he radioed his paper a story so
good that the editor decided to make it
headline material—in other words, he
printed it in red ink all over the front
page, while other news items were driven
to footnotes on back pages.

. This article—which is too long to repeat
in its entirety—was to the effect that a
regiment of strike-breakers had appeared,
no one knew where from, under the
leadership of a redoubtable giant capable
of “turning over” any adversary at a blow.
So tremendous was the power of this
group that opponents were said to be un-
der a fatal spell, so that even fugitives
from their vengeance came to certain dis-
aster. As proof of this fact, the paper
cited the destruction of the four mem-
bers of the Sub-committee—whose num-
bers, however, were given as four-
teen .. .. ’

Now the speed of the papers of Wu in
printing the news is phenomenal. Thanks
to automatic typesetters, which take down
the articles from radio dictation, a matter
of only minutes need elapse between the
occurrence of an event and its appearance
in print. In fact, on some occasions the
news is reported in ‘“extra-extra” and
“super-extra-extra” editions even while
the event is happening; it is recorded that
once the Screamer, in a special “scoop”—
or “raid,” as the natives call it—an-
nounced the death of a high official seven-

. teen minutes before he actually breathed

his last.

Hence it is not surprising that, less than
half an hour after I had reuted the second
Sub-committee, papers telling of the ex-
ploit were being flaunted in all the main
galleries by the newsgirls (there were no



IN CAVERNS BELOW

newsboys, since all the boys had gone to
war).

Now if truth be told, the Blare was ex-
_ tremely glad of the opportunity to print
this story, since, like all the papers, it
was owned by a group of First Class cit-
“izens, and therefore was profoundly “‘anti-
strike,” and eager to play up any account
hostile to the strikers. This it was which,
along with the desire for circulation—for
which several newspaper proprietors had
been known to commit murder—explained
the prompt featuring of the article.

Even so, the effect of the article would
not have been possible had it not been
for one little weakness of the people of
Wu. In most ways, they are not a credu-
lous folk; indeed, one may show them a
plain fact ninety-nine ways without con-
vincing them ; but when a statement is once
in print, they consider it inviolable. Never
would it occur to them to question any re-
mark, once it has been subjected to the
sacred art of typography. They imagine
that there is a sort of magic connected
with printer’s ink, which abhors false-
hood somewhat as watér abhors fire, and
in this superstition the educated seem to
share along with their more ignorant
brothers. )

As a consequence, the rumor of my
prowess, once it had attained the dignity
of a place in the Blare, had taken on the
sanctity of established knowledge.

® In view of the fact that the circulation

of the Blare was somewhere in the mil-
lions (it being prescribed as compulsory
reading for all persons with a mental age
of twelve or under), it was not an hour
before I, along with my imagined regi-
ment of supporters, had become a subject
of discussion for all Wu. And the effect
upon the strikers may well be imagined.
It hit them in that vital spot, their morale,
with the result that many began to hesitate
whether to remain on strike, and in some
districts it was reported that the men were
going back to work and ventilation was
being restored. Most of all, the ignorant
were disturbed by that passage in the story
which told of the “mysterious spell”
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afflicting all opponents of the new strike-
breaker. As this was nothing tangible for
anyone to combat, it was all the more
capable of arousing the terror of the
masses, who, being well grounded in all
the precepts of thoughtlessness, were un-
able to save themselves by reason.

The consequence was such as to en-
danger the strike itself. The members of
the Central Strike Committee, threatened
with disaffection on all sides, began to fear
that their movement would collapse ig-
nominiously. Hence they took immediate
measures to hit back at the source of their
trouble.

It was only about two hours after the
little episode between myself and the
second Striking Sub-committee, and I was
lounging in my chair in the Ventilation
Office, finding things becoming just a little
boresome. The heavy, languid air, growing
hot and foul now that the ventilation had
been turned off, was telling upon my
nerves; I was getting anxious to go into
action again and do something more to
end the strike. How I would have wel-
comed the appearance of another Sub-
committee !

But no Sub-committee called. Evident-
ly none could be found to meet me face
to face, after the tales of my prowess!
Instead. I was startled to hear a rattling
sound in a pneumatic tube just to my
right, and to note the arrival of a letter in
a little steel container, which stated :

“TO IWHOMEI'ER IT MAY CONCERN

“But most of all, to the strikebreaker who
has been decimating our men with an army
corps ef hired thugs.

“We extend our greetings, and suggest that
you immediately withdraw yeur horde of
brigands.

“If you do not see fit to comply with this
recommendation before the close of the present
wake, and to surrender your arms and position,
we shall make a complete turnover of you and
your men,

“Yours, with many remembrances of the day,

“Tre CENTRAL STRIKING COMMITTEE,
By order of the Grand Commander of
the Silver Legion of Wu.

Now I must confess that I read these
words not without a shudder. The mem-
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war, had had long experience in crime
and hence were renowned for the black-
ness of their deeds ; and it seemed possible
that they would make good their threat,
and, by means of Mulflar, the violet ray,
or some other nefarious device, would
speedily “turn me over.”

However, I had now gone too far to
retreat; if I were to die, I would at least
die fighting. After thinking the matter
over for a few minutes, I came to the
conclusion that, as I had little actual pow-
er, my only hope lay in a good old-fash-
ioned “bluff.”

And so, without further waste of time,
I wrote the following message:

“To the Central Striking Committee:

“I thank you for your respected commumica-
tiop, and for your greetings, which I return
herewith.
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“I beg leave to inform you that I have no
intention of withdrawing with my host of patri-
otic followers. I suggest, for my part, that you
send in peace terms and settle the Ventilation
Strike ‘immediately.

“Should you not do so, I shall lose no time
in giving a manifestation of my wrath,
“Yours, with the utmost courtesy,

“Hica Caier ComManDER CITIZENS'
ANTI-STRIKE LEAGUE.”

Having awarded myself this title as a
final stroke of genius, I dispatched the
letter through a pneumatic tube and sat

“down to await results.

(T he conclusion to this novel, filled with
Coblentz’s best satire, is 99 44/100% pure
amusement and contains the real Grade-A4-
cream of the story. If you have read this
far, we are assured that you wouldn’t miss
next month’s issue for anything!l)

GET IN WITH THE GANG!

Just a year ago we organized the SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE for our readers, the lovers

of science-fiction. The movement is making tremendous strides,

even beyond our bopes,

and new members are joining every day. Why not be one of them? We want you to fil in
the coupon in the SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE department in the rear of the magazine
and send it to usaccording to directions. Then write to the Director of the Chapter nearest

you, offering to join. It will not cost you any money — it is only to bind the lovers of
fantasy together into one unit, rather than leave them merely individuals with others of

-

the clan all around them without their knowing it. At least, don’t fail to read the LEAGUE
department in this issue — after that we are sure you will want to join. Get in with the gangl

Don't hesitate! Join now—

SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE

ATTENTION, READERS AND AUTHORS!

Hugo Gernsback has once again pioneered! A new kind of science-
fiction is about to be provided for the fans and a new market for au-
thors! You will now find a magazine that will print fantastic stories of
short-waves as they will be used in the future—weird communications
between worlds and odd short-wave incidents upon our own earth.
Don’t fail to get a copy of this new magazine at your nearest news-
stand! Hugo Gernsback himself has a story in the first issue—now

on sale:

SHORT WAVE LISTENER—on sale everywhere
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A SUITOR BY PROXY

By Harry Collier
(Continued from page 1315)

in the first mad moments of struggle,
mocked his efforts to cut short that hide-
ous broadcast. The Bookworm'’s feet found
no hold on the smooth steel balls. He
slipped, fell, and became the unlucky
nucleus of a mewing, cursing, scratching
. mass of flesh and fur.

Violet light lit the room like the men-
acing glow of ball lightning. The glow
from above crackled with surcharged elec-
tricity. Sparks leaped from exposed points
of the apparatus. The cats, fur bristling,
howled with pain, surpassed only by the
‘roars of Spindledrift himself.

Dair, balanced on the open window
ledge and laughing uproariously, sudden-
ly lost his balance. Whirling about with
outflung hands, he fell squarely into the
squirming group below.

His coat caught a bit of projecting
- metal. There was a ripping sound, a hiss
of suddenly unleashed electrical energy,
and a white flame, as brief as it was in-
tense. With a rending crash, the ponder-

ous superstructure gave way, part of the
framework catching and pinning Dair
under the wreckage.

Alarmed tenants found Dair so, but no
sigh of Benjamin Spindledrift. Whether
the man who had solved the problem of
being in two places at once had used his
talents to transmit himself to safer
ground, or whether he fled in humbler
manner, was never learned. He was never
again seen at Eastmore.

Professor Ohmpere for some weeks
carried bandages as the result, some say,
of a purely imaginary encounter with
nonexistent cats. No trace of such beasts
was ever found in the ruined Ohmpere
living room, but those who enjoy the com-
pany of his pretty daughter concede that
the affair, whatever its true nature, had
a salutory effect on the old Dean of
Physics. '

He has never since discussed his once
famous paper, “The Illusion of the Physi-
cal World.” '

THE END

Man and the Cosmos
By August W. Derleth

Death lies athwart the frozen dark

Where never the song of a lark

Has echoed; here breeds the unknown spawn
Of evil, here where there is no dawn.

None but man deserts the light
For probing in this endless night;
None but he dares the icy breath
Of the lurking cosmic death.

Only a tiny atom of flesh

Webbed in an unanswerable mesh
Of questions and burning doubt,
Wanting to know what Life's about.
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THE INSECT WORLD

By Thos. S. Gardner
(Continued from. page 1319)

were far developed, they had not even
learned the use of tools or even fire. When
they got started, their development was
much faster than the insects. Within the
space of fifty radioads, they had changed
frem fearful hunted creatures to a seem-
ing complete domination of the planet.
Their cities towered into the sky and they
delved deep for the secrets of nature.

I was amazed to learn that they had
even conquered space and had traveled
to the other bodies of their system, It was
at this time that the great relic had been
wrought. A terrible earthquake had
shaken the islands off the coast of a near-
by land.

This catastrophe had killed many in-
habitants of a country named Japan. The
names of the victims had been preserved
and it was this receptacle with their names
that was the last relic of man. Of all the
great things that man had accomplished,
only the names of the victims in a natural
catastrophe had heen thought worthy of
permnanently preserving.

Then two things started their down-
fall. The termites had been slowly devel-
oping, and in a period known as the
Twentieth Century (the meaning of this
term is lost), began to expand farther
north. The barbarous temperate zone ter-
mites gave way to the highly socialized
giant termites of the tropics. Man depend-
ed upon cellulose—the termites lived on
it. Thus man retreated as the enemy ad-
vanced. The scientists of this race—for
they had scientists also—evolved a super-
ant to combat the menace.

This super-ant-had all the qualities and
characteristics of all the highest species—
but the ant could not cope with the in-
sidious advance.

The change in man’s mind was the de-
ciding factor. Man refused to fight back.
This specie had developed only because it
had outwitted, out-kilted, and out-thought
its enemies. But in this Twentieth Century,
a movement of nonresistance, of pacifism -
arose. Man had evolved by struggle and
he voluntarily ceased to struggle. Man
began to die—slowly at first, but the ter-
mite invasion hurried his demise. Soon
cities were abandoned to the enemy and
the remnant were gathered in the far
north where the enemy could not pene-
trate. Even then man did not have the
heart to struggle—some could have es-
caped to other solar systems, and may
have, but the majority made nonresist-
ance a religion and died in the cold that
crept remorselessly down at the coming
of a new ice age. There had been other
ice ages, for the ants remembered, but
this one destroyed man. All this did not
happen in a short period of time, but
slowly and surely the end came. Just when
the last survivor had died, no one remem-
bered. The enemy had won.

In time, all his cities and machines dis-
appeared — only this last relic was pre-
served by this colony of termites — for
what reason, we could not gather. Now
the planet was dying and their civiliza-
tions that had almost outlived the planet
itself will die unless we transport repre-
sentative types to some other system.

O Councilors, you may be sure that a
blanket of sadness lay over us as we left
this amazing planet, left it to its memories
of a past greatness, of a brave people who
refused to live.

This is a true account. I take cath by,
the eternal flame. '

N2. Commander of I. S. E. V, C2X.

THE END

NOW ONLY
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THE MISSING HOURS

By Morton Brotman
{Continued from page 1329)

hypnotized in the same manner. They
themselves opened the door for the crim-
inal."At their awakening, they could never
recall what had taken place or even that
the time had passed.”

“But what about Fleigh? I was right
there—"

“It’s quite simple enough. You your-
self and Blake were hypnotized the same

borrowed your pencil and took a piece of
paper from your scratchbook, and you
didn’t know or remember it.”

Five minutes were up. The fat officer
stopped his dancing. He came out of the
trance, his perspiration flowing freely.

“Well?” he demanded of Finney,
quizzically, “what did you tell me to come
over here for?—Say! What in the world

way. To prove this, the criminal even am I sweating about so all of a sudden?”
THE END

SCIENCE-FICTION FAN MAKES
A DISCOVERY

Robert Albert Lewis, who is a sev enteen-year-old high-school
student in Columbia, South Carolina, has been interested in
science-fiction for years. We have always said that science-
fiction is inspirational, and here is a case where our theories
have materialized. Young Lewis discovered by himself the
star Nova Herculis. He would have established himself as a
great astronomer when he reported his finding to Dr. S. A.
Mitchell of the Leander McCormick Observatory at the Uni-
versity of Virginia, had not another astronomer in England
beat him to the discovery by a few days. Lewis has a wonderful
knowledge of the star-maps and is now constructing a new ten-
inch telescope. He is making a little money by handling a news-
paper route in Columbia and hopes to enter either the Uni-
versity of Virginia, or the University of South Carolina this
fall—and his paper route will help see him through.

At first, when he first read science-fiction, young Mr. Lewis
had only a slight interest in astronomy, which has grown so
that he now intends to make the science his life work. Even-
tually, he wants to teach the subject.

‘Science-fiction is very new as a classified literature and it will
take decades for its effects to be felt throughout the scientific
world—but Mr. Lewis, we hope, will be one of the great
scientists of the future who received their first inspiration
through scientific fiction.
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THE PROPHETIC VOICE

By Laurence Manning
(Continued from page 1335)

intelligence and in science. Nor were any
traces of new mines or excavations appar-
ent afterwards. No! We can depend upon
it that the expedition was sent to explore
our planet and what possible reason is
there for such exploration save that it
might be colonized by these visitors?

“Ah! You say that they went away
again. Therefore they probably found that
this earth was not suitable to them and
we may forget the whole matter as unim-
portant. In all seriousness, I ask you, sup-
posing the wild beasts in our imaginary
jungle returned after the explorers had
left, and presuming them capable of even
such simple reasoning as this, might they
not have said the same? Once African
jungles were without civilization. Today
almost the entire continent is overrun with
cities and factory units., And as for this
jungle called Earth, filled with none too
bright animals called Men, how soon may
we find ourselves driven out from our
earthly heritage, acre by acre?

“The future? How far ahead have we
been able to commtunicate —only a few
thousand years. And the whole business

is under strict contre} from.that dim un-
known Future. There is revealed to us
only what has been censored for our con-
sumption. By whom ? We suppose by our
descendants. But supposing they are not
human at all? Or suppose that they are
the last of the humans— (why can we not
reach fifty or even a hundred thousand
years into the future?)

“There are too many dangers that may
lie concealed behind any of these mysteries
for us to sit back quietly and in idleness.
Of course, the whole thing may be a fabric
of imagination built up upon insufficient
evidence, but I for one am not satisfied
and I beg that all my readers who may feel
as I do will get into communication. with
me at once.”

® With such speculations, history can

have little to do. The matter is interest-
ing but still remains a mystery. None the
less, we may learn from it as from all his-
tory how to better conduct ourselves in
the present—which after all is the mother
of History, just as it is the father of the
Future.

THE END

WHAT IS YOUR SCIENCE KNOWLEDGE ?

Test Yourself by This Questionnaire

1. What causes the bends, and who is subject to them? (See Page 1206) -
2. How is the bends relieved? (See Page 1306)

3. Is liquid compressible? (See Page 1307)

4, How is the magnifying power of a lens increased? (See Page 1307)

5., What lenses must be very close to the objects observed? {See Page 1307)
6. Name a few microscopic animals. (See Page 1307)

7. What causes a painful sensation when you are hit with a hammer? (See Page 1309)
8. Name three insects that may be said to be socialistic. (See Page 1317)

9. Describe the racial intelligence of the termite. (See Page 1318)

10. What is the function of the queen ant? (See Page 1318)

11, Where are the Pyrenees Mountains? (See Page 1333)
12. Where are giant termites found? (See Page 1382)

18. What is the scientific name for the gullet? (See Page 1385)

14. Tell how the voltaic battery works. (See Page 1386)

15. Could a planet exist closer to the sun than Mercury? (See Page 1386)
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Rebets, Esophagus, and Gasoline

Editor, SCIENCE QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS:

Your Science Questions and Ansiweres department is
of great benefit %0 WONDER STORIES readers. It is not
only very interesting, baut it is also very eduncational
to the people. 1 hope that the department will always
be published regularly and mever chalked out.

I wieh that you would please answer the following
three questions for me, which I consider important.

1. Is it true that Dr. Harry May invented a talk-
ing robot called Alpha, which can stand up, sit down,
move his arms, shake his head, and reply to various
questlm, and on what basie does this talking rebot

function ?

2. Is not the esophagus, ap orgam of the human
body, unnecessary, and that man could easily live
without it, in fact much better, as he could never
then be choked by particles of food lodged in the
throat ?

8. Is it not possible that the supply of made gaso-
line, in time to come, will be exhausted and all used
up, and therefore do away with our present auto-
mobile ?

Please answer the above questions at your con-

venience. LeERoy CHRISTIAN BAS'HOBE,
Lebanon, Pa.

(1. For the past few years, we have read of several
remarkable rodot inventions which, made in the shape
of man, become very astonishing. These mechanisms
have been taaght to answer tel es, open doors to
admit people, answer =imple questions, and do other
belpfnl, mechanical tasks. They cannot, of course,
think for theraselves any more than a printing press
or a threshing machine could. They are put inte mo-
tion by remsete control, usually through phnhele«nc
reaction or by certain soonds made by the homan
vmee,-tekphonebeﬂ,etc, according to their intermal
copstructivn, Many actomatic deviecs, however, are
in vse, though they 4o not take the shape of a man.
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At present, the photoelectric cell is being used st

Pennsylvams Station in New York City. The doors

between the gates and the waiting room open aute-
y apon the approach of a pereon.

2. The esophagus is the tube, aiso caled the gunlet,
through which masticated food passes from the mouth
to the stomach. It is a vital necessity, as yon will
see by any chart showinz the digestive system of the
framan body, and couvid not be done sway with,
Remember that there are many other tubes, both of
she circulatory and respiratory systcms, passing dowp
the threat. The 8ppendix is an unnecessary part eof
the human bedy, but it was probably needed when
the ancestors of man were crawling around on all
fours. This, by the way, upbolds the evelutionary
thearies, for a two-iegwed re has no noed of the
appendix, and there is no aom thst after perhaps
hondreds of thousends of Fears, the sppendiz will
have atrephied iteelf out of existence because of com-
stant disuse.

3. Gasoline, 1ike coal, does not replenish itself—at
teast, not for miflions of years—and there is no doubdt,
as yo