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Stories that have appeared  in Fantastic Adventures Monthly

L A N D  O F  T H E  S H A D O W  D R A G O N S  ( N o v e l ) ............................... b y  E a n d o  B in d e r
W hen the Invisible Robinhood faces invisible dragons, something is bound to happen!
T H R E E  E Y E S  IN  T H E  D A R K  ( N o v e le t ) .................................................... b y  D o n  W ilc o x
There she w as, before Nort's eyes—the girl who wore three mystic jewels that meant rescue to man.
T H E  M A S T E R F U L  M IN D  O F  M O R T IM E R  M E E K  ( N o v e l ) . . . .  b y  W i l l i a m  P . M c G iv e m
It's easy  to command when you know your will pow er is irresistible. M aybe just a  bit too easy!
M O O N S  O F  D E A T H  ( N o v e le t ) .......................................................................b y  D a v id  V . R e e d
It takes a  steady hand, clear eyes, and iron nerve to be a  moon-diver. But w hat if you lose all three?
T H E  M A N  W H O  M U R D E R E D  H IM S E L F  ( S h o r t ) .............................b y  D u n c a n  F a r n s w o r th
It w as a  marvelous party. Everyone changed identity. Then one of them died. W as he guest or host?
T H E  M A C H IN E  F R O M  T H E  P A S T  ( S h o r t ) ............................................ b y  J a m e s  N o r m a n
He came out of the bay  to w arn of a  disaster. W as he insane, or had  time really been bridged?
M R . D U F F Y 'S  O T H E R  L IF E  ( S h o r t ) ............................................................b y  A r th u r  T. H a r r i s
Mr. Duffy figured he 'd  do different if he had his life to live over again. Then the chance came.
O N S L A U G H T  O F  T H E  D R U ID  G IR L S  ( N o v e le t ) ............................... b y  R a y  C u m m in g s
Lee Blaine went to find Earth's second moon, and found also a  lovely girl in dire, mysterious danger.
W A N D E R E R  O F  L ITTLE L A N D  ( N o v e l ) ..................................................b y  E a n d o  B in d e r
The Little People were forbidden to traffic with the Big Ones, but then, a  favor ought to be returned.
T H E  M A N  W H O  B O U G H T  M A R S  ( N o v e le t ) ....................................... b y  P o l to n  C r o s s
Hal Bailey bought Mars although it seemed worthless. But then he slept for a  century and  a  half.
A M A Z O N S  O F  A  W E IR D  C R E A T IO N  ( N o v e le t ) ..........................b y  J e p  P o w e l l
Spud Harris and Dr. Pipp were in a  spot—two lone men in a  woman's world; and w hat hags they were!
S ID N E Y , T H E  S C R E W L O O S E  R O B O T  (S h o r t ) ................................... b y  W i l l i a m  P . M c G iv e m
Problem children are  difficult, eh? Well, did you ever own a  robot with a  screw loose in his head?
BILL O F  R IG H T S , 5 0 0 0  A .D . ( S h o r t ) ............................................................. b y  J o h n  Y o rk  C a b o t
There w as Truth on that ancient scroll! And it inspired Shar to defy his masters, fight for freedom.
G O D D E S S  O F  F IR E .................................................................................................b y  E d g a r  R ic e  B u r r o u g h s
W hat w as the mystery behind the Fire Goddess? How did she know of Earth, or Brooklyn?
M U R D E R E D — Y ET A L IV E  .......................................... ......................................b y  J e p  P o w e l l
If you w ere broadcast by  radio and became two men, would it be a  crime to kill your other self?
A B N E R  S C H L A P 'S  S T R A N G E  I N S IG H T ..................................................b y  A r th u r  T . H a r r i s
Abner bought a  pair of glasses, and found they enabled him to read  minds—and life became hell!
C IT Y  O F  L O S T  S O U L S ............................................................ b y  R a lp h  M iln e  F a r l e y  & A1 P . N e ls o n
Daloss, the holy city, w as one place the Foreign Legion of Mars had  never licked—but this time . . .
T H R E E  T ER R IB LE  P E O I-L E .................................................................................b y  J o h n  Y o rk  C a b o t
This author's characters got tired of his plots, so they came to life and cooked up their own!
R O B O T S  C A N 'T  L IE ..............................................................................................b y  R o b e r t  L e s l ie  B e lle m
The robot couldn't lie, because w hat it saw  w as recorded. This one saw  the murderer.
D O O R W A Y  O F  V A N IS H IN G  M E N ..........................................................b y  W i l l i a m  P. M c G iv e m
People walked into the revolving door of the big store, but didn't come out the other side!
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HP THOUGHT
He mutekeo- THEN A TIP COT BILL A

1 Trained These Men
Chfef On»rator Broadcasting 

S ta tio n
B efore I  com pleted your les

sons, I ob ta ined  ray R adio 
B r o a d c a s t  O perato r's  l i c e n s e  
and  Im m ediately joined S ta tion  
W M PC w here I ana now C hief 
O perator.

B O L U S  F . K A T E S
327MmMson fit.
Lapeer, M ichigan

Barviee Manager for Four Stores
I  waa w orking in  a  garage  when 
I  enrol led w ith  N . R . I. I am 
jjow R adio sendee m anager for
th e  M— ------  F u rn i tu r e  Co. fo r
th e ir four store.*.

JA M E S E. RYAN 
119 Pebble C ourt.
F a ll  R iver, Maas.

$15 a  Week Extra In Spare Time
I am doing sp are  tim e R adio  
work, and 1 am averaging  from 
$700 to $850 a  year. Those e x 
t r a  dollar* mean so m uch—the 
d ifference between ju s t barely 
g e ttin g  by an d  living com fort
ably.

JO H N  W A 8H K O  
97 New C ranberry  
H azle ton . P enn a.

DRAFT REGISTRANTS!
I f  you ARE called , and  a re  th e n  a  R adio  
T echnician , y ou 'll be e lig ib le  for a coram uni- 
ca tions b ran ch  of th e  serv ice: In line for 
technical ra tings w ith  e x tra  pay.
I f  you ARE NOT ca lled , you now have art 
opportun ity  to  get Into R adio a t  a  tim e when 
the Governm ent Is pouring m illio n s  of dollar* 
Into th e  R ad io  Industry  to  b uy  D efense eq u ip 
m ent, on top of boom civilian R adio  business, 
E ith e r way— I t ’s  sm a rt to  t r a in  for R A D IONOW I

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
in  your spare tim e for a

GOOD JOB IN RADIO f f l t
I f  you  o a n 't  m «  a  fu tu re  i n  your p re sen t jo b : 
feel y o u 'll  never m ake m uch m ore money, i f  
y o u 're  In a seasonal Held, su b jec t to  lay 
offs, IT 'S  T IM E  NOW to in v estig a te  R adio . 
T ra in ed  R adio  T echnicians m ake good m on
ey. and you d o n 't h a re  to  give up  your 
p resent job or leave hom e to  lea rn  Radio. 1 
t r a in  you u  hom e n ights in  your sp a re  time.

Why M any R adio Technicians 
M ake $30. $40. $50 a Week 

R ad io  broadcasting  s ta tio n s  employ opera
to rs . tech n ic ian s . R ad io  m an u fa c tu re rs  em 
ploy tent am , inspectors, nervi rem en in  gcod-

fay jobs. K udin jobbers, dealers, employ 
nstallatlon  and servicem en. M any Radio 

T ec h n ic ian s  open th e ir  own R ad io  sales and 
re p a ir  businesses an d  m ake $30. $40. $50 a 
week. O thers hold th e ir  re g u la r  jobs and 
m ake $5 to  $10 a  week flying R adio*  in 
sp a re  tim e. A utom obile, P o lic e , A viation, 
C om m ercial R ad io ; L oudspeaker System s, 
E lec tron ic Device* are o th e r field* offering 
op p o rtu n itie s  for which N. H. I . give* the 
re q u ired  knowledge of Radio. Television 
prom isee to open good Jobs Boon.

Many Mftfca $5 to $15 • Week Extra 
In B jars Tim e W hile Learning

T he day you en ro ll, I  s ta r t  send ing  you E x tra  
Money Jo b  S heets—sta rt  show ing you how 
to  do R a d io  re p a ir  Jobe. T hroughou t your 
C ourse I  send plana and d irec tion*  which 
have helped  m any m ake $5 to  $10 a week

J .  E . S M IT H , P re s i 
d e n t ■ N ational Radio 
In s ti tu te  E stab lished  
25 years

e x tra  In sp are  tim e 
w hile lea rn ing . I seed  
• p e d a l  R adio  e q u ip 
m ent to  conduct ex 
perim ent* and bu ild  
circuit* . T h is  50-50 
tra in in g  m ethod make* 
lea rn in g  a t  hom e in 
tere s tin g , fa sc in atin g , 
practical- YOU A LSO  
G E T  A M O D E R N .
P R O F E S S I O N A L .
A L L -W A V E , A L L 
P U R P O S E  S E T  
S E R V I C I N G  I N  
8T R U M E N T  to  h elp

Iou m ake money f l i 
ng R ad ios w hile learn ing  and  equ ip  you for 

fu ll tim e work a f te r  you graduate.
F in d  Out W bat Radio, Television Offer Yea 
A ct T oday 1 M all tho coupon for m y 6 4 -p ig e  
book, " R ic h  R ew ards in  R a d io .”  I t  point* 
out R ad io 's  sp a re  tim e an d  fu ll tim e oppor
tu n itie s  an d  tboae com ing In T elev ision; 
te lls  ab o u t m y C ourse In R ad io  and  Televi
s io n : shows m ore th a n  100 le t te rs  from  m en I  
have tra in e d , telling  w hat they  are  doing a n d  
e a rn in g . R ead  m y money back  agreem ent. 
M A IL  CO U PO N  in  an  envelope or paate do 
penny postcard— NOW !

J. E. BM1TW. President 
D e p t ICM, N ational Radio Inrtltut*  

W ashington, D. C.

THIS BOOK has
sh o rn  h o a r d s h o w s  

MAKE MOM V ° NEY

M ait this to get 64  page book FREE
.P AS.
“’C .. *K”'° J

J -  E .  S m i t h ,  P r e s i d e n t ,  D e p t .  I C M  
N a t i o n s !  R a d i o  I  n e t  i t  a t e ,  W a s h i n g t o n ,  D .  O-
M ail me F R E E , w ith o u t ob ligation , y o u r 04-D*ge book " R ic h  
H ow ards In  R a d io .”  (N o  aa le tm an  w ill ca ll. W rite  p la in ly .)

A G E ..
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FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

you’re that man, here’* something that will 
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick 
acheme—butsomethingmore substantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant* You've got to pay the price 
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over 
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of 82,000 
to $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

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

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle's modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting bouse under the personal supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you 
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice 
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master 
them all.

> You cover accountancy from the basic Principle* 
right'up through Accountancy Systems and IncomeTal 
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it— 
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come ? The only answer, as you know, 
is that success docs come to the man who is really 
trained. I t ’s possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—  
with increased earnings— before they have completed it! 
For accountants, who are trained in organization and 
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don’t put off investigation of a ll 
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, “Accoun
tancy, The Profession That Pays." I t ’ll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t 
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon north

Over 1850 Certified
Thar’s the training you follow in  principle under the Public Accountant* among 

LaSalle Problem Method. laSalle alumni

LASALLE EXTENSlON U
A  C O R R ESPO N D EN CE  INSTITUTION

4101 S. Michigan Av... 0«pt37S-HR.Cfi!<age, III.
I wanttobeanaccountant.Sendme,withoutcostorobligation,the4S-page boek,“Aceountancy, 
The Profession That Pays,” and full information about your accountancy training program.

Name_______________

Address_____________

Position_____ _______

City..

. Age.



A S  you read this sentence, you already know 
/ A  the good news—about F antastic Adven- 

-^-tures going monthly with the June issue. 
We made up our minds in a hurry, just as we 
were going to press with this May issue. And the 
reason we made this quick decision? Well, the 
editors want to thank the readers of Fantastic 
Adventures for the many encouraging letters, 
and the many requests that we publish the maga
zine every month. We are pleased that our latest 
issues have met with your complete approval, and 
with some very fine stories on tap, we are going 
to go “double'’ imme
diately, so as not to let 
them go “stale,” if that 
word could ever apply to 
the treats on tap every 
month from now on !

TUST as a teaser, how 
^  about these, for that 
first monthly issue?

“The Druid Girl” by 
Ray Cummings, featured 
by McCauley’s “Mac 
Girl” in another sensa
tional cover scene. I t’s 
easily the best work of 
both men, and Cum
mings’ story is proof 
that he has hit the 
“comeback” trail with a 
vengeance.

Another returning fa
vorite is Eando Binder 
with another “Little Peo
ple” story.

Then there’s Jep Powell, our newest writer, 
with “Amazons of a Weird Creation,” which is 
a rather unusual story, we confess.

But let's not reveal any more. We won’t have 
any suspense left, if we do. All we will say is that 
it’s a top-notch lineup!

PERHAPS one of the most exciting bits of fore- 
cast information we can give you is the news 

that Nat Schachner, the old master, is coming 
up in August with “The Enchantress,” as fine a 
fantasy as we’ve ever read!

And in July we have James Norman’s great 
character "Oscar of Mars” in his third thrilling 
adventure. Oscar bids fair to become a legend

in fantasy fiction. Don’t miss this one, by any 
means! We’re warning you now!

\  LL of which points to some of the things in 
this issue. This seems to be “comeback” 

time! For instance, here’s the Jnvisible Robinhood, 
who made such a hit back in July 1939, our initial 
issue. Binder has penned another adventure of 
this modern champion of justice.

And David V. Reed returns after a long absence 
with a swashbuckling story that’ll burn your ears 
off for sheer action and suspense. It’s fine stuff!

He'll be back again ! He's 
scheduled for “Kid Poi
son” very soon in our 
companion m agazine, 
Amazino Stories. If you 
like good interplanetary 
stuff, watch for that one 1 

Next, there’s Don Wil
cox with the second of 
his new kind of story, the 
true fantasy. Let us 
know what you think of 
“Three Eyes In The 
Dark” will you?

And our humorist, Wil
liam P. McGivern bits us 
again with the most hi
larious adventure of them 
all—and with a complete 
novel! Laugh? We think 
you will!

the way, if you 
haven’t gotten that 

big lStb A nniversary
issue of Amazing Stories, don’t fail to dash out 
right now and nail a copy. I t ’s the biggest ever, 
and crammed with your favorite writers and 
artists. 244 pages of entertainment plus!

Y \J E have a fantastic crime-wave on our hands! 
'  '  Listen to this, from recent newspaper stories. 

It reads like Fantastic Adventures 1 
Steubenville, Ohio—An entire mile of track was 

stolen from a Pennsylvania Railroad spur!
Chicago, Illinois—An apartment building under 

construction was looted of 158 bathtubs!
Little Falls, New York—A granite monument 

weighing 1,600 ibs. was stolen from Jas. Hallinanl 
(Concluded on page 123)

BY POPULAR DEMAND

f f o m t k

\  ADVENTURES
WILL BE

PUBLISHED MONTHLY
. DON'T MISS THE *

*  BIG JUNE ISSUE

HeurtelanJi ^ i p r i t  2 0 lk ! ET
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T R A I N  F OR

E L E C TR IC ITY
And If You Are Short of Money

fa l& S .* rrra
p , M |,| n , -  ^ Nfertt-

Hare you ever dreamed of
holding down a  steady, good
Say  jo b ?  H ave you ever 

reamed of doi ng the work yon 
really like in a job that holds 
promise of area l fu tu rein  the 
years ahead?

Well, we all know that yon 
can’t  get the good things in 
life by just dream ing about 
them. Hundreds of fellows are 
today holding down 
m ighty fine jobs 
with prospects of a  
b r ig h t  fu tu re .

■ ^ 5-  ̂They are filling 
jjjthese jobs bo- 
“cause they bad I 

the foresight to 
equip themselves with the r ig h t kind of tra in 
ing. Most of these men were only average fellows 
a  short time ago. but the proper training helped 
to lift them out of the low pay ranks of unskilled 
workers. The same opportunity is now offered to you. ^

The great fascinating field of ELECTRICITY offers 
•  real future to many men and young men who are willing to  
prepare for a  place In this giant industry.

Here at my school In Chicago, the world*# 
Electrical Center, you can get 12 weeks 
Shop Training in ELECTRICITY and 
an  extra 4 weeks Course In Radio that 
can help give you your start towards a  
better job.

You will be trained on actual equip
ment and machinery and because of our
method of training, you don’t  need pre
vious experience o r a  lo t of education. 
Many of my successful graduates never

m

even completed Grammar School.
Here In my school you work on genera

tors, motors, dynamos, you do house 
wiring, wind arm atures and 

do actual work in many other 
branches of electricity and 

right now I’m including val
uable instruction in Diesel, 
E lectric R e f r ig e ra tio n  

and Air Conditioning a t 
n o  extra cost. Our practical 

shop methods make it easier 
to  lea rn —F irst the instruc

tors tell you how a  thing should 
be done — th en  they show you 

how it should be done—th en  you do th e  
ac tu a l work yourself.

I’LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING
You can get this training first — then pay  for i t  
la te r in easy m onthly paym ents, starting 60 days 
after your 12 weeks training period is over — then  
you have 12 m onths to complete your payments.

EARN WHILE LEARNING
If you need p a r t tim e work to help out with ex
penses while training in my shops, my employment 
department will give you their assistance to help you 
get it. Then after graduation this department will 
give you valuable lifetime em ploym ent service.

Send th e  coupon today fo r all details. When 
1 get It I’ll send you my big free book containing 
dozens of pictures of students at work in my shops.
I ’ll also tell you about my “ Pay After Gradua
tion”  Plan, extra 4 weeks Radio Course and how 
many earn whilo learning and how we hel;

our students a f te r  graduation. Fill In, clip 
coupon, m ail today for your s ta r t  toward 
a  brighter
future. I  U m A l J

HOUSE WIRING
only one of the many branches you 

*leani By Doing.*?
* \ .. Coyne haa 
first class in
s tru c to rs  to  teach you tbs 
simplest thins* 
to s ta r t with 
and they h a v e  
the equipment ‘ to  show you 
these things an 

^  you advance. 3 
Ben Rickman. S. Casw

H. C. LEWIS, Prasldsnt
ELECTRICAL 

SCHOOL
St.tapL3l-M.eMun

COYNE





by EANDO BINDER
Somewhere in the North an unknown menace 
threatened disaster to America— unless the 

n ssble Robinhood could solve its mystery

TH E  chartered  p lane’s motor 
roared as it left Chicago’s M u 
nicipal A irport. A low-winged 

cabin ship, it raised sluggishly, loaded 
alm ost to capacity with crated  supplies.

Pilot H ugh C rane tensed a t the con
trols. T he ship was acting alm ost as 
though it were overloaded! H e gunned 
for altitude desperately. F a r down the 
field were high-tension wires. Once a 
plane had blundered into them , ending 
up a broken, burning mass of junk.

W hy w asn’t  the plane rising norm al
ly? T he m otor hummed smooth as silk 
and C rane had full control of ailerons. 
Yet the c ra ft inched itself from  the 
ground w ith agonizing reluctance.

T he suspense was over in seconds. 
The plane barely  cleared the wires. The 
m argin had been uncom fortably close. 
If  the undercarriage had not been re

tractab le , the ship would have 
crashed.

C r a n e  u n - 
clam ped his lower 
lip from his teeth. 
In  his years of 
piloting, he had 
never come th a t 

near to  disaster. B ut now 
the plane slanted up into the safe aerial 
highways.

H e turned to his two passengers won
dering if they had  noticed.

9
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“ R a th e r  a  poor take-off, w asn ’t  i t ? ” 
P a u l H a rla n  sa id  sharp ly . “ W e were 
ca re fu l no t to  overload  the  ship , ac 
co rd ing  to  a irp o rt in s tru c tio n s and  in 
sp ec tio n .”

C rane  knew  he w asn ’t  going to  like 
H a rla n . T a ll and  d a rk , he seem ed 
a b o u t C ra n e ’s age, u n d er th irty . H is 
b earin g  w as stiff and  cold, his lips 
s tra ig h t and  th in . A m an  who would 
p lay  h is own gam e, given the  chance.

Ignoring  the w ords, H ugh  C rane a d 
dressed  th e  g irl in  the  side seat.

“ W here  to , M iss D am o n ?”
She d id  n o t rep ly  a t  once.
D a w n ’s glow ing red  a rc  b righ tened  

in  th e  east, revealing  the  girl m ore 
c learly . C ra n e ’s  b rie f glance form ed a  
s tacca to  im pression . F igu re  ta ll, slen
der. F e a tu re s  reg u la r except for a 
sligh t u p tu rn e d  nose. T y p e , titian  
b lond. C lo th ing  m ann ish  for roughing 
it  —  boots, le a th e r b reeches, suede 
ja c k e t, tarn  o ’sh an te r. T o ta l effect, not 
bad!

“ Y ou will fly due n o rth w est,” the  girl 
d irec ted . H e r  tone  w as preoccupied .

“ T o  w hat, o r w h ere?”
“O u r destin a tio n  is n ea r G rea t B ear 

L a k e , C an a d a .”
“ W hich  side of i t? ” C ran e  pu rsued .
A  fro s ty  s ta re  accom pan ied  the  g ir l’s 

response.
“As I  to ld  th e  a irp o rt officials, th a t ’s 

m y  business. I  pa id  for th e  priv ilege 
o f hav ing  an  un inqu isitive  p i lo t! ”

“ O u c h !” C ran e  said  m en tally .
W h a t k in d  o f tr ip  w as th is?  W hy 

a ll th e  secrecy? H e took a  longer look 
a t  th e  g irl. N o , she w asn ’t ju s t  a  
w ealthy  m adcap , ou t for a la rk . T h e re  
w as q u ie t pu rpose  in  her hazel-brow n 
eyes. A lm ost grim ness.

“ I c a n ’t  go b y  those  general d irec
tio n s ,” C rane  v en tu red . “ N o t all the  
w ay . A p lane  isn ’t  som eth ing  you can  
am b le  a round  in aim lessly . A fte r all, 
M iss  D am on— ”

Jo n d ra  D am on in te rru p te d  w ith  a 
toss o f h e r head.

“Y ou’re being difficult. W hen we 
reach  G rea t B ear L ak e , I ’ll give you 
m ore specific in struc tions. I f  th a t  
doesn’t sa tis fy  you, tu rn  back ! I ’ll get 
an o th e r  p ilo t.”

F o r a m om ent they  g la red  a t  each 
o ther. T hen  C rane shrugged  and 
tu rn e d  eyes fron t. T h e  g irl w as w ith in  
h e r  righ ts. H e h ad  been in s tru c ted  to  
fly w here she w ished, w ith in  the  range 
of r isk  to  life  and  ship . B eyond th a t, 
th e  officials h ad  sa id— or know n— n o th 
ing o f th e  eccen tric  a rran g em en t.

A i y H A T  w as it all ab o u t?  C ran e  be
gan  to  feel he w as flying in som e 

so rt o f m y ste ry . T o  C ra n e  it w asn’t  
exactly  an  unp leasan t th o u g h t.

T h e  g ir l’s hand  touched  h is shoul
der. She w as suddenly  sm iling.

“ I  d id n ’t  m ean to  be so a b ru p t. B u t 
I  rea lly  c a n ’t  explain  m uch m ore a t  
p resen t. M y  fa th e r is up  th e re — D r. 
Sewell D am on. H e ’s conducting  ex
perim en ts. M r. Pau l H a rla n , who 
answ ered  m y ad  la s t w eek for an  ex
perienced  chem ist, is to  ass is t him . 
T h e  exact destina tion  is being  k ep t 
secret as long as possib le a t  m y  fa th e r’s 
re q u e st.”

She added , a f te r  a  m om ent’s h es ita 
tion , “ I  th in k  he fears— well, sp ies .”

“ S p ie s!”  C ran e  echoed the  w ord w ith  
a  s ta r t . “ W h a t so r t o f experim enting
is he  do ing?”

T h e  girl shook her head , b u t  not 
angrily . H er eyes sudden ly  gleam ed 
w ith w orry . She spoke in  a low m u r
m ur.

“ I th in k  he m ay  be in d a n g e r!”
She arose, as though  to  pace the  n a r

row  cab in  floor.
“ S it d o w n !” C rane  snapped . H astily  

he added , “ S orry , b u t  i t ’s  the best thing 
to  do while fly ing.”

B u t before th e  g irl could obey, the
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sh ip  lu rched  th ro u g h  an  a ir  p o cket. 
T he  g irl seem ed a b o u t to  s tu m b le  a n d  
fall b ack w ard . B u t m iracu lo u sly  she 
d id n ’t ,  as if a  h a n d  h a d  c a u g h t h e r  a rm  
ju s t in  tim e.

“ T h a n k s ! ”  she sm iled  a t  H a r la n , 
gain ing  h e r  sea t.

H a r la n  s ta re d  a t  h e r  b la n k ly . H e  
h ad  h ad  no  ch an ce  to  h e lp  h e r, h a lf  s lid 
ing  o u t of h is  se a t h im self.

“ W h a t —  ”  he  b egan , b u t  th e n  
sh rugged . I t  w as h a rd  to  ta lk  above 
th e  d ro n e  of th e  p ropello r.

C ra n e ’s q u ick  g lance  b eh in d  h im  h ad  
ta k e n  in  th e  ep isode. A gain  th ings 
seem ed  verg in g  on t h e  m ysterious. 
F irs t  th e  p lan e , a p p a re n tly  overloaded . 
T h e n  th e  q u eer m ission th e y  w ere on. 
N ow  th e  g irl, ac ting  as th o u g h  an  u n 
seen p assenger h ad  assisted  her.

B u t th e re  was no such  p assen g er. She 
h ad  im agined  th a t  som eone h a d  h e lp ed  
h e r  keep  h er balance.

r T ''H E  p lane  d ru m m ed  n o rth w e s t. T h e  
A coun try side  below  becam e s te a d ily  

m ore b leak  an d  rugged  w ith  each  de
gree of n o r th e rn  la titu d e .

T e n  hou rs la te r , H u g h  C ra n e  tu rn e d  
to  Jo n d ra  D am o n , dozing  in h e r  sea t. 
H e h a te d  to  d is tu rb  h e r, b u t  now  w as 
the  tim e fo r d irec tions. She looked like  
she h a d n ’t had  p ro p e r sleep  fo r a  w eek , 
in p re p a ra tio n  fo r th is  s tra n g e  v e n tu re .

“ W e’re w ith in  a h u n d re d  m iles of 
G re a t B ear L ak e . M ig h t te ll me now  
ex actly  w here  y o u  w a n t to  go .”

J o n d ra  D am o n  r u b b e d  h er eyes. 
“ F if ty  m iles ea s t o f G re a t B e a r, d i
rec tly  on th e  A rc tic  C ircle.

M in u te s  la te r , a  snow  sq u a ll cam e up , 
chilling  the h e a ted  cab in .

C ran e  p o n d e red . “ I f  th e  snow  gets 
th ic k e r ,” he sa id , “ I ’ll hav e  to  la n d  on 
th e  first level s tre tc h . B u t m ay b e  we 
can  m ake  it  to  y o u r d es tin a tio n . W h a t 
a re  we look ing  for?  A ny la n d m a rk  you  
can  n am e?”

“ I t ’s a  v a lley ,” th e  g irl re sp o n d e d  
sh o r tly , ligh ting  a c ig a re tte .

C ra n e  looked  h e lp less ly  a t  H a r la n .
H a r la n  sh rugged . “ I  k n o w  a s  little  

a b o u t it a s  you  d o ,” h e  g ru n te d .
A t th e  sam e tim e h e  eyed  th e  g irl as 

th o u g h  he, too , re se n te d  being  k e p t  so 
m uch  in  th e  d a rk .

J o n d ra  D am on  blew  o u t a  c lo u d  of 
sm oke im p e rtu rb a b ly .

“ I  th o u g h t i t  w as w om en w ho w ere  
a lw ays cu rious. N ow  look , y o u ’re  b o th  
p a id  to  do  as  y o u ’re to ld , a n d  p a id  well. 
Y ou, M r. H a r la n , w ere h ire d  a t  te n  d o l
la rs  a  d a y  to  he lp  m y  fa th e r  w hen  we 
a rriv e . Y ou , M r. C ran e , w ere  engaged  
to  la n d  th e  p lan e  w here  I  s ta te , h e lp  u n 
load  th e  supp lies , an d  th e n  leave. I t ’s 
sim ple  enough , isn ’t  i t ? ”

“ B u t the  v a lle y !” C ra n e  sa id  p a 
tie n tly . “ I  p re su m e  th e re ’s a  b ig  sign  
som ew here  sa y in g  valley in  b ig  re d  le t
te r s ? ”

T h e  g irl flushed. “ O h! W ell, i t ’s a 
su n k en  va lley . F a th e r  in fo rm ed  m e 
th a t  i t  shou ld  s ta n d  o u t from  th e  a ir  
b y  its e lf .”

C ra n e  shook  h is h ead , b u t w en t b a c k  
to  h is con tro ls.

R each in g  G rea t B e a r L a k e , he  
c ru ised  ov er its  e a s te rn  sh o re , a n d  
sw ung  g ra d u a lly  aw ay  in  a  w ide c ircle . 
T h e  snow  th ic k e n e d , m a k in g  a  la n d in g  
im p e ra tiv e  w ith in  an  h o u r. C ra n e  sw ep t 
h is eyes from  ho rizon  to  ho rizo n  for th e  
valley . A  su n k en  valley . W h a t in  th e  
w orld  w ould  it look  like?

A  h an d  g rip p ed  h is  sh o u ld e r s u d 
den ly , tu rn in g  h im  s lig h tly . T h e n  
C ra n e  saw  it  h im se lf— a d a rk  g ash  in  
the  g e n e ra l w h iteness  o f sn o w -tu fted  
land .

“ Y es, th a t  m u st be  i t l ”  C ra n e  sa id , 
w ondering  w hy  H a r la n  w as so m y s te r i
ous, g ra sp in g  h is sh o u ld er a n d  n o t sa y 
ing  a  w ord . H e  looked  a ro u n d , b u t  
H a r la n  w as now  b eside  th e  g irl, p e e r 
ing  dow n.
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W h a t w as th e  m a n ’s gam e?  C ran e  
th o u g h t flee ting ly . H a d  h e  kn o w n  how  
th e  v a lley  w ou ld  lo o k , d e sp ite  h is  p re 
te n d e d  ig n o ran ce  o f th e  w hole th in g ?  
W as he k e ep in g  th in g s  from  th e  g irl, 
a s  well a s  th e  o th e r  w ay  a ro u n d  ? W h a t 
w as in  th a t  v a lle y - -g o ld , ra d iu m ?

H e ’d  soon  find  o u t. C ra n e  zoom ed 
fo r th e  sp o t. C irc lin g  a n d  low ering , he 
m a d e  o u t th e  b a r re n  floor o f th e  v a lley , 
w ith  o n ly  a n  ev erg reen  h e re  a n d  th e re . 
A  lan d in g  cou ld  easily  b e  m ad e  in  th e  
v a lley  itse lf . I t  w as su n k e n , a ll r ig h t, 
a t  le a s t th re e  h u n d re d  fe e t below  g en 
e ra l level, w ith  sh ee r cliffs a t  ev e ry  side .

“ H ow  q u e e r i t  looks 1”  J o n d ra  
D am o n  w as m u rm u rin g  a t  h is  side , 
p e e rin g  t h r o u g h  t h e  w indsh ie ld . 
“ W a tc h  o u t fo r th e  snow  . . .”

T T  s tru c k  C ra n e  too . Sw irls o f snow 
flakes d ro p p e d  in to  th e  v a lley  a n d  

seem ed  to  h an g . M o m e n ta rily , th e y  
seem ed  to  fo rm  th e  g h o st-sh ap es  o f ta ll  
tre e s . C ra n e  fe lt a  q u a lm  o f u n e a s i
ness, b u t  q u ic k ly  k illed  i t .  O n e  co u ld  
see a n y th in g  in  c louds o r  sn o w sto rm s, 
w ith  a  d a sh  o f im ag in a tio n .

“ N o  tim e to  w a s te ,” h e  w arn ed . 
“ W e’re  go ing  dow n. H o ld  o n ! ” 

H e a d in g  in to  th e  w in d , C ra n e  s la n te d  
dow n fo r  th e  b ro a d , sm o o th  a re a  a t  one 
e n d  o f  th e  v a lley . T h e re  sh o u ld  be  no  
tro u b le .

S u d d en ly  a t in y  figure em erg ed  from  
som e h id d en  sh e lte r  below , n e a r  a  cliff- 
face . I t  r a n  m a d ly  in to  th e  o pen , sw ing
ing  its  a rm s  w ild ly .

“ I t  m u s t be  f a th e r ! ” J o n d ra  cried . 
S he  p e e re d  c losely . “ H e  seem s to  be 
w a rn in g  us aw ay . I  d o n ’t  u n d e rs ta n d . 
T h e r e ’s so m eth in g  w ro n g !”

H a r la n  g asp ed . “ T h e  m a n ’s m ad! 
H e ’s firing  h is  g u n  a t  u s ! ”

A bove th e  ro a r  o f  th e  p ro p e llo r 
so u n d ed  th e  s h a rp  b a rk  of a  rifle. T h e  
m a n  below  w as firing  n o t a t  th em , b u t 
in  w a rn in g  n o t to  lan d ! T o  s ta y  aw ay !

“ I ’m  go ing  to  la n d  a n y w a y !”  C ran e  
y e lled . “ I ’ve go t to ! B lind ing  snow 
s to rm  u p  above , a n d  g e ttin g  w orse. 
T h is  is a  sa fe r  ch a n c e .”

A  h u n d re d  feet above  g ro u n d , C ra n e  
g asp ed  th ro u g h  tig h t-p re sse d  lips.

S om eth ing  h a d  b ru sh e d  a g a in s t th e  
u n d e rc a rr ia g e !  H e fe lt i t  j a r  th ro u g h  
th e  sh ip , th o u g h  he  saw  n o th in g ! A 
keen  in s tin c t o f  d an g e r k n ife d  th ro u g h  
h im . H e  tr ie d  in s ta n tly  to  zoom  u p 
w ard  a g a in , b u t  aga in  som eth in g  s tru c k  
th e  sh ip .

T h is  tim e  i t  h a d  been  a t  th e  rig h t 
w ing tip , a lm o s t w rench ing  th e  w heel ou t 
of h is  h a n d s . T h e  p lane  d ipped  g ro u n d - 
w ard  s ick en in g ly , l i k e  a  w ounded  
b ird . W ith  d e sp e ra te  s tre n g th , C ran e  
s tra ig h te n e d  th e  c ra f t  ju s t  as th e  w heels 
to u ch ed  g ro u n d .

B ouncing  b a d ly , th e  p lan e  rum bled  
ov er th e  ro u g h  te r ra in . I t  ro lled  a l
m o st to  a  s to p , b u t  a b ru p tly  s tru c k  
som eth in g  w ith  a  s tu n n in g  im p ac t, sh iv 
e rin g  th ro u g h  its  e n tire  leng th . C ran e  
fo u n d  h im self th ro w n  in  a  ta n g le d  heap  
w ith  h is  tw o  p assen g e rs  on  th e  tilte d  
cab in  floor.

T h e  m o to r coughed  to  silence, 
lu ck ily , e lim in a tin g  th e  d a n g e r of fire 
if  a n y  gas h a d  sp u rte d  o u t of th e  w ing 
ta n k s .

CH APTER  II

The Invisible Spectre

jL T U G H  C R A N E  p ick ed  h im se lf u p  
d azed ly , th en  p u lled  th e  g irl to  

h e r  fee t. S he la y  lim p  in  h is  a rm s  fo r 
a  m o m en t, h a lf  s tu n n e d . F in a lly  h e r  
ey e lid s  flew open . T h e  w arm  co lo r of 
h e r  eyes w as w ash ed  over w ith  te rro r  
th a t  fad ed , a n d  w onder th a t  grew .

“ W h a t h a p p e n e d ? ”  sh e  a sk ed  w eakly. 
“ W h y  d id  th e  p la n e  a c t  as  if  i t  had  
s tru c k  so m e th in g ? ”

“ S tru c k  so m e th in g !”  P au l H arlan
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s to o d  b eside  th e m , d a rk  face g low er
ing , a  b ru ise  ov er h is r ig h t eye. “ B ad  
p ilo tin g , t h a t ’s a l l ,” h e  g row led . “ F ir s t  
h e  n e a r ly  w reck s  th e  sh ip  in  ta k in g  off 
a t  C h icago . N o w  h e  n e a r ly  p u ts  us 
dow n in  p ieces 1”

H is  vo ice  ro se  h a rsh ly . “ Spies! Y o u r 
fa th e r  is w o rried  a b o u t sp ies, y o u  say . 
I  ju s t  w o n d er if th is  H u g h  C ra n e  is a  
licensed  p ilo t a t  a ll. O r if h e ’s u sing  
h is  r ig h t n a m e l”

J o n d ra  D a m o n ’s eyes w idened . She 
s te p p e d  b a c k  from  C ran e .

“ F a th e r  w arn ed  m e to  be  v e ry  c a re 
fu l, a n d  now — ”

“ G ood G o d !” C ra n e  exp loded . H e ’d 
h a d  to  b ite  h is  lips to  k e e p  from  sw ing
in g  a t  H a r la n . N o w  th e  s ta r k  su sp i
cion in  th e  g ir l’s eyes a d d e d  fuel to  a 
m o u n tin g  rage . H e  d id n ’t h av e  to  ta k e  
th is  from  a n y b o d y !

H e  lu n g ed  a t  H a r la n , d riv in g  h is  fist 
fo rw ard .

The blow never landed. C ra n e  w as 
n o t q u ite  su re  w hy  it d id n ’t. Som e fo rce  
seem ed  to  g ra sp  h is w ris t a n d  ho ld  h is 
a rm  b a c k . H e  tr ie d  a g a in , m ore  e n 
rag ed  th a n  ever.

“ S to p ! ”
C ra n e  w h irled . T h e  new  voice h a d  

com e from  th e  sw ung-open  doo r o f th e  
p la n e ’s c a b in , w ith  a  b a rk  of a u th o r 
ity . A m an  lea n e d  th e re , rifle u p ra ised . 
T a ll  a n d  th in , g ra y -h a ire d , u n sh a v e n , 
b oo ts  a n d  p a n ts  m u d d y , he  looked  th e  
p a r t  o f som e d e sp e ra te  c h a ra c te r . B u t 
th e re  w as in te llig en ce  in  h is  h igh  b row  
a n d  level g ra y  eyes.

“ D a d ! ”
W ith  th e  one w ord , J o n d ra  flew to  

em b race  h im . H e  p a tte d  h e r  h e a d , th e n  
d isen g ag ed  h e r  g e n tly , fac in g  th e  tw o 
m en  ag a in .

“ I h e a rd  y o u r  li t t le  q u a r re l ,” he  sa id  
c a su a lly . “ Y o u r n e rv es  a re  u p se t by  
th e  close e scap e  y o u  h a d . C a lm  dow n, 
p le a se .”

C ra n e  re lax ed , a n g e r  d ra in in g  from

h im  as su d d e n ly  a s  i t  h a d  com e.
“ Y o u ’re  D r . Sew ell D a m o n , of 

c o u rse ,” he sa id , a n d  in tro d u c e d  h im 
se lf a n d  H a r la n . H e  w e n t on , g r in 
n in g  ru e fu lly , “ I  w as su p p o se d  to  ju s t  
la n d , a n d  u n lo a d , a n d  go. B u t I  guess 
now  I ’ll h av e  to  s ta y  till I  c a n  m a k e  re 
p a ir s .”

T h e  s c ie n tis t’s lip s  p u rs e d  b e h in d  a  
w e e k ’s g ro w th  o f b e a rd .

C ra n e  sn a p p e d , “ I f  y o u  th in k  t h a t ’s a  
s p y ’s t r ic k , so th a t  I  ca n  s ta y  a n d  h o rn  
in  on w h a te v e r y o u ’re  d o ing  h e re — ” 
H e  sh ru g g e d  in d iffe ren tly .

D r .  D a m o n ’s ey es  n a rro w e d . H is  
h a n d  t ig h te n e d  on  th e  rifle.

“ I f  th e re ’s a n y  sp y in g , i t  w o u ld n ’t 
be  h e a lth y . T h e  se c re t o f th is  v a lle y — ”

“ I  d o n ’t  w a n t a  d im e  of i t ,”  C ra n e  
g row led . “ J u s t  te ll m e one th in g — w h a t 
spo iled  m y  la n d in g ?  B a d  a ir -c u rre n ts  
r is in g  fro m  th e  v a lle y ? ”

j P \ R .  D A M O N  s ta re d . “ Y ou  h a v e n ’t  
g u e sse d ? ” h e  sa id  slow ly .

“ G uessed  w h a t? ” C ra n e  lo o k ed  
b la n k ly  a t  H a r la n , w ho w as e q u a lly  
m y stified .

T h e  s c ie n tis t tu rn e d . “ F o llo w  m e .”
T h e  fo u r s te p p e d  fro m  th e  c ab in . 

D r . D a m o n  dodged  u n d e r  th e  r ig h t  w ing  
a n d  s to o d  e re c t b esid e  th e  m o to r  cow l
ing . T h e re  w as a  la rg e  ro u n d  d e n t in  
th e  f ro n t w ing-edge. C ra n e  g a p e d  a t  
it.

“ E x a c tly  as  th o u g h  I ’d s t ru c k  a  tre e  
th e re , ju s t  b e fo re  th e  p la n e  s to p p e d  
ro llin g .”

“ Y ou  d id ,” D r . D a m o n  sa id .
“ W h a t?  W h e re ’s th e  t r e e ? ”
C ra n e  lo o k ed  a ro u n d  fo r th e  fa llen  

tre e , b u t  th e re  w as no  sig n  o f one w ith in  
h u n d re d s  o f y a rd s .

“ L o o k , D r . D a m o n ,”  h e  g ru n te d , 
“ I ’m  n o t in  th e  m ood  fo r h u m o r— ”

A s ta r t le d  c ry  from  H a r la n  in te r 
ru p te d . H e  h a d  p asse d  b a c k  of C ra n e , 
s tre tc h in g  h is  c ra m p e d  m uscles. N o w
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h e  w as to p p lin g  to  th e  g ro u n d , fo r no 
v isib le  re a so n — as if h is  legs h a d  been  
k n o c k e d  fro m  u n d e r  h im !

R is in g  to  h is  e lbow , lo o k in g  foolish, 
h e  s low ly  s tre tc h e d  o u t h is  h a n d  n e a r  
th e  g ro u n d . C ra n e  w a tc h e d  in  u tte r  
fa sc in a tio n  as  H a r la n ’s h a n d  seem ed to  
m ee t so m e th in g , a n d  ex p lo re  its  o u tline . 
H a r la n  lo o k ed  u p  w ith  h is  foo lish  ex 
p ressio n  a lte re d  to  one o f g h a s tly  shock .

W ith  a  sm o th e re d  cu rse , C ra n e  
k n ee led  a n d  s tre tc h e d  o u t h is  h a n d  to  
th e  sam e sp o t. In  m id -a ir  he  fe lt so m e
th in g — th e  b a rk  o f a  tre e !  Solid  a n d  
re a l to  h is  sen se  o f to u c h , b u t unseen  
b y  h is  eyes.

H a r la n ’s w h isp e r seem ed  to  s h a t te r  
th e  q u ie t a ir .

“ I t ’s— invisible!”
F o r  a  m o m en t n o th in g  m ore  w as sa id . 

T h e  th re e  new com ers to  th e  v a lley  
lo o k ed  a t  one a n o th e r  in d u m b  a m a z e 
m e n t, a s  h u m a n  b e in g s  m u s t w hen  c o n 
f ro n te d  b y  a  w o n d e r o u t  o f  th e  rea lm s 
of fa n ta sy . In v is ib ili ty !  A d re a m  of 
sc ien ce— a n d  o f su p e rs tit io n  b e fo re  th a t  
— com e tru e !

H u g h  C ra n e  fo llow ed  th e  le n g th  of 
th e  fa lle n  t ru n k  b e fo re  h e  w as sa tisfied . 
W ith  h is  h a n d s  he  fe lt th e  bole, th e  
low er b ra n c h e s , a n d  th e  u p p e r  fo liage 
of som e p in e lik e  tre e  w ith  need les  a n d  
cones, k n o c k e d  o v e r by  th e  p lan e .

H e  cam e  b a c k  fac in g  th e  sc ie n tis t.
“ So th a t ’s  th e  se c re t o f th is  v a lley , 

D r . D a m o n ! N o t go ld  o r m in e ra ls , b u t  
in v is ib il i ty !”

T h e  e ld e r ly  m an  n o d d ed  slow ly.
“ I t ’s a  m ira c le  th a t  you  la n d e d  w ith 

o u t sm a sh in g  u p  c o m p le te ly .”  H e  sw ep t 
an  a rm  a ro u n d . “ T h e  v a lley  looks b a re  
to  th e  ey e , d o e sn ’t  i t?  As a  m a tte r  of 
fa c t, i t  te e m s  w ith  life ! T re e s , b u sh es , 
g ra ss  a n d  a n im a ls . A ll in v is ib le !”

n p H E  o th e rs  lo o k ed  a ro u n d . T h e  
A level s t re tc h  o f th e  v a lley  floor w as 

n a k e d , to  th e ir  ey es. Y e t th e y  re a lized

now  th a t  b e tw een  th e m  a n d  th e  cliffs 
m u s t be a  th o u sa n d  u n seen  th in g s . 
J o n d ra  sh iv e red . C ra n e  cou ld  h a rd ly  
k eep  fro m  d o in g  th e  sam e, o v erw h e lm ed  
b y  th e  ee rie  m y s te ry .

D r. D am o n  re su m ed . “ B y b lin d , 
lu c k y  ch a n c e , you  b ro u g h t th e  sh ip  
dow n in a  c le a re d  p a tc h  of b u sh  
g ro w th s . A lm ost a n y  o th e r  sp o t you  
w ould  h av e  c ra c k e d  up  a g a in s t row s of 
t r e e s .”

“ F o o ls  lu c k ,” ag reed  C ra n e . “ B u t 
w hy  w e re n ’t  w e w a rn e d ? ”

“ I tr ie d  to  w arn  y o u  a w a y ,”  th e  
s c ie n tis t rem in d ed . “ I  fired  m y  g u n , 
h o p in g  y o u ’d go b a c k  a n d  la n d  u p  above  
so m ew h ere .”

“ B u t w hy  w a sn ’t  y o u r  d a u g h te r  
w a rn e d , b e fo re  we even  a r r iv e d ? ” C ra n e  
ey ed  th e  m an  accu sin g ly . “ Y ou  r isk e d  
y o u r d a u g h te r ’s life  by  k e ep in g  th a t  so 
s e c re tiv e !”

“ N o , I  w as to ld ,”  th e  g irl spoke  u p . 
“ T h a t  is, f a th e r  m en tio n ed  in v is ib ility  
in  a m essage to  m e. B u t h e  d id n ’t te ll 
m e th e  w hole  s to ry — th a t  th e  v a lley  is 
c ra m m e d  w ith  inv isib le  tre e s  a n d  life .”

“ I  c o u ld n ’t , ” D r . D am o n  sa id  g en tly . 
“ Y ou  m ig h t h a v e  th o u g h t I  w as m a d .” 
T h e n  h is voice sh a rp e n e d . “ B u t J o n d ra , 
I  d id  w a rn  you  n o t to  le t th e  p lan e  be 
la n d e d  in  th e  v a lley , in m y  second  m es
sag e— ”

“ S econd  m e ssa g e ? ” T h e  g irl s ta re d  a t  
h im . “ I  d id n ’t  ge t a  second  o n e !”

D r. D a m o n  w h irled .
“ P ie r r e ! ” he  c ried . “ D id n ’t  y o u  d e 

liv e r m y  second  m e ssa g e ? ”
C ra n e  s ta r te d  a s  a n o th e r  figure  s i

le n tly  s te p p e d  fo rth  from  th e  sh ad o w  
of th e  p lan e . H e  h a d  com e u p  so q u ie t
ly  th a t  th e  o th e rs  h a d n ’t  kn o w n  he w as 
th e re . B lack  ey es, s leek  b la c k  h a ir , 
em o tio n le ss  fe a tu re s  a n d  b u c k sk in  g a r 
m e n ts  ta b b e d  h im  in s ta n tly  as  a  F  ren ch - 
C a n a d ia n  g u id e  a n d  a  ro a m e r o f  th e  
n o r th  c o u n try .

“ P ie r re , m y  g u id e ,” D r . D a m o n  in 
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fo rm ed  th e m  p a re n th e tic a lly . T h e n  
ag a in  he  d e m a n d e d : “ T h e  second  m es
sage, P ie rre . B y  h e a v e n , if  y o u  fa iled  
to  send  i t— ”

“ I  sen d  i t ,”  P ie r re  p ro te s te d  in  a  
h o a rse , ta c i tu rn  voice. “ I  m ail i t  from  
G ood H o p e , t ’ree  w eek  ag o .”

“ T h e n  it  w as lo s t in  th e  m a ils ,”  D r . 
D a m o n  s ighed . “ W ell, th in g s  h av e  b een  
u n c e r ta in  r ig h t  a long , s ince  th e  w ar. 
T h a n k  h e a v e n  y o u ’re  h e re  sa fe  a n d  
so u n d , J o n d ra . A n d  y o u , C ra n e  a n d  
H a r la n . S o rry  a b o u t y o u r  sh ip , C ra n e . 
I ’ll p a y  fo r  th e  dam ages.

“ Y ou  c a n  s ta y  as  long  as  y o u  n eed  to  
re p a ir  i t . P le n ty  of food su p p lie s  cam e 
w ith  J o n d ra . I  h a v e  a  c o m fo rta b le  
cav e-h o m e in  th e  n e a rb y  cliff. W ell, 
Y o u ’re  a ll p ro b a b ly  tire d  a n d  h u n g ry . 
W e  ca n  u n lo a d  th e  p la n e  to m o rro w . 
F o llo w  m e .”

T h e  n ig h t w as com ing  on. T h e  th re e  
w ho  h a d  sp e n t a  dozen  h o u rs  in  th e  a ir  
w ere  re a d y  fo r  food  a n d  re s t. A nd  
sh e lte r . A ch ill w in d  sw ep t dow n in to  
th e  v a lley , p ro te c te d  th o u g h  it  w as.

As C ra n e  s te p p e d  a w a y  from  
th e  p la n e , a  th o u g h t g ro u n d  fo rw a rd  in  
m in d .

“ W ho  tu rn e d  off th e  m o to r, ju s t  a f te r  
th e  la n d in g ? ”  he  a sk e d  a lo u d . “ H a r 
la n , M iss  D a m o n  a n d  I  w ere  on  the  
floor, h e lp less . Y ou , D r . D a m o n , a n d  
P ie r re  w ere  ap p ro a c h in g . I t  c o u ld n ’t  be 
a n y  of u s .” H e  g ra sp e d  th e  s c ie n tis t’s 
a rm . “ T h e re  w o u ld n ’t  h a p p e n  to  b e—  
invisible men?”

D r. D a m o n  s ta r te d . “N o t  th a t  I  
know  o f ,”  he  v o u ch ed . “ I t ’s  a  p re 
p o s te ro u s  th o u g h t. Y o u r m o to r d ied  b y  
its e lf .”

£ ^ R A N E  sh o o k  h is h ead . “ I ’d  lik e  to  
b e lieve  th a t .  B u t th e  ig n itio n  k ey  

w as tu rn e d  off.”
“ T h e n  th e  ja r  o f  lan d in g  tu rn e d  i t ,” 

D r . D a m o n  re to r te d . “ D o n ’t  le t y o u r 
im a g in a tio n  ru n  a w a y  w ith  y o u .”

Im a g in a tio n ?  Im a g in a tio n  th a t  th e  
p la n e  a t  tak e -o ff h a d  b een  h e a v ily  
lo a d e d ?  T h a t  J o n d ra  D a m o n  h a d  k e p t 
on  h e r  fee t in  th e  b o u n c in g  a ir  p o c k e t?  
T h a t  a  s tra n g e  fo rce  h a d  w ith h e ld  h is  
b low  a t  H a r la n ?  T h a t  a  sh o c k -c u sh 
ioned  ig n itio n  k e y  h a d  been  tu rn e d  b y  
a  h u m a n  h a n d ?

All im a g in a tio n ?  O r d id  it  a d d  u p  
to  som e m y s te ry , s tra n g e ly  lin k e d  w ith  
th is  p h en o m en a l v a lle y  o f  in v is ib ility ?

C ra n e  d id n ’t  know . B u t h e  w as 
d e te rm in e d  to  find  o u t, o ne  w ay  o r 
a n o th e r .

C H A PT ER  III 

Sabotage

p i E R R E  a n d  D r . D a m o n  led  th e  w ay .
H a r la n , J o n d r a  a n d  C ra n e  fo llow ed 

in  sing le  file, c a re fu lly  s te p p in g  in  th e  
ex ac t p a th  th e y  b ro k e . B lu n d e r in g  in to  
an  u n seen  tre e  w ou ld  n o t b e  p le a sa n t.

D r . D a m o n  k e p t o ne  h a n d  d ire c tly  
b e fo re  h im  like  a  s le e p w a lk e r , fo r  e m e r
g en cy , b u t  seem ed  a b le  to  av o id  in v is 
ib le  tre e s  b y  som e in s tin c t. H e  s te p p e d  
a lo n g  su re -fo o te d ly , a s  d id  P ie rre .

“ F ro m  e x p e rie n c e ,” h e  co n fid ed , “ I  
can  m a k e  o u t th e  tre e s . T h e y  a r e n ’t  
a b so lu te ly  in v is ib le . N o th in g  ca n  b e , 
e x c e p t a ir  a n d  co lo rless gases. T h e  
tre e s  th ro w  a  fa in t  sh ad o w  th a t  m y  eyes 
— a n d  P ie r r e ’s— h a v e  le a rn e d  to  w a tc h  
fo r. W ith  th e  su n  se ttin g , th e  shad o w s 
a re  lo n g e r a n d  m o re  d e fin ite . D o  y o u  
see th e m  a t  a l l? ”

C ra n e  g ra d u a lly  m a d e  o u t th e  fa in te s t  
o f  shad o w s s la n tin g  o v e r w h a t seem ed  
b a r re n  g ro u n d . L ik e  ey es a d ju s tin g  
th e m se lv e s  to  g loom , h e  co u ld  sq u in t 
a n d  b r in g  th e m  u p  s lig h tly . H e  su c k e d  
in  h is  b re a th . T h e re  w ere  h u n d re d s  of 
th o se  long , fa in t  sh a d o w -s tre a k s . A  
w hole  fo re s t to w e re d  a ro u n d  th em !

A fo re s t o f tre e s  a s  so lid  a s  th e  
g ro u n d , b u t  a s  v a g ra n t  to  th e  eye  as
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sm oke. L ig h t w en t th ro u g h  them  w ith  
less h in d ra n c e  th a n  th ro u g h  glass. I t  
w as am azing , a lm ost incred ib le .

T h e  g ro u n d  w as n o t b a rre n , how ever, 
up o n  c loser inspec tion . A c a rp e tin g  of 
d ead  need les la y  decay ing  over the 
g ro u n d , a s  in  a n y  p ine  fo rest. H e re  an d  
th e re  th e y  s tep p ed  over legs and  fallen 
tre e s , com plete ly  visible. D ead  b ran ch es 
a n d  s tick s  w ere in  th e  v isib le  spec trum .

“ T h is  v a lle y ’s in v is ib ility  is confined 
so le ly  to  its  liv ing life -fo rm s,” D r. 
D am on  ex p la ined . “ W hen  a tre e  or 
an im al d ies, i t  p asses  in to  th e  v is ib le .” 
H e  s to p p ed , p o in ting . “L o o k — a ra b 
b i t ! ”

C ra n e  b a re ly  m ad e  o u t a  fa in t tr a i l  o f 
m is t s tre a k in g  across th e ir  p a th . I n 
visib le  an im als  roam ed  these  inv isib le  
fo rest g lens.

“ T h e re  a re  also  fox, deer, an d  I  
th in k  b e a r ,” D r . D am o n  e lab o ra ted . 
“ I t — ”

H e w as in te rru p te d  by  a  b lood-ch ill
ing  ro a r  th a t  sounded  fa in tly  from  far 
ac ro ss  th e  valley . B o th  P ie rre  and  the  
sc ie n tis t je rk e d  th e ir  h eads, exchanged  
a  g lance, an d  g rip p ed  th e ir  rifles m ore 
firm ly.

“ L y n x ,” s ta te d  D r. D am o n  briefly .
“ A re you  su re  i t  w asn ’t  an y th in g  

b ig g e r? ” C ran e  asked . “ I  ju s t th o u g h t 
I  saw  a  shadow  th ro w n  m om en tarily  
across the  fa r cliff w all, n e a r  w here th e  
sound  cam e from . I t  w as th e  ou tline  
o f— ”

C ran e  stopped . H e  h a d  been ab o u t 
to  sa y  som eth ing  p rep o ste ro u s .

“ L y n x ,” re p ea ted  D r. D am on  te rse ly .
C ra n e  saw  th e  sc ie n tis t’s s u r re p ti

tious g lance a t  h is  d au g h te r. H e  k e p t 
s till. B u t th e  shadow  aside , th e  ro a r  
itse lf  h ad  n ev er issued  from  the  th ro a t 
o f a  m ere  lynx . O f th a t  C ran e  w as 
d ead  ce rta in .

A  N A T U R A L  ro ck  o verhang  form ed 
the  ro o f o f D r . D a m o n ’s valley

dw elling. I t  ex tended  b a c k  fifty  feet 
in  th e  base of th e  ea s t cliff w all, w hich 
w as th ree  h u n d red  feet h igh . Logs set 
u p r ig h t to  enclose the  sides o f the  rock 
p o ck e t w ere of P ie rre ’s han d iw o rk .

T h e  space w ith in  w as w arm , d ry , 
w ith  a  h a rd -p a c k ed  floor. P ie rre , w ith  
h is k in d ’s resourcefu lness, h a d  also 
fash ioned  several item s of crude  fu rn i
tu re — ch airs , tab les  a n d  low b u n k s  
cush ioned  w ith  p ine  needles. O ne new  
b u n k  h a d  been  ad d ed , obviously  for 
H a rla n .

“Y ou h a d n ’t m ean t for m e to  s tay , 
th e n ,” Jo n d ra  sa id . “ T h e re ’s danger 
here , D a d ! Y ou w ou ldn ’t sa y  it  in  th e  
m essage, b u t  th e re  is d anger. I  can  feel
i t ! ”

A lready  u n n e rv ed  b y  th e  hazardous 
land ing , th e  g ir l’s face w as s tra in ed . 
I t  w as n o t a  ligh t shock  sudden ly  to  
see— or n o t see— a valley  of shadow - 
th ings in  a n  o therw ise  norm al w orld.

“ D an g er o f s tu b b in g  y o u r to e !” D r . 
D am on forced a  lau g h  an d  ch u ck ed  h is 
d a u g h te r u n d e r the  chin. “ F ood  an d  
sleep are  w h a t you  need , all o f y o u .”

P ie rre  h ad  a lre a d y  begun  bo iling  a 
stew  of je rk e d  beef a n d  onions over a  
stone stove ju s t  o u ts ide  the  p ine-slab  
door. T h e y  ate- looking  o u t over the  
n o w -d ark  v a lley . I t  w as n o t so eerie  
w ith  d a rk n e ss  su b s titu tiin g  fo r inv isi
b ility . T h e  unseen  fo rest c reak ed  and  
ru s tle d  u n d e r a  w hipp ing  w ind from  
reg ions above.

C ran e  w oke tw ice in  the  n igh t, on h is 
unaccu sto m ed  bed  o f p ine  needles. 
P ie rre  sa t dozing before  the sm ou lder
ing  fire he  k e p t u p  ag a in s t th e  n ig h t 
ch ill o f the  n o rth e rn  la titu d e .

B u t th e  second  tim e C ran e  w oke up , 
P ie rre  w as s tan d in g  e rec t, s ta r in g  o u t 
over th e  va lley  of shadow -life . H is  ex
p ression  in  th e  fire ligh t w as s tra n g e  
— fierce and  de te rm in ed .

P ie rre  w ould b e a r  w a tch in g  too, 
C ran e  to ld  h im self. H a d  he delivered
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th a t second  m essage, o r n o t?  I f  no t, 
w hy no t?

U N L O A D IN G  T H E  p la n e  took  the  
b e tte r  p a r t  o f th e  n ex t d ay . P ie rre , 
H a rla n  an d  H u g h  C ra n e  s h u ttle d  b e 
tw een the  p lan e  an d  cave w ith  a rm s 
fu ll, P ie rre  lead ing . B esides food su p 
plies fo r an  ex tended  s ta y , th e re  w ere 
c ra te s  o f a p p a ra tu s  a n d  chem icals.

D r. D am o n  u n p ack ed  th e  la tte r  
eagerly , an d  se t the  item s u p  on a  long  
tab le  p rev io u sly  m ade fo r th e  p u rp o se , 
a t  th e  b a c k  of th e  cave. H is  la b o ra 
to ry  w orkbench . C ran e  fe lt g row ing  
w onder a t  the  a r r a y  o f te s t- tu b e s , 
flasks, h ypoderm ic  need les, m o rp h in e , 
alcohol and  m ore co m p lica ted  reag en ts .

“N ow  I ’ll g e t som ew here ,” th e  b io 
logist a sse rte d , ru b b in g  h is h a n d s  to 
ge ther. “ P ie rre  w a sn ’t  ab le  to  p a c k  
m ore th a n  a  few  p o u n d s of eq u ip m e n t 
here  to  me from  th e  sm all tow n  o f G ood 
H ope, n o rth w est of here . I ’ll hav e  the  
answ er so o n .”

“ A nsw er to  w h a t? ” v e n tu re d  C ran e , 
ne ttled  a t  the  m a n ’s secre tiveness.

D r. D am o n ’s g ra y  eyes veiled  th e m 
selves.

“ H ow  long  w ill i t  ta k e  you  to  re p a ir  
y o u r sh ip ? ” he  co u n te red  in  a tone 
th a t  m ean t, “ H ow  soon will you  get 
o u t of m y w a y ? ”

“ I d o n ’t  know , p ro b a b ly  a  w eek  or 
tw o ,” C ran e  lied .

B rief ex am in a tio n  h ad  show n him  
th a t  th e  sh ip  cou ld  leave  now . T h e  
m o to r w as in ta c t, a lso  the  fuel ta n k s . 
T h e  le f t w ing w as ra th e r  b a d ly  rip p ed , 
an d  th e  u n d e rc a rr iag e  o u t o f line , b u t 
w ith  m ost of its fo rm er load  gone, th e  
p lane  w ould  ta k e  off ea s ily  in  th e  sam e 
c lea red  s tre tc h  th ey  h a d  m iracu lo u sly  
landed  in.

rT ''H E  p lan e  w as re a d y  to  go, b u t 
C ran e  w asn ’t. N o t till he w as 

su re  Jo n d ra  D am o n  w as in  no danger.

H e  c o u ld n ’t  leave  a  g ir l— a n y  g irl, o f 
c o u rse— in  th e  m id st o f  u n k n o w n  risk s .

“ Y ou  h av e  a rad io  in  th e  p la n e ? ” D r. 
D am o n  sa id . “ I f  you  c o n ta c t y o u r  a ir 
p o r t, to  te ll th em  of th e  d e lay , I ’ll t r u s t  
you  n o t to  rev ea l th is  v a lle y ’s ex ac t lo 
ca tio n . N a m e  y o u r p rice  an d  y o u ’ll go 
b a c k  w ith  m y  b a n k  d ra f t— ”

“ N o  sa le ,” C ra n e  sn ap p ed , an g ered  
a t  th e  ch eap  a p p ro a c h . H e  tu rn e d  on 
h is  heel, aw a re  th a t  the  sc ien tis t w as 
s ta r in g  a f te r  h im  w ith  n a rro w ed  eyes.

H e  tru d g e d  to  th e  p lan e , fo llow ing 
th e  tra il now m a rk e d  w ith  s tones, w in d 
ing th ro u g h  tre e s  th a t  he  co u ld  feel w ith  
h is  h a n d s  in  p assin g , b u t  w hose b u lk s 
w ere  a s  t ra n s p a re n t  a s  a ir .

T h e  w onder o f it w as som ew h at su b 
d u ed  th is  second  d ay . H is  th o u g h ts  re 
vo lved  m ore a ro u n d  th e  u n d e rto w  
o f h u m a n  c ro ss -c u rre n ts  g ra d u a lly  
sh ap in g  them selves.

H e  p assed  P ie rre  on  th e  tra il , lugging  
a  box  on his b ro a d  sh o u ld ers . R e a c h 
ing  th e  p lan e , C ran e  s te p p e d  in to  the  
cab in . H a r la n  w as th e re , a n d  he  tu rn e d  
w ith  a  s ta r t le d  a ir.

“ T h e  d o c to r’s supp lies  a re  a ll in  th e  
fuselage co m p a rtm e n t, no t h e re ,” C ra n e  
sa id  coldly .

H a r la n ’s sh ru g  w as s tud ied .
“ I  suppose  now  I ’m  som e so r t o f 

sp y ? ” he re to r te d  sa rc a s tic a lly . H e 
s te p p ed  o u t to  h o is t a  box  to  his sh o u l
d e rs , leav ing .

C ra n e  g lanced  a ro u n d  th e  sh ip . W h a t 
h a d  H a rla n  been  do ing?  T h e n  he 
saw  . . .

W hen  h e  le f t  a  m in u te  la te r  w ith  the  
last box, h is eyes w ere h a rd . H e  s tro d e  
rap id ly . H e  se t th e  box dow n inside 
the  d oo rw ay  o f  th e  cave, a n d  s tra ig h t
en ed  w ith  grim  acc u sa tio n  on  h is face.

“ W h o  sm ash ed  th e  p la n e ’s ra d io ? ” 
he  d em an d ed , ey in g  th em  one a f te r  
a n o th e r . H is  g lance cam e b a c k  to  H a r 
lan . “ Y ou w ere  th e re  la s t, H a r la n .”

“ Y o u ’d hav e  h e a rd  it if  I  d id  i t ,”
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H a rla n  re tu rn e d  easily . “ I  w as ju s t 
ah ead  of y o u — d o n ’t  you  rem e m b e r? ” 
H is  eyes flicked  to  P ie rre  s ign ifican tly .

P ie r re ’s b e a d y  eyes m et C ra n e ’s, then  
sh ifted .

“ P ie rre  w o u ld n ’t  do i t ,” D r. D am o n  
d ec la red  q u ick ly . “ I  know  him  too 
w ell.”

C ra n e  g ro u n d  his tee th .
“ Som eone d id  it!  I t  w as done b e 

tw een  th e  tim e  I  ta lk e d  to  you  la s t, and  
w en t to  th e  p la n e .”  H e sm iled  grim ly . 
“ I f  H a r la n  a n d  P ie rre  a re  e lim in a ted , 
th a t  leav es— ”

“H ow  d a re  y o u ! ” J o n d ra  D am on  
b lazed , s tep p in g  b efo re  h im . N e ith e r  
D a d  no r I  w ould  do su ch  a  th ing . Y ou 
cou ld  hav e  done it y o u rse lf, since accu 
sa tio n s  a re  in  o rd e r !”

C ran e  th rew  u p  h is  h an d s .
“ I ’m  g e ttin g  tire d  o f all th i s ! ” he ex

p loded . “ T h a t  ra d io  w as o u r on ly  
em ergency  c o n ta c t w ith  th e  ou tside  
w orld , s ince  th e  p lan e  is dam aged . 
Som eone in  th is  g ro u p  sm ash ed  it, for 
reasons o f  h is  ow n. W h a t’s m ore— ”

H e  s to p p ed  su d d en ly  an d  rip p ed  free 
a  la th  o f th e  c ra te  he h a d  la s t b ro u g h t. 
R each in g  w ith in  excelsio r p a c k in g , he 
d rew  o u t som eth ing  b y  a  h an d le  an d  
h e ld  it  up .

“ G re n a d e s !”  he  h issed . “ P o ta to -  
m a sh e r ty p e . Y ou say  th e re  is no  d a n 
ger h e re , D r . D am o n , y e t  you  h ad  
y o u r d a u g h te r  b rin g  rifles an d  h an d  
g ren ad es . A re th e  m osqu itoes th a t  big 
h e re ? ”

J o n d ra  h a d  sh u d d e re d  a t  s igh t o f the  
g ren ad es  She c lu tch ed  h er fa th e r ’s 
a rm .

“ \ X / 'H Y  d id  you  hav e  m e b rin g  them ?
V V Y ou  m u st tell m e !”
A sw ift, d is tu rb e d  look  cam e over 

th e  s c ie n tis t’s face. T h e n  he d rew  a 
sm ile  ov er h is fea tu res .

“ Y o u ’re  b o th  be ing  foo lish ,” h e  
lau g h ed . “ T h e  g ren ad es a re  h a n d y  fo r

a n y  n u m b er o f th in g s , like b lasting
dow n tre e s .”

H e  tu rn e d  aw ay , in  d ism issal o f the 
su b jec t.

“ All r ig h t,”  C ran e  sa id  calm ly . “ I ’m 
going to  re p a ir  th e  rad io  if I  can . T hen  
I ’m  going to  signal the au th o ritie s  and 
a sk  fo r an  investiga tion . Som ething 
is n ’t  r ig h t h e r e ! ”

H e  s ta m p e d  b ack  to  the  sh ip . In  the 
cab in  he s a t dow n a n d  w aited , w ithou t 
to u ch in g  th e  rad io . T h e  se t w as beyond 
re p a ir . H e  knew  th a t  from  th e  s ta r t. 
H is  th re a t ,  he hoped , w ould  sm oke out 
som eth ing . F a r  w orse th a n  groping 
th ro u g h  an  inv isib le  fo re s t w as th is 
g rop ing  th ro u g h  undefined  hu m an  p u r
poses.

W ho w ould  com e sn eak in g  a round  
now , to  see i f  he w as re p a ir in g  the 
rad io ?  W ho w as it th a t  w ished them  
iso la ted  from  the  ou tside  w orld  —  and  
w hy?

H e  tensed  a t a  sound— the  so ft p ad  
of feet u n d e r th e  wing ou tside . H e  
slow ly inched  u p  till h is eyes p eered  
over the  w indsh ie ld  ledge. N o t a  sou l 
w as there! P uzzled , C rane  sank  back .

T h e  sound  re p ea ted  itse lf & while 
la te r ,  ju s t  o u ts ide  th e  cab in  door. 
C ra n e  c rouched , w aiting . W hen the 
so u n d  w as n e a r , h e  ru sh ed  o u t, arm s ex
te n d e d , re a d y  to  k n o ck  aw ay  a gun if 
th e  in tru d e r  ca rr ie d  th a t.

H e  g asp ed  in  chorus w ith  a  s ta rtled  
sh riek . Jo n d ra  D am on  w as tig h t in his 
closing  a rm s. R e leasing  h er, he stepped  
back .

“ Y ou , M iss  D am o n ?  B u t— ” C rane 
w as m ore con fused  th a n  a t an y  tim e be
fore.

C o lo r flushed in to  th e  g ir l’s paled  
cheeks. A nd th en  suspicion  leaped  in to  
h e r  eyes. C ra n e  w as a lm o s t grim ly  
am used . H e  realized  h is ac tions m ust 
be  as q u ee r in  h e r  eyes, as h e rs  in  his.

“S o r ry ,” he  m u rm u red . “ L e t’s call it 
q u its  be tw een  us. F ra n k ly , I  though t
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th e  one w ho  h a d  sm ash ed  th e  rad io  
w ould show  up , n o t y o u .”

“T h a n k s  fo r  th e  im p lic a tio n .” She 
answ ered  h is g rin  w ith  a  sm ile. “ I
cam e to  a sk  y o u  so m e th in g — ”

“ Y e s? ”
H e r  h an d  to u ch ed  h is  a rm , b e fo re  she 

w ent on.
“ I tru s t  y o u , som ehow . I  w an t you  

to  g u a rd  m y  fa th e r , e v e ry  m in u te  of th e  
d a y ! ” T h e  w o rd s  cam e in a  ru sh  now. 
“ I  feel h is  life  is in  d an g er. I  feel 
th e re ’s so m e th in g  in  th is  valley— som e
th in g  h o rrib le  —  th a t  th re a te n s  h im . 
M a y b e  all o f us! W ill you g u a rd  h im  
fo r m e, M r. C ra n e ? ”

S udden ly  she w as in h is  a rm s  ag a in , 
b u t  n o t by  acc iden t. H e  c ru sh ed  h er 
to  him .

“ Y es,”  he w hispered  fiercely . “ A nd 
I ’ll g u a rd  you too— J o n d r a ! ”

She strugg led  free, h e r  eyes w ide, 
s ta rtled . She tu rn e d .

“L e t’s go b ack  to  c a m p ,” she  sa id  
qu ie tly .

CH A PTER  IV 

Ally Unseen

T O N D R A  D A M O N  h u rr ie d  dow n the  
J tra il , C ran e  follow ing. T h e  redo lence  
of p ine  fo rest w as a ro u n d  th em , a n d  the  
ru s tle  o f b ran ch es  in th e  w ind . A lm ost, 
C ran e  could  v ision  th e  tree s  them se lves, 
and  th e  g irl tr ip p in g  lith e ly  th ro u g h  
th em . She g lanced  a ro u n d  once or 
tw ice , h e r  hazel eyes g lad  to  hav e  h im  
as  an  avow ee frien d  in th is  q u ee r a d 
v en tu re .

A  h u n d re d  y a rd s  fro m  th e  p la n e  he  
cau g h t h e r h an d , s tr id in g  beside  h e r  d e 
sp ite  th e  d a n g e r of co llid ing  w ith  a  
lu rk in g  shadow -tree . H e  w a n te d  to  sa y  
som eth ing .

“ J o n d ra — ”
C ran e  w as in te r ru p te d  b y  an  ea r-  

sp littin g  ro a r . T h e y  froze  in  th e ir

tra c k s . T h e n  th e re  so u n d ed  th e  
c rack lin g  o f  u n d e rg ro w th , a n d  th e  lu m 
b erin g  of som e fo rm  th ro u g h  th e  fo rest 
to w a rd  th em !

J o n d ra  cow ered  in h is  a rm s.
“ S o m eth in g ’s com ing  a t  u s ! ”  she  

cried . “ S o m eth ing  b ig — an d  in v is ib le !”
C ra n e  h a d  a lre a d y  com e to  th a t  co n 

clusion . H e  shoved  th e  g irl ah e a d  o f 
h im , b a c k  to w a rd  th e  p lan e . I t  w as 
n e a re r  th a n  th e  cam p . T h e y  sped  as 
fa s t a s  th e y  d a re d  dow n th e  m a rk e d  
tra i l .  In v is ib le  b u sh e s  d rag g ed  a t  
th e ir  a n k le s . B e h in d  th e m  so u n d ed  th e  
h e a v y  tre a d  o f  som e n am eless  b e a s t, 
sn o rtin g  a n d  g row ling  feroc iously .

“ I f  we cou ld  on ly  see i t ! ” C ran e  
g ro an ed .

B u t on  seco n d  th o u g h t, p e rh a p s  it 
w as b e tte r  n o t to . N o  b e a r  o r tig e r, o r 
a n y  c re a tu re  C ra n e  cou ld  th in k  of h ad  
m ade  th e  no ises th e y  h e a rd . I t s  ro a r 
h a d  com e from  a  h u g e , ru m b ly  ch est. 
I t s  p o n d e ro u s  fee t th u m p e d  a g a in s t 
th e  g ro u n d  w ith  m ore  th a n  e le p h a n tin e  
force.

In  th e  nam e o f th e  u n iv e rse , w h a t 
f r ig h tfu l m o n s te r  w as p u rsu in g  th em , 
u n c a ta lo g u ed  in  a n y  zoo o r  b o o k  on 
E a r th ?

C ra n e  p ro d d e d  th e  g irl a h e a d  fa s te r , 
feeling  b lin d  a n d  he lp less. W h a t 
ch an ce  to  escape  th e  inv isib le  h o rro r?  
I ts  g row lings d rew  n e a re r , a n d  im ag i
n a tio n  o r n o t, C ra n e  fe lt  a  h o t fe tid  
b re a th  on  h is  n eck . O nce it seem ed  to  
squeeze  be tw een  tw o c lo se-se t tree s . 
T h e re  w as a  c ra c k , a s  one tre e  gave  
w ay .

J u s t  a s  th e y  rea c h e d  th e  w ing-edge 
o f  th e  p lan e , J o n d ra  s to p p e d  sh o r t w ith  
a  sh rill sc ream . C ra n e  saw  it a t  th e  
sam e m o m en t— th e  g h o stly  sh ad o w  of 
th e  c re a tu re , c a s t a h e a d  o f th e m  a g a in s t 
th e  n e a re s t cliff-w all.

C ra n e ’s ow n m in d  a n d  m uscles 
tu rn e d  n um b . A m ig h ty  b o d y  re a re d  in 
s ilh o u e tte , a t  le a s t tw e n ty  fe e t h igh .
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G re a t t r ia n g u la r  sp in es  ra n  th e  len g th  
o f it . T w o  t h i c k  l e g s  p u m p ed  
th u n d e ro u s ly , u p h o ld in g  th e  bo d y  like 
a  k an g a ro o . T h e  sh o r t  fo re legs d is 
p la y e d  claw s th a t  cou ld  ren d  a p a r t  an  
e le p h a n t a t  one s tro k e . A t th e  end  o f a  
se rp e n tin e  n eck  s lav e red  huge rid g ed  
jaw s o f  m ore  th a n  crocod ile  m ag n itu d e .

U n w ise ly , C ra n e  sh o u te d  th e  one 
w ord  to  d esc rib e  it.

“ I t ’s  a  dragon!”
J o n d r a  w en t lim p  w ith  a  little  m oan  

o f  u t te r  te r ro r ,  s lu m p in g  a g a in s t the  
w ing -edge . C ra n e  h a lf  sw ep t h e r  in  h is 
a rm s  fo r a  d e sp e ra te  ru n  to  th e  c ab in , 
b u t  re lea sed  h e r . T h e re  w a sn ’t  tim e. 
B y  th e  size o f  th e  sh ad o w  ah e a d , th e  
b e h e m o th  b eh in d  m ust be  w ith in  s t r ik 
in g  d is tan ce .

S obb ing  in  h a s te , C ra n e  r ip p e d  open  
h is  ja c k e t  a n d  d rew  o u t th e  m ash er- 
g re n a d e  he  c a rr ie d . H e  th a n k e d  his 
s ta r s  for su sp e c tin g  h e  m ig h t need  it, 
a f te r  d isco v e rin g  h e ’d  b ro u g h t th em  
h e re . H e  g rip p e d  its  h a n d le , fa c in g  th e  
o n co m in g  b e a s t.

F  he  co u ld  on ly  see to  th ro w  I
P u llin g  th e  p in , he  flung  it  b lin d ly , 

ju d g in g  as b e s t he co u ld  b y  so u n d  an d  
in s tin c t w here  th e  c re a tu re  w as.

T h e re  w as a  d u ll ro a r  a s  C ra n e  flung 
h im se lf  ov er th e  g ir l’s fo rm , h ead  dow n. 
A  second  la te r  he h e a rd  th e  m ajestic  
c ra c k lin g  of a s h a tte re d  tre e , to p p lin g  
a n d  c ra sh in g  its  le n g th  th ro u g h  th e  
o th e r  p in es. B ra n c h e s  w h ip p ed  ac ro ss  
h is  p i lo t’s u n ifo rm , b ru is in g  h im  
th ro u g h  th e  fab ric . T h e  tre e  h a d  v e ry  
n e a r ly  sm ash ed  dow n on th em .

T h e  g re n a d e  h a d  done  th a t— blow n 
dow n a  tree . B u t h ad  it s to p p e d  th e  
b e a s t?  T h e  m o n s te r’s ro a r  h a d  echoed 
th e  explosion .

A nd  now  th e  b e a s t’s bellow  so u n d ed  
a g a in — n e a re r  a n d  u tte r ly  e n rag ed . 
C ra n e  h a d  m issed  I In  a n o th e r  second  
fe roc ious ja w s  w ould  c ru n c h  th ro u g h

him  a n d  Jo n d ra , snuffing  o u t th e ir  lives. 
C ra n e  w inced , w a itin g  fo r the  d ea th  
s tro k e .

H e  w a sn ’t su re  w h a t h ap p en ed  th en . 
T h e  w hole sequence  w as a  b lu r of 
sound . H e  seem ed  to  h e a r  a  second 
g re n a d e  explosion , ju s t  a f te r  h is ow n, 
c lip p in g  off th e  b e a s t’s an g ry  ro a r. A nd 
th e n  from  its  th ro a t  issu ed  a scream  
so p ie rc in g  th a t  C ra n e  q u iv e re d  as  if 
s ta b b e d .

H e a d  rin g in g , he could  h e a r  little  
m ore . H e  sen sed  th a t  th e  b e a s t h ad  
gone. P ic k in g  h im se lf up  d azed ly , he 
looked  a ro u n d . B u t he  cou ld  see n o th 
ing!

T h a t  w as th e  g h a s tly  p a r t  o f it. H e  
c o u ld n ’t see th e  fa llen  tre e , o r  th e  re 
tre a tin g  m o n ste r, o r a n y  sign  of th e  ex 
p losion  sav e  a  sw irl of s e ttl in g  d u s t. 
I t  w as like  a  n ig h tm a re . F ig u re s  su d 
d en ly  c a ta p u lte d  th ro u g h  th e  d u st 
c louds, sh o u tin g . D r . D a m o n  w as in  
th e  lead , w ith  a  g re n a d e , H a r la n  an d  
P ie r re  b e h in d  w ith  rifles. P ie rre  sh ad ed  
h is  ey es a n d  s ta re d  dow n th e  va lley , 
ev id e n tly  a t  th e  fleeing b east.

D r . D am o n  p ick ed  up  his d a u g h te r , 
ru b b in g  h is  ch eek  a g a in s t h e rs , m u tte r 
ing.

“ So, t h a t ’s w h a t th e  g ren ad es  w ere 
f o r ! ” C ra n e  h issed . “W h y  d id n ’t you 
w arn  u s th a t  d rag o n s  ru n  a ro u n d  loose 
h e re?  Y ou p re tty  n e a rly  fed jo n d r a  to  
th e m , y o u  o ld  fo o l!”

“ L e t m e e x p la in ,” D r. D am o n  sa id  
tire d ly . H e  eased  th e  g irl b a c k , and  
c o n tin u ed .

“ Six m o n th s  ago I  tr e k k e d  w ith  
P ie rre  p a s t  G re a t B e a r  L a k e , fo r  f irs t
h a n d  g lim p ses o f A rc tic  life -fo rm s. I ’m  
a  g o v e rn m en t b io log ist, re tire d . W e 
s tu m b led  in to  th is  va lley . I t ’s a lm o st 
u n d e te c ta b le  from  g ro u n d  level. I  d o u b t 
if an y  w h ite  m a n  has ever been  h ere  b e 
fore. W e a lm o s t fell in to  it  b e fo re  we 
knew  it  w as h e re .”

H e  w en t on , as th o u g h  finally  aw are
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h e  m u s t te l l  th e  w hole s to ry .
“W e c irc led  th e  cliffs a n d  fo u n d  one 

sp o t w here  y o u  cou ld  c lim b  dow n, a t  
som e r isk . F in d in g  th e  asto u n d in g  
phenom enon  of in v is ib ie  life -fo rm s 
here , I  decided  to  s ta y  for a  s tu d y , 
send ing  P ie rre  back  now  an d  th e n  for 
p ack  supplies. F in a lly  I  s e n t th e  m es
sage to  Jo n d ra , fo r m ore  m a te r ia l, in  
o rd er to  m a k e  a  m ore  p e rm a n e n t s ta y .

“ M y  id ea  w as s im p ly  to  h a v e  th e  
supp lies  d e liv e red , a n d  th e n  J o n d ra  
w ould  re tu rn  w ith  y o u . I  d id n ’t  w an t 
to  te ll o f th e  d ra g o n s , fo r  th e n  she w ou ld  
e ith e r  in s is t on  s ta y in g  w ith  m e, o r 
w o rry  h e rse lf  to  d e a th  b a c k  hom e.

“ I  still h o p ed , a f te r  th e  b a d  la n d in g , 
th a t  th a t  you  w ould  re p a ir  th e  sh ip  a n d  
leave  w ith  h e r b e fo re  th e  d ra g o n s  b e 
cam e ev id en t. I  w as on ly  try in g  to  
keep  it  all fro m  Jo n d ra , fo r h e r  ow n 
peace of m ind .

“N o t know ing  y o u , C ra n e , I  c o u ld n ’t 
te ll you  e ith e r  a n d  be  c e r ta in  y o u  
w ou ldn ’t  te ll h e r .”

T T E  gu lped  fo r b re a th  a n d  w en t on.
A “ So now  you  know  th e  final 

secret of th is  v a lley . I f  th e r e ’s been  
any  m y ste ry  a b o u t all th is , i t ’s  c lea red  
up  now .”

“ Is  i t? ” ch a llen g ed  C ra n e . “ I ’m  n o t 
so su re .” H e  sh ru g g ed . “ A n y w ay , I  b e 
g in  to  u n d e rs ta n d  a  few  th in g s . T h a n k s , 
D r . D am on, fo r to ss in g  y o u r  g ren ad e  
in  tim e .”

T h e  scien tist s ta re d . “ I  d id n ’t th ro w  
one. I  w asn’t  n e a r  en o u g h  to , b e fo re  
i t  w as over.”

“ T h e n  who d id ? ” C ra n e  a sk e d  
slow ly . “ I  could  sw ear m y  g re n a d e  
m issed  th e  b east. A second  one w e n t 
off im m ed ia te ly  a f te r , ch as in g  th e  b e a s t 
aw ay . D id n ’t  you  h e a r  tw o ex p lo s io n s? ”

D r . D am o n  shook  h is  h e a d , H a r la n  
a n d  P ie rre  follow ing su it.

“ W e h e a rd  one explosion , th e n  a  tre e  
t r a s h in g  a n d  th e  b e a s t sc ream in g .

T h e re  w as so  m u ch  c o n fu s io n  o f  no ise  
th a t  y o u  m e re ly  im ag in ed  y o u  h e a rd  a n 
o th e r  g re n a d e .”

“ T a k e  th e  c re d it d ue  y o u ,” H a r la n  
sa id  d ry ly . “ Y o u r g re n a d e  d id  th e  tr ic k . 
Y o u ’re  a  h e ro .”

C ra n e  igno red  th e  sa rc a sm , b u t  
s ta r te d  a  l i t tle , m ee tin g  J o n d r a ’s eyes. 
She h a d  com e to  q u ie tly . T h e re  w as no  
sa rc a sm  in  h e r  ey es, on ly  a  d eep  s ile n t 
th a n k s  th a t  m ad e  h im  tu rn  a w a y , f lu sh 
ing.

T h e  g irl s a t  u p . “ I  h e a rd  e v e ry  w ord  
y o u  sa id , d a d ,” she  s ta te d , “ a b o u t th e  
d ra g o n s . I f  y o u ’re  s ta y in g , so am  I . ”

D r . D am o n  loo k ed  a t  C ra n e  h e lp le ss 
ly . T h a t  w as t h a t !

B A C K  A T  c a m p , th e  e x c item en t 
ov er, C ra n e  a d d re sse d  th e  sc ie n tis t 
w h ile  th e y  a te  th e ir  even ing  m eal.

“ W h y  n o t e x p la in  th e  re s t, D r . D a 
m o n ? ” he  su g g ested . “W h a t e x p e ri
m e n ta tio n  a re  y o u  c a rry in g  o n ?  A nd  
w hy  h av e  y o u  w a n te d  th e  v a lle y ’s lo ca 
tio n  k e p t se c re t from  p u b lic  c h an n e ls?  
I  th in k  H a r la n  a n d  I  a re  e n ti t le d  to  
k n o w .”

T h e  sc ie n tis t s tiffened , a s  th o u g h  to  
re fu se . B u t w hen  J o n d ra  to u ch ed  h is  
a rm , he re lax ed . H e  sm iled  se lf-co n 
sciously .

“ I  su p p o se  I  h a v e  th e  fo ib les o f a n y  
s c ie n tis t w ho h as  s tu m b le d  on a  g re a t  
th in g . T h is  is one o f those  p h en o m en a  
th a t  c ro p  u p  on ly  once a  c e n tu ry . I f  th e  
w orld  h e a rd  a b o u t i t , a  h u n d re d  b io log
is ts  w ou ld  be  sw arm in g  u p  h e re  o v e r
n ig h t.

“ C a n  you  b lam e  m e fo r  w a n tin g  to  
k e e p  it  to  m y se lf— fo r a  s h o r t  w hile  
an y w a y ?  S tu d y in g  i t ,  rec o rd in g  d a ta , 
a n d  th e n  a n n o u n c in g  i t  in  one g ra n d  
m o m e n t? ”

C ra n e  sm iled . A ll h is  su sp ic io n s  of 
D r . D a m o n ’s m o tiv es  v a n ish e d  in  a  
flash . H e  w as s im p ly  a  sc ie n tis t-m ise r 
w ith  a  b ag  o f go ld , f ig u ra tiv e ly . H e  h a d
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h e a rd  b e fo re  th a t ,  c o n tra ry  to  g en era l 
b e lie f , sc ie n tis ts  w ere o ften  ch ild ish ly  
je a lo u s  o f th e ir  in d iv id u a l d iscoveries , 
a n d  loved  th e  lim eligh t a s  well a s  a n y  
o th e r  h u m a n  soul.

T h a t  to o k  c a re  o f  th e  sc ie n tis t. B u t 
w h a t o f H a r la n ?  A nd  P ie rre ?  W h y  
h a d  th e y  a c te d  s tra n g e ly  a t  tim es?

C ra n e  te m p o ra r ily  she lved  th e  m a t
te r .

“ W h a t a c c o u n ts  fo r th e  in v is ib ili ty ? ” 
he  q u e ried .

T h e  b u stle  o f a rr iv in g  a n d  u n p a c k 
ing , a n d  th e  b a tt le  w ith  th e  shadow - 
d ra g o n , h a d  k e p t th e m  b u sy . B u t now  
th e  th o u g h t loom ed— w hy sh o u ld  th is  
iso la te d  v a lley  b e a r o n ly  inv isib le  life- 
fo rm s?  I t  w as u n h e a rd  of in  th e  an n a ls  
o f science.

T A R . D A M O N ’S to n e  becam e a c a 
dem ic.

“ I ’ve le a rn e d  a  li ttle , a n d  su rm ised  
a  lo t, in  th e  six m o n th s  I ’ve  been  h ere . 
I t  tra c e s  dow n to  a  c e r ta in  ty p e  o f g rass , 
w hich  h a s  th e  p ro p e r ty  of in v is ib ility . 
T h e  h e rb iv o ro u s  c re a tu re s  e a t  th e  g ra ss  
— ra b b its , d ee r, e tc . T h e  c a rn iv o re s—  
b e a r , fox , w easel, lynx— e a t them. E x 
c re m e n t a n d  d e c ay in g  bod ies go  b a c k  
to  th e  soil— a n d  b a c k  to  the  v eg e ta tio n , 
in c lu d in g  tre e s , b u sh es , m oss. I t ’s a 
c losed  cycle , m u tu a lly  k e p t up , a s  i t  
w ould  be in  a n y  iso la ted  v a lle y .”

“ B u t w h a t cau ses  th e  in v is ib ility  i t 
s e lf? ”  I t  w as H a r la n  w ho a sk e d , le a n 
in g  fo rw ard .

D r . D a m o n ’s to n e  b ecam e v ague , 
d re a m y .

“ P e rh a p s  it  goes b a c k  a  long  w ay , in  
ev o lu tio n . E v o lu tio n  tr ie s  a n y th in g  an d  
ev e ry th in g . W h a t does v e g e ta tio n — to 
p e rso n ify  it— fe a r  m o st?  B eing  ea ten . 
A n d  b e in g  seen! I f  it w ere  inv isib le , it 
m ig h t e scap e  th e  c ru n c h in g  jaw s of 
p la n te a te rs .

“ T h u s  ages ago ev o lu tio n  m a y  have  
tr ie d  th is  offshoot spec ies, p ro te c te d  by

in v is ib ility . I t  fa iled , b ecau se  of th e  
an im a l sense  o f  sm ell. I t  v an ish ed  in  
ev o lu tio n , a s  so m a n y  a b o rtiv e  life- 
fo rm s hav e . O n ly  h e re  in  th is  v a lley  it 
su rv iv ed , a n d  s ta y e d  to  th e  p re se n t 
d a y .”

H e  w aved  a  h an d . “ S heer sp ecu la 
tio n , I  ad m it. B u t how ever i t  h ap p en ed , 
th e  in v is ib le  v eg e ta tio n  is h e re , a n d  the  
re su ltin g  in v is ib le  an im a l life .”

“ B u t w h a t is th e  ex ac t agent o f in 
v is ib ili ty ? ” H a r la n  in sis ted .

C ra n e  d id n ’t  lik e  th e  ten sen ess  in  th e  
c h e m is t’s  voice, n o r th e  eag er w ay  he 
w a ited  fo r an  answ er.

“ T h a t ’s w h a t I  w a n t to  find  o u t,”  D r. 
D a m o n  re tu rn e d . “ A nd  w here  you  com e 
in . B etw een  us, we m a y  be  ab le  to  find 
o u t. I  su sp e c t i t ’s a  ho rm o n e , a  g land - 
p ro d u c t. T ra n s p a re n t  life -fo rm s a re  n o t 
u n k n o w n , o f cou rse— je lly fish , m an y  
w orm s, tro p ic a l fish, e tc .

“ A je lly fish  is p ra c tic a lly  inv isib le  in  
w a te r. T h u s  it  is  h id d en  fro m  its  en e
m ies. I t s  p ro to p la sm  is no  d iffe ren t 
fro m  o u rs , b u t  co n ta in s  g la n d -p ro d u c ts  
th a t  re n d e r  i t  h ig h ly  tra n s p a re n t .

“ T h e  sam e th in g , to  a  m uch  m ore 
m arv e lo u s  degree , h a s  o c cu rred  w ith  
th is  v a lle y ’s life -fo rm s. T h e ir  p ro to 
p la sm  is ju s t  as  m a te ria l as o u rs , b u t  
a lm o st co m p le te ly  t ra n s p a re n t  to  l ig h t.” 

C ra n e  no d d ed . “ C lea r e n o u g h ,” he  
p u n n ed .

“ B u t th e  d ra g o n s !” he  a sk e d  in  th e  
n ex t b re a th . “ W h y  shou ld  th e re  b e  in 
visib le  b e a s ts  n e v e r h e a rd  of b e fo re ? ” 

“ N o t d rag o n s— d in o sa u rs ,” sm iled  
th e  b io log is t. “ A  species o f th em  close
ly  re la te d  to  th e  e x tin c t Tyrannosaurus 
rex fie rcest o f th e m  all. T h e  d in o sau rs  
d ied  o u t, m illions o f  y e a rs  ago, in  com 
p e titio n  w ith  r is in g  m am m alian  life . 
B u t th is  in v is ib le  species h a d  ju s t  
en o u g h  ed g e  to  su rv iv e , th o u g h  i t  has  
n a rro w e d  dow n to  th is  lone v a lle y .”

D r . D a m o n ’s voice low ered  a lm ost 
in  aw e.
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“ W h a t w e’ve s tu m b le d  on , in  th is  
p ro tec ted  v a lley , is  th e  la s t v estig e  of 
one of n a tu re ’s g re a t  e x p e r im e n ts— in 
visib ility .*  I t ’s  lik e  find ing  live sab e r- 
too thed  tig e rs , o r  m as to d o n s , o r  s u b 
m en.”

'" P H E Y  all fe lt i t— a n  a ir  o f h a v in g  
been  p ro je c te d  in to  a  s tra n g e  a n d  

an c ien t v a u lt  o f E a r th ’s lo n g  p a s t. E m 
p ires of life  h a d  risen  a n d  fa llen , lik e  
em pires o f m an . P e rh a p s  th e  U nseen  
L ife h ad  once lo rd e d  it  over E a r th ,  on ly  
to  give w ay  b e fo re  k ee n e r-n o se d , 
sh a rp e r-e y ed  species.

I t  w as a  c h a p te r  o f ev o lu tio n  th a t  h a d  
been to ta l ly  u n su sp e c te d . T h e  dead 
fo rm s o f th e  U n seen  h a d  a ll fossilized  
in to  o p aq u e  s to n e , leav in g  no  s lig h te s t 
clue to  th e ir  one-tim e in v is ib ility  in  life .

H a r la n  b ro k e  th e  silence.
“ Y ou th in k , th e n , th a t  you  an d  I  m ay  

be ab le  to  iso la te  th is  in v is ib ility  h o r 
m o n e?”

“ N o t h e re ,” D r .  D a m o n  d e m u rre d . 
“ I t  w ould  ta k e  y e a rs  o f w o rk , in  a  well- 
equ ipped  la b o ra to ry . T h e  b e s t w e can  
do is co llect sam p les  of b lood  from  th ese

* Author Binder here propounds one of the most 
interesting propositions ever advanced in science 
fiction. What if, in the great iong ago, certain 
species of mammals and plant-life acquired the 
power of almost complete invisibility, as a pro
tective coloration against the encroachments of 
more aggressive animals and more sturdy life- 
forms?

Even today there are certain species of animal 
and fish life which, when in danger, can so alter 
their color as to blend with their natural surround
ings, thus confusing their enemies and warding 
off destruction.

The theory of invisibility has long intrigued sci
ence fiction and fantasy writers, and many fine sto
ries on this fascinating theme have been published. 
All sorts of suppositions have been put forth as 
to invisibility in man—peculiar bodily makeup, 
the ability to acquire this strange phenomenon 
through an outside agency such as secret chemical 
formulas or intricate atom re-integrated machin
ery.

But perhaps Nature is wiser than all the wiles 
of chemistry and electricity, even as Author Binder 
suggests.—Ed.

c re a tu re s  a n d  b r in g  th e m  b a c k  to  c iv il
iz a tio n  fo r th a t  lab o rio u s  re se a rc h . T h e  
b lood  w ill c o n ta in  th e  h o rm o n e . T h a t ’s 
ou r jo b , H a r la n .”

T h e  s c ie n tis t rose . “ L e t’s g e t a  good 
n ig h t’s s leep . T o m o rro w  w e’re  go ing 
o u t h u n tin g — fo r in v is ib le  g a m e !”

“ Y ou  k i l l? ”
C ra n e  s ta r te d . I t  w as a  su rp r is e  to  

h e a r  th e  ta c itu rn  P ie rre  sp e a k  u p  o f  h is  
ow n  v o litio n . T h e  F re n c h -C a n a d ia n ’s 
e x p ress io n  w as a g a in  strange-—alm o st 
p ro te s tin g .

“ Y es, w h y  n o t, P ie r r e ? ” D r . D a m o n  
sa id , su rp rise d .

“ H a r d  jo b ,” P ie r re  g ru n te d , tu rn in g  
aw ay .

B u t C ra n e  fe lt h e  h a d n ’t sa id  w h a t he  
m e a n t. W h a t w en t on  in  th e  g u id e ’s 
se c re tiv e  m in d ?  A n d  seco n d ly , w h y  w as 
H a r la n  so  k een  on  th e  in v is ib ility  ang le  
itse lf?

W h en  h e  w e n t to  b e d , C ra n e  a sk e d  
h im se lf a n o th e r  s ta r t l in g  q u e s tio n . H e  
h a d  c o u n te d  th e  g ren ad es . T h e re  w ere 
fo u r cases , c o n ta in in g  six e a c h , a c c o rd 
ing  to  th e  b ill o f lad ing .

Two w ere  m issing!
Who had flung the second grenade?

C H A PTER  V  

The Man in the Mists

n p H E  h u n t  th e  n e x t d a y  p ro v e d  a  
A s tra n g e  one.

“ I  know  so m e th in g  o f th e  la y o u t ,” 
D r . D am o n  a sse rte d . “ P ie r re  a n d  I  ex 
p lo re d  th e  v a lley  q u ite  a  b it. I  even  
m ade  a  m a p .”

H e  d isp lay ed  it  b e fo re  th e y  s ta r te d . 
T h e  v a lley  w as ro u g h ly  five m iles long  
a n d  a  m ile  w ide. I t  w as d e n se ly  w ooded  
in th e  c e n te r , b u t  m ore  th in ly  a t  th e  
en d s w h ere  su n lig h t w as  o fte n  exc luded . 
T h e  in v is ib le  v e g e ta tio n  n e e d e d  life - 
g iv ing  ra y s  th e  sam e  a s  a n y  n o rm a l 
g r o w t h s ,  a b so rb in g  n o u rish m e n t
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th ro u g h  a  co lo rless fo rm  of ch lo ro p h y ll 
in  th e ir  t r a n s p a re n t  leaves.

“ D e e r b row se  a n d  s leep  in  th e  c e n tra l 
se c tio n ,” th e  b io log ist resum ed . “ W e 're  
a f te r  th e m .”

“ W h ere  do th e  d rag o n s  h a n g  o u t? ” 
C ra n e  w a n te d  to  know  m ore p rac tic a lly .

“A n y w h ere ,” D r . D am o n  sa id  briefly .
“ I ’m  going a lo n g ,” Jo n d ra  d e c la red  

firm ly . “ I  w on’t  s ta y  a t  cam p  a n d  b ite  
m y  n a ils .”

T h e  sc ien tis t sh rugged , w ith o u t a n  
a rg u m en t.

“ W ell, we h av e  th e  g re n ad es ,”  he 
sa id .

“ I ’m  going  a long  too ,”  C ra n e  s ta te d .
“ B u t th e  p lan e— ”
“ W ill k e e p ,”  C ra n e  fin ished  sh o rtly . 

“ B esides, I ’m  a  good sh o t.”
T h e  sc ie n tis t seem ed  p leased . “ W e 

c a n  u se  a n o th e r  m an  w ith  a  rifle. L e t’s 
g o .”

P ie rre  lead in g , th e y  tre k k e d  single 
file to w a rd  th e  c e n te r  o f th e  v a lley , 
b ru sh in g  p a s t  u nseen  v eg e ta tio n .

C ra n e  lo o k ed  a ro u n d . S heer, s teep  
cliffs on  a ll sides. T h e y  h a d  k e p t th e  
o u ts id e  w orld  o u t, a n d  th e  th in g s  w ith 
in  from  escap ing . B u t th e  average  te m 
p e ra tu re , it o c c u rre d  to  C ra n e  su d d en ly , 
w as h a rd ly  A rc tic . In  tw o days, none of 
th em  h a d  been  fo rced  to  w ear m ore  th a n  
m ack in aw  ja c k e ts .

“ T h e re  a re  s team  sp rin g s in  th e  c e n 
tra l  a re a ,” D r . D am o n  ex p la ined . “ T h is  
v a lley  w as fo rm ed , ages ago, b y  the  
s in k in g  of la n d  in to  a vo lcan ic  bed . T h e  
u n d e rly in g  h e a t w o rk s up  th ro u g h  the  
soil, k eep in g  th e  va lley  w arm .

“ N o  seeds fly ing  u p  o u t o f th e  va lley  
c a n  ta k e  ro o t in  th e  cold, snow -covered  
reg ions ab ove . T h u s  th e  inv isib le  vege
ta tio n  h a s  been  confined .”

T h e y  saw  th e  s team  sp rin g s soon 
a f te r , puffs o f v a p o r ris ing  from  po rous 
g ro u n d  a n d  cu rlin g  v a g ra n tly  in to  th e  
a ir . O fte n  th e  g h o stly  sh ap es of tree s  
a n d  flow ers w ou ld  be o u tlin ed  fo r a  m o

m en t, revea ling  th e  v e rd a n t c h a ra c te r  
o f th e  inv isib le  fo rest b e fo re  them .

S in g u la rly , here  an d  th e re  an  o r
d in a ry  p in e  s tood  p la in ly  in  view , g reen  
an d  solid.

“Som e seeds d r if t  dow n in to  the  
v a lley  from  above and  ta k e  root. Seeds 
o f th e  com m on visib le  v a r ie ty .”

C ra n e  su d d en ly  chuck led .
“ H u n tin g  invisib le  d eer! M o s t h u n t

e rs  have  a  devil o f a  jo b  bagg ing  one 
th e y  can  s e e !”

“ Y ou th in k  w e’re  fools to  t r y ? ” 
co u n te re d  D r. D am o n  im p e rtu rb a b ly . 
“ W ait a n d  see— ”

H e  b ro k e  off a n d  h e ld  u p  a  w arn in g  
h a n d . T h e  line s to p p ed . T h e  sc ien tis t 
p o in te d  ah ead .

T w o  h u n d re d  y a rd s  beyond , a  s team  
sp rin g ’s v ap o r w ound laz ily  a ro u n d  a n d  
a ro u n d  a  clum p of bushes. Off a n d  on, 
lik e  th e  s h u tte r  o f a  b lin k in g  lig h t, it 
o u tlin ed  th e  fo rm  o f a d eer ly ing  h idden . 
Sensing  h u m an  p resen ce  a n d  th e  conse
q u e n t d an g er, th e  c re a tu re  w as on its 
h au n ch es , re a d y  to  leap  aw ay.

r > U T  it  w as still th e re — a p efec t ta r-  
get. T h e  s team  silh o u e tte  b e tra y e d  

it, ro b b in g  it of th e  a d v a n ta g e  of in 
v is ib ility .

P ie rre  w as slow ly b rin g in g  up  h is rifle, 
w ith  th e  c a u tio n  of an  experienced  
h u n te r . T h e  o th e rs  he ld  th e ir  b re a th s . 
T h e  gun  s tre a d ie d , th e n  b a rk e d , se n d 
ing echoes c ra sh in g  back  a n d  fo rth  b e 
tw een  th e  cliffs.

C ran e  saw  th a t  P ie r re  h a d  m issed. 
T h e  d eer h a d  leap ed  aw ay  a t  th e  c ra c k  
of th e  gun , w ith  a ll th e  lith e  grace  o f its  
k in d . I t  v an ish e d  u tte r ly , passing  b e 
y o n d  th e  s te a m  c u r ta in  like a fad ing  
d ream .

“ W h a t’s th e  m a tte r  w ith  y o u ,  
P ie r re ? ” D r . D am o n  sn ap p ed  irr ita b ly . 
“ F ir s t  tim e  I  knew  you  to  m iss a  p e r 
fec t sh o t lik e  th a t .”

T h e  F re n c h -C a n a d ia n  s tood  dazed ,
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looking  a t  h is rifle in  s ta rk  d isb e lie f.
“Som ething p u sh  b a r re l ,”  he  m u m 

bled. “Spoil sh o t .”
“I f  th a t’s th e  b e s t  excuse y o u  can  

th in k  of— ” T h e  s c ie n tis t g la re d  a t  th e  
m an, then  w aved  th e  p a r ty  on . “ W ell, 
we’ll try  o u r o rig in a l schem e. W e w o n ’t  
find and  m ore d e e r ly in g  th a t  con 
ven ien tly  in  v iew .”

H e exp la ined  h is p lan . “ Y o u ’ve said  
frank ly  y o u ’re  a  poo r sh o t, H a r la n . So 
you be o u r b e a te r . M a k e  a  c irc le  n e a r  
the  cliff edge q u ie tly , a n d  th e n  c u t 
s tra ig h t to w a rd  us. A ny  d e e r you  sc a re  
up  w ill ru n  o u r w ay .

“N ow , th e re  a re  th re e  m ain  sp rin g s  
ahead. P ie rre , th e  one a t th e  le f t. C ra n e , 
the  m iddle  one. I ’ll ta k e  th e  r ig h t one. 
B etw een th e  th re e  o f us, w e e v e n tu a lly  
should  b ag  a  s te a m -s ilh o u e tte d  d e e r .”  

T he  schem e w as c a rr ie d  o u t. H a r la n , 
carefu lly  p ic k in g  h is  w ay  th ro u g h  th e  
invisible fo re s t, m ad e  a  w ide c irc le , th e n  
stam ped  n o is ily  to w a rd  th e  th re e  m en  
w ith re a d y  rifles. T w o  d e e r w ere  seen  
leap ing  th ro u g h  th e  s te a m  c u r ta in s—  
bu t aw ay  in s te a d  of to w a rd  th em . D is 
concerted , C ra n e ’s s h o t w e n t w ild. 
P ie rre  an d  D r. D am o n  h a d n ’t  ev en  tr ie d  
to  fire.

“D eer gone h e re  n o w ,”  th e  sc ien tis t 
m u tte red . “ W e ’ll t r y  a g a in  in a n  h o u r .”  

T h e  re su lts  w ere th e  sam e. T h e  d eer 
were aga in  le ap in g  aw ay  from  th e m , a t  
an  angle th e y  w ere u n p re p a re d  fo r. N o  
one fired.

“W h a t’s w ro n g ? ” D r . D am o n  ra sp e d , 
his tem p er sh o r t. “Y ou  m u st m ak e  to o  
m uch noise c irc lin g , H a r la n .”

“ I  d o n ’t ! ”  th e  ch em ist sn a p p e d  b a c k . 
“ I f  you  a sk  m e, so m eth in g  else sca res  
them  first, b e fo re  I ge t n e a r— a n d  fro m  
the  o th e r d ire c tio n .”

“A  d ra g o n ? ” J o n d ra  g a sp e d  in  a la rm . 
“O f cou rse  n o t ,” h e r  fa th e r  sn o rte d . 

“W e’d  eas ily  h e a r  h im .”
An h o u r la te r ,  H a r la n  tr ie d  ag a in . 

T h ree  d eer cam e leap in g . A t th e  in s ta n t

C ra n e  saw  a  s ilh o u e tte  o v e r h is  s te a m  
sp rin g , h e  te n se d  to  sw ing  b is  rifle  fro m  
r ig h t to  le f t. T h e  d e e r’s m o tio n  th e  
o th e r  w ay — fro m  le ft to  r ig h t— co m 
p le te ly  d isco n ce rted  h im . T h e re  w as 
no  use  to  sh o o t b lin d ly , a  second  la te r ,  
a t  th e  p o rtio n  o f th in  a ir  in to  w hich  th e  
d e e r h a d  d isso lved .

“ D a m n ! ” h e  g ru n te d . “W e ’ll n e v e r 
g e t th e m  th a t  w ay . T h e y  ju s t  d o n ’t  
com e fro m  th e  rig h t d ire c tio n . W h a t’s 
d o ing  i t ? ”

L I  A R L A N  cam e b a c k  w ith  a  so b e r, 
a lm o s t f r ig h te n e d  face .

“ I  th in k  I  saw — ” he gu lp ed .
“ A d ra g o n ? ” J o n d ra  a sk e d  ag a in .
“— th e  sh a p e  of a  man!” H a r la n  

fin ished .
H is  fo u r lis te n e rs  g asped . T h e  

th o u g h t o f a n  inv isib le  m an , m ore  th a n  
ev en  th e  fr ig h tfu l d ra g o n s , s e n t ch ills  
dow n th e ir  sp ines.

“ I  saw  it  w a y  a h e a d , ru n n in g  th ro u g h  
th e  s te a m  c u r ta in , sw inging  its  a rm s 
a n d  c h a s in g  th e  d e e r  a w a y  b e fo re  
I  co u ld  g e t n e a r . H e  m u s t  h a v e  m a d e  
enough n o ise  to  sc a re  th e  d e e r , th o u g h  
th e y  c o u ld n ’t  see  h im .”

“ N o n s e n s e !”  D r . D a m o n  h a d  re 
co v ered  a n d  a lm o s t y e lled  th e  w ord . 
“ Y o u ’re  all le tt in g  y o u r  ne rv es go. 
P ie rre  a n d  I  h av e  been  h e re  six m o n th s  
w ith o u t ru n n in g  ac ro ss  th is  m y th ic a l in 
v isib le  m an . I t  w as a  b e a r  w a lk in g  u p 
r ig h t, n a tu ra lly .

“ N o w  sc a re  u p  th e  d e e r a g a in , H a r 
lan . A nd  d o n ’t  p ic tu re  y o u r  g ra n d 
m o th e r in  th e  m is ts  n e x t ! ”

C ra n e  th is  tim e  d e lib e ra te ly  w a tch ed  
fo r  th e  d e e r  to  b e  s c a re d  u p  fro m  som e 
p o in t o p p o s ite  H a r la n . W h en  a s team  
s ilh o u e tte  d id  a p p e a r , h e  h a d  th e  e x a c t 
b ead . T h e  c ra sh  o f h is  g u n  h u r le d  from  
th e  n e a re s t cliff.

I n  h is  e a g e rn ess , a r r iv in g  f irs t a t  th e  
sp o t, h e  y e lp e d  a s  a n  in v is ib le  h o o f 
c ra c k e d  h im  sm a r tly  on  th e  sh in . H e
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s ta re d  dow n. O n th e  g ra ss  b e fo re  h im  
la y  a  c re a tu re  k ick in g  in  its  d y in g  re 
flexes. H e  co u ld  a c tu a lly  see on ly  one 
th in g — th e  m u sh ro o m ed  b u lle t h an g in g  
a p p a re n tly  in  m id -a ir , lod g ed  in  a n  in 
v is ib le  h e a r t .

T h e n  h e  saw  m ore . A  pool o f liq u id  
w as slow ly  o u tlin e d  a t  h is fe e t a n d  b e 
g an  to  tin g e  w ith  a  fa in t ru d d y  hue.

“ Q u ick , J o n d ra !  ” D r . D am o n  p a n te d , 
ru n n in g  u p . “ T h e  in c iso r a n d  p u m p .”

J o n d ra  o p en ed  th e  case  she h a d  c a r 
r ie d  all m o rn in g , h an d in g  ov er th e  in 
s tru m e n ts . W ith  th e  sk ill a n d  speed  of 
experience, th e  b io log is t in se r te d  a  la rg e  
h y p o d e rm ic  in  an  inv isib le  ju g u la r  vein . 
C ra n e  a n d  H a r la n  s a t  on  inv isib le  
a n im a l legs th a t  w ere s till  s tr ik in g  ou t. 
D r . D a m o n  a tta c h e d  ru b b e r  tu b in g  a n d  
p u m p e d  tra n s p a re n t  b lood  in to  a  series 
o f flasks.

“H a e m o lin — so d iu m  citrate-! ”  he 
b a rk e d  a t  H a r la n .

H a r la n  d u m p e d  th e  p re p a re d  so lu 
tio n s  in  th e  fla sk s, re a g e n ts  th a t  p re 
v e n te d  co ag u la tio n  a n d  d e te r io ra tio n . I t  
w as all d one  in  a  m in u te .

T h e  b lo o d -d ra in e d  b o d y  b e n e a th  
C ra n e  sh u d d e re d , gave  a  final heave , 
a n d  w as still.

“ W a tc h ! ” D r . D a m o n  com m anded .
S low ly th e  co rp se  to o k  fo rm . In n e r  

o rg an s  m is te d  in to  b e in g , ra p id ly  so li
d ify in g  to  v is ib ility  T h e n  o v erly ing  t is 
sue p re c ip ita te d  o u t o f th in  a ir. M u sc les  
sp ra n g  in to  be ing . A  v a s t n e tw o rk  of 
veins a n d  a r te r ie s  sn a k e d  in to  v ision . 
F in a lly  h id e , h a ir  a n d  hooves ap p e a re d .

In  th e  space o f fifteen  m in u te s , an  
o rd in a ry  d eer la y  b e fo re  th e m , no d if 
fe re n t from  its  cousin s  in  th e  o u te r  
WQrld. W ith  th e  p ass in g  of life  a n d  th e  
b re a k d o w n  of th e  d e lic a te  in v is ib ility  
h o rm o n e , flesh h id d en  from  h u m a n  eyes 
h a d  d ro p p e d  in to  th e  v isib le  sp ec tru m .

I t  w as u n c a n n y , eerie , lik e  a  m ag i
c ia n ’s t r ic k  p e rfe c te d  to  a n  im possib le  
degree .

“ B u t i ts  b lood  is s till in v is ib le !” D r . 
D a m o n  crow ed , h o ld in g  one flask  up .

T o  a ll ap p e a ra n ce s  th e  flask  w as 
e m p ty , c lean . E v en  th e  re fra c tiv e  index  
o f  th e  so lu tio n s add ed  h a d  been  la rge ly  
e rased .

“T h e  se c re t of in v is ib ility — in  a 
f la s k !”  H a r la n  m u rm u red .

^ R A N E  g lanced  a t  h im  sh a rp ly . T h e  
m a n ’s eyes w ere en igm atic .

J o n d ra  sh u d d e re d  a n d  tu rn e d  aw ay  
from  th e  scene.

“ L e t’s go b a c k  to  c a m p — ”
“ W h a t?  W ith o u t ta k in g  a long  d e li

c ious c u ts  o f v e n iso n ? ” h e r  fa th e r  
scoffed.

P ie r re  a lre a d y  h a d  h is  k n ife  o u t an d  
w as e x p e rtly  sk in n in g  th e  c a rc a ss . Soon 
a f te r  he  w as ca rv in g  off cho ice s te a k s . 
T h e  s tro n g , s a l ty  sm ell o f fre sh  m e a t 
rose  in to  th e  a ir .

C ra n e  fidgeted . “ I s n ’t  th is  ra th e r  
r isk y , in  case  one of th e  d ra g o n s— ”

As if a t  a  s igna l, a  b la s tin g  ro a r  th u n 
d e re d  a g a in s t th e  confin ing  cliffs. A 
d rag o n  h a d  c re p t close, a t t r a c te d  b y  th e  
sm ell, i ts  no ises cam ouflaged  b y  the  
s te a d y  h iss o f th e  su rro u n d in g  s team  
sp ring . A tre e to p  c ra c k e d , no  m ore th a n  
a  h u n d re d  fe e t aw ay . In  seconds the  
m o n ste r w ou ld  b e  u p o n  th e m , claw ing  
a n d  ren d in g .

T h e  five froze  in to  th e  p a ra ly s is  of 
fear.

C ra n e  b ro k e  from  it w ith  a g ro an  an d  
fum bled  fo r th e  g ren ad e  s lung  on  his 
be lt. D r . D a m o n  a n d  H a r la n  w ere too  
s tu p efied  to  even  re m em b er th em , o r 
b rin g  u p  th e ir  rifles.

C ra n e  p u lle d  a t  th e  p in  w ith  fingers 
o f ru b b e r. B efo re  he  cou ld  d raw  it, a  
h a n d  c lu tc h e d  h is  w ris t in  a  g rip  o f 
steel.

“ P ie rre , y o u  fo o l!” C ran e  sn a rled . 
“L e t me go— ”

“ N o kill b e a s t ! ”  P ie rre  m u tte re d .
T h e y  s tru g g led . T h e  sou n d  of m o n 
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sters feet p o u n d in g  h eav ily  a g a in s t 
their ears. O n ly  seconds w ere  le f t  . . .

T he g re n a d e ’s ro a r  d ro w n ed  o u t th e  
tr iu m p h a n t bellow  o f th e  b eh em o th  
abou t to  o v e r ta k e  th em . A frig h tfu l 
scream  s h a tte re d  th e  a ir ,  as o f a  c re a 
tu re  m o rta lly  w ounded . V io len t th re s h 
ing so unded , as a  m ig h ty  b o d y  w rith e d  
in d e a th  agony . A tre e  c ra c k le d  an d  
toppled , b ru sh in g  a t  th e  five h u m an s 
now s tu m b lin g  aw ay .

T h ey  s to p p e d  a n d  faced  one a n o th e r , 
a h u n d red  fee t fro m  th e  d a n g e r spo t, 
pale, tre m b lin g , sh a k e n  to  th e  ro o ts  of 
the ir souls a t  th e  n a rro w  escape .

D r. D a m o n  su d d e n ly  le t o u t a  ju b i
lan t shou t.

“ I t ’s d y in g  rig h t on  th e  sp o t!  M o re  
blood! C om e on , a ll of y o u , b ack  to  
cam p for m ore  b o ttle s— ”

N o t till an  h o u r la te r , a f te r  th e y  h a d  
re tu rn ed , d id  th e  re p til ia n  m o n s te r  give 
its final g u s ty  sigh  of d e a th . O ne la s t 
swish o f an  inv isib le  ta i l  flung  d ir t, 
needles a n d  sp lin te re d  b ra n c h e s  in  all 
d irections. T h e n  a ll w as q u ie t.

T h e  sc ien tis t b ro u g h t u p  w ith  a  je rk  
as C rane  he ld  h im  from  ru n n in g  close.

“L e t g o ! ” D r . D am o n  screeched . “ I  
have to  p u m p  th a t  b lood  o u t b e fo re  i t ’s 
too la te .”

“ Y ou’ll w ait five m in u te s , till w e’re 
sure he  h a s n ’t  one la s t k ic k  in  h im ,” 
C rane sa id  firm ly , ho ld ing  th e  b io log ist 
tight. “ T h a t  ta il, i f  I  know  a n y th in g  
about d in o sau rs , cou ld  b a sh  in  th e  side  
of a  locom otive .”

Jo n d ra  to u ch ed  h is h a n d  a n d  flashed  
him a  sm ile o f th a n k s .

B ut th e  m o n s te r  lay  s till, a n d  in  fif
teen m inu tes  th e y  h a d  d ra in e d  ga llons 
of viscid flu id  in to  th e  ja r s  th e y  h a d  
lugged from  cam p. H a r la n  d u m p ed  in  
wholesale q u a n titie s  o f h is  p re se rv in g  
chemicals.

T p H E N  th e y  w a tch ed , g asp ing , a s  th e  
A corpse p assed , b y  degrees, in to  th e

o p tic a l rea lm . T h i r ty  fe e t lo n g , from  
sn o u t to  ta il- t ip , sp in ed , a rm o r-p la te d , 
h uge  as  a  house , i t  la y  in  a  m ass o f 
tra m p le d  v e g e ta tio n  a n d  h a lf -sp lin te re d  
tre e s  w hich  m o re  slow ly  a ssu m e d  a v is
ib le s ta tu s  in  d ea th .

I t  w as th e  firs t d in o sa u r seen  b y  h u 
m a n  o r  n e a r-h u m a n  eyes fo r a n  u n 
th in k a b le  age.

“ L o o k  w h a t it to o k  to  k ill i t ! ” H a r 
la n  sa id , aw ed.

T h e  ex p lod ing  g re n ad e  h a d  to rn  o u t 
i ts  e n tire  ch est. B u lle ts  a lone  w ould  
h av e  been  a lau g h a b le  fa rce  a g a in s t th e  
g a rg a n tu a n  c re a tu re .

“ T h a n k  h eav en  fo r  th e  g re n a d e s !” 
D r . D a m o n  b re a th e d . “ I ’m  w o n d er
ing  now  how  P ie rre  a n d  I  d a re d  to  
sn e a k  a ro u n d  fo r  six m o n th s  w ith  o u r 
p ea -sh o o te rs , u n d e r  th e ir  v e ry  n o s e s !”

H e  tu rn e d  w ith  a g low ing  face , w av 
in g  a t  th e  b o ttle s  filled w ith  inv isib le  
b lood .

“W e ow e y o u  o u r lives, a s  w ell as 
th is , C ran e . Y ou  to ssed  th a t  g ren ad e  
ju s t  in  t im e !”

C ra n e  sa id  n o th in g . O bv io u sly  th e  
o th e rs , p a ra ly z e d  in b lin d  te r ro r ,  h a d n ’t 
seen  th a t  d e sp e ra te  m o m en t w hen  he  
s tru g g le d  w ith  P ie rre . H e  looked  a t  
P ie r re , b u t  th e  im passive  face  avo ided  
h is. P ie r re  h a d  no  ex p la n a tio n  for h is  
a s to u n d in g  ac t.

B u t w h a t b o th e re d  C ra n e  th e  m ost 
w as so m eth in g  else.

He hadn’t thrown the grenade! N o r  
h a d  P ie rre  o r  th e  o th e rs! A n unseen  
h a n d  h a d  done it.

Had th e re  been  a  m a n ’s sh ap e  in  th e  
s te a m  m is ts?

CH A PTER  VI

The Invisible Robinhood

n p H E  follow ing  d a y  d aw n ed  c le a r  a n d  
b rig h t. B u t th e re  w as a  c loud  in  

C ra n e ’s m ind . H e  w a tc h e d  D r. D am o n
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a n d  H a r la n  b u s ily  tra n s fe r r in g  th e  
b lood  to  sea led  c a n s , a t  th e  w o rk b en ch .

J o n d ra  w a tc h e d  m oodily . T h is  w as 
n o t th e  r ig h t e n v iro n m e n t fo r h e r . H e r  
fem in in e  n e rv es  w ou ld  g ive w a y  in  a 
few  m o re  d ay s .

P ie r re  s a t  in  th e  su n , s ta r in g  o u t over 
th e  v a lley , a s  th o u g h  o b se rv in g  th e  
shadow -life .

C ra n e ’s c h u rn in g  m in d  s tro v e  to  p u t 
th e  jig saw  pu zz le  to g e th e r . W h y  h ad  
P ie r re  w a n te d  th e  d rag o n  to  liv e?  A nd 
w h a t la y  v e iled  in  H a r la n ’s cold  eyes?

A nd  w as th e re  a  fifth  m a n — inv isib le  
— in th e  v a lley ?

C ra n e  s tro d e  to  h is  p lan e , in  su d d en
a la rm . T h is  w as th e ir  on ly  w ay  of g e t
tin g  o u t o f th e  v a lley — as a  g ro u p . I f  
som eone  h a d  o th e r  p lan s .

T o o  la te !  H e  knew  i t  th e  m o m en t 
he  e n te re d  th e  cab in . T h e  p a n e l-b o a rd  
la y  sm a sh e d  b y  a  w ren ch  fro m  th e  too l 
c h e s t. T h e  d riv e -w h ee l h a d  b een  b a t 
te re d  to  b its , a n d  th e  s te e r in g  p o s t b e n t 
a n d  tw is te d  o u t o f sh ap e . T h e  p la n e  
w as u se le ss , b e y o n d  re p a ir!

T h e y  w ere  tra p p e d , in  th e  v a lley  o f 
in v is ib ility !

C ra n e  s to o d  cu rs in g . I t  h a d  been  
done  th e  n ig h t b e fo re . H a r la n  o r 
P ie r re ?  O r— a  ch ill w en t dow n h is  
sp in e — th e  u n k n o w n  p resen ce?

R e tu rn in g  on  th e  tr a i l  to  c am p , 
C ra n e  h e ld  h is  rifle  g rim ly . H a r la n , 
P ie r re  o r th e  in v is ib le  m a n ?  I t  su rg e d  
th ro u g h  h is  m in d  lik e  th e  b e a t  o f a  
d ru m .

P ie r re  s till  s a t  im p ass iv e ly  b e fo re  th e  
cave  e n tra n c e . H is  b e a d y  eyes d id  n o t
tu rn .  C ra n e  w a tc h e d  h im  fo r  a  long , 
c a u tio u s  m o m en t. W as he  sham m in g , 
fu lly  a w a re  th a t  C ra n e  m u st know  of 
th e  ru in e d  in s tru m e n t b o a rd ?  W a s  he  
w a itin g  fo r  C ra n e  to  m ak e  th e  f irs t h o s
tile  m ove. . . .

“ I ’d  ad v ise  you  to  d ro p  y o u r  g u n ! ”
C ra n e  w h irled . I t  w as H a r la n  in  th e  

d o o rw a y , h a lf  sm iling . A n a u to m a tic

in  h is  h a n d  p o in te d  s tra ig h t  fo r  C ra n e ’s 
h e a r t.

C a u g h t off g u a rd , C ra n e  h a d  li t t le  
choice. H e  d ro p p ed  h is rifle. P ie rre , 
s ta r t in g  fro m  h is  daze , w as ten s in g  p re 
p a ra to ry  to  lu n g in g  fo r h is  rifle, a  y a rd  
aw ay .

“ E a s y , P ie r r e ! ” H a r la n  w a rn e d , a n d  
th e  F re n c h -C a n a d ia n  re lax ed . “ N ow  
s te p  to  th e  r ig h t, b o th  o f y o u , aw ay  
from  y o u r  g u n s .”

A s th e y  com plied , D r . D am o n  a n d  
J o n d ra  cam e ru n n in g  o u t.

“ W h a t is  th is , H a r la n ? ” th e  s c ie n tis t 
d e m a n d e d  te s tily . “ W h a t— ”

H e  g asp ed , see ing  th e  gun .
H a r la n  h e rd e d  th e m  all to g e th e r , u n 

a rm e d  a n d  h e lp le ss  b e fo re  h is  a u to 
m a tic . H e  lo o k ed  from  one to  th e  
o th e r  w ith  u n d isg u ised  tr iu m p h .

“ So i t  w as y o u , H a r la n ! ” C ra n e  sa id . 
“ Y ou  sm ash ed  th e  in s tru m e n t p a n e l so 
we c o u ld n ’t  leav e  th e  v a lley . W h a t’s 
y o u r  g a m e ? ”

“ I  can  s a y  i t  in  o ne  w o rd — in v is ib il
i t y ! ” H a r la n  re to r te d .

“ Y ou  m ean  y o u  w a n t th e  se c re t o f 
in v is ib ility  fo r  y o u rse lf? ” D r . D a m o n  
g u essed  b e la te d ly . “ W h y ?  F o r  w h a t 
e a r th ly  p u rp o se ?  H a r la n , th is  is o u t
rag eo u s— ”

“ S h u t u p ! ” H a r la n  g rin n ed  s tra n g e 
ly . “ F o r  w h a t p u rp o se ?  C a n ’t  y o u  
g u ess?  Y ou  m u m b le d  a b o u t i t  all 
m o rn in g . T h a t  a  p e rso n  co u ld  ta k e  a  
dose  o f th a t  a n im a l b lood  w ith  its  in 
v is ib ility  h o rm o n e— a n d  becom e in v is 
ib le  h im s e lf !”

/ ^ R A N E  cu rse d , b u t  a t  h im se lf. W h y  
^  h a d n ’t  he seen  th a t  b e fo re ?  T h e  
se c re t o f  in v is ib ility  w as o f in c a lcu lab le  
s ign ificance. F ro m  th e  f irs t, H a r la n  
m u s t h av e  p lo tte d  to  h o g  it.

H a r la n  re su m ed . “ L a s t  n ig h t, C ra n e , 
a f te r  sm a sh in g  th e  p a n e l-b o a rd , I  u sed  
y o u r  b a tte r ie s . T h e y  fu rn ish e d  pow er 
fo r a  l i t t le  p r iv a te  ra d io  in  m y  b e lt . I
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sen t a  p re a rra n g e d  s ig n a l, to  frien d s  o f 
m ine. T h e y  sh o u ld  a rr iv e , b y  p lan e , 
in  an  h o u r or so. Y ou  ca lled  m y  h a n d , 
b u t a  li t t le  to o  la te .

“W e ’ll ta k e  a ll those  can s  of b lood. 
A nd  th e n  w e’ll leav e  th e  v a lley —  
a lo n e !”

T h e  p la in , b ru ta l  th re a t  se n t icy  rag e  
th ro u g h  H u g h  C ra n e . H is  m uscles 
k n o tte d , a n d  a  g row l ra sp e d  fro m  h is 
th ro a t.

“W a tc h  y o u rse lf , C r a n e ! ” H a r la n  
y a rn e d . “ I  p re fe r  to  le t  m y  less 
sq u eam ish  frie n d s  do th e  jo b . B u t  if  I  
h av e  to , I ’ll fill y o u  fu ll of lead ! T h is  is 
too  b ig  a th in g  to  s to p  a t  a n y th in g . N o  
one will ever find  th e  fo u r bod ies ro t
ting  aw ay  in an  u n d isco v e red  v a lley  on 
th e  A rc tic  C irc le .”

C ran e  leap ed  aw ay . I t  w as a  d es
p e ra te  gam b le , b u t  P ie rre  m ig h t hav e  
a  ch an ce  to  g e t a t  H a r la n  a fte rw a rd . 
B e tte r  th e  t r y  th a n  ta m e ly  to  w a it fo r 
c e rta in  d e a th  la te r .

C ra n e ’s b ig  bo d y  lunged  fo rw ard  like  
a  foo tba ll ta c k ie r , toes d igg ing  in  th e  
d ir t. H e a d  low, h e  a im ed  fo r H a r la n ’s 
legs.

J o n d ra  sc ream ed . C ra n e  knew  he 
cou ld  n e v e r m ak e  it. T h e  u g ly  sn o u t 
of th e  a u to m a tic  leveled  s tra ig h t  fo r 
h im . H a r la n ’s finger b eg an  to  squeeze. 
C ran e  m e n ta lly  w inced , w a itin g  fo r the  
slugs th a t  w ould  ch u rn  th ro u g h  h is 
b ra in .

A  sho t ra n g  o u t . . .
H a r la n  h a d  m issed! A n o th e r sh o t 

. . . fo u r m ore  sh o ts  . . . a n d  still no 
b u lle t to u ch ed  C ran e!

I t  w as a n  im possib le  m irac le . A nd  
th e n  C ran e  g asped . H e  s to p p ed  sh o rt, 
s ta r in g  a t  th e  am az in g  ph en o m en o n  oc
cu rrin g  b e fo re  h im .

H a r la n  s tood  in  a  s tra n g e ly  u n n a tu 
ra l p o sition . H is  r ig h t a rm  w as stiff 
b e fo re  h im , th e  w ris t b e n t, th e  a u to 
m atic  p o in te d  u p w a rd  w here  he  h a d  
p u m p ed  th e  useless sh o ts . I t  w as ex

a c tly  as  th o u g h  a  m a n  h a d  g ra sp e d  H a r 
la n ’s w ris t from  th e  side , je rk e d  h is  a rm  
u p , a n d  tw is ted  th e  w ris t!

Y e t th e re  w as no m an  th e re .
H a r la n  gave  a  sh rie k  su d d e n ly , a s  h is  

w ris t a lm o st tu rn e d  in  a  co m p le te  c ir 
cle. H is  a rm  looped  a w k w a rd ly  b a c k  
a n d  he s ta g g e re d  in  a n  o ff-ba lance  p o 
sition . A m om en t la te r  th e  a u to m a tic  
d ro p p ed  to  th e  d u s t  fro m  H a r la n ’s 
ne rve less  fingers.

T h e  a u to m a tic  b o u n ced  on ce , th e n  
m iracu lo u sly  rose in to  th e  a ir  b y  itse lf , 
p o in tin g  a t  H a r la n . T h e  c h e m is t ree led  
b a c k , g ro an in g  w ith  th e  p a in  o f  h is  
b ru ise d  w ris t, a n d  a t  th e  u n n e rv in g  
s ig h t o f h is  ow n gun , u n su p p o rte d , 
th re a te n in g  him .

“ I t ’s a n  inv isib le  m a n ! ” J o n d ra  w his
pered .

C ra n e  ten sed  h im se lf  aga in . F r ie n d  
o r enem y?  H a d  th e y  been  rescued  
from  H a r la n  o n ly  to  face  a  new  m e n 
ace?

“ W ho a re  y o u ? ”  he  d em an d ed .

A  L O W , q u ie t vo ice  issued  w eird ly  
fro m  a  sp o t ju s t  abo v e  th e  gun , 

held  b y  an  in v is ib le  h a n d .
“ I ’m know n  as  th e  In v is ib le  R o b in - 

h o o d .”
C ra n e ’s m o u th  fell open .
“ T h e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d ?  Y ou  

m ean  th a t  p u b lic ity  m y th  th a t  s tir re d  
u p  th e  c o u n try  la s t  y e a r ? ” *

“ P u b lic ity  m y th ? ”  T h e  u n seen  m an  
ch u ck led . “ Y es, I  su p p o se  m o st o f you  
h a rd -h e a d ed  p eop le  n e v e r d id  q u ite  b e 
lieve I  a c tu a lly  ex is ted  as  an  inv isib le  
m an . F o r  a y e a r  I  sp ied  a n d  tra c k e d  
dow n c rim in a l rin g s , a n d  still no  one 
believes I  ex ist. N o  one ex c e p t th e  
c rim in a ls  w hose  c a re e rs  I  e n d ed , an d

+In the first story built around this character, 
(July, 1939) The Invisible Robinhood was built 
up through the press as the champion of right, 
and it was the phrase of the day : “Who knows, 
even at this very minute he may be at your elbow! 
Think twice before you ac t!”—Ed.
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m y  one c o n fid a n t a n d  c o n ta c t m an . 
W ell— ”

C ra n e  cou ld  a lm o st see th e  inv isib le  
sh ru g . T h e n  he  g asp ed , as h is  th o u g h ts  
p ie rced  b a c k  a n d  b a c k , th ro u g h  haze 
of m y s te ry .

“ Y ou  w ere  w ith  us all th e  t im e !”  he  
ex c la im ed . “ T h e  take-o ff a t  C hicago—  
th e  p la n e  w as o v erlo ad ed  b ecau se  of 
y o u r  a d d e d  w eigh t. D u rin g  th e  flight, 
y o u  once k e p t J o n d ra  from  falling . I t  
w as y o u r  h a n d  on m y sh o u ld e r th a t  first 
in d ic a te d  th e  v a lle y  to  m e, from  th e  a ir.

“ Y ou  k e p t m e from  s tr ik in g  H a r la n , 
w h en  h e  c ritic iz e d  m y  lan d in g . Y ou 
tu rn e d  off th e  ig n ition  k e y , to  p re v e n t 
d a n g e r o f f i r e !”

C ra n e  g u lp ed  fo r b re a th . I t  w as all 
so c le a r  now ! H e  cou ld  see daw ning  
looks o f u n d e rs ta n d in g  on th e  o th e rs ’ 
faces.

“ Y e s ,”  cam e from  th e  In v is ib le  R o b - 
in h o o d , “ a n d  I  a lso  th re w  th e  second  
g re n a d e , w hen  th e  d ra g o n  a t ta c k e d  you  
a n d  J o n d ra . I  w as th e  one sn eak in g  
a ro u n d  th e  p la n e , w hen  J o n d ra  a p 
p e a re d , a f te r  th e  ra d io  w as sm ashed .

“ Y e s te rd a y , I  th re w  th e  g ren ad e  
w hen  y o u  a n d  P ie r re  s tru g g led  to g e th e r , 
k illin g  th e  second  d ra g o n .”

“ You sav ed  o u r  liv e s? ”  D r . D am o n  
m u rm u re d . “ T h e n  y o u ’ r e  o u r  
f r ie n d — ”

“ I s  h e ? ”  C ra n e ’s face  w as su d d e n ly  
g rim . “ I t  m u s t h a v e  been  y o u  th a t  
sp o iled  P ie r re ’s f irs t  sh o t, a n d  la te r  
c h a se d  a w a y  th e  d e e r , M r. In v is ib le  
R o b in h o o d . And you also smashed the 
plane’s radio! Y o u , as  m u ch  as H a r 
la n , h av e  w a n te d  to  k e e p  us locked  in  
th is  v a lle y  w ith o u t o u ts id e  co m m u n ica 
tio n . W h y ? ”

T h e  u n seen  m a n  seem ed  to  p o n d e r 
fo r  a  m o m en t, s ilen tly . T h e n  h is  d is 
em b o d ied  vo ice , igno ring  th e  ac c u sa 
tio n s, a d d re sse d  th e  d azed , c re s tfa lle n  
H a r la n .

“ I ’ve  tra c k e d  y o u  fro m  th e  s ta r t ,

P a u l H a r la n . I  k n ew  you  w ould  revea l 
y o u rse lf— Agent R-6 16 !”

H a r la n  s ta r te d . “ Y ou  m ean  you  
k n o w — ”

T h e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  m ad e  an  
affirm ative  sound .

“ E v e ry th in g .”  H e  a d d re sse d  th e  
o th e rs . “ T h is  m an  is a  q u is lin g * — a  
m em b er of th e  fifth  co lum n  o p e ra tin g  in 
N o r th  A m e r ic a !”

“ F if th  c o lu m n !” D r . D am o n  g asped . 
“ W h a t do th e y  w a n t up  h ere  in  th is  god
fo rsa k e n — ”

“ Y our in v is ib ility , o f co u rse ,” the  
an sw er cam e b a c k  sh a rp ly . “ T h e y  got 
on th e  t r a c k  o f  i t  w hen  P ie rre , d e liv e r
in g  y o u r firs t m essage , to o k  tim e  o u t fo r 
a  few  d r in k s . H e  s lip p e d , m en tio n in g  
th e  v a lley  of in v is ib ility . N o  one p a id  
a n y  a tte n tio n  e x cep t a  fifth  co lum n  spy . 
T h e y ’re  a ll over, w ith  th e ir  e a rs  a n d  
ey es open  fo r  e v e ry th in g .

“ T h e ir  h e a d q u a r te rs  w as in fo rm ed , 
in  C h icago , a n d  a  c e r ta in  m a sk e d  C o m 
m a n d e r “ Z ” m e t a  c e r ta in  a g e n t R -616  
in  a  ch eap  h o te l ro o m , to  g ive h im  h is 
in s tru c tio n s . W h en  J o n d ra  p u t  an  ad  
in  th e  p a p e r  fo r  a  c h em is t, A gen t R -616  
an sw ered . P a u l  H a r la n  is  an  e x p e r t 
ch em ist, in  re a l life . B u t he  is a lso  a  
fifth  co lu m n is t— w o rk in g  fo r th em , n o t 
y o u ! ”

“ G ood L o r d ! ” D r . D a m o n  sho o k  
h is h ead  d azed ly . “ I  n ev e r d re a m e d — ”

“ H o w  do y o u  know  all th a t ,  I n 
v isib le  R o b in h o o d ? ” C ra n e  a sk ed .

r T ''H E Y  cou ld  sense  h is  p ecu lia r sm ile .
A “ I  am  s ile n t a s  th e  w ind , sw ift a s  th e  

tig e r . I  a m  u n seen , u n d e te c tib le . I  
see a ll, know  all, h e a r  all. A t a n y  m o 
m e n t I  m a y  be  a t  y o u r e lbow , a n y  
w h e re !”

H e  c h u c k le d . “ A t le a s t, th a t  w as m y  
p u b lic ity , d u r in g  m y  cam p aig n  a g a in s t 
c rim e , fo r th e  b enefit o f th o se  w ho

* “Quisling”—the 1940 term for a traitor, a fifth 
columnist.—Ed.
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needed to  fea r m e. As a  m a tte r  o f  fact, 
I  stum bled  on th is  acc id en ta lly .

“ Since th e  E u ro p e a n  w ar, I ’ve been 
investiga ting  fifth  co lum n a c tiv itie s , the  
g rea test m enace  on th is  co n tin e n t to 
day. F o r a  y e a r  I  w as on th e  tra il . I t  
w asn’t  an  easy  job .

“T h e  fifth  co lum n h a s  sp aw n ed  and  
spread a lm o st u n h in d e re d , like  a  m a 
lignant can cer. T h e y  a re  v e ry  c lever, 
no qu isling  know ing  m o re  th a n  one 
o ther qu isling  b y  nam e. T h e  v a s t 
anonym ous n e tw o rk  h as  b u t  one com 
mon basis  —  th e  u n d e rm in in g  o f th e  
N orth  A m erican  peoples. T h e y  v ision  
the day  w hen in one s tu n n in g  u p h eav a l, 
A m erica th e  u n c o n q u e rab le  will be  fa s t 
in their g rip .

“T h ey  have  g a in ed  re c ru its — re n e 
gades to  th e ir  c o u n try — from  ev ery  
walk of life , an d  b y  an y  an d  all m eans. 
P a rticu la rly  a p p ea l to  am b itio n  a n d  d is 
sa tisfaction .

“ P au l H a r la n  is a ty p ic a l exam ple . 
H e is am b itious. T h e  fifth  co lum n con 
verts have  m ore  am b itio n  p e r  sq u a re  
head th a n  a n y  o th e r  g ro u p  in th e  co u n 
try . A nd  th e  fifth  co lum n G .H .Q . 
lavishes p rom ises  fa s te r  th a n  a n y  b litz 
krieg ever to o k  ob jec tives.

“T h a t’s w h a t I ’m  u p  a g a in s t— for 
I ’ve vow ed to  sm ash  th e  fifth  co lum n. 
T he on ly  w ay  w ill be  to  re ach  the  to p  
men. I  h a d  lab o rio u sly  tra c k e d  m y  
way as  h igh  as C o m m a n d e r Z. B u t 
when he gave  R -6 1 6  h is  in s tru c tio n s  
to  get th e  se c re t of in v is ib ility , I  h a d  to  
follow th a t  b ra n c h  tra il.

“ I  w as a t  P a u l H a r la n ’s e lbow  w hen  
he m et C o m m an d er Z . I  w as a t  P a u l 
H arlan ’s elbow  w hen  he  s te p p e d  in to  
the p lane  a t  th e  a irp o r t .”

C rane  h a d  to  laugh  a t  H a r la n ’s 
crushed a ir.

“ You d id n ’t  h av e  a  ch an ce  a t  a ll, 
H arlan , in y o u r d o u b lec ro ssin g — ”

H e b ro k e  off, l if tin g  h is h e a d . T h e y  
all h ea rd  it— a  fa in t  d ro n e  from  th e

sk y . A tin y  p la n e  sp a rk lin g  h igh  in  th e  
a ir , in  th e  so u th . I t  ra p id ly  en la rg e d  
in to  a  tw o -m o to red  c a b in  sh ip . I t  
sw ooped, c irc lin g  th e  va lley .

“ H a r la n ’s fifth  co lu m n is t f r ie n d s !” 
C ran e  w hirled  to  th e  sc ien tis t. “ W h a t ’s 
th e  w ay  o u t o f the  v a lley  b y  foo t, th a t  
you  a n d  P ie rre  found? T h e  sooner we 
leave, th e  b e tte r . W e can  p a c k  en o u g h  
food a long  to  reach  som e to w n — ” 

H a r la n  w as g rinn ing . “ T h e  one tra i l  
o u t o f th e  v a lle y ,” he p u t  in , “ is a t  th e  
o th e r  en d . I  saw  it on D r . D a m o n ’s 
m ap . T h e re  is a lso  a c lea rin g  th e re , 
w ide enough fo r a p lane  landing . I to ld  
m y  m en to  com e dow n th e r e ! ”

“ W e ’re  c u t o ff!” th e  sc ien tis t 
g ro an ed . “ T h e re ’s no  o th e r w ay  o u t ! ” 

T h e y  w atch ed  he lp lessly  as the  p lane  
zoom ed dow n, lan d in g  five m iles aw ay  
in  th e  c lea rin g  a t  th a t  end  of the  v a l
ley.

“ T h e y ’ll be h e re  soon, p ro b a b ly  w ith  
su b -m ach in e  g u n s ,”  C ra n e  m u tte re d . 
“ T h e ir  jo b  is to  m ow us d o w n .”

H e  a u to m a tic a lly  p a tte d  J o n d r a ’s 
sh o u ld e r as  she  c re p t in to  h is  a rm s. 
T h e y  all knew  w ith o u t say in g  th a t  the  
fifth  co lum n  re v o lu tio n is ts  w ere m ore 
b ru ta l in  th e ir  m eth o d s th a n  a n y  in 
h is to ry . T h e re  w as no  escape , a n d  no 
q u a r te r  fro m  w hich  to  ex p ec t help .

CH A PTER  VII 

The Fifth Column

'T 'H E  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d ’s voice 
A ra n g  o u t.

“ I t  isn ’t  over y e t. W e h av e  guns. 
S ta n d  th em  off. L ock  H a rla n  u p  in  the  
c av e .”

H is  a u th o r i ta t iv e  voice b ro k e  u p  th e  
indec ision  o f th e  o th e rs . T h e y  a c 
c e p ted  h is le a d e rsh ip  in s ta n tly . S om e
how , inv isib le  though  he w as, th e re  w as 
a n  a ir  o f confidence a n d  reso u rce fu ln ess  
a b o u t h im .
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C ra n e  an d  P ie rre  shoved  H a r la n  in to  
th e  cave, a f te r  rem ov ing  a ll guns, a m 
m u n itio n  a n d  g ren ad es . T h e  solid  p ine  
d o o r w as sw ung  s h u t a n d  b a rre d  from  
o u ts id e . H a r la n  w ould  h av e  no chance  
to  a id  h is  fellow  qu islings.

T h e n  C ra n e , D r. D am o n  an d  P ie rre  
d is tr ib u te d  them se lves a t  se p a ra te  
p o in ts  ju s t  b eh in d  th e  o u tju ttin g  logs of 
th e  c ru d e  w alls. T h e y  w ould  n o t be 
e a sy  ta rg e ts  in th e  shadow  o f th e  rock 
o v erh an g . J o n d ra  s to o d  beside  C ran e , 
a  rifle g rip p ed  in  h e r  h a n d s  w ith  grim  
d e te rm in a tio n . C ra n e  squeezed  h er 
sh o u ld er.

“ B e b ra v e , J o n d ra ,” he w hispered . 
“ T h e  In v is ib le  R ob inhood  will hav e  a  
tr ic k  o r  tw o u p  his sleeve, if  th e  s to ries  
a b o u t h im  a re  a t  all t ru e .”

B u t fo r th e  p re se n t, he  h a d  s im p ly  
done as th e y  h a d — ta k e n  a  s tra te g ic  
p o sitio n . A rifle h u n g  ee rily  a t  sh o u l
d e r  h e ig h t, w a itin g  fo r th e  a d v e rsa ry .

T h e  enem y  a p p e a re d  w ith in  tw o 
h o u rs , p ic k in g  th e ir  w ay  g in g erly  
th ro u g h  th e  in v is ib le  fo re s t. H a r la n  
h ad  ev id e n tly  g iven  th e m  enough  d e 
ta ils  o f the  v a lley  a n d  its  s tra n g e  u n 
seen life  to  allow  th em  p lan n ed  ac tio n . 
T h e y  cam e d ire c tly  to w a rd  th e  cave.

C ra n e ’s h e a r t  san k . Six o f th em , 
h a rd -lo o k in g  m en , tra in e d  b y  th e  fif th  
co lu m n  for ju s t  th is  so r t  o f b lo o d y  
w o rk . E a c h  c a rr ie d  a  rifle, a k n a p sa c k  
of g ren ad es , a n d  th re e  o f th em  c a rr ie d  
th e  p a r ts  o f a  p o rta b le  a u to m a tic  gun . 
T h e y  w ore  m e ta l he lm ets an d  d u ll-g ray  
u n ifo rm s. T h e y  w ere a s  efficiently  p re 
p a re d  fo r th e ir  m ission as  a n y  sp e a r
h ead  u n it  o f  a  m ech an ized  a rm y  in the  
E u ro p e a n  w ar.

T h e  fif th  co lum n  d id  n o th in g  by 
h a lv es , in  th e ir  su b v ersiv e  p ro g ra m  to  
u n d e rm in e  th e  th u s  fa r  a d a m a n t A m er
ican  hem isp h ere .

’t h e  p a r ty  s to p p ed  five h u n d re d  
y a rd s  aw ay , o u t o f  ran g e  o f  a n y  
b u t  su p e rb  m a rk sm a n sh ip . O ne  m an

ra ise d  a  sp eak in g  tu b e  to  h is  m ou th  
and  ye lled  across.

“ Y ou hav e  P a u l H a r la n  p r iso n e r? ”
Sensing  th e  In v is ib le  R o b inhood  d id  

n o t w ish  to  revea l h is p resen ce , C ran e  
cu p p e d  his lips an d  sh o u te d  b ack  the  
a ffirm ative .

“ G ive yourse lves u p ! ” cam e back . 
“ Y ou h a v e  no chance  a g a in s t us. If  
you  su rre n d e r  q u ie tly , we p rom ise  you  
sa fe  p assag e  back . W e do  n o t w an t 
y o u r lives, on ly  th e  sec re t of in v is i
b i l i ty ! ”

“ A  lie, o f c o u rse ,” th e  In v is ib le  R ob- 
in h o o d ’s w h isp er cam e. “ T h e  fifth  
co lum n  d o e sn ’t  know  w h a t th e  w ord  
‘h o n o r’ is. I f  w e su rre n d e r , w e’ll be 
sh o t dow n lik e  d o g s ! ”

C ra n e ’s voice w as an  en rag ed  ta u n t.
“ C om e a n d  g e t u s ! ”
T h e  le a d e r w aved  a h a n d  in s ta n tly , 

a s  th o u g h  know ing  th a t  w ould  b e  th e  
an sw er. T h e  m en sc a tte re d  in a sem i
c irc le  and  began  creep in g  w ith in  gun 
range . R ifles b a r k e d .  S ho ts to re  
a ro u n d  th e m  v ic iously .

/ ^ R A N E  sh o t six tim es, ta k in g  c a re 
ful b eads, a n d  th e n  cu rsed  liv id ly . 

N o t  o ne  o f th o se  c lea rly  exposed  m en 
h ad  d ro p p ed  o r  even  fa lte red .

“ T h e  in v is ib le  fo re s t p ro te c ts  th e m ,” 
J o n d ra  sa id . “ T h e y ’re  ru n n in g  from  
inv isib le  tree  to  inv isib le  tre e .”

C ran e  g ro u n d  h is  te e th  a t th e  irony . 
Im p o n d e ra b le  lig h t w en t th ro u g h  the  
tre e s , b u t n o t b u lle ts . T h e  ra id e rs  h a d  
a  p e rfe c t p ro te c tiv e  m ed ium . T h e y  
c rep t c loser s te a d ily , firing  slow ly , 
w a itin g  to  ge t w ith in  effective range .

T h e ir  ta c tic s  w ere m erc ilessly  effi
c ien t. A t th re e  h u n d re d  y a rd s , th re e  
m en  sc u rrie d  to g e th e r , a n d  began  
h a s tily  assem b ling  th e ir  m ach in e  gun . 
T h e  o th e r  th re e  p o u re d  a  w ith e rin g  rifle 
b a rra g e  to w a rd  th e  cave , to  d isco n ce rt 
th e  d e fe n d e rs ’ a im .

T h e  g u n  w as se t u p  in  seconds. T w o
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m en d ash ed  a w a y  a n d  th e  th ird  th re w  
h im self full len g th  b e h in d  th e  gun . In  
a  m om en t i ts  ra k in g  fire  b eg an  sy s te 
m atica lly  to  cover ev e ry  inch  o f the  
defended  a rea .

F lin g in g  J o n d ra  fla t o n  th e  g ro u n d  
beh ind  the  log  w all, C ra n e  h im self 
sh ra n k  b a c k . Solid sh ee ts  of lead  w ere 
p ry in g  in to  ev e ry  n o o k  a n d  co rner. 
S p lin ters o f w ood flew v ic iously .

“ W h a t can  we d o ? ” cam e D r . D a 
m on’s w ail from  th e  o th e r  side. “ W e 
c a n ’t  fire a  sh o t b a c k ! ”

C ra n e  k n ew  th e re  w as one th in g  to  
try . W a itin g  till th e  sw ing ing  m uzzle 
h a d  a rc e d  aw ay  from  h im , he  d e sp e r
a te ly  ra n  o u t, h u rlin g  a  g ren ad e . I t  
fell fa r  sh o rt, d igg ing  a  u se lesss  p it. 
T h e  h o rrib le  c h a tte r  of th e  a u to m a tic  
w eapon  w en t on  u n a b a te d , filling th e  
valley  w ith  a  ra ttl in g  th u n d e r .

As th o u g h  h is  g ren ad e  h a d  been  th e  
signal, th e  o th e r five in v a d e rs  ra n  fo r 
w ard  bo ld ly , g re n a d e s  in  th e ir  h an d s. 
In  a  few  seconds, w ith in  ran g e , th e y  
w ould bom b dow n th e  log  w alls.

“ W e ’ve got to  do  som eth in g , In v is 
ible R o b in h o o d !” C ra n e  sh o u ted . 
“ F o r G o d ’s sa k e , th in k  o f som eth ing! 
W e’ll be  m u rd e re d  w here  w e s ta n d — ”

C ran e  su d d en ly  rea lized  h e  w as 
ta lk in g  to  h im self. T h e  sp o t w here  the  
inv isib le  m an  h a d  s to o d  seem ed  no  d if 
fe re n t ex cep t for o ne  th in g — th e re  w as 
no rifle h a n g in g  m y s te rio u s ly  w ith o u t 
su p p o rt.

“ D a m n  h im ! ” C ra n e  rag ed . “ H e ’s 
d ese rted  us! I  k new  I  sh o u ld n ’t  have  
tru s te d  h im — ”

H is  voice w as d ro w n ed  o u t b y  a  fu ri
ous ro a r . T h e  g re n a d e s ! T h e n  a lre a d y  
the  en em y  w ere w ith in  range!

C ra n e  w a ited  fo r th e  log w alls to  
c rash  a ro u n d  th e ir  e a rs , leav in g  th em  
defenseless.

In s te a d , th e  ro a r  w as fo llow ed by  the  
fam ilia r c rack lin g  of a sp lin te re d  tree . 
T hen  a  g ro u n d -sh a k in g  th u m p , a s  its

inv isib le  b u lk  sm ash ed  dow n and  
m e a su re d  its  leng th  on th e  g ro u n d .

A n o th e r  ro a r . A gain  a  tre e  gav e  its  
d e a th  w ail a n d  so u g h t its  g rave .

Roar!— Crash!
Roar!— Crash!
C ra n e  looked  o u t. T h e  five a d v a n c 

ing a tta c k e rs  h a d  h a lte d  in th e ir  t r a c k s , 
g ren ad es  u n th ro w n . T h e y  lo o k ed  a b o u t 
frig h te n e d , as th e  in v is ib le  fo re s t 
seem ed  to  hav e  gone m ad , th re a te n in g  
to  c ru sh  th em  w ith  h u n d re d -fo o t fa ll
ing  ju g g e rn a u ts .

T J U G H  C R A N E  le t o u t a  w hoop  of 
o f jo y . T h e  enem y c o u ld n ’t  know  

th a t  an  inv isib le  m an  w as am ong  th em , 
to ssin g  g re n a d e s  a t  tre e s  an d  b rin g in g  
th em  dow n. I t  w as as  th o u g h  a  g ian t 
w ere u p ro o tin g  th e m  as c lu b s a n d  b e a t
ing  th e  g ro u n d  to  b lin d ly  o b lite ra te  th e  
in v ad e rs .

So it  m u s t h av e  seem ed to  th e  th o r 
o u g h ly  a s to u n d e d  fifth  co lu m n ists . 
T h e y  fled b a c k , like  sca red  rab b its . 
T h e y  h ad  been  re a d y  fo r a n y th in g , b u t  
n o t tre e s  fa llin g  lik e  leaves.

T h e  m an  a t  th e  m ach in e  gun  c o u r
ageously  s tu c k  to  h is  p o s t, u n til in v is
ib le  b ra n c h e s  of a  c ra sh in g  tre e  
k n o ck ed  h is w eapon  . tw e n ty  fee t 
th ro u g h  th e  a ir , an d  h im se lf in to  a  
th ic k e t o f in v is ib le  b ram b les .

T h e y  re tre a te d , b u t  n o t in  p a n ic . 
W ell tra in e d , even  in th e  face  o f a  s ta g 
g erin g  su rp rise , th e y  u n h itc h e d  th e  m a 
ch ine  gun  a n d  le f t  a t  a  d o g -tro t. O ne 
m an  ra n  sm ack  in to  an  in v is ib le  tre e , 
k n o ck in g  h im self o u t. T w o  o th e rs  p u t  
th e ir  a rm s u n d e r  h is  sh o u ld e rs  a n d  
d rag g ed  h im  along . O n e  m an  co v ered  
th e  re a r  a t  a  slow er p ace , g lan c in g  b a c k  
as  o fte n  as he  cou ld , rifle re a d y .

C ra n e  re s tra in e d  h im se lf  from  o rd e r
in g  a  c o u n te r -a tta c k . T h e y  w ere  s till 
a  fo rm id ab le  fo rce , in th e ir  w e ll-o rg an 
ized  re tre a t . L e t  th e m  go. C ra n e  con
te n te d  h im se lf w ith  ta k in g  a  ca re fu l
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bead , e s tim a tin g  th e  inv isib le  tre e s  by  
th e ir  w ind ing  p a th , a n d  seeing  one m an  
je rk  a n d  c lu tch  h is  a rm . T h e y  w ould  
ta k e  b a c k  one w ound , as  well as th e ir  
b ru ise s  from  th e  fa llin g  trees.

“ W ell, how  w as th a t ? ”
C ra n e  s ta r te d . T h e  In v is ib le  R ob in - 

h o o d ’s vo ice  h a d  spoken  beside  h is  ea r.
“ G r e a t! ” C ran e  com m ended . “ Y ou 

sa v ed  th e  d a y ! B u t w hy  n o t follow  
th e m  now ? Y ou  cou ld  p ick  th em  off 
one b y  one— ”

“ N o . I f  I  tr ie d  th a t ,  th e y  w ould  
ra d io  to  th e  p lane . T h e y  a re  a lw ay s in  
ra d io  c o n ta c t. T h e  m en  a t  th e  p lan e—  
p e rh a p s  th re e  o r fo u r m en  le f t  on  g u a rd  
— w ould  th e n  know  o f an  inv isib le  m an . 
T h e y ’d  p la n  a g a in s t m e.

“ I ’ve seen  enough  of fifth  co lum n 
m eth o d s to  k n o w  i t ’s  a  m is ta k e  to  u n 
d e re s tim a te  th em . T h e y ’re  n o t b ra in 
less, b lu n d e rin g  g an g ste rs . T h e y ’re  in 
te llig en t, c lev er, efficient to  th e  h ig h est 
d e g re e .”

H is  vo ice  b ecam e low , th o u g h tfu l.
“ W e h av e  a  to ugh  figh t a h e a d  of us 

— to  escape  th em . T h e y ’ll com e b a c k  
n ex t w ith  lig h t field guns, p e rh a p s , h u r l
ing  she lls  from  a  m ile o r tw o b a c k .”

“ G ood L o r d ! ” sh u d d e re d  D r. D a 
m on. “ J u s t  like  th e  w a r in  E u ro p e —  
m ach in es a g a in s t m en. W e h a v e n ’t  a 
g h o s t o f a  ch an ce  o f ho ld ing  o u t ! ”

A  p a ir  o f inv isib le  fingers sn ap p ed .
“ W e h av e  one good chance. T h e ir  

w hole  m ission  is to  b rin g  b a c k  th e  se 
c re t  o f  in v is ib ility . S uppose we spill 
a ll th e  b lood  sam ples, and  th en  le t them  
k n o w  th a t  H a r la n  will be  k illed  by  us.

“ T h e y  m ig h t be  w illing  to  b a rg a in  for 
h is  life , s ince  th e y  w ould  lose tim e s t a r t 
in g  a t  sc ra tc h  aga in . O ne of th e  fifth  
co lu m n ’s m a in  c reed s  is speed , speed. 
L e t’s ta lk  to  H a r la n .”

“ Spill th e  sam p les— n o ! ” D r . D a 
m a n  a lm o st sh o u te d  it. “ I  w on’t  a l
low  it. I — ”

C ra n e  cou ld  feel th e  inv isib le  m a n ’s

co ld  s ta re  a t  the  sc ien tis t.
“ H a v e  you  th o u g h t of inv isib le  fifth  

co lu m n ists , D r. D am o n ?  T h e y  w ould 
h a v e  a  noose a ro u n d  A m erica  befo re  
we cou ld  say  m echan ized  u n it!  They 
must not get that secret!’'

F \ R  D A M O N  g asp ed . “ Inv is ib le  
fifth  c o lu m n is ts !” H e  m ade  no 

fu r th e r  ob jec tions.
P ie rre  sw ung open  th e  b a r re d  door.
“ C om e o u t, H a r la n ,”  C ran e  com 

m an d ed . “ W e w a n t to  ta lk  to  y o u .”
T h e re  w as no  answ er. C ra n e  re 

p e a te d  h is w ords, th e n  s tep p ed  in  im 
p a tie n tly .

“ I f  I  hav e  to  d ra g  you  o u t, like  a  
s tu b b o rn  ch ild— ”

H is  voice g ro u n d  to  a s ta r t le d  h a lt.
T h e  in te r io r  o f th e  cave-space  w as 

e m p ty ! T h e  o th e rs  crow ded  in , gaping. 
H a r la n  w as sim p ly  n o t th e re , on ly  his 
c lo th in g  p iled  in a heap .

“ H ow  cou ld  he h av e  e sc a p e d ? ” 
C ra n e  sa id  d azed ly . “ T h ro u g h  solid  
log w alls an d  a b a rre d  d o o r? ”

J o n d ra  scream ed . “ T h a t  shadow  a t  
th e  doo r— ”

T h e y  w hirled . S om eth ing  shadow y 
an d  vague  w as p lu n g in g  th ro u g h  the  
d o o rw ay . I t  w as in  th e  sh ap e  of a m an.

“ H a r la n ! ”
C ra n e  leaped , b u t  som eth ing  sh o u l

d e red  h im  asid e  a t th e  door. T h e  I n 
v isib le  R o b in h o o d  h a d  leap ed  first, an d  
w as ch asin g  th e  escap ing  m an .

R u n n in g  o u ts id e , th e  re s t saw  only  a  
tra n s lu c e n t s ilh o u e tte  rac in g  aw ay  in to  
th e  fo rest, p u rsu e d  b y  som eth ing  th e y  
cou ld  n o t see a t  all.

F iv e  m in u tes  la te r  th e  In v is ib le  R o b - 
in h o o d ’s voice so u n d ed  b e fo re  th e m , 
p an tin g .

“ G ot aw ay . W a sn ’t  q u ite  inv isib le , 
b u t  in  th e  su n lig h t i t  w as lik e  keep ing  
y o u r eye on  a  f littin g  shadow . I  lo st 
h im .”

“ H e  in je c te d  som e of th e  b lood so lu 
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tion  in to  h is v e in s !”  D r . D a m o n  c ried . 
“ I  should  h av e  k n o w n  h e ’d  t r y  it. T h e  
in v is ib ility  h o rm o n e  is so p o w e rfu l it 
w orks w ith in  a n  h o u r . H e ’ll be  com 
p le te ly  in v is ib le  soon , a n d  s ta y  th a t  w ay  
till th e  dose w ears  off— p ro b a b ly  tw e n 
ty -fo u r h o u rs .”

“ A n in v is ib le  m a n  a g a in s t u s ! ” Jo n -  
d ra  w h ispered .

C ran e  looked  a t  th e  In v is ib le  R o b in - 
hood— o r th e  sp o t h e  occup ied .

“T h a t  co m p lica te s  m a tte rs . H a r la n , 
invisib le , c a n  com e sn e a k in g  b a c k
and— ”

H e d id n ’t  fin ish  th e  sen ten ce . I t  
would so u n d  too  h o rrib le  to  sa y  it. B u t 
sudden ly  he  d id  sa y  it, in  a l te re d  fo rm . 
. “W h y  n o t sn e a k  to  th e ir  c a m p  a n d  
m u rd er them in  th e ir  s le e p ? ” h e  d e 
m anded . “ E v e ry  m in u te  th a t  goes b y  
endangers us. A nd all A m erica! 
Y ou’re  inv isib le . T h e y  c a n ’t  to u c h  you . 
T ak e  a  g u n  a n d  sh o o t th e m  dow n like  
they  w ou ld  h av e  sh o t us dow n.

“ I  know  it  w o n ’t  be  an  e a sy  th in g  to  
do. A ny  d ec e n t m a n ’s sou l rev o lts  a t 
being a  c o w ard ly  a ssassin . B u t y o u ’ve 
got to , R o b in h o o d . I t ’s th e  on ly  w a y ! ”

T h e  o th e rs  lo o k ed  a t  e ach  o th e r , 
shuddering . I t  w as a  s ta rk ,  m erc iless 
suggestion . T h e  h e ig h t, p e rh a p s , of 
sheer d e lib e ra te  m u rd e r. B u t th e  s ta k e s  
were e q u a lly  in  p ro p o rtio n .

T h e re  w as silence fro m  th e  In v is ib le  
R ob inhood  fo r a  long  m o m en t. T h e n  a  
deep, g rim  sigh.

“ Give m e a  rifle a n d  tw elve  b u lle ts ,” 
he sa id .

A m o m en t la te r  h e  w as gone, a s  u n 
seen an d  s ile n t as  th e  w ind .

C H A PTER  VIII 

Under Fire

/ " 'R A N E  sa id  little  to  J o n d ra  a s  th e y  
w aited , h is  a rm  acro ss  h e r  sh o u l

der. D r . D a m o n  seem ed  to  find  th e

g ro u n d  in te re s tin g . P ie r re  s ta re d  o u t 
ov er th e  in v is ib le  fo re s t, h is  b la c k  ey es 
e n ig m a tic  as  a lw ays.

T h e y  s tra in e d  th e ir  e a rs  to  h e a r  
sh o ts . T h e  sh o ts  th a t  w o u ld  an n o u n c e  
h u m a n  b e in g s  m u rd e re d  w ith o u t a  
ch an ce , b y  a n  in v is ib le  a ssa ss in . I t  
w as a  g rim , so u l-sea rin g  gam e th a t  w as 
b e in g  p la y e d  o u t in a su n k e n  v a lle y , 
fa r  n o r th  o f th e  teem in g  c itie s  o f A m e r
ica.

C ra n e  s ta r te d . A tw ig  h a d  c ra c k le d , 
som ew here  o u t  a t  th e  frin g e  o f th e  in 
v is ib le  fo re s t. H e  ju m p e d  u p . T h e ir  
in v is ib le  f r ie n d  w as re tu rn in g .

“ R o b in h o o d ?  Y ou— ”
A sh o t ra n g  o u t. T h e  b u lle t w h is

tle d  p a s t  C ra n e ’s e a r  a n d  th u n k e d  in to  
th e  logs b eh in d .

J o n d ra  sc ream ed . “ L o o k  th e re — a 
gun  p o in tin g  a t  u s ! ”

T w o  h u n d re d  fe e t ah e a d , a  g u n  h u n g  
in  th e  a ir .

“ H a r la n ! ” g ro a n e d  D r. D am o n . 
“ H e ’s inv isib le  now  a n d  h e ’ll k ill u s ! ”

A n o th e r  sh o t sp lit th e  a ir , as  th e y  a ll 
le a p e d  fo r th e  cav e  door. H a r la n , a  
p o o r sh o t, h a d  m issed  aga in . B u t if  he 
p u m p e d  sh o ts  a t  th e ir  m assed  g ro u p , 
e n te r in g  th e  d o o rw ay , he  c o u ld n ’t  fa il to  
g e t one o r tw o . T h e n  h e  w ould  s ta lk  
th e m  in sid e , sh o o t th e m  dow n one b y  
one . . .

E v e n  as  h e  d u c k e d  a n d  w h irled , 
C ra n e  saw  w h a t h a p p e n e d . S o m eth in g  
w ren ch ed  th e  g u n  from  H a r la n ’s h a n d s . 
I t  sw ung  a ro u n d  as a  c lub . I t  w h a c k e d  
a g a in s t a n  in v is ib le  tre e , th e  s to c k  s h a t 
te rin g . F o r  a  m o m en t i t  h u n g , th e n  b e 
g an  m ov ing  to w a rd  th em , a t  th e  p ace  
o f a  m an  w alk ing .

T h e  b a ttle  o f th e  in v is ib le  m en  h a d  
been  sh o rt.

“ D id  y o u  g e t h im , R o b in h o o d ? ” 
C ra n e  q u e r ie d  e ag e rly .

“ N o .”  T h e  b o d iless  voice w as w ea ry , 
d e fe a te d . “ I  t r ie d  to  c lu b  h im , b u t  he  
s lip p ed  aw ay . H e ’s co m p le te ly  in v is
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ib le  now . A nd  th a t ’s w h y  I  fa iled  in  
e v e ry th in g  . . .”

“ F a ile d ?  Y ou  d id n ’t  g e t th e  o th e r
m e n ? ”

A gain  a  w e a ry , “ N o .”
“ E v e ry th in g  seem ed  p e rfe c t ,”  th e  

vo ice  w en t on . “ T h e  m en  w ere  all o u t
side  th e  p la n e — te n  o f th em  a lto g e th e r . 
C reep in g  close, I  sh o t o n e .” H e  seem ed  
to  sh u d d e r  a  little .

“ B u t w hen  I  a im ed  f o r \ h e  second , a 
sh o t ra n g  b ack . H a r la n  h a d  been  e x 
p e c tin g  m e. G uessing  m y  p o sitio n  by  
th e  h a n g  of th e  v is ib le  rifle, h e  cou ld  ge t 
m e e v e n tu a lly , p o o r sh o t th o u g h  h e  is. 
I  c o u ld n ’t  g e t h im . H e  w as b eh in d  th e  
p lan e .

“ T h e re  w as o n ly  one th in g  to  do . I  
h a d  to  d ro p  m y g iveaw ay— th e  rifle—  
a n d  leav e . S till, I  h u n g  a ro u n d  a  few 
m in u te s , d e b a tin g  som e o th e r  p la n . F o r  
in s ta n c e , u s in g  a  g re n a d e , a n d  b la s tin g  
p la n e  a n d  a l l  a p a r t .

“ S u d d en ly , i t  cam e  to  m e lik e  a  b low . 
H a r la n  now  k n e w  I  w as th e re . T h e re 
fo re  h e  w ou ld  ru n  to  th is  ca m p  an d  m u r
d e r  y o u , n o t h a v in g  m e to  fea r. H e 
cou ld  do  h is jo b  m u ch  q u ic k e r  th a n  I  
co u ld  do  m in e , a n d  still h av e  tim e  to  re 
tu rn  a n d  re scu e  w h a te v e r m en re 
m ain ed . T h a t ’s how  th e  fif th  co lu m n 
is ts  figure  th o se  th in g s— in p la in , co ld , 
em o tion less figures.

“ I  guess I  cam e b ack  ju s t  in tim e, 
ru n n in g  a ll th e  w ay . H a r la n ’s first sh o t 
to ld  m e w here  he  w as. I  ra n  to  h im —  
a n d  y o u  know  th e  re s t.”

C ra n e  p o n d e red . “ In v is ib le  m an  
a g a in s t in v is ib le  m a n l N o  m a tte r  w h a t 
y o u  d o , h e  can  d u p lic a te  it . A nd  H a r 
la n  h a s  th e  a d v a n ta g e . H e  h a s  m ore 
m en  a n d  m ore  a rm s . G ood L o rd , w h a t 
c a n  we d o ? ”

I t  w as n o t s ta le m a te . I t  w as c e rta in  
v ic to ry  fo r  th e  enem y .

F 'V U S K  cam e , as  th e  su n  slow ly  san k . 
^  D a rk n e s s  se ttle d  o v e r th e  v a lley  of

in v is ib ility  a n d  te r ro r . A nd  m enace.
“ S uppose  th e y  a t ta c k  a t  n ig h t? ” Jo n - 

d r a  b re a th e d .
“ I  d o u b t i t ,”  th e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  

sa id . “D a rk n e s s  g ives u s  m o re  a d v a n 
tag e  th a n  th e y , on  th e  d e fen siv e . All 
b litz k rie g  ta c tic s  ta k e  fu ll a d v a n ta g e  of 
th e  b e s t, n o t th e  w o rs t o f co n d itio n s. 
H o w ev er, w e’ll ta k e  p re c a u tio n s . I ’ll 
s ta n d  g u a rd  o u ts id e . C ra n e , you  sleep  
a t  th e  door. T h e  re s t b a c k  in  th e  c a v e .”

T h e  n ig h t h o u rs  w ore aw ay . C ra n e  
aw oke from  th e  doze he  h a d  ach ieved , 
d is tu rb e d  b y  som e so u n d  in  th e  fo re s t’s 
n ig h t q u ie t. T h e  s te a lth y  p a d  of feet! 
C loser th e y  cam e, s ile n tly  sh rie k in g  of 
th re a t .

W h ere  w as th e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d ?  
W h y  w a sn ’t  he  on  th e  jo b ?  H a d  he 
le f t  th e m  exposed  to  th ro a t-s l i t t in g  by  
th e  inv isib le  H a r la n ?

Q u iv erin g  a t  th e  fr ig h tfu l th o u g h t, 
C ra n e  ra ise d  h is  rifle. H e  fe lt b lin d  and  
he lp less , a s  so o ften  b e fo re . H ow  could  
he fight an  u n seen  p resen ce  w ho  could  
com e fro m  a n y  side , s tr ik e  a t  a n y  u n 
a n n o u n c e d  m o m en t?

W a s  a  sh a rp  k n ife  even  a t  th a t  m o
m e n t sw eep ing  to w a rd  h is  u n p ro te c te d  
b a c k ?

T h e  nex t sound  C ra n e  h e a rd  w as th e  
m o st w elcom e in  th e  w o rld . I t  w as a 
sniff. A n an im al sniff, fo llow ed b y  th e  
low  grow l o f a n  in v is ib le  b e a r , sno o p 
ing  a ro u n d  th e  c am p  fo r  t id b its  o f food, 
m o st like ly .

C ra n e  fu m b led  fo r a  p iece  o f th e  d e e r 
m e a t a n d  to ssed  i t  o u t.

“ H e re  you  a re , o ld  to p ,”  he  w h is
p e re d . “ I ’m  g lad  i t ’s y o u  r a th e r  th a n  a  
c e r ta in  inv isib le  sn a k e . H o p e  a ll y o u r 
c h ild ren  a re  v isib le . N o w  sc ra m .”

A p leased  g ru n t so u n d ed , a n d  the  
slice  of m e a t f lo a ted  off in to  th e  s ta r 
li t  n ig h t.

C ra n e  d id n ’t  doze a n y  m ore. D aw n  
w as b re a k in g . A new  d a y  w as h e re —  
th e  d a y  th a t  w o u ld  te ll th e  s to ry , one
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w ay o r an o th e r.
A h an d  g rip p ed  h is  sho u ld er.
“ I ’m  back , C ra n e .”
"R ob inhood! W h ere  w ere  y o u ?  

D am n you , m an , do  y o u  rea lize  y o u  le f t 
us a t th e  m ercy  o f  H a r la n , if  he  h a d  
com e?”

“ I knew  he w o u ld n ’t , ” the  u n seen  
m an sa id  ca lm ly . “ H e  w as too  b u sy  
guard ing  h is  ow n cam p . B esides, i t ’s 
chilly a t  n ig h t. D o n ’t  fo rg e t, he  h as  to  
run a ro u n d  n a k e d . H is  c lo thes a re  still 
visible.

“ I  w en t to  th e ir  cam p. I  h a d  g ren 
ades along. I  th o u g h t o f b low ing  th e  
plane up , w ith  th em  all in side . B u t on ly  
four w ere in. T h e  re s t w ere e lsew here , 
in some cliff cave  I ’d  h av e  to  sea rch  fo r 
all n igh t. I f  I  d id  e lim in a te  th e  four, 
H arlan  w ould  ag a in  hav e  ra ced  h ere  
and bom bed  th is  cam p  to  sm ith ereen s. 
Any w ay I  lo o k ed  a t  i t ,  th e y  w ould  
come o u t a h e a d .”

H is vo ice  changed  to  bafflem ent.
“ I ’ve been  th in k in g  all n ig h t, h o p in g  

to figure o u t som e o th e r  p lan . W e m ust 
try  som eth ing  soon , now  th a t  d a y  is 
here— ”

“ F o r P e te ’s s a k e ! ” C ran e  exclaim ed, 
thum ping  h is  h e a d  w ith  h is  k n u ck les . 
“W hat am  I  w a itin g  fo r?  I f  H a rla n  
could becom e in v is ib le , w h y  c a n ’t I?  
Two inv isib le  m en  a g a in s t one a n d  we 
can get h im !”

T_TE w as a lre a d y  d u ck in g  in to  th e  cave, 
s tr id in g  fo r th e  w o rk  bench  a t  the  

rear and  its  b o ttle s  a n d  can s o f inv isib le  
blood. H e  p ic k e d  u p  a  flask , a p p a r 
ently  em p ty , b u t h e a v y  w ith  its  u nseen  
contents.

P ulling  ou t th e  s to p p e r, C ra n e  filled a 
hypoderm ic ly in g  n e a rb y . E a g e rly  he 
brought th e  need le  close to  h is  le f t a rm ’s 
largest vein , fo r in jec tion .

A h a n d  k n o ck ed  th e  h y p o d erm ic  
aw ay, sh a tte r in g  i t  on  th e  g round .

D r. D am on  h ad  w atch ed , ru b b in g  his

eyes, a n d  th e n  b o u n d e d  from  h is b u n k .
“ Y ou  fo o l!”  h e  b a rk e d . “ T h a t  stuff 

is poison . I  w ould  h a v e  suggested  i t  
y e s te rd a y , excep t fo r th a t .  A n y  a n im a l 
b lood  is po ison  in  a  h u m a n  b e in g ’s 
ve in s, ex cep t c e r ta in  ty p e s  o f  a n th ro 
po id  b lood . H a r la n  will be d ead  b e fo re  
th is  d a y  is o v e r !”

“ D id  h e  know t h a t? ” C ra n e  gasped .
T h e  s c ie n tis t no d d ed .
“ T h e  f if th  co lu m n is ts  a re  fa n a tic s ,” 

th e  In v is ib le  R o b inhood  re m a rk e d . 
“ H a r la n  sacrificed  h is  life  fo r th e  
cau se .”

T h e  w ords seem ed to  echo  in  th e  
cave .

C ran e  p ick ed  u p  a n o th e r  h y p o d erm ic , 
g rim ly .

“ T w o  in v is ib le  m en  a g a in s t one, a n d  
we h av e  a  ch an ce— ”

D r. D am o n  lo o k ed  a t  h im , b u t  
sa id  no th ing . T h e  In v is ib le  R o b inhood  
m ade  no  m ove to  in te rfe re . T h e y  
w ould have  to  s ta n d  asid e  now , a n d  
w a tc h  d e lib e ra te  su ic ide .

W ith  a  t ig h te n in g  o f  h is  lip s , C ra n e  
p re p a re d  to  p lu n g e  th e  need le  hom e. 
A gain  it w as k n o ck ed  o u t o f h is hands.

“ I  c a n ’t  le t  y o u ! ” J o n d ra  sobbed . 
“ I s n ’t  th e re  a n y th in g  else w e can  d o ? ”

She w as fac in g  th e  sp o t a t  w hich  the  
In v is ib le  R o b inhood  s tood , b itte r ly .

“ I n  sm ash in g  th e  fif th  co lum n, M r. 
R o b inhood , y o u ’re  sm ash in g  us ju s t  as  
ru th le ss ly . Y o u  s ta r te d  all th is— b y  
n o t exposing  H a r la n  a t  th e  beg inn ing . 
Y ou p la y e d  th e  gam e y o u r  w ay , an d  we 
suffer as p aw n s. T h e re 's  p ro b a b ly  n o  
ro o m  fo r em o tio n — love, fo r in s ta n c e —- 
in  y o u r ca re e r  o f  g ian t-k illin g . Y o u ’re 
ju s t  a  cold , feeling less h u m a n  ro b o t— ”

T h e  tira d e  en d ed  in a  ch o k e , a s  the  
g irl b u rie d  h e r  h e a d  a g a in s t C ra n e ’s 
chesc.

L ove! T h a t  w as a  q u e e r  th in g  to  
b rin g  u p  in  th is  v a lley  o f h a te  an d  d e a th  
an d  m enace.

A n a u ra  o f su d d e n  sad n ess  ra d ia te d
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from  th e  u n seen  m an . C ra n e  cou ld  feel 
i t . H a rd  h e  m ig h t be  a t  tim es, s tr iv in g  
fo r h is  goals a t  a n y  co st, b u t  b e n e a th  it 
he w as h u m a n . A nd  som ew here , som e
th in g  h a d  sea re d  h is  sou l— b u t s till le ft 
h im  h u m an .

T h e re  w as th e  m e re s t m u rm u r.
“ L o v e?  I  loved  a  g irl once. She is 

like  y o u , fa ir , sw ee t . . .”
T h e  vo ice  tra ile d  aw ay . T h e n  it 

sp o k e  so ftly  aga in .
“ W a it h e re . I ’ll in v es tig a te  the  

en e m y ’s a c tiv ity . I f  a n y th in g  else can  
be  d one— ”

H e  w as gone.

T_TIS voice w as s till so ft w hen he  re 
tu rn e d , an  h o u r la te r . S o ft b u t

grim .
“ T h e y ’ve se t u p  th re e  field  guns, 

a b o u t tw o m iles b a c k . Ju d g in g  b y  th e ir  
p o sitio n s , a n d  th e  s ta c k s  o f a m m u n itio n  
b esid e  th e m , th e y ’re  re a d y  to  b o m b a rd  
th is  e n tire  end  o f th e  va lley . R aze  i t  
f i a t ! ”

Broooommmmf
T h e  d u ll th u m p  so u n d ed , follow ed a  

few  seconds la te r  b y  a g ro u n d -sh a k in g  
ro a r . A q u a r te r-m ile  to  th e  le f t  of 
th e m , w here  th e  she ll lan d ed , a  show er 
of d ir t  sp ra y e d  in to  th e  a ir . W ith  it, 
u n seen , h ad  gone a sh re d d in g  o f the 
v a lle y ’s shadow -life .

A  second  shell la n d e d  f if ty  feet 
n e a re r . A th ird  still n e a re r , b rin g in g  
dow n on th em  a fine s tin g in g  hail. T h e  
a r t i l le r is ts  w ere  find ing  th e  ran g e  
ra p id ly .

“ T h e y ’ll sy s te m a tic a lly  sw eep  ev ery  
inch  of o u r e n d  o f th e  v a lle y ,” th e  I n 
v isib le  R o b in h o o d  sa id , still so ftly . 
“ E v e ry th in g  will go— fo res t, cave , a n i
m als , d rag o n s— ”

“ D ra g o n s !”
I t  w as P ie r re ’s voice, in  a d ead ly  

rag e .
“ T h e y  k ill d rag o n ! F e a r  d rag o n ! 

B u t I  w ill k ill them! I ,  P ie rre , will

lead  m y  d ra g o n s— ”
H e  lapsed  in to  ra p id  F re n c h , sh ak in g  

h is  fist in  th e  d irec tio n  o f  th e  th u m p 
ing  guns. T h e  o th e rs  w a tc h e d  in  
a s to n ish m en t.

“ P ie r r e ! ” C ra n e  sn a p p e d . “ K eep  
y o u r  h e a d , now  o f a ll tim es. W e need  
e v e ry  m a n — ”

H e  sto p p e d , gasp ing . P ie rre  w as 
s tr ip p in g  off h is  c lo th es. T h e  g a rm e n ts  
d ro p p ed . T h e  b o d y  exposed  w as 
tra n s lu c e n t. D ire c t  ra y s  of th e  sun  
s ta b b e d  th ro u g h  a n d  th ro u g h , o u tlin in g  
th e  b ones. A nd  ra p id ly , even  th e  skele
to n  w as fad in g  in to  th e  u nseen  b a c k 
g ro u n d  of a ir , as  th e  h o rm o n e  of in 
v is ib ility  b leach ed  th e  gu ide  bey o n d  
th e  co lo r-sp ec tru m  fa s te r  th a n  a n y  dye 
h a d  ever w orked .

“ P ie r r e ! ” D r . D a m o n  cried . “ Y ou  
to o k  a  dose o f  th e  blood. Y o u ’ll d ie ! ”

P ie rre  does n o t d ie. P ie rre  w ill lead  
his d rag o n s— ”

W ith  a  w ild  sh o u t, th e  w ra ith lik e  
form  s ta lk e d  to w ard  th e  forest.

“ M ad ! U tte r ly  m a d ! ” D r. D am o n  
w h ispered . “ I  su sp ec ted  it  a ll a long, 
in  th e  p rev io u s six m on ths. T h e  
th o u g h t o f th e  inv isib le  d rag o n s  p rey ed  
on h is m in d .”

C ra n e  ju m p e d  to  c a tc h  P ie rre , b u t an  
inv isib le  h a n d  s ta y e d  him .

“L e t h im  go. T im e ’s sh o rt. W e 
h av e  to  dodge these  shells. W e c a n ’t 
ru n  fo rw ard  open ly , fo r th e y ’ll b e  w a it
ing  fo r us. B u t we can  m ove a lo n g  th e  
cliff-edges, in  co m p ara tiv e  sa fe ty , ah ead  
o f the  b a r ra g e .”

“ S uppose we su rv iv e  th e  b o m b a rd 
m e n t, b y  a  m ira c le ? ” C ra n e  sa id  h o p e
lessly . “W h a t th e n ? ”

“ P ie rre  is lead in g  th e  d ra g o n s !” the  
In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  b re a th e d .

C ra n e  s ta r te d . H a d  th e  In v is ib le  
R o b in h o o d  gone m ad  too?  B u t th e re  
w as little  tim e  to  sp ecu la te . An in 
v isib le  h a n d , covered  w ith  fine w ire 
m esh , g rasp ed  h is, p u llin g  h im  aw ay.
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Jo n d ra  h ad  C ra n e ’s o th e r  h a n d , a n d  h e r  
fa th e r b ro u g h t u p  th e  rea r.

T h e y  w ere  to  p la y  a  new  gam e—  
dodging shells.

CH APTER  IX

Blood Barrage

/" ' 'R A N E  w as n e v e r q u ite  c lea r how  
th e y  escaped  th e  h o lo cau st o f b o m 

b a rd m en t. W ith  th e  p rec ision  of a rm y  
a rtille ry , th e  field  gu n s m e th o d ica lly  
lobbed  th e ir  shells b a c k  a n d  fo r th  acro ss 
the  n a rro w  end  of th e  v a lley . S ta r tin g  
a t the  cliff-face, th e  b a rra g e  w o rk ed  
inw ard .

T h e  te n th  sh o t s tru c k  th e  cave  hom e, 
s c a tte r in g  logs in all d irec tio n s. T h e  
four w ere d riv en  fo re s tw a rd , to  keep  
ah ead  o f th e  d e s tru c tio n . E v e n tu a lly , 
th e y  w ould  s tu m b le  in to  th e  a rm s  o f th e  
enem y.

“ W h a t p la n  hav e  y o u ? ”  C ra n e  y e lled  
above th e  te rr if ic  ru m b le  o f sound  
b ang ing  b e tw een  th e  cliffs. “ W h y  
d id n ’t  you  ta k e  th e  la s t ch an ce— le t
ting  m e becom e inv is ib le?  W h a t chance  
is th e re  n o w ?”

B u t no an sw er cam e fro m  th e  m an 
w hose u n seen  h a n d  p u lled  th em  fo r
w ard .

C ra n e  n o ticed  su d d en ly  th a t  th e y  
w ere w o rk in g  th e ir  w ay  to w a rd  th e ir  
own w recked  p lane . H a d  th e  In v is ib le  
R o b inhood  fo rg o tten  th a t  i t  w as u se 
less fo r fligh t?  C ra n e  tr ie d  to  je rk  
aw ay. W h y  le t th is  m ad m an  lead  them  
to  c e rta in  d es tru c tio n ?

“ Y ou  fool, s ta y  w ith  m e! ” cam e b ack  
the  fierce re to r t . “ N o w ’s o u r c h a n c e !”

H e  w as tu g g in g  th em  to w ard  th e  
p lane . T h e  b a r ra g e  h a d  sw ung  to w a rd  
th e  o th e r  cliff-face, te m p o ra rily . T h e y  
w ere sa fe  for a  few m in u te s  from  flying 
steel sp lin te rs  a n d  c ra sh in g  trees .

“ Q u ic k !”  com m an d ed  th e  Inv is ib le  
R ob inhood . “ R u n  y o u r  gas o u t on  th e

ground . B u t n o t th e  re se rv e  ta n k . 
S ta r t  y o u r  eng ine  a n d  le t i t  ru n  on  th e  
rese rve— a t  h ig h  sp eed .”

C ra n e  com plied , sh ak in g  h is  h e a d  in 
an g ry  bew ilderm en t.

T h e  fuel p o u re d  o u t, so a k in g  th e  
p lan e  a n d  a ll th e  su rro u n d in g  g ro u n d  
w ith  its  g rass a n d  b u sh es . T h e  m o to r 
coughed , b u t  s ta r te d  w illing ly  enough , 
fed  b y  th e  reserve  ta n k . C ra n e  se t th e  
th ro tt le  a t  ha lf-sp eed , ju s t  a t  th e  p o in t 
w here  th e  w hole sh ip  tre m b le d  an d  
so u g h t to  m ove. A  little  m ore  a n d  it  
w ould  tru n d le  fo rw ard , to  ra m  in to  tre e s  
w ith  its  co n tro ls  w recked .

“N o w  r u n ! ”  th e  inv isib le  m an  y e lled . 
“ R u n  a s  fa s t as y o u  ca n — ”

A nd he in sa n e ly  led  th e  w ay  d ire c tly  
th ro u g h  th e  b a rra g e  line!

T h e  ra k in g  she lls  b eg an  to  p o u n d  
n e a re r  a n d  n e a re r , like  a  re tu rn in g  p e n 
d u lu m . T re e s  c ra sh e d  b eh in d  th em , 
c lu tch in g  a t  th e m  w ith  w h ip p in g  
b ran ch es . F ly in g  sp lin te rs  th u d d e d  
v ic iously  a g a in s t in v is ib le  tre e  bo les.

C ra n e  fe lt a  nudge  in  th e  flesh of h is 
le f t  a rm , a n d  th e  w a rm  s tick in ess  o f 
b lood , b u t  ra ced  on. H e  w as h a lf  c a r 
ry in g  Jo n d ra . A n inv isib le  a rm  w as 
p u llin g  D r. D am o n  a lo n g  fa s te r  th a n  
h is age cou ld  p ro p e l h is  m uscles.

T h e  u n iv e rse  seem ed  fa lling  a b o u t 
th e ir  ea rs . B u t th e y  m ad e  it.

T h e  th u m p in g  b a rra g e  sw ung  aw ay  
on its o rd e red  cou rse . I t  n e a re d , now , 
th e  sp o t w here  th e  p la n e  lay .

■ p A N T IN G , th e y  s to p p e d  a n d  w a tc h e d  
as  a  liv id  sh ee t o f flam e sp ra n g  from  

th e  sp illed  gasoline. T ra ils  of fire 
p ro m p tly  c ra c k e d  in to  th e  a ir , follow 
ing  th e  b ra n c h e s  o f inv isib le  trees. B il
low s o f sm oke sw irled  in to  th e  sky .

In  seconds, th e  f irs t te n ta t iv e  flam es 
h a d  becom e a  ro a r in g  fo re s t fire, fan n ed  
b y  th e  p ro p e llo r b la s ts  o f  a ir . T h e  n ex t 
shell sen t th e  p lan e  in to  obliv ion.

A nd  it  s c a tte re d  fireb ran d s .
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“ I t  w o rk e d !”  T h e  In v is ib le  R o b in - 
h o o d ’s sh o u t w as a  c ry  of tr iu m p h .

T h e  fire becam e a  b laz in g  in fe rn o . 
R a p id ly  tre e to p s  to u ch ed  off from  one to  
th e  nex t. A  line o f flam e s tru n g  itse lf  
ac ro ss  th e  v a lle y  from  cliff to  cliff. 
T h e n , lik e  a n  e n ra g e d  b u ll, i t  ch a rg ed  
fo rw ard  to w a rd  th e  ce n te r  o f th e  va lley .

D em o n  fire  h a d  jo in e d  th e  b a t t le  in  
th e  v a lley  of in v is ib ility !

I t  w as a  s tra n g e  s ig h t. T h e  flam es 
seem ed  to  sp rin g  o u t from  now here , 
b u rn in g  on  inv isib le  fuel. B ran ch es  
a n d  tre e s  b ecam e v is ib le , u n d e r  th e  
sco rch in g  d e a th , b u t  a g a in  v an ish ed  in  
th e  consum ing  b laze.

C ra n e  h a rd ly  rea lized  he  h a d  been 
sc reech in g  like  a  m a n ia c  fo r som e tim e .

“ I  ge t i t ! ”  h e  ye lled  abo v e  th e  d in . 
“ J o n d ra l  D r . D am o n ! W e ’re  safe  
h e re , w here  th e  b a r ra g e  b lew  th e  fo rest 
to  b its . N o  fuel fo r  th e  fire. B u t the  
flam es w ill sw eep  th ro u g h  a ll th e  re s t 
o f  th e  va lley . H a r la n  a n d  h is  gang  
c a n ’t  b litz k rie g  a  fire  aw ay . T h e y ’re 
s u n k ! ”

H is  vo ice  ch an g ed  ju s t  a s  sudden ly . 
“ B u t w a it— su p p o se  th e y  s im p ly  tu rn  
th e  field guns a n d  b la s t c lea r th e ir  end , 
b e fo re  th e  fire  com es. T h e n  th e y ’re 
sa v ed  to o .”  H e  g ro an ed . “W e ’re  still 
no  b e tte r  off! ”

“ P ie rre  is lead in g  th e  d ra g o n s !” th e  
In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  sa id  en ig m atica lly . 
I n  m ore p ra c tic a l to n es, he  a d d ed , “T h e  
v a lle y  is n a rro w . T h e  fire  will d riv e  all 
a n im a ls  b e fo re  i t ,  to w a rd  th e  e n e m y ’s 
cam p . In c lu d in g  th e  d rag o n s. H av e  
y o u  ev er seen  w h a t a  h e rd  o f e le p h a n ts  
do  on  a  s ta m p e d e ? ”

J o n d ra  sh u d d e re d . “T h e  m en w ill be 
tra m p le d  to  d e a th !  ”

T H E I R  J U B IL A N C E  over v ic to ry  
w as su b d u e d  b y  th e  th o u g h t o f  w h a t 
m u s t be  h a p p e n in g  on th e  o th e r  side  o f 
th a t  p itile ss , sea rin g , c h a rg in g  w all o f 
flam e.

T h e  field guns s to p p ed  th u m p in g  a b 
ru p tly . C ra n e  cou ld  p ic tu re  th e  g u n 
n e rs  s ta r in g  a t  th e  oncom ing  w ave of 
fire in  h o rro r . T h e n  sc ream in g  a n d  
ru n n in g . N o  “ s tra te g ic  r e t r e a t” th is  
tim e. J u s t  a b lin d , p a n ic -s tr ic k e n  
flight.

N o  sa fe ty  in  th e ir  p la n e , w ith  its 
gaso line  b u t  fuel to  feed  th e  en ve lop ing  
flam es. N o  tim e  to  ta k e  off. T h e y  
cou ld  on ly  s tu m b le  hopelessly  on, to  th e  
v e ry  e n d  of th e  va lley . T h e y  w ould  
tu rn  a ro u n d  th e n , w ith  th e ir  b a ck s  to  
th e  cliff, eyes h o rro r-s tru c k  a t  th e ir  
doom . T h e y  w ould  te a r  a t  each  o th e r 
in  th e  a t te m p t to  s tru g g le  up  th e  one 
sca lab le  p a th  o u t o f  th e  valley .

T ) U T  b efo re  th is  w ou ld  com e the  
^  w aves of fleeing an im als . T h e  a n i
m als w ould  d a sh  them se lves a g a in s t the  
cliffs, m a k in g  th e m  s lip p e ry  w ith  b lood . 
T h e  m o n s tro u s  d rag o n s  w ou ld  th u n d e r  
u p , sn o rtin g , bellow ing, tra m p lin g . 
T h e ir  m ig h ty  fee t, as th e y  ra c e d  u p  an d  
dow n seek in g  escape, w ould  c ru sh  all 
th e  le sse r an im a ls . In c lu d in g  m an .

I t  w ou ld  be  a  s ig h t no  one w ould  
w a n t to  see.

T h e  fo u r w ere  s ilen t, w a itin g . In  a 
sh o r t h o u r, th e  w hole v a lley  h a d  gone 
u p  in  sm oke. W alls  o f sm oke h a d  m e r
c ifu lly  sc reen ed  from  th e ir  eyes a n y  
g lim pse o f th e  h ap p en in g s  th e re . T h e  
s te a d y  c ra c k le  h a d  cam ouflaged  all 
sounds.

T h e  flam es d ied , th en . T h e  v a lley  
la y  a  sm ou ld erin g  ru in .

“ E v e ry  liv ing  th in g  is w iped  o u t ! ” 
C ra n e  g ru n te d . “ T h is  is th e  v a lley  of 
d e a th ! ”

“N o t q u ite — lis te n !”
T h e y  h e a rd  th e  ra c k lin g  of a  p o n d e r

ous b o d y  th ro u g h  th e  d y ing  em bers  
ah ead . T h ro u g h  th e  p a ll cam e lim p ing  
a sm o k e-s ilh o u e tted  d rag o n . C ran e  
g rip p ed  a  g re n a d e  b u t  th e n  re laxed . 
T h e  b e a s t, s ta g g e rin g  a n d  g roan ing ,
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h a d  no in te re s t  in th e m . I t  so u g h t a  
cool spo t. E a s in g  its  b u lk  dow n in  th e  
u n b u m e d  sec tion , i t  licked  its  w ounds.

“ Som e o f th e  an im als  e sc a p e d ,” the  
In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  m used . “ P e rh ap s  
th e  flee test deer, a n d  a  few  o f th e  
a rm o r-p la te d  d rag o n s . U n d o u b te d ly  
som e o f th e  v e g e ta tio n  h e re  a n d  th e re , 
in  n iches. T h e  cyc le  cou ld  s ta r t  
aga in  . . .”

H is  voice tra ile d  aw ay  th o u g h tfu lly .

C H A PTER  X

"The Secret Must Remain a Secretl"

'T 'H E Y  re tu rn e d  to  w h a t h a d  been  
th e  cave hom e. M o st o f  i t  w as a  

gap ing  ru in , b u t  th e  b a c k  p o rtio n  w as 
co m p a ra tiv e ly  u n sc a th e d . F o o d  su p 
plies rem a in ed , a n d  a  dozen  sea led  can s 
of blood.

D r. D a m o n  p ic k e d  th em  u p  eagerly .
“ I  th o u g h t th e y  w ould  a il b e  d e 

stro y ed . T i l  ta k e  th ese  b a c k . I ’ll s till 
announce  to  th e  sc ience w o rld  th e  g re a t 
d iscovery  of in v is ib ility  I ”

H is  voice chan g ed  to  a  b a rk .
“ H ere— sto p  t h a t ! ”
U nseen  h a n d s  w ere  s ta m p in g  a  rifle 

b u t t  dow n on th e  can s, sp littin g  th em  
open . T h e  in v is ib le  flu id  v an ish ed  in to  
the  d ir t . D r . D am o n  a tte m p te d  to  
w rench  th e  rifle  aw ay . A  h a n d  th a t  
cou ld  n o t be seen  ro ugh ly  p u sh ed  h im  
aw ay.

C ra n e  c lu tch ed  a t  a n  a rm  w hose p o 
sition  he guessed.

“L is te n , R ob in h o o d ! J u s t— ”
A fis t th u d d e d  a g a in s t h is chest, 

b reak in g  h is  ho ld . H e  a lm o st reeled  
b ack  a g a in s t th e  w all.

F o r  a  m om ent, lo u d  b re a th in g  
sounded  from  th e  in v is ib le  m an , as 
though  h e  w ere  a jung le  an im al over a 
k ill.

“ B a c k !” h e  g ra te d . “ S ta y  b a c k , o r  
I ’ll— ”

S u d d en ly  h is  voice ch an g ed , to  its  
u su a l so ftness.

“ I ’m  so rry . B u t I  m u s t do  th is . T h e  
se c re t o f in v is ib ility  m u s t re m a in  in  
th is  v a lle y !”

C ra n e ’s th o u g h ts  c licked . T h e  la s t 
b its  o f th e  puzz le  s lipped  in to  p lace .

“ I  s e e !”  he  m u rm u re d . “ T h a t ’s w hy  
y o u  d id n ’t  rev ea l y o u rse lf  to  us r ig h t 
aw ay . Y ou p la y e d  a  lo h e  gam e. Y ou  
sm ash ed  the  rad io , so th e  o u ts id e  w orld  
could  n o t be to ld  of th is .

“ Y ou chased  th e  d eer b e cau se  y o u  
d id n ’t  w a n t D r . D am o n  to  ge t b lood  
sam p les. Y ou  w an ted  n e ith e r  th e  fifth  
co lum n to  g e t th e  sec re t, n o r  D r . 
D am o n . N o r  a n y b o d y — ex cep t y o u r
se lf! B u t w h a t r ig h t hav e  you , R o b 
inhood , to  d e n y  D r . D a m o n , a  sc ien 
t is t ,  h is d isc o v e ry ? ”

T h e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d ’s voice 
cam e b a c k  in  d e a d ly  e a rn e s t.

“ N o  o ne  m u s t hav e  th e  se c re t o f in 
v is ib ility — e v e r!  I  d iscovered  i t  b y  a c 
c id en t, b y  a  p h y s ic a l p rin c ip le  ra th e r  
th a n  th ro u g h  a horm one. I ’ve n o t m is
u sed  it. M a n y  o th e rs  w ould  d o  good 
w ith  i t ,  a s  I  hav e .

B u t once it  go t in to  th e  w rong  h a n d s  
— chaos! T h e  w orld  w ou ld  be  a  m a d 
house. In v is ib le  deeds o f c rim e! I n 
v isib le  sp ies! In v is ib le  a rm ies! T h in k  
o f th o se  th in g s.

“ I  k n o w  y o u ’re  a n  a l tru is t ,  D r . D a 
m on. Y ou  p ro b a b ly  th in k  of good uses 
fo r in v is ib ility — as in  c ru sh in g  crim e. 
B u t y o u  c a n ’t  q u ite  know , as  I  do , w h a t 
pow er i t  g ives a  p e rso n . Y ou  c a n ’t 
q u ite  know  th a t  y o u ’re  ta m p e rin g  w ith  
d y n a m ite  th a t  c a n  b la s t th e  w orld !

“ I  h ope  y o u  see m y  v iew po in t. T h a t  
if i t ’s w ith in  m y  pow er to  p re v e n t a n y 
one else from  h a v in g  m y  se c re t, I  m u s t 
do  s o !”

J o n d ra  spoke  u p  firm ly . “ I t ’s co ld , 
ru th le ss  reason ing . B u t i t ’s p la in  
lo g ic ! ”

T h e  tw o  m en  g la red , s till a n g e red ,
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b u t  th e y  m ade  no m ove as th e  rifle b u t t  
re su m ed  c ra c k in g  open  th e  can s, sp ill
ing  th e  la s t o f th e  b lood sam p les in to  
th e  g ro u n d .

“ T h e r e ! ”  I t  w as a  deep  sigh  from  
th e  u n seen  m an . T h e  sigh  of one w ho 
h a s  acco m p lish ed  a  v ita l m ission.

A n echo ing  sigh cam e from  D r. D a 
m on. H is  sh o u ld ers  sagged . H e 
tu rn e d  a w a y  w ith o u t a w ord , b ro k en ly .

/ ^ R A N E  cou ld  th in k  of no  w ay  o f  con
so ling  a  m a n  w ho h a d  ju s t  seen  th e  

d isco v ery  of a  c e n tu ry  tr ic k lin g  in to  o b 
liv ion. N o r  could  he  th in k  of a n y  w ay  
of d en y in g  th a t  th e  In v is ib le  R ob in - 
hood  h a d  d o n e  r ig h t.

H e  tu rn e d  to  Jo n d ra . H e  h a d  som e
th in g  to  s a y  to  h e r, anyw ay .

D A W N  S T R E T C H E D  its  ro sy  
fingers ac ro ss  a  sea red , b lack en ed  v a l
ley . T h e  fo u r peop le— one inv isib le—  
p ick ed  th e ir  w ay  to  th e  o th e r  end . T h e  
fifth  c o lu m n is ts ’ p lan e , in  its  c lea ring , 
h a d  fre a k ish ly  rem a in ed  u n b u rn e d , its  
fuel u n to u ch ed . T h e  sa b o te u rs  h a d  n o t 
th o u g h t th a t  m irac le  w ou ld  h ap p e n , o r  
th e y  w ould  hav e  h u d d le d  in  th e  ship .

In s te a d , th e y  h ad  fled. All th a t  re 
m ain ed  o f th em  now  w as s c a tte re d  
som ew here  in  th e  b la c k  s trew in g  of 
sco rch ed  bones l i t te r in g  th e  cliff-face. 
C ra n e  sh u d d ered , a t  th o u g h t o f w h a t 
te r ro r  h a d  re igned  here  th e  d a y  b efo re .

“ L o o k !”
J o n d r a ’s h a n d  p o in te d  h a lfw a y  u p  

th e  cliff-face, along  th e  s teep  p a th  th a t  
led  o u t of th e  valley . P ie r re ’s b o d y  
h u n g  th e re , a g a in s t an  o u tju ttin g  s to n e  
— visib le .once  ag a in  in  d ea th . S k in  h a lf  
b la c k , th e  flam es h a d  ju s t  reach ed  
P ie rre . O ne a rm  w as stiffly o u t
s tre tc h e d , as if  he  h a d  been  beckon ing . 
T h e  exp ression  on h is  face w as 
s tra n g e ly  a t  peace.

T h e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  spoke 
solem nly .

“ H av e  y o u  guessed  a b o u t P ie rre ?  
W h en  he d ra n k  to o  m uch  w h iskey  th a t  
tim e , d e liv e rin g  D r. D a m o n ’s le tte r , he  
b a b b le d  in to  th e  e a rs  o f a  fif th  co lum n 
sp y , a s  I  m en tio n ed . T h e  sp y  to o k  a ll 
th e  c o n v e rsa tio n  dow n, in  a  re p o rt to  
C o m m an d er Z . I  saw  th e  v e rb a tim  
w ord ing .

“ In  one p lace , P ie rre  h a d  sa id , in  
d ru n k e n  F re n c h :

“ I  ju s t  d a re  th e  b litz k rie g e rs  o f 
E u ro p e  to  a t ta c k  o u r shores! I  w ill le ad  
th e  inv isib le  d rag o n s  o u t o f  th e  valley . 
T h e y  w ill fr ig h te n  th e  enem y. T h e y  
will s ta m p  th e  enem y flat. Y es I ,  
P ie rre , w ill save  m y  c o u n try  from  th e  
enem y, fo r I  w ill lead  th e  inv isib le  
d rag o n s  a g a in s t th e m ! ’ ”

T h e  inv isib le  m a n ’s voice rose  a  no te .
“ I  sa lu te  y o u , P ie rre !  In  y o u r ow n 

w ay , y o u  w ere  re a d y  to  d e fen d  y o u r 
c o u n try  a n d  co n tin e n t a g a in s t invasion , 
even  if  y o u  w ere m ad  in th e  th o u g h t. 
A nd  y o u  did lead  th e  d rag o n s  . . .”

C R A N E  W A S n o t su rp rise d  w hen 
th e  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d , a  w hile la te r , 
m ade  no  m ove to  e n te r  th e  p lane .

“ I ’m  s ta y in g . P e rh a p s  tw o  or th re e  
o f  th e  d rag o n s  a re  a live  y e t. I  m ust 
h u n t th em  dow n. A nd a n y  o th e rs  of 
th e  U nseen  L ife . T h e n  I  m u s t d e s tro y  
e v e ry  la s t v in tag e  o f th e  U nseen  V eg
e ta tio n , w ith  b u rn in g  gasoline.

“L eav e  w ith  m e, besides food, a  rifle, 
a m m u n itio n , th e  g ren ad es, a n d  a  t in  of 
gaso line. In v is ib ility  is a  m enace. 
W h en  I  leave, th is  v a lley  will be b a rre n  
o f  life . A fte r th a t ”— h e  p a u se d —  
“ th e re  a re  m an y  th in g s  to  d o .”

J o n d ra  fe lt fo r h is  a rm . “ Y ou  said  
befo re  th a t  y o u  loved  a  g irl, a n d  th a t  
sh e ’s s till a live. Y o u ’re  w ro n g  in  d en y 
ing  y o u rse lf—-and h e r— th a t  love, no 
m a tte r  w h a t ta sk s  you  se t y o u rse lf !”

A L O W , a lm o st h a rsh  c h u c k l e  
so unded . “L o o k !”
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A sw itch  sn ap p ed . W ith  s ta r t l in g  a b 
rup tness, C ran e  a n d  J o n d ra  saw  a  ta ll, 
lithe  you n g  m an  b e fo re  th em . H e  w as 
com pletely  sh e a th e d  in  w h a t looked 
like fine ch a in -m ail. T h e  g a u n tle te d  
hands reach ed  u p  to  u n fa s te n  th e  h e l
m etlike hood . H u g h  C ra n e  an d  Jo n d ra  
D am on g asped  in  un ison .

T h e  face  rev ea led  w as h ideous be 
yond b e lie f. G re a t b u rn -sc a rs  o b lite r
a ted  w h a t h a d  once  been  s tro n g , h a n d 
some fe a tu re s . T h e re  w as li t t le  o f nose 
or h a ir . T h e  lip s  a n d  jaw s w ere  a  n e t
w ork o f w h ite  lines w h ere  su rg ica l 
th re a d  h ad  sew ed m ang led  flesh to 
gether. T h e  m o u th  s till looked  like  an  
unhealed  w ound. O n ly  p u rp le  folds o f 
lum py sca r tissu e  rem ain ed .

Jo n d ra  an d  C ra n e  s ta re d  a t  th is  
d read fu l, once-handsom e c a r ic a tu re  o f 
a  m an w ith  h o rro r-s tr ic k e n  eyes.

“ I  d iscovered  m y  m eth o d  o f inv isi
b ility  in  a  la b o ra to ry ,” sa id  th e  In v is 
ible R o b in h o o d . “T h e re  w as a n  exp lo 
sion— ”

“ O h, y o u  poo r fe llo w !” J o n d ra  cried  
and b u rs t  in to  te a rs .

A gain  th e re  w as a  c lick , a n d  th e  I n 
visible R o b inhood  v an ish ed  from  th e ir  
sight.

T H E Y  T O O K  off a  little  la te r  in 
C ran e ’s a irp la n e , w hich  h a d  been 
qu ick ly  b u t  efficiently  rep a ired . T h re e  
people w ere in  th a t  p lan e , leav in g  fo r

ever b eh in d  th e m  a lan d  w hich  tim e 
h a d  tru ly  fo rg o tte n — H u g h  C ra n e , J o n 
d r a  D am o n  an d  h e r  sc ie n tis t fa th e r , 
b it te r  lines a b o u t h is  m o u th  in  the  
know ledge th a t  th e  g re a te s t d isco v ery  
of all tim e  h ad  com e to  n au g h t.

C ran e  looked  dow n. H e  co u ld  see 
n o th in g  o f  an  inv isib le  m an  s ta lk in g  in 
v isib le  b eas ts . Som ehow , i t  h a d  all 
b een  a  h o rrib le  d ream . N o t th e  least 
tra g ic  h a d  been  th a t  p o ig n a n t m om en t 
w hen  th e  Inv is ib le  R o b in h o o d  h a d  fig
u ra tiv e ly  u n m ask ed  h im self, a  sp lend id  
y o u n g  m an  w hose c a ric a tu re  of a  face 
w ou ld  cu rse  h im  th ro u g h  all h is  days.

C u rse  h im , a n d  d e n y  h im  th e  fru its  
o f a  h a p p y  life . B u t raw  co u rag e  an d  
h igh  ach iev em en t w ould  be h is, an d  
C ra n e  knew  in h is h e a r t  th a t  w hen ug ly  
m enace  s ta lk e d  th e  h ighw ays o f  crim e, 
the  In v is ib le  R o b in h o o d  w ould  so m e
how  be o n  h a n d , ev er on  the  a le r t  
a g a in s t m en w ho w ould  use  th e  m arv e ls  
o f sc ience fo r th e ir  ow n vicious p u r 
poses . . .

H u g h  C ran e  tu rn e d  to  Jo n d ra . 
T h a n k  heaven , she  a t  lea s t h a d  com e 
o u t o f th is  all u n sca th ed . A nd she  w as 
en tire ly  v isib le. In  fac t, com e to  th in k  
of it , she  w as a  m ost a ttra c tiv e -lo o k in g  
you n g  lady .

Jo n d ra , w ith  a  w o m an ’s in tu itio n , 
read  th e  m essage in  C ra n e ’s g ra y  eyes.

H e r  answ ering  sm ile w as th e  m ost 
v isib le  th in g  C ra n e  h ad  ev e r seen.

« « EARLY EXPLORERS » »

WHO discovered America? For centuries 
historians have answered this question 

without difficulty. It has been generally con
ceded that Lief Ericson, the adventurous Norse
man, was the first to set foot on the North Anier- 
ican continent, and, that Columbus, the Genoese 
sailor, followed him several centuries later. But in 
the light of recent developments in South America 
it begins to look as if neither of these is the true 
discoverer of this continent.

For, on the outskirts of Rio de Janerio, curious 
stone tablets have been unearthed by native arche
ologists. Most curious fact in regard to these stone

tablets is that the symbols carved on them are 
in the language o) the ancient PhoeniciansI His
tory had no record of this race ever venturing to
ward that section of the world. In fact it had 
been taken for granted that the Phoenicians were 
a somewhat cautious race, content to trade safely 
and unexcitingly in the Mediterranean. But this 
idea falls to pieces when we consider their inscrip
tions, thousands of miles from their homes, in 
South America. If the Phoenicians were the first 
discoverers of America, history needs a good deal 
of rewriting.



B Y  DON WILCOX
Nort bore his Martian slavery patiently and dreamed of 
the day when "Three Eyes" would rescue mankind . . . .

1A G G A M 0 N  a n d  E ta n g , th e  tw o  
R a b s , la y  o n  th e ir  b la n k e ts  be- 

•* s id e  th e  cam p fire . N o r t ,  th e ir  
s lave , h a d  p re p a re d  h o t w a te r  fo r th e ir  
b a th s , b u t th e y  w ou ld  n o t b a th e . T h e  
m o u n ta in  a ir  w as to o  ch illy . B esides, 
th e y  w ere  a lre a d y  g e ttin g  s leepy .

N o r t ,  th e  V e n o rtia n  s lave, cam e 
tru d g in g  p a s t  th e m  w ith  h is  a rra s  full 
o f firew ood.

L ag g am o n , n u d g in g  h is  com pan ion , 
gav e  a  sw ift sw ing  o f h is  m u scu la r r ig h t 
a rm  th a t  h e ld  a  long  w oven  b la c k  w hip . 
T h e  e n d  o f th e  b la c k sn a k e  la sh e d  th e  
s lav e ’s an k le s . N o r t  s tu m b le d  a n d  
fe ll, face  dow n, in to  th e  h e a p  o f  f ire 
w ood.

“ P ic k  it  u p , y o u  w re tc h  1 ”  L ag g am o n  
sh o u te d . “ W h a t’s th e  m a tte r?  C a n ’t  
y o u  w a lk  s tra ig h t? ”

“ H e  m u s t be  d ru n k ,” E ta n g  sn o rte d . 
“ G o t in to x ic a te d  o n  th a t  so u p  he  gave  
u s  fo r su p p e r .”

T h e  tw o  R a b s  m ad e  re a d y  fo r b ed . 
T h e  V e n o rtia n  s lave  sho o k  th e  san d  
fro m  th e ir  b la n k e ts  a n d  m ad e  u p  th e ir  
b ed s  in  th e  o pen  r e a r  en d  of th e  tru c k . 
T h e n  h e  w en t b a c k  to  h is  firew ood. 

“ T h re e  fires e v e ry  n ig h t,” E ta n g

m u tte re d . “ D a m n e d  if V e n o rtia n s  a re n ’t  
th e  m ost su p e rs titio u s  peop le  th a t  w e 
ev er c h ased  off a  p la n te t .”

“ A n d  how  th e y  h a n g  on to  th e ir  silly  
cu s to m s is a  fr ig h t. E v e n  in v e n t new  
ones. D id  y o u  h e a r  th e  la te s t  th a t ’s 
m a k in g  th e  ro u n d s? ”

“ T h re e  ey es in  th e  d a r k ? ”
“ T h a t ’s it. O ne  s lav e ’ll sa y  to  a n 

o th e r , ‘H a v e  you  seen  th re e  ey es in  th e  
d a r k ? ’ A nd  m a y b e  th e  second  slave 
w ill s a y  ‘y e s ’, o r m a y b e  h e ’ll g ive a  
b la n k  s ta re — d e p en d in g  on how  su p e r
s titio u s  h e  is .”

“ T h e re ’s so m e th in g  b a c k  of i t ,”  
E ta n g e  g ru n te d . “T h e re ’s so m e th in g  
a b o u t th e  n u m b er th ree . L o o k  how  he 
la y s  o u t th o se  fires— in  a  tr ia n g le . I t ’s 
a lw ays b een  th e  sam e, e v e ry  season  we 
ta k e  h im  o u t on  th e se  su rv e y in g  tr ip s . 
I ’ll sw ear if  w e  w ere in  a  tree le ss  d e se rt, 
o r  ab o v e  th e  t im b e r  lin e , h e ’d  ru s tle  
e n o u g h  w ood to  m ak e  th re e  fires. H e  
c la im s o n e ’s fo r cook ing , o n e ’s for 
w a rm th , a n d  o n e ’s fo r o u r R a b  gods,” 
a n d  E ta n g  ex p ressed  h is co n te m p t b y  
sp ittin g . “ T h e re ’s s till  to o  m u ch  V enor
t ia n  a b o u t N o r t  fo r h im  to  b u ild  a  fire 
to  our gods. I f  h is  peop le  ev e r shou ld  
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com e b a c k , he a n d  a  lo t o f o th e r  s laves 
m ig h t tu r n  in to  so m e th in g  b eside  f a i th 
fu l. p lo d d in g  s e rv a n ts .”

“ P f f f ! ”  sa id  L ag g am o n .
“ D o n ’t y o u  believe  i t ? ”
“ T h e y ’ll n e v e r com e b ack . O n ly  a  

few  th o u sa n d  g o t aw ay  in  th ird - ra te  
sp ace  sh ip s— an d  th a t  w as long ago—  
b e fo re  o u r tim e. E v e n  th is  fellow  N o r t  
w as no  m ore th a n  a  b o y , so  I ’ve h e a rd  
h im  say . A nd  look  how  th e  seasons 
h a v e  ta m e d  h im . N o w  h e ’s n o th in g  b u t 
a  h a rm le ss  o ld  m a n . G ive h im  a  few  
la sh e s  w ith  th e  b la c k sn a k e  ev ery  d ay  
a n d  h e ’s as  good a  s lave  as  a n y  R ab  
co u ld  w a n t.”

W ith  th a t  L ag g am o n  tu rn e d  ov er a n d  
w en t to  sleep . E ta n g  w a tc h e d  th e  th re e  
flick erin g  fires fo r  . se v e ra l m in u te s , 
s tu d ie d  th e  slow , p a tie n t ,  m y ste rio u s  
figure o f N o r t  th e  s lav e  s i t t in g  b y  one 
o f  th e  fires p a tc h in g  h is  rag g ed  g a r 
m en ts .

“ B rin g  m e a  d r in k  of w a te r , N o r t ,”  
sa id  E ta n g . W h en  th e  s lave  cam e  w ith  
th e  cu p  o f  w a te r , th e  R a b  ey ed  th e  
w e a th e rb e a te n  o ld  face  c losely . “ H a v e  
y o u  seen  th re e  ey es in  th e  d a r k ? ”

N o t a  flicker o f ch an g e  c ro ssed  th e  
p lo d d in g  o ld  s lav e ’s  c o u n ten an ce . “ I  do  
n o t u n d e rs ta n d .”

“ A ll r ig h t. G e t y o u rse lf  to  bed , 
H a rm le ss . W e ’ll h av e  a  h a rd  d a y  to 
m orrow . I  d o n ’t  w a n t y o u  lag g in g  w ith  
th a t  su p p ly  c a r t .”

“ M a s te r  E ta n g ,” N o r t  sp o k e  in  h is 
ev en , u n em o tio n a l vo ice , “ m a y  I  h av e  
a  l i t t le  sa lv e  fro m  th e  m ed ic ine  b o x ? ”

“ W h a t fo r? ”
“ F o r  th e  la sh es  on m y  b a c k .”
“ Y ou  a n d  y o u r la sh es! Y o u ’ll ge t 

o v e r  th em . Y o u  a lw ays do. G et to  
b e d , b e fo re  I  g ive you  som e m o re .”

'T ' H E  su cceed in g  d a y s  to o k  th e  little  
p a r ty  o f  th re e  h ig h e r in to  th e  san d - 

b low n  m o u n ta in s . N o r t ,  w ho  h a d  b o rn e  
h is  b u rd e n s  o f  s la v e ry  fo r co u n tle ss  se a 

sons, g rew  h e a v y  a t  h e a r t .  T h e  little  
s tee l su p p ly  c a r t  th a t  h e  h a u le d  a ro u n d  
a t  th e  b e c k  an d  ca ll o f  th e  tw o  su r
v e y o rs  w as lig h t co m p ared  w ith  th e  in 
v is ib le  lo a d  he  ca rried .

I t  h u r t  N o r t  to  see w h a t h ad  h a p 
p e n e d  to  th is  fine lan d . H e  h a d  v isited  
it  w hen  he w as a  boy . T h e n  it  h ad  been  
ir r ig a te d  from  th e  m o u n ta in  s tre a m s. 
T h a t  w as how  th e  V en o rtian s  h a d  m ade  
i t  u se fu l. N ow  it  w as a  w aste  of m o u n 
ta in o u s  d e se rt. T h a t  w as w h a t th e  
R a b s  h a d  done to  it. T h e y  h a d  n o t 
fa rm e d  i t ,  th e y  h a d  com e in  w ith  th e ir  
g ig an tic  m ach in es  a n d  lite ra lly  mined 
i t .

E v e n in g  m o rn in g  N o r t  saw  th e  du ll 
p in k , a r id  sk y . N o  p ro m ise  o f ra in , only  
th e  p ro m ise  o f  f lo a tin g  d u s t , w asted  soil.

E v e ry  sleep less n ig h t N o r t  h u d d le d  
b y  h is  fire, w a tch in g , th e  fine san d  s if t  
in to  th e  flam e. S an d  g o t in  h is  ey e 
b row s a n d  c lu n g  to  th e  deep  lines th a t  
s tr ip e d  h is  face . S an d  sco u red  h is  o ld  
m em ories  b rig h t.

H ow  w ell h e  rem em b ered  th e  s la u g h 
te r . I t  h a d  com e w hen  he  w as o n ly  a  
y o u th . T h e  R a b s  h a d  p o u n ced  dow n 
fro m  th e  sk ies  w ith o u t w arn ing . T h e ir  
f ig h tin g  sh ip s  w ith  th e  s leek  m eta llic  
lin es  h a d  sk im m ed  th e  su rfa c e  o f th e  
p la n e t, d ra g g in g  sick les o f  d e a th  a f te r  
th em .

N o r t  re m e m b e red  it  a s  if  it w ere  y e s 
te rd a y . O ne c a n ’t  w itn ess  th e  co ld 
b looded  k illing  of o n e ’s p a re n ts  an d  fo r
g e t i t  in  th e  sam e c e n tu ry  o f seasons.

T h e  few , th e  fo r tu n a te  few , h a d  
crow ded  in to  th e  a v a ila b le  V e n o rtia n  
sp ace  sh ip s  a n d  ta k e n  off sw iftly . T h e  
re m a in in g  V en o rtian s , e n s lav ed , w ould  
n ev e r cease to  w h isp e r  o f  th a t  d ra m a tic  
escape  of th e  sh ip s . T h o se  fo r tu n a te  
few  h a d  escap ed  w ith  th e  p ro m ise  th a t  
som e d a y  th e y  w o u ld  com e b a c k , to  
rescu e  th e  o th e rs .

“ T h e  m y th ica l re s c u e !” T h a t  w as 
w h a t th e  c ru e l a n d  m ig h ty  R a b s  c a lled
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it. T h a t  w as th e ir  jo k e , th e ir  fav o rite  
ta u n t to  th e  V e n o rtia n s  th e y  h a d  e n 
slaved.

T he  V en o rtian s  h a d  been  c ru sh ed  
in to  s lav e ry  sw iftly . F o r  m an y  seasons 
the k illin g  o f s laves h a d  been  ra m p a n t. 
B ut a f te r  a  tim e  e v e ry  liv ing  V en o rtian  
su pp ressed  h is  rebe l s p ir it  a n d  pre
tended p a tie n t  obed ience . P re te n se  w as 
the  p rice  o f liv ing— w a itin g — hoping .

In  ra p id  succession  cam e th e  R a b s ’ 
crim es a g a in s t th e  p la n e t itse lf . All 
those n a tu ra l  reso u rces, g iven  b y  th e  
gods for m a n ’s u se , w ere ra v ag ed  an d  
sq u an d e red . L a n d s  th a t  h a d  been  h u n 
d reds of th o u sa n d s  o f seaso n s  in  the  
m ak in g  w as la id  w aste  in  a  few  seasons 
of h e lte r-sk e lte r  m an ag em en t.

A nd now , e ach  d a y , th e  re a liz a tio n  
filled N o r t  w ith  such  b itte rn e s s  an d  
h a tre d  as  he  h a d  n ev er know n  befo re . 
T h is  m o u n ta in  t re k  gave  h im  a  m ore 
p o ig n an t p e rsp ec tiv e  on m a n ’s crim es 
a g a in s t the  gods, a n d  s a tu ra te d  h im  
w ith  ac id  h a tre d  a g a in s t th e  a r ro g a n t 
m en w ho to o k  re lish  in  such  crim es.

T h e n , one sleep less n ig h t w hile  th e  
w eird  w in d s w h istled  an d  th e  san d s 
blew  in to  th e  flam es of h is  th re e  fires, 
N o r t  saw  th e  th ree  ey es in  th e  d a rk .

n p H E  tw o R a b s  w ere sou n d  asleep .
So fa r a s  N o r t  knew , th e re  w as no 

o th e r liv ing  p e rso n  w ith in  m iles, o th e r 
th a n  L aggam on , E ta n g , a n d  h im self. 
T h e  n e a re s t R a b  o u tp o s t w as a t  least 
a q u a r te r  o f a  d a y ’s jo u rn e y  dow n th e  
valley , a t  th e  low er en d  of th e  long 
w ind ing  irr ig a tio n  p ip e  line th a t  th e  
V en o rtian s th em se lv es h a d  b u ilt m an y  
g en e ra tio n s  ago .

A nd th e  n e a re s t c ity  w as a  d a y ’s 
jo u rn ey  b e y o n d  th a t .

N o r  w ere th ese  m o u n ta in  w astes  
freq u en ted  by  w ild  b eas ts . A n im al life 
h ad  m ig ra te d  dow n th e  v a lley  w ith  th e  - 
com ing of th e  sa n d s , a n d  m o st o f i t  h ad  
been ex te rm in a ted .

B u t even  if th e re  h a d  been  b e a s ts , 
N o r t  w ou ld  n o t h a v e  th o u g h t o f th em  
now . T h o se  th re e  eyes th a t  sh o n e  o u t 
o f th e  b lack n ess  o f  n ig h t w ere  no fre a k  
of b io log ical n a tu re . T h e y  w ere  n o t 
re a lly  eyes. T h e y  w ere  th re e  g litte r in g  
jew els, flash ing  b a c k  th e  lig h t o f N o r t ’s 
cam pfires.

N o r t  saw  th e m , com ing  o u t o f th e  
b la c k n ess , a  li t t le  to  o ne  s id e  of a  w ith 
e red  b row n p ine  tre e  th a t  san g  m o u rn 
fu lly  in  th e  w ind . H e  saw  th e m  com ing  
c lo ser, a  tr ia n g le  o f  flash ing  jew eled  
ey es ; h e  b ru sh e d  th e  san d  fro m  h is  ey e 
la sh es ; he  rose  slow ly. T h e  a d v a n c e  
o f th e  th re e  eyes s to p p ed .

W ith  a q u ic k  re a ssu rin g  g lance a t  h is  
tw o  m a s te rs , so u n d  asleep  in  th e  tru c k , 
he  ra n  to  h is  too l c a r t ,  g ra sp e d  a  h a n d 
b a ll b la s te r . T h is  in  case  of u n ex p ec ted  
d a n g e r. B u t N o r t  d id n ’t  re a lly  a n 
tic ip a te  d a n g e r. U n le ss  som eone w as 
u sing  th e  a n c ie n t V e n o rtia n  sy m b o l o f 
hope in  m o ck e ry —

N o r t a d v a n c e d  to w a rd  th e  o ld  dead  
p in e  tre e  cau tio u s ly . I t  w as m ore  th a n  
th re e  d o ts  o f lig h t, h an g in g  in  th e  a ir 
in  tr ia n g u la r  fo rm a tio n . I t  w as a 
b lack -h o o d ed , b la c k -c lo a k ed  figure. A 
s lig h t m o tio n  o f a  b lack -g lo v ed  h a n d  in 
v ite d  N o r t  to  com e.

P re ss in g  one h a n d  a g a in s t th e  p o c k e t 
th a t  c o n ta in e d  th e  h a n d -b a ll exp losive, 
N o r t  cam e fo rw a rd , e v e ry  cell o f  h is 
b o d y  tin g lin g .

W ith in  e ig h t p a c e s  h e  s to p p e d . B y  
now  th e  th re e  “ e y e s” h a d  becom e th re e  
o rn a m e n ts , o ne  a t  ea c h  sh o u ld e r , th e  
th ird  up o n  th e  b e lt b u ck le  th a t  c lasped  
a t th e  fig u re ’s w aist.

As fo r th e  figure itse lf , i t  s to o d  less 
ta ll th a n  N o r t ,  i t ’s h o o d  w as a  fu ll
blow n c re a tio n , i ts  flow ing cape  d ra p e d  
a p a ir  o f sh o u ld e rs  th a t  w ere  n a rro w , 
w hile  th e  b lack  co vering  o f th e  g race fu l 
bo d y  a n d  lim b s w ere  c lose-fitting . N o r t  
knew  a t  once th a t  th is  w as a  g irl.

“ I  am  N o r t , a  V e n o rtia n  s la v e ,” he
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in tro d u c e d  h im se lf  w ith  a  c o u rte sy  
re m in iscen t o f p re  - c o n q u e red  d ay s, 
th o u g h  h is po ise  w as m a rk e d  b y  a  c e r
ta in  b re a th le ssn e ss  th a t  h e  c o u ld n ’t  p re 
ven t.

S low ly th e  g irl rem oved  th e  b lack  
hood  fro m  h e r  face  an d  h e a d , rev ea lin g  
a  co u n te n a n c e  th a t  w as a t  once in te n t 
a n d  in d e sc rib a b ly  b e a u tifu l. E v e n  by  
th e  d im  lig h t o f th e  w an ing  cam pfires, 
h e r  ey es s tru c k  N o r t  as h a v in g  a  p en e 
tra t in g  q u a lity  u n lik e  a n y  eyes th a t  h a d  
ev e r looked  upon  h im  befo re .

H P H E  g ir l’s g loved  h a n d  m ad e  a  sligh t 
g e s tu re  to w a rd  h e r  h a ir , w hich  b e 

g an  to  b low  in  loose w aves th e  m om en t 
h e r  hood  w as rem oved . T h e n  she 
spoke, in  a  voice th a t  seem ed  to  still the  
w in d s— a n d  h e r  la n g u ag e  w as V enor- 
t ia n , th e  la n g u ag e  fo rb id d e n  by  th e  
R ab s!

“ I  am  kno w n  as T h re e  E y es  in  th e  
D a rk . H a v e  you  ev e r seen  m e b e 
fo re ? ”

“ N o .”
“ I  h av e  seen  so m a n y  in  th e  p a s t  sea 

so n  th a t  I  no  lo n g er re m em b er th em  all. 
B u t I  hope  to  see ev ery o n e  b e fo re  th e  
tim e— ”

She h e s ita te d , as if  in  d a n g e r o f 
sp eak in g  to o  h a s tily . S he looked  to 
w ard  th e  cam p  fires, th e  b r ig h t s tee l 
too l c a r t , th e  b ig  R a b -m a d e  tru c k .

“ Y ou  h av e  com e from  one o f th e  
c itie s  dow n in th e  v a lley , I  p re su m e ,” 
sh e  spoke in q u irin g ly .

“ Y es, a  d a y ’s ride  b ey o n d  th e  o ld  
po w er p la n t  dow n th is  t r a i l .” T h e  
eag e rn ess  in  N o r t ’s voice b e tra y e d  his 
th r i l l  a t  sp e a k in g  h is n a tiv e  lan g u ag e  
a g a in . N e v e r  ex cep t in  th e  m ost 
g u a rd e d  m o m en ts  h a d  h e  d a re d  to  say  
su ch  w o rd s  even  to  h im self. “ I  am  
th e  s lave  o f E ta n g  an d  L aggam on , w ho 
a re  sco u tin g  th e se  m o u n ta in s  for 
p a tc h e s  o f la n d  th a t  ca n  be  fa rm ed  b y  
R a b  m e th o d s .”

“ I  h a v e  o fte n  seen  y o u r  th re e  fires 
w hen  fly ing  o v e r th is  reg ion . P ro b a b ly  
y o u  h a v e  n e v e r h e a rd  m e go over. M y  
p la n e  is a lm o st p e rfe c tly  s ile n t.” A gain  
she g e s tu re d  w ith  h e r  g loved  h a n d , to 
w ard  th e  deep  b lack n ess  w h ere  h e r  
p la n e  w as ev id en tly  p a rk e d . T h e n  in  
th a t  low , in te n t tone  of in q u iry , “ I  do 
n o t m is ta k e  th e  m ean in g  of y o u r th re e  
f ire s? ”

“ T h e y  a re  th e  a n c ie n t V en o rtian  
sym bo l o f  h o p e ,”  N o r t ’s w ords cam e 
fo r th  w ith  a  rev eren ce  th a t  his m aste rs  
w ou ld  h av e  b een  su rp rise d  to  h ea r.

“ T h e n  I  h a v e  n o t m isju d g ed  y o u ,” 
sa id  th e  g irl. “ Y ou rea lize  th a t  I  am  
T h re e -e y es  b ecau se  I  w ea r th a t  sym bol. 
I  h av e  com e w ith  a  m essage of hope  fo r 
a ll enslaved  V e n o rtia n s .”

“ Y ou  h a v e  com e— fro m  w h e re ? ”
“ F ro m  a  d is ta n t  p la n e t, w here  m y  

p a re n ts  a n d  a ll e scap ed  V e n o rtia n s  
found  re fu g e .”

“ T h e y  a re  a liv e?  T h e n  th e re  is 
h o p e ! ”

“ T h e y  a re  com ing  b a c k  soon . T h a t  
is m y m essage. M a k e  re a d y . W h en  
th e y  com e it  w ill be w ar, b u t  it w ill be 
v ic to ry  if  th e  en slav ed  V en o rtian s a re  
re a d y  to  h e lp .”

“ W ill i t  be so o n ?”  T e a rs  o f  eagerness  
a n d  h a p p in ess  su rg ed  n e a r  th e  su rfa c e  
of N o r t ’s eyes.

“ P e rh a p s  a  m a tte r  o f d a y s . I  c a n 
n o t say . W h en  we w ere  se n t fo r th , th e  
p r e p a r a t i o n s  w ere m oving  ah ead  
ra p id ly . T h a t  w as m ore  th a n  a  season  
ago. F o u r  o f u s , each  w ith  p la n e s , 
cam e in  a  sm all sp ace  sh ip  to  sp read  
th e  se c re t new s. O u r lan d in g  m et w ith  
d isa s te r . I  am  th e  on ly  one of th e  fo u r 
w ho  lived  to  c a r ry  on  th e  w ork . B u t 
ev e ry  t ru e  V e n o rtia n  h a s  h e lp e d  to  p ass  
th e  w o rd  along. A nd  th e  s tu p id  R a b s  
w ho  get w ind  of i t  c a ll i t  su p e rs titio n . 
B u t I  m u s t h u r ry  o n .”

T h re e -E y e s  e x ten d ed  h e r  g l o v e d  
h a n d  to  N o r t ,  w ho  p re s se d  it be tw een
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his tw o rough  p a lm s.
“ I ’ll do  a n y th in g  I  c a n .”
“ T h e re ’ll be  so m e th in g  fo r ev ery o n e , 

to do, even  if  th e  figh ting  sh ips la n d  
on th e  opposite  side  of th e  p la n e t.” T h e  
g irl’s deep , p e n e tra tin g  d a rk  eyes lin 
gered on  th e  b lood  m a rk s  in  N o r t ’s 
sh irt. She reach ed  in to  a n  in n e r  p o ck e t 
of h e r  b la c k  cap e  b ro u g h t fo r th  a  sm all 
ja r  o f c ream . H e r  sm o o th  fingers w ere 
gentle, ca ressing , as she  sp re a d  th e  
cream  on his w ounds.

“ T h is  w ill ease  y o u r  w o u n d s.”
A nd  a s  she  spoke , N o r t  cou ld  no 

longer feel a n y  p a in . H e  u t te re d  the  
V enortian  w o rd s th a t  exp ressed  deepest 
ap p rec ia tio n .

T o  w hich T h re e -E y e s  rep lied  w ith  a  
lo ng -fo rgo tten  w ord  fo r fa rew ell. T h en  
she w as gone. A n d  th o u g h  N o r t  lis ten ed  
alm ost u n til d aw n , h e  n ev e r h e a rd  h e r  
p lane  w hen  i t  so a re d  aw ay .

CH A PTER  II 

A  W ar Fleet in the Sky

E T  u p , y o u r  d a m n ed  lazy  w re tc h ! ” 
^  L ag g am o n  p u n c tu a te d  h is w ords 

w ith  a  c ra c k  of th e  b la c k sn a k e . N o r t  
w isely s le p t o u t  o f ran g e . N e ith e r  of 
his m a s te rs  ev er b o th e re d  to  c lim b  ou t 
of b ed  in  o rd e r  to  m ake  th e  d a y ’s first 
c rack  o f th e  w h ip  effective. T h e y  w ere 
co n ten t to  sh o u t a n d  c u rse  a t  h im  u n til 
such tim e  as  th e  sp ir it  m oved  th e m  to  
get up . A nd  th e y  n ev er g o t u p  u n til 
N o rt h a d  b re a k fa s t  re a d y  a n d  w aiting .

N o r t  rose  stiffly. H e  w as a lre a d y  
dressed , excep t for h is  b oo ts . H e  s t ir re d  
one o f th e  fires, s ta r te d  b re a k fa s t , h u r 
ried to  the  sp rin g  fo r w a te r.

“ G et a  m ove on , H a rm le ss  I ” E ta n g  
shou ted  in  a  h a rsh  s leep y  voice.

H a rm le s s ! T h a t  w as w h a t  th e y  
called h im  —  th e  h a rm le ss  o ld  m an. 
N o rt fe lt a  tw inge in  h is  sh o u ld e rs , a  
tingle a t  h is  finger-tips.

W hile  th e  p a ils  filled w ith  w a te r, 
N o r t  seized  tim e  to  finish s tra p p in g  h is 
boo ts  w ith  th e  o d d s  a n d  ends of ragged  
s tra p s  th a t  still c lung. In v o lu n ta r ily  h is 
eyes roved  sk y w a rd . P in k  d u s t o f 
daw n. Im p e n e tra b le  haze. A vague  
h in t o f p u rp le , h igh  o v e rh e a d ;— th a t  
w as d o u b tless  a sh a rp -e d g e d  c l o u d ,  
sc reen ed  b y  th e  o p a q u e  fog o f floa ting  
soil.

N o r t ’s fu rtiv e  ey es s h o t b a c k  to w a rd  
th e  cam p. H e  m u st n o t be  seen  s k y 
gazing . O r d a y -d re a m in g . O r tre m 
b ling  from  th e  s tra n g e  new  b o u n d less
em o tio n s—

T h re e -E y e s !  T h re e -E y e s !  T h re e -  
E y es! W h a t a  m y stica l c re a tu re !  N o  
w on d er e v e ry  V en o rtian  s lave  w as w h is
p e rin g , ‘H a v e  y o u  seen  h e r ’?

S top  th in k in g  a b o u t h e r!  S to p , or 
th e y ’ll h e a r  y o u r  h e a r t  p o u n d i n g !  
T h e y ’ll see i t  in  y o u r face. T h e y ’ll 
p ro b e  you  a n d  to r tu re  fo r y o u r  secre t. 
T h e y ’ll k ill you , b e fo re  th e  tim e  is ripe  
for you to kill them—

H a rm le ss  o ld  m an ! A ll rig h t, le t 
th em  th in k  it. B u t fo r th e  la sh in g s 
y o u  w ould  be  in  th e  p rim e  of life. A nd  
h arm less?  W ell, le t th em  th in k  i t ,  b u t  
w hen  th a t  day  com es th a t  T h re e -E y e s  
fo re to ld —

T h e  h a n d -b a ll b la s te rs !  S lip  a  few 
o f th em  o u t, h id e  th em . M isc o u n t th e  
ones you  use to  c lea r th e  tra i ls  for th em . 
T h e n  w hen  th e  d a y  com es y o u ’ll be 
read y . B la s t th e m  in to  e lem en ts! L e t 
th e ir  p u lv erized  cells e n rich  th e  soil 
th e y ’ve se t a d r if t!

S to p  th in k in g  a b o u t it!  T h e y ’ll h e a r  
y o u r h e a r t!

N o r t ’s  gaze ag a in  sw ep t th e  p u rp le  
s tre a k  in  th e  sk y  o v e rh ead , low ered  to  
ta k e  in  th e  v a s t fingers o f m o u n ta in  th a t  
p o in ted  o u t in to  th e  p la in s  w here  th e  
floor of fa rm la n d  s tre tc h e d , b ro w n  an d  
b a rre n , to w a rd  a  h o rizo n  lo s t in  haze. 
T h e  r ic h e s t o f p la in s  w ere  tu rn in g  to  
d e se rt u n d e r  the  ru th le ss  m o n ste r-
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m ach in es of th e  R a b s .
I n  th e ir  d a y  th e  V e n o rtia n s , too , h ad  

u sed  m a c h in e s ; b u t  th e ir  m ach in es  h a d  
b een  m ad e  to  vrork  with th e  soil, n o t 
a g a in s t it.

N o r t ’s eyes lin g e re d  up o n  th e  p in k 
ish -w h ite  s to n e  s tru c tu re  h a lfw a y  dow n 
th e  m o u n ta in o u s  va lley . T h e re  w as a  
s tu rd y  re m in d e r o f  th e  old d ay s . I t  
h a d  b een  a  V e n o rtia n  p o w er s ta tio n .

N o w  it  w as o ne  o f th e  R a b s ’ m an y  
d e fen se  o u tp o s ts . T h e  b a r re l  o f a  h u g e  
a to m ic  gun  ex te n d e d  u p w a rd  on an, 
an g le  f ro m  th e  to p  o f th e  bu ild in g , like 
a  b la c k  sm o k e s ta c k  c a u g h t in  th e  a c t 
o f fa lling .

E x c e p t fo r th e  s ig h t o f  th a t  gun , N o r t  
lik e d  to  look  a t  th e  o ld  po w er s ta tio n  
a n d  th in k  o f th e  g lo rious p a s t.

W a te r  n o  lo n g e r ra n  dow n th e  long  
w in d in g  c o n c re te  p ip e lin e ; once i t  h a d  
ro a re d  w ith  th e  ru sh  o f a n  u n lim ite d  
su p p ly  of w a te rp o w e r. B u t th e  R a b s  
h a d  sco rn ed  w a te r-p o w er a s  obso le te , 
a n d  ir r ig a tio n  as  p rim itiv e . W ith  th e ir  
com ing , th e  fo re s ts  h a d  b een  dep le ted , 
la k e  d am s h a d  fa llen  in to  n eg lec t, a n d  
w a te r  flum es su ch  a s  th is  one h a d  gone 
s ilen t.

A  film  o f  d u s t g a th e re d  on  each  p a il 
o f  w a te r  as  N o r t  jogged  b a c k  to  cam p .

H e  p a u se d  fo r  a  final m o m en t o f 
n o stag lic  s e n tim e n t as  h e  c ro ssed  over 
th e  sq u a re -to p p e d  co n c re te  p ipe line . 
A ll th e  w ay  dow n th e  o ld  p o w er s ta 
tio n  i t  tra ile d , l ik e  a  p e r fe c tly  g ra d e d  
ra ilro a d  b ed . I t  w as solid  b e n e a th  
N o r t ’s b oo ts . F o r  a ll i t s  lo n g  d isu se , 
i t  show ed  no  signs o f d ecay . T h e  co n 
c re te  e n casem en t w as to o  th ic k  to  giye 
fo r th  m u ch  of a  hollow  p lu n k  w hen  
N o r t  k ic k e d  a  s to n e  ac ro ss  it.

O n  u p  th e  m o u n ta in s id e  i t  w ound , 
lik e  a  se rp e n tin e  p a th  o f s tee l ab laze  
w ith  m o rn in g  lig h t, b lo tc h e d  h ere  an d  
th e re  b y  sm all lan d slid es  th a t  h a d  cov
e re d  i t  ov er. N o r t  w ondered  if w a te r  
w ou ld  ev e r ru n  th ro u g h  i t  aga in .

T > A C K  a t  cam p , N o r t  m ad e  sw ift 
w ork  o f  th e  b re a k fa s t  p re p a ra tio n s , 

a te  h is  ow n m eal as he w o rk ed — for he 
n ev e r s a t  dow n w ith  h is  m a s te rs  if  he 
cou ld  avo id  it. H e  lo ad ed  th e  c a r t  w ith  
th e  too ls he  h a d  sh a rp e n e d  a n d  po lished  
th e  even ing  b e f o r e .  H e  ca re fu lly  
p a c k e d  in  a  few  h a n d -b a ll b la s te rs  to  be 
u sed  if  L ag g am o n  w a n te d  to  explode 
a w a y  som e o b s tru c tio n s .

“ H a rm le s s !”  L ag g am o n  c a 11 e  d b e 
tw een  b ite s .

“ Y es, M a s te r  L a g g a m o n ? ”
“ G et m e th e  a ir  m a p  o f th is  reg io n .”
“ I t ’s in y o u r  h ip  p o c k e t, M a s te r  L a g 

g am o n .”
L a g g am o n  g ru n te d . E ta n g  gave a  

sn o rt a n d  m ad e  a  lig h t ja b  a t  th e  
V en o rtian  s lave  fo r k n o w in g  th e  co n 
te n ts  o f h is  m a s te rs ’ p o c k e ts , a t  w h ich  
N o r t  sm iled  d isc re e tly .

L ag g am o n  sp re a d  th e  m a p  b e fo re  
h im , p asse d  a  finger ac ro ss  one side  of 
i t  to  tra c e  th e ir  cou rse . M o st o f th e  
v a lley  su rro u n d in g  th e  o u tp o s t h e  h a d  
a lre a d y  c ro ssed  o u t w ith  a  b lue  pencil. 
H e re  a n d  th e re  he  h a d  en c irc led  a  p a tc h  
w ith  red .

“ N o t m u ch  la n d  w o rth  fa rm in g  b e 
tw een  th e se  s tr in g s  o f m o u n ta in s ,” L a g 
gam on  m u tte re d , c ro ssin g  o u t th e  p re v i
ous d a y ’s su rv e y  w ith  a  b lue p en c il.

“ O ld  H a rm le ss  th in k s  th e re ’s lo ts  o f 
good  lan d  th ro u g h  h e re ,” E ta n g  sa id  
w ith  a  w in k . “ D o n ’t  y o u , O ld  M a n ? ”

“ I t  u sed  to  be  good ,” sa id  N o r t .  H e  
to o k  a  la sh  o f th e  b la c k sn a k e  w ith o u t 
look ing  up . T h e  t a r t  a n sw e r h a d  e s 
cap ed  h is lip s  b e fo re  he co u ld  s to p  it. 
H is  sp ir its  w ere  to o  h ig h . I f  h is  h e a r t  
d id n ’t  s to p  th u m p in g  so  loud , he  w ould  
n e v e r ge t th ro u g h  th e  d a y .

N o r t  c o n tin u ed  to  a p p ly  g rease  to  the  
ax les o f h is  li t t le  s tee l too l c a r t . H e  
w as b e n d in g  dow n. T o  th e  tw o R a b s  
th e  b a c k  o f h is  sh ag g y  h e a d  w as m u ch  
in  ev idence .

Laggamon droned on.
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“ W e c a n ’t  b e  b o th e re d  b y  N o r t ’s 
kind o f lan d . A ny a re a s  th a t  c a n ’t  be 
s tirred  a n d  seed ed  w ith  o u r fly ing p low s 
and  p la n te rs  a re n ’t  w o rth  b o th e rin g  
about. W h en  a ll th e  good g ro u n d s  a re  
gone w e’ll s im p ly  h a v e  to  find  a n o th e r  
p lanet. O u r s ta n d a rd  o f  liv ing— ”

“ L aggarnon , look  a t  t h a t ! ” E ta n g  in 
te rru p te d .

“ W h a t? ”
“ T h e  H a rm le ss  O ld  M a n ’s h a i r ! ”
“ W ell, b y  th e  g o d s !”
S h ag g y  a s  N o r t ’s h a ir  w as, th e  R a b s  

could  n e v e rth le ss  d isce rn  th e  h ig h  w h ite  
s tre a k  ru n n in g  u p w a rd  from  th e  b a c k  
of th e  n eck  ac ro ss  th e  b a se  o f th e  sk u ll. 
I t  w as c ru d e ly  cu t, b u t  i t  w as  u n m is
ta k a b le — th e  sy m b o l o f V e n o rtia n  a l
legiance.

“ W h en  d id  y o u  do that?” L eggam on  
dem anded .

“ S p eak  u p , w r e tc h ! ” E ta n g  ro a re d .
“ L a s t  n ig h t,”  N o r t  a n sw ered . “L a te  

last n ig h t .”

H T H E  w h ite -lin e  design  in  th e  V en o r
t ia n  h a ir  c u t h a d  once been  n o th in g  

m ore th a n  a n  a c c e p ted  s ty le . T h e  R a b s  
had m ade  it  a  m a tte r  fo r p e rse c u tio n . 
E v e ry th in g  V e n o rtia n  m u s t b e  s ta m p e d  
out com ple te ly .

“ C om e h e re , H a rm le s s !” L aggarnon  
o rdered . “ B rin g  th e  sc isso rs  w ith  
y o u ! ”

E ta n g  ru b b e d  h is  h a n d s  to g e th e r . 
“N o th in g  lik e  a  li t t le  s p o r t  to  s ta r t  the  
day r ig h t .”

N o r t  o b ed ien tly  b e n t b e fo re  h is  tw o 
m asters. T h e  sc isso rs  b e g a n  to  chop  
over th e  su rfa c e  o f h is  h e a d . H e  
w atched  th e  b u n ch es  o f g ray -b ro w n  
ha ir fall to  th e  sa n d , a n d  w o n d ered  if 
T h ree -E y es  w ou ld  reco g n ize  h im  if  she  
ever saw  h im  ag a in .

“ I f  w e h ad  tim e  w e’d  sh a v e  h is  
dam ned h e a d ,” L aggarnon  suggested .

“A nd  p a in t  i t  w ith  R a b  co lo rs. I t  
w ouldn’t  ta k e  m u c h  tim e . W e can

a lw ay s m a k e  u p  lo s t tim e  b y  k eep in g  
h im  on  th e  d o u b le -q u ic k  a ll d a y . B e 
sides, th e r e ’s n o th in g  w e n e e d  a ro u n d  
h e re  so m uch  as  a  l i t t le  d isc ip in e . I ’ll 
g e t a  ra z o r ."

“ A nd  som e p a in t ,  E ta n g .”
T h e n  b o th  o f th e  R a b s  su d d e n ly  fo r

g o t w h a t th e y  w ere  a b o u t, fo r  th e  gen tle  
ru m b le  o f a  m o to r c a r  so u n d e d  from  
som ew here  dow n th e  v a lley  ro a d .

“ S h ine  u p  m y b o o ts , H a rm le s s !” 
L aggarnon  a b ru p tly  o rd e re d .

“ M in e  to o ,” sh o u te d  E ta n g , r e tu r n 
in g  from  th e  tru c k . “ W ho  do  y o u  th in k  
i t  is, L a g g a rn o n ? ”

“ P ro b a b ly  K e n tl ag a in . H e  ge ts 
lonesom e dow n a t  th a t  o u tp o s t by  h im 
se lf .”

N o r t  w h en  to  w o rk  on  fo u r b o o ts  
a t  once , th e  tw o  m en  s ta n d in g  b e fo re  
h im , th e ir  ey es  tu rn e d  to w a rd  th e  
v a lley .

“ S tra n g e ,”  E ta n g  m u sed , “ th a t  th e y  
k eep  a  p a ra ly tic  on  th a t  jo b .” *

“ W h y  n o t?  T h e re ’s n o th in g  to  d o ,” 
L aggarnon  re to r te d . “ N o th in g , un less  
y o u  ta k e  s to c k  in  th e  p re d ic tio n s  o ld  
H a rm le ss  u sed  to  m ak e . B y  th e  w ay, 
H a rm le ss , w h a t a b o u t th o se  th o se  o ld  
ru s ty  p re d ic tio n s?  A re  a  few  lashes 
on th e  b a c k  too  g re a t  a  p ric e  to  p a y  fo r  
th e  r ig h t to  exp ress  a  few e lo q u e n t b a rs  
of V en o rtian  p a tr io t is m ? ”

“ P e rh a p s ,” sa id  N o r t  w ith o u t lo o k 
in g  u p .

L aggarnon  p ro d d e d  h im  w ith  a  bo o t.
“ I t ’s been  m a n y  a season  s ince  y o u ’v e  

h in te d  th a t  y o u r fly -aw ay  N o r ts  m ig h t 
com e b ack  som e d a y  a n d  b la s t  u s  off 
th is  p la n e t— ” L ag g a rn o n  b ro k e  off, 
fa sc in a te d  b y  th e  p ro n o u n c e d  tre m b le  
in  h is  s e rv a n t’s h a n d s . “ L o o k , E ta n g , 
look  a t  th a t  d a m n e d  w re tc h  s h a k e ! ”

E ta n g  gave an  a m u se d  b a rk .
“ W e sc a re d  th e  w its  o u t o f h im  o n  

th a t  sh av e  a n d  p a in t  jo b .”
A s th e  so u n d s o f th e  c a r  ro u n d e d  th e  

la s t h a irp in  c u rv e  th e  b o o t jo b  cam e
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to  a  q u ic k  fin ish . T h e  tw o  R a b s  
tu rn e d , w ith  sp ic k -a n d -sp a n  m a n n e rs , 
to .g re e t  th e ir  com p an y .

I t  w as K e n tl in  h is  official ca r . H e  
p low ed  in to  th e  cam p  site  w ith  a  h a rsh  
s to p , h e  w as sh o u tin g .

“ T h e y ’re  ov er us! T h e y ’re  com ing 
dow n. I  k n o w  th e y  a re ! I t ’s  th e m ! 
C om e on! Y o u ’ve g o t to  h e lp  m e ! ”

J ^ E N T L ’S b o d y , p a r t ia l ly  p a ra ly z e d , 
seem ed  to  fa ir ly  exp lode  as  he  

sh o u te d . H is  w ith e re d  a rm  je rk e d  
a b o u t w ild ly , h is  official R a b  g u a rd s 
m a n ’s u n ifo rm  f lu tte re d  in  d is a r ra y , h is  
u n c o n tro lle d  face  c o n to r te d  in  to rm e n t.

“ T a lk  like  a  san e  m a n !”  L ag g am o n  
d e m an d ed , p ac in g  u p  to  th e  car. 
“W h a t’s w ro n g ? ”

K e n tl w en t o v er h is  w o rd s w ith  even  
m ore  fu ry , a n g e red  th a t  th e  tw o  s u r 
v ey o rs  d id n ’t  sh a re  h is  ex c item en t a t  
once. H e  sw ung  h is  b e t te r  a rm  e r r a t 
ica lly  a t  th e  sk ies.

“ In v a d e rs , in v a d e rs , I  te ll you! 
T h e y ’re  go ing  to  la n d ! T h e y ’ve g o t a n  
a rm a d a  u p  th e r e ! ”

“ H ow  do  y o u  k n o w ? ”
“ S cou ting  p lan e , d a m n  it! I t  c irc led  

dow n la s t n ig h t— th e n  w e n t b a c k ! 
T h e y ’re u p  th e re . Y ou  can  see th e m  
th ro u g h  th e  te lescope . A  w hole d a m n e d  
fleet, h o v e rin g  r ig h t o v er m e!

“ Wrh y  th e  dev il d id n ’t  you  re p o r t  to  
__1)

“ H e ll, I ’ve  t r ie d  a ll n ig h t long! 
C o u ld n ’t  g e t th r o u g h ! ”  K e n tl  w ailed  
w ith  a n  aw fu l sh a k e  o f h is  h e a d . 
“ D a m n e d  in s tru m e n ts  a ll k n o ck ed  o u t. 
N o th in g  in  sh ap e  dow n th e re  b u t  th e  
b ig  gun . B u t t h a t ’s a ll we need . O n ly  
m y  d a m n e d  a rm s— y o u ’ve go t to  h e lp  
m e w ith  th e  le v e rs! G et i n ! ”

I t  a ll h a p p e n e d  so q u ic k ly  th a t  N o r t  
c o u ld n ’t  co llec t h is  th o u g h ts . H e  s tood  
b y , d a z e d  a n d  help less. T h e  w ild  jo y  
th a t  leap ed  th ro u g h  h im  a t  th e  p ro sp e c t 
of a re tu rn  o f  h is  p eo p le  w en t frozen

w ith  te r ro r .  T h o se  b ig  a to m ic  m o to rs! 
T h e y  cou ld  p a in t th e  sk y  w ith  d ea th . 
O n ly  a  th ru s t  o f a  lev e r o r tw o w ould  
b e  n ecessa ry .

T h e  th re e  R a b s  s ta r te d  aw ay , L a g 
gam o n  a t  th e  w heel. O n th e  in s ta n t 
N o r t  w h irled  to  th e  tru c k . H e  w ould  
follow . H e  w ould  c ra sh  th e m — plunge 
th e m  over an  e m b a n k m e n t! N o  m a tte r  
if  h e  w as k illed ! B u t le t no  R a b s ’ 
h a n d s  to u ch  th e  a to m ic  g u n . T h e n  th a t  
b lessed  sk y  a rm a d a  w ou ld  be sa fe  to  
com e dow n, seize a  fo o th o ld .

B u t like th e  ra c e r  w ho ju m p s  th e  gun  
a n d  fo rfe its  th e  ra c e , N o r t  s ta r te d  fo r 
th e  tru c k  a  m o m en t to o  soon . F ro m  
th e  R a b s ’ c a r , cu rv in g  aw ay  in  a  cloud  
of d u s t, cam e a sh rill sh r ie k  of b ra k e s . 
A t h igh  speed  th e  ca r cam e  b a c k in g  up 
to  th e  cam p.

F o r  a  sp lit second  N o r t  f linched . H e  
w as ca u g h t!  B u t n o t  if  h e  go t to  th e  
t r u c k  b e fo re  th e y  d id . E ta n g  le ap ed  
o u t o f th e  c a r . T h e n  i t  w as a  race  o f 
h a rd  p o u n d in g  fo o ts te p s , s tra ig h t  to 
w ard  th e  d r iv e r ’s c a b  of th e  tru c k . A 
race  b e tw een  V e n o rtia n  a n d  R a b —  
slave  a n d  m a s te r.

“ S to p , y o u  d a m n ed  tra ito ro u s  w help! 
I ’ll— ”

E ta n g ’s bellow , from  th re e  p aces 
b a c k  o f N o r t ,  c a rr ie d  th e  rin g  o f ra g e —■ 
th e  rag e  of a  m a s te r  be ing  o p e n ly  defied  
fo r th e  firs t tim e  b y  a  s lave  h e  h a d  f a i th 
fu lly  b e a te n  fo r m a n y  seaso n s. B u t 
E ta n g  h a d  n o t n eg lec ted  to  b r in g  his 
w hip .

T h e  b la c k sn a k e  c ra c k e d  o u t, w ra p 
p ed  a ro u n d  N o r t ’s  a n k le , je rk e d  h im  to  
a  h a rd  fa ll a g a in s t th e  side  o f th e  tru c k . 
T h e n  E ta n g  la id  on  th e  blow s. B u t 
on ly  fo r a  m o m e n t. T h e re  w as no tim e.

“ I ’ll te n d  to  y o u  l a t e r ! ”

F j 'T A N G  m o u n te d  th e  d r iv e r ’s cab .
T h e  t ru c k  ro a re d . N o r t ,  ly in g  in  

a  b e a ten  h e a p , ro lled  to  escape  th e  
w heels. H e  lay  th e re  m o tion less,
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breath ing  h a rd , m u m b lin g  w ith  each  
h reath . . . . V e n o rtia n  c u rse s . T h e  
car and  th e  tru c k  d isa p p e a re d  from  
view. N o r t  sp ra n g  up .

T h ere  w as s till a  ch an ce . F o r  a  few 
m inutes th e  R a b s  w o u ld  b e  r id in g  th e  
sw itchback tra i l ,  dow n th e  m o u n ta in 
side from  th e  cam p . T h e re  w as s till a  
chance—

N o rt ra n  to  th e  l i t t le  s tee l too l w agon, 
grabbed a  sp ad e  a n d  a  c ro w b ar. H e  
filled h is  p o c k e ts  w ith  a  do u b le  h a n d fu l 
of the p o te n t l ittle  h a n d -b a ll b la s te rs . 

,H e sped  to w a rd  th e  tu rn  of th e  tra i l  
as h a rd  as  he  cou ld  go. T h e  ro a r  of 
the tw o v eh ic les  th u n d e re d  u p  to  h is  
ears. T h e  c loud  of d u s t  w idened .

C ar an d  tru c k  w ere  sh o o tin g  a long  
on the th ird  level below  h im . H e  d ro p 
ped his too ls, h u r le d  a  h a n d -b a ll to 
ward th e  p a th  of th e  c a r . A nd  a  second  
and a  th ird . O ne b y  one th e y  
descended ov er th e  m o u n ta in  slope—  
and fell sh o rt.

E ach  m issile  th re w  u p  a  fan  o f b la c k  
earth a n d  ro ck s  a n d  a  c lo u d  of d u s t. 
One la rg e  ro c k  s ta r te d  ro llin g  d o w n 
ward— N o r t ’s h e a r t  le ap ed  h o p e fu lly  
at th e  s ig h t— b u t th e  b o u ld e r  on ly  
thum ped to  a  s to p  w hen  i t  re a c h e d  th e  
road. T h e  c a rs  w ere  a lre a d y  on th e  
level beyond .

T he  b la s ts  fro m  th e  explosions 
echoed b a c k  from  th e  m o u n ta in s id es  
and w ere lo st in  th e  ro a r  o f m o to rs .

F ra n tic a lly  N o r t  p lied  h is  too ls, t r y 
ing in  v a in  to  s ta r t  a  la n d s lid e  th a t  
might still o v e r ta k e  th e m . R o ck s  
bounced d o w n w ard  w ith  th e  v ig o r o f 
gigantic m olecu les, b u t  one a f te r  a n 
other th e y  d iss ip a te d  th e ir  en erg ies  
harm lessly. T h e  R a b s  w ere  aw ay!

N o rt s ta lk e d  b a c k  to  th e  ca m p  level, 
a sick m an . H is  ey es  ro v e d  ov er th e  
ashes of th e  th re e  fires— h is  sy m b o l of 
V enortian  h o p e . S carce ly  a n  e m b er 
glowed. N o r  d id  h e  s t i r  th e  w h ite  
ashes. N o w  h e  w a tc h e d  th e  h eav en s.

T h e  h aze  w as th in n in g . T h e  w isp  of 
p u rp le  c lo u d  he h a d  seen  e a r lie r  w as 
s till th e re , its  jag g ed  edges m ore sh a rp ly  
defined . I t  w as th e  a rm a d a , h o v e rin g  
h ig h  o v e rh e a d  lik e  a  flo a tin g  sk y lin e  
a lm o st lo s t in  th e  d is tan ce . H o w  m a n y  
h u n d re d s  o f sh ip s— o r th o u sa n d s—  
w ith in  th a t  m ass of p u rp le , h e  c o u ld n ’t  
h ope  to  guess. B u t th a t  m ade  n o  d i f 
fe rence  now , he reaso n ed .

B e fo re  m id -d a y  th e  R a b s  w ou ld  re 
lease  d e a th  from  th e  b ig  gun . O n e  b y  
one th e  sh ip s  w ou ld  d ro p  lik e  h a ils to n e s , 
to  b re a k  on th e  m o u n ta in sid es.

O r w ou ld  th e y  descend  a t once, b e 
fo re  th e  R a b s  rea c h e d  th e  p o w e r-s ta 
tio n ?  I f  th e y  o n ly  w ou ld ! B u t no , 
th e y  w o u ld n ’t  ta k e  such  a  ch an ce  o f 
b e in g  s ig h ted  fro m  d is ta n t  c itie s . T h e y  
w ould  w ait fo r  n ig h t— b u t n ig h t w ould  
n e v e r com e fo r th em .

N o r t  w a tch ed  th e m  as o ne  m ig h t 
w a tch  a  f r ie n d  w a itin g  fo r th e  g u illo tine  
— a  fr ie n d  th a t  on e  m ig h t h a v e  saved . 
B u t now  it  w as too  la te .

N o r t ’s h a n d s  c lu n g  to  th e  side  o f  th e  
little  to o l c a r t ,  he b u rie d  h is  rag g ed  
h e a d  in  h is  a rm s.

“ L o s t!  L o s t!  A nd  I  m igh t have  
— ”  h is  voice ch o k ed  aw ay . T h e  d u s t  
s if te d  o v e r h is  to r tu re d  body .

“ T h e re  is still tim e  to  h e lp ,” cam e a  
voice from  a  li t t le  d is ta n c e . N o r t  
looked  up . A t firs t h e  w a sn ’t  su re  
w h e th e r it w as a  vo ice  o r  s im p ly  th e  
f re a k ish  echoes o f w in d  b low ing  
th ro u g h  th e  ro ck s  a n d  tre e s . B u t i t  
cam e ag a in . “ T h e re  is s till tim e  to  h e lp , 
N o r t . . . B u t y o u  m u s t a c t q u ic k ly !” 

“ T h re e -E y e s !” N o r t  c rie d , sp r in g 
ing up . “ W h e re  a re  y o u ? ”

H is  gaze co m b ed  th e  c am p  s ite , th e  
tre e s  a n d  u n d e rb ru sh  b ey o n d . H e  
looked  u p  to  th e  ra v in e  b e y o n d  th e  
co n c re te  p ipe line .

“ W h e re  a fe  y o u , T h re e -E y e s ? ” 
“ O v er h e re . M y  p la n e  is g ro u n d ed . 

I ’ve  t r ie d  a ll n ig h t to  fix i t .  B u t i t ’s
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im p o ssib le . T h a t ’s w h y  I ’m  still h e re . 
H u r ry ,  N o r t!  B rin g  y o u r  tool c a r t— ” 

T h e  vo ice  w as lo s t in  a  g u s t o f w ind . 
N o r t  w h irle d  a b o u t, m y stified . H e  
c o u ld n ’t  see th e  g ro u n d e d  p lan e  a n y 
w h ere . H e  w a sn ’t  ev en  su re  w hich  w ay  
th e  vo ice  cam e from .

“ T h e  too l c a r t ,  N o r t ! ”  I t  w as th a t  
sam e  low  in te n t  to n e  o f  voice, b u t  even  
s tro n g e r  w ith  u rg e n c y . “ I  h a v e n ’t  a n y  
w ay  to  w a rn  th e m , N o r t .  T h e y ’ll com e 
dow n  to d a y , I ’m  su re . O r to n ig h t. 
B u t  w h e th e r  th e y  com e dow n  d e a d  o r 
a liv e  d e p e n d s  up o n  y o u ! C o m e !”

“ I ’m  c o m in g !” N o r t  c rie d , ca tc h in g  
th e  to n g u e  of h is  too l w agon

“ T h ro w  o u t th e  too ls, N o r t .  Y o u ’ll 
o n ly  n eed  th e  f la sh la n te rn s  a n d  th e  ex 
p lo sives. . . . This way, Nort/’’

C H A PTER  III 

Last Hope

J _ T E  d rag g ed  th e  little  s tee l w agon  as 
fa s t as  h e  co u ld  go— acro ss  th e  

s a n d y  tr a c k s  h e  h a d  m ad e  to w a rd  th e  
sp rin g . H e  s to p p e d  s h o r t  b e fo re  th e  
sq u a re  su rfa c e d  tra i l  o f c o n c re te — th e  
o ld  V e n o rtia n  w a te r  tu n n e l.

N o w h e re  d id  h e  c a tc h  s ig h t o f T h re e -  
E y es . B u t h e  d id n ’t  s to p  to  q u e s tio n  
h e r  c o m m an d s. N o w  h e  u n d e rs to o d .

H e  seized  a  h a n d -b a ll b la s te r , h u r le d  
i t ,  th e n  d ro p p e d  u n d e r  th e  s tee l w agon  
a n d  w a ited  fo r th e  fra g m e n ts  to  fall.

T h e  th u d d in g  ceased , a n d  b e fo re  
N o r t ’s eyes w as a  sec tio n  o f th e  co n 
c re te  tu n n e l to rn  w ide open . I n  an  
in s ta n t  h e  w as in , a n d  th e  w agon  w ith  
h im . T h e  tu n n e l w as fu lly  six  fe e t in  
d ia m e te r— d ry  a n d  m u sty .

N o r t  ju m p e d  on  th e  w agon , s to m ach  
dow n , ey es  a h e a d , a n d  sh o v ed  off w ith  
a  p o w erfu l p u sh  o f  h is  ra g g ed  bo o t 
a g a in s t  th e  floor. In to  th e  long  b la c k  
c y lin d r ic a l c a v e rn  h e  ro lled .

A t f irs t th e  g ra d e  seem ed  too  s lig h t

to  b e  effective. T h e n  th e  w agon beg an  
to  g a in  speed . T h e  d a y lig h t b a c k  of 
h im  b eg a n  to  fad e . B u t a b ru p tly  N o r t  
s to p p e d . T h e re  w as a  tr ia n g le  of eyes 
in  th e  d a rk n e ss  b e fo re  h im .

T h re e  d o ts  o f b r ig h tn e ss  s ta n d in g  
so lid , u n m ov ing , in  th e  c e n te r  o f h is 
c a v e rn o u s  p a th !  T h re e  c lu s te rs  of 
jew els  ca tc h in g  th e  d im ly  re flec ted  ligh t 
o f d a y ! C ou ld  th is  be T h re e -E y e s  
a g a in ?  Inside th e  tu n n e l?

N o r t  tu rn e d  on  th e  f ia sh la n te rn . T h e  
th re e  s c in tilla tin g  ey es b ecam e a d o rn 
m e n ts  on  th e  b la c k  co stu m e o f a  hooded  
figu re . A jew eled  b e lt-c la sp  a n d  tw o 
sh o u ld e r  o rn a m e n ts .

“ T h re e -E y e s !” N o r t  c r ie d , leap in g  
to  h is  fee t. “ I  th o u g h t y o u — ”

“ Y ou  th o u g h t I  w as o u ts id e — a n d  
so I  w as. I  e n te re d  th ro u g h  a  b re a k  in 
th e  tu n n e l .” T h e  girl h u rr ie d  to w a rd  
h im , s lip p in g  th e  hood  off, rev e a lin g  th e  
sa m e  b e a u tifu l face  th a t  N o r t  h a d  
lo o k ed  up o n  th e  n ig h t b e fo re . “ I  sh a ll 
r id e  w ith  y o u , N o r t .  I t  m a y  ta k e  b o th  
of us— ”

T h e y  m o u n te d  th e  little  s tee l w agon, 
c lu tc h e d  t ig h tly  as  it g a in ed  speed . 
D a y lig h t w as lost b eh in d . T h e y  
c o a s te d  in to  w h a t seem ed  a n  end less 
p assag e  o f u n ex p lo red  b lack n ess . 
T h e re  w as a m o m e n ta ry  flick o f s u n 
lig h t— th e  b re a k  in  th e  w alls  w here  
T h re e -E y e s  h a d  en te re d , no  d o u b t.

F a s te r— fa s te r!  C lick . . . c lick . . . 
c lick ! L ik e  g ia n t  tile s  la id  e n d  to  en d  
th e  sec tions o f co n c re te  flew p a s t  th em , 
now  a s tra ig h t-a w a y , now  a  s h if t  cu rv e . 
T h e  f ia sh la n te rn  fo u g h t th e  d a rk  like  
a  can d le  a g a in s t th e  n ig h t.

“ W e ’ll be  th e re  a lm o s t a s  soon  a s  th e  
R a b s ,” T h re e -E y e s  sa n g  o u t a g a in s t the  
ro a r  o f th e  w heels. H e r  voice m ade  
ro u n d  a lto  echoes th ro u g h  th e  long 
p a ssa g e . N o r t  co u ld  feel h e r  ten se  
b re a th in g  close a g a in s t th e  b a c k  o f h is 
n eck . “ H a v e  y o u  m a n y  ex p lo s iv es?”

“ T e n  o r tw e lv e ,” N o r t  ca lled  back .
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His te e th  w ere  c len ch ed , h is  m uscles 
tau t. E v e ry  b e n d  w as m ore  d a n g e r
ous th a n  th e  la s t , fo r  th e y  w ere  still 
gaining speed . H e  g u id ed  th e  c a r t  w ith  
w onderful sk ill. H e  w as losing  a ll sense 
of d irec tio n , o f tim e , o f d is tan ce .

On a n d  on cam e th e  m y ste rio u s  
stream  o f b la ck n ess , u n fo ld in g  a t  an  
ever sw ifte r  p ace . S om etim es a  sp o t 
of ou td o o r lig h t w ou ld  flash  ac ro ss  th e  
path. S om etim es c lu m p s o f so il an d  
rocks w ou ld  loom  u p , to  d ea l th e m  a 
rough joggle a s  th e y  co a s te d  over. T h e  
jo in ts o f th e  g ia n t tile s  h a d  allow ed  b its  
of lan d slid es  to  w edge th ro u g h . B u t 
only once d id  th e y  h a v e  to  b la s t  th e ir  
way th ro u g h  an  o b s tru c tio n . A nd  ag a in  
they w ere off.

A fre sh  fla sh la n te rn  h e lp ed . T h e n , 
after, a  tim e , a  th ird  fla sh la n te rn  w as 
pressed in to  serv ice . T h is  tim e  th e  
shift w as m ad e  w ith o u t a  s to p , b u t  it 
alm ost re su lte d  in  a  c o s tly  acc id en t. 
The sp eed in g  w agon  w as m o m en ta rily  
throw n in to  a  p e rilo u s  b a lan ce . N o r t ’s 
hand, c ra m p e d  an d  k n o tte d  on  th e  
wagon to n g u e , je rk e d  a b ru p tly . T h e  
wagon sw erved .

T N  th a t  sw erv e  N o r t  sc ra p e d  ag a in s t 
th e  fly ing  w all, r ip p e d  h is  sh ir t , 

burned h is  sh o u ld e r. B u t th e  w agon 
righted itse lf  a n d  sa iled  on . N o r t  cou ld  
hear th e  b e a u tifu l g irl b re a th in g  in  
quick, fe a rfu l gasps.

“W ere  you  h u r t ,  T h re e -E y e s ? ”
“N o , I ’m — I ’m  a ll r ig h t .”
T h e  c lu tch  of h e r  h a n d s  a ro u n d  h is 

waist seem ed  to  be  slipp ing . N ow  cam e 
a long s tra ig h t-a w a y . F o r  m in u te s  th e y  
seem ed to  b e  fa llin g  d o w n w ard  th ro u g h  
a bo ttom less sh a f t. A nd  e v e ry  m in u te  
N o rt fe lt th a t  th e  w arm  fingers c lu tc h 
ing a t  h is  sides w ere  g row ing  w eaker. 

“H o ld  m e t ig h t ! ” N o r t  ca lled . 
“ D o n ’t  m ind  m e !”  cam e th e  g a sp 

ing rep ly . “ K eep  going. . . .”  A nd  
afte r a  li t t le  tim e  she re p e a te d  th e  h a lf-

w h isp ered  co m m an d . “ K e e p  going. . . 
W h a te v e r  h a p p e n s  to  m e, k eep  
going. . . . T im e  is sh o rt. . . .”

T h e  tu n n e l sh u d d e re d . A  ro a r  echoed  
u p  th ro u g h  it—  a  low  om inous th u n d e r .

“ C o u ld  th a t  be  th e  a to m ic  g u n ? ” 
T h re e -E y e s  c ried  o u t a g a in s t th e  ru m 
b lin g  echoes.

“ T h e  a to m ic  gu n s a re  n o ise less ,” 
N o r t  m u tte re d  fiercely .

“ T h e n  th a t  m u s t h av e  been  a  fa llin g  
s h ip ! ” A nd  a  m o m en t la te r  w hen  th e  
th u n d e r in g  echo  re p e a te d , sh e  a d d e d  
kn o w in g ly , “A n o th e r  sh ip . T h e y ’re  
c ra sh in g  a g a in s t th e  m o u n ta in s id e . 
W e ’re  a lm o s t to o  la—Keep going!”

T h e  final co m m an d  cam e from  
T h re e -E y e s  as  she  fell. T h e  w agon 
d a sh e d  o v e r a  c lu m p  of o b s tru c tin g  
ro ck s , c u ttin g  its  speed . N o r t  b u rn e d  
h is  b o o t a g a in s t th e  tu n n e l w all to  t ry  
to  s to p , b u t  h e  w as u n a b le  to  p re v e n t 
th e  g ir l’s  fa ll.

H e  g lan ced  b a c k , a lm o st s to p p ed .
“ K eep  going! ”  she  ca lle d  o u t. “ I ’m  

n o t h u r t .  I ’ll com e! K e e p  going 
K ee-e-e-ep  g o in -n -n g !”

H e  cou ld  o n ly  see th e  th re e  d o ts  of 
lig h t th a t  a d o rn e d  h e r  b lack  co stu m e. 
T h e  sw iftn ess  w ith  w hich  th e y  receded  
w arn ed  h im  th a t  h e  w as ac c e le ra tin g  
dow n a s h a rp e r  g rad e .

“ K ee-ep  g o in -n -n g !” T h e  m usica l 
call w en t ro u n d  a n d  ro u n d  in  th e  tu n n e l 
fa d in g  fa in te r , fa in te r . N o r t  cou ld  
still feel th a t  la s t  lin g erin g  to u c h  o f h e r  
w arm  fin g ertip s  as  th e y  s lip p ed  p a s t 
th e  te a r  in  h is  sh ir t.

T h e  en d  o f th e  tu n n e l w as ju s t  ah ead . 
T h e  sh a f t tu rn e d  sh a rp ly  d o w n w ard . 
H e  scoo ted  to  a  s to p . A n o th e r  th u n d e r 
in g  c ra sh  b e s t h is  e a rs .

A n o th e r sh ip ! T h a t  m e a n t th a t  th e  
b ig  a to m ic  gun  w as find ing  its  m a rk , 
sc ra p in g  th e  edges, a t  le a s t, of th e  
h o v e rin g  fleet. Soon th e y  m ig h t be  fa ll
in g  like  a  show er o f s to n es  fro m  a 
vo lcano .
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] \ f O R T  re m e m b e red  th is  d o w nw ard  
tu r n  o f th e  w a te r  flum e, h av in g  

seen  it  from  th e  o u ts id e . I t  w as th e  
tu r n  th a t  h a d  once led s tra ig h t  dow n 
to  th e  V e n o rtia n  tu rb in e s .

D o w n  th e  s tee l la d d e r h e  w en t, t r y 
ing to  c a r ry  th e  w agon w ith  h im . T h e  
th in g  w as te r r ib ly  h eav y . B u t h e  m ig h t 
need  it. H e  h a d  a  h a lf-fo rm ed  
p la n  . . . b u t  h e  w a sn ’t  su re  w h a t he  
w ou ld  find  . . .  o r  w h a t he  co u ld  do. 
D o w n — dow n— his a rm  w as b reak in g , 
h is  to rn  sh o u ld e r b leed in g  a  s tre a m . 
B u t he  h a d  a  p la n —

T h e  h a n d -b a ll b la s te rs  sp illed  o u t, 
p lu m m e te d  dow n th e  o pen  s h a f t to 
w a rd  th e  d a y lig h t. E v e ry th in g  w en t—  
exp losives a n d  f la sh la n te rn s— b u t N o r t  
c lu n g  to  th e  w agon , fo u g h t h is  w ay  on 
dow n th e  la d d e r.

T h e  lig h t o f th e  exp losions g la re d  
u p  a t  h im , b u t  he  w as n ev e r su re  th a t  
he  h e a rd  th e ir  b la s t. A n o th e r terriffic  
ru m b le  p o u n d e d  a g a in s t th e  m o u n ta in 
side  som ew here  n e a r , a n d  se n t i ts  h ea v y  
th u n d e r  le ap in g  u p  th ro u g h  th e  co n 
c re te .

T h is  tim e  N o r t  c a u g h t a g lim pse of 
th e  sh ip , ro lling  a n d  sp illing  ov er the  
ro ck s. U n ifo rm ed  V e n o rtian s  tu m b le d  
o u t o f th e  w re c k e d  h u ll, a s  d ead  as  
stones.

N o r t ’s la d d e r  h a d  su d d e n ly  com e to  
an  end  in m id -a ir . T h e  o ld  w a te r  flum e 
h a d  been  c u t aw ay  to  m ad e  room  for 
th e  v a s t  b ase  of th e  a to m ic  gun . D ow n 
acro ss  th e  open  c o u rt he  cou ld  see th e  
g lass enc lo sed  co n tro l room  w here  th e  
th re e  R a b s  s tood . L ag g am o n  w as a t  
th e  co n tro ls , E ta n g  a n d  K e n tl w ere a t  
a  w indow  w a tc h in g  th e  ra in  of d ead , 
V e n o rtia n s . K e n tl w as leap in g  ab o u t 
in  a n  u n c o n tro lle d  fre n z y  of ju b ila tio n , 
E ta n g  w as p ac in g , s la p p in g  th e  fo lded  
w h ip  a g a in s t h is  th ig h , a s  if he  w ere  
th e  m a s te r  of th e  w orld .

N o  one saw  N o r t .  N o  one th o u g h t

to  look  ac ro ss  to  th e  ca tw a lk  th a t  led 
led  a ro u n d  th e  v a s t base , p assin g  b e 
n e a th  th e  d a n g lin g  end  of th e  flum e 
lad d e r. T h e  c e n te r  o f  th e ir  in te re s t 
w as in  th e  o th e r  d irec tio n .

In  a  final b u rs t  o f energy , N o r t  
lea p e d  to  th e  c a tw a lk , d rag g in g  th e  
w agon w ith  h im . H e  ro u n d ed  th e  n a r 
row  c u rv in g  w alk , sp ira le d  u p w ard  in to  
a  level th a t  w as d ense  w ith  shadow s. 
S hadow s s tre a k e d  w ith  g leam ing  co p p er 
cab les , b r ig h te n e d  in te rm itte n tly  by  
ra t t l in g  sp a rk s .

In s ta n t ly  N o r t  g am b led  h is  chances 
on  th e  tw o  lead  w ires , w h ich  s tre tc h e d , 
b rig h t a n d  b a re , in to  th e  o paque  
shadow s. H e  h a d  on ly  h is  s tee l w agon 
a n d  h is life  to  g ive. H e  gave. H e  
h u r le d  th e  w agon w ith  all h is  m ig h t. . .

CH APTER  IV 

A  Dreamer's Victory

r 'p H A T  d a y  th e  a rm a d a  of V en o rtian s 
A la n d e d  in  th e  m o u n ta in  v a lley  beside 

th e  o ld  po w er s ta tio n . T h e  d a y s  th a t  
fo llow ed b ro u g h t th e  o p en ing  a t ta c k s  
upon  th e  c itie s  o f R a b s . T h e re  w ere 
v ic to ries , th e re  w ere d e fea ts , th e n  m ore 
v ic to ries . A t la s t , w hen  a  seaso n  h a d  
p assed , th e  p la n e t w as ag a in  in  th e  
h a n d s  of its  r ig h tfu l o w ners , a n d  ev ery  
V en o rtian  w ho h a d  been  a s lave  w as 
now  a v ic to r.

O ne o f th e  m a n y  m ilita ry  p a r tie s  a s 
signed  to  th e  c o n fe rrin g  of h o n o rs  upon 
c itizen s m o to red  u p  th e  n ew ly -su rfaced  
m o u n ta in  ro ad  to  a  to u r is ts ’ s to p  know n 
as N o r t ’s O u tp o st.

N o r t ,  b a re h e a d e d , h is h a ir  n e a tly  
trim m ed  in  th e  c u s to m a ry  V en o rtian  
s ty le , cam e dow n th e  s te p s  to  c o n fro n t 
th e  p a r ty .

“ I  hav e  a  g ro u p  of to u r is ts  w a itin g  
to  e n te r  th e  tu n n e l. H av e  y o u  com e to  
jo in  u s ? ”

T h e  to u r is ts  g a th e re d  on th e  p o rch
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back of h im , b u t  th e  m ilita ry -h o n o rs  
p a rty  d is re g a rd e d  th em . A m a rsh a l 
stepped  fo rw ard , ex ten d in g  a  jew eled  
m edal.”

. . to  you , N o r t ,  fo r h ig h ly  m eri
torious se rv ice ,”  sa id  th e  m a rsh a l sm il
ing. “ Since you  d isreg a rd ed  o u r su m 
mons to  com e fo r  th is  aw ard , we w ere 
forced to  b rin g  it  to  y o u .”

“ I t  does n o t belong  to  m e,” N o rt 
p ro tested . “ I t  belongs to  T h re e -  
Eyes— ”

“ T o  y o u ,” d ec la red  th e  m a rsh a l, still 
holding fo rth  the  m edal. “A ll V en o rtia  
knows how  you  w ere found  h an g in g  to  
the s tee l w agon th a t  you  som ehow  
hurled  ac ross  th e  w ires. T h o u g h  no one 
know s b y  w h a t m irac le  you  su rv ived  
th a t d a rin g  deed . Y ou  w ere  found  
half d e a d  from  e lec tro cu tio n — b u t, as 
all V en o rtia  know s, y o u  s to p p ed  the  
atom ic gun— ”

“T h e  rew ard  belongs to  T h re e -E y es , 
I te ll you . She cam e to  m e, even  as 
death  w as re a d y  to  c la im  m e— ”

“T h ree -ey es  is a  b e a u tifu l m y th ,” 
said th e  m a rsh a l. “ W ith o u t th a t  m y th , 
the en slaved  V en o rtian s  w ould  n o t have  
been re a d y  to  h e lp .”

T h e  m a rsh a l p in n ed  th e  g litte rin g  
m edal upon  N o r t .

“ I  sh a ll give it  to  T h re e -E y e s .”
T h e  m a rsh a l sm iled . “ D o w ith  it  as 

you w ill.”
N o r t  tu rn e d  to  th e ' w a iting  to u ris ts , 

led th em  aw ay  by  th e  c rooked  m o u n 
tain p a th  to  th e  b reak  in th e  p ipeline .

T h e  m ilita ry  p a r ty  lo ite re d  a b o u t, 
fasc ina ted  b y  th e  m y stic  feelings th a t  
the one-tim e s lave h a d  som ehow  e n 
gendered in  th em .

“H e ’s one w ho w ill n ev er b e  con 
v inced,”  sa id  th e  m a rsh a l’s lie u te n a n t. 
“ I ’ve h e a rd  h e  even  c la im s his w ounds 
were soo thed  by  a  m ag ic  sa lve  app lied  
with T h re e -E y e s ’ ow n h a n d s .”

“ A cu rio u s su p e rs titio n ,”  sa id  the  
m arshal. “ B u t w e’ve p ro v ed  co n 

clu sive ly  th a t  it is n o th in g  m ore. F irs t ,  
we k n o w  th a t  no  p a r ty  of V en o rtian  
sco u ts  ev e r la n d e d , p rev io u s to  th e  n igh t 

vof o u r a t ta c k . N ex t, w e’v e  n ev er found  
an y  tra c e  o f T h re e -E y e s , liv ing  or dead . 
T h ird ly , w e ’ve tra c e d  th e  m y th  to  its  
o rig in— a c h ild ’s p ra n k  on  a  d a rk  n igh t. 
B u t som eone w as ta k e n  in , a n d  from  
th e n  on , every  d o w n tro d d en  p e rso n  
tr ie d  to  see th o se  th re e  eyes in  th e  d a rk  
—-our sym bol o f h o p e .”

“ T h e n  th e  sym bol becam e a  b e a u tifu l 
g irl, w h ispering  w ords o f  e n c o u rag e 
m en t— ”

“All a m y th — b u t th e ir  fa ith  in  w h a t 
th e y  thought th e y  saw  sp re a d  like w ild 
f ire !”

“ O d d ,” sa id  th e  lie u te n a n t a b it 
sk e p tica lly , “ th a t  it shou ld  have  h a p 
p e n ed  d u rin g  th e  v e ry  season  th a t  we 
w ere p re p a r in g .”

“ P e rh a p s  w hen  te le p a th y  is b e tte r  
u n d e rs to o d ,” sa id  th e  m arsh a l, “ i t  will 
n o t be  so o d d .”

T h e  tw o officers fell s ilen t. T h e  
people  w ere re tu rn in g  from  th e  tu n n e l, 
m u rm u rin g  in  low  voices. T h e re  w as 
a s tra n g e  ra p tu re  in  th e ir  faces. T h e y  
spoke in  re v e re n t w h ispers— of Three- 
Eyes, whom they had seen in the dark
ness. T h e y  sp o k e  o f th e  sing ing  echoes 
th e y  h a d  h e a rd — ceaseless echoes th a t  
seem ed to  say , “Keeeep goinnnng! 
Keeeep goinnnng/ ”

T h e  people d e p a r te d . T o m o rro w  
o th e rs  w ould  com e, som e be liev ing , 
som e sk ep tica l.

N o r t  sm iled  to  h im se lf a s  he  p lo d d ed  
up  th e  s tep s. H e w as not a  s lave, he 
w as n o t a  h a rm less  o ld  m an — no, no  
R a b  w ould  ever r ise  from  th e  d ead  to  
call h im  th a t  aga in . H e  w as N o r t  th e  
V en o rtian , as  p ro u d  as  a n y  m an  w ho 
lived.

H e  p au sed  to  look  o u t over th e  v a s t 
v a lley — a v a lley  th a t  w as b eg inn ing  to  
b loom  aga in . P ro u d  he w as of th a t  
v a lley , a n d  p ro u d  o f th e  view  w h ich  he
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c o m m an d ed  from  th is  ca b in — th e  cab in  
th e  V e n o rtia n  g o v e rn m en t h a d  h e lp ed  
h im  b u ild .

A nd  he  w as h a p p y . L e t th e m  th in k  
th a t  T h re e -E y e s  w as a  figm ent o f h is  
im ag in a tio n . H e  k n ew  b e tte r . H e  
co u ld  still feel h e r  fingers on h is  m u ti
la te d  b a c k ; oh th e  rag g ed  w h ip -w ounds 
th a t  h a d  h e a led  so m a rv e lo u sly  w ell.

H e  k n ew  she w as re a l, an d  he knew  
th a t  som ed ay  she w ou ld  com e to  h im  
ag a in . She still liv ed — for if she  h a d  
d ied , he  w ould  h av e  fo u n d  h e r  bo d y  in  
th e  tu n n e l.

U n til she  cam e, h e  w ou ld  w ait— a n d  
be h a p p y  w ith th o se  o th e r  p eop le , those  
to u r is ts , w ho could  a lso  see . . . th re e  
eyes in  th e  d a rk l

« IT’S A  WONDERFUL WORLD! »
If you are adventure bent and have a Bair for 

the scientific, you can carve out a career for your
self by taking a course recently offered at the Uni
versity of Michigan. Scientific adventuring and 
exploration is the background of this course, with 
actual field work in such far-off regions as the 
Yukon being included in the study requirements. 
Also included in actual work in the various un
charted wilds to which the students are sent, is 
land mapping, study of animal and plant life, and 
geological and natural resources estimation.

THAT BIG EVE
The much discussed giant telescope under com

pletion at the California Institute of Technology 
is 640,000 times the strength of your own eye
sight. In other words, if you stood on a street 
in New York looking at a sign on a shop win
dow on the other side, you would—through the use 
of the giant telescope—be able to move that sign 
clear across the continent, to San Francisco, and 
still be able to read its every letter 1 Another 
interesting expectation concerning the giant 'scope 
which holds scientists breathless with anxiety, is 
the fact that—once completed—the Great Eye is 
expected to reveal over one million new universes 
whose existence has hitherto been unproven!

DON'T BET ON THIS
Undoubtedly you’ve heard the expression, “I ’ll 

eat my shirt,” and just as undoubtedly, you’ve 
probably thought of it as an absurdly fantastic 
bit of phraseology. Nevertheless, it can be done— 
literally. A Harvard chemistry professor, having 
made a bet that he would eat his shirt if some
thing didn’t occur as he predicted, fulfilled his 
bet through his knowledge of science. After dis
solving his shirt in add, then neutralizing the acid 
with a base, he filtered the precipitated matter, 
carefully spread it on a piece of bread—and ate it!

SCIENCE AND THE CROOKED GAMBLER

The next time you feel the urge to “play a 
friendly hand” or “roll a few for the baby’s shoes,” 
pause long enough to remind yourself what sci
ence has done to make the art of crooked gambling

even more nefarious. There is a large middle-west
ern manufacturing company . which puts out all 
sorts of crooked gambling devices. This company 
manufactures no less than 62 various decks of 
marked cards which absolutely defy detection, and 
73 types of “loaded” transparent dice which have 
been so cleverly made that they can be weighed, 
measured, cut, burned, or tested with calipers— 
and still defy any efforts to prove their dis
honesty 1

THE FUTURE LOOKS SILENT
Recently a time capsule was sealed into the 

corner of a New York building. But, unlike 
other time capsules, this one contained merely re
cordings—of street noises 1 It was explained that 
honking horns, police whistles, cries of newsboys, 
screeching of brakes, rumblings of traffic, and 
other common city notes, would very probably 
be nonexistent in future metropolitan areas. The 
playing of these recordings, it wa3 stated, would 
enable future generations to hear what they were 
missing!

STOMACH ACHE

The hydrochloric acid in the human stomach 
is some twenty-five thousand times that of a fatal 
dose of carbolic acid. Remember this the next 
time you burn your hand in a laboratory. No 
wonder they call it “intestinal fortitude” !

DINOSAURS AS DOG FOOD
In Siberia, peasant farmers on the frozen wastes 

occasionally discover perfectly preserved and 
frozen mammoths, over ten thousand years old! 
These ancient animals, which made their last 
stand in Siberia thousands of years ago while 
retreating southward before the ice, were 
trapped in the soft, ice-water marshes and frozen 
solidly into the tough soil. Some of them, on 
discovery, are still with hide, flesh, hair, and even 
undigested remains of food in their stomachs. To 
the peasant who unearths them, however, this is 
of little importance, for he merely rips off enough 
red meat from the ancient mammoths to feed his 
dogs!—John York Cabot.



50

Romance of the Elements - - - Chlorine
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lltA O W  WO TEARS LATER GERMAN
TROOPS AT NEUVE CWAPELLE USED SHRAPNEL 
contw ningoianisidinechlor- sulph q n ate 

O n APRIL 2.2,1015 AT LANGEMAROL,
THEY DISCHARGED CHLORINE OPS FROM TAMS.

1HUS SIW ZIOTE CHEMICAL WARFARE THAT BE- 
ACRE HOSTILITIES CEASED, WAST) CLAIM THE LIVES , 
OF 8 0 0 ,0 0 0  GERMAN AND ALLIED SOLDIERS. [}
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HYDROCHLORIC ACID CONTAINS NO OflGEN, HVE 
OF THE FOREMOST FRENCH SAVANTS OFTHE 

I8TH CBJlUt^ LONG REFUSED TO ADMR IT—  
CHIEFLY BECAUSE LAVO LSI E2/IH8R. PATRON, ̂  
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WITHOUT OXYGEN I?
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'BLEACHING IS STILLCHIOŴ e’s 
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HEIRS IN SEWAGE DISPOSAL. 
Ll.S. RETIREMENTS, IRS THAN 
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/■“ HLORINE is number 17 in the International Table of Atomic 
'*’■ Weights. Its symbol is Cl and its atomic weight is 35.457. It is a 
greenish-yellow gas possessing a disagreeable smell. It is about 2.5 
times heavier than air. It may be condensed to a liquid, and boils at 
33.6°. It enters into compounds with almost every other element.

NEXT M O N T H — The Romance of Chromium.

WA6 PRODUCED Gl MULTAN EGUSLY, IN 1031 BY 
GUTHERIE IN AMERICA, SOU BE! RAN IN FRANCE, LIEBIG IN 
Germany! R rst used,  an a esth etica lly , on  anim als 
IN 1845 j  ON HUMAN BEINGS IN 1848



Mo r t i m e r  m e e k  r a k e d a
co ld  eye  o v er th e  d esk s  and  
t y p e w r i t e r s  of th e  S nappy  

S erv ice L o a n  C o m p an y . S q u a rin g  h is 
n a rro w  sh o u ld e rs  he  p o in te d  an  accu s
ing  finger a t  a  la tt ic e  w ire w a s te b a sk e t.

“ So,”  he  h issed , “ i t ’s y o u , B loody  
B ill, w ho  s ta r te d  th is  m u tin y . W ith  
y o u r  guns a n d  y o u r  go ld  y o u ’ve co r
ru p te d  m y  sa ilo rs , in c ited  th e m  to  
re b e l.”

H e re  M o rtim e r M e e k  p a u se d  d ra 

m atica lly , g la red  ab o u t th e  e m p ty  office, 
an d  th e n  flung  h is  h e a d  b a c k  a t  a  d e 
fian t ti l t .

“ W ell it w on’t w o rk ,” he  c ried , h is 
voice sw elling  to  a  sq u e a k y  sh o u t, “ be
cause  you  a re  he lp less  a g a in s t th e  pow er 
of m y w ill. Y ou  a re  pow erless to  re s is t 
m y  com m ands. A nd  I  com m and  you  to  
p u t  dow n y o u r guns. P u t dow n y o u r 
guns and  c le a r  off th e  b ridge  o f m y 
s ta u n ch  sh ip , th e  w hole so rry  lo t o f 
y o u .”

60
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All he had to do was comm and, and he was 

obeyed! But w ould his power w o rk  when 

his ve ry  life depended on it?

To his amazement, Myfisto obeyed his command to take a jump for himielfl
61
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As th e  la s t  co m m an d  echoed  th ro u g h  
th e  office, M o rtim e r  je rk e d  h im se lf  up  
to  h is full h e ig h t o f  five fee t fo u r  inches 
a n d  ra ise d  one a rm  ch a llen g in g ly  above  
h is h e a d , tr iu m p h  a n d  v in d ic a tio n  r a 
d ia tin g  from  e v e ry  in c h  o f h is  p u n y  
fram e.

“ M o rtim e r  M e e k ,”  a  b e w i l d e r e d  
fem in ine  voice sn a p p e d  b e h i n d  h im , 
“ w h a te v e r in  th e  w orld  a re  y o u  d o in g ? ”

T o  say  th a t  th e  su d d en  voice s ta r t le d  
M o rtim e r  w ou ld  be  p u tt in g  it  m ild ly . 
H e  re a c te d  as  if he  h a d  been  p ro d d e d  
w ith  a  red  h o t  p o k e r. A su rp rise d  
sq u aw k  rip p e d  fro m  h is  th ro a t  a n d  he 
sp ra n g  from  th e  floor, h is  sp in d ly  a rm s 
fla iling  d e sp e ra te ly .

R e tu rn in g  to  e a r th , as  it w ere, M o r
tim e r 's  k nees b u c k le d  su d d e n ly , d u m p 
in g  h im  w ith  a  s ic k e n in g  th u d  on th e  
h a rd  floor. F la t  on  h is  face , h is  a rm s 
a n d  legs sp re a d e a g le d  lik e  a  b u tte r f ly  on  
ca n v a s , h e  p re se n te d  a  lu d ic ro u s  sp ec
tac le .

P a in fu lly  consc ious o f th is , M o rtim e r  
sc ra m b le d  to  h is  fee t, to  face  a  g irl—  
the g ir l in  M o r tim e r ’s life , a s  a  m a tte r  
o f fa c t— w hose d e lica te , love ly  fe a tu re s  
re g is te re d  e v e ry  exp ression  from  ex as
p e ra te d  a n n o y a n c e  to  sc o rn fu l am u se 
m en t.

“ B e tty ,” h e  g a sp ed , “ I  d id n ’t  know  
you  w ere h e re . I  m e a n ,”  h e  s tru g g le d  
on d e sp e ra te ly , “y o u  d o n ’t  u su a lly  get 
dow n  to  w o rk  th is  e a r ly . I  g o t here  
a h e a d  o f tim e  so I  cou ld  p ra c tic e .”

“ P ra c tic e  fo r w h a t? ”  B e tty  a sk ed  in  
a  to n e  o f voice th a t  w ould  h av e  b o red  
th ro u g h  ch ro m e stee l.

“ I  d id n ’t  te ll y o u  a b o u t i t ,”  M o r t i 
m e r  sa id  ex c ited ly , “ b ecause  I  w a n te d  
to  su rp r is e  y o u .”  T h e re  w as a  j i t te r y  
tre m o r in  h is  voice a n d  h is h e a r t  w as 
b eh av in g  foo lish ly  as  i t  a lw ay s d id  in  
B e t ty ’s p re sen ce .

“ Y ou  see ,” h e  ex p la in ed , “ I ’m  ta k in g  
a  co rre sp o n d e n c e  school co u rse  in  w ill 
pow er. E v e ry  lesso n  I  h av e  to  o v e r

com e a  d ifficu lt s itu a tio n . T h is  m o rn 
ing  I  h a d  to  p u t  dow n  a  m u tin y  on 
b o a rd  m y  sh ip . All b y  m y se lf a n d  w ith  
ju s t  m y  w ill pow er. T h e  b o o k  say s it 
is n ’t  fa ir  to  use  w eapons no  m a tte r  how  
t ig h t  a  sp o t y o u 're  in .”

“ O h does i t ? ”  B e tty  p la n te d  her 
h a n d s  on h e r  sh ap e ly  h ip s . “ D oes it 
r e a lly ? ”

“ Y es it  d o es,” M o rtim e r  ru sh e d  on 
b liss fu lly  u n a w a re  o f  th e  s to rm  signals. 
“ T h a t ’s one o f th e  m o st im p o rta n t 
th in g s .

“ B u t,” he a d d e d  s ly ly , “ som etim es I  
ch e a t. As a  m a tte r  o f fa c t, ju s t  la s t 
w eek  I  h a d  to  pull a  k n ife  on a  b ig  b u lly  
dow n in  M ex ico ,”

T J E T T Y  w as o rd in a r ily  a  p a tie n t, 
sw ee tly  u n d e rs ta n d in g  c re a tu re  b u t 

one w ould  n ev er guess i t  fro m  h er p re s 
e n t reac tio n .

“ M o rtim e r  M e e k ,” she b lazed , “ w h a t 
has h a p p e n e d  to  y o u ?  T h is  is th e  m ost 
te rr ib le  "thing I ’ve ev er h e a rd  o f .” 

“ B u t i t  w as self d e fen se ,”  M o rtim e r  
p le a d e d , “ h e  w as a b o u t to  s tra n g le  m e .” 

“O h  I  d o n ’t  m ean  th a t ,” B e tty  sa id  
h e lp lessly . “ I  m ean  th is  n o n s e n s e  
a b o u t w ill po w er lessons. T a lk in g  to  
y o u rse lf , d re a m in g  all of these  w ild , im 
p o ss ib le  s itu a tio n s . T h a t ’s w h a t I  
m ean . Y o u ’re  go ing  c ra z y .”

“ C ra z y ? ”  M o rtim e r  sa id  in  a  g rieved  
voice. “ Y ou  ju s t  d o n ’t  u n d e rs ta n d , 
t h a t ’s all. I ’m  try in g  to  develop  m y 
will p o w er so th a t  people w ill re sp ec t 
m e. W h y  i t ’s th e  m ost w o n d e rfu l th in g  
th a t  ev er h a p p e n e d  to  m e.”

‘"If t h a t ’s w h a t y o u  th in k ,” B e tty  
sa id  g rim ly , “ th e n  I ’m  th ro u g h  w ith 
y o u . U n til  you  ge t th e se  w ild  ideas 
o u t  o f y o u r h e a d  you  ca n  ju s t  fo rget 
a b o u t those  . . . ” h e r  vo ice  w as su d d en ly  
uneven  “ . . . th o se  p la n s  w e h a d .” 

“ B u t I  c a n ’t  g ive it  u p ,” M o rtim e r 
c ried  f ra n tic a lly . “ I  p a id  fo r th e  course  
in  a d v a n c e .”
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“ T h e n  I  h ope  y o u ’ll b e  v e ry  h a p p y  
w ith i t , ” B e tty  sa id  b ro k e n ly , She 
b rushed  a  la rg e  te a r  a n g rily  from  h e r  
cheek, th e n  tu rn e d  a n d  m a rc h e d  aw ay .

M o rtim e r s ta r te d  a f te r  h e r , f ra n tic  
p leas tre m b lin g  on  h is  lip s , b u t h is  
p u rsu it w as a b ru p t ly  c h e ck ed  by  th e  
opening o f  th e  office d o o r a n d  th e  
en tran ce  o f th e  ta ll ,  c a d a v e ro u s  figure 
of Je re m ia h  Ju d so n , p re s id e n t o f  th e  
S nappy  S erv ice  L o an  C o m p an y .

Je re m ia h  J u d s o n ’s m o tto  w as: “ A ll 
w ork a n d  no  p la y  is th e  w ay  to  sp en d  
the  d a y ,” a n d  w ith  th e  possib le  ex cep 
tion  of a n  incom e tax  b la n k , n o th in g  
in fu ria te d  h im  m ore  th a n  th e  s ig h t of 
an idle em ployee.

H e  s to p p e d  a t  s ig h t o f M o r tim e r ’s 
hes ita tin g  figu re  a n d  th e n  c o u g h e d  
m eaningly .

Je re m ia h  Ju d so n  d id  n o t  w a s t e  
coughs o r  a n y th in g  else fo r th a t  m a tte r . 
T his p a r t ic u la r  cough  h in te d  s tro n g ly  
th a t tim e  w as p a ss in g  a n d  th a t  th e re  
was w o rk  to  be d o n e , a n d  fu rth e rm o re  
there  w ere  h u n d re d s  o f c a p ab le  m en  
who w ou ld  be  g lad  to  ta k e  ov er M o r t i 
m er’s jo b  if  he  w ere tire d  o f it.

M o rtim e r h e s ita te d , t o r n  be tw een  
love a n d  fe a r , b u t  fina lly  th e  la t te r  
tr ium phed  a n d  w ith  a  la s t  m o u rn fu l 
look a t  B e t ty ’s r e tre a tin g  figu re , h e  
tu rned  an d  d u c k e d  a c ro ss  th e  office to  
his desk .

C A F E  a t  h is  d esk , w h ere  h e  in te r-  
^  view ed p ro sp e c tiv e  b o rro w e rs , th e re  
were ro u tin e  m a tte rs  to  h a n d le , a n d  th e  
office b eg an  to  h u m  w ith  th e  a c tiv ity  of 
a new d a y , peop le  o f all so r ts  to  q u e s
tion an d  in te rv iew .

B ut th ro u g h  a ll th e se  d iv ers io n s  a  
pa rt of M o r tim e r ’s m ind  d w e lt m ood ily  
on th e  ev en ts  of th e  m o rn in g .

I t  w as te r r ib le  to  th in k  th a t  B e tty  
was th ro u g h  w ith  h im . T e rr ib le  to  
th ink  of fac in g  life  w ith o u t h e r  beside  
him . S udden ly  he  dec id ed  on  a  g re a t

sacrifice . H e ’d  g ive  u p  h is  w ill pow er 
lessons— t h a t ’s w h a t h e ’d  do. H e ’d te ll 
h e r  so a t  noon .

“ I ’ll go to  h e r  o n  b e n d e d  k n e e ,” he  
m u rm u re d  fe rv e n tly , “ a n d  b eg  h e r  fo r
g iv en ess .”

“ N o w  a in ’t  d a t  p o e tic ,” a n  u n p le a s 
a n t ly  n a sa l vo ice  g ro w led  n e x t to  h is  
desk .

M o rtim e r  lo o k ed  u p , s ta r t le d .  H e  
saw  a  la rg e , to u g h  lo o k in g  y o u n g  m an , 
a t t i r e d  u n b eco m in g ly  in  a  lo u d ly  
c h eck ed , e x trem e ly  c u t tw eed  su it. H is  
fe a tu re s  w ere  h e a v y  a n d  co a rse  a n d  
from  h is  t ig h tly  c len ch ed  te e th  a  s tu b b y  
c ig a r  ju t te d  b e llig e re n tly .

“ D o n ’t  le t  m e d is to ib  y a ,” th e  lo u d ly  
d re sse d  y o u n g  m a n  sa id  w ith  h e av y  
sa rc a sm , “ I  c ’n  w a it t ill  y a  fin ish  d a t  
poem . T im e ’s n u t t in ’ to  S lug  M c- 
N u t ty .”

“ I  b eg  y o u r  p a rd o n ,” M o rtim e r  sa id  
s tu tte r in g ly . “ I  m u st h av e  been  th in k 
in g  of som eone —  of so m e th in g  else. 
W o n ’t  y o u  h av e  a  s e a t? ”

“ D o n ’t  m in d  if  I  do , c h u m ,”  th e  la rg e  
y o u n g  m a n  s lid  in to  a  c h a ir  n e x t to  
M o r tim e r ’s d e sk  a n d  sh o v ed  h is  w h ite  
fe d o ra  b a c k  to  th e  c ro w n  o f h is  head .

“ W h a t w as it  y o u  w a n te d  to  see m e 
a b o u t? ”  M o rtim e r  a sk ed .

S lug M c N u tty  looked  q u ic k ly  a b o u t 
th e  office a n d  th e n  lea n e d  c lo se r to  
M o rtim e r .

“ A ll I  w a n t fro m  y o u , ch u m , is a  l i t t le  
in fo rm a tio n . A n d  I ’m  te llin ’ y a , de 
e a s ie r  d e  ta lk  flows de e a s ie r  i t ’s g o in ’ 
t a  be  on y o u .”

“ W h y  . . . w h y ,”  g a sp e d  M o rtim e r , 
b re a th le ss ly , “ w h a t d o  y o u  m e a n ? ”

“ J u s t  d is ,” th e  n a sa l g row l s a n k  to  
a n  om inous w h isp er. “ D is  o u tf it of 
y o u rs  is m a k in ’ a  spec ia l sh ip m e n t o f 
d o ugh  d is  w eek  in  a n  a rm o re d  tru c k . 
A ll I  w an t to  k n o w  from  you  is w here  
d a t  tru c k  is g o in ’ to  b e  a t  f r e e  o ’clock  
to m o rro w  a f ta n o o n .”

I t  to o k  a  li t t le  tim e  fo r th e  fu ll im 
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p a c t  o f S lug M c N u tty ’s w ords to  m ak e  
th em se lv es  fe lt on  M o rtim e r’s b ra in  b u t 
w h en  th e y  d id  h is  k n ees  began  to  tre m 
ble u n d e r  th e  d e sk . H e  g azed  d e sp e r
a te ly , beseech ing  a b o u t th e  office. W h y  
. . .  w hy , h e  th o u g h t w ild ly , th is  m an  is 
a  g a n g s te r .

M o rtim e r  knew  th e  a rm o re d  tru c k  
w ou ld  be  b e  a t  th e  c o rn e rs  o f P la z a  
b o u le v a rd  a n d  F if th  P lace  a t  th re e  th e  
n ex t a f te rn o o n . T h e  sh ip p in g  c le rk  h a d  
m en tio n e d  th a t  to  h im  b u t if  he to ld  
th a t  to  th e  g a n g s te r  . . . w h y  he w ould  
b e  a n  accesso ry  to  th e  crim e.

“ I  c a n ’t  te ll  y o u ,” h e  c r o a k e d  
d a z e d ly , “ it  w o u ld n ’t  be  h o n e s t . . .  y o u  
m u s t be  jo k in g .”

“ I f  y o u  t ’in k  i t ’s a  jo k e ,”  M c N u tty  
g row led , “ y o u  g o t a  good sense  of h u 
m o r. D a t  t ru c k  is  g o in ’ to  be  k n o ck ed  
ov er to m o rro w  a f ta n o o n  a n d  if  y o u  a in ’t  
w illing  to  p la y  b a ll w it u s  w e’re  go in ’ 
to  h a v e  to  k n o c k  y o u  off in s te a d .”

“ O h m y  g o o d n ess ,” M o rtim e r  g asp ed , 
a s  a  r is in g  tid e  of p a n ic  en g u lfed  h im . 
H e  th o u g h t of c ry in g  o u t, sc ream in g  fo r 
h e lp , b u t  one f ra n tic  lo o k  a t  th e  g an g 
s te r ’s o m in o u sly  h a rd e n e d  ja w  co n 
v in ced  h im  th a t  h is  firs t s c re a m  w ould  
a lso  be h is  la s t.

“ P le a se ,”  he  begged , “ d o n ’t  p ic k  on  
m e. I  d o n ’t  w a n t to  b e  a  c r im in a l.”

“ W e a in ’t  p ic k in ’ o n  y a ,”  M c N u tty  
re tu rn e d  im p a tie n tly , “ w e ju s t  w a n t a  
l i t t le  co o p e ra tio n , th a t ’s a ll. N ow  look. 
I ’m  g o in ’ to  g ive y a  de  re s t  o f  de  m orn- 
in ’ to  g e t m e d e  dope I  w a n t a n d  I ’ll 
b e  b a c k  h e re  a f te r  lu n ch . I f  y o u  a in ’t 
g o t i t  y o u  a in ’t  go in ’ to  b e  n u t t in ’ b u t  a 
m e m o ry  a t  d is  tim e  tom orrow . A nd 
d o n ’t  g e t a n y  sm a r t id e a s  a b o u t sp illin ’ 
d is  to  a n y b o d y  cause  from  now  on one 
of d e  bo y s is g o in ’ t a  be  on y o u r ta il. 
G e t m e ? ”

M o rtim e r  s ta re d  w ith  g lassy , te rr if ie d  
ey es  a t  th e  h u g e , om inous figure  o f th e  
g a n g s te r  a n d  h is  h e a d  b o b b ed  w eak ly  
on  h is neck .

“ I  ge t y o u ,”  h e  w h isp ered  h o arse ly . 
“ I  g e t y o u .”

I l l  IS  h e a r t  c o n tin u ed  to  le a p  a t  h is
A rib s  lik e  an  im p riso n ed  b u llfro g  

fo r m in u tes  a f te r  th e  h e a v y  figure o f 
S lug M c N u tty  h a d  d isa p p e a re d  from  
th e  office. A n d  th e n  as reaso n  began  
to  re tu rn , th e  h id eo u sn ess  of h is  p lig h t 
s tru c k  h im  w ith  th e  fo rce  of a  lo ad ed  
n ig h t s tick .

I f  h e  acced ed  to  th e  g a n g s te r’s d e 
m a n d s  h e  w ou ld  be  g u ilty  o f g ra n d  la r 
cen y — ju s t  a s  su re ly  as  if  he  h e ld  u p  
th e  tru c k  h im se lf . B u t if he  d id n ’t —  
h e  sh u d d e re d  a t  th e  th o u g h t— th e re  w as 
n o  d o d g in g  th e  fa c t th a t  S lug M c N u tty  
m e a n t b u sin ess .

H e  g ro a n e d  a n d  sa n k  h is h e a d  in  h is  
h an d s . W h y  d id  th is  h a v e  to  h ap p en  to  
h im ?  W h a t w ou ld  B e tty  sa y ?  T h e  
la s t th o u g h t sn a p p e d  h im  u p r ig h t in  h is  
ch a ir .

B e tty  w as th ro u g h  w ith  h im !
B u t no  . . . w hen  she  le a rn e d  of h is  

tro u b le  she c o u ld n ’t  s ta y  a n g ry  w ith  
h im . T h e  th o u g h t ch ee red  h im  s ligh tly . 
H e  w ould  see h e r  a t  no o n , ta k e  h e r  to  
lu n c h  a n d  p o u r  o u t h is  tro u b le s  in to  h e r  
sy m p a th e tic  ea r. She cou ld  h e lp  h im , 
su g g est so m e th in g  th a t  m ig h t u n ta n g le  
h im  from  th is  m ess.

H e  fe lt a  glow  o f  confidence sp re a d 
ing its  c o m fo rtab le  w a rm th  a b o u t h im  
as  h e  th o u g h t o f  th is . F e v e r ish ly  im 
p a t ie n t  h e  w a tc h e d  th e  h a n d s  of th e  
c lock  m ove w ith  ag o n iz in g  slow ness 
fro m  h o u r  to  h o u r , u n til  a t  la s t  th e y  
c ro ssed  a t  tw elve  a n d  th e  be ll a n n o u n c 
ing th e  lu n c h  h o u r p e a le d  th ro u g h  the  
office.

B e fo re  it s to p p e d  ech o in g  M o rtim e r 
w as o u t o f  h is  c h a ir  a n d  h a lfw a y  ac ro ss  
th e  office. B e tty  w as s ta n d in g  n e x t to  
h e r  d e sk  a d ju s tin g  a  ja u n ty  li t t le  h a t  
on  to p  o f h e r  d a rk  c u rls  w hen  h e  
reach ed  h er side.

“ D a rlin g , I ’ve  b een  a  foo l,” he  p a n t
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ed, “ I ’ve g o t so m e th in g  te r r ib ly  im p o r
ta n t to  ta lk  to  y o u  a b o u t.”

“ I ’m so rry ,” B e tty  sa id  coolly . " I ’m  
a fra id  it  will h av e  to  wait.*’ She p u lled  
ou t a  t in y  m irro r  a n d  s tu d ie d  h e r  c a r-  
m ined  lip s  c ritic a lly . “ I  h av e  a  d a te  for 
lunch  a n d  I ’m  la te  now .”

“ A bou t re a d y  B e tty ? ”  a  sm o o th  m a s 
culine vo ice  a sk e d  from  b eh in d  th em .

B e tty  loo k ed  u p  a n d  flashed  a  b r il
lian t sm ile ov er M o rtim e r’s sho u ld er.

“ I ’m  a ll re a d y , J o n ,” sh e  sa id  
b rig h tly .

M o rtim e r  tu rn e d , h is  eyes fo llow ing  
the  d ire c tio n  o f B e t ty ’s sm ile . T h e y  
en co u n te red  a  s l e n d e r ,  fo p p ish ly  
d ressed  y o u n g  m an  w hose b la n d ly  
hand so m e fe a tu re s  w ere  c re a se d  in  a  
sm ug, su p e rio r  sm ile.

T h e  fo p p ish ly  d ressed  y o u n g  m an  
w as J o n  D e b a e re , a  ju n io r  execu tive  of 
th e  S n a p p y  S erv ice C o m p an y . M o r
tim er h a d  n e v e r  tru s te d  h im  a n d  now  
he rea lized  th a t  h is  su sp ic ions h a d  been  
well g ro u n d ed .

“ J u s t  a  m in u te ,”  he  sa id  in d ig n a n tly . 
“Y o u ’re  n o t ta k in g  m y  g irl to  lu n ch  o r 
an y w h ere  else fo r th a t  m a tte r .”

J o n  sm iled . A  la n g u id , su p e rio r 
sm ile. “ Y ou  seem  to  be  in  y o u r u su a l 
s ta te  of c o n fu s io n ,” he  p u rre d , “ b u t su p 
posing  we leave  it  u p  to  th e  y o u n g  lad y . 
A fte r a ll, i t ’s h e r  choice . W h a t d o  you 
say , B e t ty ? ”

B e tty  h e s ita te d  an d  M o rtim e r seized  
the occasion  to  d e m o n s tra te  h is  igno
rance  of fem in ine  p hyscho logy .

“ Y o u ’re  n o t go ing  w ith  h im ,” he  
b lea ted  sh rilly . “ D o y o u  h e a r  m e ? —  
Y ou c a n ’t . ”

B e tty  re a c te d  as  a n y  m em b er o f  h e r  
sex w ould  have . H e r  lip s  p re sse d  t ig h t
ly  to g e th e r  a n d  she  m a rc h e d  p a s t  M o r
tim er a n d  p u t  h e r  h a n d  on J o n ’s a rm .

“ Shall we le a v e ? ” she a sk e d , look ing  
up  a t  h im . “ I  find th e  a ir  g e ttin g  a  
little  close in  h e re .”

“ B u t . . . b u t ,” g u rg led  M o rtim e r,

“y o u  c a n ’t  do  th is . I  n eed  y o u . I ’m  in 
tro u b le . I ’ve go t to  . . . ”

“ S o rry , o ld  m a n ,” J o n  b ro k e  in  l ig h t
ly  “ J u s t  a n o th e r  case  o f  th e  b e t te r  m an
w in n in g .”

B efo re  M o rtim e r’s b e a te n  a n d  d is 
tra c te d  b ra in  cou ld  th in k  o f a  re jo in d e r  
th e  tw o  h a d  m oved  off, an d  la u g h in g  
ga ily , p a sse d  th ro u g h  th e  d o o r, o u t  o f  
th e  office.

M o rtim e r  w a tc h e d  th e  door sw ing  
sh u t b e h in d  th em , an d  a  lu m p  th e  s ize  
o f a  b illia rd  b a ll c raw led  up  h is th ro a t. 
H is  sh o u ld e rs  s lu m p ed  w earily  a n d  h is  
ch e s t fe lt a s  if a n  e le p h a n t h a d  s u d 
d en ly  s a t  on it. G loom  an d  d e sp a ir  
b la n k e te d  h is b ra in  a n d  w ith  a ll th is  
cam e th e  sh a rp , s tin g in g  sense  of ir re 
tr ie v a b le  loss.

“ S h e’ll be s o r ry ,” he  m u tte re d  b i t 
te r ly , “w hen  she sees m e ly in g  on th e  
floor, r id d le d  w ith  m ach in e -g u n  bu lle ts , 
w allow ing  in  m y  ow n b lo o d .”

W ith  th is  ch illing  th o u g h t se ttlin g  
over h is  sp ir it  lik e  a  d a m p  p a ll, he  
tu rn e d  an d  p lo d d e d  lis tle ssly  o u t o f th e  
office.

t p i V E  m in u te s  la te r , leav in g  th e  b u ild 
ing , h e  jo in e d  th e  th ro n g  o f lu n ch - 

b o u n d  office w o rk ers . Im m e rse d  in  h is  
own tro u b le s , M o rtim e r  s ta g g e re d  on 
b lin d ly  fo r b lo ck s u n til h is  w a y  w as o b 
s tru c te d  b y  a  h u rry in g  s tre a m  o f h u 
m a n ity , b o u n d — he d isco v ered  on  lo o k 
ing  up— for a  n o isy  c a rn iv a l th a t  h a d  
p la n te d  its  m u sh ro o m -lik e  te n ts  a n d  
lo u d  re d  p o s te rs  on  a  v a c a n t lo t in  th e  
c ity  d is tr ic t.

F e r r is  w heels w ere  revo lv ing , p e r 
sp ir in g  b a rk e rs  w ere  c lam o rin g  fo r  th e  
a t te n tio n  of th e  crow d a n d  on a  m a k e 
s h if t  s ta g e  se t b a c k  from  th e  s tre e t, fou r 
sc a n tily  c la d  g irls  w ere w iggling  th e ir  
p ro v o c a tiv e  to rso s  to  th e  v e ry  voca l a p 
p re c ia tio n  of th e  m u ltitu d e .

M o rtim e r p a u se d , fasc in a ted . C a rn i
va ls a n d  c ircuses h a d  a lw ays possessed
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a  s tra n g e  e n c h a n tm e n t fo r  h im . T h e  
b ew itch in g  g lam o r o f  th e  dev il-m ay - 
c a re  p e rfo rm e rs  d azz led  h im  a n d  a c te d  
as  a  h e a d y  d ra u g h t o f w ine to  h is  sober 
sou l.

H e  h a d  n o  in te n tio n  o f d a lly in g . I n  
fa c t h e  re m in d e d  h im se lf  a s  h e  to o k  th e  
f irs t t im id  s te p s  in to  th e  sa w d u s t sp r in 
k le d  en c lo su re , th a t  he w o u ld  o n ly  look  
a ro u n d .

P e e r in g  d e lig h te d ly  a t  th e  s tra n g e  
s ig h ts , h e  w as b o rn e  a lo n g  b y  th e  
c ro w d  a n d  fina lly  jo s tle d  in f ro n t of a  
sm all p la tfo rm  on w hich  a  h e a v y  se t 
b a r k e r  w as w av in g  h is  a rm s fo r  a t te n 
tion .

“ Q u ieee-e t p leeeeze ,”  th e  b a r k e r ’s 
rau c o u s  voice ro lled  over th e  crow d  lik e  
a  w ool b la n k e t. A n e x p e c ta n t h u sh  se t
tle d  over th e  m illing  th ro n g .

“ T h e  ex h ib it w h ich  y o u  a re  a b o u t to  
w itn ess ,” he  sh o u te d  im p ress iv e ly , “h a s  
th rille d  a n d  am azed  ev e ry  c o u n try  of 
th is  g re a t  w orld . I t  is  th e  m ost s tu p e n 
do u s, in c red ib le  sou l-ch illing  d em o n 
s tra tio n  th a t  h u m a n  eyes h a v e  ever 
been  p riv ileg ed  to  beho ld . M y fis to , th e  
in c o m p a ra b le , th e  one a n d  on ly  m e n ta l 
m a rv e l, is w a itin g  in sid e  th is  te n t  to  
baffle y o u , to  b ew ild er y o u , to  m y s tify  
y o u  w ith  th e  w isdom  a n d  c la irv o y an ce  
th a t  h av e  b een  h a n d e d  dow n to  h im  
fro m  th e  a n c ie n ts  w ho liv ed  an d  d ied  
w hen  T im e  w as in  h e r  te e n s .”  T h e  
b a rk e r  p a u se d  an d  w iped  h is  face  w ith  
a  re d  a n d  w h ite  h a n d k e rc h ie f  b e fo re  
la u n c h in g  in to  h is  p e ro ra tio n .

“ A n d  now ,”  he bellow ed, “ th e  show  
is  s ta r tin g . G e t y o u r tic k e ts  w hile  
th e re  is s till tim e. T h is  is a n  o p p o r tu 
n i ty  th a t  com es b u t  once in  a n y  m a n ’s 
ex is tence . D o n ’t  le t th e  p ric e — th e  
te n th  p a r t  o f a  do llah— p re v e n t y o u  
fro m  w itn ess in g  th e  m o st am az in g  m an  
th e  w o rld  hats ever p ro d u c e d — M y fis to  
— th e  m e n ta l m a rv e l.”

A s h e  fin ished  sp e a k in g  a  five-piece 
b a n d  b ro k e  in to  a  w ild  m a rc h  th a t  se n t

M o rtim e r’s n o rm a lly  co n se rv a tiv e  b lood 
d a n c in g  c raz ily  th ro u g h  h is veins.

H e  h a d  no in te n tio n  o f go ing  inside 
a n d  th e re fo re  it w as a  s lig h t su rp rise  
to  find  h im se lf  se a te d  in  th e  f ro n t row  
of th e  sm all te n t  p ee rin g  e x p e c ta n tly  a t  
a  d im ly  lig h te d  s tag e  h u n g  w ith  o rien ta l 
tra p p in g s .

H is  tro u b le s  h a d  d isa p p e a re d  in to  th e  
lim b o  o f lo s t th in g s  a n d  w ith  n a iv e  d e 
lig h t M o rtim e r  w a ited  to  be m ystified , 
am azed  a n d  bew ildered .

H e  d id  n o t h av e  long  to  w a it. T h e  
h e a v y  d ra p e r ie s  p a r te d  slow ly an d  a 
ta ll ,  im p ress iv e  figure  s tro d e  d ra m a tic 
a lly  o n to  th e  s tag e . H is  sk in  w as d a rk , 
a lm o st b lack , a n d  he  w as d ressed  in a  
s tra n g e , w h ite  g a rm e n t th a t  b u c k led  a t 
h is  sh o u ld e rs  an d  fell in  r ip p lin g  fo lds 
to  th e  floor. H is  h ead  w as sw a th e d  in  a 
red  tu rb a n  a n d  w h ere  th e  b an d s  cro ssed  
on  h is fo reh ead  a  huge b r ig h t em e ra ld  
b lazed .

T h e  s tra n g e  figure s ta re d  s ilen tly  a t  
th e  aw ed crow d w ith  d a rk , fa th o m less  
eyes, th e n  he  tu rn e d  an d  w alked  s ilen tly  
to  th e  s id e  o f th e  s tage .

'  I ’H E  d ra p e rie s  p a r te d  aga in  a n d  th e  
b a rk e r , d re ssed  now  in  a n  o rie n ta l 

co s tu m e , s te p p e d  on to  the  s tag e . H e  
h e ld  u p  one h a n d  a n d  w alk ed  to  the  
f ro n t o f th e  s tag e .

“ M y fis to ,”  he  an n o u n ced  so lem n ly , 
“ is re a d y  to  com m ence h is ex h ib ition . 
H is  f irs t d em o n s tra tio n  w ill b e  one of 
sim ple  h y p n o sis . A nd  fo r th is  i t  will 
be  n ece ssa ry  to  a sk  th e  a ss is ta n c e  o f a 
m em b er o f th e  a u d ie n c e .” H is  eyes 
flicked  c a lcu la tin g ly  over th e  crow d . 
“ A h a ,”  he  cried , “ I  see  th e  v e ry  g en tle 
m an  w e need . W ill th e  h a n d so m e  young  
m a n  in  th e  firs t row  k in d ly  s te p  u p  on  
th e  s ta g e ?  T h e re ’s n o th in g  to  be  
a la rm e d  ab o u t. N o  d a n g e r  a t  a ll .”

M o rtim e r  p e e re d  a b o u t exc ited ly , 
lo o k in g  fo r th e  h a n d so m e  y o u n g  m an  
w ho  w as to  ta k e  p a r t  in  th e  ex p erim en t.
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He saw  no  one th a t  f itted  th e  d esc rip 
tion. H is  a tte n tio n  w as je rk e d  b ack  b y  
a sh a rp  d ig  in th e  rib s .

“ G o a h e a d  b u d d y ,” th e  fa t m an  in  
the se a t n e x t to  h im  w h ispered . “ Show  
him  you  a in ’t  a fra id . S h o w ’m you  go t 
the g u ts .”

“ M e ? ” g asp ed  M o rtim e r. “ W h a t . . . ”  
He b ro k e  off a n d  je rk e d  h is  eyes b a c k  
to th e  s tag e . T h e  b a rk e r  was p o in tin g  
at h im .

“N o , n o ,” he cried . “ I  c a n ’t .  T h a t  
is I  . . .”

“ I t  w on’t  ta k e  a  m in u te ,” th e  b a rk e r  
shou ted  o v er M o rtim e r’s th in  p ro te s ts . 
“L e t th e  you n g  m a n  th ro u g h  dow n 
there . H e lp  h im  a lo n g .”

T h e  fa t m a n  p u t a  h e a v y  h a n d  on 
M o rtim e r’s sh o u ld er an d  gave h im  a  
helpful shove th a t  d u m p ed  h im  in to  th e  
aisle.

“ Go o n ,”  he w h isp e red  en co u rag in g 
ly. “ H e  sa id  th e re  w a sn ’t  n o th in ’ to  
be a fra id  o f .”

H elp fu l h a n d s  je rk e d  M o rtim e r  to  
his feet, p u sh ed  h im  a long  u n til he 
stood a t  th e  b o tto m  o f th e  s tep s  th a t  
led to  th e  s tage.

T h e  b a rk e r  ho p p ed  dow n th e  s tep s, 
g rabbed  M o rtim e r’s h an d  in a  v ise-like 
grip an d  d ragged  h im  u p  th e  s tep s  on to  
the s tage.

M o rtim e r s ta re d  he lp lessly  ab o u t 
him. T h e  b a rk e r  h a d  le f t  h is  side , th e  
audience h a d  q u ie ted  to  a n  ex p e c ta n t 
hush a n d  M o rtim e r  lo o k ed  u p  to  see 
M yfisto, th e  m en ta l m arv e l, m oving  
slowly to w ard  h im .

“ B e n o t a la rm e d ,” M yfis to  sa id  in  a  
deep, m ellifluous voice. “ Y ou  a re  be 
coming d row sy , a  p e a ce fu l s leep  is s te a l
ing over y o u .”

T h is w as n o t ex ac tly  th e  tru th . M o r
tim er h a d  n ev er fe lt m ore  th o ro u g h ly  
and com ple te ly  aw ake.

F or a  sp ace  o f sev era l seconds M y - 
fisto’s b lack , all-know ing* ey es b o red  
into M o rtim e r’s v e ry  sou l; a n d  th e n  he

looked  u p  a n d  signaled  th e  b a rk e r .
“ O u r su b je c t is r e a d y ,” h e  sa id . “L e t  

us p re p a re .”
T h e  b a rk e r  bow ed low , h u rr ie d  off 

th e  s tag e— to  re tu rn  w heeling  b efo re  
h im  som eth in g  th a t  lo o k ed  lik e  a  tea  
tab le . O n to p  o f th e  ta b le  rep o sed  a  
sq u a re  m e ta l box, w ith  w ires lead ing  
fro m  i t  to  d isa p p e a r u n d e r  th e  tab le .

M y fis to  s te p p ed  to  th e  ta b le , lif te d  
th e  lid  o f th e  box an d  d rew  fo rth  a 
cu rio u s  sh in in g  o b jec t th a t  lo o k ed  like  
a  s tre a m -lin e d  fo o tb a ll he lm e t. O n th e  
side  o f th e  dev ice  th e re  w ere  sev era l 
rh e o s ta ts  a n d  gad g e ts  an d  on  th e  cone- 
sh a p e d  to p  o f th e  p ecu lia r o b jec t, t in y , 
sh in in g  w ires w ere  coiled in  th ic k  little  
c lu s te rs .

M o rtim e r edged  c loser a n d  p ee red  
o v e r M y fis to ’s sho u ld er. H e  saw  th a t  
th e  in te rio r  o f th e  dom e w as co m p le te ly  
lined  w ith  g lis ten in g  th re a d lik e  fila
m en ts . F ro m  th ese , In su la ted  w ires led  
to  th e  box on  th e  tab le .

M y fis to  tu rn e d  s ligh tly .
“ Y ou  w ill p u t  th is  o n ,” h e  sa id  in  a 

to n e  o f voice th a t  b ro o k ed  no  a rg u 
m en t.

“ B u t,”  g a sp e d  M o rtim e r , “ I  d o n ’t

“ F its  e x ce llen tly ,”  M y fis to  c u t in  as 
he ra ise d  th e  sh in in g  h ead p iece  an d  
p re ssed  it  dow n firm ly  on  M o rtim e r’s 
head .

M o rtim e r tre m b le d . T h e  th in g  fe lt 
fu n n y  on h is head . T h e  filam en t w ires 
w ere p ressin g  in to  h is  sca lp  as if th e y  
w an ted  to  c raw l r ig h t in to  h is  b ra in .

T h e  b a rk e r  tu rn e d  a n d  w a lk ed  to  th e  
f ro n t of th e  s tage .

“L ad ies  a n d  g e n tle m e n ,”  he  baw led , 
“ th is  o b jec t y o u  see on  th e  h e a d  of th e  
su b je c t is a  device th a t  co o rd in a te s  e lec
tr ic a l im pulses w ith  h u m a n  th o u g h t 
w aves. B y  th is , th e  th o u g h t w aves o f 
M yfis to , th e  m en ta l m a rv e l, c a n  be c a r 
ried  b y  e lec trica l v ib ra tio n s  to  th e  re 
cep tiv e  b ra in  o f th e  su b je c t. T h u s  th e
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w ill o f  th e  su b je c t becom es co m p le te ly  
su b se rv ie n t to  th e  will o f  th e  m a s te r .”

A n e x p e c ta n t h u sh  se ttle d  over th e  
au d ien ce  as  th e  b a rk e r  re tre a te d  and  
M y fis to  ra ised  on e  a rm  d ra m a tic a lly  
ov er h is  head .

“ Q u iie -e t,”  he  h issed . “ I  m u st hav e  
a b so lu te  s ilen ce .”

H e  p ic k e d  u p  a  rh e o s ta t from  th e  
ta b le , p e e re d  a t  it c lo se ly  a n d  th e n  b e n t 
dow n  a n d  th re w  a sw itch  on th e  side 
o f th e  box .

In s ta n t ly  a  fa in t h u m m in g  re v e rb e 
ra te d  ac ro ss  th e  s tage.

1 V /T O R T IM E R  loo k ed  a b o u t help - 
lessly . T h e re  w as a  s tra n g e  tin g 

ling  sen sa tio n  in h is  ea rs , a  sen sa tio n  
th a t  b ecam e  m ore p ro n o u n c e d  as th e  
h u m m in g  no ise  g rew  in  vo lum e. T h e  
w ires  p re ss in g  a g a in s t h is  h e a d  seem eff 
to  be  v ib ra tin g  g e n tly  a s  th e  h um m ing  
se ttle d  to  a  s te a d y  p u rr .

H e  fe lt a  p e c u lia r  g id d y  se n sa tio n  
s te a lin g  ov er h im  as  th e  w ires  seem ed  
to  b u rn  in to  h is  v e ry  b ra in , a s  th e  
s tra n g e  tin g le  sp re a d  fro m  h is  e a rs  to  
th e  b ase  o f h is sku ll.

S w eat s to o d  o u t o n  h is b row  as th e  
head p iece  grew  w arm . H e  looked  de
sp a ir in g ly  a t  M y fis to  ju s t  in  tim e  to  see 
h im  sn a p  a n o th e r  sw itc h  on  th e  o th e r  
side  o f th e  box.

A t th e  sam e in s ta n t  he fe lt a  sh a rp , 
p a in fu l p r ic k  a t  th e  b a se  of h is  sku ll. 
As if a  re d  h o t need le  h a d  b een  ja b b e d  
in to  h is  flesh.

“ O u c h ,” he  c rie d , “ th a t  h u r t .”  H e 
g ra b b e d  th e  h ead p iece  w ith  b o th  h an d s  
a n d  je rk e d  it  off h is  h e a d , an d  h e ld  it 
o u t accu sin g ly . “ W h a t’s th e  id e a ? ” he 
d e m a n d e d  a n g rily .

M o rtim e r’s com ica lly  in d ig n a n t pose 
sn a p p e d  th e  au d ien ce  o u t o f th e ir  te m 
p o ra ry  tra n c e . W av es  of la u g h te r , 
lo u d , r ib a ld  la u g h te r , b ro k e  from  th e ir  
lip s to  c ra sh  d e a fe n in g ly  a b o u t M o r ti
m e r’s b lu sh in g  e a rs .

M o rtim e r  s ta re d  h e lp less ly  ab o u t 
h im , h is  face a  d u ll crim son , h is  eyes 
sm a rtin g  w ith  a n g ry  te a rs . T h e y  had  
got h im  u p  on th e  s tag e  to  m a k e  a  fool 
o u t o f h im , to  p ro v id e  th e  aud ien ce  w ith  
a  laugh . T h a t  w as all th e re  w as to  it. 
T o  m ak e  a n  o b jec t o f r id icu le  a n d  d e 
ris ion  o u t of h im .

W ith  th is  rea liza tio n  cam e a  sw ift, 
b i t te r  anger. H e  tu rn e d  to  th e  b a rk e r  
a n d  w aved  a  p u n y  fist u n d e r  h is nose.

“ T h in k  y o u ’re  sm a rt, d o n ’t  y o u ? ” 
he  fum ed . “ M a k in g  a  la u g h in g  s to ck  
o u t o f h o n est, law -ab id in g  c itizen s. W ell 
th e re ’s n o th in g  fu n n y  a b o u t i t , ”  he 
sh o u ted  r a th e r  p o in tle ss ly , “ no th ing  
fu n n y  a b o u t i t  a t  a ll .” H e  w heeled  an d  
m a rc h e d  in d ig n a n tly  to  th e  s tep s  b u t 
b e fo re  he  cou ld  descend  th e  b a rk e r  
c a u g h t h is  a rm .

“ Y ou go t th e  w rong  id e a ,” he said  
anx iously . “ S o m eth ing  fu n n y  as hell 
h a p p e n e d  ju s t  n o w .”

B u t M o rtim e r c u t h im  off.
“ O h, y o u  th in k  i t ’s fu n n y ,”  h e  c ried . 

“ W ell th e n , ju s t  . . . ju s t  . . .”  h e  
p lu m b ed  h is b ra in  fo r th e  m ost sc a th 
ing , d e ris iv e  re to r t  he could  th in k  o f 
. . . “ ju s t  go ta k e  a  ru n n in g  ju m p  for 
y o u rse lf . Y ou, to o ,” he sh o u te d  a t  
M y fis to , “ b o th  o f you , go ah e a d . See 
if I  c a re .”

W ith  te a rs  o f h u m ilia tio n  b lin d in g  
h im , he  p o u n d e d  dow n th e  s te p s  an d  
fo u g h t h is  w ay  th ro u g h  th e  c ro w d , h is 
soul b u rn in g  w ith  b i t te r  d isg race  a s  th e  
g leefu l c ries  o f th e  c ro w d  su d d en ly  
sw elled  to  rio to u s , sc re a m in g  la u g h te r .

L a u g h in g  a t  h im , he  th o u g h t w ith  
s icken ing  m ortif ica tio n . W ell, le t  ’em  
laugh . S tru g g lin g  a n d  sw ea tin g , he 
fo rced  h is w ay  b lin d ly  th ro u g h  th e  
m illing  au d ien ce  a n d  w ith o u t a  b a c k 
w ard  g lance , b ro k e  free  a n d  p lu n g ed  
th ro u g h  th e  flap  o f th e  te n t. . . .

M o rtim e r  h a d  n o t lo o k ed  b a c k  . . . 
b u t  if he  h a d , h e  w ou ld  h av e  seen  th a t  
th e  su d d en  c lam o ro u s  ro a r  o f th e  crow d
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was n o t d ire c te d  a t  h im , b u t  a t  som e
th ing else fa r  m ore  am az in g , fa r m ore 
arresting .

M yfisto  a n d  th e  b a rk e r  h a d  s tood  
stock still a s  M o rtim e r s ta m p e d  off th e  
stage, a  bew ildered , d azed  expression  
sp read ing  over th e ir  fea tu re s .

A nd th e n  lik e  m en  in  a  h y p n o tic  
tran ce  th e y  h a d  raced  to  th e  edge of 
the s tag e  a n d  leap ed  in to  th e  a ir . A  
long, fly ing  le a p  th a t  lan d ed  th em  w ith  
a c ra sh  on  th e  la p s  of th e  p a tro n s  of 
the th ird  row  of th e  te n t.

T h e y  h a d  ta k e n  a  ru n n in g  ju m p  fo r 
them se lv es!

f P H E  te n t  w as in  an  u p ro a r  as  th e y  
a tte m p te d  to  e x tr ic a te  them se lves 

from the  tan g le  o f legs and  ch a irs . B u t 
over th e  d in  M y fis to ’s voice cou ld  be 
heard  sh o u tin g :

“ C a tc h  h im . D o n ’t  le t h im  ge t 
aw ay.”

H e sc ram b led  to  h is  feet, je rk in g  th e  
b a rk e r w ith  h im .

“H u r ry ,” he h issed  in  th e  o th e r ’s 
ear. “ F ollow  m e. W e m u s t s to p  h im .”

In  a n o th e r  te n  seconds, p a n tin g  a n d  
disheveled, th e y  b u rs t  th ro u g h  th e  flap 
of the  te n t. M y fis to  gazed  w ild ly  a b o u t 
the m illing  th ro n g s  a n d  a  g ro a n  b u rs t 
from  h is lips.

“W e a re  too  la te ,”  he  gasped . “ H e 
is loose.”

“ W h a t’s i t  all a b o u t? ” th e  b a rk e r  
asked b ew ildered ly . “ W h a t do  you  
want th a t  li t t le  guy  fo r?  A nd  sa y ,” 
he cried  su d d en ly , “w h a t m ad e  u s  a c t 
like a  p a ir  o f screw balls  ju s t  now ? L e a p 
ing off th e  s tage  in to  th e  a u d ien ce .”

M yfis to  w as still gaz ing  d is tra c te d ly  
a t th e  faces  th a t  d r if te d  b y  h im  an d  
as he  tu rn e d  to  th e  b a rk e r  th e re  w as a  
frigh tened , te rrified  look in  h is eye.

“W e c o u ld n ’t  h e lp  ou rse lv es,”  he 
groaned. “ W e co u ld n ’t  re s is t h is  w ill.”  - 
H is voice b ro k e  in to  a n  ex c ited  babb le .

“ I t ’s th e  h ead p iece ,” he  g roaned .

“ I t ’s w o rk ed . G ave th a t  li t t le  m an  a  
te rr ib le  pow er. A n irre s is tib le  w ill. N o 
bo d y  can  d isobey  him . W e m u st s to p  
h im  b e fo re  he  in n o cen tly  u n le a sh e s  th e  
h o rrib le  pow er th a t  is h is .”

“ A re y o u  g o in ’ b a t ty ? ”  th e  b a rk e r  
sa id  sco rn fu lly . “ W e ’ve been  u s in ’ th a t  
th in g  for m o n th s  in o u r a c t. I t ’s n o th in ’ 
b u t  a  p h o n y ; a  g ag  to  im press th e  a u 
d ience. Y ou  know  th a t  as w ell a s  I  
do. Y o u ’re  go in ’ b a tty , I  te ll y o u .”

“ N o , I ’m  n o t,” M y fis to  cried . “ T h a t  
h ead p iece  w as an  inven tion  of m ine d e 
signed  to  in c rease  by  e lec trica l s tim u 
la tio n  th e  fo rces o f w ill th a t  a re  d o r
m a n t in  ev e ry  h u m a n  p sy ch e . B u t i t  
n ev e r w o rk ed ; I  th o u g h t i t  w as a  fa il
u re . So I  used  it  in th e  a c t fo r effect. 
B u t now , som ehow , it w o rk ed  on  th is  
l ittle  m an . W e ’ve go t to  s to p  h im .”

“ C rip e s ,” gasped  th e  b a rk e r , in c re d 
u lously . “ I f  w h a t y o u  say  is tru e , if 
nobody  ca n  re s is t th a t  li t t le  g u y ’s w ill, 
h e ’s liab le  to  tu rn  th is  tow n u pside  
dow n .”

“ T h a t ’s w h y  he m u st be s to p p e d ,” 
M y fis to  g ro an ed . “ W hen  I  w as com 
p le tin g  th is  m ach ine  I  a lso  developed  
a n  a n tid o te  for its  effect. I t  m ay  n o t 
w ork— b u t i t ’s o u r on ly  chance . W e 
m u st find h im , s tr ip  th a t  pow er from  
him , befo re  he h as  a  ch ance  to  use  its  
h ideously  d e s tru c tiv e  force . . . .

'T 'E N  m in u te s  la te r , look ing  like  an y - 
A th in g  b u t a  la te n t  d e s tru c tiv e  force , 

M o rtim e r  slouched  in to  th e  b u stlin g  
lobby  of th e  S n a p p y  S erv ice b u ild ing , 
h is s tep s  lagg ing  a s  if th e y  w ere re lu c 
ta n t  to  c a r ry  h im  to  th e  e lev a to r.

In  com p ariso n  w ith  M o rtim e r’s 
b ea te n  a p p e a ra n c e  a  w h ipped  cu r 
w ould  h a v e  looked  like a  ja u n ty , confi
d en t c re a tu re . T h e  h u m ilia tio n  a t  th e  
c a rn iv a l, th e  p ro sp e c ts  o f  fac in g  th e  
g a n g s te rs , th e  loss o f h is  g irl, a ll th e se  
re s te d  o n  th e  sh o u ld e rs  o f h is  sp ir it  
w ith  a  lead en , c ru sh in g  w eigh t. G one
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w as a n y  n o tio n  of re s is tin g  o r figh ting  
back .

“ W h a t h ap p en s , will h a p p e n ,”  he  
m u tte re d  w ith  g loom y u n o rig in a lity .

H e  s te p p e d  in to  th e  e le v a to r  an d  
squeezed  b a c k  in to  th e  c o m e r as th e  
lu n ch  h o u r crow d  jam m ed  in  a f te r  h im .

“ T w elve , p lease ,”  he  sq u e a k e d  over 
th e  m u m b le  o f voices.

M o re  peop le  w ere c row d ing  in to  th e  
e le v a to r  a n d  M o rtim e r  w as c ru sh ed  
b a c k  a g a in s t th e  w ire  n e ttin g  of th e  ca r 
as  th e y  fo rced  th e ir  w ay  in. H e  w on
d e re d  w ith  u n c e r ta in  tim id ity  w h e th e r 
he  h a d  been  h e a rd .

“ T w elv e ,”  h e  c ried  aga in . “ T w elve , 
p le a se .”

T h e  e le v a to r  o p e ra to r , a  h ag g a rd , 
p e rsp ir in g  y o u n g  m an , tu rn e d  a ro u n d  
a n d  sn ap p ed .

“ O k ay , b u d , I  h e a rd  y o u .” H e  tu rn e d  
b ack  to  th e  co n tro ls  b u t  su d d en ly  th e  
e x a sp e ra ted  exp ression  w as w iped  from  
his face to  be rep laced  b y  one of re 
sp ec tfu l obed ience . “ Y es, s ir ,”  he  
s tam m ered , “ r ig h t a w a y .”

T h e  d o o r slam m ed  sh u t w ith  a  bang , 
th e  th ro ttle  lev er sh o t in to  p lace  a n d  
th e  e le v a to r  s ta r te d  u p w a rd  w ith  g iddy , 
u n accu sto m ed  speed.

“T h re e ,” a  voice said .
“ F iv e ,” sa id  an o th er.
S even , e igh t a n d  ten  h a d  been  called  

b y  th e  tim e  th e  e le v a to r  sh o t p a s t  th e  
th ird  floor.

“ H e y , w h a t’s th e  id e a ? ” a  m an  
c ried . “ I  ca lled  th re e .”

T h e  e le v a to r  o p e ra to r  d id  n o t rep ly , 
m e re ly  shoved  th e  th ro ttle  o v e r a n o th e r  
n o tch . T h e  e le v a to r  re sp o n d ed  w ith  
a n o th e r  b u rs t  o f speed.

“ Y o u n g  m a n ,”  a  w om an  scream ed  
sh rilly , “ le t m e off. Y ou  p a sse d  m y  
flo o r!”

O th e r  voices jo in ed  in  th e  c lam o r a n d  
b y  th e  tim e  seven , e ig h t an d  ten  h a d  
been  sw iftly  p assed , th e  noise in  th e  
c a r  h a d  sw elled  to  a  n o isy  b ab b le .

“ M y  tim e ’s v a lu a b le ,”  th e  b u r ly  m an
in  fro n t o f M o rtim e r sh o u ted . “ I ’ll ta k e  
th is  u p  w ith  th e  m a n a g e m e n t.”

B efo re  he  h a d  got th e  la s t w ords o u t 
o f h is m o u th  th e  e lev a to r s to p p e d  w ith  
s ick en in g  a b ru p tn e ss  and  th e  doors 
c lan g ed  open.

“ T w elve , s ir ,” th e  o p e ra to r  sa id  re 
sp e c tfu lly .

“ N o w ,”  th e  m an  in  fro n t of M o r ti
m er bellow ed , “ le t ’s see w ho it  is th a t ’s 
so  m u ch  m ore  im p o rta n t th a n  th e  rest 
o f u s .”

“ P a rd o n  m e .” M o rtim e r q u ak ed  
fe a rfu lly . “ C ou ld  I  s tep  b y , p le a se ? ”

T h e  m an  w h irled  a n d  g la red  a t 
M o rtim er.

“ So,” he  sn ap p ed , “ i t ’s you , is it?  
W ho  d o  you  th in k  you  a re , th e  K in g  of 
S iam ?”

“N o , n o t a t  a ll,” M o rtim e r s tu tte re d , 
edg ing  p a s t h is  b u r ly  b u lk . T h e  an g ry , 
im p a tie n t m u tte rin g  grew  in volum e as 
M o rtim e r s tru g g led  an d  tw isted  in an  
effort to  fo rce  h is  w a y  o u t of th e  
jam m ed  ca r. I t  w as w ith  a  re lieved  
sigh  th a t  h e  finally  sq u irm ed  h is w ay  
in to  th e  co rrid o r. H e  tu rn e d , an  a p o l
ogy  tre m b lin g  on h is lip s, b u t th e  o p e r
a to r , in  response  to  the  in d ig n a n t d e 
m a n d s  of h is  p assengers , h ad  slam m ed  
th e  doo r an d  s ta r te d  b ack  dow n.

“ W ell,” g asped  M o rtim e r, “ w h a t do  
y o u  th in k  of th a t? ”

H e  w alked  to w ard  th e  S n a p p y  S erv 
ice office sh a k in g  h is h e a d  w ondering ly . 
W h a t h ad  m ade  th e  o p e ra to r  d is reg a rd  
th e  o th e r  p assengers  a n d  w h isk  h im  u p  
to  th e  tw e lfth  floor? H e  w rin k le d  h is 
fo re h e a d  try in g  to  figure  th e  th in g  ou t. 
W h y  shou ld  th e  e le v a to r  o p e ra to r  . . .

I t  w as th e n  he  rem e m b e red  th e  e x tra  
loud  to n e  of voice he  h a d  u sed  in  calling  
h is  floor. H e  s to p p e d  su d d en ly , a  
s tra n g e  ex c item en t ru sh in g  ov er h im . 
T h e  loud  voice! T h e  com m anding  
voice! T h a t  w as w h a t th e  w ill pow er 
book  h a d  in s is ted  u p o n  in  ev e ry  lesson.
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W as it possib le  . . .? C ou ld  it  be th a t  
the  will pow er lessons w ere b eg inn ing  
to  w o rk ?

I _ I E  w as s till p u zz lin g  over th e  s tran g e  
o ccu rren ce  w hen  he sea ted  h im self 

at h is  d e sk  for th e  a f te rn o o n ; a n d  it  w as 
still bu zz in g  a ro u n d  h is  h ead  like  an  
annoy ing  fly w hen  th e  firs t c lien t o f the  
a fte rn o o n  sa u n te re d  up  to  M o rtim e r 's  
desk an d  d ro p p ed  h im self in to  th e  ch a ir 
alongside it.

M o rtim e r looked  u p  to  see a  fa t, 
flashily  d ressed  little  m an  re g a rd in g  
him  w ith  s ly  b lue  eyes se t in  a  p in k , 
b land  face.

“ W h a t can  I  do  for y o u ? ” M o rtim e r 
inqu ired , te a rin g  h im se lf aw ay  from  th e  
ridd le o f th e  e lev a to r. “ S om eth ing  in  
the n a tu re  of a  lo a n ? ”

“ As a  m a tte r  o f fa c t,” th e  fa t  little  
m an sa id , “ I  cou ld  use a  h u n d re d  or 
so. O ne o f th o se  th in g s , y ’k n o w ,” he 
shrugged  n o n c h a la n tly . “ C a u g h t a  
little  sh o rt be tw een  th e  p a te r ’s m o n th ly  
check. I  co u ld ’ve b o rrow ed  a  s ta c k  
from  y o u n g  V an d e rg ilt b u t  I  ju s t 
learned  h e ’s o u t of to w n .”

“W ell, t h a t ’s to o  b a d ,” M o rtim e r sa id  
solicitously . I t  w as h is  first experience  
w ith a  rea l, honest-to -goodness p lay b o y  
and as he h an d e d  th e  ap p lica tio n  b la n k  
to h im  he sa id  eag erly , “ ju s t  fill th is  
out a n d  I ’m  su re  w e’ll ta k e  ca re  of y o u .” 
And as th e  flash ily  d re ssed  “ p la y b o y ” 
s ta rted  aw ay , he  ad d ed  p e rfu n c to rily , 
“A nsw er a ll q u es tio n s  a c c u ra te ly  an d  
tru th fu lly  to  th e  best o f y o u r a b ili ty .”

T he  p in k -fa c e d  little  m an  no d d ed  an d  
m oved to  th e  w ritin g  desk , se a ted  h im 
self a n d  sp re a d  th e  fo rm  o u t in  fro n t 
of him .

M o rtim er w atch ed  h im  as  he  s ta r te d  
to w rite  a n d  th e n  h e  tu rn e d  b a c k  to  h is  
desk, h is th o u g h ts  a n d  w orries re tu rn 
ing w ith  him .

I t  was a  q u a r te r  o f one a n d  Slug M c- 
N u tty  h ad  p rom ised  to  be b a c k  “ a f te r

lu n c h .” he  w as d u e  a n y  m inu te . L o o k 
ing  over a t  B e t ty ’s d esk  he  rea lized  th a t  
she  w a sn ’t  b a c k  from  lunch  ye t. H e 
th o u g h t o f d im ly  lig h ted  co ck ta il b a rs  
an d  J o n ’s g lib ly  p e rsu a s iv e  to n g u e  a n d  
his soul w rith ed  w ith  je a lo u sy  a n d  a n 
ger.

H e  w rith e d  u n h a p p ily  fo r a  b it  a n d  
th en  he tu rn e d  h is  th o u g h ts  to  th e  m ore 

.m enacing  of h is p rob lem s. T h e  g ang  
s te rs  a n d  th e ir  d em an d  th a t  he  “ case  
th e  jo in t” for them . G naw ing  n erv o u sly  
a t  h is pencil he tr ie d  d e sp e ra te ly  to  
th in k  o f som e w ay ou t of h is  p re d ic a 
m ent.

I t  w as ab o u t th a t  tim e th a t  th e  little  
m an  re tu rn e d  a n d  w ith  tre m b lin g  fin 
gers la id  th e  ap p lic a tio n  on M o rtim e r’s 
desk .

M o rtim e r looked  up a n d  to  h is  su r
p rise  th e  m an  w as q u a ilin g  v is ib ly , a  
fu rtiv e , g u ilty  look  on h is  face  as he  
p ee red  a b o u t th e  office.

L ook ing  b ack  to  th e  ap p lica tio n  
b la n k , M o rtim e r sp read  it open on his 
d esk  an d  ex am in ed  it.

“ W h a t . . . w h a t th e  . . he  g asped , 
b u t he w as u n a b le  to  fin ish  th e  sen ten ce  
fo r h is  m o u th  h a d  d ro p p ed  open  in  sh eer 
a sto n ish m en t.

F o r  th e  flash ily  d ressed  “ p la y b o y ” 
h ad  w ritten  in  a n sw er to  th e  q u es tio n  
on th e  b la n k :
O C C U P A T IO N — C onfidence m an . 
P U R P O S E  O F  L O A N — T o  sk ip  tow n. 
R E F E R E N C E S  —  N o n e , ex cep t th e  
ones I  forged.

F o r  a  second  M o rtim e r’s b ra in  
ree led  g id d ily  and  th e n  he p ee red  in 
c red u lo u sly  a t  th e  “p la y b o y ” w ho 
s tood  tw is tin g  h is h a t  m ise rab ly  in  h is 
h an d s .

“ W hy  . . ,  w hat do  y o u  m e a n ? ” s p u t
te re d  M o rtim er.

“ I t ’s a  r a c k e t ,” th e  se lf-in d ic ted  con 
m a n  sa id  h o arse ly . H e  p au sed  an d  
sw allow ed n erv o u sly  an d  a  g leam  of 
te r ro r  show ed in  h is  eye. “ I ’ve w orked
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i t  a ll o v e r th e  c o u n try , b u t— ” he b ro k e  
off, p e e rin g  a b o u t a p p reh en siv e ly , “ you 
to ld  m e to  p u t  dow n th e  t ru th  an d  I  . . . 
I  ju s t  c o u ld n ’t  h e lp  m yse lf. I  ju s t  had 
to  do  w h a t you  sa id . I  d o n ’t  know  
w h e th e r  I ’m going  b a lm y  or n o t, b u t  one 
th in g ’s c e r ta in . I  am go ing .”

B efo re  M o rtim e r  could  open  his 
m o u th  th e  fa t l ittle  m an  h ad  w heeled , 
a n d  w ith  su rp ris in g  speed , raced  ac ro ss  
th e  office a n d  b o lted  th ro u g h  th e  door 
a n d  o u t o f sigh t.

M o rtim e r  s ta re d  a f te r  th e  fly ing c o a t
ta ils , h is  m o u th  h an g in g  open  in  lu d ic 
ro u s  b ew ild erm en t an d  a  d azed , u n b e 
liev ing  exp ression  on  h is co u n ten an ce .

H e  looked  dow n a t  th e  ap p lic a tio n  
b la n k  a n d  a s  he  d id  a  sen ten ce  th a t  the  
confidence m an  h a d  sp o k en  ju m p e d  b e 
fo re  h is  eyes.

1 just had to do what you said.
M o rtim e r tre m b le d  w ith  exc item en t. 

T w ice  in  a  row  h is co m m an d s h ad  been  
o b ey ed . I t  must be  th e  w ill po w er le s
sons th a t  w ere  responsib le  fo r th ese  
a m az in g  o ccu rren ces. H e  rem em b ered  
a  p h ra se  from  th e  b o o k :

All men in whom greatness is dor
mant will one day be recognized jor 
their true worth. A truly dominant 
spirit might manifest itself, even after 
years of timidity and uncertainty.

I t  cam e as  a shock  fo r  M o rtim e r  to  
rea lize  th a t  he  w as th e  d o m in a n t ty p e  
a n d  th a t  peop le  w ere b eg in n in g  to  a p 
p re c ia te  h im  fo r h is  tru e  w orth . H e  
s to o d  u p  a t  h is  d esk , h is  eyes focused  
on som e fa r  d is ta n t  h o rizo n  an d  u n 
consc iously  h is  sh o u ld e rs  sq u a red , h is 
ch in  th ru s t  ou t.

“ T o d a y ,” h e  w h isp ered  d ra m a tic a lly , 
“ I  am  a m a n .”

T T E  lo o k ed  a b o u t h im , seeing th e  of- 
A A fice as  i t  w as fo r th e  first tim e . H e 
saw  th e  m ole-like  c le rk s  a t  th e  d esk s, 
th e  c rin g in g , fr ig h te n e d  peop le  w a itin g  
fo r  th e ir  re q u e s ts  to  b e  co n sid ered  a n d

he  to o k  a n o th e r  d eep  b re a th . A bou t 
th e  th ird  in  h is  e n tire  life .

W a lk in g  to w a rd  h im  he saw  B enn ie , 
th e  office boy , a  la n k y , callow  y o u th , 
one o f th e  m inor banes of M o rtim e r’s 
ex istence. M o r tim e r’s h e a d  til te d  defi
a n tly , a  s te rn , cold lo o k  froze on  h is 
face.

“ B en n ie ,”  h e  sn a p p e d , a n d  h is  voice 
w ould  h av e  d e ligh ted  th e  a u th o r  o f the  
vo lum e oh w ill pow er, “ com e h e re .”

B enn ie  tu rn e d , th e  im p u d e n t ex p res
sion  on h is face  g ra d u a lly  chan g in g  to  
one of d azed , he lp less  d e ference .

“ Y es ,” he  gu lped , “ rig h t a w a y .”
H e h u rr ie d  to  M o rtim e r’s desk .
“ W h a t is i t ,  s i r ? ” he  a sk e d  o b ed i

en tly .
“ In  th e  fu tu re ,” M o rtim e r sa id  

icily , “you  w ill ad d re ss  m e as  M r. 
M eek . A nd  as  fo r  th e  p re se n t, g e t me 
a  g lass  o f w a te r  an d  be q u ick  a b o u t i t .”

“ Y es, s ir ,” B en n ie  g asped . “ Im m e 
d ia te ly , M r. M e e k .”

H e  w heeled  a n d  w ith  one la s t bew il
d e red , fr ig h ten ed  look over h is  sh o u l
d e r, sc u rr ie d  aw ay .

M o rtim e r  s a t  dow n, a  s tra n g e , in to x i
c a tin g  glow  sp re a d in g  over h im . H e  
was th e  d o m n a n t ty p e . T h e  book  w as 
rig h t. “ A sse rt y o u rse lf ,” i t  sa id , “ an d  
re sp ec t a n d  obed ience  a re  y o u rs  fo r th e  
a sk in g .”

W ell, he  h a d  a sse rte d  h im se lf— a n d  
it w orked!

B enn ie  w as b a c k  w ith  th e  w a te r  a n d  
M o rtim e r seized  th e  g lass in  one firm  
h a n d  a n d  stood  u p  aga in .

“ T o  th e  new  M o rtim e r  M e e k ,” he  
cried , a n d  th e n  he  t i l te d  th e  g lass an d  
d ra in e d  th e  w a te r  in  one long  gu lp .

Y ou ca n n o t go a b o u t a  m o d e rn  b u s i
ness office d r in k in g  to a s ts  to  y o u rse lf  
w ith o u t a t t r a c t in g  a  c e r ta n  am o u n t o f 
u n d e s ira b le  a t te n tio n , a n d , in  th is  re 
spec t, th e  S n a p p y  S erv ice  office w as no 
excep tion .

“ W h a t is th e  m ean in g  of th is ? ” a
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chilled voice in q u ire d  b e h in d  him .
M o rtim er sp u n  a ro u n d  to  face the  

form idable figure o f  Je re m ia h  Ju d so n , 
p residen t o f S n a p p y  Service. U n d e r 
the s ta re  o f J e re m ia h ’s g im le t-lik e  eyes, 
his confidence m e lted  aw ay , lik e  p u t ty  
before a  d rill.

“ H eh , h e h ,” he  lau g h ed  w eak ly , in 
an a tte m p t to  conv ince M r. Ju d so n  th a t  
the w hole s itu a tio n  w as v e ry  dro ll. 
“H eh , h eh , ju s t  a  little  jo k e . T h in k  
nothing of i t .”

Je re m ia h ’s frow n fa d e d  a n d  a  b la n k  
look sto le  over h is  lean  face.

“ T h in k  n o th in g  o f  i t ,”  he  m u tte re d . 
“V ery w ell,” he  sa id  du lly . T u rn in g , 
he s tro d e  aw ay , h is  face  as e m p ty  an d  
expressionless a s  an  id io t.

M o rtim e r sagged  in to  h is  c h a ir , h is 
b rea th  w h istlin g  th ro u g h  his te e th  like 
steam  from  a le a k y  ra d ia to r . T h is  w as 
too m uch . H e  w iped  the  p e rsp ira tio n  
from  his b row  w ith  a  sh a k y  h an d . H e , 
M ortim er M e e k , h a d  cow ed th e  boss, 
Je rem iah  Ju d so n .

W hy  . .  . w hy , a n y th in g  w as possib le  
now. I f  h is  w ill pow er h a d  been  d e 
veloped to  th e  e x te n t th a t  he could  bluff 
a h a rd , flin ty -ey ed  o ld  w a rrio r  like  J e re 
miah Ju d so n  . . . th e n  he cou ld  do a n y 
th ing  w ith  it. N o th in g  w as im p o ss ib le !

Ju d so n  w as h a lfw a y  across th e  office 
by th e  tim e  M o rtim e r  rea c h e d  th is  con 
clusion. In to x ic a te d  b y  th e  su d d en  
surge o f pow er th a t  sw ep t ov er h im , he  
sprang  to  h is  fee t, sq u a re d  h is  sh o u l
ders.

“ M r. . . . Judson,” h e  sh o u ted , com e 
back h e re .”

Je re m ia h  Ju d so n  s to p p e d  in  h is 
track s an d  th e n  tu rn e d , th e  expression  
of a  sleep  w a lk e r s te a lin g  o v e r h is  face.

“Y es . . . y  . . . y es , s ir ,”  he  s ta m 
m ered, h u rry in g  to  M o rtim e r’s desk .

M o rtim e r fe lt a  m o m en t o f pan ic . 
M aybe h e  h ad  gone to o  fa r . B u t i t  w as 
too la te  to  s to p  now . H e  h a d  to  c a r ry  
the  th ing  off.

“ Ju d so n ,” he  sa id  lo u d ly , “ I ’m  n o t a t  
a ll sa tisfied  w ith  m y  p re se n t sa la ry . I f  
you  a re n ’t  in  a  po sitio n  to  p a y  m e w hat 
I ’m  w o rth  I  shall be  fo rced  to  te n d e r  
m y  res ig n a tio n . E ffec tive  im m e d ia te ly .” 

“ H ow  . . . how  m uch  do  y o u  w a n t? ” 
J u d so n  g asp ed  w eak ly .

"V /T O R T IM E R  s ta g g e red  b a c k , h is  
b ra in  reeling . H e  tr ie d  tw ice  to  

sp e a k , b u t he  succeeded  on ly  in  p r o 
d u c in g  an  in co h e ren t sq u aw k . T h is  w as 
in c re d ib le — b u t it  w as h ap p en in g . J u d 
son  w as w aitin g  p a tie n tly , m eek ly , fo r 
h is  answ er.

M o rtim e r  s ta r te d  to  a sk  for tw o  do l
la rs , b u t  su d d en ly  a  w ild , ra sh  confi
dence to o k  ho ld  of h is  tongue .

“ F o u r  d o lla rs ,” he  s ta te d . “ F o u r  
d o lla rs  a  w eek .”

“ Y es, s ir ,” M r. Ju d so n  even  bow ed 
s ligh tly . “ T h a t  w ill b e  a rra n g e d . Is  
th a t  a l l? ”

“ N o , i t  _ isn ’t ,”  M o rtim e r  sn ap p ed . 
G one w as h is  h e s ita tio n , h is  tim id ity , 
h is la c k  of confidence. M o rtim e r  M eek  
h a d  a rr iv e d .

H e  sw ep t a  m a je s tic  eye over th e  
aw ed  a n d  o p en -m o u th ed  em ployees w ho 
w ere re g a rd in g  th e  scene. H e  tu rn e d  
b a c k  to  Je re m ia h  Ju d so n .

“ I  w a n t y o u  to  g ive ev e ry  one o f y o u r 
em ployees a  tw o -d o lla r-a -w eek  ra ise . 
A n d ,” he  w aggled  a  s te rn  finger u n d e r  
J e re m ia h ’s nose , “ th is  s lave  d riv in g  
non sen se  is a  th in g  o f th e  p a s t. G e t 
m e ? ”

M r. J u d so n  m o p p ed  h is  p e rsp ir in g  
fo rehead .

“ Y es, s ir ,”  h e  m a n a g e d  to  squeals. 
“ T w o  do lla rs  a  w eek  fo r e v e ry b o d y .” 

“A nd  a n o th e r  th in g ,” M o rtim e r  sa id  
re flec tively , “ I  d o n ’t  p a r t ic u la r ly  like  
th e  p o sitio n  o f m y  desk . T h e re ’s n o t 
enough  lig h t fo r  one th in g , a n d  o n  to p  
o f  th a t ,  i t ’s d u s ty  as  th e  d ickens. I t ’s 
b a d  fo r m y  h a y  fever. L e t ’s see ,”  he  
loo k ed  c ritic a lly  a b o u t th e  office, “ I
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th in k  y o u ’d  b e t te r  h av e  it  m oved  over 
th e re  n e x t to  th e  w indow .”

“ B u t t h a t ’s w here  M r. D e b a e re ’s 
d esk  is ,”  J u d s o n ’s vo ice  w as in c re d u 
lo u s ly  h o rrified .

M o rtim e r  sm iled  m alic iously . M r. 
D e b a e re  w as o u t  to  lu n ch  w ith  B e tty , 
h is  g irl. P ro b a b ly  s it t in g  ac ro ss  from  
h e r  r ig h t  th is  m in u te  in  som e d im ly  
lig h te d  c o c k ta il b a r .

“ T h a t ’s a  p ity , isn ’t  i t ? ” he  sa id  c a s 
u a lly . “ N o th in g  to  d o  b u t  p u t  M r. D e 
b a e re ’s d e sk  w h ere  m in e  is. H e  h a sn ’t  
g o t  h a y  fever. H e  w on’t  m in d  i t .”

“ Y es, s ir ,”  Ju d so n  sa id  help lessly . 
“ I l l  h av e  th e  m a in te n a n c e  d e p a r tm e n t 
ta k e  c a re  o f i t  r ig h t  a w a y .”

“T h a t ’s a  good fe llow ,”  M o rtim e r 
sa id . “ S n ap  in to  i t .”

“ Y es, s i r ,” J u d so n  bow ed  ag a in  a n d  
s c u rrie d  aw ay .

A  few  m in u te s  la te r  h e  w as b a c k  w ith  
tw o  h u sk y  la b o re rs  tra ilin g  in  h is  w ake. 
M o rtim e r  to o k  ch a rg e  of th ings.

“ M ove th a t  d e sk  a w a y  fro m  th e  w in 
dow ,”  he  o rd e re d , “a n d  w e’ll shove 
m in e  r ig h t in  i ts  p la c e .” .

T h e  tw o  la b o re rs  n o d d e d , m oved  to  
follow  M o rtim e r’s in s tru c tio n s .

M o rtim e r w a tc h e d  th e m  c le a r  th e  
p a p e rs  off th e  d e sk  w ith  a  h a p p y , g ra t i 
fied  sm ile. A t la s t  one o f h is  long- 
so u g h t d re a m s w as a b o u t to  b e  rea lized . 
T h e  la b o re rs  c a rr ie d  fh e  d e sk  to  th e  
m id d le  o f th e  office a n d  th e n  on e  of 
th e m  tu rn e d  a  flushed , p e rsp ir in g  face 
to  M o rtim e r.

“W h e re  to  now , b u d ? ” h e  gasped .
“ S e t m y  d esk  dow n ,” a  vo ice  cried .
T h e  w o rd s, a n g ry  an d  lo u d , h a d  n o t 

issu e d  fro m  M o rtim e r. H e  lo o k ed  u p  
to  m ee t th e  in d ig n a n t gaze of Jo n  D e 
b a e re , w ho  s to o d  inside  th e  office doo r, 
h is  face  m o ttle d  w ith  fu ry . W ith  h im  
w as B e tty .

“ W h a t’s th e  m ean in g  o f th is ? ”  h e  
sh o u te d , a d v a n c in g  on  th e  la b o re rs . 
“ W h o  gav e  o rd e rs  to  m ove m y  d e s k ? ”

M o rtim e r coughed .
“ I  d id ,” h e  said .
“ Y o u ? ” J o n  c ried  u nbeliev ing ly . 

“W ho  do  y o u  th in k  you  a r e ? ”
M o rtim e r  th re w  b a c k  h is  h e a d  defi

a n tly  a n d  ra ise d  an  a rm  d ra m a tic a lly  
o v e r h is  head .

“ H a h ,”  he  c ried . “ I  a m  M o rtim e r  
M e e k .”

“ So w h a t? ”  J o n  sn ap p ed . “ I ’m  te ll
ing  y o u , M eek , y o u ’re  liab le  to  g e t y o u r 
self in to  a  m ess y o u  h a d n ’t  figured  o n .”

“A in ’t  i t  de  t r u th ? ”  a  h o rr ib ly  fa 
m ilia r  voice ra sp e d  in  M o rtim e r’s ear.

A C L A M M Y , cold  sw ea t b ro k e  o u t 
on  M o rtim e r’s b ro w  a n d  h is  th in  

h a ir  tr ie d  to  s ta n d  u p  a n d  w a lk  aw ay . 
H e  d id n ’t  need  to  look a ro u n d  to  know  
th a t  th e  vo ice  b e longed  to  S lug  M c- 
N u t ty  th e  g a n g s te r  a n y  m o re  th a n  a  
m an  h as  to  lo o k  a ro u n d  to  know  th a t  
h e  h a s  b een  slugged  in  th e  h e a d  w ith  a  
b a seb a ll b a t.

I t  was S lug  M c N u tty , acco m p an ied  
b y  a  d a rk , d a p p e r l i t t le  m an , c a rry in g  
a  v io lin  case  u n d e r  h is  a rm .

“ D id ja  t in k  o v e r d a t  li t t le  d e a l,”  M c 
N u t ty  sn a p p e d , “ o r  a re  you  s till  go in ’ 
to  p la y  d u m b ? ”

M o rtim e r  fe lt B e tty ’s h a n d  tu g g in g  
a t  h is  sleeve.

“ W ho  a re  th e y ? ” she  w h isp ered . 
“ T h e y  . . . th e y  look  d a n g e ro u s .”

“ D o n ’t  w o rry ,”  M o rtim e r  h e a rd  
J o n ’s voice in  th e  b a c k g ro u n d . “ T h e y ’re 
ju s t  a  couple  o f h is  ch eap  frie n d s . I ’ll 
ta k e  ca re  of y o u , d a rlin g , n ev e r fe a r .”

“H o w  a b o u t it , c h u m ? ”  M c N u tty ’s 
vo ice  w as om inously  im p a tie n t. “ A re 
y a  re a d y  to  sp ill? ”

“ I  hav e  to  s e ttle  one th in g  a t  a  
tim e ,” M o rtim e r c ried . “ D o n ’t  ru sh  
m e .”

H e  g la re d  w ild ly  a b o u t from  one 
coup le  to  th e  o th e r . H e re  w ere  a ll h is  
tro u b le s , c o n c e n tra te d  a n d  localized , 
d u m p ed  su d d en ly  o n to  h is  neck . T h is ,
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he knew , w as h is  T h e rm o p y la e . I f  he  
failed now  e v e ry th in g  w as lost. H e  
clenched h is fists a n d  je rk e d  h im self up 
to his fu ll h e ig h t. H e  reca lled  fleeting ly  
the co m fo rtin g  w ords of th e  b o ok :

In limes of great stress, when the 
outlook is darkest, strike with the cun
ning of the fox; the strength of the 
lion; the savageness of the tiger, and 
the battle is won.

I t  w as a  la rg e  o rd e r  for M o rtim e r, 
who h a d  sp e n t b u t  one a f te rn o o n  in  th e  
city zoo in  h is  life , b u t  it w as now  or 
never, an d  M o rtim e r’s soul w as  rising  
to th e  occasion . H e  c lea red  h is  th ro a t  
and opened  h is m ou th .

“L ooks lik e  a  ho o k ed  b ass , d o esn ’t  
he?” J o n  c u t in  m alic iously .

T h e  im p a tien ce , th e  h u m ilia tio n , th e  
anger th a t  h a d  b u b b le d  in  th e  cruc ib le  
of M o rtim e r’s sou l, f ro th e d  ov er a t  th is  
last s lu r.

“O h ! ” h e  exploded . “ Go . . .  go to  
b lazes! ”

H e w heeled  to  th e  g rim  figures o f th e  
gangsters, h is  h e a d  sn ap p in g  b a c k  in  a 
defiant ti l t , h is  fe a tu re s  cold  a n d  s te rn .

“N o w ,” he  sn a p p e d  b e llig e ren tly , 
“w hat th e  hell a re  y o u  th u g s  h an g in g  
around  h e re  fo r? ”

“ D o n ’t  get to u g h ,” M c N u tty  w h is
pered m enac ing ly . “ Y ou  k n o w  w h a t 
I w an t. W h e re ’s d a t  tru c k  g o in ’ to  be 
at t ’ree o ’clock  to m o rro w  a f ta n o o n ? ”

“ I t ’s go ing to  be a t  P la z a  a n d  F if th ,” 
M ortim er sn a p p e d , “ b u t th a t  in fo rm a 
tion is n ev er go ing to  do  y o u  a n y  good.”

M c N u tty ’s com pan ion  g lan ced  n e rv 
ously a b o u t th e  office.

“ I  d o n ’t like  i t , ” he  w hined . “ D is 
guy sounds like  he stoo led . L e t’s get 
outa h e re .”

“ Y ou lit t le  r a t ,” M c N u tty  sn ap p ed  a t  
M ortim er. “ D id  y a  tip  th e  coppers
off?”

M o rtim e r th rew  b a c k  h is h e a d  an d  
laughed loud ly . H e  h a d  seen  th is  ges
ture used in n u m erab le  tim es in th e

m ovies a n d  he h a d  longed  se c re tly  for 
a n  o p p o rtu n ity  to  use i t  h im se lf. H e  
th rew  b a c k  h is head  a n d  la u g h ed  aga in .

“ Y ou  f la tte r  y o u rse lf ,”  he  sn eered . 
“ I  d o n ’t  n eed  th e  po lice  to  a t te n d  to  
th e  likes o f you . Y ou  c h e a p  cad s hav e  
m et y o u r  m a tc h  in  M o rtim e r  M e e k .” 
D ra w in g  h im self u p  he la u n c h e d  in to  
th e  finale o f th e  b rid g e  scene , c h a p te r  
tw elve, p ag e  443 . “ B ecau se  y o u  a re  
pow erless to  re s is t m y co m m an d s. D o  
y o u  h e a r  ? H elp less 1 ’ ’

I t  w as a t  th is  p o in t - th a t  J e re m ia h  
J u d so n  chose to  in je c t h im se lf in to  th e  
scene.

“ W h a t do  y o u  m en  w a n t? ” he  c ried , 
w av ing  h is a rm s a t  th e  gan g ste rs . 
“W h a t’s th e  id ea  o f s ta n d in g  a ro u n d  m y  
office lik e  a  p a ir  o f . . .  o f g a n g s te rs? ”

M o rtim e r  ex p erien ced  a  p an g  of 
jea lo u sy . W h a t d id  Ju d so n  m ean  s te a l
in g  th e  sp o tlig h t from  h im  th a t  w ay? 
H is  voice h a d  a  d is tin c tly  fro zen  edge 
as  h e  sa id :

“ I ’ll ta k e  c a re  o f th in g s , J e r ry , 
ju s t— ”

“ B u t I  d e m an d  to  k n o w ,” J u d so n  
in te r ru p te d , “ w h a t— ”

“ O h, s h u t u p ,” M o rtim e r c u t h im  off 
e x a sp e ra ted ly . “ Go clim b  a  flagpole, 
y o u  o ld  fossil, a n d  I ’ll ta k e  ca re  o f these  
c rooks. T h e se  c h e a p  h o od lum s hav e  
m e t th e ir  m a tc h  in — ”

T w o  th in g s  c u t off M o rtim e r’s h a 
rangue .

O ne w as B e tty ’s sh rill sc ream  a n d  
th e  second  w as th e  b eefy  fist of S lug 
M c N u tty  c ra sh in g  in to  th e  side  o f  h is  
head .

T V /T O R T IM E R  h it  th e  floor a n d  
1  b o u n ced  tw ice  b e fo re  he  s e ttle d  
fo r good on th e  b a c k  of h is  n eck , h is  
fingers a n d  legs tw itc h in g  sp a sm o d i
cally .

“ M o rtim e r ,” B e tty  sc ream ed . “ M o r
t im e r .”

D im ly  M o rtim e r h e a rd  th e  c lam or in
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th e  office, th e  shril] c ries  o f th e  w om en, 
th e  ra sp in g  voice of S lug M c N u tty .

“ D o n ’t  a n y b o d y  m a k e  a  m o v e ,” he  
h e a rd  h im  yell. “ S p ike , ge t o u t th e  
ch o p p e r. W e ’ll shoo t ou r w ay  o u ta  
h e re .”

A nd  th e n  he  fe lt so ft, cool h a n d s  on 
h is  face a n d  h e a rd  B e tty ’s an g u ish ed  
voice in  h is  ea r.

“ M o rtim e r , d a rlin g ,”  she  m o an ed , 
“y o u ’re  h u r t ,  b le ed in g .”

M o rtim e r fe lt a  su rg e  of re tu rn in g  
confidence.

“ H a h ,” h e  sa id  th ic k ly . “ W h a t’s a  
l i t t le  b lood  to  M o rtim e r th e  m ig h ty ? ”

H e  s tru g g led  to  h is  k n ees  b u t  B e tty  
p u lle d  h im  back . “ D o n ’t , ” she  begged. 
“ Y o u ’ll be  k ille d .”

“ So w h a t? ” M o rtim e r sn a rled  fo r th e  
firs t tim e  in  h is  life . “ So w h a t? ”  H is 
co u rag e  re tu rn e d  w ith  a  ru sh  as  th e  
d e fian t p h ra se  ro lled  off h is  to n g u e . H e  
p u lled  free  from  B e tty ’s g rip  a n d  s tru g 
g led  to  h is  fee t, h is  la c k lu s te r  eyes t r y 
ing  h a rd  to  flash  co m m and ing ly .

T h e  s itu a tio n  w as one th a t  w ou ld  o r
d in a r ily  ca ll fo r a  r io t sq u a d , te a r  gas 
a n d  a  dozen o r so h u sk y  cops.

S lug M c N u tty  w as b a c k in g  to w ard  
th e  doo r, a  h e a v y  a u to m a tic  c lenched  in  
h is  r ig h t fist. H is  com pan ion  h a d  u n 
sn a p p e d  th e  v io lin  case  a n d  d rag g ed  o u t 
a  s tu b b y , v icious lo o k in g  to m m y  gun , 
w h ich  he  p o in ted  m en ac in g ly  a t  th e  
h u d d le d  g ro u p  o f fr ig h te n e d  em ployees.

“ S to p ,” M o rtim e r c ried , ad v an c in g  
to w a rd  th em . “ S top , you  . . . you  
th u g s .”

T h e  to m m y  gun  sw ung a ro u n d , its  
b la c k  b a rre l a im ing  a t  M o r tim e r’s m id 
se c tio n  a n d  Slug M c N u tty ’s finger 
tig h te n e d  on  th e  tr ig g e r  o f th e  a u to 
m atic .

“ Y o u ’re  b eg g in ’ fo r d is ,”  M c N u tty  
rap p ed .

“ D ro p  th o se  g u n s ,”  M o rtim e r  c ried  
d e sp e ra te ly . “ D ro p  th em , I  sa y .”

A n in s ta n t  la te r , to  th e  a s to n ish m e n t

o f M o rtim e r a n d  th e  te rr if ie d  em 
ployees, th e  g an g s te rs  re lea sed  th e ir  
g rip  on  th e  guns a n d  le t th e m  d ro p  w ith  
a  c la tte r in g  c ra sh  to  th e  floor.

A n aw ed , in c red u lo u s  m u rm u r rose 
fro m  th e  trem b lin g  office w o rk e rs  as th e  
g an g ste rs  s ta re d  h e lp less ly  dow n a t  
th e ir  guns and  th e n  looked  d u m b ly  and  
d azed ly  to  M o rtim e r.

I t  w as a  swTe e t, so u l-sa tis fy in g  m o
m en t for M o rtim e r. H e  filled h is 
lungs a n d  sw ep t a  t r iu m p h a n t gaze 
over th e  b re a th le ss ly  s ilen t office.

“ T h a t ’s b e tte r ,”  h e  sa id , try in g  to  
k eep  his voice fro m  c ra c k in g  w ith  re 
lief. “ M u ch  b e tte r .” H e  tu rn e d  to  
th e  w h ite  a n d  sh a k in g  figure  o f J e re 
m iah  Ju d so n . “ N o th in g  to  w o rry  
a b o u t now , J e r r y ,” he  sa id  lo ftily . “ I  
have  th in g s  u n d e r co n tro l.”

“ O h , M o rtim e r ,”  b re a th e d  B e tty . 
“ Y o u ’re  . . . y o u ’re  w o n d erfu l 1”

“ S ure  I  a m ,” M o rtim e r ag reed . “ T h e  
d o m in a n t ty p e .”

H e  tu rn e d  b a c k  to  th e  g an g ste rs , h is 
fe a tu re s  h a rd e n in g , h is h e a d  sn ap p in g  
b a c k  defian tly .

“ C om e h e re ,” h e  cried , in  a  to n e  of 
voice th a t  soun d ed  like  the  b a rk  of an  
anem ic  p ek inese . “ C om e h e re , a n d  
m a k e  it  sn a p p y .”

T h e  g an g s te rs  o beyed  n u m b ly , th e ir  
eyes s ta r in g  g lassily .

“ N ow  g e t th is ,” M o rtim e r sa id  w hen  
th e y  cow ered  b efo re  h im . “ I ’m  n o t go
ing  to  be  h a rd  on  y o u  fellow s. Y ou 
d o n ’t  d eserve  a n y  m ercy , b u t  I  th in k  
y o u ’ve lea rn ed  th e  fu til i ty  o f c rossing  
sw ords w ith  M o rtim e r M e e k .”

“Je e z ,” sa id  S lug M c N u tty  h u m b ly , 
“y a  m ean  y a  a in ’t  g o in ’ to  tu rn  us over 
to  de c o p s?”

“N o ,” sa id  M o rtim e r , “ I ’m  no t. 
Y o u ’ve le a rn e d  y o u r  lesson .” H e 
p au sed , d e lig h te d ‘w ith  h is  new  role of 
k in d ly  benevo lence. “ I f  you  ever need  
a n y  adv ice  o r  in sp ira tio n  feel free  to  
ca ll on  m e. N ow  go  on  ab o u t y o u r b u s i
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ness, like re a l m e n .”
“Je e z ,” s a id  S lug M c N u tty . “W e 

sure w ill.”

' 'p 'W E N T Y  seco n d s a f te r  th e  doo r h a d  
x  c losed u p o n  th e  sheep ish  ex it o f th e  

gangsters, a  m ild  so r t o f p an d em o n iu m  
broke loose. T h e  em ployees su rg ed  
abou t M o rtim e r , p u m p in g  h is  h a n d , 
s lapp ing  h is  b a c k , a lm o s t te a r fu l in 
the ir re lie f  a n d  h a p p in ess . B u t M o r ti
m er h e a rd  on ly  one voice, saw  on ly  one 
face.

“ O h, d a r lin g ,” B e tty  w as c ry in g , 
“ I ’ve been  such  a  foo l.”

T h e  w ords tr ic k le d  o v e r M o rtim e r  
like cool w a te r  on a  p a rc h e d  p la in . H e  
looked a b o u t fo r Jo n , h is  e rs tw h ile  r iv a l, 
b u t he w as now here  to  be seen.

B u t he d id  see so m eth in g  th a t  m ad e  
him  s ta r t  like  a  p ro d d e d  horse .

T h e  m e ta l d o o r th a t  led  to  th e  in 
c in e ra to r  c h u te  w as sw ing ing  g en tly , 
and  ca u g h t on  a n  edge o f m e ta l w as a 
piece of lig h t g ra y  c lo ^ i;  lig h t g ra y  
clo th  o f th e  sam e sh a d e  a s  th e  su it  
th a t J o n  h a d  been  w earing .

“ I  d o n ’t  know  w here  J o n  w e n t,” 
B e tty  ru sh e d  on , “ a n d  I  d o n ’t  ca re . H e  
ce rta in ly  go t o u t  o f h e re  in  a  h u r ry  
w hen h e  saw  th o se  g u n s .”

M o rtim e r h e a rd  th e  so u n d  of B e t ty ’s 
voice b u t  th e  w ords w ere  n o t re g is te r
ing. H e  w as looking  a t  th e  p iece  of 
c lo th  w ith  h o rrif ied  eyes w hile  h is b ra in  
recalled  th e  la s t  th in g  he h a d  sa id  to  
Jon .

Go to  b lazes, th a t ’s w h a t he  h ad  to ld  
him . T h e  in c in e ra to r  c h u te  led  to  th e  
fu rnace. C o u ld  it be  . . . h a d  Jo n , im 
pelled  b y  h is p o w erfu l w ill, ta k e n  th e  
com m and  lite ra lly ?  T h e  ev idence 
po in ted  th a t  w ay .

H e  rem em b ered  w ith  a  feeling  of re 
lief th a t  it w as su m m er— th e re  w as no 
fire in  th e  fu rn a c e . A t le a s t he  h o p ed  
there  w a sn ’t.

“H e  c e r ta in ly  p ro v e d  h im se lf a

c o w a rd ,” B e tty  s a id  in d ig n a n tly , “ w hen  
th in g s  go t to o  h o t fo r h im .”

“ I  hope th e y  h a v e n ’t by  now ,”  M o rti
m er answ ered .

“ O h , y o u  w ere  sp le n d id ,”  B e tty  
ru sh ed  on. “ T h e  w ay  y o u  b lu ffed  th o se  
g an g s te rs  w as th e  m ost th r illin g  th in g  
I ’ve ever se e n .”

M o rtim e r  he ld  u p  a  d e p re c a tin g  h a n d  
a n d  sm iled  m o d estly .

“ A  little  firm ness now  a n d  th e n ,” he  
sa id , “ is u se fu l.”

“ B u t th e  m ost w o n d erfu l th in g  of 
a ll ,” B e tty  gushed , “ w as th e  c h a r ita b le  
w ay  you  gave  th em  a n o th e r  ch an ce  a n d  
th e n  ca lm ly  to ld  th e m  to  go on a b o u t 
th e ir  business . T h a t  w as b ig  of you , 
M o r tim e r .”

“ I  d id n ’t  w a n t to  be  to o  h a rd  . . .” 
M o r tim e r’s voice ch o k ed  off as h is  h e a r t  
b eg an  to  tu m b le  a ro u n d  lik e  a n  egg in 
bo iling  w a te r . A  p h ra se  o f  B e tty ’s h ad  
su d d en ly  leap ed  ac ro ss  h is  b ra in , g la r
ing  lik e  a  b r ig h t neon  sign.

Told them to go about their busi
nessl

T h e  w ords sp ra n g  b efo re  h is  ey es in 
le tte rs  a  fo o t h igh . T h a t ’s w h a t h e ’d 
to ld  the  g a n g s te rs  to  do , to  go on a b o u t 
th e ir  b u sin ess . A n d  th e  business  o f th e  
g a n g s te rs  h a d  been  to  ro b  th e  specia l 
t ru c k . H e  h a d  to ld  th em , com m an d ed  
th em  w ith  h is  new , p o w erfu l will to  h i
ja c k  th e  a rm o re d  tru c k !

“ W h a t’s th e  m a t te r ? ” B e tty  ask ed  
so lic itously . “ Y ou  look ill, M o r tim e r .”

“ T h is  is te r r ib le ,”  M o rtim e r  b a b b le d  
exc ited ly . “ T h e  g an g ste rs  . . . th e y ’re  
go ing  to  ro b  th e  tru c k . I  to ld  th e m  to . 
T h e y  c a n ’t  h e lp  th e m se lv e s .”

“ N ow , now ,” B e tty  sa id  so o th in g ly , 
“y o u ’re  ju s t  o v e rw ro u g h t. Y o u ’re  su f 
fe ring  a  re a c tio n  fro m  th e  n e rv o u s  ex
c ite m e n t.”

“ B u t y o u  d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d ,” M o r ti
m e r c r ie d  w ild ly . “ T h e  tru c k  . . .  I  
to ld  th e m  to  ro b  i t ! T h a t ’s th e ir  busi
ness. I  to ld  th em  to  do i t .”
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“ Y ou  to ld  th e m  n o th in g  o f th e  s o r t,”  
B e tty  scoffed. “ T h o se  m en w ere  th o r 
o u g h ly  cow ed w hen  you  g o t th ro u g h  
w ith  th em . T h e y  w o n ’t cause  an y o n e  
tro u b le .”

“ T h a t ’s w h a t you  th in k ,” M o rtim e r  
y e lled . H e  fe lt h is  co u rag e  ris ing  ag a in  
to  m ee t th is  em erg en cy . H e  rem em 
b e re d  th a t  he  h a d  b o as tin g ly  n a m e d  th e  
in te rse c tio n  w h ere  th e  t ru c k  w ou ld  be. 
H e ’d  h av e  to  h u r ry  to  s to p  th em . B re a k 
in g  f re e  from  B e tty ’s re s tra in in g  h a n d  
h e  s tro d e  ac ro ss  th e  office a n d  w heeled  
d ra m a tic a lly  to  face th e  b ew ild ered  c ir 
cle o f  em ployees.

“ N e v e r  fe a r ,” h e  c ried , ra is in g  one 
a rm  tr iu m p h a n tly  above  h is  h e a d , 
“ M o rtim e r  M e e k  w ill ta k e  ca re  of 
th in g s .” W ith  a  final d ra m a tic  w ave 
of h is h a n d  h e  tu rn e d  a n d  ra c e d  dow n 
th e  co rr id o r to  th e  e le v a to r . . .

T R A S H I N G  o u t o f th e  lo b b y  of th e  
b u ild in g  he  w heeled  a n d  s tre a k e d  

d o w n  th e  s tr e e t  lik e  E q u ip o ise  a f te r  a  
sa c k  o f o a ts . H e  w as se c re tly  g lad  th a t  
a n o th e r  ch a n c e  to  d e m o n s tra te  h is w ill 
p o w er h a d  p re se n te d  itse lf .

“ G ood p ra c tic e  fo r m e ,”  h e  p a n te d  
as  he  sc u rr ie d  a lo n g . O b liv ious to  h is 
su rro u n d in g s  h e  p e lte d  dow n th e  s tre e t  
tu rn in g  ov er in  h is  m ind  th e  m ost d r a 
m a tic  w ay  to  ro u t  th e  g an g ste rs .

H e  h a d  ju s t  dec ided  to  o rd e r  th e m  
to  m a rc h  aw ay  from  th e  scene single 
file, w hen  he rem em b ered  som eth in g . 
S o m eth in g  th a t  ac te d  as  a  b ra k e  on h is 
d r iv in g  legs a n d  slow ed h im  dow n to  a  
w alk .

H e  h a d  ju s t  re m e m b e red  th a t  th e  ro b 
b e ry  w as sch e d u le d  fo r th e  fo llow ing 
d ay .

F e e lin g  s lig h tly  foo lish  he  cam e to  a  
s to p , h is  sides h e av in g  from  th e  u n a c 
c u s to m e d  ex ertio n . H e  s to o d  s c ra tc h 
in g  h is  h e a d  fo r  a  m in u te  b e fo re  he 
d ec id ed  u p o n  a  c o u rse  of ac tio n . W h y , 
i t  w as  sim ple . H e ’d  go to  po lice  h e a d 

q u a r te rs , a t  th e  C ity  H a ll , a n d  exp lain  
th e  s itu a tio n  to  th em . T h e y ’d  ta k e  
c a re  of i t  fo r h im . N o  sense  in  h im  
going to  all th a t  tro u b le  of s to p p in g  the  
ro b b e ry  w hen  th e y  w ere  being  p a id  to  
do  it.

S ilen tly  c o n g ra tu la tin g  h im se lf on  his 
k een n ess  h e  s ta r te d  w alk in g  ag a in , h u r 
ry in g  in  th e  d irec tio n  of th e  C ity  H a ll.

I t  w as n o t u n til he  tu rn e d  th e  b lock  
lead in g  to  th e  e n tra n c e  of th e  C ity  H a ll 
th a t  M o rtim e r  becam e aw are  o f the  
h u rry in g  s tream s of h u m a n ity  th a t  w ere 
ex c ited ly  ru sh in g  in  th e  sam e d irec tio n .

S tran g e ly  en o u g h , th e y  w ere all 
p ee rin g  u p  a t  th e  sk y , sh a d in g  th e ir  
ey es w ith  th e  b ac k s  of th e ir  h an d s .

M o rtim e r lo o k ed  u p  an d  saw  n o th in g , 
n o t ev en  a  c loud  in  th e  sk y .

D ro p p in g  h is  gaze, h e  h u rr ie d  along  
th ro u g h  th e  th ic k e n in g  crow d. U sing  
h is e lbow s a n d  k nees, he  p low ed  a h e a d  
u n til fin a lly  h is  w ay  w as b lo ck ed  b y  a  
so lid , u n y ie ld in g  m ass of h u m a n ity  th a t  
s tre tc h e d  fro m  sidew alk  to  sidew alk , 
co m p le te ly  closing  off th e  s tre e t.

“ W h a t’s i t  all a b o u t? ” M o rtim e r  
m u tte re d  b ew ildered ly .

“ T e n  cen ts  a  lo o k ,” a  h a rsh  voice 
tw an g ed  b e h in d  him . “T e n  c e n ts  fo r 
a  look  a t  th e  m ad m an . C a n ’t  c lim b  a n y  
h ig h e r. W o n ’t com e dow n. T a k e  a  look  
w hile  th e re ’s s till tim e. H e  m a y  ju m p  
a n y  m in u te .”

M o rtim e r  looked  a ro u n d  a n d  saw  a  
d a rk , m onkey -like  little  m a n  s ta n d in g  
n ex t to  a  telescope m o u n ted  on a  t r i 
pod .

A  c ru d e ly  le tte re d  tin  sign re a d in g  
s e e  m a r s  f o r  a  n i c k e l  d an g led  fro m  
th e  telescope.

“ T e n  cen ts a  lo o k ,” th e  li t t le  m an  
w as in ton ing . “T a k e  a  lo o k  b efo re  he 
ju m p s. W hile  th e re ’s s ti l l  tim e . D o n ’t  
m iss th e  chance  of a  life tim e .”

E n tra n c e d , M o rtim e r  m oved  closer, 
fu m b lin g  fo r a  d im e.

“ W h a t’s i t  a ll a b o u t? ” he  asked .
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“ M a n  on th e  flagpole o f C ity  H a ll ,” 
the p itch  m a n  an sw ered  lacon ica lly . 
“P ro b ab ly  som e n u t .”

E x c ited , M o rtim e r  p a id  th e  m a n  a 
dim e an d  sq u a tte d  b e h in d  th e  te lescope, 
placing h is ey e  to  th e  b a rre l. H e  sw ung 
the ’scope u p  th e  b ro w n  facad e  o f  th e  
H all, p a s t  th e  to p  ra m p a r ts , a n d  th e n  
tilted  it u n til i t  focused  on th e  flagpole.

Sure en o u g h , r ig h t  a t  th e  to p  o f  th e  
pole he co u ld  see th e  en la rg e d  figure  o f 
a m an , c lu tc h in g  d e sp e ra te ly  to  th e  
slender sw ay in g  flagstaff.

“ G o sh !” sa id  M o rtim e r.
H e  t i l te d  th e  ’scope a n d  th e n  th e  

m an’s face  w as v is ib le— a n d  th e  b re a th  
left M o r tim e r ’s lungs w ith  a n  in c re d u 
lous whoooosh.

F o r th e  b ew ild ered , d azed , p a th e tic  
face th a t  fo cu sed  in  th e  te lescope  w as 
th a t o f  Je re m ia h  Ju d so n !

C 'O R  a d izzy  second  M o r tim e r ’s h ead  
ree led  a n d  th e n  w ith  s ick en in g  force 

he reca lled  th e  e x a sp e ra ted  com m and  
he h ad  h u rle d  a t  J u d so n  w hen  th e  g an g 
ste rs  w ere  in  th e  office. Go clim b  a  
flagpole, t h a t ’s  w h a t h e ’d  to ld  h im . A nd  
th a t’s  ju s t  w h a t Je re m ia h  h a d  done.

“ T h is  is te r r ib le ,” M o rtim e r  cried . 
“I ’ve go t to  te ll h im  to  com e dow n b e
fore he  fa lls a n d  is k illed . I ’ve  go t to  
get th ro u g h .”

“ N o  so ap , B u d d y ,” th e  m a n  nex t to  
him  sa id . “T h e  cops h av e  go t th e  crow d 
roped  off. T h e y ’ve g o t a  n e t sp read  
for h im . N o t a  ch an ce  in  a  m illion  to  
get th ro u g h .”

B u t M o rtim e r h a d  n o t w a ited  to  h e a r  
the  la s t. K ic k in g  a n d  sc ra tc h in g , he 
p lunged  th ro u g h  th e  m ob, h is  b re a th  
searing  h is lungs lik e  a  b la s t from  a 
furnace.

“ I ’ve g o t to  ge t th ro u g h ,” h e  yelled . 
“ I  know  h im . I ’ve g o t to  g e t th ro u g h .”

T h e  crow d  p a r te d  u nw illing ly  w ith  
angry  m u t t e r i n g s  a n d  M o rtim e r 
p lunged  on lik e  a  m in ia tu re  b ro n ch o

u n til h e  co llided  w ith  a  b ro a d , b lue -c lad  
b ack .

“ A isy  now ,”  a  h e a v y  voice g row led , 
a  foot o r so abo v e  h is  h ead . “W e got 
one n u t  to  w a tc h  w it’o u t b e in ’ b o th e re d  
b y  th e  lik es  o f  y o u . G et b a c k  th e re  
n o w .”

“ B u t I  te ll y o u  I  k n o w  h im ,” 
M o rtim e r p le a d e d  h y s te ric a lly . F u r i 
ously , b u t  fu tile ly , h e  s tru g g le d  a g a in s t 
th e  h a n d s  th a t  h e ld  h im .

“ G e t b a c k  th e re ,” th e  po licem an  
ro a re d . “ I ’m  n o t foo lin ’ w it’ y o u .”

H e  p la c e d  bo th  h a n d s  on  M o r tim e r ’s 
ch e s t a n d  p u sh ed , su d d en ly  a n d  h eav ily .

M o rtim e r  s ta g g e re d  b a c k w a r d s ,  
t r ip p e d  on  a  loose s to n e  a n d  sp raw led  
to  th e  s tre e t, lan d in g  in  a  p oo l of m u rk y , 
d ir ty  w a te r.

T e a rs  of h u m ilia tio n  b lin d ed  h im  as 
he  s tru g g le d  to  h is  fee t, w a te r d rip p in g  
from  his c lo thes. “ W h o  do  y o u  th in k  
y o u ’re  sh o v in ’ a ro u n d ? ” h e  c ried  a n 
g rily .

“ S u re  an d  m ay b e  i t ’s N a p o le o n  Bo- 
n e y p a r ty ,” th e  p o licem an  sn ee red  s a r 
cas tic a lly . “ O r m ay b e  ju s t  th e  K ing  
o f  E n g la n d .”

“ I t ’s M o rtim e r  M e e k ,” M o rtim e r  
c ried , “ an d  I ’m  te llin g  y o u  to  c lea r ou t 
o f m y  w a y .”

T h e  p o lic e m a n ’s h u g e  fists d o ub led  
m en ac in g ly , b u t  th e n  he  b eg an  to  
trem b le .

“ G o r ig h t a h e a d , s ir ,” h e  q u a k e d , 
b a c k in g  fe a rfu lly  aw ay .

M o rtim e r  d u c k e d  p a s t  h im , ra ced  
ac ro ss  th e  s tre e t  a n d  u p  th e  s te p s  of 
th e  C ity  H all.

“ L e t m e b y ,” h e  sh o u te d  a t th e  o f 
ficer w ho  w as g u a rd in g  th e  doo rs. I n 
s ta n tly  th e  d o o rs  w ere  je rk e d  open  by  
th e  d azed ly  o b e d ie n t g u a rd  a n d  M o r
tim e r  d ash ed  in to  th e  in te r io r  o f th e  
bu ild ing .

A  fa t, re d -fa c ed  l i t t le  m a n  w as s ta n d 
ing  in  th e  m idd le  o f  a  g ro u p , m oan ing  
a n d  w ring ing  h is  h an d s.
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“A  w eek  b e fo re  e lec tio n  i t ’s  g o tta  
h a p p e n ,” he  g ro an ed . “ I t  c o u ld n ’t be 
a  w eek  a f te r ,  oh  no . T h is  is te rr ib le  
p u b lic ity . T h e  p a p e rs  w ill sa y  he  
ju m p e d  in  p ro te s t  a g a in s t m y  tax es. 
T h is  is te r r ib le .”

M o rtim e r  recogn ized  th e  M a y o r  fro m  
th e  p ic tu re s  in  th e  p a p e r . H e  m ad e  a  
bee line  fo r h im  a n d  g ra b b e d  h im  b y  
th e  a rm .

“ L is te n ,” h e  c ried  u rg e n tly . “ I  ca n  
ge t th a t  m a n  dow n  if  y o u ’ll ta k e  m e 
u p  to  th e  ro o f o f th e  b u ild in g .”

T h e  M a y o r  looked  a t  h im  sou rly .
“ W h a t m a k e s  y o u  th in k  y o u  c a n ,” 

h e  a sk e d , “w hen  all th e  cops in  to w n  
h a v e  fa i le d ? ”

“ T a k e  i t  o r  leav e  i t ,”  M o rtim e r  
sn a p p e d . “ I ’m  te llin g  y o u  I  can  ge t 
h im  d o w n .”

T h e  M a y o r  h e s ita te d  fo r  a n  in s ta n t ,  
th e n  h e  sn a p p e d  h is fingers.

“ I ’ll g ive  y o u  a  c h a n c e ,” h e  sn ap p ed . 
“ Y ou c a n ’t  be a n y  w orse  th a n  th ese  
p o lice  h a v e  b e e n .”

A  N  ex p ress  e le v a to r  w h isk ed  th e m  to  
th e  roo f. T h e re  M o rtim e r  saw  fifty  

o r s ix ty  po licem en , se rg e a n ts , c a p ta in s , 
l ie u te n a n ts  crow ded  a b o u t th e  b ase  of 
th e  flags po le  sh o u tin g  a n d  g e s tic u la tin g  
a t  th e  figure f if ty  fee t abo v e  th e ir  h ead s .

“ I t ’s no u se ,” o ne  o f th e m  c rie d  as  
th e  M a y o r  b u s tle d  o u t  o f  th e  e le v a to r. 
“ T h e  n u t  w o n ’t  com e dow n. I f  w e c lim b  
a f te r  h im , h e ’s liab le  to  ju m p .”

M o rtim e r  s te p p e d  o u t o f th e  e le v a to r  
a f te r  th e  M a y o r . “ I ’ll g e t h im  d o w n ,” 
h e  sa id  co n fiden tly . “J u s t  w a tc h .”

“ W h a t a re  you  g o in ’ to  d o ? ”  a  c a p 
ta in  a sk e d  su sp ic iously . “ P u t  s a lt on  
h is  ta i l? ”

“N o ,” M o rtim e r  sa id  ca lm ly . “ I ?m 
ju s t  go ing  to  te ll h im  to  com e d o w n .”

“ W h a t? ” y e lled  th e  M a y o r. “ I  
th o u g h t y o u  h a d  som e p la n , som eth in g  
in  th e  w ay  o f  s tra te g y . I f  th is  is a  gag, 
y o u ’ll find  o u t i t  is n ’t  fu n n y  1”

M o rtim e r  fa v o red  h im  w ith  a  cold 
look  a n d  th e n  s tro d e  to  th e  b ase  of the  
s len d e r, sw ay ing  flagpole. H e  looked  
u p  its  sh in in g  le n g th  to  th e  p itifu l, 
h u d d le d  figure  th a t  h a d  c lam p ed  itse lf 
to  th e  to p  o f th e  pole. H e  tu rn e d  to  
th e  crow d  o f officers a n d  officials.

“P le a se ,” he  yelled . “ B e q u ie t. I  
m u s t h av e  s ilence .”

T h e  m u rm u rin g  ta lk  d ied  aw ay  un til 
th e  on ly  sou n d  on the  to p  o f  th e  roof 
w as th e  w ind  w h istlin g  p a s t th e  flagpole.

A gain  M o rtim e r  lo o k ed  up  th e  pole 
a t  J e re m ia h  J u d so n  an d  th e n  he  cupped  
h is  h a n d s  ov er h is  m o u th .

“ J e re m ia h ,” he  sh o u te d . “ C a n  y o u  
h e a r  m e ? ”

A second  la te r  a  q u iv e rin g  affirm ative  
flo a ted  dow n to  th e  te n se  crow d  on th e  
roo f.

M o rtim e r  p a u sed , s ta re d  d ra m a tic 
a lly  a ro u n d  th e  s ilen t, b re a th le ss  c irc le  
o f sp e c ta to rs  a n d  th e n  lo o k ed  b a c k  u p  
th e  pole.

“O k a y , th e n ,” h e  ye lled . “ C om e on 
d o w n .”

T N  th e  M a y o r ’s office a  c o n g ra tu la to ry , 
b a c k -s la p p in g  crow d  su rg ed  a ro u n d  

M o rtim e r . F la sh  b u lb s p o p p ed  in  h is 
face  a n d  re p o rte rs  w ith  g reed y  n o te 
b o o k s  sh o t q u es tio n s  a t  h im .

“ H o w ’d  y o u  get h im  to  com e d o w n ,” 
one o f  th e m  a sk e d , “ w hen all th e  e ffo rts  
o f  th e  po lice  h a d  fa ile d ? ”

“ I ju s t  a sk e d  h im  to ,” M o rtim e r  r e 
p lied  n o n c h a la n tly  a n d  th e n  h e  added  
m alic io u sly : “ T h a t ’s th e  o ne  th in g  th e  
po lice  fo rg o t to  d o .”

“ W h a t a  s to r y ! W h a t a  s to r y ! ” the  
new shaw k  c h o rtle d  h a p p ily . “ F ire  
hoses, s a fe ty  n e ts , po lice co rd o n  fail b u t 
po lite  re q u e s t tu rn s  t r ic k . I t ’s h e a d 
lines fo r you , b u d d y .”

M o rtim e r fe lt a  lig h t ta p  on  h is shou l
d e r  a n d  he tu rn e d  to  face  a n  a le r t  lo o k 
ing , w ell d re sse d  y o u n g  m an  w ho  
g ra b b e d  M o r tim e r ’s h a n d  and pumped
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it en thusiastica lly .
“N a m e ’s B lak e , T e r ry  B la k e ,” the  

young m an  sa id . “ R e p re se n t th e  M e, 
John P ub lic , ra d io  show . Y o u ’ve h e a rd  
it. O dd s lan ts  on  th e  d a y ’s news. N ow  
I w onder if  y o u ’d  do us a  fav o r an d  
m ake an  a p p e a ra n c e  on to m o rro w ’s 
show a n d  te ll th e  ra d io  au d ien ce  a b o u t 
your experience h e re  to d a y ? ”

“O h it w asn ’t  th a t  im p o r ta n t,” M o r
tim er b eg an  b u t  th e  o th e r  ch o p p ed  him  
off.

“Y es it w as. T h a t ’s th e  k in d  o f  stuff 
tha t Jo h n  P u b lic  e a ts  u p . N ow  will you 
do it?  T h e re ’ll be  a  n ice  ch eck  in  it 
for y o u .”

“W ell,” M o rtim e r p ro lo n g ed  th e  d e 
lightfu l co n v e rsa tio n , “ w h a t tim e  is the  
show ?”

“T w o o ’clock to m o rro w  a fte rn o o n . 
Can I  ex p ec t y o u ? ”

“W ell,” M o rtim e r tr ie d  to  so u n d  as 
if he w ere w eigh ing  fac to rs , “ I  th in k  I  
can m ak e  it. As y o u  say  th e  p u b lic  
enjoys th a t  ty p e  o f th in g . M a k e s  it  so rt 
of a  d u ty , d o esn ’t  i t ? ”

“ R ig h t you  a re ,” th e  affable you n g  
man agreed . “ T w o  o ’clock , d o n ’t  fo r
get. I ’ll be  look ing  fo r y o u .”

I t  w as q u ite  a  tim e  a f te r  h e  d isap^ 
peared  befo re  M o rtim e r w as ab le  to  
b reak  aw ay  from  th e  e n th u s ia s tic  crow d 
and get to  th e  co rrid o r.

A nd it w as th e n  a n d  on ly  th e n  th a t  
he rem em b ered  th e  business  th a t  h ad  
b rought h im  to  th e  C ity  H a ll in  th e  firs t 
place.

T h e  ro b b e ry . T h e  ro b b e ry  of th e  
delivery  tru c k  th a t  w as sch ed u led  to  
take p lace  th e  follow ing d ay .

“ G osh ,” he  m u tte re d  to  h im self. “ Be 
too b ad  if I  fo rgo t th a t .”

P eerin g  ab o u t, he saw  a  d o o r le tte re d  
C H IE F  O F  P O L IC E  a n d  tu rn e d  his 
steps in  th a t  d irec tio n .

“T h e y  can  ta k e  ca re  o f i t , ”  he 
thought. “ I ’D be to o  b u sy . I ’m  going 
on the  a ir  to m o rro w .”

“— A N D  N O W , lad ies an d  gen tlem en , 
i t  is th e  p riv ilege  of th e  Q u iscu it B is
c u it C o m p an y  to  p re se n t to  y o u  a t  th is  
tim e a  m an  w hose n am e  h as  been  b la 
zoned ac ro ss  th e  h ead lin es  fo r th e  la s t 
tw e n ty -fo u r h o u rs .”

M o rtim e r c lu tch ed  h is speech  n e r
v o u sly  as th e  a n n o u n c e r ap p ro a c h e d  
th e  clim ax of th e  in tro d u c tio n . H e  
sm iled  w an ly  a t  B e tty  w ho  s tood  n ex t 
to  h im  g rip p in g  his a rm  tig h tly .

“ A re you  n erv o u s , d e a r? ” she ask ed  
w orried ly .

“ N  . . n o t a t  a ll,”  M o rtim e r lied . 
“ I t ’s ju s t  th a t  . . . i t ’s ju s t  th a t  i t ’s  a 
little  close in  h e re , t h a t ’s a ll .”

“ A nd  now ,” th e  a n n o u n c e r signalled  '  
M o rtim e r w ith  h is  h a n d , “ you  will h e a r  
M o rtim e r M eek  te ll you  in  h is  ow n 
w ords th e  th rillin g  s to ry  th a t  h as  ca p 
tu re d  th e  im a g in a tio n  of th e  c o u n try  
o v ern ig h t. Q u iscu it B iscu it ta k e s  p le a s 
u re  in  p re se n tin g , M e , J o h n  P u b lic ’s 
M a n  of th e  M in u te — M o rtim e r  M eek  I”

M o rtim e r w a lk ed  to  th e  “ m ik e ” on 
k n ees  th a t  shook  an d  w obb led  p a in 
fu lly . H e  sw allow ed n erv o u sly  a n d  th e n  
he  fe lt a  d ra f t  on h is neck .

H e  risk ed  a q u ic k  p eek  over h is 
sh o u ld e r a n d  saw  th a t  B e tty  h a d  ra ised  
one of th e  w indow s. A  re fre sh in g  b reeze 
w as w a ftin g  th ro u g h  th e  s tu d io .

H e  sm iled  fleeting ly  a t  h e r  a n d  th e n  
tu rn e d  b a c k  to  th e  “ m ik e ” c lea rin g  h is  
th ro a t.

“ Go o n ,” th e  a n n o u n c e r w hispered . 
“ Y o u ’re  on th e  a ir .”

M o rtim e r ra llied  h is cou rage  a n d  se t 
h is  fee t firm ly  as if he w ere  p re p a rin g  
to  ta k e  a sw ing w ith  a  go lf c lub .

“ L ad ies  an d  g e n tle m e n ,” he read , 
“ m y nam e is M o rtim e r M eek . I  w as 
w a lk in g  dow n tow n  y e s te rd a y  a fte rn o o n  
w hen su d d e n ly — ”

A n ed d y in g  g u st of w ind  w h istled  
th ro u g h  th e  s tu d io  a n d  M o rtim e r 
p a u se d  to  p u sh  th e  h a ir  o u t o f h is  eyes.

“ W h en  su d d e n ly ,”  h e  s tru g g led  on
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a g a in , “ I  n o tic e d  a  c ro w d — ” H e  
s to p p e d  a g a in  as  a n o th e r  b u rs t  o f  w ind  
r a t t le d  th e  p a p e rs  in  h is  h a n d . H e  tr ie d  
d e sp e ra te ly  to  g e t a  firm er g rip  on  th e  
p a p e r  a n d  th e n  i t  h ap p en ed .

H is  sw e a ty  fingers s lipped  on  th e  
sm o o th  p a p e r  a n d  th e  n ex t in s ta n t  h is 
sp eech  w as fly ing  ac ro ss  th e  room , 
tw is tin g  a n d  tw irlin g  lik e  a  le a f  in  a  
gale.

M o rtim e r  s ta r te d  a f te r  it' b u t  th e  a n 
n o u n c e r je rk e d  h im  b ack .

“ Y o u ’re  on th e  a ir ,” he  h issed . “ K e e p  
ta lk in g .”

M o rtim e r  s ta re d  in  te r ro r  a t  th e  
“ m ik e .”

“ H e llo ,” h e  g u lp ed  in an e ly . “ I  d id n ’t  
do  a n y th in g  m uch  . . . th a t  is . . .  I  
m ean , I  d id n ’t th in k  i t  w as m u ch  b u t  
I  sup p o se  y o u  peop le  w a n t to  h e a r 
a b o u t i t  an y w a y . T h e  ra d io  execu tive  
w as te llin g  m e how  foolish  y o u  peop le  
a re  a b o u t th in g s  lik e  th a t .”  M o rtim e r  
p a u se d  a n d  lo o k ed  d e sp e ra te ly  a b o u t 
th e  s tu d io . T h e  a n n o u n c e r a n d  tw o  
c o n tro l m en  w ere  s till  c h a s in g  a f te r  h is 
speech .

“ W h a t I  m e a n ,”  he  f lo u n d ered  on, 
“ is th a t  i t  w a sn ’t  m u ch  of a  jo b  fo r  m e. 
A s a  m a tte r  o f fa c t th e  b ig g est jo b  I  
h a d  w as to  conv ince  th e  po lice  to  le t 
m e th ro u g h  so  I  co u ld  g e t th e  m a n  
dow n. Y o u  know  th e  po lice  in  th is  
to w n  a re  n o t a s  b r ig h t as  th e y  m ig h t 
b e .” M o rtim e r  re m e m b e red  th e  p o lice
m an  w ho  h a d  shoved  h im  in to  th e  p u d 
d le  a n d  w a rm e d  to  h is  su b je c t.

“ W e ’d  g e t a lo n g  a  le t  b e t te r  if  a ll th e  
d u m b , in c o m p e te n t po licem en  lis ten in g  
to  th is  p ro g ra m  w ou ld  go a n d  ta k e  a  
tw o  w eek  v a c a tio n  fo r th em se lv es. 
W h a t th is  c ity  needs— ”

A  S T R O N G  h a n d  g ra b b e d  M o rti-  
^  m e r’s sh o u ld e r , je rk e d  h im  aw ay  
fro m  th e  “ m ik e .”  T h e n  th e  a n n o u n c e r 
w as sa y in g  b re a th le ss ly :

“Due to circumstances beyond our

c o n tro l w e w ill be  u n a b le  to  give y o u  
th e  re s t o f  th is  b ro a d c a s t. A  tra n sc r ib e d  
o rg an  so lo  w ill fo llow .”

T h e  an n o u n c e r sw itch ed  off th e  
" m ik e ” a n d  w heeled  to  M o rtim e r.

“ Y ou  c a n ’t  sa y  th in g s  like  t h a t ,” he 
c r ie d  w ild ly . “ I t ’s  s la n d e r. T h e  F e d 
e ra l C om m ission  m a y  je rk  o u r license 
fo r th is .”

“ B u t i t ’s t ru e ,”  M o rtim e r in s is ted  
w eak ly . “ T h e  po lice  are in c o m p e te n t.”

“ O o o h ,” th e  a n n o u n c e r g roaned . 
“ T h a t  d o e sn ’t  m a k e  a n y  difference. 
T h is  is  te r r ib le .”

M o rtim e r  fe lt B e tty  tu g g in g  a t  h is 
sleeve.

“ W e ’d b e tte r  b e  go ing  d e a r ,” she 
sa id . “ T h a t ’s th e  th a n k s  y o u  ge t fo r 
try in g  to  h e lp  y o u r  o ld  c ity . T h e y  ju s t  
d o n ’t  a p p re c ia te  i t . ”

M o rtim e r  fe lt s lig h tly  b e t te r .  “ I  
guess y o u ’re  r ig h t ,” he  sa id  in  a  voice 
d rip p in g  w ith  se lf p ity . “ I ’m  ju s t  a  
m a r ty r ,  t h a t ’s all. J u s t  a  m a r ty r .”

O u ts id e  in  th e  h a llw ay  le a d in g  to  
th e  e le v a to rs  M o rtim e r a lm o st b u m p ed  
in to  a  la rg e , red  faced  po licem an  w ho 
w as h u rry in g  by .

“ S o rry , fe lla ,”  th e  cop  y e lled  o v er h is  
sh o u ld e r, “ I ’m  ju s t  s ta r t in g  on m y  v a 
ca tio n  a n d  I ’m  in  a  l i t t le  h u r r y .”

S lig h tly  p u z z le d , M o rtim e r  follow ed 
h im  to  th e  e le v a to r a n d  cro w d ed  in  b e 
h in d  him .

A t th e  f irs t s to p  th re e  m o re  p o lice
m en  p u sh e d  in to  th e  car.

“ I ’m  h ead in g  fo r th e  la k e s ,”  he  h e a rd  
one of th e m  say . “ I ’m  re a lly  go ing to  
en jo y  m y se lf th is  v a c a tio n .”

T h e  o th e rs  la u g h ed  h e a r tily  an d  
s la p p e d  h im  on th e  b a c k .

“ So a re  w e,”  one of th e m  ch u ck led , 
“ I  c a n ’t  w a it t ill  I  g e t th e  o ld  fish pole 
in  m y  h a n d s .”

M o rtim e r cow ered  in  th e  b a c k  of the  
e le v a to r , a  s tra n g e , w ild  p rem o n itio n  
ch illing  h is  sp ine . M a y b e  i t  w as a  co 
in c id en ce— m a y b e  . . .
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T h e  e le v a to r s to p p e d  a n d  M o rtim e r 
d a sh e d  o u t of th e  cage  a n d  ra ced  
th ro u g h  th e  lo b b y  to  th e  s tre e t.

A n d  th e n — h is p re m o n itio n  b ecam e a  
h o rrib le  re a lity  a s  he  s ta re d  a t  th e  chaos 
a n d  co n fu sio n  th a t  g re e te d  h is  eyes.

P o licem en  w ere  w a lk in g  a rm  in  a rm , 
la u g h in g  m e rrily  a t  th e  sn a rle d  traffic , 
a t th e  b ew ild e red , p a n ic -s tr ic k e n  p e d e s
tria n s .

A  m o u n te d  po licem an  g a l l o p e d  
th ro u g h  th e  s tre e t ,  w av in g  h is cap  over 
h is head .

“ H iy o , S ilv e r,” h e  be 11 o  w  e d  . 
“ A w aaay . A w aaaay  fo r a  v aca tio n . 
G ang  A w a a a a y !”

D im ly , th ro u g h  th e  fog of te r r o r  th a t  
sw ep t ov er h im , M o rtim e r  re a lized  th a t  
B e tty  w as sc ream in g  in  h is  ear.

“ M o rtim e r ,” h e r  vo ice  w as ed g ed  
w ith  p an ic . “ W h a t’s h a p p e n e d ?  A ll 
th ese  po licem en  a re  d e se rtin g  th e ir  
p o s ts . T h e y ’ve gone c razy . W h a t does 
it m e a n ? ”

“ T h e y ’re going on  v a c a tio n s ,”  M o r
tim e r  w h isp e red  h o a rse ly . “ T h e y ’re  
going on  v aca tio n s  b ecau se  I  to ld  th em
to .”

“ O h n o n sen se ,” B e tty  excla im ed . “ I f  
y o u ’re  th in k in g  a b o u t w h a t y o u  sa id  
on th e  ra d io — w hy th a t ’s a b su rd . A nd 
b e s id es ,” sh e  co n cluded  tr iu m p h a n tly , 
“y o u  d is tin c tly  s a id  th a t  o n ly  th e  in 
co m p eten t po licem en  sh o u ld  ta k e  a  v a 
ca tio n .”

“ B u t d o n ’t  you  see ,” M o rtim e r  c r ie d  
h y s te ric a lly , “ t h a t ’s ju s t  i t . T h e y ’re  all 
in com peten t. T h e y ’re  a ll le av in g .”

H e  s ta re d  w ild ly  a b o u t a t  th e  m illing  
crow ds, a t  th e  ja m m e d  tra ffic . T h e n  
his eyes flicked  p a s t a  clock  a n d  s u b 
consciously  re g is te re d  th e  tim e .

T w o th ir ty !  S u d d en ly , w ith  th e  force 
of a p ile  d r iv e r , a  te rr ib le  re a liz a tio n  
c rashed  in to  h is  consciousness.

T w o th ir ty !  In  a  h a lf  h o u r  th e  g an g 
sters w ou ld  be  h ija c k in g  th e  a rm o re d  
delivery  tru c k . T h e re  w as n o th in g  a n d

no one to  s to p  th em . T h e  po lice , in  
resp o n se  to  M o rtim e r’s th o u g h tle ss  
co m m an d , w ere  d e se r tin g  th e i r  p o s ts  in 
d roves.

I t  to o k  M o rtim e r  sev e ra l lo n g  sec 
on d s to  re c o v e r from  th e  sh o ck , b u t  
w hen  he  d id  h is  h e a d  sn a p p e d  b a c k  
d e fian tly . G a n g ste rs  re a d y  to  s tr ik e ;  
po lice  no w h ere  in  sigh t.

I t  w as M o rtim e r  M e e k  to  th e  rescue .
“ B e tty ,” h e  g ra b b e d  h e r  b y  th e  a rm , 

“ W a it h e re  fo r  m e. I ’ve go t a  li t t le  jo b  
to  ta k e  c a re  o f .”

“ D a r lin g ,” th e re  w as a  n o te  of a la rm  
in  h e r  vo ice , “ w h ere  a re  y o u  g o in g ?”

B u t M o rtim e r  w as a lre a d y  s tre a k in g  
aw ay  to  k e e p  h is  d a te  w ith  D e s tin y  . . .

jV /T O R T IM E R  h e a rd  th e  b r isk , ch ill
in g  ra t t le  o f m ach in e  g u n  fire b e 

fo re  h e  re a c h e d  th e  in te rse c tio n  of 
P la z a  a n d  F if th . T h e  th o u g h t th a t  h e  
m ig h t b e  to o  la te  a c te d  as  a  s p u r  in  h is  
f lank , d riv in g  h im  on  a t  a  b re a th le ss , 
in c re a se d  speed .

H e  h e a rd  a  sh o u t, a  sc ream  a n d  th e n  
as  he ro u n d e d  th e  c o m e r  th e  scen e  w as 
su d d e n ly  sp re a d  b e fo re  h im .

G a n g s te rs  w ere  sw a rm in g  a b o u t th e  
w reck ed  d e liv e ry  tru c k , m en a c in g  th e  
b y s ta n d e rs  a n d  a rm o re d  tru c k  d riv e rs  
w ith  m ach in e  gu n s. A  m ov ing  v an  h ad  
been  b a c k e d  u p  to  th e  d e liv e ry  tru c k  
a n d  M o rtim e r  saw  th e n  th a t  th e  r e a r  
d o o rs  o f th e  a rm o re d  t ru c k  h a d  been  
fo rced  open . A  fa m ilia r , b u lk y , lo u d ly  
d re sse d  figure  w as c la m b e rin g  in to  th e  
a rm o re d  tru c k , a  h e a v y  a u to m a tic  in  
h is  fist. S lug M c N u tty .

A nd  a  second  a f te r  S lug M c N u tty ’s 
figure h a d  d isa p p e a re d  in to  th e  in te r io r  
o f th e  tru c k , a  h e a v ily  s tu ffed  m o n ey  
b a g  cam e fly ing o u t, to  v an ish  th ro u g h  
th e  open  doo rs a n d  in to  th e  bow els o f 
th e  w a itin g  v an .

I n  th is  c risis  M o rtim e r  w as calm . H e  
sq u a re d  h is  sh o u ld e rs , til te d  h is  h e a d  
d e fia n tly  a n d  th e n  c h a rg e d  in to  th e
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m idd le  o f  th e  s tre e t.
“ S to p ,” h e  c ried . “ S top. I t  is  I ,  

M o r tim e r  M eek , w ho co m m an d s i t .”
H is  su d d en , s u r p r i s i n g  a rr iv a l 

c h e c k e d  th e  g a n g s te rs . T h e ir  m uzzles 
d r o p p e d  u n c e r ta in ly  as  M o rtim e r  
looked  a b o u t s te rn ly .

“ N o w ,” sa id  M o rtim e r. H e  s tep p ed  
b e tw een  th e  tw o  tru c k s  an d  ju s t  a t  th a t  
in s ta n t  a  h e av y  c u rre n c y  sack  h u r tle d  
th ro u g h  th e  a ir. I t  s tru c k  h im  a t  th e  
b ase  o f  th e  n e c k  w ith  a  s tu n n in g  p a ra 
ly z in g  blow  th a t  ig n ite d  a  sp a rk lin g  
c o n s te lla tio n  of s ta r s  in  h is  h e a d , an d  
th e n  k n o c k e d  h im  fla t on  h is face.

M o rtim e r  d id n ’t  h e a r  th e  ex c ited  ex
c la m a tio n  th a t  r ip p e d  from  th e  lip s  o f 
th e  g a n g s te r , n o r d id  h e  see th e  figure 
o f  S lug M c N u tty  c lam b er dow n from  
th e  b a c k  o f th e  tru c k .

“ C rip e s ,”  g a sp e d  M c N u tty , “ i t ’s de 
little  sh rim p  fro m  de L o a n  C om pany . 
H e re ,” h e  y e lled  to  one o f th e  g a n g ste rs , 
“ g im m e a  l i f t  w it d is  guy . W e c a n ’t 
leav e  h im  h e re , h e ’d  t ip  th e  cops for 
su re .”

S tro n g  h a n d s  lif te d  M o rtim e r’s  lim p  
figure a n d  to ssed  i t  in to  th e  v an  on to p  
of th e  c u rre n c y  sacks.

“ L e t’s g e t ro llin ’,” M c N u tty  sn a p p e d , 
“ b efo re  so m ’th in ’ else h a p p e n s .”

T h e  w ords h a d  h a rd ly  p a sse d  h is  lips 
b e fo re  som eth in g  e lse  d id  h ap p en .

S om eth ing  in  th e  fo rm  of a  c law ing , 
sc ra tc h in g , d a rk -h a ire d  b u n d le  o f fem 
in in e  fu ry  th a t  la u n c h e d  its e lf  a t  Slug 
M c N u tty  like  a n  a n g ry  tig ress.

“ M o rtim e r ,” th e  d a rk -h a ire d  g irl 
sc ream ed . “ W h a t h av e  you  done w ith  
h im ? ”

M c N u tty  w heeled , yow ling  as  long 
re d  fin g ern a ils  ra k e d  th e  b ack  of h is 
n eck . T w is tin g  h e  g ra b b e d  th e  sq u irm 
in g , k ic k in g  g irl a n d  h o is te d  h e r  on to  
h is  sh o u ld e r.

“ O pen  de d o o rs  o f  de  v a n ,” he  ye lled , 
“ i t ’s de  little  g u y ’s d am e, w e g o tta  ta k e  
h e r  w it’ us to o .”

T h e  doo rs sw ung  open , M c N u tty  
d u m p e d  his s tru g g lin g  b u rd e n  in to  th e  
v an , th e  d o o rs  sw ung  sh u t, a  p a d lo c k  
sn ap p ed .

“ C om e o n ,” sh o u te d  M c N u tty . “ T h e  
bulls w ill be a long  a n y  m inu te . W e ’ll 
ta k e  ca re  o f  dese  tw o w hen  w e g e t to  
de h id e o u t.”

T V /T O R T IM E R  c l i m b e d  w earily  
1  1  th ro u g h  th ic k  c louds o f  fog a n d  
opened  h is  ey es to  see B e tty  look ing  
dow n a t  h im  a  te n d e r , w o rried  ex p res
sion  on  h e r  face.

“ B e tty ,” h e  g asped  w eak ly . “ W here  
a re  w e? H ow  d id  you  . . . ? ”

H e  s ta r te d  to  rise , b u t sagged  b a c k  
g ro an in g  as  a  th o u sa n d  h am m ers  
s ta r te d  to  p o u n d  in  h is  sku ll.

“ O h  M o rtim e r ,” B e tty  g ro an ed . 
“ W e ’re  in  te rr ib le  tro u b le . T h e  g a n g 
s te rs  b ro u g h t us h e re  to  th is  l i t t le  fa rm  
house  a b o u t tw e n ty  m iles from  th e  c ity . 
I  h e a rd  th e m  say  i t ’s a  h id e o u t.”

“ B u t how  d id  th e y  g e t y o u ? ” M o r
tim e r  a sk e d  dazed ly .

“ I  fo llow ed y o u ,” B e tty  sa id . “ I  
suppose  it w as foolish , b u t  I  h ad  som e 
s tra n g e  feeling  th a t  y o u  w ere go ing  in to  
d a n g e r a n d  I  w a n te d  to  be  w ith  you. 
T h e  g a n g s te rs  g rab b ed  m e, th re w  m e in 
th e  tru c k  a n d  th a t ’s w here  I  fo u n d  you . 
Y o u ’ve b een  unconsc ious fo r th ree  
h o u rs . Y o u  m u s t hav e  h a d  a  te rr ib le  
figh t w ith  th e m .”

“ T h re e  of th e m ,” M o rtim e r  sa id , 
“ ju m p e d  m e from  b e h in d .”

H e  clim bed  to  his feet, d is re g a rd in g  
th e  p a in  in  h is  head .

“ B u t th e y  w on’t  ge t aw ay  w ith  th is ,” 
he c ried . “ I  am  M o rtim e r M eek . I ’ll 
show  th e m  th e y ’re  p la y in g  w ith  d y n a 
m ite .”

“ O h  M o rtim e r ,” B e tty  sa id  e c s ta tic 
a lly . “ W hen  y o u  scow l lik e  th a t  it 
sen d s ch ills u p  m y sp ine . Y o u ’re  w on
d e rfu l .”

M o rtim e r sq u a re d  h is sh o u ld ers . H e
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h a d n ’t  h a d  a  ch an ce  to  d isp la y  h is  will 
p o w er a t  th e  ro b b e ry  b u t h e ’d m ake  u p  
fo r i t  now .

S tr id in g  to  th e  d o o r, h e  p o u n d ed  on 
it w ith  b o th  fists.

“ C om e in  h e re ,”  h e  sh o u ted , “ a n d  
m a k e  it  sn a p p y .”

T h e re  w as a  m o m e n t’s silence a n d  
th e n  a  s lig h tly  b ew ild ered  n asa l voice 
an sw ered .

“ O k a y  b u d d y , w e’ll m a k e  i t  sn a p p y  
fo r  y o u .”

M o rtim e r  tu rn e d  to  B e tty , h is  chest 
sw elling  p ro u d ly .

“ D id  y o u  h e a r  th a t ,”  he  a sk e d  h a p 
p ily . “ I ’ve g o t ’em  on th e  ru n .”

A  b o lt  a n d  c h a in  r a t t le d  a n d  th e n  th e  
d o o r sw ung  in w a rd  a n d  a  w edge o f 
lig h t s la n te d  in to  th e  room . A second  
la te r  th e  la rg e  b u lk  o f  S lug M c N u tty  
m oved  in to  th e  room .

M o rtim e r  p a u se d  a n d  sn eered  a t  th e  
b u r ly  g a n g s te r . H e  se a rch ed  h is  b ra in  
fo r th e  m ost h u m ilia tin g  c o m m an d  th a t  
h e  cou ld  th in k  of. T h e y  w o u ld n ’t  d a re  
b o th e r  h im  ag a in . H e  o p ened  h is  m o u th  
— b u t h e  w as to o  la te .

S lug M c N u tty ’s  b ee fy  h a n d  flashed  
o u t a n d  c lam p ed  over M o r tim e r ’s 
m o u th .

“ Y e r ta lk in ’ to o  m u c h ,”  he  g ra te d . 
“ T h e re ’s so m e th in ’ fu n n y  a b o u t de w ay  
y o u  o rd e r  p eop le  a ro u n d . W e ’re  g o in ’ 
to  fix y a  so  y a  a in ’t  so  g a b b y .”

M o rtim e r  sq u irm e d  h e lp lessly . T h e  
g a n g s te r ’s  h ea v y  h a n d  c lam ped  over h is 
m o u th  a n d  nose  a lm o st s tra n g lin g  h im .

“ G lu g ,”  he  m u m b led  d e sp e ra te ly .
M c N u tty  tw is ted  h is  a rm s b eh in d  his 

b a c k  a n d  th e n  p ro p e lle d  h im  th ro u g h  
th e  doo r, s lam m in g  it  beh in d  h im  on 
B e tty ’s w h im p erin g  p ro te s ts .

A /T O R T I M E R  g azed  f r a n t i c a l l y  
1  1  a b o u t th e  room , a t  th e  five o r six 
h a rd  b i t te n  th u g s  w ho  le e re d  a t  h im .

“ G et th e m  le a th e r  th o n g s ,” M c N u tty  
sn ap p ed . “ I ’m  go in ’ to  fix d is  p u n k  so ’s

h e ’ll s ta y  q u ie t.”
O ne of th e  g an g s te rs  w alked  to  a 

c lo se t a n d  re tu rn e d  c a rry in g  four o r five 
h id e  s tr ip s  w hich  h e  to ssed  to  S lug 
M c N u tty .

T h e  h a n d  over M o rtim e r’s m o u th  
w as su d d en ly  rem oved . B u t b e fo re  he  
cou ld  sh o u t th e  co m m an d s th a t  w ould  
sav e  h im , a  le a th e r  th o n g  w as shoved  
be tw een  h is  te e th  an d  je rk e d  tig h t. T h e  
s t r a p  c u t in to  h is  lip s  a n d  ch eek s as 
M c N u tty  w ound  it  th ro u g h  h is  m ou th  
to  th e  b ack  of h is  neck , a g a in  a n d  again .

M o rtim e r  s tru g g led  d e sp e ra te ly  an d  
fra n tic a lly . I f  he  c o u ld n ’t  ta lk  he w as 
he lp less. H e  m a n a g e d  som ehow  to  
sq u irm  a ro u n d  in  th e  g an g s te rs  g ra sp  
a n d  th e n  w ith  a ll o f  h is  s tre n g th  he 
p o u n d ed  his fists in to  M c N u tty ’s face.

“ Y ou  lit t le  r a t ,”  M c N u tty  snarled . 
H e  tie d  a  la s t  k n o t in  th e  le a th e r  gag 
a n d  th e n  h is  fist la sh e d  o u t a n d  ex 
p lo d ed  w ith  a  so lid , s tu n n in g  sm ack  on 
M o rtim e r’s jaw .

M o rtim e r  flew b a c k w a rd , c ra sh ed  
in to  a  ta b le  a n d  slid  to  th e  floor. H is  
h a n d s  to re  h e lp lessly  an d  fu tile ly  a t  the 
g ag  in  h is  m o u th , a s  he sq u irm ed  a ro u n d  
on th e  floor.

H e  h a d  to  ge t th e  gag  o u t o f h is 
m o u th . I f  he  c o u ld n ’t ,  gone w as any  
ch an ce  o f sav ing  B e tty  o r  h im self.

H e  d id n ’t see th e  k ick  th a t  M c N u tty  
d ire c te d  a g a in s t h is  th re sh in g  figure. 
H is  f irs t know ledge of i t  cam e w hen  it 
c ra sh e d  in to  h is  p o s te rio r  a n a to m y . U n 
d e r  its  im p e tu s h e  slid  a long  th e  floor 
a n d  ro lled  u n d e r th e  ta b le . H is  h an d s  
en c o u n te re d  som eth in g  co ld  a n d  h a rd  
a n d  w ith  th e  dazed  id ea  of u sing  w h a t
ev er it w as as  a  c lu b , he  c lu tch ed  it to  
h is  chest.

“ K ick  th e  ta b le  o v e r,”  he  h e a rd  a 
voice sh o u t. “ I  a in 't  th ro u g h  w ith  the  
little  p u n k  y e t .”

A  h e a v y  fo o t s tru c k  th e  ta b le  a n d  the  
n e x t in s ta n t  M o r tim e r’s  h u d d led  figure 
w as exposed  to  th e  gan g ste rs .
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“ I ’ll ge t h im ,”  a  h e a v y  voice ye lled , 
b u t  th e  w ords w ere a lm o st d ro w n ed  o u t 
in  th e  sh rill sc ream  o f te r ro r  th a t  
b la s te d  th ro u g h  th e  room .

“ L ook  o u t,” a voice sc ream ed . “ H e ’s 
got th e  tom m y g u n ! ”

M o rtim e r c la m b e re d  to  h is  fee t and  
th e re  w as a  w ild  sc u rry in g  of bodies as 
th e  g a n g s te rs  h u r le d  them se lves from  
his p a th .

M o rtim e r to o k  a d v a n ta g e  o f th e  m o
m en ta ry  o p p o rtu n ity  to  tu g  d e sp e ra te ly  
at th e  le a th e r  s tra p s  th a t  w ere  a lm ost 
s trang ling  h im . B u t it w as no use. Slug 
M c N u tty  h ad  d o n e  his w ork  w ell. T h e  
gag held . I t  w as on ly  th e n  th a t  he b e 
came conscious o f th e  in s tru m e n t of 
destruc tion  he  h e ld  tig h tly  c lu tch ed  in 
his h an d .

M o rtim er knew  ju s t  as  m u ch  a b o u t 
in trica te  m ach ine  gu n s a s  th e  av e ra g e  
Zulu tr ib esm an .

H e p eered  u n c e r ta in ly  a t  th e  w eapon  
and th e n  he tu c k e d  i t  u n d e r  h is  a rm  
and raced  o u t th e  door. H e  knew  th a t  
he w ou ldn ’t h av e  tim e  to  s ta n d  th e re  
and figure o u t how  th e  gun  w o rk ed . 
His o n ly  sa lv a tio n  w as to  g e t a  few  m in 
utes o f u n in te r ru p te d  tim e in  o rd e r  to  
get th e  gag  o u t o f h is m ou th . T h e n  
he’d show  ’em .

H e c la tte re d  dow n th e  s tep s  in to  th e  
yard a n d  a  la rge  re d  b a rn  loom ed b e 
fore h is  eyes. W ith  te r ro r  a n d  h o p e  
guiding h is  s tep s  he  fled to w a rd  it  in  a  
crouching, b o b b in g  ru n .

A sh o t whisssshed p a s t  h is  e a r  a n d  
he h ea rd  sh o u te d  cries b eh in d  him .

“ D o n ’t le t h im  ge t a w a y ,” a  voice 
cried. “ K eep  h im  in s ig h t.”

T h e  b a rn  w as la rg e  an d  d im  a n d  as 
M ortim er p ee red  w ild ly  a b o u t fo r som e 
niche or c ra n n y , he  sp ied  a  la d d e r  le a d 
ing u p  to  a  lo ft.

A nd b y  th e  tim e  th e  g an g ste rs  c re p t 
cau tiously  in to  th e  b a rn  M o rtim e r h a d  
scram b led  u p  th e  la d d e r  a n d  d isa p 
peared  from  sigh t.

T N  th e  lo f t , l ik e  an  h y s te r ic a lly  sca red
o strich , M o rtim e r  b u rro w ed  deep  

in to  th e  h a y  u n ti l  o n ly  th e  t ip  o f  h is  
nose  w as v isib le . W ith  one h a n d  he 
w orked  fu rio u sly  a t  th e  le a th e r  gag  an d  
w ith  th e  o th e r  he  c lu tch ed  th e  gun  to  
h is  c h es t a s  if i t  w ere  a  h u n g ry  b a b y .

“ H e ’s in  h e re  so m ew h ere ,” h e  h e a rd  
S lug  M c N u tty ’s voice bellow . “ L ook  
in  de  s ta lls  a n d  d en  w e’ll t r y  d e  h a y 
lo f t .”

T re m b lin g  w ith  a  s tra n g e  m ix tu re  of 
te r ro r  a n d  an g e r, M o rtim e r  tw is te d  to  
d ig  h im se lf d eep e r in to  th e  h a y , a n d  as  
he  d id , h is  h a n d  tig h te n e d  in v o lu n ta rily  
on  th e  gun .

A m eta llic  c la t te r  r ip p e d  th e  silence 
a n d  a  s tre a m  of b u lle ts  sh o t b y  h is  nose 
a n d  w h istled  in to  th e  h ay .

T h e re  w as a  tr iu m p h a n t sh o u t below  
h im  th a t  so u n d ed  like  th e  b a y  o f  a 
b lo o d h o u n d  to  M o rtim e r. H e  h u rle d  
th e  gun  from  h im  a n d  sc ra m b le d  o u t of 
th e  h a y , g la rin g  w ild ly  a ro u n d  fo r  som e 
p lace  to  flee.

T h e re  w as n o n e ! T h e  g a n g s te rs  w ere 
below . T h e  gag  w as s till  firm ly  in 
p lace . H e  w as o u t o f  th e  fry in g  p a n  
in to  th e  fire.

F ire !  W h a t h a d  m ad e  h im  th in k  . . .  ?
H e  sniffed  cu rio u sly  a n d  th e n  w ith  

h o rro r  as  th e  b u rn in g  o d o r o f p u n g e n t 
h a y  s tu n g  h is n o s trils . H e  w heeled  to  
see to n g u es o f flam es le ap in g  from  th e  
h ay . Sm oke w as b illow ing  u p  in  g re a t 
ch o k in g  c lo u d s a s  th e  fire lick ed  i ts  w ay  
g reed ily  th ro u g h  th e  t in d e r-d ry  h a y .

I t  m u st hav e  been  th e  sp a rk s  from  
th e  g u n , h e  th o u g h t d is tra c te d ly .

“ F ire ,” he  h e a rd  S lug M c N u tty  
sh o u t. “ C lea r ou t. W e can  p ic k  off th e  
li t t le  g u y  a s  h e  tr ie s  to  ge t d o w n .”

M o rtim e r b a ck ed  aw ay  fro m  th e  fire, 
h is  m ind  to ss in g  a b o u t lik e  a  s tra w  in 
a  to rn a d o . T h e  g ag  w as s till  c u ttin g  
in to  h is  m o u th , c u ttin g  off a ir . A lm ost 
ch o k in g  as  th e  b i t te r  sm o k e  b u rn e d  
in to  h is  lungs, he  s ta g g e re d  ac ro ss  th e
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floor, h is  eyes an d  hopes riv e te d  on a 
sm all w indow  th ro u g h  w hich  sm oke was 
sp ira llin g . S p a rk s  a n d  em b ers  w ere 
b u rn in g  th e  b a c k  o f  h is neck  b y  th e  
tim e  h e  reach ed  th e  w all an d  s tu c k  h is 
h e a d  o u t o f th e  w indow .

D isre g a rd in g  th e  fa c t th a t  i t  w as a  
fifty -fo o t d ro p  to  th e  g ro u n d , M o rtim e r 
c lam b ered  u p  th e  w all a n d  h o is ted  h im 
se lf o n to  th e  sill o f th e  w indow . H e  
looked  dow n in to  a  sm all fenced  e n 
c losu re  b u ilt  a g a in s t th e  b a m  ev iden tly  
to  sav e  a d d itio n a l fencing. T e th e re d  
in  th e  enc lo su re  M o rtim e r no ticed  a  
la rg e  b la c k  cow  p aw in g  th e  e a r th  an d  
go ring  th e  a ir  w ith  huge, th ic k  ho rns.

I t  w as th e  firs t “ cow ” M o rtim e r h ad  
ev er seen  w ith  h o rn s , b u t th e n  M o r
tim e r h a d  n ev e r seen  m an y  cows.

H e  w as on  th e  p o in t o f leap in g  w hen 
he  n o ticed  th e  lig h tn in g  rod . I t  ra n  
dow n th e  side of th e  b a rn  a b o u t tw o 
fe e t from  th e  w indow . G a th e rin g  h is 
cou rage , he  c lim bed  to  h is  fee t a n d  
reach ed  o u t a n d  g rip p ed  th e  rod . H e  
h a d n ’t dec ided  to  slide  dow n, b u t  su d 
d en ly  th e  decision  w as m ade  fo r  him . 
T h e  w indow  ledge gave w ay  w ith  a  
sp lin te rin g  c ra sh  a n d  M o rtim e r  sw ung 
c raz ily  from  th e  ro d , one p u n y , ra p id ly  
w eaken ing  h a n d  b e tw een  h im se lf an d  
a fa ll to  th e  g ro u n d .

H e  m a n ag ed  to  ge t a  g rip  w ith  h is 
o th e r  h a n d  a n d  th e n  began  a  ca re fu l 
d escen t. H e  w ondered  w here th e  g ang 
s te rs  w ere. I f  th e y  w ere w a iting  for 
h im  on  th e  o pposite  side of th e  b a rn  he 
m ig h t be  ab le—

“ T h e re  he  is. H u r ry  u p .”
T h e  sh o u t c u t off h is  o p tim istic  

th o u g h ts . S tra in in g  a b o u t h e  tw isted  
h is  h e a d  fo r a  look  over h is  shou lder. 
S lug M c N u tty  w as u n fa s te n in g  th e  g a te  
w ith  one h a n d  an d  w aving  ex c ited ly  
w ith  th e  o th e r. M o rtim e r’s hopes p lu m 
m eted  to  h is  shoes as  he saw  th e  fo u r 
rem ain in g  g an g ste rs  jo in  M c N u tty  a t  
th e  g a te .

M o rtim e r c lung  to  th e  lig h tin g  rod , 
h is sou l in a  tu m u lt. H is  a rm s w ere 
s tra in e d  an d  q u iv erin g  w ith  fa tigue  an d  
th e  gag  w as sw iftly  s tra n g lin g  h im . T h e  
fire w as rag ing  a  few  fee t above  h is h ead  
a n d  it w ould  on ly  be  a  m a tte r  o f sec
onds befo re  i t  w as lick in g  a t  h is  h an d s . 
H e  p e e re d  he lp lessly , d esp a irin g ly  over 
h is sho u ld er. T h e  g an g ste rs  w ere  c ro ss
ing  th e  enclosure , guns d raw n , g reed y  
a n tic ip a tio n  in  th e ir  eyes.

“ G lug, g lu g ,” g ro an ed  M o rtim e r. In  
th e  s tre ss  o f  th e  m om en t he c lap p ed  his 
h a n d s  to  h is  h e a d — a n d  th e n  as he 
s ta r te d  to  fa ll, sc ra tc h e d  fu rio u sly  a t  
th e  side  of th e  b a rn . B u t it w as too  
la te . M o rtim e r w as on th e  w ay  dow n.

JUTE lan d ed  a t  th e  fee t o f S lug M c 
N u t ty  w ith  a  ja r r in g  b o unce  th a t  

d e fla ted  h is  lungs w ith  a  w hooosh.
H e  fe lt h im self je rk e d  to  h is  fee t an d  

w hen  he  opened  h is eyes he  w as looking  
in to  th e  b lack  m uzzle  of Slug M c N u t-  
t y ’s au to m a tic .

“ S ay  y e r  p ra y e r s ,” M c N u tty  g ra te d . 
“ Y o u ’ve c a u sed  us de  la s t b it o f tro u b le  
y o u r g o in ! to .” H is  finger tig h ten ed  
on  th e  tr ig g e r— b u t ju s t  a t  th a t  in s ta n t 
a  s tra n g e  noise soun d ed  in  th e ir  ears.

I t  w as m ore th a n  a  noise. I t  w as an 
e n rag ed  m oose-like bellow  th a t  sounded  
lik e  a  cross be tw een  a  h u n g ry  lion  an d  
a  d o n k ey  w ith  sinus tro u b le .

M o rtim e r’s eyes s tra y e d  o v e r M c- 
N u t ty ’s shou lder, focused  on  th e  sou rce  
of th e  sound .

“ G lug, g lug,” he a tte m p te d  a  w arn 
ing.

M c N u tty  w heeled, h is  ey es follow ing 
th e  d irec tio n  o f  M o rtim e r’s gaze.

“ I t ’s a b u ll,” he gasped . “A  w ild  bull. 
H e ’s re a d y  to  ch a rg e .”

M o rtim e r’s “ cow ” w as paw ing  th e  
e a r th  furiously . E n ra g e d  b y  th e  h u 
m an s, te rrified  by  th e  sp a rk s  th a t  fell 
on  h is  back , he s tra in e d  h is m assive 
b u lk  ag a in s t th e  th in  rope , h is  sm all
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red  eyes g leam in g  v ic iously .
H is  m o u th  y aw n ed  open  a n d  h is  a n 

gry , te rr ify in g  bellow  t h u n d e r e d  
th ro u g h  th e  a ir. H is  h e a v y  sh o u ld ers  
lunged  fra n tic a lly  a g a in s t th e  th in  rope. 
A no ther lunge  a n d  th e  ro p e  sn a p p ed —  
send ing  h im  to  h is  knees.

T h e  g a n g s te rs  fled, w ild , h o arse  
scream s of te r ro r  r ip p in g  from  th e ir  
th ro a ts , b u t  M o r tim e r’s n e rv e  cen te rs  
w ere p a ra ly z e d , re fu sed  to  w ork . H e  
stood  ro o te d  to  th e  sp o t, pow erless to  
m ove a  m uscle .

“ G lug , g lu g ,”  M o rtim e r  c ro a k e d  des
p e ra te ly . “ G lu g .”

T h e  b u ll g la re d  a t  M o rtim e r  a n d  th e n  
a t  th e  fleeing g a n g ste rs . W h e th e r  he 
fe lt th e re  w o u ld n ’t  be  m uch  sp o r t in 
goring  M o rtim e r  o r  w h e th e r  h e  ju s t  
lik ed  to  p la y  th e  field  w ill n ev e r be 
know n, b u t  a t  a n y  ra te , he  w heeled  a n d  
ch arg ed  a f te r  th e  g a n g s te rs , h is  sh a rp , 
d riv ing  hooves k ic k in g  a sp ra y  o f d u s t  
b ack  in to  M o rtim e r’s face.

T h e  ch a in s  o f  p a ra ly s is  w ere  s tru c k  
from  M o rtim e r , a n d  w ith  a  so b b in g  c ry  
of th a n k fu ln e s s , he  tu rn e d  a n d  raced  
a ro u n d  th e  co rn e r  of th e  b a rn  a n d  
s tru c k  off ac ro ss  th e  y a rd , sp r in tin g  to 
w ard  th e  h ig h w ay .

T h is  w as h is  ch an ce , h is  one, h e a v e n 
sen t ch an ce . H e  h e a rd  th e  g an g ste rs  
sho u tin g  a n d  y e llin g  on  th e  o p p o site  
side o f  th e  b a rn  a n d  he red o u b led  h is 
efforts.

H e  h a d  c o v e red  a  good h u n d re d  y a rd s  
befo re  th e y  sp o tte d  h im  ag a in .

T h e y  h a d  e v id e n tly  m a n ag ed  to  es
cape th e  b u ll, fo r  a s  he  g lan ced  ov er h is 
sho u ld er he  saw  tw o  o f th e m  ra c in g  a f 
te r  h im , b ra n d ish in g  th e ir  guns.

T h e y  w ere  to o  la te , he  th o u g h t ex
u lta n tly . W ith  a  h u n d re d  y a rd  s ta r t  
they  cou ld  n ev er c a tc h  h im  b e fo re  he  
reach ed  th e  h ig h w ay . T h e re  he  could  
spot a  c a r  a n d —

M o rtim e r d id n ’t  see th e  w ell!
H e  d id n ’t  see i t  u n ti l  h e  c ra sh e d  in to

i t— a n d  th e n  it  w as too  la te .
H is  h o a rse  d e sp e ra te  sc ream  w as 

ch o k ed  b a c k  b y  th e  th e  le a th e r  gag  th a t  
c u t in to  h is  m o u th . H is  h a n d s  claw ed 
a t  th e  a ir  a s  i f  th e y  ex p ec ted  to  find an  
inv isib le  la d d e r  th e re . A n d  th e n  h is 
fra n tic a lly  tw is tin g  b o d y  p lu m m e te d  
in to  th e  d e p th s  o f th e  w ell.

I t  s tru c k  th e  g reen , scu m m y  w a te r 
w ith  a  sp la sh  th a t  se n t g ey sers  o f w a te r  
sh o o tin g  b a c k  to  th e  to p  of th e  w ell.

F o r  a  m in u te  o r so M o rtim e r  w as 
m erc ifu lly  unconsc ious a n d  th e n  a s  r e a 
son b eg an  to  filter b a c k  to  h is  b ra in , he  
o p ened  h is  eyes to  find  h im se lK sittin g  
in  a b o u t e ig h teen  inches o f w a te r .

“ W ell, w e ll,”  S lug  M c N u tty ’s u n 
p le a sa n t voice d r if te d  dow n to  him . 
“ Y ou  sav ed  us a  lo t o f tro u b le , chum . 
W e w as w o n d e rin ’ w h a t to  do  w it’ y o u r 
bo d y  a n d  w h a t co u ld  b e  n ice r th a n  a  
n ice p r iv a te  w e ll?”

M o rtim e r  p ee red  fe a rfu lly  u p  to  th e  
to p  of th e  well. S lug M c N u tty  w as gaz
in g  dow n a t  h im  a n d  as  he  w a tch ed , th e  
h e a d s  o f th e  re m a in in g  g an g ste rs  a p 
p e a re d  ov er th e  r im  o f th e  w ell.

“ L e t’s le t h im  h a v e  i t ,” M c N u tty  sa id  
w ith  a  w olfish g rin . “ A t d is  ra n g e  we 
c a n ’t m iss, c a n  w e b o y s? ”

F iv e  m uzzles p o in te d  dow n a t  M o r
tim e r.

“ G lu g ,” h e  g asp ed . H is  m o u th  a n d  
eyes w ere  fu ll o f w a te r . “ G lu g ,” he  
g asp ed  ag a in  a n d  th is  tim e  he fe lt som e
th in g  slip . T h e  w a te r  so a k e d  le a th e r  
s tra p s  w ere  s tre tc h in g , g iv ing , a s  M o r
tim e r  w o rk ed  h is  jaw s.

“O k a y ,” M c N u t ty ’s tr ig g e r  finger 
c lenched . “ L e t ’im . . . .”

“ C T O P !  S to p !”  M o rtim e r’s voice, 
m uffled a n d  in d is tin c t, re a c h e d  th e  

g a n g s te rs  e a rs  p a ra ly z in g  th em . “ S top . 
P u t  those  g u n s  dow n .”  M o rtim e r  r ip p e d  
th e  loosened  th o n g s  fro m  h is m o u th  a n d  
c la m b e re d  to  h is  fee t. “ T h ro w  th o se  
gu n s a w a y ,”  h e  y e lled , “ a n d  g e t a  ro p e
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an d  ge t m e o u t of h e re .”
H e  s ta re d  com m and ing ly , sco rn fu lly  

a t  th em  a n d  th e n  th rew  h is  h ead  b a c k  
defian tly .

‘‘M a k e  it  sn a p p y  you  hood lum s, b e 
fo re  I  lose m y te m p e r .”

M o rtim e r  M eek  w as b ack  in  th e  
saddle.

D rip p in g , b u t  m a s te rfu l, he  w as 
h a u le d  o u t o f th e  well and  d eposited  on 
th e  g ro u n d . S lug M c N u tty  a n d  h is 
h en chm en  cow ered  b efo re  h im , th e ir  
faces s ta m p e d  w ith  a  m ask  o f b ew ilder
m e n t a n d  obedience.

“ Y ou  s tu p id , m oron ic  th u g s ,” M o r
tim e r  sa id  icily , “h av e  m ade  y o u r b ig 
g e s t a n d  la s t m is ta k e  in  m atch in g  w its 
w ith  M o rtim e r M eek . N ow  . . .”

H is  eyes roved  sp e iu la tiv e ly  ov er th e  
fa rm  house , th e  still sm ou ldering  b a rn , 
lig h ted  on th e  well an d  s to p p ed  there . 
A n expression  o f  m alicious am u sem en t 
p assed  over h is  fea tu res .

“ N o w ,” he re p e a te d , “y o u  a re  going 
to  p a y  for it. C lim b  dow n in to  th is  
w ell. A ll o f y o u .”

“ B u t je e z ,” Slug M c N u tty  p ro te s te d  
w eak ly , “ i t ’s d ir ty  a n d  cold  a n d — ”

“ G et dow n in  th a t  w ell,” M o rtim e r’s 
sh o u t c u t h im  off. “A nd  sn a p  it u p .” 

W ith o u t a n o th e r  w ord  S lug M c N u tty  
s te p p e d  to  th e  rim  o f th e  well, th rew  a 
leg ov er th e  stone  e m b a n k m e n t and  
p lunged  in to  its  dep th s.

M o rtim e r looked  m ean ing ly  a t  the  
o th e r g an g ste rs .

“ Y ou to o ,” he  sn ap p ed .
O ne b y  one th ey  re p e a te d  M c N u tty ’s 

p lu n g e  u n til, v in d ica ted  an d  tr iu m - f 
p h a n t, M o rtim e r w as le f t a lone— m as
te r  o f a ll he su rv ey ed .

H e  reve led  in  th e  h ead y , th rillin g  
sen sa tio n  of com plete  pow er un til a c ry  
d is ru p te d  his p le a sa n t th o u g h ts , je rk e d  
h im  a ro u n d .

H e  saw  B e tty  ru n n in g  to w a rd  h im .
“ O h  M o rtim e r ,” she  so b b ed  as -she 

th re w  h e rse lf  in to  h is  a rm s. “ Y o u ’re

n o t d ead . Y o u ’re  n o t d e a d .”
“ W h y  no t a t  a ll, n o t a t  a ll,” M o rtim er 

sa id  b lan d ly . “ W h a te v e r gave you  the  
id e a  th a t  I  m ig h t be  in  tro u b le .”

“ B u t I  th o u g h t . . .”  she s ta r te d , 
an d  th e n  h e r  voice b ro k e  su d d en ly  an d  
she looked  a ro u n d  in  su d d en  a la rm . 
“ M o rtim e r ,” she  gasped , “ w here  are 
th e  g a n g s te rs? ”

“ A ll ta k e n  ca re  o f,” M o rtim e r sa id  
lo ftily . “ R ig h t dow n to  th e  la s t d e ta il.”

“ B u t h o w ? ” B e tty  a sk e d  in c re d u 
lously .

M o rtim e r b lew  on h is knuck les.
“ I t  w asn ’t  v e ry  p re t ty ,”  h e  sa id , glo

ry in g  in  h e r  a d m irin g  glance. “ Q uite  
a  b it o f gore  a n d  all th a t .”

“ O h, m y  h e ro ,”  B e tty  b re a th e d . “ I  
knew  y o u  cou ld  do  it, b u t  I  w as w orried  
a  little  b it  anyw ay . W h en  th e  g an g ste rs  
le f t th e  house a f te r  you , I  go t o u t o f th e  
room  a n d  found  a  phone. I  fo u n d  a 
phone a n d  ca lled  th e  c ity . T h e  police 
a re  still a c tin g  fu n n y  so th e y ’re  send ing  
the  G -m en dow n. T h e y  should  be  here  
soon .”

B efo re  she h ad  got th e  w ords ou t o f 
h e r  m o u th , th e  fa in t, ban sh ee  w ail of 
po lice  s iren s d rif te d  to  th e m  o n  the  
b reeze .

“ T h e re  th ey  a re  now ,” B e tty  sa id .
“ H a rd ly  n ecessa ry ,” M o rtim e r said 

lo ftily . “ J u s t  te ll th em  th a t  M o rtim er 
M eek  has a rr iv e d  an d  h as  th e  s itu a tio n  
well in  h a n d .”

A /T O R T I M E R  M E E K  w as n o t th e  
so r t to  be la te  for h is ow n w ed

d ing . As a  m a tte r  o f fac t, he a rr iv e d  
a t  th e  c h u rch  som e th ir ty  m inu tes 
ah ead  of schedule. A rriv ed  b risk ly , in 
th e  m a n n e r of a n  im p a tie n t N ap o leo n  
a t  a  co ronation .

H e  push ed  his w ay  th ro u g h  th e  
th ro n g s  w hich h ad  a lre a d y  g a th ered  
o u ts id e  th e  canopied  e n tra n c e , th ro n g s 
a t t r a c te d  b y  th e  h ead lin ed  an n o u n ce 
m en ts  of the  M eek  n u p tia ls  in  th e  m o rn 
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ing  p a p e rs , a n d  m ad e  h is  w ay  to  th e  
rec to ry .

H u m m in g  “ P o m p  an d  C irc u m sta n c e ” 
ligh tly , a lm o st gaily , M o rtim e r p re ssed  
th e  bell a t  th e  R e c to ry  door, a n d  w as 
re w ard ed  b y  th e  s ig h t o f th e  m in is te r  
p ee rin g  o u t q u izz ica lly  fro m  b e h in d  its 
h a lf-o p en ed  p a n e l a  m o m en t la te r .

“ W h a t— ” b eg an  th e  m in is te r, a  
sh o rt, ro tu n d , b a ld  li t t le  fellow , look ing  
lik e  a  v ica r in  a n  E n g lish  novel.

M o rtim e r  p u sh e d  in  p a s t  h im , an d  
sw ept on  in to  th e  p a rlo r . T h e  ro u n d  
little  m in is te r  fo llow ed h im  bew ilder- 
edly . “ W h a — ” b eg an  th e  ro tu n d  little  
p a rso n  ag a in .

“ I , ” an n o u n ced  M o rtim e r, fixing h im  
w ith  a  gaze th a t  seem ed  to  challenge 
a n y  d en ia l, “ am  M e e k .”

T h e  m in is te r’s b row s k n i t  a t  th is  a n 
n o u n cem en t, a n d  h e  seem ed  to  be 
s lig h tly  a t  a  loss fo r so m e th in g  to  say .

“ O h ,” h e  v e n tu re d  a f te r  a  m om en t, 
“ a re  y o u ? ”

“ Y es,” sa id  M o rtim e r.
“ T h a t ’s n ice ,” m u rm u re d  th e  c le rg y 

m an. “ T h e  G ood B ook sa y s  th a t  th e  
m eek  sh a ll in h e r it  th e  e a r th . H ow 
ever, if  th e re ’s so m e th in g  I  can  do  for 
you . . . ? ” he  le f t  h is  sen ten ce  d a n 
gling lam ely .

“ I , ” sa id  M o rtim e r frig id ly , “ am  d e 
c ided ly  not m eek . I  am  M e e k !”

“ O h ,” sa id  th e  p a rso n , edg ing  to w ard  
the  doo r fe a rfu lly , “ is th a t  r ig h t? ” H e  
gu lped  a p p re h en siv e ly , fo r  M o rtim e r 
w as fixing h im  w ith  “T h e  D o m in a n t 
S ta re ” of p ag e  38.

“ I  am  g e ttin g  m a rr ie d  in  h a lf-an - 
h o u r,” sa id  M o rtim e r , “ a n d  I  th o u g h t 
it w ise to  ch eck  u p  on th e  cerem onies 
b e fo re h a n d .”

T h e  m in is te r p a led .
“ I ’m  a f ra id  y o u  c a n ’t g e t m a rr ie d  in  

h a lf-an -h o u r, y o u n g  m an . W e ’ve a n 
o ther m a rria g e  schedu led . A M r— ” 
his eyes opened , an d  h is  expression  b e 
cam e one o f acu te  apology .

“ O h h h h h h ,” h e  m u rm u re d , lig h t 
b re a k in g  fo r th , “you a re  M r. M e e k !”

“ Y es,” M o rtim e r rep lied  tes tily . 
“ I ’ve  been  try in g  to  te ll y o u  as  m u ch .” 
H e  g lan ced  b risk ly  a t  h is  w a tch . 
“ T h e re ’s o n ly  tw en ty -five  m in u te s  le f t  
u n til th e  ce rem o n y  s ta r ts .  I  w a n t to  
m ak e  su re  th a t  you  d o n ’t  b o tc h  u p  m y  
w ed d in g .”

T h e  m in is te r  looked  h u r t. H u r t  a n d  
in d ig n a n t. C le a rly , he  w a sn ’t  u sed  to  
h a v in g  b rid eg ro o m s accuse  h im  o f in 
com petence.

“ R e a lly  . . .”  he  began .
“ N e v e r m in d ,” M o rtim e r c u t in , 

“ m a k in g  a n y  apologies. H a v e  you  
m uch  ex p erience  a t  th is  so r t o f th in g ? ” 
H is  to n e  w as th a t  of a n  em p loyer h ir 
ing  a  sc u lle ry  w ench.

“ I  h av e  m a rr ie d ,”  th e  m in is te r re 
p lied  ac id ly , “ ov er fo u r h u n d re d  coup 
le s .”

M o rtim e r  re flec ted  on  th is . R e 
flected , th e n  s a id :

“ D id  a ll o f th em  ta k e ? ”
“T a k e ? ”
“ Y e s ,” M o rtim e r sn ap p ed  im p a 

tie n tly . “ D id  a ll o f th e  w ed d in g s  tu rn  
o u t w e ll?”

' l ' H E  m in is te r  loo k ed  lik e  a  ch e f w ho 
h a s  been  accu sed  o f le a v in g  h a irs  

in  th e  b o tto m  of h is  so u p  bow ls.
“All m y  w edd ings tu r n  o u t r ig h t! ”
“ H m m m m m ,” sa id  M o rtim e r . “ I  

su p p o se  I ’ll h av e  to  ta k e  y o u r w ord  fo r 
i t .” T h e n : “ H ow  a b o u t th e  a r ra n g e 
m e n ts  fo r th e  c e rem o n y ?  W h a t a b o u t 
th e  m u s ic ? ”

“ O u r o rg a n is t,”  th e  p a rso n  sa id  in 
d ig n a n tly , “ is th e  b e s t. H e  h a s  se lec ted  
th e  u sua l a p p ro p r ia te  m usic . T h e  W ed 
d in g  M a rc h  fo r th e  e n tra n c e , a n d  O h 
P rom ise  M e, fo r th e  e x it .”

M o rtim e r  frow ned .
“T h e  e n tra n c e  m usic  is fa ir  enough . 

B u t I  d o n ’t  like  th e  e x it stu ff.”
“ I t  is c u s to m a ry ,”  th e  m in is te r re*
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p lie d  te s tily . “ R e a lly  M r. M eek , if 
y o u ’ll le av e  th is  in  o u r h a n d s , I ’m  
su re — ”

“ N e v e r  m in d ,” M o rtim e r  b ro k e  in . 
“ I ’ll ta k e  c a re  of th e  m usic . I ’ll see th e  
o rg a n is t  p e rso n a lly .” H e  s t a r e d  
th o u g h tfu lly  a t  th e  l i t t le  p a rso n . “ See 
to  i t , ” he  c o n c lu d ed , “ th a t  y o u r en d  of 
th e  th in g  goes off w ith o u t a  h i tc h ! ” 
H e  s ta r te d  to w a rd  th e  door.

T h e  ro tu n d  little  m in is te r  fe lt red  
w aves o f  in d ig n a tio n  ru sh in g  u p  to  h is  
h e a d , b u t  m u ch  to  h is  am azem en t, th e  
b e s t h e  co u ld  s a y  as M o rtim e r  s tep p ed  
o u t th e  d o o r w as

“ Y es, s ir , I ’ll see to  i t ,  M r. M e e k .”
M o rtim e r  h a d  no sooner s te p p e d  o u t 

o f  th e  re c to ry  d o o r th a n  h e  w as su r
ro u n d e d  th re e  d eep  in  c lam o rin g  h u 
m a n ity . N ew s re p o rte rs , p re ss  p ho tog 
ra p h e rs , c u rio u s  sp e c ta to rs  a n d  a u to 
g ra p h  se ek e rs  m illed  a ro u n d  h im . H e  
glow ed im p o r ta n tly  as  he  p re ssed  h is  
w ay  th ro u g h  a ll th ese .

T ru ly , th is  w as to  be  a  w edd ing  b e 
f ittin g  th e  im p o rta n c e  o f M o rtim e r  
M e e k , h e  re flec ted . T h e n  h e  rem em 
b e re d  th a t  h e  w ish ed  to  see th e  o rg an is t.

“ P le a se ,” he d e m an d ed  of th e  crow d , 
“ le t m e th r o u g h ! ”

T h e  crow d p a r te d , a n d  M o rtim e r  
m arch ed  on. U p  on th e  s te p s  o f th e  
c h u rc h , he  could  see  th e  M a y o r  a n d  
o th e r  local d ig n ita r ie s  w a itin g  to p - 
h a t te d  a n d  im p ressiv e , fo r th e  s ta r t  o f 
th e  cerem ony .

“ P le a se , M r . M e e k ,” a  ch o ru s  o f 
vo ices begged  h im , “ w on’t  y o u  give us 
a  few s h o ts ? ”

M o rtim e r  saw  th a t  th e  ch o ru sed  re 
q u e s t cam e fro m  a  b a t te ry  o f p re ss  p h o 
to g ra p h e rs . H e  sm iled  to le ra n tly , h a l t 
ing.

“ H o w ’s th is , b o y s? ” M o rtim e r a sk ed  
jo v ia lly  s tr ik in g  a  pose.

“ F in e , M r . M eek . C h in  ju s t  a  b i t  
h ig h e r, p le a se .”

M o rtim e r  lif te d  h is  ch in  a  b it  h igher,

gaz ing  d ire c tly  in to  th e  line of c a m eras  
p o in tin g  a t  h im . G ood boys, th e  p h o 
to g ra p h e rs . K n ew  a  good su b je c t w hen  
th e y  saw  it. H e  recognized  som e of 
th e m  from  his experience  a t th e  C ity  
H a ll, o th e rs  fro m  h is tr iu m p h  a f te r  a id 
ing  th e  F .B .I .  T h e n , b eh in d  th e  sh in 
ing  b ra ss  p la te  o f a  re flec to r flash , M o r
tim e r  saw  a  face he  recogn ized  from  
q u ite  a  d iffe ren t source.

H e  w as a b o u t to  open  h is  m o u th , 
a b o u t to  sing le o u t th a t  face  w ith  an  
a c cu sin g  finger, w hen  th e  f irs t flash  
b u lb s  p o p p ed . M o re  p o p p e d , a n d  M o r
tim e r  b lin k e d  dazed ly . S u d d e n ly  th e re  
w as a  b lin d in g  flash , a n  exp losive  d e 
to n a tio n  sh a tte r in g  h is e a rd ru m s , h u r l
in g  h im  to  th e  g ro u n d  w ith  its  concus
sion!

H e a d  sw im m ing , b lood tr ic k lin g  
s lig h tly  fro m  h is  nose , M o rtim e r  re 
a lized  d azed ly  th a t  h e  w as o n  th e  
g ro u n d . H a z ily , h e  saw  a  face b en d in g  
o v er h im , th e  sam e face  h e  h a d  recog 
n ized  a  m o m en t b e fo re  am ong  th e  p h o 
to g ra p h e rs . T h e  face  of M yfis to , th e  
m ag ic ian  1

H e  saw , to o , th a t  M y fis to ’s a s s is ta n t 
w as beside  h im , th a t  th e  p a ir  o f th e m  
w ere b en d in g  over h im .

“ G ood ,” M y fis to  w as m u tte rin g  ra p 
id ly  to  h is  a s s is ta n t. “ T h e  co n cu ssio n ’s 
done th e  tr ic k . G ive m e th e  p la te ! ”

D azed ly , w hile try in g  fu tilly  to  rise , 
M o rtim e r  rea lized  th a t  M y fis to ’s a s 
s is ta n t h a d  h a n d e d  a  co p p e r b a t te ry  se t 
to  th e  m ag ic ian . M y fis to  w as p ressin g  
th e  b a t te ry  se t a g a in s t M o r tim e r’s a c h 
ing  sk u ll, a n d  th e  th in g  w as filling  his 
b ra in  w ith  a  s tra n g e  v ib ra tio n .

T h e  sen sa tio n  w ere  th o se  o f su d d en  
w eariness , a  m o m e n ta ry  w eariness , d u r 
ing  w hich  so m eth in g  seem ed  to  d ra in  
fro m  h im , lik e  w a te r  from  a  p u n c tu re d  
bag . T h e n  he fe lt th e  a s s is ta n t’s h an d s  
leav e  h is  sh o u ld ers , h e a rd  M y fis to  m u t
te r :

“ I t  is good. See th e  ex p ressio n  in
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his eyes. M y  e lec tra -th e rw illific  se t 
has rem oved  h is  dan g ero u s p o w e r! ”

T J E O P L E  w ere  h e lp in g  M o rtim e r to  
h is  fee t, sp lu tte r in g  a n g ry  p ro te s ts . 

M yfisto  an d  h is  a s s is ta n t h a d  v an ish ed  
in to  th e  crow d. In d ig n a n tly , M o rtim e r 
pushed  all h a n d s  aw ay  from  him . H e  
w as a b o u t to  sc ream  o u t: “ S top  th o se  
m e n !” b u t  th e re  w ere  no m en  to  stop .

“ A re  you  a ll r ig h t? ” som eone w as 
ask ing  anx iously , a n d  M o rtim e r saw  
the  M ay o r.

“ C e r ta in ly ,” M o r t i m e r  snapped . 
“C e rta in ly . T h is  sha ll n o t in te rfe re  
w ith  th e  ce rem ony . L e t us p roceed . 
W here  is m y  b r id e ? ” H e  w as c lim bing  
the s tep s to  th e  ch u rch  as he  spoke.

“ S h e’s a lre a d y  a r r iv e d ,” som eone a n 
sw ered. “ W e ’ll h av e  to  ge t a ro u n d  to  
the  v e s try  fo r y o u r e n tra n c e .”

T h e n , h u rr ie d ly , M o rtim e r w as led  
a ro u n d  th e  side  of th e  c h u rch , u p  to  th e  
fro n t side  en tra n c e . N e rv o u s ly  a d ju s t
ing h is c ra v a t, th e  M a y o r , ac tin g  B est 
M an , w h isp ered  h o a rse ly  to  M o rtim er. 

“N o w !”
M o rtim e r a n d  th e  M a y o r  s tep p ed  

in to  th e  v a s t, c row ded  c h u rc h , w a lk in g  
pontifically  to w a rd  th e  c e n te r  fro n t 
w here he  w as to  jo in  h is  b rid e . T h e

o rg a n is t w as s lip p in g  g race fu lly  in to  a 
se lection  w hen  M o rtim e r rem em b ered . 
H e ’d  fo rg o tten  to  te ll th e  fellow  w h a t 
to  p lay .

M o rtim e r h a lte d , tu rn in g  to w ard  th e  
cho ir lo ft.

“ S to p !” he shou ted .
T h e  o rgan  ceased  a b ru p tly , a n d  a  

sh o ck ed  m u rm u r ra n  th ro u g h  th e  
c h u rc h  as all necks c ra n e d  to  see th e  
d ra m a tic  in te rru p tio n .

“ I  d o n ’t  w an t th a t  n u m b e r,”  M o r
tim e r announced .

T h e  M a y o r w as p lu ck in g  fren z ily  a t  
h is  sleeve.

“ D o n ’t  m ak e  a  scen e ,” h e  p lead ed . 
“ I  h av e  over a  th o u sa n d  vo tes in  th is  
c h u rch  1”

M o rtim e r  igno red  h im , fixing th e  tin y  
figure a t  th e  o rgan  in  th e  ch o ir  lo ft w ith  
a  co m m and ing  s ta re . I n  a  loud  c lea r 
voice he in d ic a te d  th e  n u m b er he  d e 
s ired  p lay ed . T h e re  w as a  feeble p ro 
te s t  from  th e  lo ft, a  sh o ck ed  p ro te s t. 
M o rtim e r re p e a te d  th e  n u m b er. T h e n  
th e  o rgan  com m enced  ag a in , d u tifu lly .

A nd  to  th e  s tra in s  o f “ H a il T h e  C o n 
q u e rin g  H e ro ,” M o rtim e r M e e k  s tro d e  
to  th e  c e n te r  o f th e  ch u rch  w here  h is 
b rid e  w as to  jo in  h im .

« « THE GOOD SHIP "FRIDAY" » »

SINCE time immemorial man has dung te
naciously to peculiar superstitions of one sort 

or another. In the middle of the eighteenth cen
tury the seamen of His Majesty’s Navy were re
ligiously convinced that it was dangerous and 
unlucky to put out to sea on a Friday. This belief 
became so widespread and fixed in the minds of 
the “tars” that the Admiralty was forced to take 
unusual measures in an attempt to dislodge it. 
The superstition was causing them untold incon
venience and, what was more important, it was 
costing them money which couldn’t be tolerated.

So they worked out a very clever scheme. They 
made a public announcement that the keel of the 
next ship to be built would be laid on a Friday. 
This caused a ripple of dismay among the seamen, 
but the storm broke in full when it wa6 learned 
that this same ship was to be launched on Friday

and christened on Friday. Gray-bearded sailor* 
wagged their beads in profound disapproval and 
made dire predictions.

The Admiralty completed the shattering of the 
superstition by naming the ship the H M S Friday 
and embarking her on her maiden voyage early 
one Friday morning. They congratulated them
selves with the successful completion of their 
campaign. Surely now the seamen’s fears would 
be dissipated and this annoying and costly super
stition would be speedily forgotten.

To give the astute gentlemen of the Admiralty 
staff credit, it must be admitted that their plan 
would probably have been enormously successful 
had it not been for one slight hitch. And that 
slight hitch was that the H  M S Friday never 
returned from its maiden voyage and has never 
been heard of or seen, from that day to this.
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H a n le y  was the best "m o o n -d iv e r"  in the business, 
but someone was out to "g e t"  him. He didn’t know 
who until he found himself diving blind, compass 
wrecked,and a liner’s fate depending on guesswork.



d o s e  b e h in d .

OL D  R u g g er H a n le y  sa id  evenly , 
“ I ’m  n o t d ru n k , K ie lle r, and  
you  know  it. N ow  give me 

those  lenses an d  le t m e go to  w o rk .” 
Sam uel K ie lle r, gen era l m an ag er of 

th e  C eres C o m p an y , sm iled . “ I  th in k  
y o u ’ve h ad  a  l ittle  too  m uch  of th a t 
M a r tia n  behla, R ugger. I  w as w a tc h 
ing  you  as  you  cam e across th e  field. 
Y ou could  h a rd ly  w alk  e re c t.”

“ I t ’s n o th in g ,” sa id  H a n le y  q u ie tly . 
H e  ru b b ed  a  h an d  across h is lined, 
w e a th e rb e a te n  face, b ru sh e d  b ack  his 
g rey in g  ha ir . “ I t ’s ju s t  th a t  a f te r  Tom  
W o rth  c ra sh ed  on th e  m oons. . . .”  H is 
voice d ied  aw ay . “ Y ou d o n ’t  th in k  I ’d 
ta k e  a n y  chances u p  th e re , do  you , 
K ie lle r? ”

“ I ’m n o t w orried  a b o u t y o u , R ugger. 
A m oon-d iver is one life , b u t w hen h e ’s 
p ilo tin g  in  a  space  lin e r, h u n d re d s  of 
lives a re  in h is  h an d s . R em em b er th a t. 
H e re  a re  y o u r g lasse s .” K ie lle r opened  
th e  huge w all sa fe  a n d  to o k  o u t a large 
p a ir  o f d a rk  g lasses. S tam p ed  in to  the  
g lass itse lf  w as th e  In te rp la n e ta ry  P a 
tro l seal, H a n le y ’s fu ll nam e an d  his 
re sig n a tio n  n u m b er. T h o se  special 
H a y d ite  lenses w ere th e  k ey  to  C orellan  
com m erce ; th e y  h a d  to  be ca re fu lly  
g u a rd ed .

R ugger H a n le y  to o k  th e  proffered 
g lasses, tu rn e d , a n d  w alked  slow ly o u t 
of th e  m agn ificen t office. E ven  so, th e re  
w as a sligh t h esitan cy  in  h is s tep s, as if 
he w an ted  to  be  su re  he d id n ’t s tagger.

95
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S am uel K ie lle r  w alked  to  th e  g re a t 
w indow s an d  w a tch ed  th e  o ld  p ilo t 
c lim b  in to  th e  s in g le -sea te r m oon-d iver. 
A t th e  la s t m in u te , one o f th e  g ro u n d  
crew  h a d  to  he lp  h im  in . T h e  door a d 
jo in in g  K ie lle r’s office b u rs t  o pen  a n d  a 
h eav y , b a ld ish  m a n  w ad d led  in  h u r 
ried ly . “ K ie lle r ,”  he  sa id , “ I ’ve been  
w a tc h in g  old H a n le y  w alk  to  h is  sh ip . 
H e ’s d ru n k . D o  you  th in k  i t ’s sa fe ? ” 

“ S a fe ? ” A c ra f ty  g leam  l i t  u p  K ie l
le r ’s eyes. “ H a n le y ’s d iv ing  in  th e  
North Star, is n ’t  h e?  A nd  sh e ’s h eav ily  
in su re d , is n ’t  sh e?  W h a t if she isn ’t  on 
o u r sch ed u le?  W h a t if she h a p p en s  to  
c ra sh  b ecau se  old R ugger h a d  a  sh o t o f 
behla to o  m u c h ? ”

“ B u t th e y  can  ge t y o u  fo r le tt in g  h im  
go  u p  in  th a t  c o n d itio n !” th e  fa t m an  
b a rk e d . “ T h e y ’re  liab le  to  see  rig h t 
th ro u g h  th e  w hole— ”

“ T h e y  w on’t , ”  sa id  K ie lle r ca lm ly . 
“ B ecause H a n le y  w o n ’t  c ra sh . N o t to
day. D ru n k  o r so b e r h e ’s th e  b es t 
m o o n -d iv er on  C o re lla , a n d  h e ’ll b rin g  
th e  North Star in  sa fe ly . B u t tom orrow  
th e  Silverbcam com es in .”

“ T h e  Silverbeam? I s n ’t  H a n le y ’s 
son  a b o a rd  th a t  s h ip ? ”

“ Y o u  h a v e  a n  exce llen t m em ory , 
F ra z e r . Y es, y o u n g  R o n a ld  H a n le y  is 
o u r new  N a v ig a tio n  Officer on th e  Sil- 
verbeam. R u g g e r will w a n t to  b rin g  
th a t  sh ip  in .”  K ie lle r  p a u se d , lig h tin g  
a  fresh  c ig a r. “ I ’ll hav e  a  little  su rp rise  
fo r  old R u g g e r to m o rro w  w ith  y o u r 
h e lp ,”  h e  sa id , show ing  his te e th  a s  he  
sm iled . T h e  fa t  m an  sighed a n d  sm iled  
w ith  h im , a n d  in  silence b o th  w atch ed  
th e  t in y  p ilo t c ra f t  ta k e  off.

T h e re  w as a su d d en  ro a r , a  flash  in  
th e  ro c k e t p i t ,  a n d  th e  sh ip  sw ep t in to  
th e  m o o n -s tu d d ed  h eav en s  of C orella . 
O n th e  in n e r side  of th e  m oons, th e y  
looked  like  p a le  g reen  a n d  w h ite  bodies, 
m oving  h a rm o n io u sly  ac ro ss  th e  sk y  in  
b e a u tifu l o rd e r . B u t th e y  w ere m ore 
th a n  th a t— th e y  w ere  a lm o st th e  sk y

itse lf  b ecau se  th e re  w ere  so m a n y  of 
th em . T h e  212 m oons of C o re lla  w ere 
a  c u r ta in  th a t  se p a ra te d  i t  from  th e  u n i
v erse , a  c u r ta in  w ith  tin y  holes th a t  
show ed now  an d  th en . H a n le y ’s sh ip  
h a d  u n e rrin g ly  d a r te d  th ro u g h  one of 
th o se  ho les th e  in s ta n t  i t  a p p e a re d *  

N ow  he h ad  gone up  to  m eet the  
North Star tw o  h u n d re d  th o u sa n d  m iles

♦The planet Corella, first discovered in 341J, 
A.D. is surrounded by a complete curtain of moons 
—212 of them ! These moons, of various sizes, to
gether form what amounts to ai hollow sphere, 
and inside that sphere lies Corella with its valu
able minerals and plants, and the great city of 
Metro. The Corellan moons all move at different 
velocities, circling the planet, and as they move, 
from time to time there appear spaces between 
them which appear like holes in the curtain of 
moons. The only approach to Corella is through 
those holes in the curtain. A mistake in the speed 
or location of one of the moons is disaster and 
death on the outer, sun-baked surfaces of the 
Corellan moons.

In the early days of the planet’s history, more 
than a score of ships were lost, trying to pierce 
the mystery of Corella. Then Malcolm Steinway 
devised a special instrument, the great Steinway 
Integrator. This instrument charted all the moons 
and their various speeds, and mathematically cal
culated the holes in the curtain. The holes must 
be passed at exactly the right instant, for (hey 
last but an instant.

Landing on Corella is possible only when a 
“moon-diver” or pilot boat comes out to guide 
a liner or freighter in, using its Integrator. The 
moon-diver goes in front; it is a fantastically fast 
vessel, but it cannot stay out for more than an 
hour. It meets the liners 200,000 miles out, gets 
in front, sets the speed for the liner to follow, 
then dives for the curtain. The liner dives be
hind it, and it always appears as if the ships are 
darting to certain death, but at the last instant 
the hole appears and there is beautiful Corella, 
shining underneath.

One other factor complicates life for moon- 
diver pilots. The two brilliant sun* that light 
Corella with reflected light, spend most of their 
intense heat and fight on the outer surface of the 
moons. So brilliant is this fight that exposure 
to it by the naked eye brings on a peculiar blind
ness, known as “Corellan eyes.” To guard against 
it, passenger and freight ships diving through al
ways provide dark, pads for travelers’ eyes. Pilots, 
who must use their eyes to watch the Integrator, 
wear a special lens known as Haydite, which i« 
made and checked by the Interplanetary Patrol, to 
guard against inferior brands being made by com
mercial companies if they should enter into com
petition.—Ed.
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o u t, to  lead  it  in  a  d ive  b ack  th ro u g h  
th e  m oons— lead  it  as  on ly  a  p ilo t c ra f t  
w ith  th e  S te inw ay  In te g ra to r  could  lead
th e  w a y . . .

F o r ty  m in u te s  la te r , th e  eerie  w hine 
o f tw o sh ip s com ing  in  to g e th e r could  
be h e a rd  all over th e  sp acep o rt o f the  
C eres S pacew ays C om pany . K ie lle r, 
chew ing the  b u t t  o f h is c ig a r, an d  
F ra z e r , s ta n d in g  beside  h im , looked  
in to  th e  heavens. T h e  g re a t m oons 
m oved  in th e ir  v a rio u s o rb its  an d  
speeds, som e slow ly, som e scudd ing  
a lo n g — a n d  su d d en ly  th e re  w as a gap  
am ong  th e m  a n d  tw o sh ip s  cam e d iv 
ing  th ro u g h , easily , g race fu lly , sw ing
ing  in in  w ide a rcs .

W h en  R u g g e r H a n le y  c lim bed  o u t 
o f h is c ra f t ,  he  d id n ’t go c h a t w ith  th e  
officers o f  th e  North Star th e  w ay  o th e r 
m oon-d iv ing  p ilo ts  d id . H e  lu rch ed  
across th e  field, ta lk in g  to  no  one, d is 
ap p e a rin g  from  sigh t.

“ O dd  fellow , th a t  H a n le y ,” sighed 
F ra z e r . “ S o rt o f a  h e rm it.”

“ B een  th a t  w ay  fo r  y e a rs ,” K ie lle r 
sa id . “ M a y b e  h e ’s been  in th e  gam e 
too long. H e  used  to  be  p re t ty  lively  
a n d  a  good m ixer u n til he  to o k  to  d r in k 
ing  behla.” H e  c ru sh ed  th e  c ig a r b u tt. 
“ W o rk s  o u t fine fo r u s ,” he  sa id  so ftly . 
“T o m o rro w , w hen th e  SUverbeam 
crash es , w e ’ll be  th ro u g h  fo r  a  long  
w hile. J u s t  as well th e  la s t c ra sh  will 
be abo v e  susp ic ion .”

“  T  U S T  leave th e  c a p p e r + h ere  w ithJ m e, N ik k o ,” sa id  B ig M ik e  O ’S hea, 
th e  b a rte n d e r. “N o  use  try in g  to  w ake 
R u g g er. H e ’s fu ll o f behla." *

* A  slang eipression for “capsule letter”. The 
small aluminum capsule contained a roll of cop
per wire on which a message had been recorded. 
This economical and personal method of com
municating antedated letter-writing where no au- 
diviaor communication was possible. The cappers 
were bound in papers colored to denote their 
various points of origin; white for Venus, red for 
Mars, blue and yellow for Earth, etc.—Ed.

T h e  little  M a r tia n  shook  h is h e a d . 
In  b o th  h a n d s  he h e ld  tig h tly  c lasped  
a  cap su le  w rap p ed  in  th e  yellow  an d  
b lue  p a p e r  th a t  signified  it  cam e from  
E a r th .  H e  s tood  over th e  sleep ing  fo rm  
of R u g g e r H a n le y  an d  tr ie d  to  w ake  h is  
m a s te r. I t  w as long p a s t  th e  C o re llan  
cu rfew , a p d  th e  d rin k in g  h o u se  w as 
em p ty . T h e  police h a d  c lea red  th e  
p lace  an  h o u r b e fo re , an d  th e y  le t H a n 
ley  s ta y  th e re  o n ly  b ecau se  B ig M ik e  
h ad  said  h e  w ould  p u t  u p  H a n le y  fo r  
th e  n igh t.

“ Y ou  h e a r  m e, N ik k o ? ” O ’Shea sa id  
a s  he  sw ep t th e  litte re d  floor. “ L eave  
th e  c a p p e r  h e re . R u g g e r likes to  read  
h is so n ’s c a p p e rs  w hen h e ’s sober, an d  
it can  w a it un til th e n .” H e ap p ro a c h e d  
th e  little  M a r tia n  w ho  re fu sed  to  m ove. 
O ne of h is  la rg e  h a n d s  b u rro w e d  in to  
th e  M a r t ia n ’s little  ones a n d  h e  to o k  
aw ay  th e  cap su le  from  th e  s ilen t N ik k o . 
T h e  b a r te n d e r  tu rn e d  it a ro u n d  and  
looked  a t  th e  w ritin g  on it. S u d d en ly  
h is face  w en t w h ite . H is  h a n d s  re 
laxed  an d  th e  cap su le  fell from  his 
g rasp .

“ I t  c a n ’t  b e ! ” B ig  M ik e  g asp ed . “ I t  
c a n ’t— Tom Worth’s been dead three 
weeks!"

N ik k o  nodded  his h e a d  so lem nly , 
an d  h is g reen  eyes flashed , as if  he 
u n d e rs to o d  th e  shock ing  w ords. H e  
sto o p ed  a n d  p ick ed  u p  th e  cap su le . 
O ’S hea  m u tte re d  a s  he sho o k  h im self. 
“ C om e on , you d am n ed  h e a th e n  M a r 
tia n , w e’ll b o th  of us w ak e  u p  o ld  R u g 
g e r.”

A few  m in u tes  la te r ,  R u g g e r H a n le y  
w as sick  from  th e  stuff th a t  M ik e  
p o u re d  dow n his th ro a t .  H e  held  h is 
h e a d  in  his h an d s  a n d  g roaned . “ I ’m 
all r ig h t, M ike . D o n ’t  g ive m e a n y  
m ore of th a t  d a m n ed  sw am p  s y ru p .” 
H e  lif ted  h is head  a n d  looked  up , h is  
eyes g lazed . “ Is  th a t  N ik k o ? ” he  
a sk ed . “W h a t’s l ittle  N ik k o  do ing  
h e re ? ”
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“ R u g g e r,”  sa id  O ’S hea q u ic k ly , 
“ y o u ’ve g o t to  lis ten  to  m e! N ik k o  
b ro u g h t y o u  a  m essage , a  c a p p e r from  
E a r th .”

H a n le y  n o d d ed . “ I  know . B een  ex 
p e c tin g  it. M y  s o n ’s com ing  in  to m o r
ro w  o n  th e  Silverbeam. I t ’s all over 
now , M ik e . H e ’s go ing  to  find  ou t 
a b o u t m e a t  la s t  . . . an d  i t ’s to o  la te  
to  h e lp  m e. . . ”

“ R u g g er! I t  is n ’t  from  y o u r son—  
i t ’s  from  T o m  W o r th ! ”

I f  o ld  R u g g e r H a n le y  h e a rd , he  gave 
no  in d ic a tio n  o f i t  “ I t ’s over now , 
M ik e ,” he  w en t on  q u ie tly , im m ersed  
in  h is  ow n th o u g h ts . “ I ’ve w on. T o 
m o rro w  m y  son  com es in  as  a N a v ig a 
tio n  O fficer on  a  g re a t  lin e r . . . b u t 
h e ’ll find  o u t a b o u t m e. . . . I t ’s h is 
f irs t flig h t, a n d  I ’m  w ash ed  u p  . . . too  
la te  to  h e lp  m e” H is  voice tra ile d  off, 
th e n  h e  w en t on , a s  if  he h a d  ju s t  h e a rd  
O ’S hea. “ T o m  W o rth , d id  y o u  sa y ?  
H e  w a n te d  to  see R o n a ld . H e  loved 
th e  k id .”

T h e  b a r te n d e r  g ra b b e d  th e  ju g  of 
neemsplant e x tra c t  th a t  H a n le y  h a d  
ca lled  sw am p  sy ru p , a n d  fo rced  m ore 
o f i t  dow n  H a n le y ’s m o u th . T h e n  he 
ra n  to  th e  b a c k  o f th e  b a r  a n d  b ro u g h t 
o u t th e  c a p su le -re ad e r. H e  p a u se d  
b rie fly  w hen  he to o k  u p  th e  cap su le , fo r 
he  w as b re a k in g  one o f  th e  s tr ic te s t  I .P . 
law s, b u t  he  b ro k e  open  th e  seal. H e  
to o k  o u t th e  co p p e r w ire  a n d  in se rte d  
i t  in to  th e  re a d e r, a n d  to u ch ed  th e  
sw itch .

T h e  m ceh an ica l d ia p h ra g m  b eg an  its  
sen s itiv e  sp e a k in g . “HeUo, Rugger. 
I’m sending this to you in a roundabout 
way—”

R u g g e r H a n le y  s ta r te d  v io len tly . H is  
ey es s ta re d  u p  in to  sp ace . H e  h a lf  rose  
from  h is  c h a ir . “ L o r d ! ” he  c ried  
h o a rse ly . “ T o m — T o m ’s v o ic e !”

/ 'V S H E A  h e ld  h is h a n d s  to  th e  sw itch . 
V"/  H e  sh iv e re d  in v o lu n ta r ily  as he

n o d d ed  a sse n t a n d  tr ie d  to  m ee t H a n 
le y ’s gaze. “ N ik k o  b ro u g h t i t  h e re . 
I t ’s a c a p p e r from  T o m  W o rth . 
L is te n !”

“ . . . roundabout way, but 1'U ex
plain that after I’m through with the 
important part of this message. Today 
is Thursday, the twelfth, and I’m going 
up in a few minutes to dive the C y th e ra  
through the moons. . . .”  As b o th  m en 
lis te n e d , th e  voice seem ed  th a t  o f  doom  
itse lf , fo r on  th e  tw e lfth , th re e  w eeks 
b e fo re , T o m  W o r th ’s p ilo t c ra f t  a n d  th e  
Cythera h a d  c ra sh e d  in  a  d ive . “  . . . 
but I’ve just discovered something 
funny going on around here.

“I can’t tell you everything now, ex
cept a conversation I overheard today. 
You remember the way you commented 
on the luck the Ceres Company had 
this year, having two big ships crash 
and collecting insurance worth ten times 
the ships’ value, just when it looked 
like they were going broke? I heard 
Kieller talking today, and I  think he 
arranged those crashes!" T h e re  w as 
a  p a u se  as  th e  voice s to p p e d , a n d  th e  
vo ice  cam e m ore q u ic k ly , as if  i t  w ere 
a rg u in g . “ I  know this’ll sound crazy 
to you, Rugger, but I think the C lay - 
b o u rn e  and the S k y b ird  were both his 
work. If my hunch is right, the 
C y th e ra  is next and after that, the S il
v e rb e a m — ”

“ N o ! ”  R u g g e r H a n le y  lea p e d  o u t 
o f h is  c h a ir , sh o u tin g . “ N o , T o m —■ 
y o u ’re  w rong ! N o t  th e — ”

B ig M ik e  he ld  th e  sw itch  u n til  H a n 
ley  q u ie te d  dow n. H e  w as s till  p a r tia lly  
u n d e r  th e  in fluence o f  th e  behla, a n d  he 
w as trem b lin g . W h en  H a n le y  nod d ed , 
M ik e  le t  th e  re a d e r  co n tin u e .

“Half an hour ago, when Kieller gave 
me my Haydite lenses, I thought there 
was something wrong with them. I 
sent those over to you today, on the 
twelfth, because I’m not going to use 
them. I wrote you to give them to your
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boy Ronald as a present from me, but 
that was a blind, in case Kieller had the 
package opened. Then I asked him for 
my auxiliary pair of lenses, and I’ll use 
those today.

“In case I don’t come back, for one 
reason or another, have those glasses 
examined. I’m sure there’s something 
wrong with them. I’m sending this 
capsule in a peculiar way, first to Earth, 
and then I’ll have it trans-shipped back 
here to you, because Kieller asked a lot 
of questions when I wanted my other 
lenses, and he may try to trace my mail 
and stop it.

“I’ll feel awful funny if I’m with you 
the day you get this capsule and noth
ing’s happened. I’m laughing already. 
So long, Rugger.”

r T ''H E  voice s to p p e d , b u t  th e  co p p er 
w ire k e p t sp in n in g  un til th e  re s t 

o f i t  h a d  p lay ed  o u t. In  com plete  
silence, th e  tw o m en a n d  th e  M a r tia n  
s a t  th e re . T h e  sw ea t w as p o u rin g  dow n 
old R u g g e r’s face .

“ N o ,” sa id  H a n le y , “ it c a n ’t b e . I ’ve 
s lav ed  too  long an d  I ’ve  w o rk ed  too  
h a rd .”  T h e  q u ie tn e ss  o f h is  voice 
frig h ten ed  B ig  M ik e . “ T h e y  c a n ’t  do 
th is  to  m e,”  R u g g e r w en t on ta lk in g . 
“Y ou  know , M ik e , now  th a t  m y  so n ’s 
com ing, h e ’ll k n o w  th e  t ru th  a b o u t m e, 
an d  h e ’ll be  a n g ry . H e ’ll s a y  I  th rew  
m yself aw ay , b ecause  I  th in k  i t ’s too  
la te  fo r m e now . . .

B u t sudden ly  R u g g er H a n le y  s a t  u p  
s tra ig h t  in h is  c h a ir , a n d  h is  lips p re ssed  
in to  a  tig h t line. “ M ik e !”  he sa id , 
loud ly . “ M ik e— do y o u  rea lize  w h a t 
th e y ’ve done? D o y o u  k n o w  w h a t th o se  
b u tc h e rs  h av e  done fo r th e ir  m o n e y ? ” 
i O ’S hea  shook h is  head . H e  c o u ld n ’t  
sp eak .

A nd  now , th e  m o m e n ta ry  h y s te r ia  
h a d  p assed  from  H a n le y . “ M y  b o y ’s 
on  th a t  Silverbeam,” he sa id , sp e a k in g  
slow ly , “ an d  h e ’s g o t T o m  W o rth ’s

lenses w ith  h im .”
“W h a t? ”
“ Y es. I  d id n ’t  w a it fo r h im  to  com e. 

I  s e n t th em  to  h im  th a t  sam e d a y . I  
w an ted  h im  to  be w ea rin g  th em  w hen  
he  cam e h ere  on h is  f irs t flig h t.”

“ B u t th e y  m ay  be y o u r o n ly  ev idence  
a g a in s t K ie lle r, a n d  if— ”

“ Y es, M ik e ,” R ugger H a n le y  no d d ed  
g rim ly . “ I f  th e  Silverbeam c ra sh es  to 
m orrow , I ’ll lose th e  chance  to  av en g e  
T o m  W o rth , a n d  I ’ll lose m y  son  . . . 
a n d  m y  reaso n  fo r liv ing  the  w ay  I ’ve 
been  liv ing  th e se  th re e  y e a rs .”

“ W h a t a re  y o u  going to  d o ? ” O ’S hea 
b re a th e d . “ W e re n ’t  y o u  p la n n in g  on  
d iv ing  th e  Silverbeam in  y o u rse lf? ” 

“ I t  is n ’t  a  q u es tio n  of d iv ing  i t  in ,”  
H a n le y  c lipped . “T h e  sh ips th a t  
c ra sh e d  w ere  up  a g a in s t som eth ing . 
M a y b e  th e  lenses, m aybe  som eth ing  
else. T h e  Silverbeam h a s  to  b e  s to p p ed  
from  com ing  in  to m o rro w , b e fo re  a n y 
th in g  h a p p e n s  to  h e r ! ”

“ B u t h o w ?”
“ I ’ll w ork  th a t  o u t as I  go. N ik k o , 

you  com e w ith  m e. M ik e , k e e p  th a t  
ca p p e r h e re  fo r m e .”

B efo re  O ’Shea cou ld  s to p  h im , H a n 
ley h a d  w a lk ed , h a lf  s tu m b lin g , th ro u g h  
th e  doo r, lean ing  on N ik k o .

’  |  'H E R E  w ere  a lw ay s  lig h ts  a t  th e  
A sp a c e p o rt. D a y  a n d  n ig h t, no  m a t

te r  w h e th e r  sh ips w ere  ex p ec ted  in , th e  
g reen -go lden  b eaco n s l i t  u p  th e  g re a t 
fields, th e  ro c k e t p its  lik e  w ounds in  th e  
sm o o th  lan d . In  th e  C o m m u n ica tio n s 
B u ild ing , th e  o p e ra to rs  w ere s ittin g , 
ta lk in g  to  th e  sh ip s  th a t  w ere  o u t som e
w here  in  th e  vo id . H e re  th e  fre ig h te rs , 
sm all a n d  lone ly , th e  g ay  lin e rs , th e  
m ilita ry  sh ips, le t th e ir  voices be  h e a rd  
as  th e y  p asse d  b y , exch an g in g  new s, 
gossip , b a n te r . T h e  vo id  knew  no  d ay  
o r n ig h t;  . . .

A sm all te r ra -c a r  d rew  u p  no ise lessly  
beside  th e  huge C o m m u n ica tio n s B u ild 
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ing, a n d  a sp a re , u n s to p p e d  figure cam e 
ou t. “N ik k o ,”  sa id  th e  m an , “w a it h e re  
fo r  m e.” T h e n  R u g g e r H a n le y  w en t 
in to  th e  b u ild ing . H e  e n te re d  an  ele
v a to r  a n d  w en t up  to  th e  to p m o st s to ry . 
W h en  he cam e o u t, h e  w as in  th e  m id st 
o f th e  S ec tio n -A t-H an d  d iv ision , w here  
c o n ta c t w as k e p t w ith  th e  sh ips b o u n d  
fo r C o re lla  from  all o v e r th e  u n iv erse .

“ H i, R u g g e r ,” a  sh o r t  m an  c a lled  o u t 
to  h im . “ W h a t’re  y o u  do ing  u p  th is  
tim e of n ig h t?  W e h a v e n ’t  seen  you  
a ro u n d  h e re  in  a long  w hile .”

H a n le y  fo rced  a  b la n k  sm ile. “ H ello , 
C h a rley . I ’m  b e in g  k e p t p re t ty  bu sy  
these  d a y s .”  H e  p au se d . “ L is ten , 
C h a rley , w ill you  do m e a fa v o r? ” 

C h a rle y  g rin n e d . “ R u n  o u t of 
behla? H e re 's  a  coup le  of b u c k s— ” 

R u g g er g e s t u r e d  im p a tie n tly . 
“ T h a n k s ,”  he  sa id . “ I t  isn ’t  th a t . 
L is te n , m y  b o y ’s com ing  in  tom orrow  
on th e  Silverbeam. D o  y o u  th in k  you  
could  m an ag e  to  le t m e ge t a  m essage 
to  h im ? ”

“ H e ll, R u g g e r ,” sa id  C h a rle y , “ I 
d o n ’t  h av e  to  te ll you  th a t  th e  Silver- 
beam’s in th e  A t-H a n d  sec tio n , an d  
w ith  th e  in te rp la n e ta ry  c lock  a t  2 2 :0 4 , 
m o st o f th e  c re w ’s asleep  th e re .”

“ I  know . O n ly  th is  is so m e th in g  spe
c ia l. C ou ld  you  m an ag e  to  fak e  a  n a v i
g a tio n  call, so  th e y ’ll ca ll h im  to  th e  
au d iv iso r  a n d  I ’ll h e a r  h is  v o ice?” 

“ Y ou  su re  a re  n u ts  a b o u t th a t  k id ,” 
C h a r le y  m u tte re d . “L is te n , R u g g e r, 
y o u  know  y o u ’re ask in g  m e to  b re a k  all 
th e  ru les?  W h a t th e  hell k in d  of a  m es
sage am  I  go ing  to  fak e?  W h a t’s th e  
h u r ry  a n y w a y ?  H e ’ll be  in  w ith in  
tw e lve  h o u rs . C a n ’t you  w a it? ”

“ T e ll h im  to  w a tc h  o u t for a s te ro id  
fra g m e n ts— a n y th in g , I  d o n ’t  give a  
d am n . A fte r  th a t ,  th e re ’s a  m essage 
I ’ve go t to  give h im . I t  m ay  be im p o r
t a n t .”

“ A ste ro id  fra g m e n ts , h m m m m !” 
C h a rle y  sn o rte d . “ I f  th e  ch ie f ever

h e a rd  m e g ive  o u t . . . O k ay , I ’ll do 
it, b u t I  m u s t be  n u ts . O n ly  rem em b er 
y o u  c a n ’t  sa y  a n y th in g  p e rso n a l. H e ’ll 
recogn ize  y o u r voice, b u t  y o u ’ll h av e  to  
give h im  th e  m essage in  th ird  p e rso n .” 

“ T h a n k s , C h a r le y ,” H a n le y  sa id  
q u ie tly . H e  co u ld  h a rd ly  conceal th e  
fever th a t  b u rn e d  in  h im . T h e  s tra in  
to  keep  h is voice a n d  m a n n e r casu a l 
w as a lm o s t m ore  th a n  he could  en d u re . 
H e  to o k  C h a rle y ’s a rm  a n d  fo llow ed 
in to  one of th e  cub ic les w hose w alls 
co n sis ted  o f g re a t  concave c h a r ts  o f the  
vo id  a ro u n d  C ore lla . H e re  a n d  th e re  
t in y  p in -p o in ts  o f co lo red  lig h ts  m a rk e d  
th e  lo ca tio n s  o f sh ips as th e  lig h ts  
m oved  im p e rc e p tib ly  a long  th e  c h a r ts .

“ See th a t  w h ite  o n e ? ” sa id  C h a rle y , 
p o in tin g . “ T h a t ’s i t .”

“ S u re  looks p r e t ty .”
“ L o o k  o u t ,  R u g g e r !”  C h a rle y  

g ra b b e d  H a n le y  b y  one a rm . “H ell, you  
a lm o st fell r ig h t on to p  o f th e  sp e a k e r!  ” 
C h a rle y  frow ned  as  h e  looked  a t  H a n 
ley . “ I  can  sm ell th a t  behla o v er h e re ,” 
he  sa id , sh a k in g  h is head . “N o w  ta k e  
it e a sy  w hile  I  g e t h e r .”

/ ^ H A R L E Y ’S h a n d s  ra c e d  over the  
g lis ten in g  b lack  in s tru m e n t b o a rd , 

to u ch in g  lev ers  a n d  p re ss in g  b u tto n s . 
A red  b u lb  glow ed b rig h tly  and  C h a r 
ley  to o k  th e  sp e a k e r. “ C o re lla  C eres  
C o m p a n y  ca llin g  Silverbeam,’’ he  sa id  
once. T h e n  he re p e a te d  it.

Silverbeam in  C o re lla  S ection-A t- 
H a n d ,” cam e th e  answ er.

“ N a v ig a tio n  w arn in g . I s  th e  N a v i
g a tio n  O fficer th e re ? ”

“ T h a t  you , C h a r le y ? ”
“ R ig h t. H e llo , F r e d .”
“ L is ten , C h a rle y , y o u  know  the  w hole 

d am n  c rew ’s asleep . W h a t th e  he ll are* 
y o u  do ing  in te r ru p tin g  m y  re a d in g ? ” 

“ Y ou re a d  too  m uch  an y w ay . F re d , 
c a n  y o u  ge t m e th e  N a v ig a tio n  O fficer?” 

“ Y ou  se rio u s a b o u t th a t ? ”
“ Y o u ’re  d a m n ed  w ell to ld  I  am . Y ou
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know  th e  by-law s b y  now , son. N a v i
ga tio n  w arn in g s in  p e rso n  to  th e  Offi
c e r .”

“ N u ts ,”  sa id  th e  vo ice . T h e n  i t  
a d d e d , “Silverbeam in  C o re lla  S ection- 
A t-H a n d  re q u ests  y o u r line to  keep  
open . T h e  N a v ig a tio n  O fficer is being  
ca lle d .” A  tin y , stifled  voice ad d ed , 
“ N u ts .”

“ O k ay , R u g g e r ,” C h a rley  w h ispered . 
“ Y ou  ta k e  it fro m  h e re .”  A s he stood  
u p  to  le t H a n le y  ta k e  h is  ch a ir , C h a rley  
sa id , “ W h a t’s th e  m a tte r , R u g g e r?  
“ W h a t’re  y o u  sh a k in g  like  th a t  fo r?  
A n y th in g  w ro n g ? ”

H a n le y  shook  h is head . “ I ’m  fine ,” 
he  w h isp ered . “ J u s t  fine.”

“ N a v ig a tio n  O fficer H a n le y  a b o a rd  
th e  Silverbeam re p o r tin g ,” th e  a u d i-  
p h o n e  sa id  su d d en ly .

“ N a v ig a tio n  w a rn in g ,”  R u g g e r H a n 
ley  sa id  even ly . “U n co n firm ed  re p o rts  
o f a s te ro id  fra g m e n ts . S uggest doub le  
w a tch  all th e  w a y .”  H e  c o u ld n ’t  keep  
his h a n d s  still.

“ H ey , is th a t— ” th e  voice s ta r te d , 
th e n  s to p p ed . “ T h a n k  y o u  v e ry  m uch  
fo r th e  tim e ly  w arn in g . I s  th a t  a l l? ”

“ P e rso n a l m essage to  N av ig a tio n  
O fficer H a n le y ,” sa id  R ugger. H e  fe lt 
C h a r le y ’s h a n d  on  h is a rm  a n d  he shook  
it  off. “ H e  is re q u ested  by  R u g g e r 
H a n le y  n o t to  w ear H a y d ite  lenses se n t 
h im  re c e n tly  and  to  use  th e  s ta n d a rd  
eq u ip m e n t o f the  sh ip . H a v e  you  g o t 
th a t? ”

R u g g er H a n le y  cou ld  h e a r  C h a r le y ’s 
sigh  of re lie f as he gave th e  m essage 
im p erso n a lly . H e  looked  u p  a t  C h a r 
ley a n d  w hispered , “ G et m e a  d r in k  of 
w a te r, C h arley . I  feel fa in t. D o n ’t  
w o rry — I ’ll sign off.”

T h e  sh o r t m an  h e s ita te d , th e n  h u r 
ried  th ro u g h  th e  door.

“ R o n a ld  I ”  R u g g er H a n le y  sa id  
sh a rp ly . “ L is ten  to  m e! Y o u ’ve go t 
to  g e t th e  Silverbeam to  tu rn  b ack ! 
D o n ’t  le t  i t  la n d  on C ore lla ! I  c a n ’t

ex p la in . D o  y o u  h e a r  m e?  T h e y ’re 
try in g  to  sa b o tag e  th e — ”

“Rugger —  get away from that 
speaker!” C h a rley  h a d  com e ru n n in g  
b a c k  in to  th e  room  a n d  he d iv ed  a t  
H a n le y . H a n le y  s tood  u p  a n d  sw ung  
h is free  le f t  h a n d , ca tch in g  th e  sh o r t 
m an  on th e  c h e s t. As C h a rle y  fell, h e  
ra ise d  a n  a rm  a n d  sw ung  it  ac ro ss  th e  
b la c k  b o a rd . T h e  re d  b u lb  w en t o u t 
su d d en ly . O ne w ord  h a d  com e th ro u g h  
th e  a u d ip h o n e : “What?”

C h a rle y  s tood  u p  d azed . <rY o u ’re  
c r a z y ! ” he  b a rk e d . “ R u g g e r, y o u ’ve 
gone o u t of y o u r h ead ! D o  y o u  re a l
ize w hat y o u ’ve d one  m a y  cost m e m y  
jo b ? ”  H e  b ru sh e d  a  h a n d  ac ro ss  h is 
chest.

“ I t  m a y  co s t m e m ore th a n  t h a t ! ” 
sa id  H a n le y  savagely . “ C h a rle y , I  
c a n ’t  rea so n  w ith  y o u  now . I ’ve g o t to  
g e t th e  Silverbeam to  ch an g e  h e r  
course! I t ’s a  m a tte r  of life  a n d  d e a th  
fo r h u n d re d s  of p e o p le !”

“ G et o u t ! ” C h a rle y  c ried . “ G et o u t 
of h e re , y o u  d ru n k e n  fool! I ’ll have  
th e  po lice  h e re  in  five seco n d s .” H is  
face w as a  m a sk  of rag e  a n d  b ew ild er
m e n t, an d  he  ra ise d  a  h a n d  over th e  
a la rm  s igna l. “ G et o u t o f h e re  w hile 
I  t r y  to  u n d o  th e  d am ag e  y o u ’ve d o n e .” 

S low ly, R u g g e r H a n le y  b a c k e d  o u t 
of th e  cub ic le  a n d  m ade  h is w ay  dow n 
th e  co rr id o r. W h en  h e  cam e o u t of th e  
bu ild in g , he  e n te re d  th e  te r ra -c a r . 
“ T a k e  m e to  400  M e tro  B o u le v a rd ,” 
he  to ld  th e  d r iv e r . T h e re  w as no 
longer u n s te a d in e ss  in  h is  voice.

“ Y O U  d id  what> H a n le y ? ”
“ I  tr ie d  to  w a rn  th e m  over th e  

au d ip h o n e , C o m m iss io n e r,” sa id  H a n 
ley. “N o t m ore th a n  an  h o u r a g o .” 

C om m issioner P a ig e  o f th e  I n te r 
p la n e ta ry  P o lice  scow led. H e  w as in  
h is p a ja m a s  a n d  he w as sh iv e rin g  w ith  
co ld  as  he  s a t  w ith  H a n le y  in  th e  fo y e r 
o f h is  hom e. O u ts id e  th e  firs t g rey
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signs of th e  C o re llan  daw n w ere  a p 
p earin g . “ T h e re ’ll be  tro u b le  ab o u t 
th is , H a n le y ,” th e  C o m m iss io n e r sa id , 
sigh ing . “ O f cou rse , I ’ll w a it u n til I ’ve 
h e a rd  of i t  in  m y  official c a p ac ity . A nd 
I ’ll ta k e  in to  ac c o u n t th e  fa c t th a t  
y o u ’re  still u p se t ov er th e  d ea th  of y o u r 
c lo sest fr ie n d  . . . ’’ h e  g ru n te d , “ even  
if y o u  d id  h a rd ly  ev e r  see h im  since you  
to o k  to  d rin k in g .”

‘Y ou  m ean  you  d o n ’t  believe m e ? ” 
“ F ra n k ly , no, H a n le y .” P a ige  to o k  

on a k in d lie r  a t t i tu d e . “ B e reaso n ab le , 
m an . H ow  can  I  h av e  th e  cou rse  of a  
liner ch an g ed  on th e — u h — u n verifiab le  
sc rap s  y o u ’ve g iven  m e? W h ere  is th e  
cap su le?  Y o u r frie n d  O ’S hea seem s to  
h av e  le f t  h is  b a r  a n d  you  d o n ’t  know  
w here  he  lives. T h e  m y ste rio u s H a y 
d ite  lenses a re  a b o a rd  th e  Silverbeam. 
All r ig h t. L e t’s w a it a  few  hou rs. T h e  
sh ip  w ill com e in , an d  th e n  w e’ll have  
a  look  a t  th e m . M a y b e  th e re  h as  been  
foul p la y . T h e  D e p a r tm e n t h a s n ’t  
o v erlooked  th a t .”

“ B u t th e  sh ip  w on’t com e in! T om  
W o rth  w as r ig h t ! ”

“ T h e re  isn ’t  a n y  sense  in  y o u r  e x c it
ing  y o u rse lf  th is  w ay , H a n le y . Y ou 
ca n  see I  c a n ’t  do  a n y th in g .” C om m is
s io n er P a ig e  d rew  h is robe  on . “ I s n ’t  
i t  fa in tly  possib le , H a n le y ,” he  said , 
h a lf  h u m o ro u sly , “ th a t  a ll th is  is ju s t 
a b a d  behla d re a m ? ”

R u g g er H a n le y  rose an d  c lenched  his 
fists. “ I  d o n ’t d rin k  behla,” he sa id  
slow ly . “ I  h a v e n ’t h a d  a p in t of th e  
stu ff in th e  la s t th re e  y e a rs  you  spoke 
of. I  h a d  som e e a r lie r  to n ig h t, w hen 
I  rea lized  th a t  to m o rro w  m y son  w ould 
be  h e re . I t  b ro k e  m e up . B u t I  d o n ’t 
d r in k .”

“ A h ,” sa id  C om m ission  P a ig e , rising  
w ith  H a n le y . “ So y o u  d o n ’t  d rin k  
behla, is i t?  P e rh a p s  y o u  can  explain  
y o u r c o n s ta n t— ”

“ I c a n ’t. N o t un less I ’m  w illing  to  
g ive up  m y  la s t ch an ce  to  save th a t  sh ip .

A nd  th a t ’s one th in g  I  w on’t  g ive u p .” 
H e  b ad e  th e  C om m issioner good -n igh t 
an d  w en t b ack  to  th e  te r ra -c a r .

A fte r  th a t ,  R u g g e r H a n le y  la y  in  b ed  
aw ak e  all th ro u g h  th e  n igh t, u n a b le  to  
sleep. A nd  a ll th e  w hile he  w as th in k 
ing , p la n n in g , w o rk in g  th e  th in g  o u t in  
h is  m in d . T h e re  w ere on ly  a  few  
chances fo r K ie lle r to  ta k e  to  g a in  h is 
ends. H a n le y  h a d  to  know  th e m  a ll in  
ad v an ce . T h e re  m u s t have  been  som e
th in g  h e ’d  overlooked .

F o r  th e  re s t of th a t  n ig h t, N ik k o , th e  
little  M a r tia n , s a t  b y  h is b ed , dozing  
off a n d  a w ak in g  ju s t  in tim e  to  ligh t 
H a n le y ’s n e x t c ig a re tte . I t  w as v e ry  
q u ie t w here  th e y  lived , fa r  from  M e tro , 
fa r  from  th e  sp a cep o rt a n d  th e  m en 
w ith  w hom  H a n le y  h a d  sp e n t so m an y  
y e a rs  of h is life . . . .

H P H E  Silverbeam w as d ue  in  a t  3 2 :30 , 
A in te rp la n e ta ry  tim e , an d  an  h o u r 

a f te r  noon C ore llan  tim e, b u t  R u g g er 
H a n le y  got to  th e  sp a c e p o rt a n  h o u r 
a h e a d  o f tim e. W o rd  of th e  p a s t  n ig h t’s 
ev e n ts  h ad  g o tten  a ro u n d , an d  as  he 
m ad e  h is w ay  slow ly to  th e  p ilo t c ra f t  
h a n g a rs , he  cou ld  feel th e  w ay  people 
w ere look ing  a t  h im . H e  fe lt v e ry  tire d  
a n d  he k new  his face show ed it. H e  
h a d  to  b e  v e ry  ca re fu l now  th a t  ev e ry 
one w as w a tch in g  him . T h e re  w as no 
sign of h is  d rin k in g  now , an d  he hoped  
th a t  m ost people w ould  assum e he w as 
tire d  . . . b ecau se  if th e y  c a u g h t th e  
an sw er . . .

T h e  m echan ics, w ith  w hom  H a n le y  
h a d  seldom  exchanged  a  w ord  in  y e a rs , 
c lu s te re d  a ro u n d  h im  O ne of th em  h a d  
a m essage. “ M r. K ie lle r  sa id  to  be su re  
to  see h im  befo re  you  go u p  fo r th e  
Silverbeam.”

R u g g er no d d ed . H e  h ad  p la n n ed  to  
see K ie lle r h im self. In  R u g g e r H a n 
le y ’s p lan s , K ie lle r w as d estin ed  to  p lay  
a  lead ing  ro le w ith in  th e  h o u r. B u t he  
w as a  b it  s ta r t le d  to  h e a r  th a t  he h a d
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been  p o sted  to  ta k e  in  th e  SUverbeam. 
O f cou rse , K ie lle r  h a d  know n th a t  H a n 
ley  w ould  w an t to  b r in g  th a t  sh ip  in ; 
K ie lle r  h a d  co n fe rre d  a  g re a t  fa v o r on 
H a n le y  b y  sign ing  y o u n g  R o n a ld  on one 
o f th e  C eres C o m p an y  sh ips. B u t th a t  
m e a n t th a t  th e y  w e re n ’t  going to  d is 
c ip line  R u g g er fo r la s t  n ig h t’s even ts. 
. . .  O r d id  it  m ean  th a t  a t  a ll?

H e  h ad  th e  m echan ics  go o v e r th e  
t in y  p ilo t c r a f t  th o ro u g h ly . H e  w as 
ca re fu l n o t to  a sk  th e m  m ore th a n  th e  
u su a l q u es tio n s , n o t u n til  th e y  w ere all 
fin ished . T h e n  he sa id , “ P lease  ch eck  
a n d  see w h e th e r  th e  sp a rk e rs  a re  all 
s e t ,”  th e n , h es ita tin g , an d  as  if he  h ad  
th o u g h t i t  over, he a d d ed , “ O n second  
th o u g h t, g e t m e a  w hole new  line of 
s p a rk e rs .”

O f cou rse  th e re  w as h e s ita n c y ; h e ’d 
expected  it. O ne  o f th e  m echan ices 
sa id , “ B u t th e  sh ip  d o e sn ’t  need  th em , 
s ir .”

“ She lo s t speed  to o  fa s t y e s te rd a y ,” 
sa id  H a n ley . “ I  th in k — ”

“ B u t, s ir ,” th e  m echan ic  in te r ru p te d , 
“ y o u  d id n ’t  use th is  sh ip  y e s te rd a y  a t  
a ll .”

“ D id n ’t  I ? ” H a n le y  sa id , cu rs in g  h is  
b lu n d e r. “T h a t ’s all r ig h t,” he  cau g h t 
h im self, “g e t a  new  se t an y w ay . I ’m  
n o t ta k in g  a n y  chances to d a y . I f  I  
cou ld  use a  b ra n d  new  sh ip , I  w ou ld .”

“ Y es s ir ,” sa id  th e  m echan ic . “ I t ’s a  
b ig  d a y  for y o u , isn ’t  i t ? ” H e  w as a  
fr ie n d ly  y o u n g s te r , th a t  m echan ic .

“ M in d  y o u r b u s in e s s !” R u g g er 
sn ap p ed . H e  w as im m ed ia te ly  so rry . 
H e  h a d  b een  w on d erin g  w hich  of these  
y o u n g  m echan ics w as th e  one w ho w ould  
soon be sn eak in g  aw ay  to  re p o rt to  
K ie lle r , to  te ll h im  of th e  ca re fu l ch eck 
up  h e ’d  o rd ered , th e  new  sp a rk e rs . O ne 
of th e m , c e rta in ly , an d  th e n  K ie lle r  
w ou ld  know . H a n le y  h a d  to  s to p  h im .

'\ X 7 'H E N  th e  new  line  o f sp a rk e rs  h a d  
been in sta lled , R u g g e r H a n le y

sa id , “ L o ck  u p  th e  sh ip , p lease , an d  
give m e th e  k e y .”  T h e  m ech an ic  h e s i
ta te d  a t  th e  s tra n g e  o rd e r , b u t  he  to o k  
one lo o k  a t  H a n le y ’s se t jaw  a n d  com 
p lied . As he  gave H a n le y  th e  k ey , 
R u g g e r w h ispered , “ S o rry  I  b a rk e d  a t  
you , son . I ’m  ju s t  u p s e t .”

A s h e  m ade  h is w ay  to  th e  a d m in is 
tra tio n  B u ild in g , ju s t  as  he le f t , H a n le y  
h e a rd  one o f th e  m ech an ics  sa y  in  a  
low to n e , “ T h e  o ld  b o y ’s gone co m 
p le te ly  n u ts . M o ra le  sh a tte re d . W o r th ’s 
c ra sh  m u st h a v e  . . .”

H e  w a n te d  to  w a lk  aw ay  fa s te r , b u t  
h e  k e p t h is  p ace  slow , h is  h e a d  dow n. 
T h e re  w ere m ore peop le  a t  th e  A d m in is
tra t io n  B u ild in g , s ta n d in g  in  little  
k n o ts . T h e  new s h a d  sp re a d  fa s t. 
H a n le y  w o n d ered  w h e th e r  i t  w asn ’t  a 
good th in g . M a y b e  a ll th e  p u b lic ity  
w ould  s to p  K ie lle r  b ecau se  i t  w ou ld  b e  
too  co -in c id en ta l.

N o , i t  w o u ld n ’t  do  th a t  a t  a ll. I f  
a n y th in g  h a p p e n e d  now , th e y  w ould  be  
su re  th a t  H a n le y  h a d  b een  c ra z y , a n d  
h is u n b a lan ce  h a d  re su lte d  in a  tra g e d y . 
I t  w as th e  b e s t th in g  he  cou ld  hav e  done 
fo r K ie lle r . T h e y  cou ld  on ly  s a y  th a t  
K ie lle r  m ig h t h av e  exerc ised  b e t te r  
ju d g m en t.

“ H ello , H a n le y . A re n ’t  y o u  go ing  
to  ta lk  to  m e ? ”
> R u g g e r s ta r te d . “ S o rry ,”  he  m u m 
b led . “ I  m u s t h av e  overlo o k ed  you . 
I ’m  a ll w ra p p e d  u p  in  th o u g h t, C o m 
m issioner P a ig e .”

“ C om e h e re  a  m o m en t, H a n le y ,” sa id  
th e  C om m issioner, ta k in g  H a n le y  b y  
th e  a rm . “T h a t ’s ju s t  w h a t I  w a n t to  
ta lk  to  y o u  a b o u t.” H e  w en t inside  the  
cool c o rr id o r w ith  H a n le y  a n d  s to p p ed  
w here  th e y  w ere  a lone. “ I ’ve b e e n  u p se t 
b y  th e  th in g s  y o u  to ld  m e la s t n ig h t, 
H a n le y . F ra n k ly , I ’m  w o rried  w h e th er 
i t ’s e x a c tly  w ise fo r y o u  to  go u p  in  y o u r 
m en ta l s ta te .”  T h e  C om m issioner h es
ita te d . “ I ’ve been  w o n d erin g  w h e th e r 
K ie lle r isn ’t  show ing  m ore s e n tim e n ta l
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i ty  th a n  sound  ju d g m e n t in  a llow ing  you  
to  go u p  to d a y .”

" P le a s e ,”  sa id  H a n le y , h is voice 
b a re ly  a  w h isp er, “ s ta y  o u t of th is . I ’m  
all r ig h t. I ’ve  been  fly ing  these  sh ip s  
fo r fifteen  y e a rs . Y ou  know  I  w ou ld n ’t  
go u p  if  I  th o u g h t th e re  w as an y  reason  
fo r m e n o t to .”

“ I f  a n y th in g  h a p p e n s— ”
“ N o th in g ’s go ing  to  h a p p e n ,”  sa id  

H a n le y  fla tly . “ N o th in g !”
P a ig e  sm iled . “ All r ig h t, H a n le y ,” 

he  sa id . “ T h a t ’s a ll I  w a n te d  to  h ea r. 
I f  y o u  a re n ’t  a f ra id  . . .  I  t r u s t  y o u r 
ju d g m e n t im p lic itly . I  w as on ly  w or
r ie d  you  m ig h t show  up , a h — ”

“ I  k n o w ,” sa id  H a n le y . “ D ru n k . 
I ’v e  n ev e r gone u p  d ru n k  in  m y  life .” 
H e  tu rn e d  aw ay , w alk ing  dow n th e  
h a ll. H e  d id n ’t like  th e  w ay  C om m is
sioner P aige h ad  been  looking  a t  h im ; 
he c o u ld n ’t  ta k e  th e  chance.

N o w  th a t  he  w as a b o u t to  o p en  th e  
door to  K ie lle r’s office, th e  firs t d o u b t 
seized h im . W h a t tim e  w as i t?  T h e re  
c o u ld n ’t be  m uch  tim e  le f t , an d  h e  h a d  
to  a c t  q u ic k ly  an d  sm o o th ly . H e  en 
te re d  th e  recep tio n  room . “ M r. K ie lle r’s 
w a itin g ,”  sa id  th e  s e c re ta ry . “ T h e re  
isn ’t  m uch  tim e .”

R u g g er H a n le y  w alked  th ro u g h  th e  
d o o r th e  se c re ta ry  opened . K ie lle r 
s tood  up  from  h is desk . “ A h, H a n le y ,” 
he  sa id , co rd ia lly , “ I ’ve  been  w aiting  
to — ”

L T A N L E Y  closed  th e  door w ith  h is 
b a c k  a n d  s tood  a g a in s t it. As K ie l

le r  sp o k e , he  w ith d rew  his h an d s  from  
h is p ilo t’s ja c k e t. In  h is  r ig h t h a n d  
th e re  w as a  sh o r t, b lue  b a rre le d  e lec tric  
gun . “ D o n ’t s a y  a n o th e r  w ord , K ie l
le r ,” H a n le y  sa id  so fty , advancing . “ I  
h a v e n ’t  m uch  tim e . O pen  th e  w all 
sa fe .”

K ie lle r’s eyes he ld  fear. “ H a n le y , 
h av e  y o u  gone o u t of y o u r— ”

“ O pen  th e  sa fe .”

I t  w as the  v e ry  q u ie tn ess  w ith  w hich 
H a n le y  sa id  i t  th a t  go t K ie lle r. H e 
c o u ld n ’t  ta k e  h is  ey es off th e  gun . T h e y  
h a d  o u tlaw ed  those  guns te n  y e a rs  b e 
fore. T h e  o ld  ro c k e te e rs  h a d  ca rr ie d  
th em . T h e y  could  m ak e  a  hole th ro u g h  
s tee l, q u ie tly , in  a second . K ie lle r 
o pened  th e  safe .

“ G ive m e T o m  W o rth ’s H a y d ite  
len ses ,”  sa id  H a n le y  evenly .

“ I  d o n ’t  know  w h a t y o u ’re  ta lk in g  
a b o u t,” sa id  K ie lle r.

“ I ’ll g ive you  five seconds— ”
T h e  inter-office p h o n e  buzzed  a n d  a 

g ir l’s voice ca lled , “ T h e  SUverbeam is 
ab o u t to  s ta r t  h e r  d ive. M r. H an ley  
m u s t h u r ry .”

“ Y ou  h a v e n ’t  a n y  tim e , H a n le y ,” 
sa id  K ie lle r. H a n le y  to o k  a  step  
fo rw ard . S u d d en ly , K ie lle r’s voice 
ch an g ed , a n d  a  new  ligh t shone in  h is 
eyes. “ A ll r ig h t, H a n le y ,” he  sa id . 
“ Y o u ’ve got m e— b u t y o u  c a n ’t  do  a 
th in g  u n til  you  com e dow n again . 
Y o u ’ve no tim e. H e re .” H e  h an d e d  
ov er tw o p a irs  o f lenses from  th e  safe.

“ So th a t ’s i t ,”  sa id  H a n le y . “ T h a t ’s 
how  you  g o t T o m . Y ou  sw itched  bo th  
p a irs  on h im .”

“ Y es,”  K ie lle r  sm iled  w ry ly . “ H e 
su sp ec ted  th e  firs t p a ir , b u t  n o t th e  sec
ond . Y ou know , th e  lig h t from  those  
m oons is s im p ly  te rr ib le .”

R u g g e r H a n le y  w en t pa le . T h e  n a ils  
o f h is  le f t  h a n d  to re  h is  p a lm . “ W ho 
else d id  y o u  use  th is  o n ? ” he  sa id .

“ N o  o n e ,” K ie lle r rep lied  calm ly . 
“ I  d o n ’t  use th e  sam e id e a  m ore  th a n  
tw ice , a n d  in  th is  case  I  u sed  it o n ce .”

“W h a t a b o u t th e  Claybourne a n d  th e  
Skybird?"

“ A h, yes. I  h ad  a n o th e r  little  device
th e re . I — ”

“ M r. H a n le y ,” th e  phone  called , “ th e  
SUverbeam is s ta r t in g  h e r  d ive now. 
Y o u r sh ip ’s read y . Y o u ’re la te .”

“H u r r y ,”  sa id  K ie lle r, sm iling , “ o r 
th e  SUverbeam m ay  jo in — ”
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H a n le y  fe v e rish ly  p o in te d  to  a  p iece  
of p a p e r. I f  on ly  h e ’d w a tch ed  th e  
tim e . Som eone w as k n o ck in g  on  th e  
door. “ C om ing ,”  ca lled  H a n ley . 
“ W rite  th a t  dow n, d am n  y o u ,”  sa id  
H a n le y  to  K ie lle r. “W rite  fa s t. P u t  
dow n w h a t y o u  sa id  a b o u t T o m  
W o rth .” H e  w a ited , g lan ced  a t  th e  p a 
p e r. “ N ow  w rite  th is ,”  he  sa id . “  ‘I  
a lso  b ro u g h t a b o u t th e  c ra sh  of the  
Claybourne a n d  th e  Skybird b y  s u b s ti
tu t in g  w orn  lin es  o f sp a rk e rs  in  th e ir  
en g in es, c a u s in g  th e  ro c k e ts  to  lose 
sp eed  a n d  slow  th e  d ives— ”

K ie lle r h e s ita te d , th e n  sm iled  a s  he  
c o n tin u e d  w riting . “ V ery  b r ig h t of you , 
H a n le y ,” he  o bserved . “ I t ’s a  p le a su re  
to  lose to  a  m an  like  you . Y o u ’ve go t 
m e dead  to  r ig h ts .”

” . . .  a n d  cau se  th e  p ilo t c r a f t— ” 
H a n le y  w as d ic ta tin g .

“ M r. H a n le y ! M r. H a n le y !  T h e  
Silverbeam is  d iv ing ! S h e’s ca lling  fo r 
th e  p ilo t c r a f t ! ”  T h e y  w ere  k ic k in g  a t 
th e  d o o r now , h am m erin g  a n d  ca lling  
o u ts id e .

“ T h a t ’s e n o u g h !”  sa id  H a n le y . H e  
g ra b b e d  th e  p a p e r  a n d  ra n  to  th e  doo r, 
a n d  as  he  o p ened  i t ,  he h e a rd  K ie lle r 
call a f te r  h im , “ R e m em b er a  co n fes
s io n ’s w orth less  w ith o u t ev idence— ”

T T A N L E Y  ru sh e d  th ro u g h  th e  office,
A b u m p in g  in to  p eop le , ra n  in to  th e  

c o rr id o r, p u t t in g  th e  gun  aw ay  a s  he  
ra n , try in g  to  avoid  th e  th ro n g s  th a t  
w ere  ev ery w h ere  a n d  n o t succeed ing . 
S evera l p o r te rs  saw  h im  com ing  a n d  
fo rm ed  a  fly ing w edge fo r h im , a n d  he  
ra n  b e h in d  th em  to  th e  sh ip . I t  w as 
in th e  p it ,  t i lte d , re a d y  fo r b las tin g . 
H e  fu m b led  fo r th e  k ey , gave it to  a  
m ech an ic , th e n  ju m p e d  in side . T h e  
d o o r s lam m ed  beh in d  h im  as  h e  se ttle d  
in to  h is  c ram p ed  q u a r te rs . H e  w as still 
h o ld in g  T o m  W o r th ’s lenses a n d  th e  
c ru m p le d  sh ee t o f p a p e r  th a t  K ie lle r 
h a d  w ritte n .

H e  k ic k e d  o v e r th e  b a rs  u n d e r  h is  
fee t, s ta r te d  th e  eng ine , le t  h is  h a n d s  
to u ch  th e  con tro ls . . . . T h e  su d d e n  
shock , th e  l i f t  an d  te a r  o f th e  ro c k e ts , 
th e  noise of th e  b la s tin g . T e n  seco n d s  
la te r , H a n le y  slow ed h is speed  a n d  
p ee red  th ro u g h  th e  g lassite  p o r ts . H e  
h a d  been  so la te  in s ta r t in g  th a t  h e ’d 
m issed  a ll th e  u su a l ho les in  th e  c u r ta in  
of m oons. T h e  S te in w ay  In te g ra to r ,  
ta k in g  u p  m o st of th e  fo rw ard  co n tro l 
b o a rd , w as flash ing  b r ig h tly , i ts  c a lc u 
la to rs  m a rk in g  th e  tin y  figures a n d  le t
te rs  as th e y  chan g ed  from  in s ta n t  to  
in s ta n t.

T h e  Silverbeam w as p ro p a b ly  h a lf 
w ay  th ro u g h  h e r  d ive  b y  now . H e  could  
im ag ine  th e  p a n ic  th a t  m u s t h av e  been  
inside  th e  h e a r ts  o f th e  m en  on h e r  
b rid g e  as she d iv ed , u n a b le  to  stop , 
w ith o u t th e  s ig h t o f a  p ilo t sh ip  to  ta k e  
h e r  in . T h e  In te g ra to r  w as tick in g  
aw ay , flash ing , a n d  th e  no ise  o f th e  
ro c k e ts  w ere  th u n d e r  in  H a n le y ’s ea rs . 
T h e  fa tig u e  o f th e  s leep less n ig h t cam e 
u p  su d d e n ly  to  th re a te n  h is sk ill, a n d  
K ie lle r’s la s t  w ords ra n g  in  h is  e a rs .

“ E v id e n c e .”  H e  h a d  it. H e  h a d  it 
w ith  h im . Som e o f i t  M ik e  O ’S h ea  h a d , 
a n d  th e  re s t, th e  c o u n te r fe it  lenses, 
R o n a ld  H a n le y  h a d . H e  cou ld  ge t 
th e m  to g e th e r , b u t  o n ly  if  h e  lived , an d  
o n ly  if  he  b ro u g h t th e  Silverbeam in  
sa fe ly .

W h en  h e  ro a re d  th ro u g h  th e  c u r ta in , 
th e  tw in  su n s  of C o re lla  w ere  close t o 
g e th e r , a n d  th e  m oons w ere  a t  th e ir  
b r ig h te s t. I n  h is  h u rry , H a n le y  h a d  
fo rg o tte n  to  ta k e  h is  ow n lenses! B u t 
h e  h a d  T o m  W o r th ’s. T h e  lenses w ere 
m ade  for in d iv id u a ls , ac c o rd in g  to  th e ir  
s ig h t, b u t  it d id n ’t  m a tte r  m uch  to  H a n 
ley  now .

H e  le t o u t th e  ro c k e ts  to  th e ir  m ax i
m um  speed  a n d  s a t re lax ed , try in g  to  
g e t th e  feel o f th e  sh ip . She w as going 
w ell; th e  sp a rk e rs  h a d  done it. H ow  
r ig h t he  h a d  been  a b o u t th e  sp a rk e rs !
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N o t th a t  it h a d  been  so  d ifficult to  fig
u re  o u t. T h e re  w e re n ’t m an y  p laces in 
a  sh ip  th a t  co u ld  be  q u ic k ly  a n d  effec
tiv e ly  sa b o ta g e d , th a t  w o u ld n ’t  im m e
d ia te ly  be  a p p a re n t in  a  ch eck -u p . B u t 
one h a d  to  su sp ec t b efo re  one could  ex
erc ise  c au tio n . A nd  H an ley  h a d  m ore 
th a n  su sp e c te d — he h ad  know n!

W h e re  w as th e  Silverbeam? I t  w as 
tim e  he h a d  g o tte n  h e r  call. A nd th e re  
i t  cam e. “ H ello , H a n le y ?  T h a n k  G od 
y o u ’re  u p . W e ’re h a lfw a y  dow n. C an  
y o u  see u s ? ”

“ N o . C o rre c t d irec tio n . T h o se  suns 
a re  too  c lose .”

“T a c k  th re e  p o in ts  a n d  a  h a lf  p o rt 
a t  p re se n t speed  a n d  ho ld  it  u n til we 
h a il y o u .”

' J ^ U G G E R  H A N L E Y  se t th e  co n tro ls  
a n d  to o k  a deep  b re a th . H e  d id n ’t 

u su a lly  hav e  to  fish for sh ip s ; he  w as 
u p  th e re  in p le n ty  of tim e , w a itin g  fo r 
th em , w ith  tim e to  sp a re . . . .

“H ello , H a n le y .”  I t  w as K ie lle r’s 
vo ice , co m in g  th ro u g h  th e  a u d ip h o n e , 
q u ie tly . “ W e ’re  on m y  p r iv a te  line  now , 
H a n le y , an d  I th o u g h t I ’d  lik e  to  hav e  
a la s t  c h a t w ith  y o u . N ow  d o n ’t  tu n e  
m e o u t— th is  is im p o rta n t. Y ou  know , 
th a t  w as a  ce lver th in g  you  d id  a t  the  
p o r t  to d a y , h av in g  th o se  sp a rk e rs  
changed . T h e  on ly  th in g  is, I  h a d n ’t 
h a d  th em  to u ch ed  a t  all. Y ou  see?  I  
d o n ’t  u se  th e  sam e id ea  m ore  th a n  
tw ice .”

T h e re  w as a d an g e ro u s  d e lib e ra ten ess  
in  K ie lle r’s  voice th a t  m ad e  R u g g er 
H a n le y ’s sc a lp  ting le . “ I  d id n ’t  co u n t 
on  th e  s p a rk e rs  a t  a ll ,”  he  w as say ing . 
“ In s te a d — ”

“ H ello , H a n le y !”  th e  c o n ta c t phone  
b aw led , d ro w n in g  o u t K ie lle r’s voice, 
“ C a n  you  see us n o w ? ”

H a n le y  p re ssed  h is  face  close to  th e  
g lassite . “ Y e s ,” he  sa id , as he th re w  
open  th e  sw itch  to  an sw er. “ C h an g in g  
d irec tio n  a n d  g e ttin g  re a d y  to  d ive  b e 

fo re  y o u .”
H e  to u ch ed  th e  co n tro ls  s lig h tly  and  

th e  c o n ta c t p h o n e  sh o u ted , “ H a n le y —  
v eer off! ” H e  saw  th e  d a rk  sh ap e  flash 
b y  h im  su d d en ly  an d  he k icked  th e  b a rs  
u n til th e  sk y  w as e m p ty  again .

“ D id  you  h e a r  th a t ,  H a n le y ? ” cam e 
th e  ta u n tin g  voice of K ie lle r ov er th e  
au d ip h o n e .

“ H a n le y — w h a t th e  he ll is th e  m a tte r  
w ith  y o u ?  W h o ’s in th a t  sh ip  w ith  you?  
S top  th a t  ta lk in g  th e re  an d  p a y  a t te n 
tio n ! Y ou  a lm o st ram m n ed  u s ! ”

“ C a n  you  h e a r  th a t  o th e r  v o ic e ? ” 
H a n le y  ca lled . A su d d en  flash of hope 
h a d  gone th ro u g h  him .

“ O n ly  a  m um ble . W h a t’s going on? 
S to p  i t ! ”

“ K ie lle r’s ta lk in g  to  m e fro m  th e  
p o r t ,” H a n le y  sa id . “ Y ou  know  I  c a n ’t  
s to p  th a t .  H e ’s th ro w in g  m e off, u p s e t
tin g  m e. G et h im  to  s to p .”

.T h e re  w as no w ay  to  s to p  an  a u d i
p h o n e  vo ice  from  a  sp acep o rt. I t  h a d n ’t  
been  p ro v id e d  fo r, acco rd in g  to  th e  I .P . 
law s, to  m ak e  c e rta in  th a t  a p ilo t a lw ays 
lis ten ed  to  th e  p o r t  in s tru c tio n s .

“ D o  you  u n d e rs ta n d , H a n le y ? ” sa id  
K ie lle r’s vo ice , sp e a k in g  v e ry  so ftly . 
R u g g e r H a n le y  g r itte d  h is  te e th  an d  
tu rn e d  th e  sh ip  over in its  d ive , a d ju s t 
ing  h is g lasses. T h e  Silverbeam w as 
a  b la c k  sp o t a g a in s t th e  ligh t, a n d  a s  he 
d ove  a t  it, th e  sp o t g rew  la rg e r. H a n 
le y ’s m in d  w as in  chaos. H e  could  
h a rd ly  th in k  s tra ig h t. W h a t w as K ie l
le r  say in g ?  W h a t h a d  h e  sa id , in  th a t  
q u ie t, c o n te n te d  voice, w h ile  th e  co n 
ta c t  p h o n e  h a d  sh o u ted  in s tru c tio n s  
from  th e  Silverbeam?

“ So y o u  see, H a n le y , y o u r  cau tio n  
w ith  th e  sp a rk e rs  d id n ’t  he lp  y o u ,” 
K ie lle r’s voice re tu rn e d . “ W h a t can  
y o u  do  w ith o u t a n  In te g r a to r ? ”

“ All r ig h t, H a n le y , y o u ’re w ell in 
f ro n t now ,”  ca lled  th e  Silverbeam. 
“ W e’re  fo llow ing, m a tc h in g  speed , 
W ell done. H o ld  o n .”
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T h e re  w ere  no  m ore  th a n  five m in 
u tes  le f t  now.

“L o o k  a t  y o u r In te g ra to r ,”  K ie lle r 
sa id , so ftly , h is vo ice  ju s t  a t  H a n le y ’s 
ea rs . “ I t  looks a ll r ig h t, d o e sn ’t  it?  
I t  w as all r ig h t w hen  you  w en t up , 
w a sn ’t  i t?  W ell, i t  is n ’t  a n y m o re . I  
sa v e d  m y  sp ec ia l id e a  ju s t  fo r you , 
H a n le y . 7 arranged with the kind aid 
of Mr. Frazer, to have your Integrator 
unbalanced.”

C U D D E N L Y  it h i t  R u g g e r H a n le y .
H e  h a d  h e a rd  th e  w ords b e fo re , b u t  

h e  h a d n ’t  re a lly  u n d e rs to o d  th e m , 
h a d n ’t  lis ten ed , h a d n ’t  . . .  So th a t  
w as w h a t K ie lle r  h ad  sa v ed  fo r  th e  
la s t!  N o t th e  lenses, n o t th e  sp a rk e rs  
— th e  In te g ra to r— th e  one th in g  R u g 
ger H a n le y  h a d  n ev e r th o u g h t o f, be 
cause  h e  n ev e r h a d  figu red  on F ra z e r  
be ing  p a r t  o f th e  co n sp iracy .

“ H a n le y , w h a t a re  you  la u g h in g  a t? ” 
th e  Silverbeam ca lled .

R u g g e r th rew  o u t th e  c o n ta c t se n d 
in g  p h o n e , so h is  voice cou ld  no longer 
b e  h ea rd . H e  w as lau g h in g  a lm o st h y s 
te r ic a lly  now , a n d  the  te a rs  w ere  ro ll
in g  dow n h is cheeks. H e  w as c ry in g  
lik e  a  ch ild , a n d  th e n  th e  noise s to p p e d , 
a n d  on ly  th e  te a rs  a n d  th e  sh a k in g  of 
h is sh o u ld ers  show ed  th a t  h e  h a d n ’t 
s to p p ed . H e  w as d iv ing  now  fu ll in to  
th e  m oons and  th e  Silverbeam w as r ig h t 
b eh in d  him .

T h e  m oons w ere  like g re a t, h o t ba lls  
o f gold . T h e ir  lig h t cam e u p  th ro u g h  
h is lenses an d  filled h is  b ra in . R u g g er 
H a n le y  w as q u ie t a t  la s t, h is  b o d y  m o
tio n less , h is  h an d s  po ised , leap in g  to  
th e  b o a rd  and  to u ch in g  it, an d  th e  tin y  
c ra f t  dan ced  w ith  h im . F a s te r ,  fa s te r , 
th e  ro ck e ts  b la s tin g  aw ay , th e  m oons 
ru sh in g  up , th e  lig h t u n b e a ra b le . A 
to u c h  a n d  th e  sh ip  sw erv ed , th e n  
sw erv ed  b a c k  again .

“ A ll rig h t, H an ley ! H o ld ! ” T h e  
Silverbeam called .

T h e n  C o re lla  w as u n d e r  h im , a n d  
th e  m oons above. T h e  g re a t  p la n e t w as 
love ly  to  see. R u g g e r H a n le y  sa t 
ca lm ly  now , gu id ing  the  sh ip  in , sp o t
tin g  th e  sp a c e p o rt an d  its  h u g e  m a rk 
ings. H e  w as a t  hom e u p  h ere . H e  
w o n d ered  w h e th e r  he  w ou ld  h e a r  K ie l- 
le r ’s voice ag a in , b u t th e  au d ip h o n e  w as 
q u ie t.

“ B e a u tifu lly  done, p ilo t H a n le y !” 
th e  Silverbeam ca lled .

CH A PTER  V

T T  w a sn ’t an  u n u su a l lan d in g , b ecause  
no  one k new  w h a t h ad  h ap p en ed . 

T h e  p ilo t c r a f t  lan d ed  sm o o th ly , an d  
th e  Silverbeam lay  dow n in h e r  c ra d le , 
g iv ing  a  m ild  th r il l  to  th e  ch ild re n  w hose 
p a re n ts  h a d  ta k e n  th e m  to  th e  sp ace 
p o r t  th a t  d ay .

N o t till H a n le y  s te p p e d  o u t o f th e  
sh ip  d id  he  rea lize  th a t  th e re  w as som e
th in g  u n u su a l a f te r  all. T h e re  w as a  
lo t o f noise com ing  fro m  the  A d m in is
tra tio n  B u ild in g , a n d  he th o u g h t th e re  
w ere p eop le  ru n n in g  o u t to  h im . T h e n , 
a t  h is  elbow , C om m issioner P a ig e  sa id , 
“ H e  k illed  h im se lf, ju s t  as th e  Silver- 
beam cam e in to  s ig h t.” T h e  C o m 
m issioner p au se d , th e n  sa id , “ W e h a d  
h o o k ed  up  a  p h o n e  on K ie lle r 's , a n d  we 
h e a rd  ev e ry  w ord  he sa id  to  you  u p  
th e re . T h e  o th e rs  gave you  u p  fo r 
lo s t.”

“ B u t n o t y o u , s i r ? ”
“ N o ,” sa id  P a ig e , “ n o t I . B ecause 

I  knew  th e  an sw er. I t  cam e to  m e 
a f te r  y o u  b la s te d  off. I  p ra y e d  I  w as 
rig h t. H o ld  tig h t now , h e re  th e y  
com e.”

T h e  sp a c e p o rt po lice  w as figh ting  
w ith  th e  m ob  th a t  su rro u n d e d  th e  p ilo t 
c ra f t ,  b u t  th e y  let one th ro u g h , R o n a ld  
H a n le y . “ D a d ! ” he sa id , q u ie tly , 
ta k in g  h is  f a th e r ’s h a n d , “ I  ju s t  h e a rd .” 

C om m issioner P a ig e  b e n t ov er a n d  
w h isp ered , “ T a k e  off y o u r lenses,
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H a n le y . Y o u ’re  s till  w ea rin g  th e m .”
R u g g e r sm iled  a n d  to o k  off th e  

len ses . T h e  th re e  m en  b eg an  w alk in g  
th ro u g h  th e  space  th e  po lice  c le a re d , 
in  th e  m id s t o f th e  ch ee rin g , c lam o rin g  
m ob . T h e  C o m m issio n er a n d  H a n le y ’s 
son  w a lk e d  on  e i th e r  side  of R u g g e r. . .

' y ^ / ’H E N  th e  D o c to r  w as th ro u g h , h e  
tu rn e d  to  th e  assem blage  in  th e  

la rg e  room  a n d  sa id , “ I  th in k  i t  can  be  
done . I t ’s a  b a d ly  n eg lec ted  case , b u t  
i t ’s n o t  to o  la te .”

A  g re a t sigh w en t th ro u g h  th e  room . 
R u g g e r H a n le y  sm iled  a n d  l i t  a  c ig a r
e t te .  “ N o w  th a t  t h a t ’s  over, w h ere  
w as I ? ” he  a sk ed .

“ Y o u  w ere  ex p la in in g  th e  behla” 
som eone  sa id .

“ I  k n o w  th a t  v o ice ,”  sa id  H a n le y . 
“ T h a t ’s C h a r le y .” H e  g rip p e d  th e  
ex te n d e d  h a n d . “ W e ll,”  h e  c o n tin u ed , 
“ I  h a d  to  h a v e  so m e th in g  to  co v er u p  
th e  w ay  I  w as s tu m b lin g  ev ery w h ere . 
Y o u  see, w hen  I  lo s t m y  lenses o n  th a t  
t r ip  th ro u g h  th e  m oons th re e  y e a rs  ago, 
I  d id n ’t  rea lize  how  i t  w ou ld  develop . 
T e n , w hen  I  fo u n d  o u t I  w as g e ttin g  
b lin d  b y  d eg rees, I  knew  i t  cou ld  be 
c u re d , b u t  i t  w o u ld  m ean  th a t  I ’d s to p  
w o rk in g . A nd  if I  s to p p e d  w o rk in g , 
R o n a ld  w ou ld  h a v e  s to p p e d  go ing  to  
schoo l. So I  k e p t  r ig h t o n .”

“ B u t  how  cou ld  y o u ? ”
“ I  d id n ’t  k n o w  if  I  c o u ld ,” H a n le y  

rep lied . “ I ’d  been  d iv in g  th ro u g h  th e  
m oons fo r  tw elve  y e a rs  b y  th e n . I  
u sed  to  th in k  th a t  I  k n ew  th o se  m oons 
b a c k w a rd s . I  k n ew  e v e ry th in g  a b o u t 
th e m , w hen  th e y  p a r te d  a n d  m ad e  gaps, 
w h ere  it w as , th e ir  o rb its , speed , th e ir  
p o c k -m a rk s— e v e ry  d a m n e d  th in g .

“ T h e  o n ly  re a lly  d a n g e ro u s  t r ip  I  
m ad e  w as th e  f irs t t im e  I  w e n t u p . I  
w en t u p  a lo n e  th a t  tim e . N o  sh ip  w as 
ex p ec ted  in . I  s a id  I  w as go ing  u p  fo r 
a  jo y -rid e , b u t  I  d id n ’t  know , e x a c tly .” 
H e  to o k  a  d ra g  on  h is  c ig a re tte . “ I t

tu rn e d  o u t I  w as r ig h t. I  c o u ld n ’t  re a d  
th e  li t t le  figu res on th e  In te g ra to r  a n y 
m o re , b u t  I  d id n ’t  n e e d  th em . T h o se  
m oons w ere  m y  frie n d s . A s m y  ey es 
g o t w orse , I  c o u ld n 't  re a d  a n y th in g  
m u ch , a n d  I  u sed  to  g lance a t  th in g s  
a n d  p re te n d  I  w as read ing .

“ I ’d  b u m p  in to  peop le  all th e  tim e . 
I ’d fa ll o v e r s to n es . B u t th e  one th in g  
I  c o u ld n ’t  m iss w ere  those  m oons. I  
c o u ld n ’t  see m u ch , b u t  I  c o u ld n ’t  m iss  
th o se  m oons. E v e n  w ith  m y  g lasses 
o n , th e y  u sed  to  b u m  ho les r ig h t  
th ro u g h  m e w hen  I  cam e a t  th e m . A nd  
I  k n e w  th e m  b y  th e n . So I  k e p t  on  
w o rk ing . I  knew  I  w asn ’t  re a lly  ta k in g  
c h an ces , y e t , a n d  I  w as w a itin g  fo r  
R o n a ld  to  fin ish .

“ T h e n , y e s te rd a y , I  w as a f ra id  I ’d  
gone to o  long , a n d  I ’d  b e  b lin d , a n d  
k now ing  th e  k in d  o f k id  R o n a ld  w as, 
I  fe lt h e ’d  n e v e r  fo rg ive  m e. I  s till 
d id n ’t  w a n t h im  to  find  o u t, b u t  I  d id n ’t  
know  how  to  s to p  it. I  th o u g h t m aybe  
I ’d  go on  b u y in g  behla ev e ry w h ere , so 
p eop le  w ou ld  a lw ay s th in k  I  w as d ru n k  
w hen  I  cam e s tu m b lin g  a lo n g .”

“ Y ou  g av e  it  aw ay  la s t n ig h t,” sa id  
C o m m issio n er P a ig e . “ I  c o u ld n ’t  be 
lieve y o u  a t  f irs t, b u t  to d a y , w hen  I  
knew  y o u  h a d n ’t  h a d  a  d ro p  in  h o u rs , 
a n d  I  saw  y o u  ru n n in g  in to  p eo p le  on 
y o u r  w ay  to  th e  sh ip , I  rem em b ered  how  
you  h a d n ’t  seen  m e w hen  y o u  firs t cam e 
h e re . I  h a d  th e  a n sw er th e n , b u t  i t  w as 
to o  la te  to  s to p  y o u .”

“ A nd  a  good th in g  to o ,”  sa id  R o n a ld  
H a n le y .

“ M r. H a n le y ,”  sa id  th e  C a p ta in  of 
th e  Silverbeam, “ w o u ld  y o u  m ind  te ll
in g  m e w h a t y o u  w ere  la u g h in g  a b o u t 
w hile  we w ere  d iv in g ?  I  s till c a n ’t  
u n d e rs ta n d  i t . ”

A  ch u c k le  e scap ed  R u g g e r H a n le y . 
“ Y ou  see , C a p ta in ,”  h e  sa id , “ I re a lized  
th e n  th a t  K ie lle r  h a d  d one  th e  one 
th in g  th a t  w as c a lc u la te d  to  be  th e  en d  
o f  a n y  p ilo t— if h e  co u ld  g e t aw ay  w ith
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i t ,  a n d  he d id , b u t  h e re  I  w as, th e  one 
m a n  to  w hom  th e  In te g ra to r  w as u se 
less, an d  K ie lle r h a d  b a n k e d  on th a t .  
H e  cou ld  h av e  done a n y  one of a  dozen 
o th e r  th in g s. O h, I  th o u g h t a b o u t th em  
all w hile he w as ta lk in g  to  m e u p  th e re .

“H e  cou ld  h av e  h u r t  th e  ro c k e ts , th e  
ch a m b e rs , th e  c o n ta c t p h o n e , th e  co n 
tro l b o a rd . I t  w o u ld n ’t  h a v e  b een  as 
s im p le  a s  th e  dev ice  of th e  sp a rk e rs  o r 
th e  lenses, b u t  s ince  he  w as ta k in g  p a in s  
enough  to  th ro w  th e  In te g ra to r  off— a 
re a lly  h a rd  job— ”

“ A n d ,” in te r ru p te d  P a ig e , “ acco m 
p lish ed  w ith  th e  lov ing  co -o p era tio n  of 
M r. F ra z e r , th e  on ly  m an  h e re  w ho 
cou ld  g e t to  th o se  th in g s .”

“ Y e s ,”  H a n le y  a g reed , so b erly , “ I  
h a d n ’t figu red  on  F ra z e r , o r I ’d  h av e  
rea lized  w h a t I  w as u p  ag a in s t, a n d  how

w ide th e ir  field w as. B u t w hen  K ie lle r  
show ed  m e how  th e y ’d w asted  th e ir  
o p p o rtu n ity , th ro w in g  off th e  I n 
te g ra to r , th e  iro n y  of i t  a lm o st k illed
m e .”

“A h, y e s ,” sa id  th e  C a p ta in  o f th e  
Silverbeam, d ry ly , “ it  a lm o s t k illed  us 
a ll.”

T h e re  w as a  noise in th e  b a c k  o f  th e  
room . V oices w ere b e in g  ra ised . T h e n  
H a n le y  h e a rd  B ig M ik e  O ’S h ea  y e lling , 
“ B u t I  te ll y o u  it a in ’t  behla. I t ’s I r is h  
w h isk ey , good  c lean  I r ish  w h isk ey , 
s tra ig h t  from  m e o ld  m o th e r in  I re la n d , 
a n d  N ik k o  a n d  m e a re  go ing to  d r in k  
w ith  R u g g e r H a n le y  if we have  to  kill 
ev ery o n e  in th is  ro o m .”

N o  one in  th e  room  w as k illed , a f te r  
a ll, a n d  th e y  w ere  s till s ing ing  an  h o u r 
la te r . . . .

« STRANGE, BUT TRUE »
A S  i  general thing when we add something to 

something we get something. This sounds 
so ridiculously simply as to be axiomatic. But 
recent experiments have proven that this is not 
necessarily always the case. For in the case of 
sounds it has been proven that when two sounds of 
a certain pitch are produced the net result is 
silence. Also in recent lighting tests it has been 
demonstrated that two beams of light can be pro
duced in such a manner that they neutralize each 
other and the net result is darkness. These are 
indeed paradoxical demonstrations, but as yet no 
one has succeeded in adding two and two in a 
manner that totals eero.

*  *  *

You’ve probably heard and read a lot about 
the fourth dimensioh. H. G. Wells, the old master 
of Fantasy and Science Fiction dwelt on that theme 
in many of his most popular stories. Many 
theories in connection with the whereabouts of 
this mysterious dimension have been advanced 
but Science has not as yet accepted any of them. 
However, those who deny the existence of a fourth 
dimension might have a little difficulty explaining 
a phenomenon which occurred more than sixty 
years ago on the Kansas Pacific R. R. In I 860, 
a freight train of thirty cars started on a run and 
disappeared completely. No trace of it, or its 
crew, has ever been discovered to this day. No 
one has ever advanced a logical theory as to this

mysterious disappearance, so who knows? Would it 
be too fantastic to suggest that the fourth dimen
sion might be the answer to this baffling problem? 

* * *
Those who have had the misfortune to encounter 

at close hand that deceptively innocent-appearing 
animal, the skunk, have every reason in the world 
to nurture a feeling of violent ill will toward the 
little pest.

In all fairness, however, it must be pointed 
out that the much-maligned and odorous prop
erty of the lowly skunk has been instrumental in 
saving the lives of countless miners. For scientist* 
have chemically reproduced this offensive odor in 
the compound butyl mercaptan and it is exten
sively used in large western mines where fire 
alarm bells could not possibly be heard over the 
noise of the machinery: A few drops of butyl
mercaptan dropped in the air-circulating system 
warns the miners almost instantly of fire or cave-in 
or similar dangers. So the next time you catch a 
whiff of attar of skunk on the breeze, just remem
ber it’s an ill wind that blows no good.

*  ‘ *  *

And speaking of odors it might be well to point 
out that practically every pleasant odor known to 
mankind can be synthetically created from coal 
tar, the black, acrid-smelling liquid obtained from 
the distillation of bituminous coal.—P. F. Costello.



by DUNCAN FARNSWORTH

«  ^ l O M E T I M E S , ” I n te rp la n e ta ry  In -  
sp e c to r  C a rso n  to ld  th e  s ile n t 
ro o m , “ I  w ish  I h a d  m y se lf  a  n ice  

q u ie t san e  jo b  d riv in g  a  sp ace  tru c k . 
T h is  s tre a m lin e d  d e d u c tio n  is enough  
to  d riv e  a  g u y  w h a c k y .”

G loom ily , he  in sp e c te d  th e  p a p e r  
w e ig h t in  h is  h a n d . T h e  th in g  w as a 
c u rio , a n  a n tiq u e — a  sm all, f a t  little  
e le p h a n t e n cased  in  g la ss icad e  a n d  b e a r 
in g  th e  leg en d  “ G O P  C O N V E N T IO N , 
1940” . C a rso n  tu rn e d  it  o v e r in  h is  
h a n d , re g a rd in g  it  w is tfu lly .

“ W ish  I  w as b a c k  five c e n tu r ie s ,” 
he  m u sed . “ T h e  boys h a d  i t  e a sy  th e n , 
if  th e y ’d  on ly  k n o w n  it. P e r ry  M aso n , 
N e ro  W olfe , N ic k  C a r te r ,  y e a h , even  
S h erlo ck  H o lm es— w h a t a  sn a p  th e y  
h a d ! ”

H e  sighed  h e a v ily , an d  p u sh e d  a  b u t
to n  on h is desk . I n  an  in s ta n t  th e  
lig h t below  h is  te la b o a rd  g low ed c r im 
so n , a n d  th e  c h e ru b ic  face  of B risk  
H a y n e s , h is  a s s is ta n t , a p p e a re d .

“ Y e a h , C h ie f ,” H a y n e s  sa id  c h e e r
fu lly . “ R e a d y  to  g o ? ”

C a rso n  s ig h ed  ag a in . “ M ig h t as  
w ell. H a v e n ’t  f igu red  o u t a  single ang le  
b u t  w e m ig h t a s  w e ll.”  H e  ru b b e d  th e  
b a ld  sp o t on  th e  b a c k  o f h is  h ead .

“ M e e t m e on  th e  ro o f ru n w a y .” H e  
flicked  th e  b u tto n , a n d  th e  face  of h is 
a s s is ta n t d isa p p e a re d . . . .

“ T h e  w ay  I  see i t  . . .”  B risk  
H a y n e s  b e g an , w hen  h e  a n d  C arso n  
w ere  c o m fo rta b ly  s e a te d  on th e  sp ace  
t ra in  h e a d e d  fo r L os A ngeles.

“T h e re ’s o n ly  o pe  w ay  to  see i t ,”  
C arso n  c u t in  d o u rly . “ W e  h a v e n ’t  g o t 
a  th in g  on  th is  b ird . W e ca n  go to  th e  
house , y eah . W e ca n  m ake  a  ch eck , 
y e a h . W e c a n  a s k  q u e s tio n s , y eah . 
B u t we d o n ’t  find  o u t a n y th in g . A nd  
all on  a c c o u n t o f th is  d a m n e d  s tre a m 
lin ed  w orld . A  b u n c h  of idle rich  a re  
h a v in g  a  p a r ty  in  th is  fellow  D o le ’s 
hom e. T h e y ’re  d rin k in g  p re t ty  h eav y , 
so p p in g  u p  a n  im p o rte d  b ra n d  o f p la n e t 
p u n c h , a n d  som eone  g e ts  th e  b r ig h t  idea  
th a t  th e y  sh o u ld  p la y  g am es.”

H a y n e s  re m a in e d  e x p e c ta n tly  w o rd 
less, a lth o u g h  he k n ew  th e  case  as  w ell 
as h is  C h ief.

“T h is  g u y  D o le ,” C a rso n  c o n tin u ed , 
“ is C o rp o ra te  P re s id e n t o f S pacew ays 
Science In s t i tu te . H e  rem em b ers  th a t  
h is  co m p a n y  h a s  developed  a  new  
w rin k le  w h ich  th e y ’ve b een  go ing  to  p u t  
on  th e  m a rk e t. I t ’s b u ilt  a ro u n d  th a t  
re c e n t b o d y -sw itch in g  th in g -a -m a -jig .”

A  man was dead. You couldn't say he had 
murdered himself. That's just suicide. But 
what if the man wasn't really "himself"?
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“ Y e a h ,” H ay n es  ag reed . “ I t ’s  been  
sc ien tifica lly  accep ted  fo r n e a r ly  a  
y e a r .”

“ S cien tifically  ac c e p ted ,” C arson  
m im icked . “ D am n , how  I h a te  th a t  
p h rase . I t ’s so ty p ica l o f th is  d ay  an  
age. T h e y  develop  a w hosis t h a t ’ll 
en ab le  tw o people to  sw itch  bodies and  
no one even b a ts  an  eye over it. J u s t  
ta k e  it for g ra n te d — like th a t .”  H e  
sn ap p ed  his fingers.

“W h a t’s ea tin g  you , C h ie f? ” H ay n es  
ask ed  bew ildered ly .

C arso n  g low ered  a t  h is a ss is tan t. H e 
fished in to  h is  p o ck e t a n d  b ro u g h t fo rth  
th e  tin y  e le p h a n t curio .

“ T h is  th in g ,” he  sa id , “has m ade 
m e sick . I t ’s m ade  m e realize  w h a tta  
sn a p  th e  d icks ' h ad  back  then . 
Science, h ig h -g ear living. B ah , I ’m  
g e ttin g  sick  of i t .”

H a y n e s  rem a in ed  silen t, b u t  g rinned  
in w ard ly . H is C h ief w as p ro b a b ly  the 
k een est sc ientific  In sp ec to r in th e  In 
te rp la n e ta ry  Police. T h ese  period ic 
o u tb u rs ts  in  w hich he longed fo r th e  
re tu rn  of “ th e  good o ld  d a y s” w ere 
ju s t  a  steam  o u tle t fo r him .

“ So,” C arso n  w en t on , stu ffing  th e  
cu rio  b ack  in  h is  p o ck e t. “ T h is  guy  
D ole— like I  say — rem em bers th a t  his 
com p an y  has m ade som e p re tty  sn ap p y  
s tr id e s  in  th is  bo d y  sw itch ing  stuff. A 
p e rfe c t p a r ty  gam e for th e  idle rich , 
see?  G ive them  a  th rill. L e t them  fool 
a ro u n d  w ith  som eth ing  th a t ’s been  on ly  
u sed  sc ien tifica lly  up  un til now .” 

H a y n e s  nodded . “ U h h u h .”
“ H e  calls h is  la b o ra to rie s  in  N ew  

Y o rk ,” C a rso n  co n tinued . “ In  an  h o u r 
th e y ’ve go t all th e  n ecessa ry  equ ipm en t 
o u t in  L os A ngeles, so th a t  D o le  and  
h is  r itz y  chum s can  sw itch  th e ir  p ie 
ey ed  bodies a ro u n d  fo r a n  even ing’s 
e n te r ta in m e n t.” H e g rim aced . “ G rea t 
stuff, le ttin g  s tin k o s  like th em  fool 
a ro u n d  w ith  th a t  so r t o f  th in g .”

“ M u s t h av e  been  som e b raw l,”

H ay n es  m used. “ I ’d k ind  of like to  try  
it  m yself. T h in k  of me in  an o th er 
b o d y .”

“ S k ip  i t ,” C arso n  said  caustica lly . 
“ I t ’s b ad  enough as  i t  is. T h e n  he 
a d d e d : “ A nd, inc iden ta lly , th e re  w on’t  
be  a n y  m ore of th a t  so rt o f th ing . N,ot 
a f te r  w h a t h ap p en ed . I  go t in  touch  
w ith  E a r th  C om m issioner th is  m orn ing  
and  got h im  to  p u t a  b an  on the  body - 
sw itch  business fo r a n y  pu rp o ses o th e r 
th a n  science ex p erim en ta tio n .”

“ Kill jo y ,” H a y n e s  grow led.
“ I w as sum m ing  u p  th e  case ,”  C arso n  

sa id  acid ly . “ So, to  ge t on w ith  it, th ey  
get th is body-sw itch  business going a t  
th e  p a r ty . I t ’s g re a t stuff. M rs . R u je r-  
f itt has  a  sw ell tim e  ru n n in g  a round  
in the  bo d y  of M r. M u chdough . H ila r i
ous an d  all th a t . U p  to  a  c e rta in  po in t. 
A nd th a t  p o in t is w hen th e y  com e to  
sw itch  back  bod ies.”

“T h e y  a ll go t th e ir  own bodies b a c k ,” 
H a y n e s  p u t in .

“ Y eah , a ll b u t D o le  an d  an o th e r  guy  
— a  fe lla  n am ed  S turgess. T h e y ’re 
w alk ing  up  on th e  roof garden  p a r t  of 
th e  tim e. B o th  o f them  are  tan k ed . 
D ole is in  S tu rg ess’ body , and  S tu rgess 
is in D o le ’s. T h a t ’s w hen S tu rgess , in 
D o le ’s body , decides to  w alk  th e  ledge 
on  th e  roof. D ole, in the  body  of 
S tu rgess, be ts  him  he c a n ’t . ”

“W ell?”  H ay n es knew  th e  answ er, 
b u t he also  knew  he w as supposed  to  
ask .

“H e  c a n ’t ,”  C arson  re m a rk e d  te rse ly . 
“ W hile  h e ’s w eav ing  a long  th e  edge, 
he fa lls off.”

H ay n es  frow ned . “ D am m it, now  
I ’m m ixed up . Who fa lls o ff?”

“ S tu rgess  falls off,” C arson  said . 
“ S tu rgess  in  D o le ’s body . A nd th a t ’s 
th e  en d  of S tu rgess, and  of D ole’s body . 
T h a t ’s how  com e S tu rgess  a n d  D ole 
d o n ’t  ge t a  chance  to  sw itch  back . 
T h a t ’s how  com e D ole is s tu c k  w ith  his 
ch u m ’s body  r ig h t now . T h a t ’s how
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com e w e g o tta  ru n  o u r legs off m ak ing  
an investiga tion— b ecause  D ole , in 
S tu rg ess’ body , pu lls  w ires w ith  the  
C om m issioner to  h av e  th e  th in g  c e r ti
fied an d  c lea red .”

H ay n es sighed. “ N ow  I ’m  tw ice as 
m u d d led .”

“ T hen  w ait till w e’re th e re ,” C arson  
answ ered . . . .

A R S O N  an d  H a y n e s  en te red  the  
luxu rious s tu d y  of M a rtin  D ole 

several h o u rs  la te r . T h ey  h a d  been 
a d m itte d  b y  a  sq u a t, V enusian  house- 
boy  w ho d isap p eared , leav ing  them  
a lone  in  th e  room .

“ Som e jo in t ,”  H ay n es  rem ark ed . 
“W ish  I  w as one of th e  id le  rich . I f  
I  w as, I ’d re tire , ta k e  m e an  in te r 
p la n e ta ry  cru ise  sh ip  and  find som e 
nice— ”

“ I ’ve been  h ere  once b e fo re ,” C arson  
b ro k e  in. H e w as looking a t  th e  b o o k 
cases, a t  th e  troph ies  an d  k n ick -k n ack s  
along  th e  tops of them . “ U sed  to  know  
D o le ’s o ld  m an  b efo re  he  d ied  a  few 
y ea rs  b a c k .” H e  frow ned. “N ev e r 
th o u g h t h is  w orth less son w ould  get 
h im self in to  th is  k in d  of a m ess. B u t 
th a t ’s th is  s tr—*”

“S tream lin ed  w o rld ,” H a y n e s  fin
ished  fo r h im , g rinn ing .

C arson  g low ered , rem oving  h is co a t 
a n d  p lac ing  it a long  th e  b ack  of a  ch a ir.

“D id n ’t  see y o ung  D o le ’s w ife 
a ro u n d . She m ust be going a  b it  daffy 
over i t  a ll.”

“W o u ld n ’t b lam e h e r ,” H a y n e s  b e 
gan . “ I  know  if I — ”

H e  w as in te rru p te d  b y  th e  sound 
of th e  door beh ind  th em  being  opened. 
T h e y  b o th  w heeled, to  see a  ta ll, b lond 
m oustached  fellow s ta n d in g  th e re . H e 
w as d ressed  in  an  ill-fitting  sm oking  
robe.

“H ow  do you  do ,”  he sa id . “ Y o u ’re 
C arson , I  be liev e?”  H e  spoke to  
C arso n  in a  je rk y  fash ion , an d  his face

w as s tra in ed .
. “ T h is  is H ay n es , m y  a s s is ta n t,” 

C arson  rep lied . “ A nd  I  ta k e  it  th a t  
y o u ’re M a r tin  D o le .”

T h e  ta ll b lond  nodded . “Y es, b u t 
looking  a  b it  d iffe ren tly  since the  
tra g e d y .”

“ Y ou  m ean  th a t  th e  b o d y  you  h ap p en  
to  be  w earing  a t th e  m o m en t h ap p en ed  
to  have  once belonged  to  a  fellow  nam ed
S tu rgess , e h ? ”

D o le  nodded , a n d  s a t dow n g estu rin g  
C arso n  an d  H ay n es  to  c h a irs  acro ss 
from  him .

“ Y eah ,” C a rso n ’s voice co n ta in ed  no 
sy m p a th y . “ I  know  all ab o u t it. 
Som e p a r ty , e h ? ”

T h e  lines on D o le ’s face— or, ra th e r , 
on  S tu rg e ss ’— grew  tig h te r , and  he 
gu lped  nervously . H e  looked  like  a  
m a n  on th e  p o in t o f a  com ple te  b re a k 
dow n.

“ W e w ere d rin k in g  h e a v ily ,” he said . 
H is  voice w as h u sk y . “ I  never w ould 
have  h it on such  an  id ea  if w e h a d n ’t 
been . I  rea lize  now  how  foolish , how  
h o rrib le— ”

“ B u t i t ’s too  la te  now ,”  C arso n  b roke  
in  calm ly. “ P e rh a p s  y o u  can  te ll us 
w h a t h ap p en ed  on  the  ro o f.”

D ole seem ed to  ta k e  a  g rip  on h im 
self.

“ Y ou’ll excuse m y  s ta te  o f nerves, 
gen tlem en ,”  he  began . “T h is  h av in g  a 
d ifferen t bo d y , p lu s  the  fa c t th a t  you r 
v e ry  b es t frien d  w as k illed  th ro u g h  
y o u r ow n foolishness, can  p la y  hell w ith  
y o u .” H is  h an d s tre m b le d  sligh tly . 
T h e n :

“ I t  w as a f te r  ou r sw itch ing  of bodies. 
A s I  sa id , I ’d  been— we all h ad  been—  
d rin k in g  h eav ily . S tu rgess  an d  I 
decided  to  ta k e  a  b re a th  of a ir  up  on 
th e  roof. H e  w as in  m y  body  an d  I  w as 
in  h is .”

C arso n  nodded . “O bviously . Y ou 
still a re .”

“ W ell,” D ole w en t on, “ we were
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a lone  u p  th e re , k id d in g  one a n o th e r  
ra th e r  d ru n k e n ly  a b o u t th e  deficiencies 
o f o u r resp ec tiv e  b od ies . I  to ld  h im  
th a t  b e in g  in  h is  b o d y  m ad e  m e rea lize  
how, fine m y  ow n b o d y  w as, a n d  all th a t  
so r t o f th in g . H e  sa id  th a t  m y  bo d y  
c o u ld n ’t  s ta n d  liq u o r as w ell a s  his. 
H e  sa id  h e ’d p ro v e  it  b y  w a lk in g  th e  
ledge. W e w ere d ru n k . I  le t h im . H e  
f e l l ! ” D o le ’s la s t w ords seem ed  to  
h av e  been  h u sk e d  from  him , and  he p u t  
h is  h e a d  in  h is  h a n d s , shak ing .

“ H e  fe ll,” C a rso n  echoed , “ in  y o u r 
bo d y . Y ou w ere  le f t , t ra p p e d  in  th e  
b o d y  of S tu rg ess , so to  sp e a k .”

D o le  n o d d ed . “ I  h av e  to  h av e  th is  
th in g  c le a re d  up. M y  w ife  a n d  a ll m y  
frien d s  know , o f co u rse . A nd I  d o n ’t  
see how  w e can  k e e p  from  u n fa v o ra b le  
p u b lic ity . B u t I  m u st go on— even 
th o u g h  I ’ve a  d iffe ren t b o d y  now . I  
h a d  th e  C om m issio n er se n d  y o u  dow n 
h e re  to  g ive th e  a c c id e n t as  c lean  a  bill 
o f h e a lth  as possib le . Y ou  c a n  ta lk  
to  a n y  o th e r  peop le  w ho w ere  a t  th e  
p a r ty , i f  y o u ’d  lik e . B u t, som ehow , 
th in g s  hav e  to  be  re g u la te d . I  h a v e  to  
go o n — ” h is  w ords tra ile d  off lam ely .

/ " ’A R S O N  rose.
“ I t  w on’t  b e  n e c e ssa ry  to  ta lk  

to  a n y  o f th e m . G ot in  to u c h  w ith  six 
o r  seven b y  te la b o a rd  th is  m o rn in g . 
T h e ir  s to rie s  seem  th e  sam e. S tu rg e ss ’ 
d e a th  w as u n d o u b te d ly  an  acc id en t. 
Y o u ’re  r ig h t a b o u t th e  p u b lic ity , th e r e ’ll 
b e  p le n ty  o f it . I ’m  so rry , fo r  I  knew  
y o u r  fa th e r . B u t you  h av e  i t  com ing  to  
y o u .”

D o le  n o d d ed .
“ I  k n o w  I  h a v e .”  H is  voice w as a  

h a lf  sob.
C arso n  h a d  a d v a n c e d  to  th e  b o o k 

cases, w as rea c h in g  fo r  h is c o a t, w hich  
h e ’d  th ro w n  o v e r a  c h a ir , w hen  he 
p au sed . H e  p ic k e d  a  t in y  k n ife  off th e  
sh e lf , tu rn in g  it  ov er in h is  h a n d s .

“ A n  o d d  p ie c e ,”  h e  re m a rk e d . “ Y ou

m u s t h av e  been  a  co llec to r, lik e  y o u r 
fa th e r .”

D ole  no d d ed .
“ I  go t th a t  in T i ta n ,” he ack n o w l

edged . “ P ick ed  u p  m ost o f th a t  stuff 
d u r in g  m y  in te rp la n e ta ry  tra v e ls .”

C a rso n  n o d d ed , eyes sea rch in g  th e  
she lf u n til  he  reach ed  o u t a n d  b ro u g h t 
dow n a  tin y  e a r th e n  m ug. H e  h e ld  it 
ou t.

“ T h is , too , I  su p p o se ? ”
“ Y es,” D o le  a c k n o w l e d e g e d .  

“ P ic k e d  u p  th a t  p iece  w hile I  w as on  a 
t r ip  th ro u g h  J u n o .” H e  seem ed  s u d 
d e n ly  im p a tie n t, a n d  a  li t t le  puzz led .

C arso n  p ick ed  u p  h is co a t, s ta r te d  to  
tu rn , th e n  re a c h e d  fo r th e  sh e lf  once 
m ore.

“ S a y ,” he  m u rm u re d , “ th is  th in g  is 
re a lly  o d d ,”  he  held  o u t a  p iece  to  D ole. 
“ W h e re  d id  you  ge t th is ? ”

H a y n e s , w ho h a d  been  w aitin g  a t  th e  
d o o r, s ta r te d  to  s a y  som eth in g , th e n  
c lam p ed  h is  jaw s.

D o le  h a d  risen . H e  looked  a t  th e  
o b je c t C a rso n  h e ld  in  h is  h an d s.

“ O h th a t ,”  he  sh rugged . “ I t  h a s  a  
li t t le  v a lu e . G o t i t  on  a  t r ip  th ro u g h  
V enus. I t  w as g iven  to  m e b y  a n  
o ld— ”

B u t D ole  g o t no  fa r th e r . C a rso n  h a d  
d ra w n  a n  a tom ic  p is to l from  in s id e  h is  
coa t.

“ H o ld  th a t  so -a n d -so !” h e  sn a p p ed  
to  H a y n e s . “ W e ’ll n eed  h im  fo r  th e  
m u rd e r  o f  M a r tin  D o le ! ”

H a y n e s  a c te d  q u ic k ly , a n d  a f te r  a  
b r ie f  scuffle, h a d  th e  p riso n e r in  h a n d 
cuffs. . . .

/ " '’A R S O N  a n d  H a y n e s  w ere  on  the  
sp ace  t ra in , h e a d in g  hom e from  

L os A ngeles. N o w  and  th e n  C a rso n ’s 
a s s is ta n t looked  a t  h im  w ith  a  so r t  of 
sp ecu la tiv e  aw e.

“ T h a t  w as a  n e a t  tr ic k , C h ie f ,” 
H a y n e s  s a id  a t  la s t . “ B u t how  in  th e  
h e ll d id  y o u  d ope  i t  o u t? ”
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C arso n  fin ished  lig h tin g  a  ra n k  
V enusian  c igar.

“S im p le ,”  he  g ru n te d . “ W hen  I  go t 
in  to u ch  w ith  th e  rich  ra sca ls  w ho’d 
been  a t  D o le ’s p a r ty ,  I  found  o u t th a t  
th e re  w as a  c e r ta in  vagueness a b o u t th e  
ev en ts  d u r in g  a n d  a f te r  th e  b o d y 
sw itch ing . T h e y  w ere all so d ru n k  th a t  
e v e ry th in g  w as h azy , an d  a n y th in g  
w ould  h a v e  gone b y  th em  w ith o u t th e ir  
k n o w in g  it. T h e n , too , th e  acc id en t 
on  th e  ro o f seem ed  too p a t .”

H a y n e s  nodded .
“ So a  li t t le  check ing  on th e  te la b o a rd  

re v ea led  th a t  th is  S tu rg ess  g u y  w as 
n u ts  a b o u t D o le ’s w ife, a n d  v ice-versa . 
S tu rg ess  d id n ’t  hav e  m uch  dough , so he 
c o u ld n ’t ta k e  D o le ’s w ife  a n d  k eep  h er 
in  a n y  s ty le . S h e’s expensive . T h e  
body -sw itch  gave th em  th e ir  ch a n c e .”

“ Y eah , b u t— ” H a y n e s  b egan .
“ As I  w as sa y in g ,” C a rso n  g la red . 

“ T h e  b o d y  sw itch  gav e  th e m  th e ir  
ch ance . S tu rg ess  a n d  D o le ’s w ife h ad  
s ta y e d  p re t ty  sober.

“ S tu rg ess  w as c lever. C lev e r enough  
to  k n o w  th a t  such  a  w ild  schem e m ig h t 
w ork . So he a n d  D o le  d id n ’t  sw itch  
bod ies. W h ile  D o le  w as d ru n k , 
S t u r g e s s  —  p r e t e n d i n g  th a t  h e ’d 
sw itched  w ith  D o le— to o k  D ole  u p  on  
th e  ro o f a n d  p u sh ed  h im  off.

“ B u t th e y  h a d n ’t c h a n g e d ? ”
“ O f co u rse  n o t. O n ly  th e  peop le  a t  

th e  p a r ty  th o u g h t th a t  th e y  h a d . T h e y

« « FANTASTIC
POPPING OFF

Although few people are aware of it, almost 
any material substance has the potentiality of 
explosion. Some of the most unexpected explosions 
of odd substances have occurred in freshly mined 
diamonds, elephant ivory that has been suddenly 
chilled, and dried milk dust!

COUNTING ATOMS
The principle by which atoms are counted 

is not different from that used by a farmer who 
wishes to count the sheep in a large flock? The 
sheep herder counts the sheep in a carefully meas
ured square and then multiplies that figure by the 
area the herd covers. In measuring atoms the 
scientist first measures a small iiJle in a screen.

th o u g h t th a t  D o le  w as in  th e  bo d y  o f 
S tu rgess . B u t he  w a sn ’t. I t  w as S tu r 
gess ju s t  a s  h e ’d  a lw ays been . H o w 
ever, he  p re te n d e d  to  be  D o le , now .”

“ B u t how — ” H a y n e s  began .
“ W illy a  l is te n ? ”  C a rso n  b a rk e d . 

“ S tu rg ess  w as sm a rt, he  knew  a lm o st 
e v e ry th in g  a b o u t D o le . E v e ry th in g  
dow n to  tin y  p e rso n a l h a b its . H e  m u st 
hav e  su sp ec ted  w e w ere  try in g  to  t r a p  
h im  w hen  I  fo rced  h im  to  id e n tify  th e  
k n ic k -k n a c k s  on  th e  m an te l. O n ly  
D o le  w ould  be ab le  to  do  so , a n d  re 
m em ber th em  r ig h tly .”

“ B u t d id n ’t  S tu rg ess  id e n tify  th e m ? ” 
H a y n e s  a sk ed . “ T h o se  firs t ones, I  
m e a n ? ”

C a rso n  sh rugged .
“ H o w  in  th e  hell do  I know ? H e  w as 

p ro b a b ly  m ak in g  it  u p  a s  he  w en t along. 
B u t w hen  I  show ed  h im  th is ,” C a rso n  
dug  in to  h is p o c k e t a n d  p u lle d  fo rth  
a  t in y  o b jec t, “ a n d  h e  p re te n d e d  to  
rem em b er w h ere  h e ’d  g o tte n  it, I  k n ew  
it  w as S tu rg ess  a n d  n o t D o le .”

H a y n e s  looked  a t  th e  little  c u rio  in  
C a rso n ’s pa lm . A n a n tiq u e , a  little  
e le p h a n t en cased  in g lassicade . I t  bo re  
th e  leg en d , “ G O P  C O N V E N T IO N , 
1940 .”

C a rso n  sighed .
“ T h e y  h a d  it so ft in  th o se  d a y s—  

N e ro  W olfe , P e r ry  M aso n , y e a h , a n d  
even  S herlock  H o lm e s !”

T h e  E n d .

ODDITIES »
Then the so-called “alpha particles” which are 
really helium atoms, are bombarded against this 
screen from a measured surface of radium. By 
this method it has been ascertained that a cubic 
centimeter of helium gas contains (take a deep 
breath now) 2,560,000,000,0<W,000,000,000 atoms. 
Figures like these arc meaningless to use for our 
minds balk at the attempt to visualize their almost 
infinite scope. Their unbelievable enormity can 
better be appreciated by means of this illustration. 
If the atoms of helium gas in a pellet the size of 
a pea pod, were to be released at the rate of a 
thousand a second, about two thousand million 
years would have elapsed before the last atom 
escaped!



DE IM O S  w as th e  s tra n g e s t little  
m an  O fficer G ilb e rt h a d  ev er 
seen . H e  fished h im  o u t o f th e  

la k e , d re n c h e d , te e th  c h a tte r in g  an d  
face  a s  co ld  a n d  g ra y  as  th e  daw n. 
S cram b lin g  u p  th e  p ie r  la d d e r  he 
s ta g g e re d  to  h is  fee t, th e n  loo k ed  
a ro u n d  in  b e w ild e rm e n t a t  th e  m aze 
o f d o ck s, th e  sh ip p in g  g ear a n d  th e  
m is t-sh ro u d e d  c ity  sk y lin e  bey o n d .

G ilb e rt b lin k e d  h is eyes in c re d u 
lously . H e  cou ld  h a v e  sw orn  th a t  he 
h a d  seen  th e  little  m an  sw im  in— as if 
fro m  b ey o n d  th e  la k e  ho rizon . But 
there was no boat out there! N o t even  
a  d r if tin g  log!

“ W h a t th e  hell w ere  y o u  do ing  o u t 
th e re ? ” he d e m an d ed . “ D o n ’t  you  
k n o w  th e r e ’s an  o rd in an ce  a g a in s t 
sw im m ing  a ro u n d  th e  d o c k s? ”

T h e  li t t le  m an  c lenched  h is  fists to  
co n tro l th e  in v o lu n ta ry  c h a tte r in g  o f  
h is  te e th . H is  ja w  u n d e rsh o t h is face 
like  a  sp ad e  a n d  it g rew  rig id  as  he  tr ie d  
to  sp eak .

“ T h e  v o lc a n o !” he  g asp ed . “ W e ’ve

go t to  w a rn  th e m ! T h e  c ity  w ill be  de 
s tro y e d !”

Officer G ilb e r t’s h uge  fram e  shook  
w ith  th e  la te n t beg inn ings of an g er.

“ V o lc a n o !” he  exp loded  b ru sq u e ly . 
“ N o n e  o ’ th a t  now . W h a t’s y o u r 
n a m e ? ”

“ D e im o s,” an sw ered  th e  little  m an  
w ith  a n  accen t th a t  w as d is tin c tly  
fo re ign . “ B u t w here  am  I ? ” h e  a d d e d  
h a s tily .

“ C le v e la n d ,” sa id  G ilb e rt.
“ C  - C  - C lev  - la n d ?  T h e re  w as a  

puzz led  ligh t in  th e  li t t le  m a n ’s eyes as 
th e y  sw ep t to w a rd  th e  c i ty ’s sk y lin e . 
S u d d en ly  he g ra b b e d  th e  officer’s a rm  
an d  began  tu g g in g  v eh em en tly . “ T h e re  
is no  tim e  to  lose. W e m u s t w arn  th em . 
E a s t  o f th e  c ity — th e  v o lcan o .”

“ V o lcan o ?” G ilb e rt g ru n te d . “ Say, 
w h a t th e  he ll is th is ? ”

“ I t ’s go ing to  e ru p t— th e  v o lcano ,” 
D e im os p le a d e d  ex c ited ly . “ I  saw  it  
e ru p t  a n d  b u ry  th e  e n tire  c ity !  I  
m a n a g e d  to  e scap e  on ly  in  tim e. B u t 
I ’ve com e b a c k  to  sav e  th e  g irl a n d  to

YOUR city is doomed! Warn the 
people! The volcano is about to erupt and 
hill you all!** cried the strange little man 
who came in . . . .
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w arn  th e  p eop le . I  te ll y o u  we m u st 
h u r r y ! I t ’s to  th e  e a s t .”

H e  tu g g ed  a t  th e  officer’s a rm  in  d es
p e ra tio n . G ilb e rt y a n k e d  h im se lf free  
a n d  b ack ed  aw ay  a  s tep . H e  scow led  
su sp ic io u sly  a t  th e  a g ita te d  little  m an .

“T h e re ’s n o  v o lcan o  a ro u n d  h e re ,” he  
said .

“ I  te ll y o u  th e re  i s ! ”  sc ream ed  th e  
little  m an .

O fficer G ilb e r t’s eyes n a rro w ed , b e 
com ing  a w a re  o f th e  li t t le  m a n ’s 
c lo th ing . I t  w as o f a  cu rio u s  c u t: sh o r t 
sleeveless ja c k e t  a n d  loose k n ee -len g th  
tro u se rs  o f a  s ilk en  m a te r ia l. T h e  shoes 
seem ed  to  b e  m ade  of m e ta l.

S u d d en ly  i t  o c c u rre d  to  th e  officer to  
h u m o r th e  li t t le  m an .

“ O k a y , w e’ll ta lk  a b o u t th e  vo lcano  
la te r ,” h e  sp o k e  in  a  voice n o rm a lly  re 
se rv e d  fo r  c h ild re n . “N o w , te ll m e, 
w h a t’s y o u r  n a m e ? ”

“ D e im o s .”
“ D eim os w h a t? ”
“ N e v e r  m in d ,” th e  li t t le  m an  a n s 

w ered  h a s tily . “ W e m u s t w a rn  th e m  
of th e  vo lcano . Q u ick  1”

“ S ay , w h ere  th e  dev il a re  y o u  f ro m ? ” 
d em a n d e d  G ilb e rt.

T h e  l i t t le  m a n ’s lip s  tw is te d  n e rv 
o usly  w hile  h is  ey es leap ed  ex c ited ly  
fro m  th e  c ity  to  th e  p o licem an  a n d  
b a c k .

“ I ’m  D eim os— fro m  th e  y e a r  20 2 0 ,” 
h e  sa id . “ I  cam e b a c k  h e re  in  a  tim e- 
p is to n . I t  w as  w reck ed  a n d  sa n k  in to  
th e  b a y  th e re . I  m an ag ed  to  escape  
a n d  sw im  in to  sho re . N o w  w ill y o u  
co m e ? ”

D eim o s s ta r te d  a t  G ilb e rt a  m om ent. 
T h e  officer w a tc h e d  h im  in  a  h aw k ish  
m a n n e r  th a t  b ro o d e d  ill. T h e  little  
m a n  edg ed  aw ay  n e rv o u sly . I n  a  flash , 
he  d u c k e d  u n d e r th e  b ig  officer’s a rm s 
a n d  ra n  u p  th e  d o ck  to w a rd  th e  c ity .

“ Y ou  c a n ’t  s to p  m e ,” h e  sh o u te d . “ I  
m u s t w a rn  th e m  of th e  v o lcano  b e fo re  
i t ’s too  la te  ag a in . I ’m  san e , I  te ll y o u ! ”

H is  m e ta l shoes c licked  ov er th e  
p la n k in g , r in g in g  in  th e  cold  m o rn in g  
a ir . O fficer G ilb e rt’s h eav ie r b o o ts  
th u n d e re d  b eh in d  him . D e im os g lanced  
b a c k  ov er h is  sh o u ld e r fo r a  b a re  in 
s ta n t .  H e  saw  th e  officer tugg ing  a t  
h is  p is to l as  h e  ra n .

R a c in g  ac ro ss  th e  p ie r-en d , D eim os 
c u t b e h in d  a  w areh o u se . H e  cou ld  h e a r  
th e  officer com ing , g a in in g  on  h im . H e  
h u rr ie d  u p  a  series o f s ta irs , le ap ed  a 
low  s to n e  fence a n d  ra n  ac ro ss  L a k esid e  
D riv e .

Z zzing! a  b u lle t h u m m e d  a  d e a th ly  
m elody  abo v e  his h ead . H e  sw erv ed  to  
th e  le f t a n d  ra n  w ith  ren ew ed  energy . 
T h e n , a b ru p tly , he  b a n g e d  in to  som e
th in g  th a t  w as y ie ld in g , y e t  solid . S tag 
g erin g  b a c k , g asp in g  fo r b re a th , d izzy  
from  th e  sh o ck , h is  b e fu d d le d  gaze 
fram ed  th e  figure of a n o th e r  po licem an .

r T~ 'H E p o t - b e llied  tu rn k e y  a t  th e  
E u c lid  A venue  po lice  s ta t io n  w ob

b led  to w a rd  cell n u m b e r 3. F i t t in g  a  
k e y  in  th e  cell lock , h e  sw ung  th e  d o o r 
open  a n d  tu rn e d  to w a rd  th e  th in  m a n  
w ho fo llow ed h im .

“ H e ’s h a rm le ss ,” sa id  th e  tu rn k e y . 
“ H e  gabs a lo t. H e ’ll g ive y o u  a  good 
s to ry , b u t  y o u ’d  b e tte r  be  th ro u g h  b e 
fo re  th e  g u a rd s  com e to  ta k e  h im  off to  
th e  n u t  h o u se .”

“ T h a n k s .”  T h e  th in  m an  s lip p ed  a  
five to  th e  tu rn k e y . T h e  cell doo r 
c losed  b e h in d  h im  a s  h e  e n te re d . A 
h a lf-sm ile  flickered  a c ro ss  h is  lip s as he  
s ta re d  a t  D iem os.

“ I ’m  T h o m a s  o f th e  D a ily  R e c o rd ,” 
he  sa id . “ Y ou  seem  to  be  in  q u ite  a  
fix. A n y th in g  I  c a n  d o ? ”

“ G et m e o u t of h e r e ! ” D e im o s s u d 
d en ly  sh o u ted . “ T h e y  th in k  I ’m  m a d —  
I ’m  n o t!  T h e  v o lcano ! C a n ’t  th e y  
u n d e rs ta n d  i t ’s  going to  e ru p t. I t ’s go
ing  to  b low  th e  e n tire  c o u n try s id e  a p a r t .  
I t ’ll b u ry  th e  c ities! I  m u s t g e t o u t ! ”

H e  b e g a n  sh a k in g  th e  b a rs  in  th e  cell
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d o o r w ith  all h is  s tre n g th .
“ T a k e  it e a sy ,” sa id  th e  re p o rte r . 

“ W h a t th e  hell is th is  a ll a b o u t? ”
D eim os th re w  a  sc o rn fu l g lance  to 

w a rd  th e  o th e r  a n d  b e g a n  p a c in g  the  
floor. H e  b e a t one fist in to  th e  p a lm  
of th e  o th e r  a n d  g la re d  a t  th e  re p o rte r .

“ Y ou d o n ’t  be lieve  I ’ve com e o u t o f 
th e  fu tu re  e ith e r , do  y o u ? ” he a sk ed . 
“ Y ou  th in k  th e  v o lcan o  to  th e  e a s t is 
h a rm le ss , d o n ’t y o u ? ”

T h e  re p o r te r  g rin n e d  a n d  flicked  a  
c ig a re tte  in to  h is m o u th .

“ S ay , I ’ll believe a n y th in g — if th e r e ’s 
a  s to ry  in i t ,” he said . “ T e ll m e, h o w ’d 
y o u  g e t h e re ? ”

D eim o s h a lte d  h is  p ac in g  for an  in 
s ta n t  w h ile  he  sh o t a  p e n e tra tin g  g lance  
a t th e  re p o rte r .

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t ,” h e  sa id . “ I  fo rg e t 
th a t  you  peop le  h a v e  n o t re a c h e d  th e  
sc ien tific  level ach iev ed  b y  ou r m en  of 
th e  tw en ty -f irs t c e n tu ry . Y o u ’re  ig n o r
a n t  co n ce rn in g  a to m s, e le c tr ic ity , tim e- 
t ra v e l .”

“ J u s t  a s  y o u  sa y ,”  n o d d ed  T h o m a s .
“ W ell, m a n y  g e n e ra tio n s  in  th e  fu 

tu re — th e  y e a r  20 0 0  A .D . in  fa c t— m en  
d isco v ered  a  m ean s  o f tra v e lin g  in to  th e  
p a s t ,  in to  a lm o st a n y  y e a r  o f p a s t  h is 
to ry . W e in v e n te d  a n  a to m ic  p is to n . 
C h an g e  of tim e is m e re ly  a  re -a rran g e - 
m en t o f  m o lecu la r a n d  a to m ic  s tru c 
tu re s . O u r  tim e -p is to n  ta k e s  a n  a tom ic  
s tru c tu re  such  a s  m y se lf  fro m  one 
p e rio d  o f  tim e  a n d  th ru s ts  i t  in to  th e  
s tru c tu re  of a n o th e r  p e rio d  . . . b u t  th is  
is p e rh a p s  too  co m p lica ted  for y o u r  u n 
d ev e lo p ed  science to  u n d e rs ta n d .”

“ Y e a h , ge t on  th e  vo lcano . W e 
h a v e n ’t  m u ch  tim e ,” sa id  th e  re p o rte r , 
g lan c in g  th ro u g h  th e  cell d o o r to  see  if  
an y o n e  a p p ro ach ed .

“ U sin g  a  tim e -p is to n , a l t h o u g h  
th e y ’re  n o t p e r fe c te d  y e t  in  2020 , I  se t 
m y  tim e  m e te r ,”  D e im o s c o n tin u ed .

“ T im e  m e te r? ”
“ Y e s ,” D eim os n o d d e d  a b ru p tly .

“ I t ’s  a  sm all, o c tag o n  sh a p e d  m e te r  
w ith  d a te s  en g rav ed  on it. I t ’s  a t 
ta c h e d  to  th e  o u te r  su rfa c e  o f  th e  p is 
to n , a cap u su le -fo rm  m ach in e . W ith  it  
w e se t the  p e rio d  of jo u rn e y  in to  th e  
p a s t. I  a r r iv e d  h e re , o r a  sm a lle r  c ity  
to  th e  e a s t  of th is. I t  w as n e a r  th e  
v o lcan o .”

T h e  re p o r te r  a rch ed  h is b row  qu iz ic- 
a lly .

“ W h ich  v o lc a n o ? ” he  asked .
“ Y ou  o u g h t  to  k n o w ,” D eim os 

sn a p p e d . “ A t th e  m o m en t o f m y a r 
r iv a l i t  w as sm o k in g  a n d  th ro w in g  flam 
in g  b its  o f ro c k  in to  th e  sk y  as it is 
d o ing  a t  th is  v e ry  m o m en t. T h e  peo
p le  o f th e  c ity , how ev er, seem ed  u n d is 
tu rb e d . T h e y  d id  n o t rea lize  . . .  in  
fa c t, y o u  d o n ’t  y e t  rea lize  w h a t h o rro r  
is  go ing  to  sw eep  dow n u p o n  y o u .”

T h e  little  m a n ’s face  su d d e n ly  tu rn e d  
p a llid . G ra sp in g  th e  cell b a rs , he 
ra t t le d  th e m  d e sp e ra te ly .

“ I ’ve  g o t to  g e t o u t ,” he  sc ream ed . 
“ Som eone h a s  to  b e liev e  m e l I  m u s t 
sav e  h e r l ”

n p H O M A S , th e  re p o rte d , le a p e d  to  
1  th e  li t t le  m a n ’s side . “ C a lm  d o w n ,” 

h e  sn a p e d . “ W h o 's  th is  w o m an  y o u ’re  
ta lk in g  a b o u t? ”

“ W ill y o u  h e lp  h e r?  W ill y o u  w a rn  
h e r ? ” D e im o s a sk e d  h o p e fu lly .

“ Y e a h ,” sa id  T h o m a s , s in k in g  b ack  
on  th e  b u n k . “ W h e re  is s h e ? ”

T h e  li t t le  m a n  w ru n g  h is  h a n d s  
n e rv o u sly .

“ I  n e u tra liz e d  m y  tim e -p is to n  n e a r  a  
w ell a t  th e  o u ts k ir ts  o f  th e  c i ty  ju s t  
as th e  v o lcan o  sp re a d  a  show er o f so ft 
a sh es ov er th e  c o u n try  side. I  saw  a  
g ir l d raw in g  w a te r  a t  th e  w ell— a  b e a u 
t ifu l  g irl. She w o re  a  s ilv e r-b o rd e re d  
tu n ic  a n d  a  sm all b a n d  o f  go ld  leav es  
in  h e r  d a rk  h a ir .

“ S he w as a t  f irs t f r ig h te n e d  w hen  I  
s te p p e d  o u t o f  m y  tim e-m ach in e . T h e n , 
u p o n  seeing  I  w as h u m a n  a n d  a
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s tra n g e r , she  sm iled . T h e re  w as m ore 
th a n  fr ie n d ly  in te re s t in  th a t  w arm  
sm ile. . . .  I f  I  cou ld  h av e  on ly  saved  
h e r  th e n , b e fo re  i t  w as too  la te l  I f  
I  h a d  on ly  kno w n  th e n . . . . ”

“ B e tte r  h u r ry ,”  th e  re p o rte r  in te r 
ru p te d .

“ T h e  girl sm iled , b u t  su d d en ly  h e r  
ey es h a rb o re d  s ta r k  t e r r o r ! T h e  e a r th  
b eg an  to  sh a k e  a t  its  v e ry  fo u n d a tio n s . 
T h e  vo lcano , som e d is tan ce  b e y o n d  th e  
c ity , e ru p te d  w ith  a  shock ing  series o f 
co n cu ssio n s. T h e  m o u n ta in  c r o w n  
b la s te d  aw ay . F ire  sw ep t ac ro ss  the  
som ber sk y  in h u es o f  a n g ry  p u rp le  a n d  
yellow . P eo p le  in  th e  c ity  s tag g e red  
a b o u t in  h o rro r  a n d  agony . M o lten  
ro ck s  th u n d e re d  in to  th e  c ity  like  a  
c a n n o n a d e  b la s te d  o u t b y  th e  a r ti l le ry  
of th e  p rim a l gods.

“ I w as s tru c k  dow n by  th e  firs t con 
cussion . I  h e a rd  th e  g irl a t  th e  well 
sc ream . G a in in g  m y  fee t, I  s tu m b led  
to w a rd  h e r  a s  she  ra n  in to  a  n e a rb y  
house. R e a c h in g  th e  g a t e w a y ,  m y 
h e a r t  sa n k . U g ly  c ra c k s  sp lit th e  w alls 
a n d  roof o f th e  house , th ro w in g  dow n 
show ers  of d u s t an d  ru b b le . T h e n , b e 
fore  m y  h o rrif ied  eyes, th e  b u ild in g  
c ru m b le d  in w ard , c ru sh in g  th o se  w ith in  
u n d e r  to n s  of m o rta r , b r ic k  a n d  v o l
can ic  refuse .

“ A lm ost b lin d , I  som ehow  m an ag ed  
to  re a c h  m y  tim e-p is to n . I  h a d  on ly  th e  
s lim m est m arg in  o f tim e in  w hich to  e s 
c a p e ; s till, th e  th o u g h t o f th e  g irl he ld  
m e th e re . M y  m ind  w orked  in  a d es
p e ra te , sp lit-seco n d  fash ion . I  h a d  to  
sav e  h e r— a n d  th e re  w as on ly  one w a y .”

D eim os g lan ced  a t  th e  new s re p o rte r  
d ra m a tic a lly . T h e  re p o r te r  ra ised  h is 
b row s c ritic a lly , w a itin g .

“ I  to o k  a  d e sp e ra te  c h a n c e ,” th e  little  
m a n  co n tin u e d  as he  p a c e d  th e  floor. 
“ I  re se t m y  tim e  m e te r. R e se t i t  fo r 
th e  sam e y e a r , b u t so th a t  I  m ig h t v o y 
age  on ly  a  d ay  in to  th e  p a s t. I  p la n n ed  
to  re scu e  th e  g irl a n d  w a rn  th e  people

in tim e. I t  w as a  d an g e ro u s  a tte m p t. 
O u r tim e  m e te rs  som etim es fail. I  took  
th e  r isk , c h an c in g  th e  m arg in  o f  e rro r . 
I f  m y m e te r  fa iled  I  could  hav e  been  
p lu n g ed  a g a in  in to  th e  m id st o f th e  
e ru p tio n .

“ So h ere  I  am . I  succeeded . I  m u st 
ge t aw ay  fro m  h ere  1 T h e  people  m u st 
be w a rn ed ! A n o th e r few h o u rs  a n d  it 
w ill be to o  la te .”

T " '\E IM O S  h a lte d  h is s to ry  a b ru p tly .
H e  s ta re d  a t  th e  re p o rte r  e a rn e s tly . 

T h e re  w as som eth in g  in  th e  new s m a n ’s 
exp ression  th a t  u n n e rv ed  him .

“ You think I’m mad, tool You don’t 
believe I’ve come back from the fu
ture?’’ h e  sc ream ed  h y ste ric a lly .

“ G ot a n y  p ro o f? ”  th e  r e p o r t e r  
sh rugged .

“ P r o o f l”  s h  o u t e  d D eim os. “ M y  
tim e-p is to n  w as sm ash ed . I t ’s in  th e  
b ay . G o fish fo r i t ! B y  th a t  tim e  w e’ll 
a ll be  d ead  I ”

“ Y ou m ean  th e  la k e ? ”
“ Y ou m ust believe m e! I  m ust reach  

h e r  side  b e fo re  the  vo lcano  e ru p ts .”  th e  
little  m an  b eg a n  p lead in g . “ You’ve got 
to believe me!”

“ I  believe a n y th in g  —  if th e re ’s a  
s to ry  in  i t ,” th e  re p o r te r  an sw ered  d rily . 
“ I ’ll be  d a m n ed  if I  d o n ’t th in k  th e re ’s 
a  w ow  o f a  s to ry  in  th is . . . .”  H e  
s te p p e d  to  th e  cell door, g lanced  u p  the  
p assag ew ay , th e n  tu rn e d  to w a rd  D e i
m os. “ L is te n ,”  he sa id  ten se ly . “ I  
w an t a  s to ry — a  good  h u m a n  in te re s t 
s to ry . Y o u ’ve go t it. T h e  D o n  
D u ix o te  s tu f f . .  . sav in g  a  p re t ty  gal . . . 
h o rr ib le  m en ace  . . . figh ting  w indm ills 
a n d  so on .”

T h e  little  m a n  looked  puzzled .
“ Y o u ’ll h e lp  m e ? ” h e  c rie d  h o pefu lly .
“ Y e a h ,” rep lie d  th e  re p o rte r . “ I ’m  

going to  p a rk  in  th e  o u te r  office. W h en  
th e  a sy lu m  g u a rd s  com e, I ’ll t r y  s ta llin g  
th em  as long  as  I  can . Y ou  ge t o u t o f 
h e re . I ’ll ta g  along  once y o u  g e t o u t
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side. W h ere  is th is  v o lcan o  o f  y o u rs ? ”
“ E a s t .”  D eim os g lan ced  to w a rd  th e  

cell w indow . B eyond  it th e  s k y  w as 
h e a v y  w ith  soo t a n d  sm oke belch ing  
from  a  dozen  fa c to ry  s ta c k s . “ I t ’s 
s ta r t in g — the  v o lc a n o !”  h e  cried .

“ O k a y ,” th e  re p o r te r  c u t in . “ T h e  
w alls o f th is  k lin k  a re  m ad e  o f so ft 
s to n e . H e re ’s m y  n a il file a n d  p o c k e t 
k n ife . Y ou  can  d ig  o u t  one o f  th e  
w indow -bars. W h e n  y o u ’re  free , d o n ’t 
go  h o p p in g  off to  a  ta v e rn . I  w an t a d 
v e n tu re , h u m a n  in te re s t. A nd if  th e y  
c a tc h  y o u — w e ju s t  a in ’t  n ev er m et! 
G et t h a t? ”

T h e  new s re p o rte r  w h istled  fo r th e  
tu rn k e y  a n d  a  m om en t la te r  D eim os b e 
g a n  w ork ing  w ith  f ra n tic  h a s te . T h e  
s to n e  in  w hich  th e  w indow  b a rs  w ere 
im p a led  w as w e a th e rw o rn  an d  so ft. 
T e n  m in u te s  o f sc ra p p in g  a n d  d igg ing  
loosened  o ne  of th e  b a rs  from  its  a n 
cho rage .

T h e  d ro p  fro m  th e  w indow  to  th e  
w all, th e n  to  th e  d e se rte d  a lley  b eh in d  
th e  po lice  s ta tio n  w as b u t  a  m o m e n t’s 
w o rk .

S om eth ing  je rk e d  h is a rm  v io len tly . 
I t  w as  T h o m a s , th e  re p o rte r .

“ S tep  o n  it. T h e y ’ve gone in to  you r 
ce ll,”  he  y e lled . “N ow , w h a t —  little  
m a n ? ”

“ W e m u st w arn  th e  p  o p  u  1 a  c  e ,” 
D e im os cried . H is  an x io u s  eyes sw ep t 
to w a rd  b o th  en d s  o f th e  a lley . T h e n  
he ra n  w ith  s ta r t l in g  speed . “ T h e  
c h u rc h  . . . th e  be ll tow er . . .  a  p e a l of 
w a rn in g .”

“ M y  G od— w h a t a  s to r y ! ”  gasped  
th e  re p o rte r  a s  he  fo llow ed th e  l i t t le  
m a n  th ro u g h  th e  ch u rch  e n tra n c e  a n d  
u p  th e  sp ira l s ta irw a y  in to  th e  b e lfry .

A M O M E N T  la te r  th e  d eep  c lan g o r 
of to w er be lls  p e a led  th ro u g h  th e  

c ity . T h e  bell so u n d  in c re a se d  in  
v io lence, c lash in g  u p o n  th e  e a rs  o f  th e  
p e d e s tr ia n s  in  th e  s tre e ts  below . F iv e

m in u te s  . . .  seven  . . .  te n  . . .  I t  sw elled  
to  a  m a d d e n i n g  th u n d e r . P eo p le  
c lu tc h e d  th e ir  h a n d s  to  th e ir  e a rs . 
O th e rs  sw ore a t  th e  bells. T h e re  h a d  
n ev er been  a  p ea l ru n g  like  th a t  in  a ll 
th e  c i ty ’s h is to ry . I t  b ecam e m a d d e n 
ing.

I n  th e  bell tow er, T h o m a s  th e  new s 
re p o rte r  c lung  to  th e  b e lf ry  b eam s fo r 
su p p o rt a n d  g ap e d  a t th e  m o st am az in g  
s ig h t he  h a d  e v e r  seen . “ T h e  li t t le  
g u y ’s m a d  —  m a d d e r th a n  a  m a rc h  
h a re ,” he  m u tte re d  fe a rfu lly .

D e im os h u n g  from  a  bell ro p e , sw ung 
b a c k  a n d  fo r th  lik e  a  fa n ta s tic  h u m a n  
p e n d u lu m , b rin g in g  th e  bells in to  m o
tion . H e  sw ung  fro m  one ro p e  to  a n 
o th e r  in  th e  m id s t o f th e  m ost u n e a r th ly  
d in . T h e n  h e  ra c e d  to  th e  to w er w in 
dow s, sh o u tin g  fra n tic  w arn in g s  to  th e  
p eop le  in  th e  s tre e ts  below . H is  h igh- 
p itc h e d , h y s te r ic a l vo ice  w as en g u lfed  
b y  th e  iro n  ro a r  o f th e  b e lls  a n d  b ecam e 
a  n o th in g n ess  c a s t in to  th e  sky .

“ T h e  v o lc a n o !”  he  sh o u ted . “ R u n  
. . .  th e re ’s no  tim e  . . .  sav e  y o u rse lv e s ! ”

T h e  b e ll th u n d e r  w ash ed  a w a y  h is  
voice u n til  h is  m o u th  sh a p e d  a  m ere  
m o ck e ry  o f w ords.

S u d d en ly  he  re lea sed  th e  b e ll ropes 
a n d  s tu m b le d  dow n th e  b e lf ry  s ta irs  in  
m a d  flight. T h o m a s , th e  r e p o r t e r ,  
shook  th e  d izziness from  his h e a d  a n d  
follow ed. G lancing  from  a  w indow  he 
saw  th e  po lice  c losing  in  on th e  ch u rch .

D eim os b u r s t  fro m  th e  d o o rw ay  ju s t  
as  a  co rd o n  o f b lu e  c o a ts  a p p ro ach ed .

“ Y ou  c a n ’t  s to p  m e ! ”  he  sc ream ed , 
h is  voice c a rry in g  u p w a rd  to  a  th in  h y 
s te ric a l p itc h . H e  cu t ac ro ss  th e  c h u rc h  
y a rd , e lu d in g  th e  po lice  fo r a  m om en t.

A  police b illy  w hizzed  p a s t  h is  h e a d  
a n d  b o unced  on th e  p a v e m e n t to  h is  
r ig h t.

“ T h e  vo lcano— ” h e  gasped .
H e  g a in ed  a  dozen  y a rd s  a n d  lo s t 

th e m  a g a in  a s  a  sq u a d  ca r ro a re d  in  
p u rsu it . T h e  s iren , w ailing  a t  h is  b a c k ,
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a d d e d  en e rg y  to  h is  d e sp e ra te  sp r in t 
ea s tw a rd . B u t s u d d e n l y ,  a  dozen  
po licem en  sw ep t dow n u p o n  him .

A  c lu b  c ra sh e d  w ith  a  g lan c in g  b low  
acro ss  h is  n eck  an d  sh o u ld e rs . H e 
s tag g e red . F o r  a n  in s ta n t  he  w as dow n 
on h is  k n ees. T h e n , as  if  fo rced  on b y  
som e fa n a tic  in n e r  u rg e , he c raw led  on  
h a n d s  a n d  k n ees .

F in a lly  th e  po lice  s to p p e d  him . I t  
to o k  fo u r m en , fo r  D eim os b it  a n d  
sc ra tc h e d  a n d  w rigg led , try in g  to  sh ak e  
th e m  loose. H e  sh o u te d  h o a rs ly , h is  
vo ice  g ro w in g  w e a k e r, c rack in g .

“ T h e  v o lcan o — I ’ve go t to  sav e  h e r! 
. . .  I  m u st . . . w a rn  . . .”

H e  s tru g g le d  as th e y  laced  h im  in  a  
s t ra ig h t  ja c k e t  H e  w as ra v in g  w hen  
th e y  c a rr ie d  h im  in to  th e  a sy lu m  am 
bu lance .

“ H e ’s th e  w o rs t case  w e’ve h a d ,” sa id  
one of th e  g u a rd s . “ Y o u ’d th in k  he  h a d  
so m e th in g  on  h is  m in d .”

R e p o r te r  T h o m a s  sh rugged .
“ Y o u ’d th in k  h e  rea lly  knew  a b o u t 

vo lcanoes th e  w ay  he w en t to  b a t  for 
o n e ,” he  o b se rv ed  d rily . “ B u t L o rd —  
w h a t a  s to ry  1 I ’d  g ive m y  r ig h t eye if 
a  n u t  lik e  th e  little  g u y  w ou ld  e scap e  
e v e ry  d a y .”

Q F F I C E R  G IL B E R T  re s te d  one 
la rg e  p o licem an ’s foo t on a  c a p s ta n  

a n d  v iew ed w ith  in te re s t th e  b u s tlin g  
a c tiv ity  a b o a rd  th e  h a rb o r  serv ice  b a rg e  
th a t  slow ly  ch ugged  aw ay  from  th e  
docks.

“ W h e re  y o u  g o i n g ,  M ik e ? ” he 
sh o u te d  to  one o f  th e  seam en.

“W o rk ,” an sw e re d  th e  seam an . H e  
laz ily  w ound  in  a  h a u se r-lin e  tra ilin g  in 
th e  w a te r . “ G o tta  g ra p p le  fo r  th e  bu o y  
th a t  su n k  a n  q u a r te r  m ile  o u t channe l. 
W a n t to  com e.

O fficer G ilb e rt d id  n o t resp o n d . H e  
m ad e  a  fu n n y  li t t le  no ise  in  h is th ro a t  
as  he w a tc h e d  th e  b a rg e  p u ll o u t. H e  
w as s till w o n d e rin g  a b o u t th e  li t t le  guy

w ith  th e  g ra y  face , u n d e rsh o t jaw  a n d  
fu n n y  c lo th in g  a n d  th is  m ade  h im  th in k  
of it.

“ D a m n  o d d ,” h e  m u tte re d , tu rn in g  
b a c k  to  h is b e a t. “W h ere  th e  hell d id  
h e  sw im  in  f ro m ? ”

M ean w h ile , a b o a rd  th e  serv ice  b a rg e , 
M ik e  w a tc h e d  th e  h a rb o r  cop’s huge 
figure  d w in d le  up o n  th e  dock .

“ P o o r G ilb e r t,” h e  g ru n te d , “ th is  cop 
b u sin ess  a in ’t  m u ch  fu n .”  H e  sp a t in to  
th e  lak e  w a te r  a n d  tu rn e d  h is a tte n tio n  
to  th e  w inches.

A  sh o rt c ra n e  sw ung  ov er th e  s la te  
w a te r , g ra p p lin g  hoo k s d an g lin g  from  
th e  cab le  end . M ik e  je rk e d  th e  chock  
fro m  th e  w in d la ss  a n d  le t th e  h o o k s  
p lu n g e  in to  th e  w a te r.

“ D ra g ? ” sh o u te d  th e  d o n k ey -m an .
“ T e n  foot . . . fifteen  . . . tw e n ty  . . . 

tw en ty -tw o  . . . ”  M ik e  ca lled  th e  n u m 
b e rs  m ech an ica lly .

S u d d en ly  th e  c ra n e  cab le  stiffened.
“ C o n ta c tI ” y e lled  M ik e .
T h e  d o n k e y -m a n  set h is  engine 

th ro b b in g . T h e  cab le  g rew  ta u t .  T h e  
eng ine  tu g g ed  a n d  s lipped , g raw ling  like 
a n  o ld  dog. T h e n , a b ru p tly , th e  g rap p le  
s lipped . T h e  eng ine  ra c e  m ad ly , w in d 
ing  in  cab le .

I n  th e  c law s of th e  g ra p p le  as  i t  cam e 
to  th e  su rfa c e , w as a  s tra n g e  o b jec t. I t  
h a d  been  to rn  from  som e la rg e r  m e
ch an ism . M ik e  p u lled  it  on  deck  a n d  
ex am in ed  i t ;  a n  o c to g an  sh ap ed  m e te r 
w ith  lines e tch ed  up o n  th e  m e ta l su r
face. D a te s .

“ W h a t a re  th o se  n u m b e rs? ” ask ed  
th e  d o n k ey -m an .

M ik e  tu rn e d  th e  m e te r  ov er in  h is 
h a n d . I t s  p o in te r  h a d  been  e x a c tly  
se t upon  a  c e rta in  n u m b e r— 79 A .D . 
M ik e  sh ru g g ed , h an d ed  th e  m e te r  to  th e  
d o n k ey -m an  w ho lo o k ed  a t  it , th e n  
to ssed  it  o v e rb o a rd  .

“ T h a t  a in ’t  p a r t  o f th e  b u o y ,” sa id  
th e  d o n k ey -m an  d isg u sted ly . “ M ay b e  
th e  buoy  d r if te d .”
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“ Y e a h ,”  sa id  M ik e . “ — 79 A .D . 
G ee, t h a t ’s  k in d  o f fam ilia r. I  w en t to  
school once. Y eah , th a t  d a te  w as im 
p o r ta n t  . . . a h  . . . Y eah , th a t  w as w hen 
th e  vo lcano , V esuv ius, exp loded  and

(Concluded from page 6)

Kansas City, Missouri—Mr. Joseph T Cousins 
spent a cold, gray dawn on the morning following 
the theft of the furnace from the basement of his 
home!

Miami, Florida—A ten-ton steam roller was 
stolen from the Homestead Machinery Company!

Paris, Prance—An entire house was stolen during 
the absence of its owner, who returned the next 
morning to find nothing but the foundation of his 
domicile remaining!

Concord, Massachusetts—The steeple of the 
First Parish Church in Concord was looted of 
J500.00 worth of gold leaf which had served as 
its proud and gleaming adornment!

What is this, a gang of interplanetary, or extra- 
dimensional, thieves? Sometimes we wonder why 
we publish this magazine!

TJLIND as a bat, you say? Well, you ought to 
u  have a bat’s ears then 1 Here's a bit of truth 
abouts bats that's fantastic enough to bear our 
editorial scrutiny.

Experiments recently conducted at the Harvard 
Physics Laboratory show for the first time how 
bats avoid objects in the dark. In flight, it was 
proved that they emit a continuous series of shrill 
cries, on a sound-wave band of between thirty 
and seventy thousand vibrations per second. 
Sound echoes reflect back from obstacles ahead, 
warning the bat to veer aside. The human ear, 
with a top pitch of twenty thousand vibrations 
per second, cannot detect these cries.

$20,000,000 00 found in a shark! Oh, you don’t 
believe it? Well listen to this:

Fishermen and canners along the California 
coast are now developing a shark liver industry. 
Pinback, grayfish, bonita, thrasher or whiptail, and 
leopard sharks have livers rich with vitamin A, 
but by golly, the soupfin shark tops ’em all! The 
Iiver'oil, undiluted, or added to other compounds 
is a potent health restorer.

Rather unironically, these sharks are not man- 
eaters. So maybe they have a kick coming1 

The industry has more to it than oil, though. 
Sharkskin is made into shoes and traveling bags; 
teeth become novel jewelry; fins appeal to the 
Chinese as soup stock; and shark flesh, finely 
ground up, ‘’hamburger a la stockyard,” is an 
exceptionally fine livestock feed!

covered  a  w hole c ity  a t  one w h a c k .” 
“ So w h a t? ” g row led  th e  d o n k ey -m an , 

look ing  u p o n  M ik e ’s sm a tte r in g  of e d u 
ca tio n  w ith  susp ic ion . “ So w h a t? ” 

“N o th in g ,”  an sw ered  M ik e .

A NISEIKONIA. No, it’s not a Martian world 
1 1  meaning “keep off the grass.” I t’s a good part 
of the reason for the bad eyesight of twenty-five 
million Americans who wear glasses, and thirty- 
five million more who should. This new eye- 
troubfe with the fantastic name was first dis
covered in 1934 by Dartmouth research scientists 
and is now being treated by means of newly 
developed aniseikonic lenses. The Greeks gave us 
tbe word (they seem to have a word for every
thing even before it’s discovered!), aniseikonia 
meaning “unequal images ” It means that each 
eye sees the object in a different size and shape. 
(Remember how things look after the third 
Zombie?)

Symptoms of this defect are headaches, stomach 
and nerve disorders. A highly complex instrument, 
like an author’s nightmare in F antastic Adven
tures, is used to detect the defect.

So, readers, maybe just seeing this instrument 
is compensation for having “aniseikonia” !

TUST to keep the “merchants of death” happy, 
"  the 1917 scarcity of glycerin can now be 
avoided. They used to get it out of the by-product 
of the soap-making industry. Now it can be made 
from petroleum. Now we can go “bang-bang” 
with no thought of a shortage of the wherewithal 
of detonation!

T T E R E ’S another item to make the Nazis jeal- 
* -*■ ous. We, our scientists, that is, have de
veloped a substitute (ersatz) China wood oil. 
It’s called “tung oil” usually. The substitute is 
extracted from a bean grown by American farmers.

What is there about tung oil that makes it 
important? Well, traffic lacquer for highway 
stripping is made from it. And, as you know, the 
roads must roll.

The new bean product, however, is superior and 
almost fifty percent cheaper. Eventually its growth 
will add $20,000,000.00 to the income of our 
farms.

Which reminds us that paltry sum is getting 
just a bit monotonous. Shark oil, tung oil— 
science sure is greasy, isn’t it?

T JE R E ’S more about U-235. It seems well get 
more than atomic power out of the dam 

stuff! American scientists have found a way to 
disintegrate U-235, so that in the process of re
leasing its power, six different elements are yielded 
as a by-product. They are: iodine, xenon, cesium, 
lanthanum, cerium, and molybdenum. Handy dis
covery, eh?

And with that, we’ll be going. This is where 
we came in. See you next month. Rap



MR. DUFFY'S 
OTHER LIFE

by ARTHUR T. HARRIS

H ow  m any of us said: “ If I had m y life to live 
o ve r, and knew  w hat I know  now , I’d do much 
differently!”? M r. Duffy said that too, but . . .

W I T H  a  scow l on  h is  face 
this b ig , S am  D uffy  s ta lk e d  
g ru m p ily  in to  th e  d in ing

room .
“ O h  d e a r ,” m u rm u re d  th e  lo n g -su f

fe rin g  M rs . D u ffy , h a lf  a lo u d , “ S am ’s 
h a d  a n o th e r  b a d  d a y  a t  th e  office.” 

“ W h a t’s t h a t? ” g row led  D uffy , h is  
h e a d  je rk in g  u p . “ A lw ays th a t  in fe r 
n a l m u m b lin g . I t ’s en o u g h  to  d riv e  a 
s a in t  to  d r in k .”

“ Y es, d e a r ,”  M rs . D u ffy  sa id  m eek 
ly . “Y es , in d eed .”

I t  w as a lw ays th a t  w ay  w ith  th e  
D u ffy s. I t  h a d  been  th a t  w ay  now  fo r 
th e  p a s t  fifteen  y ea rs . B ecau se , D uffy  
th o u g h t, h is  w hole  life  h a d  been  a  m is
ta k e .

H e ’d  w a n te d  to  b e  a  d o c to r; h e ’d  
w o u n d  u p  as  a n  a c c o u n ta n t. H e  w an ted  
to  m a r ry  y o u n g  in to  a  w e a lth y  fam ily  ; 
in s te a d  h e ’d w a ite d  t i l l  he w as th ir ty -  
tw o , a n d  h is  spouse  h a d  been  a  sw eet 
l i t t le  h o m e-b o d y , n o t a  g lam o u r g irl.

Y es, h is  w hole  life  h a d  been  w asted , 
a n d  now  h e  w as fo rty -sev en  a n d  m ere ly  
a n o th e r  cog in  th e  w h ite -co lla r m ach ine. 
A n d  n o t a  v e ry  im p o r ta n t  cog a t  th a t .

“ I  w ish  y o u ’d  fix so m e th in g  th a t  I  
lik e , fo r a  c h a n g e ,” D u ffy  com pla ined ,

g la rin g  u p  from  a  de lic io u sly  b row ned  
slice o f p o t ro a s t.

“ B u t you  ordered a  ro a s t th is  m o rn 
in g ! ” M rs . D u ffy  sq u e a k e d  d e sp e r
a te ly .

“ W ell, i t ’s  o v erd o n e! M a y b e  i t ’s 
u n d e r-d o n e ! A n yw ay , i t ’s lo u s y !” 
D uffy  b a rk e d , a n d  w en t in to  th e  liv ing  
ro o m  to  p u n ish  h is  five-cen t c ig a r.

M rs . D u ffy  sighed  u n h a p p ily  a n d  be
g an  c lea rin g  aw ay  th e  d ish es. Som e
th in g  h a d  com e ov er D uffy , of la te . 
N o w a d a y s  he  even  g row led  in  h is  
s leep .

T h e  d o o rbe ll, rin g in g  tim id ly , b ro k e  
in to  h e r  m o rb id  th o u g h ts . A  you n g  
m an  w as on th e  p o rc h ; a  y o u n g  m an  
lu g g in g  a  fu n n y  lo o k in g  c o n tra p tio n , a  
h eav y , box like  a ffa ir w h ich  looked  like 
a  cross b e tw een  a  ra d io  a n d  a  sm all- 
scale  X - ra y  m ach ine .

M rs . D u ffy  ey ed  h im  nervously .
“ W e re a lly  d o n ’t  need  a n y th in g  to 

d a y ,” she  apo log ized : “ M a y b e  y o u  can  
com e b ack  nex t w eek— ”

T h e  y o u n g  m a n  sm iled  a t  h e r  re a s 
su rin g ly  a n d  w alk ed  inside .

“W h a t th e  hell do  y o u  w a n t? ”  cam e 
a  bellicose ro a r , as D u ffy  cam e c h a rg 
ing in to  th e  h a llw ay . “ B eu lah , w h a t
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is  th e  m e a n in g  o f  th is?* '
“ I  re a lly  d o n 't  k n o w ,” c rie d  h is  flus

te re d  w ife . “ I  tr ie d  to  te ll h im — ”
“ I t  is n ’t  h e r  fa u lt ,  you  k n o w ,” th e  

y o u n g  m a n  sa id  a b ru p tly , ca lm ly , in  
fa c t q u ite  ch a rm in g ly . “ I  h a v e  to  m ak e  
a  d e m o n s tra tio n  to n ig h t. I ’m  su re  ev 
e ry th in g  w ill tu rn  o u t  all r ig h t .”

H e  w as a  b lond  y o u n g  m a n , a n d  h e  
c a s t a  spell a s  in ta n g ib le  as  th e  q u ie t 
cha llenge  of h is  s te a d y  b lue  eyes. D uffy , 
g la rin g  a t  h im , sw allow ed a  couple  of 
tim es.

“W ell, b e  q u ic k  a b o u t i t ,” he 
g row led . “ B u t I ’m  te lling  y o u  r ig h t 
off th e  b a t ,  y o u ’re  w astin g  y o u r tim e. 
I ’m  b ro k e ."

T h e  y o u n g  m a n  tu rn e d  to  th e  open- 
m o u th ed  M rs . D u ffy  an d  sa id :

“ I ’ll o n ly  b e  w ith  y o u r  h u sb a n d  a  
few  m o m e n ts ,” h e  ex p la in ed .

“ O h ! ” b re a th e d  th e  b ro w b ea ten  
spouse . T a k in g  th e  h in t, sh e  scu rrie d  
b a c k  to  h e r  d ishes.

T N  th e  liv in g  room , th e  y o u n g  m a n  
1  c le a re d  a s h tra y s  a n d  b ric -a -b rac  
from  a n  en d  ta b le . In  th e ir  p lace  he  
p lu m p ed  dow n th e  o d d -lo o k in g  co n 
tra p tio n  an d  p lugged  i t  in to  a  w all 
so ck e t.

“N o w ,” he sa id , tu rn in g  to  th e  t ru c 
u le n t  D u ffy , “ M r. D uffy , s te p  c lo ser, 
p lea se . I  w a n t you  to  exam ine th is  
tim e -m a c h in e .”

“ A  tim e -m a c h in e ? ”  g asp ed  D uffy . 
“ Y ou  m e a n — it can be  d o n e ? ”

T h e  y o u n g  m a n  sm iled  know ing ly .
“ Y ou  w ill see ,”  he  sa id  so ftly .
D u ffy  g asp e d . I t  w as a ll tru e , th en . 

E a c h  n ig h t fo r  y e a rs , a f te r  M rs . D uffy  
h a d  tro o p e d  fo rlo rn ly  off to  bed , h e ’d 
d e lv ed  d eep  in to  th e  pages of sc ience 
fic tio n  m ag az in es.

H e ’d  fo u n d  so lace in  im ag in in g  h im 
se lf  a s  a  fu tu re  D ic ta to r  o f th e  S pace- 
w ay s, z ip p in g  ac ro ss  th e  vo id  in  
s tre a m lin e d  ro c k e t sh ip s  as  a  co n q u e r

in g  hero . A nd  now , G od fo rb id , p seu 
do-science h a d  tu rn e d  r ig h t a ro u n d  a n d  
w as p a y in g  h im  off in  its  ow n coin!

H e  goggled a t th e  a p p a ra tu s . I t  h a d  
a n  am az in g ly  in tr ic a te  hodge-podge of 
co n d en sers , tu b e s  an d  co n n ec tin g  w ires. 
A  c irc u la r  d isk  like  a  lo u d sp e a k e r, w ith  
a  li t t le  c e n tra l k n o b  below  "it, w as a f 
fixed in to  th e  fro n t panel.

B u t i t  w as like  n o  lo u d sp e a k e r D uffy  
h a d  ever seen . T h e  cone w as p la te d  
w ith  t in y  c irc u la r  m irro rs , a n d  in  th e  
v e ry  c e n te r  w as a  little  b u lb , w hich 
looked  like  th e  c o n v en tio n a l e lec tric - 
eye.

D uffy  s ta re d  a n d  s ta re d . W h y , w ith  
th is  m ach in e  he  could  live h is  life  over, 
c o rre c t h is  m is tak es . K now ing  w h a t 
he k n ew  now , he  co u ld  . .  .

H is  eyes grew  w ide w ith  in c red u lity . 
A nd  as th e y  gazed  in to  th e  cone , fa s 
c in a te d , th e  y o u n g  m an , w ith  a  little  
flick of h is  h a n d , tu rn e d  th e  knob .

T h e  b u lb  began  to  glow , w av erin g ly  
a t  f irs t; th e n  i t  shone fo rth  w ith  a ll th e  
b rill ia n t, co ru sc a tin g  co lors o f a  m ag ic  
sp e c tru m . T h e  c irc u la r  m irro rs  re- 
fle ted  b a c k  th e  co lor-w aves in  a  k a 
leidoscope of ev er-in c reas in g  tem po .

A  k a le idoscope  th a t  b eg an , g ra d u a lly , 
to  m a rc h  b a c k  th ro u g h  th e  y e a rs , p ro 
je c tin g  a  se rie s  o f p ic tu re s , now  d im  
a n d  now  c lea r, in w hich  D u ffy  saw  h im 
se lf ag a in  as  a  m an  o f fo r ty , a  b r id e 
g room  o f th ir ty - tw o — a n d  a  y o u n g  m an  
of e ig h teen , good-look ing , am b itio u s, 
eag er.

* *  *

“ C A M ,”  sa id  h is  fa th e r  w orried ly , “ I  
d o n ’t  th in k  y o u  shou ld  do it. Y o u r 

m o th e r a n d  I ,  w e’v e  go t th e  m oney  fo r 
y o u , yes . B een sav in g  it  fo r y o u  since 
y o u  w ere  a  li t t le  sh av e r. B u t now —  
w ell, th in g s  ju s t  h a v e n ’t  w o rk ed  o u t 
th a t  w a y .”

S am  D u ffy ’s ey es g low ed challeng- 
ing ly .

“ D a d , I ’ve se t a  goal fo r m yself, an d
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n o th in g  is go ing to  s to p  m e. I ’m  going 
to  m ed ica l school, I ’m  going to  be  a  d oc
to r , a n d  I ’m  going to  m a r ry  a  rich  
g irl, so  she can  se t m e u p  in  p ra c tic e .”

“ O n P a rk  A v e n u e ? ” sn o rte d  h is  
fa th e r , re sen tin g  th e  b o y ’s ca lcu la tin g  
a tti tu d e .

“ W h y  n o t? ” sa id  y o u n g  Sam  D uffy . 
“ I ’ve go t w h a t i t  ta k e s ! ”

H is fa th e r ’s eyes w ere  b itte r .
“ T h a t ’s ju s t  i t , S am . Y o u ’re  b rig h t, 

yes. B u t n o t th o ro u g h . Y ou  do th in g s 
too  m uch  in  a  h u rry . Y o u ’re  im p a
tie n t;  y o u  h a te  to  g rin d  aw ay  a t  a 
job . B eing a  d o c to r, son , is th e  to u g h 
e s t jo b  in th e  w orld . Y o u ’ve go t to  be 
so  d a rn  carefu l w h a t you  d o .”

S am ’s eyes w ere ice cold, d e te rm in ed .
“ B u t i t ’s still m y  m oney , isn ’t  i t ? ” 

h e  p u rre d .

'T 'H E  D E A N  O F  th e  C ollege of 
M ed ic ine  looked u p  as Sam  D uffy , 

tw en ty -six  y e a rs  o ld , s tro d e  con fiden tly  
p a s t  the  door.

“ D uffy ,” sa id  th e  dean  k in d ly , “ I  
th o u g h t i t  m ig h t be  well to  h av e  a 
l i t t le  ta lk  w ith  you . Y ou know , th e re ’s 
a  lo t m ore to  being  a  d o c to r th a n  k n o w 
ing  an a to m y  an d  v ario u s d iseases an d  
th e  rig h t m edicines to  p re sc rib e .”

“ H a v e  I  fa iled  in a n y  of m y  final 
te s ts ? ” D uffy  sn ee red  po lite ly .

T h e  d e a n ’s m o u th  h a rd en ed .
“ Y ou know  you  h a v e n ’t. T h e  p o in t 

is, you  do ju s t enough  w ork  to  ge t by . 
Y o u ’re  b rillian t, D uffy— th a t ’s th e  
tro u b le . I  o u g h t n o t to  recom m end  
you  for g ra d u a tio n , b u t  I  c a n ’t  he lp  
m yself. Y o u ’ve done a ll th e  re q u ire d  
w ork . B u t th a t ’s ju s t  it. T h a t ’s  all 
y o u ’ve d one .”

H e  eyed the  a rro g a n t y o u n g  m an  
ea rn e s tly , w orried ly .

“ D uffy , i t ’s th e  extra w ork , th e  extra 
c a re  th a t  m akes a  good d o c to r. J u s t  
g e ttin g  by  is no t sufficient. Y o u ’ve got 
to  be tho ro u g h ly  co m p e ten t in  th e

b a rg a in . B ecause, D uffy , th e  m ed ica l 
w orld  will allow  y o u  ju s t  one m istake . 
J u s t  one. A fte r th a t— ”

D u ffy ’s lips c u rled  sa rc a s tic a lly .
“ I d o n ’t  in ten d  to  m a k e  m is ta k e s ,” 

he sa id . “ I  d o n ’t in te n d  to  b e  ju s t  
an o th e r  m ed ical m ed io crity . I ’m  going 
to  th e  to p ! I ’ve  g o t e v e ry th in g  
p lan n ed  o u t, an d  th a t ’s  th e  w a y  i t ’s 
going to  w ork. O f co u rse , if  I  shou ld  
be  p re v e n te d  from  g ra d u a tin g ”— he 
sneered .

T h e  d ean  w en t b a c k  to  h is p ap e rs . 
H e  rifled  th ro u g h  th e  official reco rd s 
of Sam  D uffy , m ed ica l s tu d e n t.

“ Y ou will g ra d u a te ,” he  sa id  co ld ly , 
w ith  a  g e s tu re  of d ism issal. “ G od fo r
b id  I ’m  going to  recom m end  y o u .”

A T  L E A S T  A h u n d re d  you n g  m ed i
cal s tu d e n ts  th ro n g e d  th e  b a lco n y  

o f the  o p e ra tin g  th e a te r  a t  C en tra l 
M ed ica l C en te r.

T h e re  w as to  be a  g re a t b ra in  o p e ra 
tion  to d a y . A n o p e ra tio n  on  C o rn e liu s  
v an  S ch u y le r, th e  c i ty ’s lead ing  b a n k e r. 
A nd v an  S ch u y le r’s son-in -law , th ir ty -  
five y e a r  old D r . S am uel D uffy , h ad  
elected  to  p e rfo rm  th e  d ifficult su rg ery .

“ P e rfo rm ” w as th e  r ig h t w ord . E v e ry  
a c t o f b rillia n t D r . D uffy  w as a  c u rta in -  
ra ise r all its  ow n. H e  h a d  th e  finest 
socie ty  p rac tice  in tow n . H e  m oved  in 
a  fast-liv ing , h a rd -d r in k in g  social se t—• 
y e t w as a lw ays a t  h is  P a r k  A venue o f
fice p u n c tu a lly  a t  te n  to  m in is te r  to  
th e  co m p la in t of ov erw eig h t dow agers.

“ S am ,” sa id  h is  ch ie f a s s is ta n t, an  
ab le  su rgeon  te n  y e a rs  D u ffy ’s sen io r, 
“ d o n ’t  you  th in k  th is  b ra in  jo b  is— w ell, 
a  trifle  r is k y ? ”

H e  eyed  D uffy  sh rew d ly , ap p reh en - 
sivle. Sam  D uffy  h a d  been  o u t the  
n ig h t befo re , an d  he  show ed it  th is  
m orn ing  ra th e r  w orse th a n  u su a l. H is 
eyes w ere red -rim m ed , a  little  c loudy . 
H is  fine ta p e re d  h a n d s  h u n g  a little  u n 
c e rta in ly  a t  h is  sides.
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“ R is k y ? ”  la u g h e d  D r. S am uel D uffy , 
w ho  h a d  n o t h a d  a  to u g h  o p e ra tio n  in 
th re e  y e a rs . “ H e ll, I  d id  h a rd e r  jo b s 
th a n  th is  w hen  I  w as a n  in te rn e . B e
sid es , I  p ro m ised  th e  o ld  g u y  I ’d g e t 
h im  well q u ic k e r  th a n  th a t  m u sh 
m o u th e d  b ra in  sp e c ia lis t h e  f irs t con 
su lte d .”

“ T h a t ’s ju s t  i t ,”  m u tte re d  th e  a s s is t
a n t  u n d e r  h is  b re a th . “ I t ’s too  m u ch  
o f  a  fam ily  m a t te r .”

“ Y ou  th in k  I ’ve lo s t m y  to u c h , e h ? ” 
sn e e re d  D uffy , w ith  a  s id ew ard  tw is t 
o f h is  m o u th , as th e  tw o  o f th e m  
m arc h e d  in to  th e  o p e ra tin g  th e a te r .

“ r ^ U F F Y ! ” b a rk e d  th e  sen io r re s i
d e n t a t  C e n tra l M ed ica l C e n te r .

A n  o ld  m a n  of fo rty -sev en  loo k ed  u p  
fro m  h is  p a il a n d  m op. H is  face  w as 
lin e d  a n d  b it te r ,  h is  b lue  eyes a  little  
v ag u e , a li t t le  fr ig h ten ed , a s  th o u g h  
life  h a d  g iven  h im  a n  u n com m only  raw  
dea l. H a ir  s tra g g le d  in  g ray ish -w h ite  
s tr in g s  dow n h is  fra y e d  a t te n d a n t’s co l
la r .

“ Y es, s ir ,”  s a id  Sam  D uffy  n e rv o u s
ly . “ Is — is so m e th in g  w rong .

“ H e ll, n o ,” sa id  th e  sen io r re s id en t 
gruffly. T h e n , a  little  m ore  k in d ly , 
“ D u ffy , th e  w om an in  R oom  308 , W a rd  
T e n , p a rse d  o u t a  couple  o f m in u te s  
ago . C lean  th e  p lace  u p  w ill y o u , like 
a  good  fellow ? I t 's  been  reserved  for 
a n o th e r  p a t ie n t .”

“ Y es, s ir ,”  sa id  D u ffy  m eek ly , a n d  
s c u ttle d  off to  h is  ta sk .

T h e  re s id e n t sho o k  h is h e a d  as he 
tu rn e d  to  th e  y o u n g  in te rn e  w ho h ad  
been  a d m itte d  fo r  d u ty  th a t  d ay .

“ A  d a m n  sh a m e ,” th e  m an  w ho w as 
D u ffy ’s boss e x p la in ed . “ T h a t  fellow  
D u ffy  w as once th e  h ig h e s t-p ric e d  d o c 
to r  in  to w n .”

T h e  y o u n g  in te rn e ’s m o u th  opened .
“ H u h ?  Him a  d o c to r 1”
“T h a t ’s r ig h t. S am uel D uffy , M .D . 

A n d  d o n ’t  th in k  h is license  h a s  been

rev o k e d , e ith e r . H e  ca n  s till p ra c tic e . 
O n ly — w ell, th e  p o o r g u y  is ab so lu te ly  
sca red  o f  h is  ow n shadow . H e  w o u ld n ’t 
even  ta k e  a  c in d e r o u t o f y o u r e y e .”

T h e  in te rn e  s ta re d  dow n th e  co rrid o r 
a f te r  th e  h u rry in g  D uffy .

“ T h a t ’s th e  d a m n d e s t s to ry  I  ever 
h e a rd .”

“ Y e p .” T h e  re s id e n t p u rsu e d  h is 
lips. “ D u ffy ’s on ly  fo rty -sev en , b u t  
he  looks a n d  a c ts  lik e  he  w as s ix ty . Y ou  
see, w hen  h e  g o t o u t of m ed ica l school, 
he w o rk ed  h is  w ay  in to  th e  soc ia l se t 
— g o t m ixed  u p  w ith  a  b lo n d e  n am ed  
G lo ria  v an  S chuy ler.

“ T h e  g ir l’s o ld  m a n  se t h im  u p  in 
p rac tice . D u ffy  d id  well for h im self, 
too , m ad e  a  y o u n g  fo rtu n e . B u t you  
k n o w  th a t  so c ie ty  crow d— h a rd  d r in k 
e rs , a n y th in g  fo r  a  p a r ty  a n d  a  lau g h . 
W ell, D uffy  le t h is  to u g h  cases go to  
h is a s s is ta n t, c o n c e n tra te d  on dow agers 
w ho fell fo r h is  ‘b ed sid e  m a n n e r’.”

“ So he lo s t h is  to u c h ,” su rm ised  th e  
y o u n g  in te rn e .

“ T h a t ’s i t ,”  n o d d ed  th e  sen io r re s i
d e n t. “ T h e  payo ff cam e w hen o ld  van  
S ch u y le r cam e dow n w ith  a  b ra in  tu 
m or. D u ffy  in s is te d  on o p e ra tin g  h im 
se lf. W ell, h is  h a n d  s lip p ed . T h e  old 
b o y  d ied  on  th e  o p e ra tin g  tab le . T h e  
s to ry  is, D uffy  h a d  been  o u t on  a  b a t  
th e  n ig h t b e fo re .”

T h e  in te rn e  th o u g h t th a t  ov er fo r a  
b it . T h e n  h is b ro w s fo rm ed  a  V.

“ B u t h e c k — how  com e h e ’s w o rk in g  
h e re  now , ju s t  a n o th e r  h o sp ita l
d ru d g e ? ”

T h e  sen io r re s id e n t’s eyes w ere 
m oody .

“ H e  w en t dow nhill lik e  a  sk y -ro c k e t, 
a f te r  th a t  m is ta k e . P ra c tic e  fo lded  u p  
lik e  a n  acco rd ion . T h a t  w ife  o f h is 
ra n  off w ith  a  gigolo. A ll h is  fa ir-  
w e a th e r  frien d s  gave h im  th e  g a te . So
w ell, h e ’s b een  a  c le a n e r h e re  fo r th e  
la s t e ig h t y e a rs , I  th in k .”

T h e  you n g  in te rn e  p u t  h is  h a n d  on
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th e  o th e r ’s sleeve.
“ S ay , D o c to r— you c e r ta in ly  know  

th e  w hole s to ry .”
“ I  ough t to ,” th e  sen io r re s id e n t sa id  

so ftly . “ M y  D a d  to ld  i t  to  m e y e a rs  
ago, w hen I  w as going to  m ed ica l 
school. D ad , y o u  see, w as th e  dean  of 
th e  m ed ical school. In  fa c t, S am uel 
D uffy  w as once one o f h is  m o st b ril
lia n t s tu d e n ts .”

*  *  *

“ C A M ,” excla im ed M rs. D uffy  as she  
cam e in to  th e  liv ing  room , h e r  

su p p e r d ishes s ta c k e d  aw ay , “ a re n ’t  
y o u  feeling  w ell?”

Sam  D uffy  s ta r te d  as th o u g h  com 
ing o u t o f a tra n c e . A  tra n c e ?

H e  glanced  frig h ten ed ly , fu rtiv e ly  
a b o u t th e  room . T h e re  w as no  tim e- 
m ach ine  in sigh t. E v e ry th in g  w as ex
a c tly  as  it h ad  been  for m ore  n ig h ts , 
a n d  m ore y ea rs , th a n  he cou ld  rem em 
b e r. Y e t som ehow  he knew  th a t  he  
h a d  been  th ro u g h  a  te rr ib le  ex p e ri
ence—

Y es, he rem em b ered  now . H e ’d  sen t 
th e  young  m an  aw ay . S ho u ld n ’t  hav e  
done th a t . S hould  hav e  sm ash ed  th e  
m ach ine . I t  cou ld  d riv e  m en  m ad  . . .

“ W hy , w here  is th a t  you n g  m a n ? ” 
M rs . D uffy  looked  nervously  a t  h e r 
h u sb an d . “ I  d id n ’t  h e a r  h im  leav e .” 
She g lanced  ab o u t th e  room , b u t  failed  
to  see th e  odd-look ing  co n tra p tio n  the  
you n g  m an  h a d  b ro u g h t w ith  him .

“ G one,” g asped  D uffy .
“ O h ,” sa id  h is m u ch -ab u sed  spouse, 

n o t too  b rig h tly , “he d id n ’t  sell i t  to  
you , a f te r  a ll.”

D uffy  shook  h is  h e a d , a s  th o u g h  to  
c lea r it o f th o u g h ts  h is  w ife  w ould  never 
u n d e rs ta n d . T h e n , to  M rs . D u ffy ’s 
su d d en  frig h t, he took  h e r  b y  th e  a rm  
an d  looked  in to  h e r  face  w ith  eyes th a t  
w ere u t te r ly  s tra n g e , u t te r ly  u n fa th o m 
able.

“ B e u la h ,” he  beg an  in  a  s tra in e d  
voice, “ how  old am  I ? ”

“ W h y — fo rty -sev en .”
“ A nd— a n d  m y  h a ir  is n ’t  re a lly  w h ite  

y e t, is i t ? ”
P o o r M rs. D uffy  sh iv ered . “ G ood

ness g rac ious, no  I Y o u ’ve th ic k  b lack  
h a ir , even  if i t  is a  little  th in  in  sp o ts .”

“A nd— a n d  I  h a v e n ’t a n y  w h ite  u n i
form s, hav e  I ?  Y ou  know — like  a 
s tre e t  c lean e r w e a rs? ”

M rs . D uffy  su d d en ly  u n d e rs to o d  ev 
e ry th in g .

• “ Sam uel D uffy , I  ju s t  k new  I  should  
n o t hav e  b o u g h t th a t  w h isk y  fo r m y  
cold  y e s te rd a y ! W here  d id  you  find 
i t— in th e  m ed icine  chest.

D u ffy  to o k  o u t a h a n d k e rc h ie f  a n d  
m opped  h is brow .

“ I t  h a s n ’t  been  such  a b a d  life , h a s  
it, d e a r? ” he  p lead ed , h is  voice h o arse  
an d  u rg e n t.

“ W hy  Sam  D u ffy !” exc la im ed  h is 
long-suffering  spouse. “ I  do d ec la re , 
y o u  m u s t be bew itched ! G oing  s e n ti
m e n ta l on m e, a n d  a f te r  a ll th e se
y e a r s !”

“ S e n tim e n ta l? ” a sk ed  D uffy . T h e n  
he nodded . “N o t  a  b a d  id e a ! ”

H e  g ra b b e d  h e r  an d  k issed  her.
“ H o n e y ,”  he  sa id  fe rv e n tly , “ I ’m  

aw fu l g lad  y o u  a re n ’t a  g lam o u r g i r l l ”

COMING NEXT MONTH
EANDO BINDER'S LATEST "LITTLE PEOPLE" STORY

Rim«mbir "Thi Little People," which made such a great hit In our March, 1940 
Issue? Here's another story of the fascinating little people Binder so aptly por
trayed. And the new hero Is a little fellow with red hair. Yei, he's Irish, and a 

fighter who isn’t  afraid to face the BIG peopiel
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IF THE SUN TURNED GREEN
By Lyle D. Gunn

ON  D E C E M B E R  4th  of that year, 
people saw the first sign of the 
change. The sun was tinged with

green!
A few paused to  wonder; most hurried on 

about their day’s affairs.
B ut on the following day the sight was 

more arresting. Over the great solar orb, 
as if it were a  snake’s eye, a  thin green 
membrane had blinked shut!

Through it, very faintly, shone the nor
mal yellow light. As the week wore on, 
th a t too vanished. The sun was a  solid 
green disk— like a space-port looking out on 
some distant corner of space where N ature 
had run wild!

In  the nightm arish glow that had taken 
the place of accustomed daylight, the alarm 
of the public grew. There was no word 
from the great observatories. T h a t silence 
spread panic. Religious fanatics proclaimed 
tha t the D ay of Judgm ent had come!

Meanwhile, another phenomenon went 
almost unregarded. People expect the unex
pected where the weather is concerned. But 
the world was steadily growing warmer.

Christm as parties were held outdoors on 
verdant lawns. Trees put out new leaves 
and flowers blossomed in a second Spring. 
And on New Y ear’s Day, an iceberg was 
sighted from the boardwalk a t A tlantic 
City!

N o longer could the public be kept in 
ignorance. T he polar ice caps were melting!

As the oceans began to rise, hurried or
ders were given to  evacuate all coastal 
cities. But the task  of moving the millions 
inland produced a crisis in transportation 
facilities. Food shortages developed— and 
to the tens of thousands who died of starva
tion were added those trapped when the 
first huge tidal waves raced down M anhat
ta n ’s canyons!

On the high plateaus above the new In 
land Sea, refuge was found at last under 
the green sun. And there science’s last un 

certain word was heard. The color of the 
sun was the effect of increased output of 
heat— and it was possibly on the way to the 
“ blue hea t” point of such stars as Rigel 
with its tem perature of 16000° Absolute!

N o one had ever known what maintained 
the sun’s great mass of six billion trillion 
tons in its fine thermodynamic balance be
tween the opposing forces of gravity and 
radiation pressure. And now no one could 
say where a  new balance ■sgpuld be found.

B ut the word of the scientists was not 
needed to show tha t the sun was getting 
still hotter! The plateaus were turning 
into steaming jungles!

Somehow, civilized man managed to sur
vive tha t first plunge back to primitive con
ditions, to hold his own against the beasts 
th a t lurked in every copse of giant ferns, 
the snakes tha t silently dropped down 
from overhanging branches. But the tem 
perature kept rocketing, until the surface 
of the earth  became a veritable furnace! 
No man could breathe tha t searing air and 
live!

Then into the earth  man went, and for 
a while was safe in burrows beneath the 
mountains. There he brought forth his 
children in darkness, tried to preserve his 
last vestiges of hum anity.

But still the sun grew hotter.
Visibly now it was expanding, becoming 

a monstrous shapeless blue-green blob. The 
face of the earth  was one barren, blackened 
ruin.

And then the earth itself began to go. 
T he very elements that made it up began 

to fuse! Great fissures opened in the 
ground and molten metals poured in on 
man in his last refuge! All life was wiped 
out. . . .

There is little more to  tell. From  the 
space-ships in which a  fortunate few had 
been able to flee far out beyond the orbit 
of Jupiter, the end was seen as the earth 
reverted to a  glowing, incandescent ball— 
circling a  green sun.
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T H E  A U T H O R
DAVID V. REED Author of

MOONS OF DEATH

I N responding to your editor's flattering re
quest for some of the details of my sheltered 
and moribund life, I  have been careful first 

to consult my files of collected autobiographical 
sketches, written by the leading authors in science- 
fiction. The experience has made me rather cau
tious in writing my own.

You have read many of these sketches, and so 
we probably share the knowledge that our favorite 
authors are remarkable people. They live in pic
turesque villas on top of deserted mountains, they 
collect de-coded Sanskrit, ride unbroken Arabian 
horses, breed hooded cobras. Their lives, at worst, 
are fascinating sagas of adventure and romance. 
Some flew for General Hop in obsolete airplanes, 
some poisoned the customs guard in Nova Zembla, 
some lay fever-ridden in the Congo while the 
native drums beat a hollow tattoo, some caught 
the hoof-and-mouth disease in Patagonia. Or so, 
approximately, they say.

I am not necessarily implying that their stories 
are untrue; on the other hand, I have met some 
of these remarkable people, and sometimes I think 
their best fiction lies in their autobiographical 
accounts. I have in mind at the moment, and it 
gives me scant pleasure, the beefy image of a cer
tain writer who has, with the aid of a weak 
Scotch, grown a family tree in five minutes, com- 
plele with heraldry and ancestors who include 
William I through General Lee.

My own life, by comparison, emerges as a fitful 
series of anti-climaxes. I have only the comfort 
of knowing that I have stayed resolutely within 
the bounds of truth. It may not be much, but I 
haven’t the courage to buy a rusty cutlass in a 
hockshop and pass it off as being an heirloom 
passed down by great-unde Dewey, just as the 
Spaniards came.

I am living at present in a quiet dell within a 
stone's throw of Rockland Park, a fact of which 
I am constantly reminded by an incessant shower 
of stones. My daily tasks, in the winter, consist 
chiefly of raising turnips which I take to the 
market each day in a basket woven by my grand
mother, who was a Mexican and had little talent 
for anything else. My other waking hours are 
devoted to puttering around a collapsihle sub
marine, a ridiculous contraption which will never 
work, and in which the U. S. Navy has shown a

reasonable indifference.
The rest of the time, a lousy sixteen hours a day, 

I spend sleeping in a bunny-suit lined with wolf- 
hair. It isn't very comfortable, but I don’t  care.

In warmer weather, however, I am really active. 
I  wait impatiently for Spring to simmer and Sum
mer to spring. Then I rise each morning with the 
thermometer and run straightaway to the woods. 
Here I listen to the babbling brook until I am dis
gusted Then off for a walk through our lovely 
woods, which extend for almost half an acre in any 
direction. There must be many interesting- stories 
about our woods, but I have never heard any.

Afternoons I go fishing. It usually takes me 
about two hours to have all my bait stolen, but I 
persevere until finally the hook and the rod is 
gone. Legend has it that our lake is the summer 
home of several score man-eating sharks, and 
indeed, once after waking from a brief nap, I dis
covered that my picnic lunch and one shoe had 
disappeared too. I have never stopped congratu
lating myself on the fact that I wasn't wearing 
the shoe at the time, else I might now be walking 
with a pronounced limp.

Five o’clock is tea time, and back to my little 
cottage I scurry, putting up curried prawns and 
cottage cheese and brewing my precious oriental 
tea. When it’s ready I wait for somebody to come 
along and drink it, because I hate the stuff, being 
strictly a coffee fiend. At six, I pour the tea down 
the well, and with a full day behind me, I now 
proceed to think seriously of working. I think 
about it until eight, and then I go to the movies.

And jo to bed, secure in the knowledge that at 
least if my life isn’t an interesting one, it isn’t 
healthy either.—David V. Reed.

(Mr. Reed asked us to publish this little sketch 
exactly as he wrote it, which we did. However, 
he neglected to mention a few things in a serious 
vein, which we’ll do. Mr. Reed, who made an 
instant hit with his “Where Is Roger Davis?" in 
Jtdy ’39 Amazing Stories, and won the merit prise 
for that month, has sold almost every yarn he has 
written, being a polished writer with practically 
his first professional paragraph

At present he is engaged in radio writing, play- 
writing, and is planning an invasion of the slick 
paper fields. He is married, lives in Brooklyn, 
and will probably die there. He is "New Yorker’’ 
clear through. Welch for him in the slicks, and 
on Broadway. He’ll be therel—Ed.)
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Don't Miss These G R E A T STO RIES!
DICTAGRAPHS OF DEATH—by P. F. Costello (N ov
e le t) .  M r. W u w as Ju s t a  l i t t le  O r ie n ta l, b u t  th e re  wee 
som eth ing  fearsom e a b o u t h im  . . .yes, a n d  th a t  som e
th in g  becam e a m ig h ty  fo rce  w htD  th e  D ic ta g ra p h s  o f 

D e a th  b egan  reco rd ing  th e ir  g rim  s to re  of sto len  know ledge 
. .  . s to le n  know ledge t h a t  le f t m en w ith  em pty  b ra in s  1

SECRET OF THE LOST PLANET—by David Wrloht 
O’ B rien  (S h o rt  N o v e ll. T h re e  y ea rs  o f lo n e ly  to ll were 
b eh in d  h im . a n d  now  he w as to  r e tu r n  to  £ a r th .  B u r
as  he s tep p ed  from  th e  re lie f  sh ip , a rm e d  g u a rd s  closed  

In  . . . a n d  th e  tre a c h e ry  of a  tru s te d  f r ie n d  m e a n t a  life  
se n te n c e  on  a  p en a l m oon. W h a t  trem e n d o u s p lo t th re a te n e d  
c iv il iz a tio n ?  W h a t w as th e  m yste ry  of th e  lost p la n e t?

A LOST RACE COMES BACK—by Don Wilcox (C om 
p le te  N ove l). T h re e  w o rld s  la y  s ld e -b y -s id e ;  th e  p a s t, 
th e  p re sen t, th e  fu tu re . A nd  th ro u g h  a ll th re e  a roan  
a n d  a  w om an fo u g h t th e ir  w ay to w ard  th e  final h a p p i

n ess  t h a t  m an y  c e n tu rie s  d e n ie d  them . D o n 't fa il to  re a d  th is  
th r i l l in g  s to ry  of in te r -d im e n s io n a l w orldsl

PLANTS THAT THINK—by Joseph J. Millard (A
S c ien tific  M y ste ry ) . A m o6t am a z in g  t ru e  story  of 
th in k in g  p la n ts . Is th e re  re a lly  su c h  a  th in g ?  la  th e  
p la n t  w o rld  a  w o rld  of In te ll ig e n t b e in g s, w ith  w hich 

we m ay som eday  ex change th o u g h ts?  W h a t a c tiv a te s  th e  
s tran g e ly  d e lib e ra te  a c tio n s  of th e  V e n u s F ly  T ra p ?

THE MAN WHO FORGOT—by John York Cabot (Short). 
W hen  Dae ra id e rs  boarded Jo h n n y  D e tn ln g ’s  space ship, 
h e  saw  a  s ig h t th a t  w as b u rn e d  in to  h is  m em ory—a s  h is 
co m ra d es w ere b u rn e d  dow n h o rr ib ly  a t  h is  s i d e ; b u t  th e n  

h e  forgo t. A n d  it m e a n t d isg rac e  a n d  sh a m e , a n d  th e  life  of a 
fu g itiv e , u n t i l  he rem em bered  ag a in . . . .

THE FATE OF ASTEROID 13—by William P. McGivern
(S h o r t ) .  P h il ip  T re n t, F e d e ra tio n  A gent, found  som e
th in g  d is tin c tly  fishy  o n  A ste ro id  13 w h ich  b a d  be
com e a  p o te n tia l d e a th  t r a p  fo r every  liv in g  being  on  It. 

Y e t th ey  w ere fo rced  to  re m a in  to  fa ce  d e s tru c tio n , a s  slaves 
o f a  g re a t co rp o ra tio n , u n t i l  T re n t  t r a d e d  p laces  w ith  th em . . . .

LONE WOLF OF SPACE—by Joseph J. Millard and A. 
R. S te b er (S h o rt  N ovel). A lm ost legendary  w as the 
re p u ta tio n  of S u ic id e  L a rry  B u fo rd , th e  Ixm e W olf 
M u sk e tee r of th e  void! O n th e  m oon. E a r th 's  firs t line 

o f defense a g a in s t  m i l i t a n t  M a rs , h e  ro ugh t a  lo re  fig h ter 's  
b a ttle  to  th ru s t  back  th e  a rm e d  forces o f a  w a r-m a d  p la n e t. 
H e  la u g h e d  a t  D e a th , a n d  D e a th  lau g h e d  back  . . .  a ll b e 
cau se  o f a  w om an  w hose love h a d  tu rn e d  to  trea ch e ry !

WAR BETWEEN THE WORLDS—by Frank R. Paul 
a n d  Henry Gade (B a c k  cover fe a tu re  a n d  a r tic le ) . 
W h a t w ill th e  apace  w a r o f th e  fu tu re  b e ?  R e a d  th is 
p ro p h e tic  a r tic le  o f a  fu tu re  po ssib ility — a  r a id  on  New 

Y ork  by space sh ip s  fro m  M ars . P a in te d  in  fu ll  co lo r by 
sc ien ce  fic tion ’s  to o  a r t i s t  on th e  back coverl

AND OTHER THRILLING TALES end a rt ic le s  by Miles 

Slialton, Alexander Blade, Joseph J. Millard, end Wallace Quitman!
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b y  g iv ing  you  the

BIGGEST ISSUE
IN OUR HISTORY/

11 Great Stories—244 Pages—162,000 Words
This month A M A ZIN G  STORIES is celebrating 15 consecutive years of 
bringing you the world’s finest science fiction! Today your newsstand is 
featuring the most spectacular issue in the history of A M A ZIN G  STORIES! 
This big issue, the greatest collection o f science fiction you’ve ever seen, 
contains 244 pages o f die latest stories by such famous authors as David 
Wright O ’Brien, Don Wilcox, A . R. Steber, John York Cabot, Henry Gade 
and many others.

EXTRA ILLUSTRATIONS! EXTRA ARTICLES! EXTRA FEATIRES!
Two complete novels, two short novels, four novelets, three short stories, 
plenty o f dynamic illustrations by top-notch artists, entertaining articles, 
clever cartoons, plus many extra features . . .  all yours in the giganuc May 
Anniversary Issue o f A M A ZIN G  STORIES! The demand for this number 
will be tremendous— the print order limited—so take a tip and get your 
copy of this important issue at once!

GIANT MAY ANNIVERSARYm m m
’V STORIES

ISSUE

N O W  ON S A L E  A t  A l l  N e w s s t a n d s



Th* following quiz has been prepared as a pleas
ant means of testing your knowledge of things 
scientific and pseudo-scientific. We offer it solely 
for the pleasure it gives you and with the hope 
that it will provide you with many bits of informa
tion that will help you to enfoy the stories in this 
magazine. If you rate 50%  correct in your answers, 
you are considerably.ahead of the average. Give 
yourself 3 points for each correct answer.

TRUE AND FALSE
1. Aluminum, a metaJ, is found free in nature.

True..........  False..........
2. A physical change is any change which does

not alter the chemical composition of a sub
stance. True..........  False..........

3. The middle portion of a gas flame is hotter
than the tip or outer end of the flame. 
True.......... False..........

4. The law of buoyancy was discovered by Ohms
about 240 B. C. True.......... False..........

5. Shadow bands are narrow, rapidly moving 
shadows seen on the earth’s surface before and 
after a total solar eclipse. True. . . .  False.. . .

6. Corona is part of the moon seen only at the
time of a total eclipse. True..........False............

7. A nimbus cloud overhead would mean the
chances for rain would be rather slim. True 
..........  False..........

8. Fungi are lower plants without chlorophyll.
True.......... False..........

9. The first law of magnetic force is that like
magnetic poles repel and unlike magnetic poles 
attract each other. True.......... False..........

10. An electric current flows through a copper
wire. True..........  False..........

11. If it were not for the Hertzian wave radio
reception as we know it today would not be 
possible. T rue..........  False..........

12. An air pocket is a vacuum occurring infre
quently in the earth’s atmosphere. True 
..........  False..........

CHANGE OF STATE
There is no sharp boundary between the physical 

and natural sciences. Biology depends on physics, 
pkysics upon astronomy, astronomy on mathe
matics, and so on. In the following section you 
are asked to define a scientific term, and then using 
these and our additional letters to change them into 
another scientific term as later defined.

1. Change water in the form of vapor to the
(Answers

science that treats of the laws and conditions of 
magnetic force.

----------; -  - g n - - i - m.
2. Change the mixture of snow or hail and rain 

to an astronomical optical instrument.
--------- ; -------e - c o p - .
3. Change the word pertaining to bodies at rest 

or forces in equilibrium to the inherent property in 
bodies by which they recover their former figure 
or state after the external pressure, tension, or dis
tortion has been removed.

------------ ; e l ------ i ------ y.
4. Change an element of the tin family to the 

ratio between light reflected from a surface and the 
total light falling upon the surface.

-------  ; -  - b - - o.
5. Change a device for transforming electrical 

energy into mechanical energy to an instrument for 
measuring the intensity of light.

--------- ;  p h - - - e t e -
6. Change a perennial woody plant to a shoot

ing star.
-------- ; m ------ o - .

7. Change a color of the solar spectrum to the 
capacity of a body for doing work.

----------; ----------- y.
8. Change the periodic rise and fall of the ocean 

to the distance on the Earth’s surface northward 
or southward from the equator.

--------; 1 a - - t u - -.
0. Change an alloy of carbon to a secondary 

planet revolving around a primary one.
---------- ; a t - 1 - i -
10. Change the organ of sight to a hot spring 

from which water or mud is ejected in a fountain
like column.

A  BATCH TO MATCH
1. A cyclone at sea. 1. Parsley family.
2. Horticulturist. 2. Camel.
3. Hemlock 3. Skull.
4. Union Jack. 4. Typhoon.
s. New Amsterdam. 5. Carnivore.
6. Meat-eater. 6. Luther Burbank
7. Best conductor. 7. Flag.
8. Sol. 8. Radius.
9. Compressed carbon. 9. Imbecile.

10. Graphite. 10. Chlorophyl.
11. Half-diameter. 11. Silver
12. Dromedary. 12. New-Y ork.
13. Retarded mentality. 13. Coronium.
14. Green Grass. 14. Diamond.
15. Cranium. 15. Pencil.
page 145)
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7 INFORMATIVE CHAPTERS
PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED 

wltti pictures, charts, diagram s, taMat, Sts.

Partial jCiit of CaalenUt

THIS BIG, SPECIAL BOOK INSERT COMES AS 
AN ADDED FEATURE OF TH E APRIL POPULAR 
PHOTOGRAPHY AT NO EXTRA CO ST TO YOU!
Do you want to learn bow to take better pictures? Do 
you want to avoid unnecessary work, costly mistakes, 
and disappointments with your camera? Let the Manual 
of Correct Exposure for Film and Paper, by H. P. Rock
well, }r., guide you to good pictures twelve months of 
the year. Here, in one complete volume, is more prac
tical, reliable information on photographic exposure than 
in any other book ever published. The convenient de
tailed table of contents enables you to get, immediately, 
the exact information you need about exposure indoors 
and outdoors, still or movie, black-and-white or colorl

MAKE SURE OF YOUR COPY NOW I

Imagin#! ThU valuable full-lsngth book, bringing you 
all the answers to every photographic exposure prob
lem, simply, clearly, thoroughly, is yours at no extra 
cost! Yes, this big, special 35,000-word insert comes as 
part oi the April issue of POPULAR PHOTOGRAPHY 
. . .  a  bonus unprecedented in photographic magazine 
history. Don't fail to take advantage of this specfacu/ar 
value! At only 25c for both the magazine and the 
special book insert, this is one of the 
greatest bargains ever offered to camera 
owners. The print order of this gigantic 
bonus issue is limited. so act promptly1 
Go to your newsstand or camera store 
and get your copy at once!

Camara Settings Sim
plified

Consider the Film's 
Problem

W hit Is Inoorrsst Ex
posure?

Substitute Measure
ments for Judgment 

What Is an Eleotrls 
Eye?

Measuring Illumination 
and Brightness 

How to Hold an Ex* 
posure Motor 

Making Uniform 
Negatives

TheSoience of Exposure 
Maks Your Meter 

Direct Reading 
Obtaining the Hlghost 

Effective Film Speed 
Improving Negative 

Sharpness 
Basfo Development 
Simplifying Copying or 

Movie Titles

Compensatlsg for Bel
lows Draw 

Measuring Film 
Densities

Negative flange Meas
urement

Reading the Negative 
Exposing Color Trans

parencies
Lighting for Color 
Seene Brightness Range 
Filters— Exposure 
Texture Scenes—Por

traits
Night Photography la 

Color
Emulsion Speed Values 

for Various Colors 
The Art of Exposure 
Photographic Quality 
Controlling Scene 

Lighting
Fitting the Scene to the 

Paper
Color Separation 

Negatives
Light in Photography

NEW FROM COVER TO COVER!
Now you can stop searching for reliable di
rections through dozens of incomplete books. 
This new and informative volume, authored 
by H. P. Rockwell, Jr., B.S., M.E., tells you 
ail you need to know for correct exposure 
under any conditions. Everything explained 
minutely; made even clearer by a  profusion 
of pictures, charts, diagrams, tables, etc.

Included with the

APRIL ISSUE Photography
N O W  O N  S A LE A T  A L L  N E W S S T A N D S  A N D  C A M E R A  S T O R E S  I 2 5 c
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Hera’s a brilliant oollactlon ef science Action stories previously published in 
A M A Z IN G  STO R IE S! This big spring, 1941 quarterly of the world’s most 
famous soianee Action magazine contains 19 great olassios. Just imagine! 432 
pages of popular stories by such famous authors as Thornton Ayre, David 
Wright O ’Brien, Don Wilcox and many other noted writers of thrilling scienoa 
Action. Don’t miss this grand opportunity to obtain a bound oolleotion of your 
favorites for only a quarter! But don’t dolayl Remember, the supply is limited! 
So go to your newsstand today, or tomorrow sure, and get your eopy of the 
A M A Z IN G  ST O R IE S  Quarterly!

N O W  ON S A L E  A T  A L L  N E W S S T A N D S — O N L Y  25c!
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R E A D E R ' S  PAGE
A LADY LIKES US!

Sirs:
I've started reading your magazine lately, and 

its companion Amazing Stories, and I wanted to 
tell you the stories are simply swell. There’s only 
one thing wrong, I think every issue of Fantastic, 
and at least every other issue of Amazing, should 
carry one of Nelson S. Bond’s stories. Give us 
more of Horsesense Hank and Lancelot Biggs, 
please!

When will the next issue of the large quarterly 
Amazinc go on sale, and does F antastic have any 
quarterly issues?

You asked if the readers wanted the Amazon’s 
children to have any adventures. I think it would 
be a swell idea to have those kids grow up quickly.

I think Oscar of Mars is great also, although 
I liked the first story about him much better. 
Don't let Oscar get disappointed the next time 
he falls in love.

Mrs. Ernest Edmonds, 
Hepler, Kan.

We’re mighty glad you think our stories are 
good We try to make them entertaining. Nelson 
S Bond mill certainly not stop •writing about 
Lancelot Biggs and Horsesense Hank!

The next quarterly goes on sale May 14. Now 
that Fantastic, has gone monthly, it seems probable 
that there will be quarterly reissues. We’ll keep 
you posted.

Poor Oscar, he’s a Martian. But maybe some 
of these days, he’ll meet a Martian girl, and jail 
in love with her!—Ed.

SWELL COVER—GOOD YARN
Sirs:

It has been some time since I have written to 
Fantastic or Amazing Stories, but I haven't 
missed any issues of either magazines.

One of the best covers on your pulps, I think 
was on the January Issue of Fantastic Adven
tures, which was made by H. W. McCauley, and 
for that interesting story, “The Floating Robot,” by 
D W. O'Brien. It was a swell cover, for a good 
yarn.

Glenn W. Roberts,
4427 N. Parkside Ave., 
Chicago, Illinois.

We hove received so much commendation on 
that January cover that we are convinced this 
department will be the hardest we have ever put 
together—because almost every litter dwells on ill

How can we get variety that way?—Ed.

IN RE!
S irs :

In re F antastic A d v e n t u r e s  for January, 1941: 
Cover—Ah! Another compelling cover by Mc

Cauley! And a robot with a girdle! Fancy that. 
The girl is nice, very nice. A better cover than 
your ninety-nine others!

The Floating Robot—The best story in the issue! 
Probably O'Brien's best to date 1 

The Dyriamouse—Had its moments!
The Vanishing Witness—A tasty morsel! I mean 

the heroine. As for the story itself, let me see the 
original, please, Mr. Rocklynne?

The Golden Amazon Returns—B rnram m l Yes 
—yes, I see th a t she did 

Dr. Kelton—Body Snatcher—Richard 0. Lewis 
—second place snatcher !

The Horse Tkat Talked—Ah, ah, ah, M r H am il
ton! M ustn 't strain  yourself!

Illustrations—Jay Jackson draws the way 
Thornton Ayre writes! His humans are as shud- 
deringly atrocious as Ayre’s use of American slang I 
Except I like Jackson. He has something all your 
other artists lack: eye-appeal!

Thanks for bringing Oscar back! And Coblentz! 
And I'm like Jane Ryan (whoever she is and 
wherever she lives!): I’d like to see some PURE 
fantasy, too.

Kenneth L. Harrison, 
1812 S. E. 48th Ave., 
Portland, Oregon

Hey, wt just said something about the January 
cover. Well, we expected to have trouble. But 
absolutely, readers, ij the following letters have 
been deleted, and you’re displeased, that’s the
reason.

About the O’Brien story "The Floating Robot." 
When we checked up, we were amazed. The story 
came in first by a wide margin. So it seems we 
had a grand combination that timeI 

Pure fantasy? How about Wilcox’s last two? 
(one in this issue)—Ed.

OOPS!
S irs :

Have just finished the  March issue of F antastic 
Adventures, and I think it was grand.

First, I want to comme it on the cover painting. 
It was miserable. Why can’t you have McCauley 
and only McCauley do your covers?
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I would rate the stories as follow's:
J. Death Walks in Washington
2. Secret of the Stone Doll
3. Slaves of the Kish Men
4 Adopted Son of the Stars
5. Beyond the Time Door
6. The Thought Robot
7. Twenty-Fifth Century Sherlock
How's about some hints of future issues?

Harry Urbanus, 
15001 Lannette, 
Detroit, Mich.

Thanks far the opinion on the March issue, 
but we walked right into something with the cover, 
eh? How come? Let’s have a more definite ex
planation of why you didn’t like it. How can we 
know, if you just put thumbs down?

Future issues? Well, take the ne.xt one for in
stance, tlando Binder brings back the Little 
People in “Wanderer of Little Land " Cummings 
pens "The Druid Girl,” and this story is illustrated 
by McCauley, whom you so enthusiastically de
mand every month. Jep Powell does " Amazons of 
a Weird Creation.” Pollon Cross returns after 
a long absence with ‘The Man Who Bought Mars.” 
McGivern has written an unusual robot story 
that will tickle your fancy, “Sidney, The Screw- 
loose Robot.’’ But that’s enough of the future.—Ed.

MANY PLEASANT HOURS
Sirs:

Your March issue of F antastic Adventures

was by far one of the best I have ever read. I used 
to buy your magazine only now and then, but from 
now on you can depend on me to read it all the 
time. My favorite stories were as follows: 
(1) “Beyond the Time Door.” David Wright 
O'Brien turned out a masterpiece in this story. 
When he is at his best there is not another writer 
to compare with him for exciting stories. “Adopted 
Son of the Stars" rank? a? my choice for second 
place. Mr. McGivern’s screamingly funny story 
brought me much pleasure, since I am an invalid 
and do not get a chance to laugh very often. My 
third choice is Don Wilcox’s “The Secret of the 
Stone Doll.” It was really marvelous, and the 
last paragraph was one of the most breathtaking 
“punch" endings I have ever read. Mr. Burroughs 
rates fourth. His stories are always good, and I 
used to read them many years ago. “Twenty-Fifth 
Century Sherlock” was very fine, and I would rate 
it fifth. I didn’t care much for the story about 
Oscar or the Thought Robot, but maybe other 
readers will like them. Thank you so very much 
for giving me so many pleasant hours. I feel sure 
you will give me many more. God Bless You and 
good luck for the years to come.

Martin Kenning,
Chicago, 111.

We hope that your pleasure will be increased 
now that we are publishing F antashc Adventures 
every month. Our pleasure is as great as yours,

Vision in a CRYSTAL!
T HERE she w as , lithe, lovely— entranc- 

ingly beau tifu l—dancing  in the forest in 
this incredib le  w orld in a  jew el! A nd to 
Lee Blaine, w hen he  saw  her in the cheap  
traveling  tent show , sh e  becam e a ll that 
m eant any th ing  to him. But infinity lay  b e 
tw een  their w orlds, cm infinity that he  m ust 
cross. Then one d a y  he  found the w ay , an d  
en tered  a  w eird w orld of adv en tu re  an d  
danger, an d  fought for the love of Aurita. 
the Druid Girl.

D on't miss this b rand new  m asterp iece by

RAY CUMMINGS
fust one of six g rea t 
fan tasy  stories in the

JUNE ISSUE

THflTRSTIC RDVEIIT1IRES
On Sal» At Your Nowutand April 20th
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and we know O’Brien, McGivern, and Wilcox will 
appreciate your lavish praise o) their work. They 
have some even better stories coming up.—Ed.

DITCH KRUPA!
Sirs:

I have been reading Fantastic Adventures for 
one year now, and I am only twelve, but I think 
that you should ditch the one—the only—J. 
K rupa! He can draw machinery well, but when 
it comes to human figures—?? Robert Fuqua is 
okay and so is Jackson, I guess, although I don’t 
like his pen technique. McCauley is wonderful. 
Even for my young innocent mind, that Mac girl 
was Yum-Yum.

Here is how 1 liked the stories:
“The Floating Robot"
“The Horse That Talked”
“The Dynamouse”
“Dr Kelton—Body Snatcher”
“The Vanishing Witnesses”
“The Golden Amazon”
Thornton Ayre is getting so he can’t write a 

decent story. The Amazon surprised me It was 
lousy 1

Anthony Aheam, 
31'0 Valhallo PI., 
Bronx, N. Y.

Krupa will certainly read your letter, and maybe 
he’ll do something to change your mind about kis 
figures. Your editors think that lor interior illus
tration, he is science fiction’s finest artist. We 
have yet to see an artist who can approach his 
constant excellence. Yes, we praise our own men— 
but we are only repeating what hundreds o) letters 
say every month. Are you sure you want him 
"ditched"?

Wait’ll you see the Mac girl on the June 
covert—Ed.

A-B-C
Sirs:

My two cents concerning the January Fantastic 
Adventures

Cover rates B with me.
Stories, “The Floating Robot” rates C.
“The Dynamouse”—B.
“The Vanishing Witnesses”—C.
“The Golden Amazon Returns”—B plus.
“Dr. Kelton, Body Snatcher”—B.
“The Horse That Talked” is the best in this 

issue and its rating is A.
Have you any back copies of the Amazing 

Stories Quarterly in your office? I have gone to 
about ten newsstands looking for it, but my 
searches were unsuccessful.

A. L. Schwartz,
229 Washington St., 
Dorchester, Mass.

S T A Y
a wage-slave 

IF  you wish

B U T -
T'AON’T you wish you were like some of your 
1 2  friends who are forging ahead while you 
stay put? Like it or not, people size you up by 
what you earn. Is their sizing flattering to you? 
—Why not plan to get ahead, to make more 
money, to get a raise? If you don’t  know how, 
perhaps we can aid you as we have so many 
others. Chances are good that we can help you 
boost yourself up in ways you never thought of. 
—Thousands will gladly tell you how our plan
ned training helped them—directed their work 
along charted paths to business success, bigger 
earnings, 10%, 20%, 50%, some even 100% 
and 200% greater income. . .  At any rate, let 
us send you the inspiring book “Ten Years’ 
Promotion m One.” It's FREE1 It will surely 
help you plan your next raise whether you ask 
us to help you plan or not. Write us today for 
the book—-the coupon is for your convenience.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A  Correspondence 

Institution
Dept. STS-R Chicago 

Please send me full infor- 
mation regarding the train
ing and service I have marked 
with an X below. Also a 
copy of "Ten Years* Promo
tion in One,” all without 
obligation to me.
□ Business Management :TrainingforOffidal Man

agerial, Sales and Departmental Executive positions.
□ Modern Salesmanship: Training for position u  Sales Executive. Salesman, Sales Coach or Trainer, 

Sales Promotion Manager, Manufacturers' Agent, 
Solicitor, and all positions in retail, wholesale or specialty selling.

□ Higher Accountancy: Training for position as
Auditor, Comptroller, Certified Public Accountant, Cost Accountant, etc.

C Tiwfflc Management: Training for position ns Railroad. Truck or Industrial Traffic Manager. 
Rate Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc.

□ Law; LL. B. Degree.
□ Stenotypy: The up-to-date method for secretaries 

and court and convention reporters.
□ Modern Foremanshipt Training for positions In 

Shop Management, such as that of Superintendent, 
General Foreman, Foreman, Sub-Foreman, etc.

□ Industrial Management: Training for position*
In Works Management. Production Control. In
dustrial Engineering, etc.

□ Modern Business Correspondence: Training for 
Sales or Collection Correspondent. Sales Promotion 
M onager. Mail Sales Manager, Secretary, etc.

□ Stenography: Training in the new superior machine shorthand, Stenotypy.
□  Expert Bookkeeping Q Effective Speaking
□  Business English □ C. P. A. Coaching

O Commercial Law

Present Portion.,

We have no copies of the Fall Quarterly on hand. 
The Spring issue can be had by addressing the 1 A d d r e s s . . - _____ _________________________________ _____

L------------------------------------------ _ _ _ . J



140 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

O nG O O D l
IRESTONE-COOOfUCHl 

an d  O th er S ta n d a rd  M akes
f  o a r  2 S  j m n ’ » x p « r lM c 4 ,  b l« , 

.  in* pow er and votom * product! oc  
m a k e it  p ossib le  to  offer  th e se  a n t e  
In g  tire v a l u e s .  Think o f  it;  S t a s d *  _  
o r d  B r a n d  reconditioned  tirea . s e r - 1  
rioeeb ly  repaired by ex p erts  w h o  high-1 
grade m eteria la  sfc a  fraction  o f  or ig i na! 
coat. Order now . E n jo y  th e  trem end ou s  
sa v in g s  ou r rat p rices m ake p ossib le.

T R U C K  
BALLOON!

B A L L O O N
Size Tf

29x4.40-21

13

§9*6.65-11
81x6.65-0

aH:iS:S
B U D  O N LY  1
(88.00 o o  each  
D edu ct S  |

I

Mran
H EA VY DOTY  
T R U C K  T IR E S  I*rR* Tabsi n v o v  f i« l i

GUARANTEED

. Q T ffBu r n
DEALERBWANTED OfdsrTo

> 1 .0 0  D E P O S IT  o o  ea eh  t ir e  ordered, 
truck  T ir e .) W s sM p b a lan ce C . O . D .
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Nervous, Weak 
Ankles Swollen

Excess adds, poisons and vrastes in your blood are re
moved chiefly by your kidneys. Getting Up Nights, Burn
ing Passages, Backache, Swollen Ankles, Nervousness, 
Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness Circles Under Eyes, and 
feeling Worn out, often are caused by non-organic and 
non-ujrstemic Kidney and Bladder troubles. Usually in such 
cases, the very first dose of Cyst ex goes right to work 
helping the Kidneys flush out excess acids and wastes. 
And this cleansing, purifying Kidney action, in just a  day 
or so, may easily make you feel younger, stronger and 
better than  in years. A printed guarantee wrapped around 
each package of Cyatex insures an immediate refund of 
the full cost unless you are completely satisfied. You have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose under this positive 
money back guarantee so get Cyst ex from your druggist 
today for only 36c.

TYPEWRITER,
-» /» M m . m ifa. r a ta l*

• • . r r . h r *  t o ?  a  w e e k
A ll 1 * rnoj#*! AKa Rt c Sto b n u td

No Money Oewn -10  Ik y  Trial
k r u  p rice -n n a th ln f catalog show* a ll 
make* in  color*. P 8 I I  COURSE IN TYP- |  
y j o  INCLUDED. Bee catalog before you buy? , ,

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCH.
D tpL 392, 2 3 1  Mr. Monro* S t., gh lcao* , III.

INVENTORS
T sk e  f irs t  i t e p  to  p ro te c t  y o u r In v e n tio n — w ith 
o u t o b lig a tio n . G e t f r e e  “ R ecord  of In v e n tio n "  
form  an d  4 8 -p a je  B ook. “ P a te n t G u id e  fo r  th e  
In v e n to r ."  T im e  c o u n ts  I W r ite  to d ay . 

CLARENCE A. O’BRIEN 
R eg iste re d  P a te n t  A ttorney  

ICS A dam s Build lag W ia tiio fto * , 0 .  C.

subscription department. The cost is 25c post
paid.—Ed

FA IS MONTHLY!
Sirs:

I want to compliment you on your front cover 
on the January issue. It was swell. The simple 
figures, the simple but dear and distinct lines, the 
pleasing contrast of the figures in reds, yellows, and 
whites, and the background in blues. McCauley’s 
doing fine. Keep him on as long as he does work 

' like that
! The best story by far was “The Horse That 

Talked ” The next was “The Floating Robot.” 
The third was "The Golden Amazon Returns.”

As a suggestion, why not have a science dis
cussion department?

You’re doing fine on your mag. Here’s hoping 
that FA comes out monthly.

Robert R. Franck,
1530 Leimert Blvd., 
Oakland, Calif.

F a n t a s t i c  A d v e n t u r e s  attempts to steer away 
from too much science, and to live up to its title, 
which is derived from “fantasy."—Ed.

“FLOATING ROBOT” BEST
Sirs:

I have just completed your January issue of 
F a n t a s t i c  A d v e n t u r e s . I have been reading the 
magazine for several issues, aJI being very interest
ing and exciting. Your last issue being no excep
tion. I think the story of “The Floating Robot” 
being by far the best in months.

What I really wrote to you about was the 
several paragraphs in “The Floating Robot” about 
“Radio Hams.” This really burned me up I The 
first thing I saw (or read) was the operator going 
on the air drunk. I myself have never heard of one 
being on the air while drunk. Secondly, you have 
him swearing while on the air. This being unlawful 
(swearing). They just don’t do it.

Well, I guess I ’ve got off what I had on my 
chest. Sure hope to see more stories like those 
in your last issue, but for heaven’s sake have a 
heart on us poor guys. We have our fun over tbe 
air, but we don't to that.

Frank Cook,
6717 18th Ave,
North West, Seattle, Wash.

PS—I am waiting now for my ticket and hope 
to be on tbe air soon.

It seems to be the consensus of opinion that “The 
Floating Robot” was an okay story. As for the 
misinformation about “hams,” we take it all back. 
You are correct, of course, and we’ll see that 

! O’Brien learns the truth, and writes it one hundred 
j times on th t blackboard.—Ed.

FUNTASTIC ADVENTURES
: Sirs:
! On the stands, your Jan. issue sure was an 
: eye-catcher. But inside, the contents were a bit
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disappointing. Wait a minute! Every yarn was 
good, with the majority very good. What I mean 
is that Fantastic should be called “FUNTASTIC 
ADVENTURES.” Gone are the days of science— 
science blended in with a good yarn, and the days 
when a wizened prof could be the hero and not 
have to be six foot six with a shock of “unruly 
red hair” and built like an Atlas, with the features 
of an Apollo. I can easily remember when the 
fans wept and wailed, begging for satires, humor 
stories, and anything with a few laughs.

Okay. You gave it to them in an early issue- 
then came another—other mags picked up the 
thread until now I wince when I know there's 
a funny story in any mag.

But don’t withhold any real good humor yam, 
especially some by Kaletsky or Bond, though Sir 
Lancelot is a bit overworked.

For gosh sakes keep the spooks and boogie- 
woogies out. I like science in my yarns (I'll take 
adventure too), but please keep the walking corpses 
away!

I was looking over some old issues of FA and 
by the looks of the most recent issue, you’ll never 
match or beat such yarns as “The Robot Peril,” 
“The Little People,” “The Man from Hell,” and 
"Into Another Dimension.”

Try to get yams from Binder, Wellman, and a 
few serious ones from Hamilton. If you can get 
all of those “Big Three” in one issue, you can 
trust that you have one of the best issues of the 
year!

Alfred Edward Maxwell, 
545 E. Madison St., 
Opelousas, La.

So we won’t match “The Little. People," eh? 
Weil, cast your eyes over the June issue of F a n 

t a s t i c  A d v e n t u r e s . I t’s got a swell sequel by 
Binder.—Ed.

HE IS—AND HE AIN’T!
Sirs:

I am eight years old, and I have been reading 
your magazine for the past ten years. I am also 
in the fourteenth grade. I realize that I should 
keep this a secret, but then everyone that writes 
you his age and grade gets his letter printed so 
why shouldn’t I.

When are we going to get trimmed edges? . . . 
We don’t want trimmed edges I t’s the stories 
that count. . . . Yes we do too. Let’s have more 
interplanetary stories. . . . Why do you have to 
print so many interplanetary stories? They're 
nothing but stepped-upped cops-and-robbers 
stories. We don’t want any humorous stories. 
They have no place in science-fiction. . . . Why 
don’t you print more humorous stories? Thanks 
for your timely yams concerning the horrors of 
war. . . . Cut out the stories of future wars. 
We have enough of that in our local newspapers. 
We want to relax when we read a fiction maga
zine, and not be reminded of the war ail the time. 
The Adam Link stories are the best you have ever 
published. . . . Why don’t you get rid of that

T H O l i S A N D S ’  E T V T E K Y W T T E R E  
A C C L A I M  T H I S

New Psychology 
Of Life!

Have you unrealized hopes 1 Does the 
tomorrow of your ambitions and desires 
never seem to  come? Are the better things 
of life always ju s t beyond your reach?

Times have changed—but have you? 
Change your old form of thinking. Adopt 
a  new psychology of life and MASTER 
YOUR PROBLEMS. I t  takes no greater 
mental effort to  achieve results when you 
know how.

Let the Rosicrueians show you, as they 
have thousands of othprs, how by the use 
of simple laws you can apply the same 
powers of your mind to  bring about 
startling changes in your life. If  you are 
sincere in your desire, address a letter 
for the free Sealed Book. I t  will point out 
how you m ay obtain this most helpful 
information. Address: Scribe M.W.T.

fy fie  Rasyc r u c i a n s
- A M O R C -

SANJOSE. C A L I F O R N I A .
fPppctiMrtina ^  3

T O M B S T O N E S
DIRECT TO  YOU
#  Genuine beautiful ROCK- 
PAUE M onuments. M ark
ers. Satisfaction o r  Money 
Bock. F ree lettering:. F ree catalog’. 
F re igh t paid. Compare our prices.

R O C K D A L E  M O N U M E N T  C O .
Dipt. 347 Joliet, III.

r B«tter Built— Lower Price*
C ao o ea , R o w b o a ts , O u tb o a r d  
M o to r  B o a ts .  O ly m p ic . S n ip e , 
C o m e t  e n d  Son G u ll  S a il B o a ts  

CATALOG FACEIW Mon»y—£rompt̂ Shlpment—Two
„  THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFC. CO. <su

UEftfiJ cJSLS!S.%«.
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Flush Poisons From 
Kidneys and Stop 

Getting Up Nights
Be Healthier, Happier—*

Live Longer

W hen you can get fo r  35 cento a  safe, efficient 
and harm less stim u lan t and d iu re tic  th a t should 
flush from  your kidneys th e  w aste m atter, poisons 
and acid th a t are  now doing you harm , w hy con
tin u e  to break your restfu l sleep by getting  up 
th rough  th e  n igh t?

l>on’t bo an EASY MARK and accept a  substi
tute—Ask for Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules* 
GET GOLD MEDAL—the original—the genuine. 
Look for the Gold Medal on the box—35 cents.

O ther sym ptom s of weak kidneys and irrita ted  
M adder may be backache, puffy eyes, sh ifting  
pains, bu rn lug  o r scanty  passage. Don’t  accept a 
su bstitu te .

F o r  r  S A M P L E S  O F  R E M A R K .
11 L  L  A B L E  T R E A T M E N T  F O R

Stomach Ulcers
Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H M jf lK  H. H. Bromley, of Shelburne, Vt.»
' W  w r i t e s :  “ I  s u f f e r e d  f o r  y e a r s  w i t h  

.1  a c i d - s t o m a c h  t r o u b l e .  M v  d o c t o r s  t o l d  
3  m e  I  h a d  a c i d  s t o m a c h  u l c e r s  a n d  

£  »1 w o u ld  h a v e  t o  d i e t  t h e  r e s t  o f  m y
f  M l i f e .  B e f o r e  t a k i n g  y o u r  t r e a t m e n t  I
A * M  h a d  lo s t  a  l o t  o f  w e i g h t  a n d  c o u ld  e a t

n o t h i n g  b u t  s o f t  f o o d s  a n d  m i lk ,  
a  A f t e r  t a k i n g  V o n ’s  T a b l e t s ,  I  f e l t

p e r f e c t l y  w e l l ,  a t e  a l m o s t  a n y t h i n g  
a n d  g a in e d  h ac k  th e  w e ig h t 1 had  lo s t."  If  you su ffer from  in d ig es tio n , 
f a n tr l t la ,  h e a r tb u rn , b lo a tin g  or any o th e r s to m ach  tro u b le  d u o  to 
g a s tr ic  h y p erac id ity , you. too. ah o u ld  try  V on 's fo r p rom pt reLlef. 
B end for F R E E  Sam ple* of th is  re m a rk a b le  tre a tm e n t a n d  d e ta ils  
o f t r i a l  o ffer w ith  m oney hack  gu aran tee . In s tru c tiv e  B ookle t Is 
in c lu d e d . Writs:
P H IL A D E L P H IA  VON CO. Dept. 568-H

Vox B olld lng , P h iladelphia, Pa.

■  ■ # | |  S T O P P E D

I T C H v m ^ c,
For quick relief from itching of ecrema, pimples, athlete’s foot, 
scales, scabies, raahesand other externally caused skin troubles, 
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip
tion. Greaseless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops 
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money 
back. Ask your druggist today tor D. D. D . PRESCRIPTION.

SEND NO M O N EY! — S a ve  M o n e y!

TRANSPARENT /  
6 0  D a y * ’ T r ia l  I  K  «OvDayt Trial I g . rn w ru w
We make FALSE TEETH for you by MAIL 1*0
fromjrour own month-impreawon. Mo nay ItoSSS
FR EE K  ‘

---------- —---------- ------- - ItoSSSl
c k  C u a r a n t a a  o f  S a t i s f a c t i o n .  L m J
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animated junk heap, Adam Link, and get Eando 
Binder to write some good stories. Give us more 
stories by Edmond Hamilton and Ray Cummings. 
. . . Get rid of Edmond “World Saver” Hamilton 
and Ray “Sixteen-Year-Old-Heroines” Cummings, 
and give Goodenough and Nutatall a chance. Hur
rah for the two-way reader’s department. . . . 
We don’t want a two way reader’s department. 
It should be kept only for the reader's letters. . . . 
Who said th a t!

Why doncha get Paul or Wesso to do a cover? 
. . . Don’t ever let anyone but Fuqua do a cover. 
He's the best artist you have. That Kruptt is 
certainly a good artist. . . . Git rid of Krupa. 
His pictures look like fugitives from a comic strip. 
Thanks for the pictures on the back covers. . . . 
Cut out the picture on the back cover. I  always 
used to carry it with the back cover outward, but 
now I have to carry the dam thing under my 
coat when I take it home.

The December issue of FA was the best one I 
ever saw. I hope future issues will keep up the 
good work.

Long live the Discussions department! May our 
i intelligent comments ever continue to confuse a 
bewildered editor.

Val Vodicka,
2431 First Ave., VJfest, 
Cedar Rapids, Iowa.

We appreciate your very lucid letter. Only one 
comment baffles us. We didn’t have a December 
issue. Or did we? Oh, skip it; we’re confused.—Ed.

WE WOULD HAVE SAID . . .
Sirs:

You do not belong on the fire, on the contrary, 
you belong on a throne and pointed to with pride. 
This may sound different from my last few letters, 
but, believe me, anybody who can answer a letter 
as wisely as that deserves praise. I wonder what 
you would have said had you not known who 
wrote that second letter. . . .

Please bring back McCauley for the covers; 
he is the nearest rival of Rogers that I know of 
for covers.

“Slaves of the Fish Men” was an extreme dis
appointment after his stories in Amazing, I can 
only give it third place. First place (again) is 
taken by Oscar. Second goes to McGivern’s short, 
fourth to “Secret of the Stone Doll’’ which was 

] terrible next to the author’s other stories. The 
| robot and time-traveling stories tie for fifth;
: Fuqua’s illustrations were aromatic—in a skunkish 
sort of way—who ever heard of a robot looking 
for a rust spot on his nose with all four eyes? 
Last is taken by the de/ective story, a typical 
lowbrow detective story trying to go highbrow 
via s-f.

What were those two beautiful creatures doing 
on the editorial page? They belonged on page 150.

You may (though I doubt it) wish to know 
whatever prompted me to write two letters. The
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main reason for my brainstorm was to see bow 
much you’d favor Anon’s letter.

That’s all for this time except I still wonder 
what you would have said if you hadn’t dis
covered . . .

Wallace E. Buchholz and 
Anon E. Mouse,
330 Spaulding Ave.,
Ripon, Wisconsin.

We would have said . . . just what we did. We 
don’t give any special "favor" to any particular 
letter. We print the interesting ones. We don’t 
play up the praise, and- play down the criticism. 
In fact, we have to sometimes search for a critical 
letter to provide contrast and add interest.

All of which brings us to the end of another 
Reader’s department Why don’t you get m on the 
fun and give us your own opinions, you who 
haven’t writtenf We like to see the postman 
come!—Ed.

FALSE TEETH
LOW
AS

<6.85

CO RRESPO N D EN CE  C O R N ER

George Schwartz, 1793 Prospect PI., Brooklyn, 
N.Y., has magazines to trade with other fans. . . . 
Jim Jett and Paul Gallagher, C.R. Division, U.S.S. 
Maryland, Long Beach, Calif., are interested in 
science of the present and future and sports; would 
like to hear from those interested in correspond
ing with two sailors, either individually or col
lectively. . . . John Armand Preve Jr., East Side 
Dr., Concord, N.H., would like to obtain copy of 
AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY containing 
E. R. Burroughs’ “Pellucidar” story; state price 
wanted. . . . George Parras, 1544 W. Adams St., 
Chicago, 17 yrs., desires pen pals of either sex who 
are interested in science fiction or companion sub
jects, people, reading, astronomy, etc. . . . Mar
shall Arnold, Martinsburg. W.Va. (Emmert Apts.), 
has for sale May and September, 1927 and Sep
tember and April 1928 issues of AMAZING STO
RIES. . . . Don Hirsch, 2910 Court Ave., Erie, 
Pa., 16 yrs., is desirous of playing chess by mail. 
. . . Katherine Baum and Kendall Morrison, 1243 
Juniata St., North Side Pittsburgh, Pa., have for 
sale rare science and fantasy fiction books which 
will be sold to the highest bidder; enclose stamp. 
. . . D. B. Thompson, 2302 U St., Lincoln, Nebr., 
wants to get in touch with fans and potential fans 
in and around the vicinity of Lincoln; ask for 
“Don” at 5-7372. . . . Fred Claassen, 978 Moody- 
crest Ave., Bronx, N.Y.C., has for sale many used 
SF magazines dating back to 1926. . . . Charlotte 
Herzog, 966 St. Marks Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y., 
wants pen pals, either sex, 14 to 16 yrs., who are 
interested in current or other topics, from any
where except the eastern states. . . . Arlo K. 
Richards, 710 S. St. Andrews, Los Angeles, Calif., 
is a pre-engineer in electronics interested in ath
letics, physiological and physical science, freelance 
newspaper writing, and radio; would like to hear 
from SF fans, male or female. . . .  Ed Connor, 
929 Butler St., Peoria, III., would like to corres-

90 DAYS’ TRIAL
T E S T  T H E M  

E X A M I N E  T H E M
Wo mike FALSE TEETH fo r ' 

you by mall from your own Impressions. You 
b»ve satisfaction of MONEY BACK GUAR
ANTEE. Customer* rsport satisfaction but you bo your own judge.
c r y n  i l A u A f e i t V  write today for freb
O  C  I f  I I  N U  V T l U n U l  B O O K L E T  a n d  M A T E R IA L  
C L E V E L A N D  D E N T A L  SUPPLY C O M P A N Y  

Dept. 50-C1, East St. Loots. Illinois

Did “Diamond Jim” Have 
Stomach or Ulcer Pa in s?
I t  is hardly likely th a t Diamond Jim Brady could have 
eaten ao voraciously if  he Buffered after-eating  paint. 
Sufferers who have to pay the penalty o f stomach or 

j ulcer pains, indigestion, gas pains, heartburn, burning 
| sensation, bloat and other conditions caused by excess 
' acid should tr»  a  25c box of UDGA Tablets. They must 

help or money refunded. A t drug stores everywhere.

C H ILD LESS
Wives
W H O  W I S H

BABIES!
Doctor’s Information 

SENT FREEI
Concerning sim ple t r a y  follow ed n t  hom e b y  
w hich th e  fem ale o rg a n , in  relleynble func
tional s te rility  m ay b e  .M is led  SO th a t  
m otherhood m ay th en  so o lten  be easily pos
sib le  lYOU a n d  y o u r  h u s b a n d  m a y l a t e r
THANK TH E  DAY YOU SENT FOR TH IS  FREE 
INFORM ATION. W omen from  over th e  N ation 
w rite  ua of th e ir  Joy In becom ing m otnera M 
la s t!  FOR FREE CO P Y w rite  to  W arn er Co., 
sa t W . Lake S t., M inneapolis, M innesota.

’°to S T O P  T O B A C C O ?
0 *0 tab the craving for tobacco a* 
sbooeandi have. Make youmlf tree “and Happy with Tobacco Redeemer. 
Not a substitute, not habit forming. 
Write for free booklet telling of la- 
toioiia effect of tob&coo and depend 
table, easy way to relieve 
the craving maojrmen have.
Nmvell Pharma cal Co.
Dept. 600. S t. teuton Mo.

FREt
BOOK

HOW GAMBLERS W IN
Twelve w*y» Professional* win with fair dice. No switching. No 
practice. One hundred keys and code* on twenty-four different 
backs. 50 cents. BEAT THE CHEAT, 28 pages of exposes. $1.00. 
The groat OPEN BOOK, written in words of fire, 155 page* of 

$3.50. Free catalog included.
-------- A LTY-----------

exposes, $ 
Box 2488 SPECIALTY EXPOSE Kantaa City. I

.C L E R K ?
Travel fo r "UNCLE SAM”

Ballway V ail Clerk*. V ail Carrier*. Poatofflee Clark*. Many othea
Government Jobs. $1260 to $2100 first year. Write IMJ4HDIATHLY tag 
list of jobs 52-page book and p o in te rs  telling how to Q ualify for ona 
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE Dept. N-240 ROCHESTER, N /X
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Those With Distress From  
S T O M A C H  
U L C E R S

TRIAL 0FFEI1
Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

sivxild avail themselvw of our Special Trial Offer of a simple home 
trGarment which has xiven relief. rl«ht from tho start, in thou
sands of cases. For a  limited time only, we w ill gladly sand 
our regular *1.26 &i*e for only 36c. This 7-day treatment should con
vince you that It is amazingly effective, although inexpenaire. The 
treatment docs not neceaeitate a liquid diet, nor interfere with your 
day's work. Send S5c for this unusual Trial Offer and *#k for our 
informative F R E E  B ooklet on G a t, Acidity, Sour Stomach, Acid 
Stomach, Ulcer* or other dUtrees caused by Gaatrlc Hyperacidity.
TWIN CITY VON CO.. D.pt. 2038. MiiiRMpofh, Mina.

Lemon Juice Recipe Checks 
Rheumatic Pain Quickly

If you suffer from rheumatic or neuntis pain, try this 
simple inexpensive home recipe. Get a package of fiu-Ex 
Compound, a two week’s supply, mix it with a  quart of 
water, add the juice of 4 lemons. Often within 4S hour* 
— sometimes overnight — splendid results are obtained. 
If the pains do not quickly leave you, return the empty 
package and Ru-Ex will cost you nothing to try. It is 
sold under an absolute money-back guarantee. Flu-Ex 
Compound is for sale by drug stores everywhere.

M EN  W A N T E D
S/d# Lfa« —  S p o t *  Tfiw* — • Full 7 1mm 

BIG CASH COMMISSIONS IN ADVANC8 DAILY
Complete line of EVERYDAY BUSINESS NECESSITIES— 
over 2.000 f a r t  galling, steady  rep eatin g  item* for n il re te ll 
merchant*, paa stations, buslnew office*. etc., at a staring of 
more than half. Yon taka order*. Wo d e l iv e r l Elaborate 
SAMPLE DISPLAY OUTFIT tent FREE. Write quick. 
MORTHWESTSRN, 625AF WE8T iACIOOM, CHICABO, ILL.

*
¥
¥
¥
*
*
*
*

INVENTORS
T a k a  prompt step* to  p ro tec t y ocr I n 
vention . D e lays  are  naJigerou*. Q et 
new F R E E  bonk. "H o w  To P ro te c t  
Y our In v e n tio n ,"  a n d  " In v e n tio n  
R eco rd ’' form . P re lim in a ry  tn fo n n a- 
tkm  free. Reaaonahle feea. C o n scien 

t io u s  counsel. E asy  paym ent p la n . L earn  how to  p ro 
te c t  an d  sail your invention . W rite  uz today. 
M cJiO R R O W  & BERMAN. R ogla terad  P a te n t  At
to rneys, 129-D  B a rr la te r B u ild in g , W u h lo g to n .T ) . CL

*
*
+
*
*
*
*
*
*

Patents and Trade Marks
Patent end profit by your Inventions. Protect your 
most valuable assets . . . Expert personal service.

LESTER $. SARGENT
Registered Potent Attorney

1115 K St., N. W. Washington, D. C.

CLASSIF IED  ADVERTISING

P/rotogrophy

FREE—ONE ROLL DEVELOPED AND PRINTED FREE. 
Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully develop and 
print your first 6 to 16 exposure roll FREE plus 5x7 Inch 
enlargement FREE, also sensational, new folding folio to 
frame your prints, all free with this ad. (Enclosing 10c 
for handling and mailing appreciated.) Dean Studios, 
Dept. 1054, Omaha, Nebraska.
S ENLARGEMENTS and film developed. 116 sire or smaller, 
25c coin ; enlarged prints 3c each ; special offer: enclose ad
vertisement and negative for hand-colored enlargement free 
with order 25c or more. ENLARGE PHOTO, Box 791, Dept. 
ZD. Boston, Mass.

PfffaiH Afiornoyt
IN V E N T IO N S  ^ T a k *  prompt etepe to protect your Invention. De
lays are dangerou*. Get now FREE hook. "How To Protect Toui 
Invention" and "Invention Record" form. Preliminary informa
tion free. Reasonable fee*. Conscientious counsel. Eeey payment 
dan. Le*m how to protect and well your invention. Write tu to
day. McMorrow and Berman, Registered Patent Attorneys, 18«*J 
Barrister Building. Washington. D. C.

BELIEVE IN LUCK7-S
Carry a  pair of dWCTUX BB1BHA 
BSD LIVE HIGHLY MAGHETIO 
ILODBSTOHI8! Lefalld ropotM, Oo- 

.  cult Orlaulal aacieot, aupantltlimilT 
f carriod two Live Lodoatonoa as MOST 

POWERFUL MAGHETIO "LUCKY” 
CHARMS, on* to "attract” Good Look 
lnMoney, Games, Loro, Business,’Work, 

oto., the other to “prevent” Bad Luok, Leases. Evil, Trouble. 
Harm, oto. Believe in Lack! Carry a Bair ef those eurioue 
Genuine Brahma Bed Live Lodes tone,! We make no iupsr- 
natural claims. $3.87 Postpaid for the two. with all informa
tion. 81.87 and 16c extra if 0-O.D. Satisfaction GUARAX- 
TEED or Money Returned. Order yours h'OWl

A3TROL CO., Dept. 825, Main P . O.
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

HOTIOX! Beware of Imitations! We absolutely GUARAH- 
TEE those Genuine Brahma Lodestonss are ALIVE! We 
believe they are lust what you want, the SEAL THING— 
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC I 
Fully Guaranteed—Order TODAY! Copyrifht 1987—A. Oe.

pood with young ladies between 16 and 19, espe
cially those living in Latin America or foreign 
lands, who are interested in sports, science and ex
changing picture post cards, or stamps . . Bob
Meredith, 624 Lavelle Court, and Ray J. Sienkle- 
wicz, J 12 E. Elm St., Scranton, Pa., would like 
correspondents residing in Scranton who read 
AMAZING STORIES and FANTASTIC AD
VENTURES to communicate with them if they 
are desirous of Joining Scranton’s only organiza
tion for fantasy fiction followers. . . . Sheldon 
Elam, P.O. Box 68, Haysi, Va., wants to hear from 
anyone concerning buying back issues of mag
azines, or organizing a writers’ fiction dub. . . . 
Earl H. Williams, 1512A State St., East St. Louis, 
111., JO yrs. of age, would like to receive letters 
from both sexes, and will reply to all. . . . Leslie 
McCarthy, 587 21st Ave., Rock Island, III., would 
like to receive the March and June 1940 issues of 
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES. . . . Solom on 
Kaplan, .5204 Holland Ave., N.Y.C., 19 yrs., would 
like correspondents of either sex, anywhere, who 
are interested in stamps, music and art. . . . Ken
neth Nahan, Box 305, Westfield, N.J., is interested 
in hearing from anyone in Canada, South Amer
ica, Alaska and abroad; he would like to discuss 
current affairs, philately, writing and sdence. . . . 
Chester Hoev, 301 6th Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y., has 
for sale SCIENTIFIC ENCYCLOPEDIA.. . .  Fred 
Heinichen, 152 W. 62nd St., N.Y.C., would like 
to hear from young men between 12 and 17 who 
are interested in joining an organitation; this ap
plies to those living in Manhattan and all letters 
will be answered. . . . Maxine Harrison, 4923 
Stimson, Houston, Tex., 17 yrs., would like to 
bear from anyone near her age outside of Texas. 
. . . C. G. White, 27 Kineo St., Bangor, Me., 17 
yrs., would like to correspond with girls and will 
answer each letter. . . . Claude Held, 494 Carlton 
St., Buffalo, N.Y., will quote prices on SF mag
azines he has for sale; also wants to purchase
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some. . . . Virginia Scattergood, Route No. 1. 
Breverton, N.Y., is desirous of pen pals. . . . 
Jimmy Wood, 2/12 Anderson Dr., Raleigh. N.C., 
1.1 yrs, would like to hear from readers and ex
change opinions. . . . Harry Schmarje, 318 Stew
art Rd., Muscatine, la., wishes to dispose of mag
azines and wants pen pals interested in SF and 
general correspondence. . . . Dick Waite, Route 1, 
Banker, N Y  . will trade magazines and reply to 
all correspondence. . . . Joe Gilbert, 314 34th St., 
Union City, N.J., has traveled, likes swimming, 
football, hiking and music; would like correspon
dents interested in these activities, and will make 
early replies. . . . John Robertson, 1352 N. State 
St., Jackson, Miss., is desirous of pen pals from 
Australia and South America; 17 yrs. . . . Jack 
Clark, 962 North St., Jackson, Miss., would like 
to sell or trade magazines . . . E. Evans, 191 
Capital Ave., S.W., Battle Creek, Mich , would 
like to hear from those fans in the southern Mich
igan area interested in a new club named The 
Galactic Roamers. . . . Toby Kavanaugh, 227 S. 
Ashland Ave , Lexington, Ky., has magazines in 
excellent condition for sale . . . Harry Dochertv, 
113-22 216th St , Bellaire, L.I., N.Y., wants to 
hear from stamp and post card collectors in for
eign countries, and post card collectors in the 
United States, who would care to exchange these 
items. . . . Fred Claassen, 978 Woodycrest Ave , 
Bronx, N.Y., has for sale about SO SF magazines, 
good condition; write for price list. . . . Robert 
A. Nelson, 2044 N. 34th St., Milwaukee, W is, 
wants pen pals from all over the world. . , .
. . . Harry Peterson, Jr., 2221 Carmen Ave., Chi
cago, 111., wishes pen pals of both sexes, 16 or 17 
yrs. . . . Harry Jenkins, Jr., 2409 Santee Ave., 
Columbia, S. C., wishes correspondents interested 
in writing and will reply immediately. . . . Harry 
Schmarje, 318 Stewart Rd., Muscatine, la., wishes 
to obtain No. 1 A m a z i n g  Q u a r t e r l y . . , . Mrs. 
Frank B. Lapi, 311—6th St., Union City, N. J., 
wishes correspondents anywhere. . . .

Q U IZ  A N SW ER S
(Quiz on page 134)

TRUE A N D  FALSE
1. False. 2. True. 3. True. 4. False Archi

medes discovered it. 5. True. 6 False. Part of 
the sun 7 False. 8. True. 9. True. 10. False 
Around the wire 11. True. 12. False. It is a 
down or up current.

C H A N G E  OF STATE
1. Steam; magnetism. 2. sleet; telescope. 3. 

static; elasticity. 4. lead; albedo. S. motor; 
photometer. 6. tree; meteor. 7. green, energy. 
8. tide; latitude. 9. steel; satellite. 10. eye; 
geyser.

A BATCH TO MATCH
1-4; 2-6; 3-1; 4-7; 3-12; 6-5; 7-11; 8-13; 

9-14, 10-13; 11-8; 12-2, 13-9; 14-10; 13-3.

HOT WATER

From Any Electric Light Socket
MILLIONS of home®, atorea and offices «»■ 

errwbeM need S p i tO  K INO -tbe new. 
arau in s  W ater H ra te r—th a t h te ta watar* 
boflinff not so fast it takes yoor breaths way. 
No moral No waste of time or foe! I J u a ta  
etmnU 1 ‘pfc»-likV at any 110-vole light socket 

□ presto. ..jo a t the amount o fh o t water 
d for washing, for shaving, for dish- 

HEAPER because yon don’t  have toMIWTHI umwim jvuvvu
job when joc  need only a few Quart*.

' --------- electric t —*' c--
CAteBCCOOO o*muan,nuwj. DIUW> •“
the pocket,easy to carry. Anyone can afford It.

I^ S ^ rt^b eC aa ae  the intense etortrto heat 
goes directly Into the water. Sella fa s t on a 
otVeecond demonstration. Small in siae—

6 0 -S F T O N D
Demonstration
\m/es Ht/m'wiu'

SAMPLES for AGENTS
T WANT you to know the alrooat tmeanny JUST SEND
1  heating a c tio n  of th is  «>eedy water-heating + v  
In ven tion . W r ite  q u ic k  f o r  my sam p le  o ffe r  f * N A M P n  —a p o s tc a rd  will ok>. Get a n  a c tu a l  Bam pla |  — 4 1
S P E E D  K IN O  fo r  m a k in g  d e m o n s tra tio n s . .  S 2 « -  ■
Y o u  WJ make p le n ty  of caah as my agent. cfln A q»J1 thl» «***>* I 
H U R R Y 1 Wg se a so n  starting now. SP E E D  I  asnev eoetearJ ■
K IN O  solves the hot water problem when fur- ■ to D ip t. ■
naces shot down. Art quick and I ’ll show v o a  I  
bow to m a k e  the fastest m o n ey  of your life. J  %r __
Send No Money!— Just y o u r  name. ■ A a « # ..«••••••••••

HU-WAY MF6. COMPANY 1 ...............
O tet4S3 , Walnut Bldg., 0ESH0INE8. IOWA I Cittt........................

R A D I O  U R V I C E E X P t K T
g  » 1EASN AT HOWE IN (PARE TIME

C lear, sim ple, fa sc in a tin g  lessons —  p ra c tic a l 
work w ith  ex p e rim en ta l k i ts  — m ake tra in in g  
«a*y an d  fas t. U p to  d a te  K .T .A . method®, 
u n d er personal g u id an c e  of p rom inent engineer 
and  ed u c a to r, h ig h ly  endorsed by leaders in  

S p a re -tim e  profits so w  pay  for tra in in g .ra d io  ind u stry .

START fo r well p a id  work w ith  ra d io  dealer*. 
In  fac to ries , police, m arin e  or telev ision  fields. D O N 'T  D E L A Y  I 
fiend  A T ON CB for com plete in -  | g  p p g p  I
fo rm ation  a n d  B ig  O p p o rtu n ity  H U U K  r  K c f c  i

RADIO TRAINING ASSOCIATION OF AMERICATRAINING 
1559 Devon Ave.,

ASSOCIATION 
Dipt. N.S.31t Chicago, III.

fiuocestfu l photogT ipby s s  a  ca re  or, fo r sp a re tim e  ea rn ings or as  
a  hobby — m ade easy th ro u g h  N .Y .I . T ra in in g ! P erso n a l coaching by 
lea d in g  photographers. F a sc in a tin g  field . S p le n d id  opportun itie s. C om 
m erc ia l, News, P o r tra i t ,  M otion P ic tu re .  A dvertising  an d  C olor P h o to g 
raphy. Personal! A ttendance  an d  Home S tudy  Course*. B ookle t FRJEBI 

N. Y. IN S T IT U T E  OF PH O T O G R A PH Y  
D eet. 8 . 10 W ert 33 8 t . .  New York, N. Y. (30th Y ear)

MAN WANTED
HANDLE ONE OF OUR BIO PAY ROUTES 

Sell To 8 tor#a on New Plan 
C arry  a  com plete "W h o lesa le  S upply  H ouse"  In j  
tout h a n d . L et u s  s ta r t  you m aking  B ig  M orey  f  
in  perm an en t buslneaa of your own. Show  S to re 
keeper* In  every business how to  D O U B L E  
profits on N a tio n a lly  A dvertised  Goods. Over 
200 P ro d u c ts . N o experience n eeded . W e su p - . 
p ly  everything- F re e  Book five® am  axing 4 
fact*, w r i te  Today!
WORLD'S PR00UCT8 CO.. D<»«. 59-1, SPENCER. INDIANA'
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is your Rupture 
getting Worse?

It i*4 a terrible thing to feel that your rupture is getting worse, growing larger 
and larger, without your seeming to be able to do anything about it! Haunting 
fear destroys mental poise and makes many despondent. Inability to be active 
takes the physical joys out of life.
Yes, it is terrible . . . but far more a tragedy when it is all so absolutely needless! Now 
please—and again please—do not think that this is an attempt to capitalize on your mis
fortune in an effort to just sell you something. We simply have information for you that 
has brought deliverance and joy to about 3.000,000 persons: men, women and children . .
facts that have satisfied thousands of doctors . . . facts wc want you to consider, to your 
everlasting good!

STOP IT, STOP IT!
Be Yourself Again!

As sure is you live and breathe, you can stop your rupture worries and once again find the 
world, your work, your pleasures so full of joy and happiness that you will be an utterly 
new person . . . alive, vivid, energetic and happy past all the old nightmare fears that have 
been making your existence a bad dream.

THI FAMOUS BROOKS AUTOMATIC AIR-CUSHION ARfllANd WIU Stt YOU FRHI
There is no claptrap magic about the famous Brooks Air-Cushion Rupture Appliance. It isn’t 
something experimental. It has been used and improved for years. Over 9000 doctors (who know 
about rupture) wear the BROOKS, or recommend it to many, many thousands of patient*.
What is the Patented Automatic Air-Cushion? Just this. It is 
the part of the BROOKS Appliance that holds back your rup
ture—the most important part of any truss. It is a yielding, air- 
filled rubber chamber designed to a shape that clings, that holds 
with complete security tvithout ffougmy in. Understand that— 
without gouging in! IU-fitting, incorrectly designed trusses, as 

you know all too well, do gouge in.
Now here is what happens. The Brooks 
Air-Cushion avoids spreading the rup
ture opening and making it larger, the 
way some trusses do. Well, when the 
BROOKS permits the edges of the rup
ture opening to remain as close together 
as possible. Nature has the best chance 
to. step in and close the opening. Mind 
you, we don’t guarantee this. But if you 
have reducible rupture, the BROOKS 
is designed to work with nature. And 
Ihousands of BROOKS users have re
ported the abandonment of any truss.

YOU CAN K  HIRE Of NEW, MESSED 
FREEDOM FROM WORRY AND 

RESTRICTED ACTIVITY l
The verjr day yon put on a BROOKS 
Patented Air-Cushion, you (eel that-you

MAIL THIS C O U P O N  N O W !
p B a a a B * a M M M M « « * a H e ia w a M a ia a iM iM iiR
* Brook* Appliance Co.
■ 452-F State S t, Marshall, Mich.
■ In PLAIN ENVELOPE, please send your FREE BOOK
■ on Rupture, PROOF of Results, and TRIAL OFFER.
a No one is to call on me personally about my rupture. 1

!  Name ...................................... .................................... .

WRONG
I II a r d pa d
J gouging in 

keeps Rup
tu re  open 
and prevents 
natural heal
ing.

RIGHT
B KOOKS 
Air-Cushion 
doe s  not  
spread rup
ture opening. 
Gives nature 
a real oppor
tunity!

have been reborn to the full joy* of life! Men, women and chi!* 
dren can know this indescribable thrill. Now why—why does the 
BROOKS give you such exceptional results? Why is it *0 
often most outstanding in its accomplishments?
Because the cling of the Air-Cushion makes It hold as nothing 
else caij . . . because the wearer speedily comes to realize that 
there can be no slipping to let the rupture down . ... that while 
the BROOKS protects, the dreaded specter of strangulation ia 
banished . . . because the wearer can indulge in every normal 
activity . . . because physical tasks can be resumed . . . because 
common sense says that everything humanly possible i» being 
accompli shed to improve the rupture condition.
And here is another ‘•because,'* a tremendous one to tl«>*e wh® 
have suffered and suffered with Hie miseries of a lard, gouging, 
burning, galling pad that never lets Up, never is forgotten. Your 
BROOKS will have no springs, no metal girdle, no agonizing 
pressure devices. Instead tlxerc U tl»e utterly comfortable Air- 
Cushion and a velvet soft body land. It is so absolutely com-* 
fenable that you’ll hardly know the truss is there at a{L To 
thousands upon thousands, such relief alone ia a paradise.

AND A BROOKS WILL BE SINT ON A 
NO MONET MSK TRIAL/

That’f Of* of the best part* of all. You don’t have to risk yotr 
money to find out just what joy and happiness a BROOKS CAN 
BRING YOU! You simply try it,.and if not utiafted the tried 
costs you nothinff! And anyone can afford a BROOKS. It oosts 
no more than ordinary trusses. Every BROOKS is made to in
dividual requirements, made especially to fit your asset There
fore it is never sold in stores. Guard against imitations. Now 
then: Don’t send a penny right now. But DO SEND THE 
COUPON AT ONl E. We’ll prove every statement in thi* 
advertisement, under an ironclad, money beck guarantee. DO 
YOURSELF THE BIGGEST FAVOR IN THE WORLD. 
MAIL THE COUPON!

■ Street ........................... ..................................................

■ C ity...................................................S tate......................
■ State whether for Man □, Woman Q  or Child Q.

BROOKS APPUANCE CO.
■ 452-F s ta te  S tra a t  .  M anbatt, Mick.
* ..................  - ...............  - ............ ..............

PRIN TED  IN U. S.A.
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DO THE DEAD RETURN?
A  strange man in Los Angeles, known 

as “ The Voice of Two Worlds,’’ tells of 
astonishing experiences in far-off and 
mysterious Tibet, often called the land of 
miracles by the few travelers permitted to 
visit it. Here he lived among the lamas, 
mystic priests of the temple. “ In your pre
vious lifetime,”  a very old lama told him, 
“ you lived here, a lama in this temple. 
You and I were boys together. I lived on, 
but you died in youth, and were reborn in 
England. I have been expecting your 
return.”

The young Englishman was amazed as 
he looked around the temple where he was 
believed to have lived and died. It seemed 
uncannily familiar, he appeared to know 
every nook and corner of it, yet—at least 
in this lifetime—he had never been there 
before. And mysterious was the set of 
circumstances that had brought him. 
Could it be a case of reincarnation, that 
strange belief of the East that souls re
turn to earth again and again, living many 
lifetimes?

Because of their belief that he had 
formerly been a lama in the temple, the 
lamas welcomed the young man with open 
arms and taught him rare mysteries and 
long-hidden practices, closely guarded for 
three thousand years by tire sages, which 
have enabled many to perform amazing 
feats. He says that the system often leads 
to almost unbelievable improvement in 
power of mind, can be used to achieve 
brilliant business and professional success 
as well as great happiness. The young man 
himself later became a noted explorer and 
geographer, a successful publisher of maps

and atlases of the Far East, used through
out the world.

“ There is in all men a sleeping giant of 
mindpower,” he says. “ When awakened, 
it can make man capable of surprising 
feats, from the prolonging of youth to 
success in many other worthy endeavors.”  
The system is said by many to promote 
improvement in health; others tell of in
creased bodily strength, courage and 
poise.

“ The time has come for this long- 
hidden system to be disclosed to the 
Western world,”  declares the author, and 
offers to send his amazing 9000 word 
treatise—which reveals many startling re
sults—to sincere readers of this publica
tion, free of cost or obligation. For your 
free copy, address the Institute of Mental- 
physics, 2 13  South Hobart Blvd., Dept. 
2 0 1N, Los Angeles, Calif. Readers are 
urged to write promptly, as only a limited 
number of the free treatises have been 
printed.
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IF you haven’t already stared your eyes out at 
the lovely “Mac Girl" who reappears on our 
cover again this month, you must like this 

column immensely! Your editor thinks this is the 
finest cover he has ever secured for Fantastic Ad
v e n t u r e s , and he’s hoping you think the same.

It is a fitting cover for the fine story by Ray 
Cummings that provides our lead for this issue. 
A combination of excellence that’ll be sure to tickle 
your literary and artistic palate.

It isn't the last of the “Mac Girls” either. 
There'll be many more of them, and all we can say 
is that the reader who 
tagged her with that 
name, and forecast that 
Petty and Varga had 
better watch out, wasn’t 
sending up any hot air 
balloons I

CHE'S coming back in 
^  August with a cover 
prepared for Nat Schach- 
ner’s long awaited “En
chantress” story. Which 
is a crack story by an 
ace author who can real
ly boast the title “name 
author.”

'T 'H fS  issue Is another 
-1 exam ple of a fine 

“fantasy” issue. It has 
only one story that isn’t 
true fantasy, that one is [ ^ |
Polton Cross’ fine fan
tastic M artian  story,
“The Man Who Bought 
Mars.”

But you read it for 
yourself, and let the bars down in your comments. 
We think we have something here this month, no 
kidding.

TI7HEN an editor gets an issue like this together, 
”  it means he's done a lot of hard work, but 

there’s another factor that seems to intrude in 
spite of alt the credit he tries to take. That factor 
is chance. It's just sheer luck when a group of 
authors bats out top notch stories at the same 
time and we happen to get ’em in the same 
issue. We hope we stay lucky.

CPEAKING of luck, or chance, or fate, or what 
^  have you, here’s a bit o’ stuff that might give 
point to our point.

A little rainstorm was enough to alter the whole 
course of European history. This is how it was: 

Louis XVI was fleeing from Paris away from 
the revolutionists to Austria to engage the aid of 
the Hapsburgs. He sat patiently in the hired 
coach watching the rain come through the leaky 
roof and soak into his clothes until he was chilled 
to the bone. He called to the driver to go faster 
and to reach the next inn where the party might 

await the rain’s stopping. 
And thus it was that he 
was recognized when he 
stuck his head out of the 
carriage window to argue 
with the postillion as 
they  passed th rough  
Vernes.

If he hadn’t been rec
ognized, he might have 
reached Vienna and pro
cured Austrian assistance. 
Certainly he would not 
have been carted back to 
Paris and beheaded. If 
King Louis had not been 
beheaded, the way would 
not have been cleared for 
the ambitious little Cor
sican general who turned 
Europe topsy-turvy for 
twenty years.

All because it chanced 
to rain!

"C an  1 use the  Time M achine ton igh t, Pop? I 
w ant to  ta le  my girl to  the Boston Tea Party."

TEP POWELL has a 
new story in this is

sue. I t’s his second suc
cess with us, and we have two more in the house. 
One is a space story that’ll appear in our com
panion magazine, Amazing Stories. It’s about 
the most unusual character we’ve seen in many 
months, and maybe Mr Powell will find other 
things for him to do. Mr. Powell has won a de
served measure of acclaim from readers of fan
tastic fiction.

CPEAKING of “different" stories, don’t miss 
^  William P. McGivem’s story in this issue. 

(Concluded on page OS)
5



6



TH E  scream  of th e  m eteo r, flam 
ing its w ay dow n th ro u g h  the  
a tm osphere , still echoed o v er the  

q u ie t W isconsin coun tryside .
“ R o b ert . . . R o b e r t,” cam e an  

anxious, s ta rtled  voice p e n e tra tin g  the  
lonely  ob serv a to ry  from  th e  s ta irc a se  
th a t  led down to the  little  co ttag e  itse lf, 
“ W h a t has happened? W h a t w as th a t  
aw ful no ise?”

“ A m eteor, only a g ia n t m e te o r,” D r. 
R o b e rt B la ine’s old voice ca lled  down. 
“ I t  lan d ed  close, M ary , b u t e v e ry th in g ’s 
a ll r ig h t, I ’m su re  . . .”

H e  tu rn e d  and  p eered  th ro u g h  the  
gloom  of th e  o b serv a to ry , to w ard  th e  
iron  s ta irw ay  th a t led  to  a  t in y  w alk  
c irc ling  th e  room . U p  th e re  w ere a  few 
sm all, sh u tte re d  w indow s. F ro m  them  
he m igh t b e  ab le to  see som eth ing  . . . 

Slow ly, because  h is  old jo in ts  c reak ed

w ith  m ovem ent, he w a lk ed  a ro u n d  the  
telescope th a t  took  up  m ost o f th e  cen te r 
o f th e  floor. H a lfw a y  u p  the  s ta irw ay  
to  th e  tin y  w alk  he h e a rd  foo ts teps b e 
h in d  him . L ig h t foo ts teps, su re  and  
d a in ty  still, even  though  th e  w om an w ho 
h ad  com e in to  the  la b o ra to ry  w as w hite- 
h a ired  a n d  w rink led  w ith  the  y e a rs  th a t 
m ake  a  g ra n d m o th e r so sweet.

“ I ’m  com ing u p  to  see too , R o b e r t,” 
she sa id . “ B esides, y o u  know  you  
sh o u ld n ’t  be clim bing  a ro u n d  here . 
Y o u ’re  liab le  to  fall . .

“N o w , M a ry ,” he  p ro te s te d . “ J u s t  
because  y o u ’re  m y  w ife— these fifty  
y e a rs  p a s t— you d o n ’t  hav e  to  tre a t  me 
like th o se  bab ies w ho’ve grow n up  and  
g o tten  o u t of y o u r te n d e r  c lu tches. T h e  
y e a rs  have  m ean t less to  you , because  
I ’ve been  k in d  . .

“ Yes, R o b e rt, a n d  h a v e n ’t  I  alw ays

7
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been a  good w ife an d  given as m uch 
as I  received? So now, it  is m y shoulder 
you m ust lean on, when you  c lim b.”

H e w aited  on the  s ta irw ay  un til she 
w as a t  his side. T h en  he reached  out 
an d  kissed  her fondly.

“ I t ’s been a  good life, h asn ’t  it, 
M a ry ?  A little  lonely, bu t . . .”  he 
paused  as he saw  the  w istfu l look th a t 
flashed for a  m om ent in to  her eyes.

“ I t  w ould have been nice if Lee were 
here  to  help us b o th ,” she said. “ H e 
would ta k e  u s to the  m eteor . . .” She 
stopped  suddenly—

“ Oh, R obert, do  you th ink  . . . ?”
“ You m ean— a m e ssag e 'fro m  him ? 

T h e  m eteor . . . ? ”  D r. B laine 
frow ned. “H e prom ised  h e ’d com m u
n ica te— if he could— som e w ay, espe
cially if  he could ju s tify  m y  theo ry  . . . ”

“ R o b e rt,” she sa id  sw iftly , trem 
ulously, “ I  have such a  strange  feeling. 
A lm ost as if  ou r g randson  w ere near

I?

T oge ther th ey  clim bed the sta irw ay  
and  opened a sh u tte red  window to  the 
s ta rs . O u tside , it w as n igh t, and  the 
sky  w as a  b lue v au lt of jew eled treasu re .

“ I t  landed  on th is side, to  the ea s t,” 
said  R o b e rt B laine, peering  w ith his 
old eyes in to  the n ight.

“ R o b ert! O ver there! A red  glow—  
and  sm oke. T he g rass is sm ouldering 
in  the roadside near the  b a rn  . . .” 
M a ry ’s voice was you th fu l w ith  excite
m ent, an d  h e r  still-beau tifu l face was 
tense.

B laine peered  in the d irection  she 
po in ted , p a s t the  lacy  cuff of her long- 
sleeved dress.

“ Y es,” he nodded slowly. “ I t  landed  
th e re .”

“ A m essage— from  L e e !”  she ex
claim ed.

H e  laid a h an d  on  her arm .
“ N ow , M ary , d o n ’t  build  u p  you r 

hopes. D o n ’t jum p to conclusions. 
T h a t’s no t the  good astronom er I ’ve

tau g h t you to  be .”
“ I ’m  n o t an astronom er ton igh t,”  she 

said w ith  a  catch  in her voice. “ I ’m 
a lonely o ld  lady , w ith a  w om an’s in 
tu ition , and  a  wish to  hear from  . . . 
from  E th e l’s boy. W hen you lose your 
own ch ildren , a  g randson seem s to  b e 
come even m ore d e a r .”

R o b ert B laine p u t an arm  a round  her 
shoulder.

“ I  know , M a ry ,” he w hispered. “ I 
loved Lee, too, and  th a t n igh t he w ent 
aw ay, o u t in to  space, say ing  he would 
prove I  was rig h t ab o u t th e  second 
m oon and  resto re  m y good nam e in 
astronom y, I  w ished I ’d never d is
covered Z onara . A lw ays w as an im 
petuous lad , was Lee. N ev er gave a 
thought to  the fac t th a t he w as gam 
bling his life for som ething so triv ia l 
as his g ra n d fa th e r’s in teg rity  as an 
astronom er . . .”

“ I t  w asn’t  triv ia l to  him  . . . and  b e
sides, Lee knew  w hat he was doing. H e 
believed in space trave l. I  know  he’s 
alive, th a t he d id n ’t die out there  in the 
vo id .” M a ry ’s voice took on a  sure tone. 
“ T h a t m eteor out th e re ; w e’ve got to 
dig it u p  . .

T ) U T  it w as la te  afte rnoon  of the  next 
d ay  before th e y  got the  m eteorite 

ou t of the ground w here it h ad  buried  
itse lf e ight feet benea th  th e  surface. 
H en ry , th e  h ired  m an, h ad  to  d ig  a 
trench  abou t it, then  d rag  i t  out w ith 
the  s ta tion  w agon.

A nd then , w hen th ey  got it in to  the 
basem ent, a w elder h ad  to  come out 
from  town to  cu t in to  its  h a rd  m etal 
w ith a  to rch .

I t  h ad  been, roughly , ab o u t th ree  feet 
long and  e igh t inches in  d iam eter. 
Scarred  a n d  p itted , it was, from  its 
fiery flight th rough  the atm osphere. B ut 
even from  the  s ta r t ,  it had  been obvious 
th a t it w as no o rd in a ry  m eteor.

“ I t ’s from  L ee,” M ary  B laine said
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positively  m any  tim es.
A nd when it finally fell in tw o halves, 

h e r w om an’s in tu ition  w as found to  be 
co rrec t. F o r the  shell con ta ined  a 
v a rie ty  of ob jects. T h e re  was a  m an u 
scrip t, on s trange  buff-colored m ateria l 
th a t  w asn ’t  p a p e r; a  sheaf of m aps, 
ch arts , and  com puta tions; a  folded 
no te ; and  s tran g est o f all, tw o g rea t 
d iam ond-like jew els th a t  sp a rk led  and  
shone b rillian tly  as the  ligh t fell on 
them .

“ D iam onds 1” gasped M ary . “ B igger 
th an  any  on E a r th  . .

“ N o ,” sa id  D r. B laine slowly. “N o t 
diam onds. Ju s t  som e k ind  o f crysta l. 
B ut they  are  beau tifu l, a re n ’t  th e y ? ”

H e p icked  one u p  and w alked to  the 
light to  exam ine it. H e peered  in to  his 
carved  facets, and  an exclam ation b u rs t 
from  him .

“ M ary , look . . . ! ” he began.
“ R o b e rt,” she in te rru p te d  him . “ T h is  

note. F rom  Lee. H e ’s safe , an d  h ap p y  
— b u t,” her voice fell, “ he says he has 
no m eans to com e hom e . . her voice 
tra iled  aw ay. “O h, L ee, m y darling  
. . .” she m urm ured .

B laine took the  no te  from  h er and  
read :

“ D ear M ary  and  Bob (L ee  had  a l
ways called them  t h a t ) : ” it began. “ I  
am  on Z onara, and  I  have proved  all 
your theories. C h arted  p roof is included 
in  th is shell, and  the  s to ry  of m y a d 
ven tu res here. I  am  safe, b u t I  canno t 
re tu rn  to  E a rth . M y  m achine is 
w recked. I  am h ap p y , though , and 
w ould no t leave if I  could. I f  you  will 
look in to  the c rysta ls , you will find out 
w hy. Love to  you bo th . L ee .”

D r. B laine lifted  the  c ry sta l he still 
held  in his hand  and  s ta red  once m ore 
in to  it.

“ L ook, M a ry ,” he said  gently . “ Isn ’t 
she b e a u tifu l? ”

W onder in her eyes, M a ry  B laine 
peered  in to  the  c rysta l, and  a c ry  cam e

from  h er old lips, as she saw , deep  in 
its flashing dep th s, the  shim m ering  
im age of a  girl.

A tin y  figure a t f irs t; b u t soon the  
im age seem ed to  grow  u n til M a ry  
B laine alm ost im agined  she w ere look
ing th rough  a  w indow  a t  the  elfinly 
beau tifu l face of a lovely  g irl who s ta re d  
out a t her.

L ong h a ir  seem ed to  float in  the w ind, 
and deep blue eyes, filled w ith  e a rn e s t
ness, and  y e t w ith  a  laugh ing  jo y o u s
ness, looked into hers.

“ S he’s p e r fe c t!”  b rea th ed  M a ry . 
“ Oh, Lee, if  sh e ’s yours, th en  you  are 
h ap p y  th e re  on Z o n a ra !”

“ L ook h e re ,” sa id  R o b e rt B laine, 
hand ing  h e r  th e  o ther c ry sta l. “ I t ’s . . . 
L e e !”

L ooking  ou t o f th e  c ry sta l she saw  
the handsom e fea tu res  of Lee B laine, 
a lthough  an older, m ore m an ly  Lee 
B laine th a n  the  y o u th  w ho h ad  gone 
so b ravely  and  so foolishly in to  space 
th ree  y ears  before. H e seem ed ta ll and  
s trong  and  fully  developed. H is cheeks 
w ere tan n ed , an d  he w as h e a lth y  and 
sm iling and  happy . I t  w as alm ost as if 
he w ere speaking , so real w as the  im age 
confined in the  dep th s of the  m ysterious 
crysta l.

“ So m uch b e tte r th a n  our p ic tu re s ,” 
b rea th ed  M ary  . “H e  canno t ever be  far 
from  us w hile we have these . .  .”

“ Com e, M a ry ,” said  B laine. “ L e t’s 
go up sta irs  and  s it before th e  fire. Y ou 
can read  the  m anuscrip t. Y our eyes a re  
b e tte r  th a n  m ine. I ’ve spen t too  m any  
long hours a t  the  telescope . .

H e  p u t an  arm  a round  her shou lder 
and th e y  w ent upsta irs . T h e re  th ey  sa t 
before the  fireplace and  read  the m anu
sc rip t of L ee B laine , w ho w ent to  
E a r th ’s second m oon to  prove th a t  it 
really  ex isted; to  v in d ica te  his g ra n d 
fa th e r, D r. R o b e rt B laine, who listened  
now to his w ife’s c lear, q u ie t voice read 
ing the  s to ry  on the curious buff sheets
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th a t  had  crossed  the  void  from  440,000 
m iles aw ay in space.

A nd th is  is the  s to ry  o f Lee B laine 
an d  of A urita , the  D ru id  G irl o f Zona- 
ra :

CHAPTER I

A  World Beyond the Moon

J  A M  add ressing  th is , m athem atica lly
as close as I  can , to  m y  g ra n d fa th e r 

and  g ran d m o th er, D r. and  M rs. R obert 
B laine , of D elavan , W isconsin . H ow 
ever, if  it should  not reach them , b u t 
som eone else, I  will in troduce m yself.

I  am  an  o rphan . M y  nam e, Lee 
B laine. I  w as tw elve w hen m y fa th e r 
and  m other w ere k illed  in a lab o ra to ry  
explosion du rin g  a  resea rch  experim en t 
on atom ic pow er. A fte r th e ir  dea th , 
m y g ra n d fa th e r  devo ted  h im self to  me 
and  m y  scientific tra in ing .

A t tw en ty  I  w as a  techn ica l assis tan t 
to  a  fam ous C hicago inven to r. H e and  
I  w ere w ork ing  sec re tly  on artificial 
g rav ity  contro l. H e  w as a  believer in 
doing, n o t ta lk in g , so he insisted  on 
secrecy. A nd he h ad  been successful. 
W e h ad , in  the  lab o ra to ry , a  little  
tw en ty -foo t, one-m an space-rocket, if 
y o u  w an t to  call i t  th a t. A finned, 
tu b u la r  steelite  cy linder som e six feet 
in  d iam eter. As y e t un tested , b u t  we 
w ere su re  it w ould opera te  co rrectly .

Som e o f the technical d e ta ils  w ere 
m ine, b u t  I feel th a t it is n o t fitting  for 
m e to  give them  here. T h e  an ti-g rav ity  
force in  the  a lum ite-irid ium  alloys was 
the  w ork  of the  inventor. Y et, w ith  a 
hum orous sm ile on th is th in  lips— he 
w as a lread y  s ix ty  years old— he nam ed 
th e  m achine fo r me. H e called  it the 
B laine-rocket.

So m uch  for m e, Lee B laine, and  the 
orig inal B laine-rocket. Y ou who read  
th is  m ay  p e rh ap s  know  far m ore deta ils 
th a n  th a t, anyw ay  . . .

I  m ust get on to  the  factors th a t u l
tim a te ly  led to  m y first— and  last— voy
age in to  space in th a t B laine-rocket.

I t  all began w hen I  got a le tte r  from  
g ra n d fa th e r  B laine. I t  said  sim ply, 
am ong the  o th er hom ey th ings th a t a 
le tte r  from  the  “ fo lks” alw ays brings, 
th a t  g ra n d fa th e r’s th eo ry  of a  second 
m oon h ad  been re jec ted  by  the  A stro 
nom ical Society.

B u t th e  p ap e rs  sa id  m ore. F a r  m ore! 
T h ey  p icked  up the sto ry , and ov er; 
n igh t, because  of the  s trange  sense of 
hum or of a  conscienceless new spaper 
w rite r, i t  becam e the laugh of the  n a 
tion. “Astronomer MoonstruckI" ran  
the  headlines. “Sees Doublet"

F o r days the  nation  laughed  a t  the  
poor old m an  in W isconsin w ho claim ed 
to  have discovered a  new  m oon, a  sec
ond sate llite  of E a r th , o u t beyond  the  
o rb it of L una, som e 440,000 m iles aw ay. 
N o  o th e r astronom ers w ould su p p o rt the  
theory . N one  h a d  observed  it. N o t 
even G ra n d fa th e r h ad  seen it. B u t he 
could p rove its  existence to  his own sa t
isfaction . H e h ad  called  it  Zonara.*

* The existence of a second satellite has long 
been a question of debate by astronomers. Cer
tain perturbations in the orbit of Luna, and in 
the astronomical time calculations based on this 
body have led to the suspicion that somewhere in 
space a small body exists, or did exist, which also 
circled the Earth as a satellite. However, today, 
it is not thought that there is such a moon, in any 
size worthy of mention as a satellite. Yet, astron
omers feel sure that at one time in Earth's past, 
a second, and quite large moon did exist, and ^ps 
destroyed by some catastrophe, possibly by a wan
dering asteroid, like Eros, which approached very 
near the Earth recently, to within some 3,000,000 
miles.

In the Carolinas there are a series of meteoric 
craters, discovered by aerial photography, which 
indicate that the fragments of a large stellar body 
smashed down there in the dim past. Was it the 
second moon of Earth, falling in fragments, that 
gouged out these craters? Possibly, say astron
omers. They may be able to prove it someday, 
when computations now being made are com
pleted. As to the present existence of a second 
moon, they only shrug. It could be so, they ad
mit.—Ed.
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I  m yself believed th e re  w as a second  
m oon. M y  own fa th e r  h a d  su sp ec ted  
its existence, w hen  he h a d  been  help ing  
G ra n d fa th e r in  h is  o b se rv a tio n s. A 
tin y  a s te ro id , w ith  p e rh a p s  a  s tran g e  
form  o f a tm o sp h e re  incapab le  of re 
flecting su n lig h t, so th a t  its  sm all, d a rk  
ob ject h ad  n o t been  v isib le  in  E a r th  
telescopes. T h e y  h ad  lo ca ted  it a p 
p rox im ate ly , a n d  rem em b erin g , I  could  
recall som e of th e ir  co m p u ta tio n s. I  
could p o in t to  th e  sp o t in th e  sk y  w here  
it should be.

I  believed  in it so m uch th a t  th in k 
ing of it, an d  o f  G ra n d fa th e r ’s ju s tif ic a 
tion , one d a y  w hen  a  te s t  w as to  be 
m ade of th e  new  B la in e -ro ck e t, th e  in 
sp ira tion  cam e to  me.

^ " ^ R D IN A R IL Y , m y  em ployer, the 
in v en to r, w ould  hav e  gone on  the  

m aiden voyage h im self. B u t he w as 
six ty ; too  o ld  to  w ith s ta n d  th e  rig o rs  of 
such an  experience. So he  h ire d  a “ su i
c ide-vo lun teer”— a p ro fessio n a l h az a rd -  
m an  as  th e y  a re  called , to  te s t  o u r m ech 
anism  . . .

M y  idea w as sim ple. I  d e fra u d e d  
th a t h azard -m an  of his job . T h e  n ig h t 
before he w as to  m a k e  h is  flight, w hen 
a ll w as in  read iness , I  sn eak ed  to  th e  
take-off field, s tep p ed  in to  the  B laine- 
rocke t, and  b la s ted  off!

A fool s tu n t?  T h e  th o u g h tle ss  ac t 
of a  y oungster?  P e rh a p s , b u t w as it  
a n y  m ore though tless th a n  th e  “ s tu n t” 
of a  new spaper w rite r  w ho m ade  an  old 
m an  th e  laugh ing  s to ck  o f m illions?

I  th in k  I  need  n o t d e ta il th a t  p ioneer 
spacefligh t now. C e rta in ly  it is n o t im 
p o r ta n t  to  m y  n a rra tiv e  of ex p lan a tio n  
. . . I  w as unconscious su re ly  fo r the 
first h a lf  o f th e  tr ip , w ith  on ly  m y  y o u th  
a n d  s tre n g th  sav ing  m e. P e rh a p s  th e  
h a z a rd -m an  w ould n o t h av e  fa red  so 
well.

T h e  shock  of the  explosive take-o ff 
re n d e red  m e unconsc ious; I  w as well

bey o n d  th e  a ttra c tio n  o f th e  E a r th , p e r 
h ap s  being  pu lled  by  Z o n a ra  itse lf, 
w hen I  recovered .

T h e n  a t  la s t I  cou ld  see m y  d e s tin a 
tion . I  w as still w ith in  th e  g ian t cone 
o f th e  E a r th ’s shadow , w ith  th e  huge 
half-m oon  fa r  to  one side and  now  be
h in d  m e, w hen  slowly th e  d ra b , ro u n d  
d isk  o f  Z o n a ra  becam e visib le . A nd 
th e n  it  w as a  m o n stro u s, c lou d -b an k ed  
su rface , filling all th e  H eav en s u n d e r 
m e as w ith  re ta rd e d  ve loc ity  I  d ro p p ed  
dow n upon  it.

I  cou ld  see a  fo re s t a long  th e  edge 
o f a  lak e ; th e  lak e  itse lf  w ind ing  ab o u t 
w ith  m o u n ta in  p eak s  off to  one side. 
Y ou m ay  guess th e  p o u n d in g  o f  m y 
h e a rt, m y  tense  ex c item en t a s  now , in  
the  d im  effulgence o f th e  Z o n a ra  n igh t, 
I  cam e dow n u n d e r th e  c loud  b an k s  
w ith  th e  sm all, convex  su rfa c e  of th e  
little  w orld  close b en e a th  m e. D a rk  
little  m o u n ta in s , ragged  w ith  s ta r li t  
m etal sp ire s ; r iv e rs  a n d  little  lak es ; an d  
a  v a s t, b lu e -b lack  and  b row n fo rest, 
ly ing  in  p a tc h e s  . . . d a rk , m y ste rio u s. 
A nd q u e e rly  om inous . . .

I  h a d  th e  su d d en  feeling  of m enace, 
dow n th e re  in  th e  d a rk n e ss  o f th e  fo rest 
su rface . I t  w as as  th o u g h  th e  a u ra  of 
a  s tra n g e  fea r dow n in its  d e p th s  
reached  u p  a t  me . . .

J  C R A S H E D  th ro u g h  the  fo res t-to p
a n d  sm ash ed  th e  little  B la in e -ro ck e t 

to  th e  g ro u n d . In e x p e r t; an d  c e r ta in ly  
w ith  p rim itiv e  m echan ism s a t  m y  com 
m and . A t all even ts, ag a in  I  w as 
k n o ck ed  unconscious. F o r how  long  I  
do n o t know . T h e n  a t la s t I w as d im ly  
aw are  th a t  I  w as sm o th e rin g ; th a t  I  
m u s t get o u t o f th e  cy lin d er . . .

Z o n a ra !
M y  first aw areness  o f i t  w as th a t  I  

w as s tag g erin g  o u t in to  d a rk n ess . T h e  
a ir  w as s tra n g e ly  h eavy , ch ok ing  so th a t  
m y  head  reeled  and  san g  w ith  new  v io 
lence. I  fe lt m yse lf s in k in g  to  a  so ft,
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m ouldy  g round . T h e  lu sh  sm ell of veg
e ta tio n  w as in  th e  n ig h t a ir . W eird  
g n a rled  shapes o f tre e s  w ere th ick  
a ro u n d  m e; c lu ste rin g  a ir-v ines w ere 
like  tan g led  ropes everyw here— vines 
w ith  pods a n d  g re a t e lep h an t-ea red  
leaves.

A jung le  p rim eval. I  d id  no t q u ite  
s in k  b a c k  in to  unconsciousness th is  
tim e. I  recall th a t  over m y  head , far 
u p , fa in t s trag g lin g  s ta r lig h t w as v is 
ib le. A nd th e n  su d d en ly  I  tensed , 
s tru g g lin g  u p  on one elbow  a s  I  s ta red .

A  little  b row n sh ap e , w hite-lim bed , 
w as ru n n in g  u p  th e re  th ro u g h  th e  trees 
along  g ia n t boughs. A girl! I  gasped  
in u tte r  am azem ent. A lovely g irl, h u 
m an , h e re  on  a  t in y  w orld  th a t  E a r th  
a n d  h u m an k in d  d id n ’t even  su sp ec t ex 
is ted  ! I t  w as incred ib le .

She w as sw inging  dow n on th e  vines 
a s  she descended .

T h e  c rash  of m y  lan d in g  of course 
h a d  been  obvious. I  saw  her, fifty  feet 
over m e, a n d  to  one side, g rip  a  dangling  
rope-like  vine. A nd  as  she sw ung free, 
h e r  w eight cam e w ith  it in  a  g rea t sw ay
ing  arc . H e r  h a ir  an d  h er little  d rap ed  
b row n g a rm en t flu tte red . T h en  she 
lig h tly  s tru c k  th e  g round , w ith  her 
sk illed  m otion  so th a t  she k e p t on a t  a  
ru n  u n til she w as beside  me.

H e r  long  h a ir , gold am ong the  ta n 
g led  v ines an d  leaves, fell loosely  from  
h e r  h e a d , w ith  a  n igh t b reeze ripp ling  it 
lik e  a  c lo ak  ab o u t h e r b row n-clo thed  
bo d y — a  single, sim ple little  b row n g a r
m en t from  shoulders to  th ig h s, w ith  her 
p in k -w h ite  rounded  lim bs g listen ing  in  
th e  s ta r lig h t.

T h e re  w as fear upon  h e r  as  she 
g rip p ed  m e. F e a r  p e rh a p s  of m e— b u t 
it  seem ed no t so  m uch  th a t  a s  fea r of 
som eth ing  else. In  th e  d a rk n e ss  here  
she w as on ly  a  blob, m u rm u rin g  vehe
m en t, un in te llig ib le  w ords, w ith  her 
h an d s  pu llin g  fra n tic a lly  a t  m y ja c k e t.

CHAPTER II

A  Fight— and Flight— in the Dark

T C O U L D N ’T  u n d e rs ta n d  h er w ords.
B u t I  could u n d e rs ta n d  th e  fr ig h t

ened  g lances she c a s t over h e r shoul
d er, and  th e  p lea in h e r lovely  alm ond 
eyes, eyes th a t  w ere n o t O rien ta l, yet 
s tran g e ly  exotic. She w as a fra id  of 
som eth ing  th a t p u rsu ed  h e r— w as beg
ging m e to  save h er from  it. B egging 
m e, who w as also a  s tra n g e r, b u t ob
viously  less to  be feared  even  th o u g h  
unknow n, th a n  w hatever o r  w hoever 
m enaced  h er from  th e  fo re s t’s g loom y 
dep ths.

N ow  I  could  h e a r  a c rash ing , the  
sound of a bo d y  forcing its  w ay  th ro u g h  
th e  tan g led  vines. M irro re d  in h e r 
oval, g irlish  face ; obvious in th e  q u ic k 
en ing  pu lse  in  h e r  slim , w hite  th ro a t; 
r is ing  w ith  th e  p a n tin g  heave o f h e r  
young  b re a s t, w as added  te rro r  a t  the  
sound .

She u tte re d  a  low cry . U n m is ta k 
able. A c ry  for help .

I  sucked  in  m y b rea th . W h a tev e r 
follow ed her, I  w ould face it. I t  w ould  
be w o rth  facing, fo r the  chance to  look 
fu rth e r  on h e r  b e a u ty , so w eird , so fas
c in a tin g  . . .

A nd I  h ad  to  face  it now ; for in to  the  
tin y  clearing  b u rs t  . . .  a  m an! N o t 
a fancifu l m o n ste r, b u t  sim ply  a  m an. 
A g rea t, b ru ta l h u lk  o f  a  m an , h is evil 
face ca s t in  a n  en rag ed  m ask  of desire  
an d  passion.

H e  s topped  sudden ly , as he saw  me, 
b u t th en , befo re  I h ad  a  chance to  do 
m ore th a n  th ru s t  the  g irl beh ind  me, he 
th rew  h im se lf fo rw ard  again.

W ith  b one-crush ing  force he  sm ashed 
ag a in s t m e, an d  as I  w en t down, you th  
th a t I  w as, I  knew  th a t I  w ould be no 
m a tch  fo r h is b ru te  s tre n g th  in th e  k ind  
'of b a ttle  he  sough t to  wage. So I sc ram 
bled  fran tic a lly , a lm ost in  p an ic , to  roll
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aw ay  from  h is g rasp in g  a rm s, and  to  re 
gain  m y feet.

P e rh a p s , to  the  g irl, in th a t  in s ta n t 
it ap p ea red  th a t  I  w as a fra id .

A fra id ! Y es, I  w as. I  h ad  never 
fough t lik e  th is  before . I  w as u sed  to  
boxing, in  th e  g y m nasium , sp a rr in g  
ligh tly . H e re  w as an  o p p o n en t w ho 
w asn 't in te n t on g e ttin g  exercise. H e 
w as in te n t on one th in g  on ly— killing  
me.

B u t w hen he cam e u p  aga in , rush ing  
m e, I  d id  w h a t I  h ad  a lw ays done in  
the  gym nasium  rin g ; I  fe in ted , side
stepped , th en  sw ung from  th e  balls of 
m y feet . . . w ith  all th e  v igor o f m y 
o n e-hund red -seven ty  pounds in  a  punch  
for the  first tim e in  m y life! A nd I  
connected . S q u are ly  on  th e  p o in t o f h is  
b eard ed  ch in  m y  kn u ck les  lan d ed — and  
pa in  sh o t to  m y shou lder.

B u t su d d en ly  I  g loried  in  th e  p a in , 
for the  b ru is in g  h u lk  of a m an  w en t 
dow n in a  heap . I  knew  th a t  back  on 
E a r th  an y  m an  h it  like th a t  shou ld  have 
been dow n for the  coun t of ten . B u t 
to  m y am azem en t, n o t so w ith  th is  fe l
low. H e c lam bered  d ru n k e n ly  to  h is 
knees, shak ing  h is h ead  back  and  fo rth . 
A nd as he reeled  th e re , he bellow ed in  
en raged  violence.

Q N  m y arm  I  felt the  p ressu re  of so ft 
fingers, h ea rd  th e  g ir l’s  u rg ing , 

frigh tened  voice. She w as tugg ing  a t 
m e. W e w ere to  flee . . . w hile we 
had the  chance.

R u b b in g  m y s ting ing  k n u ck les , I  
tu rn ed , and  ra th e r  p re c ip ita te ly , ra n  a t 
h e r  heels, following h er beckon ing  fig
ure. T h e re  was som eth ing  a b o u t th a t  
b ru ta l fellow  th a t  chilled  m y blood.

K ille r! T h a t  w as th e  w ord. H e 
w ould  kill m e, or I  w ould hav e  to  k ill 
h im ! T h a t  I  d id  n o t w an t to  do. C ow 
a rd ice?  N o. I  w as y e t a  s tr ip lin g , u n 
used to  such a savage w orld  as th is. 
A nd m y in tu itio n , along  w ith  th e  p e r 

suasive  u rg in g  of th e  frig h ten ed  girl, 
to ld  m e th a t  m uch  of ex istence h ere  lay  
in  flight, w ith o u t a n y  d ishono r. So we 
fled, we tw o, in to  th e  n igh t.

A nd beh ind  us cam e th e  c ra sh in g  of 
p u rsu it.

I  sw ept th e  g irl u p  in m y  arm s. 
Q ueerly  w eightless, slim  little  b o d y ; on 
E a r th  I  w ould have  ju d g ed  such  a 
w eigh t to  be tw en ty  p o u n d s p e rh ap s . 
I  w ould  hav e  tried  to  c lim b in to  one of 
th e  trees , b u t her h an d  shoved  a n d  ges
tu re d . S h ining w ate r w as n e a r  us, som e 
tw e n ty  feet aw ay. I  ran  for it, an d  she 
m ad e  me p u t h e r  dow n, ru n n in g  w ith 
m e. W e p lunged  in . B eh ind  us th e  
m an  sto p p ed  a t  the  w a te r’s edge. H is 
p a n tin g , baffled cry  sounded— a  h ideous 
call. F o r a  m om ent he s tood  on th e  
sho re , th e n  he  tu rn e d , lunged  aw ay . 
T h e  u n d e rb ru sh  c rack led . T h en  
a b ru p tly  ceased ; he  w as w a iting  th e re , 
in  am bush .

In  the  w a te r beside m e, th e  g ir l’s pale  
face g leam ed w etly . She looked  u p  a t  
m e. H e r  so ft, cool h an d  w as on m y  
a rm , an d  she spoke in a m usica l series 
o f sy llab les. I u n d e rs to o d  w h a t she 
m ean t, from  h e r m otions. W e w ould 
have to  swim  on, if w e w ere to  escape.

T o g e th e r we sw am . I t  w as m uch  
like sw im m ing in E a r th -w a te r . W ith  
her gu id ing  m e, w e follow ed th e  jung le  
edge to  w here in  a  tan g le  of b ran ch es 
and  vines, a  v in e -lad d e r h u n g  from  high 
overhead . I  c lim bed  it;  am az in g ly  easy 
to  c lim b, w ith  m y  w eigh t h a lf  th a t  of 
E a r th  and  m y  s tre n g th  th e  sam e—  
clim bed  w ith  th is  am azing , lovely  g irl 
in to  a s tra n g e  tre e -to p  w orld  . . .

T  W A S gazing  upon  a tan g le  of vege
ta tio n — a g re a t sp read  of tan g led  

v ines, s tra n g e  huge leaves, p o d s and  
flow ers, m a tte d  h e re  in to  an  u n d u la tin g  
su rface .

A fo rest to p ! I  cou ld  see it p la in ly  
now  in  th e  s ta rlig h t. A  lush , tan g led
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ju n g le  o f g n arled , g ro tesq u e -sh ap ed  
tre e s  w ith  th e ir  crooked  b ran ch es  a n d  
a ir-v in es  so in te rm in g led  th a t  the  to p  
o f  it h e re  w as a  sp read in g , con tin u o u s 
su rface . T h e  d im  g ro u n d , b la c k  w ith  
shadow s, w as in  spo ts  fa in tly  d is tin 
g u ish ab le  a  h u n d re d  feet o r m ore  b e 
low  us.

A nd  lite ra lly , th is  p lace  w as a  village. 
V illage in  th e  tree -to p s!  H ere  th is  g irl 's  
p eo p le  liv ed , a n d  she h a d  com e b a c k  
now , e scap in g  from  a  s tra n g e  m an , sav 
age, n o t o f  h e r  peop le , y e t hu m an  as 
she. W h a t w as th e  m ean ing  of it?  
W h y  h a d  th e  m an  p u rsu ed  h er, beyond  
s im p ly  th e  d riv in g  u rg e  of h is v icious 
n a tu re ?  T h e re  h a d  been h a te , m ore 
th a n  ju s t  f ru s tra tio n  over h e r  escape , 
in  th e  bull-vo ice of th e  b e a rd e d  m an  as 
he h ad  p lu n g e d  b a c k  in to  th e  fo rest 
th e re  a t  th e  w a te r ’s edge.

M ore  to  th is  th a n  lay  on  the  su rface !
She spoke  to  m e, h e r  voice c lear a s  

silver now  th a t  th e  te r ro r  h a d  all gone 
from  it. I  u n d e rs to o d  n o th in g , b u t  I  
lis ten ed  e n tra n c e d , a n d  as h e r  people 
g a th e re d  a ro u n d  h e r, s ta r in g  a t  m e in  
w onder, a t  m y  s tra n g e  c lo thes, she  c h a t
te re d  to  th em  ex c ited ly , ev id e n tly  re 
co u n tin g  h e r  escape  from  th e  b e a s t-  
m an , an d  m y p a r t  in  th e  en co u n te r.

She to ld  th em , too , I  cou ld  see from  
h e r  g es tu re s , o f m y  B la in e-ro ck e t, 
sm ash in g  dow n in to  h e r w orld  from  th e  
skies.

B u t tir in g  o f i t  a ll, I  in te r ru p te d  h er. 
I  p o in te d  to  m yself an d  sa id :

“ Lee B laine. I  am  L ee  B laine . W ho 
a re  y o u ? ”

She b ro k e  in to  a d im pled  sm ile, and  
h e r  eyes m et m ine  w ith  a  new  an d  k in 
dling  in te re s t th a t  w as m ore th a n  ju s t 
cu rio s ity .

“ Lee B la - a - a in e ! ” she en u n c ia ted  
w ith  a  cu rio u s h es ita tio n  over the  u n 
fam ilia r sy llab les . T h e n  m ore sw iftly , 
an d  w ith  a  p e r t ,  p ro u d  m otion  w ith  one 
slim  a rm  th a t  in c lu d ed  s ta b b in g  herse lf

in  th e  b re a s t w ith  a  p o in te d  fo refinger, 
she  sa id : “ A u r i ta !”

I  sa id  it over, once, tw ice . A u rita . 
H ow  am azing ly  d esc rip tiv e ! W h a t it 
m e a n t in  h e r lan g u ag e , I  cou ld  no t 
know , b u t  how  close it  cam e to  E a r th ly  
“ a u r a ” ! So a p t;  like th e  flam e of h e r 
loveliness th a t  su rro u n d e d  her lik e  a 
halo .

“ A u r ita .”  She sa id  it  again , herse lf, 
e v id en tly  g re a tly  p leased  w ith  th e  w ay 
I  h a d  re p e a te d  it. A nd sudden ly  she 
lau g h ed , a lo u d , c lea r. T h e  tones echoed 
th ro u g h  th e  d a rk n e ss  of th is  s tra n g e  
tree-w orld . A nd  in sp ite  o f m yself, I 
found  th a t  I  w as laugh ing  too, w ith  
som e sh ee r ex u b eran ce  th a t  exuded  
from  h e r v e ry  p e rso n a lity . V ib ra n t; 
pu lsing  w ith  life she was. A nd y e t, b e 
yond  ou r la u g h te r , I  th o u g h t I  h e a rd  
the  th w a rte d  sh o u t of a  b u rly  b e a s t o f a 
m an, ly ing  in  w ait. Som ew here , over 
all th is  p ic tu re , w as  som eth in g  ev il . . . 
su spended , re a d y  to  d e s tro y  a ll such  
lau g h te r as  now ran g  from  th e  loveliest 
lip s on tw o w orlds.

CHAPTER III 

The Forest People

T M U S T  sum m arize  m any  E a r th -  
m on ths. E ig h te e n  o r  tw e n ty , p e r 

haps, th o u g h  I  lo s t coun t. T h e  
little  w orld  of Z o n a ra ?  I  can  give 
h e re  on ly  a  b rie f  sk e tc h  so th a t  you 
who read  th is  m ay  a t  le a s t t ry  to  u n 
d e rs tan d . M y  n ecessity , a n d  p e rh ap s  
th a t  th e  lan g u ag e  is o f fu n d am en ta l 
s im plic ity , m ade  it  possib le  for me to  
le a rn  it in  th a t  tim e . C e rta in ly  A u rita  
w as a  w illing, p e rs is te n t and  sk illfu l 
teach er. So I  sk ip  th o se  tw en ty  E a r th -  
m on ths of tim e, tra n s la tin g  th e  q u o ta 
tions o f m y  n a rra tiv e  a s  well as I  can  
in to  the  E n g lish  eq u iv a len t . . .

L ittle  Z o n a ra , second  sa te llite  of 
E a r th . Som e tw o h u n d re d  th o u san d
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miles outside the  o rb it o f the  M oon , it 
revolves a round  the  E a r th  once in a p 
proxim ately  fifty  E a rth -d a y s . P re 
senting, like the  M oon, alw ays the  sam e 
face to  the  E a r th , it has n e a rly  equal 
days and n ights, each of som e tw en ty - 
five E arth -hou rs . M ost of its sm all, 
convex surface is a b a rre n , rocky  w aste, 
w ith patches of forest. T h is  fo rest, in 
which A u rita ’s people lived, w as no 
more than  six ty  or sev en ty  m iles in  ex
tent.

T he F o res t P eop le : T h e re  w ere, I
understood, som e ten  th o u san d  of them , 
scattered  over the  fo rest-to p  in  little  
groups w hich could  be called villages. 
N early  half of them  w ere co n cen tra ted  
here in the  c ity  o f D reen .

S trange little  g roup  of h um ans, liv
ing here in th e  tree-tops.

A prim itive  people, these  tree-dw ell
ers of little  Z onara . Y et I found them  
possessed, n o t so m uch of a  p rim itiv e 
ness of m ind , b u t on ly  p rim itiv e  life, 
of necessity , and  p erh ap s  desire . N a 
tu re  on the  whole w as to  them  benefi
cent. T h e ir  needs an d  th e ir  w an ts 
were few. W a te r  cam e in the  form  of 
ra in ; food grew  in th e  tre e -to p s ; in 
some places th e y  engaged in ag ricu l
tu re  on the  g round . All p rim itiv e ; y e t 
I found th e ir  in te llec ts  fundam en ta lly  
the  equal, p e rh ap s  th e  superio r of m y 
own.

A nd th ey  w ere experim en ting  now 
w ith  science; rev iv ing  th e  w ork  of p a s t 
generations w'hich had  p rog ressed  as
tonishingly  in sca tte red , iso la ted  d irec
tions. B u t it h ad  been neglected , p ass
ing in to  tra d itio n , since, as A u rita ’s 
fa th e r— R u ler here  in the c ity  o f D reen  
— once to ld  m e w ith  h is  slow , quizzical 
sm ile, science seem ed only to  be leading 
them  in to  com plications w hich would 
m ake th e ir  w ay  of life less h ap p y . And 
I w onder if th a t  is no t an  iron ic  com 
m en ta ry  of our own g rea t civ iliza tion  
on E a rth !

'V jrE T , there  is an o th e r aspec t. P e r 
haps no h u m an s a re  destin ed  to  

exist w ithou t p rob lem s— m ost o f th e ir  
own crea tion . I t  w as a s tran g e  social 
o rd e r here , d rif tin g  now in to  its  ow n 
c re a te d  m enace. I  h ad  th o u g h t I  saw  
a  lu rk in g , subm erged  te rro r  in A u rita ’s 
eyes. I t  w as th e re . I  saw  it p la in ly , 
and  I  h ea rd  it  in h e r  voice, these m onths 
w hen she w as teach in g  m e h er la n 
guage. I  recall those  days w hen I  w as 
beg inn ing  to  u n d e rs ta n d  h er w ords . . .

“ I t  is com ing, L ee— bloodshed here  
— a tim e w hen m an  will s ta n d  aga in st 
m an  an d  tr y  to  k ill. A nd P ty a h , m y 
fa th e r , w ill n o t see th a t. A nd  old 
C aroh , h is C ounsellor, he ju s t  laughs. 
H e says th a t th e  N o n ites  will no t dare  
to  rebel, an d  w hy shou ld  th e y  n o t do 
th e  dangerous g round  w ork? O f w hat 
use in ou r w orld  is a  N o n ite , save to  
w ork  for us?  B u t th a t is w rong, L ee .”

“ N o n ite s? ” I  asked  her. “ W h a t a re  
th e y ? ”

She shook h er head , a  frow n on  her 
p re tty  face.

“ I t  is s tran g e  to  m e ,” she confessed. 
“ T h e y  a re— ju s t  d ifferen t. H ow , I  do 
no t know . E xcep t th a t th e y  a re  not 
m ale, o r fem ale, like o th er people. I t  
is no t th a t  th e y  are  q u ee r; th e y  a re  ju s t 
an o th e r k in d — a k ind  we do n o t exactly  
u n d e rs tan d . I  th in k  th a t  th e y  a re  equal 
to  us. B u t o th e rs  do no t th in k  so .”

“ B ut w here  do th e y  com e fro m ?” I  
w ondered.

“ F rom  th e  F o res t P eo p le ,” she  said. 
“ O ccasionally , in  a lm ost all of ou r fam 
ilies, th e re  is a child  bo rn  th a t  is n e ither 
m ale o r fem ale— n o t like us. W hen 
such a  one is bo rn , it is se t a p a r t from  
the  re s t o f the  fam ily , tra in e d  am ong 
its u n fo rtu n a te  fellows in to  the  lo t of a 
g round-w orker. A hum an  being— and 
y e t considered  here  n o t q u ite  hum an . 
A sexless T h in g , fash ioned  p a th e tica lly  
in its ow n m o u ld — a T h in g  o f m uscle, 
b ra in , b u t supposed  no t to  have  em o-
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tio n ; no  th o u g h t, no  w ish of its ow n b u t 
to  do  w h a t i t  is to ld .”

“W h a t h a p p e n s  to  th e m ? ” I  a sked  
cu riously . “ W h y  do you  feel so p e r
tu rb e d  ov er i t?  A fte r all, i t  is som e
th in g  y o u  c a n n o t con tro l. I t  w ould 
be  w rong  to  assum e th em  th e  sam e as 
y o u rse lv es, an d  m ake  th em  t r y  to  fit 
in to  a n  en v iro n m en t th a t  does n o t fit 
th e m .”

“ Som e o f th em  becom e s lav es,” Au- 
r i ta  ex p la ined . “ B u t m ost o f th em  a re  
b a n ish ed . T h e y  live in  v illages o f th e ir  
ow n. T h e y  a re  ou tcasts— sh u n n e d  by  
ev ery  one of th e  F o re s t People . T h e y  
a re  n o t p e rm itte d  to  re tu rn  to  th e ir  ow n 
fam ilies, excep t as slaves, and  th e n  on ly  
a few of th e m .”

A u rita  p au sed , h e r  eyes sad , a n d  filled 
w ith  th a t  m y ste rio u s fe a r  th a t  I  h a d  so 
o fte n  no ted . I  w as a b o u t to  q uestion  
h er a b o u t i t  w hen  she  w en t on.

“ B u t th a t  is w rong, L ee. A N o n ite  
— how  can  we sa y  w h a t i t  th in k s , w hat 
it feels? I t  is hu m an , Lee— as h u m an  
as we a re .” A u rita ’s little  face w as 
e a rn e s t a n d  h e r  eyes glow ed. “Y ou 
have  seen  th e  N o n ite s . Y ou know  we 
do n o t tr e a t  th e m  rig h t.”

I  h a d  indeed  seen  them . Several 
w o rk ed  h ere  in th e  b ig  dw elling  of 
w oven v ines an d  th a tc h , b o u n d  in to  the  
tree -to p s , w h ich  w as th e  R u le r ’s hom e, 
p e rch ed  a t  an  edge of D reen  n e a r  w here 
th e  fo rest ended  a t  th e  lak esh o re . T h e  
N o n ite s  w ere  a b o u t u p  to  m y shou lder 
in  h e ig h t. T a lle r , s tro n g er th a n  the  
m en h ere , w ith  w ell-fo rm ed  h ead s an d  
g lis ten ing  h a ir , a  face  c a s t in  h a n d 
som e m ould  excep t fo r a m ore pa llid , 
w h ite  sk in  a n d  a  cu riously  b lan k  ex
p ression . I t  w as as th o u g h  n a tu re  h ad  
g iven  th em  a  m ask  to  h ide  th e ir  em o
tio n s. B u t th e ir  eyes—

T  R E C A L L  th a t  one o f  them  cam e 
in to  th e  ru s tic  little  a p a r tm e n t w here 

A u rita  and  I  w ere ta lk in g , b ring ing  us

food a n d  d r in k  w hich she h a d  o rdered . 
T h is  one w as ca lled  Groff. I t  s tood  
resp ec tfu lly  serv ing  us. A nd  th e n  su d 
den ly  it sa id , to  A u rita :

“ Y ou and  th e  o th e r V irg in s— you 
hav e  p lan s to  h e lp  us N o n ite s? ”

“ O h yes, w e hav e  indeed , G roff— ” 
“ B ecause ,” th e  N o n ite  sa id , “ tw o 

m ore o f the  g ro u n d -w o rk ers  d isa p 
p ea re d  ju s t  befo re  th is  la s t tim e  of 
sleep . A nd I  h e a r  th in g s  am ong  m y  
people— ”

I  tensed . “ W h a t do  you  h e a r , 
G roff?”

I t  w en t su d d en ly  su llen . B u t the  
g leam ing, a lm ost p h o sp h o rescen t eyes 
of th e  N o n ite  se n t a  sh u d d e r th ro u g h  
me.

“N o th in g ,” G roff sa id . “ T h a t  is ju s t 
m y  idea  to  w arn  y o u .”

I t  tu rn e d  a n d  s ta lk e d  aw ay— s ta l
w art, p a le-w h ite  th in g  of r ip p lin g  m u s
cles, c lad  in  a  b r ie f  n o n d esc rip t w hite 
g a rm en t w ound  a ro u n d  its m idd le . T h e  
g h o stly  rep lica  o f a  h u m an  being . I  
have  seen g roups of th em  to iling  on  the 
g round  in  th e  s ta r lig h t. T h e y  look like 
p han tom s.

T h a t w as the  n ig h t w hen A u rita  to o k  
m e to  the  edge of th e  fo rest a little  
d is tance  beyond  th e  c ity  o u tsk ir ts , to  
show me th e  sp a r ite  c ry s ta ls . T h e  
sp a rite s  w ere fo u n d  in  th e  d is ta n t b a r 
ren  lan d s; th e y  h ad  been  know n to 
th e  m en  o f  science of fo rm er g en er
a tions. N a tu ra l  im age-receivers, th e y  
w ere  te rm ed  here .*

D ug  from  th e  g ro u n d , in  th e  d a rk , 
th e y  w ere ca re fu lly  w rap p ed  so th a t

* Obviously these crystals, like photographic 
film, are sensitive to light, and when exposed to it, 
undergo a chemical change which fixes the light 
rays in their depths, so that the scene they mirror 
upon first exposure is retained permanently in their 
interiors, and is visible, from all angles through 
their many facets. The uncanny crystals there
fore, present, at one and the same time, a three 
dimensional photograph of the scene impressed in 
them from all sides, and can be so viewed by 
simply looking through the different facets.—Ed.
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light d id  not touch  them . T h en , la te r, 
when opened to  th e  ligh t, they  received 
the light ray s of th e  scene a ro u n d  them , 
and m irro red  it p e rp e tu a lly  in  th e ir  
dep ths, like a  c ry s ta l p h o to g rap h .

W ith th e  en thusiasm  of a  child  she 
dug in to  th e  e a rth , finally  uncovering  
one of the  c ry sta ls . C are fu lly , w hile  I  
stood in bew ilderm en t beh ind  her in  the  
dark , she w rap p ed  i t  in  a  c lo th  an d  p u t 
it in a bag  she ca rried  slung  over h e r  
slim shoulder. T h e n  she dug  an o th er, 
and w hen we cam e from  th e  fo rest, in to  
the tree tops, she explained  to  m e.

“T h ey  will c a p tu re  our im ages, w ith  
light. All we need do is look in to  them  
and step  in to  th e  m oon ligh t.”

She h an d ed  one to  m e, an d  then  
took the o ther herself.

“ Smile in to  i t ,” she sa id  na ively , “ so 
th a t you will look n ic e !”

T h en  we w alked  o u t o f the  d a rk  in to  
a m oonlit p a tch  in  a  c learing . A nd  as 
I  s ta red  in to  the  c ry s ta l, I  saw  m ir
rored in its d ep th s  m y  ow n fea tu res , 
smiling back  a t m e. A nd th e y  grew  
clearer, resolved from  shadow y d im 
ness to spark ling , m oonlit c la rity . I  
gasped.

There, w ith in  th a t c ry s ta l, m y im age, 
clear as the c ry s ta l itse lf, an d  eerie in 
its naturalness! A nd th ough  I  w as no 
longer smiling, b u t am azed , th e  im age 
did not change. As it h a d  first received 
m y image it rem ained— p erm an en t, 
w onderfully  real and  p e rfec t in ev ery  
detail.

I  snatched  her c ry s ta l from  h e r and  
looked  in to  it. T h e re  she w as, every  
lovely featu re  of h e r, sm iling  back  a t 
m e.

“ I t  is y o u rs ,” she m urm u red . “ So 
th a t  you will alw ays be  ab le  to  see me 
w hen you  w ish . . .”

“ I t— it is beau tifu l, A u rita ,” I  m u r
m ured.

I  touched  her, w ith  som e of m y  em o
tion undou b ted ly  s tam p ed  upon  m y

face, b u t she d rew  aw ay  w ith  a  sudden , 
h a lf-frig h ten ed  v irg inal tim id ity . She 
h ad  alw ays been  like th a t. A nd yet 
th e re  were tim es w hen she w ould  gaze 
a t m e slan tw ise, w ith  h e r  d a rk  eyes 
im pish as  though  to  p rovoke  m y  love- 
m ak ing  . . .

“L e t u s  go down to  th e  castle-cliff 
and  look  over the  la k e ,”  she said  h as tily  
now. “ W e can  see th e  island w here m y  
b ro th e r, a n d  his colleagues w o rk .”

CHAPTER IV

Aurita's Fear Explained

T  H A D  m et h e r b ro th e r, R a a lt— a 
slim , handsom e young  fellow  nearly  

as ta ll  as m yself. Several h u n d red  of 
the  young  virg ins here  in D reen  had  
long ago sw orn th a t  th e y  w ould do all 
they  could  to  h e lp  th e  N o n ite s ; and  
R a a lt  h ad  fe lt th e  sam e. H e  w as one 
of ten  young  m en w ho w ere w ork ing  
now in a  sc ien ce-lab o ra to ry  w hich had  
been estab lished  on a  sm all is lan d — a 
honeycom bed rock like a  little  g ib ra lta r  
in the  lake som e tw en ty  m iles d is tan t.

I t  w as called  C astle-C liff. T h e y  
w ere w ork ing  th e re  on a  v ib ra tion - 
beam . T ra d itio n s  of i t  had  com e dow n 
from  fo rm er g en era tio n s; old a p p a ra 
tu s  h a d  been found. A  v ib ra tion  w hich 
d issolved an y  living tissue  w ith  w hich 
for a  m om ent o r tw o it  cam e in  con
ta c t. A w eapon to  use ag a in s t the  
c rim inals— such as  th e  b e a s t m an  w ith 
w hom  I  h ad  fought th a t  first d ay  I 
landed  on Z onara . T h e n  th e  V irgins 
and  ch ild ren  could v en tu re  on the 
g round  in sa fe ty ; ag ric u ltu re  w ould be 
m ore extensive. All th e  F o res t People 
w ould be benefited . T h e  tree-tops 
g radually  could be ab an d o n ed ; the  
g round  a t  la s t  w ould be h ab itab le .

F a tu o u s  h u m an s! As th ough  a 
w eapon like th a t  would be used  only 
for such a purpose! O ur w hole his-
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to ry  of e a r th  has d em o n stra ted  th e
con tra ry .

“ Y ou see ,”  A u rita  told m e w ith  her 
g irlish  en thusiasm . “T h a t we have 
prom ised the  F o res t People. N ever 
will th e re  be danger to  them  again. 
M y b ro th e r  and  I— we persuaded  m y 
fa th e r and  his C ounsellors th a t  the 
w eapons m u st be m ade. O ur flying 

J tn iv es* — th ey  are  really  useless ag a in st 
the  c rim in a ls .”

I w ondered  aga in  ab o u t these beast 
m en, b u t I  h a d  no o p p o rtu n ity  to  ques
tion  h e r  now.

R a a lt  and th e  young  m en w ith  him  
w ere ju s t finishing the  p ro jec to rs . A 
dozen o r m ore of them , w ith  an effec
tive range o f som e five h u n d red  feet

A u rita  and  I ,  th a t  s ta r lit  n igh t, w ent 
dow n a little  p a th  lead ing  to  a  tunnel- 
m outh  en tran ce  to  the  inner g ro ttos 
some miles dow n the  lake.

A nd th en  sudden ly , on th e  p a th  A u
rita  g rip p ed  me.

“L ook Lee— how s tra n g e — one of 
R a a lt’s com panions— ”

T h e  figure h ad  ab ru p tly  appeared  
com ing along th e  p a th . H e seem ed 
lurch ing , s taggering , as though  perh ap s 
he h ad  been d rink ing  too  m uch  polka 
— intox icating  beverage, m ade from  the  
pu lp  of tree-pods. W e held  ou r b rea th s  
as we w atched  him  w ith  his u n stead y , 
lu rch ing  steps. T h e n  he staggered  off 
the  p a th , in to  a p a tch  of shadow  w here 
he seem ed to  fall. W e w aited , b u t he 
d id  n o t rise.

Q ueer. Surely  R aa lt an d  his young  
m en w ere w orking too h a rd  ou t there  
to  b o ther w ith  polka. I  m et A u rita ’s 
w h ite -faced  s ta re .

* Flying knives—a naked handle-less curved 
blade shaped like a boomerang, about a foot long. 
It is double-edged, pointed at both ends. The 
blade is hurled by a little sling, rotating, and is 
used mainly to kill tree-reptiles and to cut down 
birds of prey in the forest which served as human 
food. The Virgins are all adept with them—Ed.

“ H e — looked d ru n k ,”  she said. “ On 
th e  m ain land , on a sp ree  . .

I  nodded.
“ W ell— ” I  sa id . “T oo b ad — ”
W e w ere ab ru p tly  too p e rtu rb e d  to 

voice our though ts. T o  us bo th  it had  
seem ed, for days now, as though  some 
unseen m enace w ere descending  upon 
our little  w orld. F orces here , brew ing 
w ith an  a u ra  of evil th a t  you cou ldn ’t  
m iss. T he  sullen , re sen tfu l N o n ites; 
R a a lt’s dissolving beam — leth a l w eapon 
seem ingly so out of p lace in  th is  qu ie t, 
p rim itive  little  realm — so fa tuous of us 
to  th in k  th a t  it w ould only  be used 
aga in st th e  crim inals!

A u rita  seem ed to  read  m y tum ultous 
sweep of though ts.

“T h e  m en of c rim e ,” she b u rs t out 
ab ru p tly . “O h Lee, I  am  so a fra id  of 
them — o u t th e re  on th e ir  island-ring . 
A fraid  of them — all m y life .”

T  D R E W  her down beside  m e on  the 
rocks beside the  pa th .

“ W hat is it, A u rita ,” I  asked . “ W hat 
is it th a t you fear so m u ch ?”

She looked a t  m e, h e r  eyes troub led . 
T h en  she spoke. S trange s to ry  she told 
me th e re  in  the  m oonlight. Incred ib le . 
B u t tru e ; I  could  see it in the  tre m 
bling of her lips as  she  spoke.

“ I t  is ou r c iv iliza tion . Som ething 
w rong w ith  it. T o  m ost o f us, it is the 
N on ites who are  the cause of all the 
trouble . Y et, to  a  few of us, the real 
answ er is obvious. B u t w hat can  we do 
ab o u t i t— unless, soon, th e  new  w eap
ons a re  read y  . . .”

“ A h !” I  in te rru p te d . “ I  knew  i t ! ”
“ K new  w h a t? ” She looked a t  me 

puzzled.
“ N ev er m ind ,” I  said . “L e t me hear 

m ore .”
“ I ’ve called them  crim inals. A l

though  am ong the  F o res t People th e re  
is no crim e. N o  th e ft, no m u rd er—  
th a t is ,” she am ended  h as tily  “ un til
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la te ly . A m ong us th e re  is on ly  one 
im p o rta n t class o f c rim inal. T h e  
k id n a p e r.”

“T h e  k id n a p e r? ” I  frow ned.
“Y es. I t  is a  crim e ag a in st both  

th e  ch ild ren  an d  th e  V irgins. I t  is 
p u n ish ab le  b y  life-exile. T h e  real 
crim e is k id n ap in g  of ch ild ren , b u t it 
has  com e to  include th e  V irg ins too, 
because  th e y  too  could  be of th e  sam e 
use  to  th e  k id n a p e rs  . . .”

“ I d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d  . . . ”  I  began .
“ Y ou will. R em em ber the  m an  you  

fo u g h t th e  d ay  you cam e to  Z o n a ra?  
H e w as a  k id n ap e r, sen tenced  to  life- 
exile because  he tr ie d  to  m ake  advances 
to  a g irl. L itt le  evidence of in ten t to  
k id n a p  is necessary . O nly  the  g ir l’s 
s ta te m e n t, w ith  p e rh ap s  a  few  co rro b o 
ra tin g  s ta tem en ts .

“ Som e th re e  h u n d re d  k id n ap e rs  are  
in  exile now. T h e y  a re  on a  little  
is land  n e a r  th e  one w here m y  b ro th e r, 
R a a lt  is w orking. I t  is w here th e  castle  
cliff tu rn s  a  sw eeping r ig h t angle, and  
the  lake b roadens in to  a g rea t fo rty - 
m ile, a lm ost c ircu la r expanse. I t  is in 
th e  c e n te r  o f th is  expanse, a  lone island 
o f a  few  h u n d re d  acres.

“ T h e re  is a  little  soil th e re ; a  few 
s tu n te d , gnarled  trees, w ith  v ines, pods 
and  flowers. C rim e Is lan d , we call it. 
T h e  th re e  h u n d re d  k id n a p e rs  have 
been  b an ish ed  th e re ; th ey  live in  crude 
stone  and  th a tc h e d  dw ellings; grow  a 
little  food. A nd  a t  in te rv a ls  food and  
m inor necessities a re  ta k e n  to  them . 
N o  o ffender is supposed  to  bu ild  a 
w a te rc ra f t  an d  leave th e  island . T h a t  
is a  crim e pun ishab le  b y  d ea th . A nd 
y e t, th e y  do  leave— m ore now  th a n  
ever . . .”

I  in te rru p te d  her now.
“ B u t w hy k id n a p e rs? ” I asked . 

“ W h a t can  th e y  possib ly  gain  from  
k idnap ing . I s  i t  ransom ? I  d id n ’t  even 
know  you h ad  m oney h e re ? ”

“ M oney?  W h a t is th a t?  N o , we do

no t have i t  h e re , w h a tev er it is. T h e  
reaso n  for th e  k id n ap in g  is because of 
th e  N on ites. Y ou see, i t  is a  law  am ong 
th e  F o res t P eople th a t  an y  N o n ite  cou
p le  who shall m a rry  an d  b ear a no rm al 
h u m an  child , shall th e re b y  rega in  th e ir 
s ta tu s  as hum an  beings, a n d  be freed  
e ith e r from  s lavery  or exile. T h u s, 
th e  crim e of k id n ap in g , w hich is the  
w orst crim e th a t  can  be com m itted  on 
Z o n ara , has  becom e p rev a len t. B abies 
a re  stolen!^ delivered  to  the  N o n ite s  w ho 
w ish to  escape th e ir  exile, o r be freed  of 
th e ir  se rv itude , an d  th e y  p ass  it off as 
th e ir  own ch ild .”

“ I  see,” I  sa id  slow ly, th e  lig h t b re a k 
ing over m e now. “ B u t w h a t of the  
V irg in s?”

“ T h ey  a re  k id n ap ed  to o ,”  she sh u d 
d ered , “and  they  are  never seen again. 
I t  is believed b y  m ost o f us th a t  they  
a re  forced to  m a rry  a  c rim in a l of the 
C rim e Is lan d , and  th e ir ch ild ren , being 
no rm al hum an  ch ild ren , so ld  to  the  
N o n ite s  in re tu rn  fo r som eth ing , som e 
favo r, th a t  we h a v en ’t  d iscovered  y e t. 
R a a lt  th in k s  th ey  are  dealing  in  w eap 
ons— flying knives, boats . . . b u t we 
do no t know  for su re .”

She w as s ilen t for a  m om ent, then  
she s ta r te d  up.

“ W e m ust go back  to  D re e n ,” she 
sa id  sw iftly .

“ Y ou going to  te ll y o u r fa th e r  w hat 
we saw ?” I  suggested.

“ N o. Y ou an d  I— we m u st go to  the  
island  an d  see R a a lt .”

A  desire to  sh ield  h e r  b ro th e r  and  
his com panions, b ecause  th a t  m ight 
have  been a  d ru n k en  m an  we saw !

r J P H E  tree -to p  ta n g le  sw ayed w ith  a 
A little  rising n igh t-w ind  as  we fol

lowed one o f th e  th a tc h e d  bridge-like  
p a th s . A  sto rm  com ing? T h en  the  
c ity  o f D reen  show ed in the  s ta rlig h t 
befo re  us.

F a n ta s tic  little  g ro u p  of hum an  h a b 
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ita tions. M ound-shaped  little  dw ell
ings of brow n an d  p u rp le  th a tc h , roped 
in to  the  tree-tops like  b ird s ’ n es ts . A t 
different levels; in li t t le  g roups, o r 
s tru n g  in rows. P la tfo rm s  w ere  in 
fron t of some, w here  th e  people lounged 
in the s ta rlig h t. L a d d e rs  a n d  roped 
vines connected  t h e m ;  th a tc h e d  
paths a t in te rv a ls  lay  like  s tre e ts ;  and  
a t lower levels o th e r s tru n g  p a th s  w ere 
alm ost like little  tu n n e ls  th ro u g h  the  
lush tangle o f foliage.

F lim sy c ity . I t  h a d  th a t  a p p ea ran ce  
now as it sw ayed , u n d u la tin g  gen tly  
in the rising  n igh t-w ind . T o rc h lig h t 
showed th ro u g h  th e  side openings of 
the la rger dw elling , roped  in to  th e  
branches of one of the  h ig h est trees , 
which w as A u rita ’s hom e. W e found  
A urita’s fa th e r th e re , w ith  C aroh , h is 
chief C ounsellor. A nd  T o rm , C a ro h ’s 
son.

T orm  was sp e a k in g  as  we en te red . 
He was a  ta ll you n g  fellow , nearly  m y 
own heigh t; w ide-shou ldered , pow erfu l. 
H is face, w ith  h igh -b ridged  nose, wide 
thin slit of m o u th  a n d  th e  q u eer s lan t 
eyes, was considered  h andsom e m as
culinity here. H is  w ell-m uscled  figure 
was clad in sh o rt, b row n le a th e r  ja c k e t 
and a round, p u rp le  low er g a rm en t, 
knee length. T h e  in sign ia  o f his ran k  
as sub-C ounsellor w as a  varico lo red  
band  of fabric w hich he  w ore a ro u n d  
his forehead, b ind ing  h is b row n  tang led  
h a ir  which fell long ab o u t his ea rs  and  
was cu t a t the b ase  of h is  neck.

“ I f  the V irgins h ad  no t p rom ised  so 
m u ch ,” Torm  w as say ing , “ th e n  w ould 
the  N on ites  perh ap s n o t hav e  go tten  
these  ideas.”

“ T h e  N on ites w ill do as th e y  are 
to ld ,” old P ty ah , A u r ita ’s fa th e r , re 
to rte d . “ I  shall call them  and  ta lk  to  
them . T w o  of them  dead , m yste riously  
m urd ered ?  A nd w h a t is th a t?  T h e  
o thers  shou ld  be th a n k fu l i t  was not 
th e y .”

O ld P ty a h  looked a t C a ro h  for a p 
p ro b a tio n .

L ong  ago I  h ad , I  th in k , co rrec tly  
ju d g ed  these  tw o  m en. A u rita ’s fa th e r , 
ill now , w eak  of w ill, w ith  the  tra d itio n s  
of th e  social o rd e r here  the  on ly  th ings 
in  h is m ind . B u t th is  C aro h  w as d if 
fe ren t. A schem ing  fellow  of p e rh a p s  
fifty . W hatever, his p u rp o se , c e rta in ly  
on  E a r th  I  w ould no t have tru s te d  him  
w ith  a  m in im um  copper coin, even 
though  it w as co u n te rfe it. N o r  h is  
son , T o rm .

O r w as th a t  because I  w as jea lous?  
T o rm  ce rta in ly  w as a  handsom e, sw ag
gering  fellow  here . A nd of a ll the  
y o ung  v irg in s , I  could  n o t m iss th a t  i t  
w as A u rita  to  w hom  he  w as m ost a t 
ten tiv e .

W E, sa t fo r a  tim e listen ing  to  th e  
ta lk . T h e  N o n ite s  seem ed upon 

th e  verge o f rebe lling— a  th in g  u n p re c e 
d en ted , u n th in k ab le .

“ I f  a n y  N o n ite  d a re s  reb e l,”  C aroh  
w as say ing  g rim ly , “ I  w ill toss th a t 
N o n ite  off th e  castle-cliff w hile th e  re s t 
o f th em  w atch . T h a t  will fix th e m .”

“ T h a t  you  will n ev er d o ,” A u rita  said  
ab ru p tly .

“ T h e  V irg in s ,” C aro h  re to rte d , “ ta lk  
too  m uch. I f  th e y  h a d  n o t s ta r te d  th is 
tro u b le , en co u rag in g  th e  N o n ite s— ”

I  drew  A u rita  aw ay. O u tside  the  
w ind w as still rising . I f  we w ere go
ing to  see h e r  b ro th e r , c e rta in ly  we 
shou ld  be s ta r tin g . T o rm  follow ed us 
to  the  door-oval. H e to o k  m e aside.

“ Y ou n ev er sp eak  to  p u t  y o u r w ord 
in to  ou r a ffa irs ,” he sa id . “ P e rh a p s  
you a re  r ig h t.” H e g lanced  a t  A u rita  
an d  low ered  h is  voice. “ T h e  V irg ins 
m ean  well— I agree  w ith  th em , of 
course. B u t— you m ig h t as  well know  
it, Lee— I am  m ore w orried  over th is  
th in g  th a n  I  will sa y .”

“ So am  I , ” I  agreed .
“ Y our flying p la tfo rm ,” he said .
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“ Y ou hav e  it n e a rly  read y ?  S urely  
a  w onderfu l th ing— especia lly  for us 
m en who can n o t ride  th e  a e r ite s .” *

“ Y es, a lm ost re a d y ,” I  evaded . I t  
w as com ple te ly  read y , th o u g h  A u rita  
an d  I  h ad  n o t y e t te s te d  it— a little  
p la tfo rm  w hich  I had  c o n stru c ted  from  
th e  g ra v ity  p la te s  o f th e  w recked  
B la in e-ro ck e t in w hich I  h ad  com e from  
E a r th .

“ T h a t  is good ,” T o rm  said . “ I  shall 
be g lad  to  try  it w ith  y o u .”

W e got aw ay  from  him  p re se n tly ; de
scended  a  v ine -ladder to  w here  Au- 
r i ta ’s sm all b o a t w as a t  th e  lakesho re  
— a  n arro w , can o e-sh ap ed  hu ll som e 
th ir ty  feet long. I t ’s bow  w as decked  
over fo r a  little  sh e lte r. I t  h ad  a  t r i 
angle  of th a tc h  for a  crude  sa il. I t  w as 
a  b u o y an t, frag ile  l ittle  vessel, lig h t as 
th o u g h  bu ilt o f co rk . W ith  a  fa ir  fol
low ing w ind it  cou ld  m ake  a ston ish ing  
speed ; o r  w ith  ad v erse  w ind , be pad- 
d ied  like a  canoe.

W e sa t in  th e  s te rn , w ith  the  w ind 
now  beh in d  us. Soon th e  flickering 
lig h ts  of D reen  w ere fad in g ; th e  d a rk  
b lo b  o f th e  forest-edge m erged  in  the  
gloom .

F o r  a  tim e we d id  n o t ta lk . B eside 
m e A u rita  sa t s tee rin g , s ta r in g  g rim ly  
ah ead . T h e  w ind f lu tte red  h er long 
golden h a ir  fo rw ard  over h e r  shou l
ders . I t  b ru sh e d  m e, an d  m y  fingers 
en tw in ed  in  one o f i ts  so ft tre sses  th a t 
lay  on th e  se a t be tw een  us.

“ T h is  could  a lm o st be on E a r th ,” I 
sa id  so ftly . M y  w ords m ingled  w ith

* Aerites—giant birds, brown and white with 
great green wings, spreading a full fifteen feet. 
Almost like a hawk, with strange huge-beaked 
head and sharp, pointed ears. However, they are 
really gentle creatures of the forest-top. At Dreen, 
Aurita’s city, many of them are domesticated. 
They have at least the intelligence of an Earth 
dog—the same obedience and willing loyalty. The 
young Virgins of Dreen, weighing what on Earth 
would he no more than twenty pounds, often ride 
the aerites. But the men, more than twice as 
heavy, could not be carried by the willing birds. 
—Ed.

th e  sigh ing  of th e  w ind an d  the  slap  
o f th e  w a te r  a g a in s t o u r bow. “A u
r i ta  d e a r— ”

A lm ost like  E a r th ?  A s though  to  
belie m y  w ords, to  one side o f us, above 
th e  c lose-curv ing  horizon  o f th is  con
vex little  w orld , a  flash of red  lig h t
ning sp lit th e  sky . A nd th e n  cam e the 
boom ing, eerie  c rack  of muffled re v e r
b e ra tin g  th u n d e r. A red -sto rm  com - 
ing  . . .*

“ Lee— look th e re — ”

C H E  g estu red  ah ead  of us. T h e  w a
te ry  horizon  w as no m ore th a n  tw o 

E a rth -m ile s  aw ay . A b o a t com ing 
tow ard  us h a d  su d d en ly  ap p eared . A 
b o a t, sm alle r th a n  ou r ow n, being  pad- 
died in to  th e  w ind. W e w ere u p  to  it 
in a m om ent. I t  w as A u r ita ’s b ro th er, 
a lone in th e  s te rn . I  d ropped  our sail 
and  we b ro u g h t the  b o a ts  toge ther. 
R a a lt  w as pa llid , shak ing .

“O ne o f ou r m en found  s ta b b e d ,” he 
gasped . “ A flying k n ife  th a t cu t in to  
h is  s id e .”

T h a t s tag g erin g  m an  we h ad  seen on 
the  p a th ! Q u ite  ev iden tly  he h ad  been 
b leed ing  from  the  w ound, h ad  been  t r y 
ing  to  ge t back  to  h is  b o a t, to  h is  com 
p an io n s , an d  h a d  fa llen  in th e  shadow s 
beside th e  p a th , w here  la te r  R a a lt  h ad  
found  him .

“ H e  w as ju s t  d y in g ,” R a a lt  w as g asp 
ing. “ H e w as ju s t ab le  to  m u rm u r— an 
ex ile— escaped  from  the  is lan d  o f  crim e 
-— w ho k illed  h im !”

* Red-storm—On Zonara electrical storms are 
different than on Earth. The quality of the at
mosphere makes the lightning flare brilliant crim
son, possibly because of a high neon content, and 
the chemicals that make for red in the electrical 
discharge. These storms are quite violent, and 
whip up terrifying winds that rise and die with 
devastating suddenness. The spectacle of a red- 
storm in full sway is a magnificent, though terrible 
one. The heavens are a continual flare of rolling, 
blood-red, moiling with scudding clouds. And the 
thunder, too, is a particularly ear-piercing, crack
ling kind.—Ed.
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T he k idnapers  h ad  d a re d  to  leave 
their island o f crim e 1 T h ey  w ere
roam ing loose, killing! . . .  I t  w as as 
though the red  ligh tn ings a t the  h o ri
zon were a  sym bol of th e  c rim son  to r 
ren t th a t  now  w ould  engu lf ou r little  
world! T h e  m en of crim e; th e  u n fo r
tunate  N o n ite s ; th e  a ltru is tic , c ru sa d 
ing v irg ins . . . D iverse  h u m a n  m o
tives, b rew ing  here  for so  long in  th is 
little  cau ld ro n — sim m ering  w ith  an  
au ra  of im pending  h o rro r . . .

A nd now it  h ad  b ro k en  loose!

CHAPTER V 

Grotto of Death

' I X / 'E  s ta re d  num bed a t  R a a lt , w ith  
' th e  red  ligh tn ings flash ing  again  

a t the  horizon an d  ou r little  boats bob
bing on th e  w aves in the  ris ing  w ind. 
I  had  w ith m e a  single sm all w eapon 
which I  h ad  b ro u g h t from  E a r th — a l i t 
tle  hea t-gun , capab le  of d rilling  a hole 
th rough  a  m an  a t a d is tan ce  up  to  
som e th ir ty  feet. F u tile  w eapon in 
deed, w ith  w hat seem ed upon  us now.

“ A nd th a t  m u rd e re r, he escaped  from  
y o u ? "  A u rita  w as saying.

M u rd e re r!  T h e  very  sound  of th e  
w ord m ade b o th  of them  shudder. 
T h e re  h ad  been no m u rd e re rs  here  on 
little  Z onara .

“ Y es," R a a lt  agreed . “ W e searched  
our rock. H e  m u st have  com e and 
gone in  a  boat. B u t th e re  a re  so m any 
caves— the  rest of us w ere search ing  
still when I le ft to  ge t he lp  from  D reen . 
W e have  no boat there  ju s t  now big 
enough for us all, and  the  w eapons.” 

“ T h e  p ro jec to rs  a re  re a d y ? ” I  d e 
m anded .

“ Yes, for th e  c rim inals. T h e y  will 
w ork— th ey  will kill th e  m u rd e re rs— ” 

A no ther s ta b  of th e  red  ligh tn ing  
flashed up from  th e  ho rizon— a g rea t 
fo rked  crim son s tre a k . I t  s tru c k  the

sullen , scudding  purp le  clouds, p a in ted  
them  w ith  crim son. A nd fo r th a t  sec
ond, p u t a  blood-red  s ta in  upon  us all.

A u rita  w as g ripp ing  me.
“ Oh, L ee— w h a t shall we do? O ur 

b o a t here— so big, h a rd ly  could  wre 
shove it ag a in st th is  w ind to  g e t b ack  
to  D re e n .”

“ I  will go to  D re e n ,” R aa lt p u t  in. 
“ M y sm alle r b o a t— I can  hand le  it if 
I  s ta r t  now. A nd tell th em  in D reen  
th a t  ou r p ro jec to rs  a re  read y . N ev er 
aga in  will th e re  be danger on the  
g round  for th e  F o re s t P eop le .”

D an g e r?  M y m em ory w ent back  to 
th e  sullen  N o n ite , Groff. T h e  N on ites  
w ere sm ouldering  w ith  rebellion  now. 
T h e ir  resen tm en t h ad  s ta r tlin g ly  in
creased  w ith in  th e  la s t few days. W as 
th e re  som e connection  betw een  th a t  
and  th is exile w ho h ad  d ared  leave his 
is land  of crim e an d  com m it m urder?  
R a a lt  a n d  A u rita  w ere gazing  a t  me—  
b o th  of th em  so young— looking to  me 
to  say  w hat should  be done. I t  was 
th e  first tim e in  th is  w orld  th a t  anyone 
ever h ad  done th a t . M y  w orld  
now  . . .

“ I ’ll go on to  th e  castle-cliff,” I  sa id  
a b ru p tly . “ T h e  p ro jec to rs  m u st be 
m oun ted , m ade ready . R a a lt, you tak e  
A u rita— go to  D re e n — te ll y o u r fa th e r 
th e re  is d an g e r— real danger. H ave 
th e  young  m en of D reen  organ ize  to 
w atch  th e  N o n ite s .” I  leaned  tow ard  
h im  so th a t  p e rh ap s A u rita  w ould not 
hear. “ H av e  those young  m en  arm ed  
w ith  the  flying kn ives. I f  an y  N onite  
causes tro u b le— th a t  N o n ite  m ust be 
k illed , you  u n d e rs tan d ?  I t  m ay  p re 
c ip ita te  th ings, b u t I  d o n ’t  th in k  so. 
I  th in k  th e  o th e r N o n ite s  w ould be 
frig h ten ed .”

A u rita  h a d  h e a rd  m e. She gave a 
little  c ry  of p ro te s t, a n d  th en  checked 
herself. H ow  q u ick ly  one m ay  get 
used to  th e  necessity  o f b loodshed!

“ Y es, I  will do th a t ,” R a a lt  agreed.
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“ A n d  y o u r vo lp lane— th e  little  a n ti
g ra v ity  fly ing p la tfo rm — ”

“ I t ’s re a d y . I ’ll te s t  i t  w hen I  ge t 
b a c k — ”

“ O h— look  th e re — ” A u rita  sa id . “ A n 
a e r ite  com ing. A  girl is r id in g  it— ”

" y y E  follow ed A u rita ’s g estu re . Off 
T in  th e  lu r id  s to rm -sk y — in the  

d ire c tio n  aw ay  from  D re e n — a  little  
d o t w as v isib le . I t  cam e stru g g lin g  
n e a re r , fly ing to w ard  D re e n  a g a in s t the  
w ind. A n a e r ite  w inging  to w a rd  us. 
T h e n  we cou ld  see th e  b row n b lob  of 
th e  g irl a s tr id e  its  b a c k , w ith  h e r  a rm s 
a ro u n d  its  neck  a n d  h e r  h a ir  an d  h e r  
d ra p e rie s  f lu tte rin g .

“ I t  is J e e n a ,” A u rita  su d d e n ly  m u r
m u red .

I  knew  Je e n a  q u ite  w ell. L itt le  six
teen -y ea r-o ld  v irg in , like  A u rita , save 
th a t  h e r h a ir  w as n o t go lden , b u t  tinged  
w ith  an  a u b u rn  ligh t. I t  w as u n d e r
s to o d  th a t  she  w as to  be R a a l t’s  m ate , 
w hen  th e y  w ere  o ld er. She saw  o u r tw o 
b o a ts  c ling ing  to g e th e r , b o b b in g  h ere  
on  th e  w aves, a n d  h e r  h an d  p ressing  
h e r  a e r i te ’s h e a d  gu ided  th e  b ird  dow n 
to  us. I t  sw ooped; an d  th e n  w ith  b ack - 
f lu tte r in g  w ings landed  sk illfu lly  on to p  
o f o u r deck ed -o v er bow . I ts  cheep ing  
voice w as eager w ith  recogn ition  of A u
r i ta  a n d  R a a lt . A nd I  th o u g h t th en  
th a t  th e  h uge  b ird  flung a g lance  a t  the  
li t t le  bow -cab in  of ou r c ra f t ,  w ith  th e  
fea th e rs  o f i ts  neck  ruffing. Q ueer. 
B u t I  fo rg o t i t  w ith  th e  shock  of J e e n a ’s 
first w ords.

“ I  w as fly ing  n e a r  the  is lan d  of 
c r im e ,” she  g asp ed  a t  us. “ T h e y  m u st 
have  been  b u ild in g  b o a ts  th e re  sec re tly  
fo r a  long  tim e — ”

“ B o ats— ” R a a l t  echoed  num bly .
“ A nd  th e y  a re  g e ttin g  re a d y  to  leave 

in  th e m ,” J e e n a  fin ished . “O h , R a a lt, 
I  w as com ing to  th e  castle-cliff to  tell 
y o u — ”

S tran g e  li t t le  counsel o f w ar, here

on  th e  lake , ou r frail c ra f t  in  th e  m id st 
o f th e  g a th e rin g  crim son  s to rm . R a a lt , 
in  h is sm all b o a t w as to  go to  D reen , 
w ith  J e e n a  w inging  a h e a d  o f him  to  
sp re a d  th e  new s. I  w ould  go on  to  the  
castle-c liff a n d  w ith  the  young  m en  
th e re  get th e  fifty  p ro je c to rs  o f the  d is
so lv ing  ra y  ready . B oa ts  from  D reen  
w ould  be se n t to  us.

T h e  th o u g h t of those  v ib ra tio n -p ro 
je c to rs  w ith  th e ir  five h u n d re d -fo o t 
ran g e  h e a rte n e d  me. W h a t h a d  we to  
fea r from  a  few  h u n d re d  roam ing  
c rim ina ls  a rm ed  w ith  k n ives p e rh ap s, 
an d  w ith  c ru d e  im p lem en ts  o f a g ric u l
tu re ?  O r w hat to  fea r from  rebellious 
N o n ites?

B u t h a s te  u n d o u b te d ly  w as n eces
sa ry . A u rita  now  h ad  re fu sed  to  go 
b a c k  w ith  h e r  b ro th e r  to  D re e n . She 
in sis ted  on going w ith  m e, a n d  I  y ie lded . 
S tran g e  little  A u rita . So gen tle , b u t 
now  she sa id  su d d e n ly :

“ Y ou, Je e n a — it m ay  be th a t  m y fa 
th e r  w ill n o t rea lize  th a t  th is  is an 
em ergency . H e  h as  v e ry  s tra n g e  c o u n 
sel. J e e n a — y o u  call th e  v irg ins to 
g e th er. As m a n y  as you  can  get. H av e  
th em  ta k e  th e ir  a e r ite s— an d  you  fly 
w ith  th em  to  ou r m eeting  p lace . You 
u n d e rs ta n d ? ”

“ O h, yes— y e s ,” J e e n a  ag reed . H e r 
eyes too  w ere flash ing . She d rew  h e r
se lf e rec t, w ith  h e r  red-gold  h a ir  b low 
ing  in  th e  w ind an d  h e r  you n g  bosom  
p a n tin g  u n d e r th e  bodice of h e r  little  
brow m -red d ru id -g a rm en t. “ I f  th e re  
is to  be— d a n g e r ,” she  a d d ed , “ th e  v ir 
g ins w ill do th e ir  p a r t .”

“ Y ou  te ll th em  I  w ill com e th e re  and  
jo in  th e m ,” A u rita  sa id . “ G o now—  
a n d  you , m y  b ro th e r , do  y o u r b e s t— ”

T h e  red  g lare  o f lig h tn in g  p a in te d  us 
as  we s e p a ra te d — R a a lt  fo rcing  h is l i t
tle  b o a t fo rw ard  an d  Je e n a  ris ing  w ith  
h e r a e r ite  an d  w inging aw ay . T h en  A u
r i ta  an d  I  ra ised  o u r sm all sa il; ou r 
c ra f t , c au g h t by  the  w ind , sk im m ed
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forw ard over the  w h ite -capped  w aves.

T T  was som e fifteen  m iles fu r th e r  to  
the castle-cliff. W e m ade  it in h a lf  

an hour. T h e  red -s to rm  still seem ed 
m ostly below  th e  horizon . T h e  w ind 
was puffy; th e  overhead , sw ift-fly ing  
clouds w ere low . W ith  th e  ligh tn ing  
darting  a t in te rv a ls , th e  clouds w ere  a 
great b lood-red  b la n k e t, u n d u la tin g  
close over us.

T hen  o u t o f th e  re d -m u rk  ah ead , th e  
little castle-cliff loom ed. I t  w as a  tw o 
hundred-foo t rock -sp ire . P it te d  and  
honeycom bed w ith  crev ises and  cave- 
openings. F a n ta s tic  little  rock  rising  
naked o u t o f th e  w a te r— ridged  and  
terraced  w ith  m ultip le  little  need le- 
peaks d o ttin g  it. A round  its  base, 
where in p laces th e re  w as a  little  level 
apron of ro ck y  g ro u n d , th e  lak e  w as 
pounding. R e d  w a v e s ;  crim son  
sp ray  . . .

W e lan d ed  in  th e  lee o f th e  rock 
where th e re  w as a  sm all cove.

“ T h e  e n tra n c e  to  th e  la b o ra to ry  is 
on the  o th e r  s id e ,” A u rita  sa id . “ A 
little  tunn e l-p assag e  th e re . M y  b ro th e r  
and th e  o th ers  fixed u p  tw o sm all g ro t
tos. Y ou w ill see th e y  h av e  it well- 
equ ipped . L a b o ra to ry  w ork  th a t  could  
not be done in  our sw ay ing  tre e -to p s— ”

W e h ad  tied  u p  ou r b o a t and  gone 
ashore. As we ro u n d ed  th e  base  of the  
rock, th e  w ind  an d  sp ra y  h it us, w h ip 
ping aw ay  A u rita ’s w ords. A nd then  
I  fe lt h e r  c lu tch  me.

“ O h, L ee— our b o a t— ”
I  tu rn e d . O ur n a rro w  little  b o a t, 

w ith  its  sail ra ised , w as head ing  o u t o f 
the  cove! A m a n ’s figure w as in its  
s te rn , gu id ing  it. As he reach ed  the  
rougher w a te r  ou tside  th e  cove we saw  
him  s ta n d  up , h eav ing  overboard  one of 
the  sm all o u trid in g  cy linder-pon toons, 
w ith  its  razo r-keel to  p re v e n t side-slip 
ping  w hen sa iling  cross-w ind. A big 
figure w ith  a  b a n d  a ro u n d  h is fo re

head , ho ld ing  h is w aving  b u sh y  hair.
I t  w as T o rm , Son of C aroh , th e  C h ief 

C ounsello r. H e  h a d  been  h id ing  in  our 
bow -cabin , of course. N o  w onder the  
a e rite -b ird , scen tin g  h is p resence , h ad  
seem ed s ta r tle d . H e  saw  us on the  
shore  an d  stood  up , w av ing  w ith  a  j ib 
ing gestu re . M y  little  h ea t-g u n  w as in 
m y h an d , b u t h e  w as fa r too d is ta n t 
to  be w ith in  range.

T h e  w ind b rough t his iron ic  voice:
“ T h e  E a r th m a n  is a  fool. H a v e  

no th ing  to  do w ith  h im — you, m y d e a r  
one— rem em ber w h a t I  to ld  y ou?  T h e  
tim e w ould  com e w hen y o u — an d  all 
v irg ins— will do w h a t th e  m en com 
m and. T h a t  tim e h as  com e— ”

H is m ocking  laugh  end ed  his w ords. 
I  g rip p ed  A u rita .

“ W h a t does he m ean  by  th a t? ”
“ O h, L ee, I  never to ld  y o u — C aro h  

has th ree  sons. T o rm , a n d  tw o o lder 
b ro th e rs . A nd those  o th e r tw o— th e y  
have  been  ban ish ed . K id n ap e rs  sev
e ra l y ea rs  ago— ”

H ow  c lea rly  I  could  u n d e rs ta n d  it 
now! T h e  w ily  C a ro h , w ith  h is coun 
sel o f oppression  fo r th e  N o n ite s—- 
s tirr in g  them  in to  rebellion ! T w o  of 
h is  o lder sons on  th e  is la n d  of crim e? 
O f course he  w ould  p lo t to  re lease  them . 
A nd  T o rm —

“ W h a t does he m e a n ,” I  in sisted , 
“ say in g  h e  to ld  you  all v irg ins m ust 
y ie ld  to  th e  m en ?”

H e r  gaze w ould  n o t m eet m ine.
“ H e — he d id  say  th a t. O h, I  never 

to ld  you, L ee— ju s t  b e fo re  you  cam e—  
he— he tried  to  force m a rria g e  upon  
m e. B u t I  d id  n o t love h im . H e  sa id  
he  w as so rry — p lead ed  w ith  m e. So I  
fo rgave— ”

“ I  see. T h a t ’s enough , A u rita — I 
u n d e rs ta n d — ” She w as trem b lin g  as  
m y  arm  held  h e r  a g a in s t me.

/ ^ \ U T  on the  tu m b led , b lood-red  w a
te r  T o rm  w ith  our b o a t s lan ted
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over th e  waves to w ard  th e  d is ta n t 
crim e-island. T o  jo in  his b ro th ers . T o  
lead  them , of course, ag a in s t the  c ity  
of D reen , w here th e ir  fa th e r  was w a it
ing w ith  the  N o n ites  s tirre d  in to  reb e l
lion.

B u t w hat h ad  we to  fear, w ith  th e  
fifty  p ro jec to rs  o f the  v ib ra tio n  ray  
w hich could dissolve hum an  flesh? 
T hose p ro jec to rs  m ust be assem bled  
and  ta k e n  to  D reen  a t  once— m ounted  
th e re  befo re  the  N on ites could ac t, an d  
befo re  T o rm  an d  his m en could a t 
ta c k  . . .

W e cam e to  th e  sm all tunnel-m ou th  
e n tran ce . I t  w as here  th a t  A u rita  and 
I  h ad  seen th a t  w ounded  young fellow 
staggering  along the  p a th . I  s topped . 
H is blood still show ed on th e  rocks 
here. T h e  cu rved  kn ife -b lade  th a t  h ad  
stab b ed  h im  w as still ly ing  here  w here 
R a a lt h ad  d raw n  it o u t o f h is side.

“Lee— look h ere— back  a t  D reen — ”
A u rita  called  to  me as I  w as exam 

in ing  the  kn ife . She w as s tan d in g  a t  
the  cliff-top. I  jo ined  A u rita , an d  we 
peered . T h e  tree -to p  horizon back  to 
w ard  D reen  w as red  an d  m u rk y  w ith  
the  sto rm . N o  one, no th ing , in  s igh t 
th e re  across th e  w ater. A nd then  I  
saw  a  tin y  blob of figure. A N onite . 
A nd th e n  an o th er and  ano ther. S ta lk 
ing fo rw ard , fu rtive  in th e  fo liage—  
pallid -w h ite  figures, like sh iftin g  ghosts 
s ta in ed  crim son  w hen th e  ligh tn ing  
g lares p a in ted  them . G hosts d renched  
in b lood, s ta lk in g  the  c ity  . . .

I  drew  th e  shuddering  A u rita  aw ay.
“ W e m ust ge t inside— tell R a a lt’s 

com panions all th is— an d  get th e  p ro 
jec to rs  assem bled— ”

I t  w as so s ilen t in th e  dim  passage
w ay w ith  th e  lash  and  ro a r  of th e  sto rm , 
muffled and  th en  gone. S ilent, as 
dea th  . . .

“A u rita— you s ta y  beh ind  m e— ”
W ith  m y  sm all w eapon in h an d , 

slow ly I  advanced  M y  h e a r t w as

pounding . In  the  heavy  silence here  
I  could  seem  to h ear it knocking  
aga in st m y  ribs. A nd sudden ly  I 
gasped ; a n d  A urita , h a lf  beh ind  m e, 
gave a  low, s ta r tle d  cry.

T h e  passagew ay h ad  opened in to  a 
sm all g ro tto , w hich R a a lt an d  his fel
lows h ad  d raped  w ith  g rass rugs and 
m ats  on  the  floor. T h e  ch arac teris tic  
low, ra ttan -lik e  fu rn itu re  of ch a irs  and  
a  tab le  was here. A nd a  dim  form , 
ligh ted  by the flickering b raz ie r of tree- 
gum  w hich still b u rn ed  in its  b rack e t 
on the  wall.

A young  m an  ly ing h ere . W e ben t 
over him . H is th ro a t w as a crim son 
w elter, alm ost severing h is neck so  th a t 
his head  dang led  askew . A  young  fel
low not m uch o lder th a n  R a a lt. H is 
dead eyes, still seem ing to  ho ld  h o rro r 
a n d  the agony  of d ea th , s ta re d  m utely  
a t  us. B u t h e  w asn’t  the  one whom  
R a a lt h ad  to ld  us h ad  been m urdered! 
A nd th en  we saw  an o th e r— and  a n 
o th e r . . .

P 'O R G E T F U L  o f ourselves, we 
ru shed  in to  the ad jo in ing  la b o ra 

to ry . I ts  stone w orkbenches were over
tu rn e d ; cha irs  w ere s trew n ; a p p a ra tu s  
an d  tools o f th e  w ork  w hich h a d  been 
ca rried  on here , lay in a  l i t te r  on the  
floor. M u te  evidence of the struggle 
for life  w hich R a a lt’s young  com pan
ions h ad  p u t u p  before  they  w ere over
come. A nd here  in th e  w reckage the 
rest of them  lay . O ne w as decap ita ted . 
A no ther lay  hack ed , ho rrib le  w ith  gore. 
G hastly  evidence of th e  ferocity  of the  
a tta c k e rs  . . .

I  pushed  A u rita  b a c k  . . .
A nd then  we saw  one bu rly  fellow 

of the  a tta c k e rs  dead  here . F rom  the  
crim e island ; his fo rehead  w as em 
blazoned w ith the  crim son  s ta r , badge 
of his d ishonor w hich h ad  been b ran d ed  
th e re  w hen he w as conv icted  and  ex
iled.
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G rotto  of dea th . M ing led  w ith  the  
arom atic smell of the  resin  to rches there  
was the horrib le  s tench  of gore.

E very one of th e  young  m en scien 
tists dead.

And the w eapons w ere gone!

CHAPTER VI 

Army of the Virgins

ly /T A R O O N E D . W e ra n  o u t of the  
g ro tto s , back  to  th e  sto rm -lashed  

rock shore. A lone here  on th e  island , 
with w hat bloody even ts ab o u t to  b reak  
forth b a c k  in  D reen  I  cou ld  on ly  shud- 
deringly im agine. Baffled, helpless rage 
swept m e. W h a t w as going on back  
there? I  th ru s t  aw ay  the  w eird  p ic
tures m y s tra in ed  im ag ina tion  con
jured.

“O h, L ee, how  will an y  b o a t ge t to  
us from  D reen , in th is  s to rm ?  W h a t 
will we do now? T h o se  c rim so n -sta r 
men from  the crim e-island—”

T he w ind w hipped  a t  h e r w ords and  
flung them  aw ay  in to  th e  m u rk . T h e  
storm  now h ad  b roken  in to  full in te n 
sity. F o r how  long, I  have no  idea , we 
huddled am ong th e  rocks, gazing w ith 
awe a t  th is  w ra th  of n a tu re . W eird , 
fan tastic  scene indeed.

T h e  w ind, s lan tin g  a t us from  the  
d irection  of D reen , now  w as a  s te a d y  
roar. R a in  w as fa lling— g re a t sheets 
of d riv ing  d ro p le ts  th a t  s lan ted  a lm ost 
horizontal. O verhead , p u rp le  and  
orange-green cloud-vapors h a d  low ered, 
racing so close th a t  th e  sp ires o f th e  
little castle-cliff sp lit them  as like a 
tu rg id  p u rp le  riv e r the  vapo rs  flowed 
p ast. T h e  lak e  w as a  see th ing  m ass 
of w aves now — w hite-caps w ith  the  
spum e blow n from  th em  to  m ingle w ith  
the ra in .

M o m en ta rily  th e re  had  been  no lig h t
ning flares. T h e  scene w as a  deep  tu r 
gid purp le . All b u t the  w a te r of the

lake. T h e  w aves th e re  h a d  s tir re d  an  
opalescence in  th e  w ater. T h e  flying 
spum e sh im m ered  irid escen t— a m illion- 
m illion  pea rl-d ro p s  pe ltin g  us. A nd 
th en  th e  ligh tn ing  cam e ag a in — a  seem 
ing ly  ho rizo n ta l flash from  one horizon  
to  th e  o ther. A su s ta in ed  b o lt, th is  
tim e. T h ro u g h  w hat seem ed a n  e te r 
n ity  it  hu n g  like a  g ian t, b lood -sta ined  
sc im ite r a rch in g  over our heads.

A w esom e g lare  of glorious sp lendor. 
T h e  clouds seem ed d ripp ing  blood—  
ev e ry  ra in  d ro p le t g listen ing  crim son , 
m ingling w ith  th e  opalescence of the  
spum e. T h e  sk y  w as crim son— the  
lak e  su d d en ly  a sea  o f gore. G hastly  
p rem o n ito ry  sym bol.

B eside m e the  c rouch ing  little  figure 
of A u rita , h e r  w et b row n d rap es  p la s 
te re d  to  th e  lithe  young  lines of her 
body— h er golden tresses  tossing  in the  
w ind— sudden ly  I  saw  h er as though  
soaked  in  b lood, so th a t  I  held  h e r 
closer, sh uddering .

A nd then , w ith  th e  eerie  c rack ling  
th u n d e rc la p  ro lling  aw ay , en g u lfed  by  
th e  s to rm -ro a r, th e  red  sw ord  over us 
m elted  an d  w as gone. T h e  deep p u r 
ple gloom  se ttle d  h e re  ag a in , like a 
trag ic  m ask  to  h ide  the  b lood th a t  h ad  
been spilled .

“ I  th in k  th a t  w as th e  w orst o f i t ,” 
A u rita  sa id . “ T h e  red -s to rm s u su a lly  
do n o t la s t long .”

A no ther in te rv a l, and  th en  I  could 
feel th a t  the  w ind w as lessening. T h e n  
th e  ra in  ceased , w ith  an  o range glow 
on the  r if te d  clouds an d  th e  red  lig h t
n ings again  a t  th e  horizon , grow ling 
and  m u tte rin g .

“T - 'H E Y  ough t to  be ab le  to  send  th a t  
b o a t to  us from  D reen , s ta r tin g  

abou t now ,” I  suggested .
“ Y es,”  she ag reed .
I t  seem ed obvious to  m e th a t  th e  

sto rm , a  d isad v an tag e  to  us, h a d  also 
been a  d isad v an tag e  to  T o rm  an d  his
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m en. B ut there  w ere som e th ree  h u n 
d red  of them , there  on th e  crim e-island. 
T h ey  h ad  the  p ro jec to rs  o f the  d is
solv ing v ib ra tio n -ray , of course. D o u b t
less th e y  h ad  landed  on th e  castle-cliff, 
ju s t  ab o u t the  tim e R a a lt le ft, so th a t  
he  w as th e  only su rv ivor th e re . T h ey  
h ad  b o a ts  now a t the  crim e-island , as 
Je e n a  h ad  to ld  us. A nd w ith  the rays, 
th ey  w ould com e to a tta c k  D reen . I  
could  p ic tu re  those rays, h u rled  in to  the 
little  fo rest city .

“ T h e  s to rm  will have delayed  th em ,” 
I  w as saying to  A urita . “ A nd now, if 
we can  get aw ay  from  here— ”

T o  do w hat?  B u t A u rita  saw  it p e r
h ap s  m ore c learly  th a n  I  did.

“ T h ey  m u st n o t reach  D re e n ,” she 
sa id  grim ly. “ A nd it  is the  Y;irgins who 
will s to p  th em — kill th em .”

G rim , set little  face. T he  red -p u r
ple of th e  sto rm ligh t m ade h er s lan t 
eyes deep  tu rg id  pools. M iserab le 
com m en ta ry  upon  m ank ind , th a t now 
these  even ts, all m an -created , could 
m ake  gentle  little  A u rita  th irs t for 
blood, w ith  her lips pressed together 
and  her fists clenched as she envisaged 
how  she w ould try  to  k ill. In s tin c t of 
se lf-p reservation . I t  can  m ake a k iller 
o f anyone, of an y th in g  th a t  lives . . .

T h e n  the  sto rm  b roke  aw ay. T he 
r if te d  clouds th inned , g loriously  pa in ted  
o range and  green un til th a t  too faded 
an d  pa tches of silver s ta rs  w ere show 
ing— sta rlig h t th a t gleam ed to  g lorify  
th e  su llen  spen t waves of the  lak e ; and 
gleam ed on the  little  pools of w ater 
here  in the  rock-hollow s beside us.

C alm  and  qu ie t b e a u ty  a f te r  the  
sto rm . T h a t  w as n a tu re ’s w ay . B u t 
ou r s to rm  of hum an  conflict w asn ’t  
over. I t  w as ju s t beginning. I f  only  
th is  could be an om en of its end for 
A u rita  and  m e . . .

“ N o  b o a t com ing y e t? ” I  m urm ured . 
“ N o. I  d o n ’t see a n y .”
I  w ondered if T o rm  had  been ab le  to

reach  th e  crim e-island , o r if  the  sto rm  
had  engulfed  him . F erven tly  I hoped 
th a t  it had .

“ Lee— could th a t  be an  a e r ite ? ” A u
rita  sa id  presen tly .

In  th e  sky, off tow ard  D reen  w here 
now  th e  clouds w ere only  a  th in  stream  
of opal vapor, a  little  d o t had  appeared . 
A t first we though t it m ight be one of 
th e  b ird -like  aerites, w inging tow ard 
us. B u t th en  as i t  en larged , it showed 
as a  flat, squarish  blob, w ingless. A t 
a n  a ltitu d e  of on ly  a  h u n d red  feet above 
the  lake, it cam e slid ing th rough  the a ir 
tow ard  us . . .

M y  volplane! I t  w as an  oblong p la t
form  some fifteen  by tw en ty  feet, bu ilt 
of w ood in to  w hich I  h ad  e rec ted  some 
of the m echanism s an d  segm ents o f the 
a n ti-g rav ity  p la te s  from  th e  w recked 
B laine-rocket in  w hich I  h ad  arrived . 
A rtificial g rav ity -repu lsion , enough to  
ra ise  it o r hold it poised , and  w ith  elec
tron ic  little  rocke t stream s to  give it 
la te ra l m otion. T h e  fa in t violet stream s 
w ere v isible now, like a  tin y  sp read ing  
com et-ta il beh ind  it.

n p H E N  as it slowed and  low ered, we 
saw  a  m an ’s figure ly ing  p rone  on 

it, clinging to  the  hand-holds I  had  d e
vised. A nd piles o f racked  silver-g leam 
ing ob jects were stacked  beside him , 
lashed w ith  thongs to  the  p la tfo rm ’s 
p lanks.

I t  was R aa lt. H e  h ad , upon occa
sion, helped  me build  the volplane. H e 
knew  how to  o p e ra te  it. I  held  m y 
b rea th  now as he  w aved  to  us, check
ing h is advance a lm ost over us, w ith 
a  dozen of the  little  v io let gas-stream s 
giving the p la tfo rm  a c ircu lar ro ta tion . 
A nd th en  w ith  g ra v ity  a ttrac tio n , he 
w as descending to  the  rocks n ear us.

“ E a s y l” I  shouted . “D o n ’t  sm ash 
it, R a a l t ! ”

“ W hy should  I ? ” he called back. H is 
g rinn ing  boyish  face, flushed w ith  his
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excitem ent, p ro jec ted  fo r a  m om en t 
over the  p la tfo rm  edge. A nd  th e n  he 
landed, w ith  no t too  m uch  o f a  th u m p  
and no dam age done.

“ K new  I could  do i t ,”  he  laughed . 
“This th in g  is ju s t g ra n d , L ee— ”

B ut h is laugh  faded  w hen we to ld  
him th a t th e re  w as no  one h ere  b u t 
ourselves— and  th e  dead , his m u rd e red  
fellow -w orkers. A nd  th a t  th e  ray - 
p rojectors w ere gone.

“ W hy— w hy— ” he g asped . “ T h e y ’re 
going to  send  a b o a t here  from  D reen , 
but th a t ’s no use now. W h y — th en  
those c rim so n -s ta r m en can  a t ta c k  us 
with o u r ow n w eapons! R a y s  to  d is 
solve h u m a n  flesh— u sed  upon  th e  c ity  
of D reen — ”

“ Y es,” I  ag reed . “ T h e y ’ve g o t b o a ts  
there  a t  the  c rim e-is lan d — p ro b a b ly  
s ta rtin g  now — ”

I t  num bed him , a n d  th e n  h e  gasped ,
“ T h a t  d am n ed  T o rm . Y ou, m y  sis

ter, I  a lw ays to ld  you  he w as dan g ero u s 
for a  g irl to  be  w ith . D a m n e d  d ir ty  
villain— ”

“ R ig h t,” I  ag reed . “ B u t th a t  
doesn’t he lp  us now. Y ou a rra n g e d  for 
the young  m en to  o rg an ize  in  D re e n — ”

“Y es, su re ly  I  d id . F a th e r  a lw ays 
has two h u n d re d — w h at y o u  on  E a r th , 
as you  te ll m e, call a  police force. H e 
will hav e  a  th o u sa n d  o th ers  a d d ed  to  
them  w ith in  a n  h o u r or tw o. Je e n a  is 
g e tting  th e  g irls  to  fly to  y o u r m ee t
ing p la c e ,” he add ed  to  A u rita . “ Som e 
have got th e ir  kn iv es— b u t I  th o u g h t I  
would b rin g  som e m ore, a n d  ta k e  you  
to  jo in  th e m .”

H is face h ad  gone w hite  as w h a t we 
really  w ere facing  now  d aw n ed  on him . 
H e g rip p ed  me.

“L ee, I  th o u g h t— th e  girls m eeting  
w ith  th e ir  a e rite s— th a t  w as a  good 
idea, because  m ostly  it  w ould  get them  
out o f d a n g e r in  D reen . B u t now —- 
but now, these  crim e m en com ing w ith 
our p ro je c to rs— w hy  m y G od, if th ey

reach  D re e n — ”
“ B u t th e y  w ill n o t ! ”  A u rita  cried . 

“ M y  girls w ill s to p  th em — w ho e lse ? ”
I f  on ly  I  h ad  h a d  som e w arn in g  of 

th is !  I f  on ly  m en  could  fly on  th e  
a e rite s! B u t th a t  w as im possib le . I f  
I  h ad  h ad  m ore tim e , p e rh a p s  to  d u p li
ca te  m y g ra v ity -p la te s  and  little  ro c k e t 
s tre a m s, so th a t  I  could  h av e  con
s tru c te d  a  dozen of these  p la tfo rm s , 
w ith  y o u n g  m en up o n  th em , to  a t ta c k  
th e  b o a ts  o f th e  oncom ing  enem y! F u 
tile  th o u g h ts!

A U R IT A  a n d  I  la y  w ith  R a a lt  on  th e  
vo lp lane. I  to o k  th e  con tro ls , 

ra ised  it  off th e  ap ro n  of ro ck s  th e re  
b y  th e  li t t le  castle-cliff. A nd a t  an  a l t i 
tu d e  of a  h u n d re d  fee t o r so we slid 
sm o o th ly  th ro u g h  the  a ir , h e ad in g  for 
th e  V irg in s’ m ee tin g  p lace . I t  w as 
p a r t ly  tow ard  D reen , b u t  b a c k  from  the  
la k e  w here  th e  fo re s t f ra y e d  o u t an d  
th e re  w as on ly  n a k e d  d eso la tio n  of th e  
b a rre n la n d s  w here  a n im a ls  o f a  dozen 
w eird  k inds roam ed , feed ing  up o n  each 
o th e r, a n d  up o n  s lith e rin g , fr ig h ten ed  
rep tiles.

W eird , tu m b led  lan d scap e  o f g low er
ing d eso la tio n . G rey -b lack , po rous 
rocks, b u rn e d  an d  p it te d  as th o u g h  by  
a  T i ta n ’s b low torch . O ccasio n a lly  as 
we p assed , s lith e rin g  th in g s  w ere v isib le  
dow n th e re  in  th e  s ilv e ry  d a rk n e ss .

S tead ily  th e  w ild  lan d scap e  rose in to  
te rra c e d  jagged  h ills . T h e  V irg in s’ 
g a th e rin g  p lace  w as a t  th e  to p  o f a 
b lack  c ry s ta llin e  p e a k — g ia n t tr ia n g u 
la r  s h a f t th a t  rose som e th re e  h u n d re d  
feet above th e  su rro u n d in g  w astes. A 
ta b le -ro ck  to p  su rm o u n te d  it— grey - 
b lack  m arb le -lik e  su rfa c e , w ith  a  r in g  
of g re a t b o u ld ers  a ro u n d  its  dep ressed  
cen ter.

W e landed  sm oo th ly . A  dozen  or 
m ore  of th e  g irls w ere a lre a d y  h ere , 
w ith  th e ir  h uge  ae rite -b ird s  docile ly  
am ong  them . A nd now as we u n p ack ed
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the crescen t kn ife-b lades and  the slings 
to  hu rl them , o ther girls on the  g rea t 
b ird s w ere a rriv ing  from  D reen. T h ey  
cam e singly and  in little  groups, for a  
m om ent cricling  overhead, w ith  the 
cheep of the  aerites m ingling w ith  the 
g irls’ cries of g reeting  as they  swooped 
dow n and  landed .

L ittle  Je e n a  was here, h e r  face 
flushed w ith  excitem ent, her bosom  
heaving  u nder her brow n-red bodice, 
h e r red-gold h a ir  in  a  sheen glinting 
w ith s ta rlig h t as it enveloped her.

“ F ou r h und red  of our g irls,” she told 
A u rita  and  me excitedly. “ T hey  are  
com ing.”

W eird , s ta r lit  eyrie, th is gathering  
place of the V irgins, up  here in the  
silvery  n ight. T h e  aerites were b rin g 
ing them  now in c lusters, c ircling, w ith 
girlish, excited voices calling down; and 
then  the  back-flapping  beating  wings 
of th e  g ian t b ird s as th e y  aligh ted . Soon 
the  rocks echoed w ith  th e  g irls’ c h a tte r  
and  like dogs the  fluffy brow n and  
green aerites cau g h t th e  excitem ent, 
s tand ing  w ith  flapping w ings and  ex
c ited  b ird-calls.

T  ST O O D  w ith  A urita , s ilen tly  w atch
ing. Some of the  girls h ad  b rough t 

slings and  kn ives; R aa lt and  Jeena  
w ere d is trib u tin g  them  to  the o thers. 
M y  h e a rt welled w ith  queerly  m ixed 
em otions. F ra il, beau tifu l little  c rea 
tu res , these V irgins of th e  F orest P eo 
ple. E xcited  now. E n thusiastic . 
G ird ing  them selves fo r b a ttle . L augh
ing as though  it were a  gam e. B u t there  
w as dea th  ahead , for them  . . .

A nd no th ing  th a t  I  could do to  stop 
them . N o r could I  even dare  w an t to  
s to p  them . T he  though t of th e  city  of 
D reen  assailed  by  the  m en from  the 
crim e-island  w ith  th e ir  ray s— the  help
less o ld  m en and  wom en, the  m others, 
the  ch ild ren  th e re— th a t was a  g reater 
ho rro r.

A nd it m ust have been th a t A urita  
w as sharing m y though ts, m y em otions. 
F or suddenly  w ith  a  leap th a t carried  
h e r tw en ty  feet from  m e, she m ounted 
a  bu tte-like  rock, facing the  chatte ring , 
assem bled girls, w ith her arm s flung 
up for silence.

A m azing, th is  tran sfo rm atio n  of the 
gentle little  d ruid-girl I  had  though t 
I  knew ! L ike a  V alkyrie  she stood, 
up  there  in the  s ta rligh t. T ransfigured . 
E very  beau tifu l line of h e r was tense, 
dom inant, com m anding. A nd then  she 
sp o k e :

“ Virgins of D reen— we have been a l
w ays for gentleness, for love. A lways 
have we w an ted  to  help  the  N on ites, for 
we know  th ey  too, a re  hum an . N ever 
w ould an y  one of us ra ise  a  hand  in 
violence against an o th er hum an . U n
th inkab le! B u t it isn ’t un th inkab le  
any  longer. F rom  the island  of crim e 
th e  crim son-star m en of crim e have 
dared  to  escape. T hey  have sto len  the 
ray-w eapons.

“A nd the m en of crim e now will tu rn  
those w eapons against our city . T h e y  
will rule our F o rest People. O h, you 
know  w hat th a t m eans for you  and for 
me. Y ou know  th e ir  pu rpose . And to  
achieve it  th ey  will k ill. Y our m other 
to  be killed. Y our fa th e r, and  m ine—  
and your little  sisters and  b ro thers  . . .

“And so we m ust stop  them . A virgin 
now, for the first tim e, m ust kill. T h a t 
is a te rrib le  th ing . B u t if  we do not, 
w hat su rely  will happen  is w orse.”

B a ttle  c ry  of the  V alkyries. She 
sounded it  sudden ly— a little  th ro a ty  
call th a t m ust have sp rung  w ithin her, 
insp ired  by  the  blood of som e rem ote 
ancestress w ho fought and  killed for 
her m ate. And four hundred  girlish 
voices echoed it.

B a ttle  c ry  of the  V irgins. I t  welled 
up  into th e  s ta rlig h t— voices of p u rity  
who w ould fight to  keep it unsullied. 
W ho w ould fight and  kill w ith  p rim i
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tive ferocity  to  save those th ey  loved. 
And who would die, still fighting  an d  
unafraid.

H P H E Y  were all assem bled here  now.
T hen w ith  slings in h an d , w ith  a  

dozen of the  cu rved  b lades hung  a t 
their w aists, th e y  m o u n ted  th e  aerites. 
And rose in little  g roups, circling  ov er
head.

R aalt and  I, grim  and  tense , w atched  
them un til th e y  w ere a ll a lo ft. T h en  
we m ounted th e  vo lp lane. A t least a 
hundred e x tra  slings a n d  kn ife-b lades 
were piled beside us. Slowly, w ith 
gathering speed, th e  little  a n ti-g rav ity  
platform  rose. T h e  g irls , led  b y  Au- 
rita, who now w ore a  g a rm en t of flam 
ing red— th e ir  lead er, a n d  beh ind  h er 
Jeepa, w ere circling, m illing, fo rm ing  
into the  sm all flying g roups as th e y  
had p lanned .

Frail, f lu tte rin g  li t t le  a rm y , w ith  on ly  
its b rav ery  for its ch ief w eapon . . .

I  m et R a a lt’s g rim  gaze; and  su d 
denly he b u rs t o u t :

“Oh, if on ly  we h ad  never rev ived  
that dam nab le  ra y — ”

How o ften  th a t  has  been sa id  in the  
recent h is to ry  of our own E a rth !  Sci
ence for the benefit of m an k in d ! W ith  
what g h astly  m ockery  the  lu st of m an 
has tu rn ed  it  in to  exac tly  the  opposite! 
So often  indeed , th a t one m ay  tru ly  
wonder w he ther E a r th  would no t be 
better w ithou t th a t  science of w hich 
our age so p ro u d ly  boasts!

I  sw ung our vo lp lane ah ead  of the  
four h u n d red  g irls. B ehind us th ey  
were flying now  in fo rty  little  g roups 
of ten, s tru n g  o u t in a  double line, w ith  
A urita lead ing  them .

W hat a p ic tu re  she m ade, a s tr id e  the 
aerite, arm  u p ra ised  in the  signal to 
advance!

W ithin  a few m inu tes we had  crossed 
the b a rren lan d s  and  w ere o u t over the  
sta rlit lake. I  sw ung h igher. F ive

h u n d red  fee t; th e n  seven or e igh t h u n 
d red — su re ly  beyond  range of the  en 
em y p ro jec to rs . A t th e  lak e  I  tu rn ed , 
n o t tow ard  D reen , b u t to w ard  th e  cas
tle-cliff, w here fa r to  th e  le f t an  arm  
o f the lak e  opened  in to  th e  b ig  fo rty - 
m ile lagoon w hich held  th e  is lan d  of 
crim e.

T h e  vo lp lane w as flying fa s te r now. 
W ith  th e  groups of g irls s tru n g  o u t in  
a  single line beh ind  us, we advanced  to  
b a ttle .

CHAPTER VII 

Blood of Zona ra

T> A A L T  an d  I  c rouched  on th e  vol
p lane, p lan n in g  th e  conduct of our 

a tta c k . W e h ad  a lread y  been  ab le to  
scan  all of th e  lak e  dow n to  D reen . 
T h e re  w as no sign of th e  enem y ves
sels; it w as obvious th a t  th e y  h ad  not 
y e t com e in to  th is  a rm  of the  lake.

W e sw ept on, u n til p re sen tly  the  
little  castle-cliff cam e in to  view. S ta r
ligh t g lim m ered  on i t  like  a  silver halo. 
T o  the  le ft here  th e  lak e  b e n t in  a 
sw eeping w ide cu rve , opening  in to  a  big 
irreg u la rly  c ircu la r b asin , in the  cen ter 
o f w hich, som e tw en ty  m iles fu rth e r, 
th e  c rim e-island  lay , a  little  d a rk  do t 
ag a in s t th e  silvery  su rface .

“ T hose g irls should  s ta y  b a c k ,” 
R a a lt said  p resen tly . H e  g estu red  to 
w here tw o of th e  groups o f ten  girls 
h ad  urged  th e ir  ae rite s  fo rw ard  so th a t 
now, one group  on each  side, th e y  w ere 
passing  us.

W eird  sigh t, those  tw o little  squads, 
seem ing try in g  to  race  w ith  us th e  huge 
brow n b ird s w ith  th e ir  g re a t sp read  of 
flapping green w ings w ere s tre tch in g  
th e ir  necks an d  b ig  g ray -b lue  b ills fo r
w ard . T h e  g irls, a s tr id e  them , w ere 
slim  brow n b lobs, w ith  p ink -w h ite  legs 
p ressing  close in to  th e  b ird s ’ b row n 
fea th e red  body. T h e  w ind ru shed  p ast,
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flu tte re d  the  g ir ls ’ b row n ish  d ra p e s  and  
flow ing ha ir.

I  s to o d  h a lf  e rec t, g rip p in g  one of the  
v o lp la n e ’s h an d -h o ld s  to  s te a d y  m yself 
in  th e  ru sh  of w ind . C lose b eh in d  us 
A u rita  w as flying. H e r  re d  g a rm en t se t 
h e r  a p a r t  like a  red -s to rm  ligh tn ing  
flash.

“ B rin g  those  g irls b a c k ,” I  shou ted .
H e r  w aved  h a n d  an sw ered  m e; she 

u rg ed  h e r  ae rite  to  g re a te r  speed , 
h e rd ed  off th e  tw o g roups, se n t th em  
b e h in d  us . . .

A nd th e n  we s ig h ted  th e  enem y b o a ts . 
T h e y  w ere ju s t  leav in g  the  c rim e  is land . 
T h e  s to rm  u n d o u b te d ly  h a d  de lay ed  
th e m ; a n d  p ro b a b ly  also  th e  a ssem 
bling  a n d  e rec tin g  of th e  p ro je c to rs . W e 
saw  th em  now — a b o a t com ing o u t from  
th e  is land , an d  th e n  an o th e r.

I  rose  h ig h er, swmng off to  one side 
w ith  th e  g irls  o b e d ie n tly  fo llow ing. F o r  
te n  m in u te s  o r so w e w aited . T h e n  a n 
o th e r  b o a t cam e; an d  th e n  a  fo u rth .

M y  signal to  A u r ita  a n d  to  Je e n a  
held  th e  g irls  b a c k ; a n d  a t  e ig h t h u n 
d re d  o r a  th o u sa n d  fo o t a lti tu d e , I  se n t 
th e  vo lp lan e  sk im m ing  fo rw ard  so th a t  
we p assed  a lm o st d irec tly  ov er th e  little  
lin e  o f  b o a ts . F o u r  o f th em , a n d  no 
m o re  seem ed com ing.

T h e y  w ere c ru d e  w ooden affa irs, each  
som e th i r ty  fee t long, w ide an d  cu m b e r
som e. O pen  b o a ts , n o t d eck ed  over. 
W e cou ld  m ak e  o u t th e  b lack  d o ts  of 
th e  m en  crow d ing  th e m ; som e sev en ty - 
five in  each , d o u b tless . A  line o f them  
a t  th e  gunw ales, m an n in g  lo n g  sw eeps, 
lik e  o a rs , s e n t th e  h e a v y  c ra f t  slow ly 
fo rw ard .

T  T U R N E D  u s  b a c k  to  re jo in  th e  
g irls. T h e  b o a ts  w ere  som e five 

h u n d re d  fee t a p a r t. A s we p assed  b ack  
over th e  lead e r, a  little  pencil ra y  of 
o ran g e  lig h t s ta b b e d  a t  us. T h e  first 
sho t.

I t  fell fa r  sh o rt. I t  w as a  th in  n a r 

row  beam , c e rta in ly  no  b igger th a n  a  
m a n ’s a rm . I t  d a r te d  up , held  for 
p e rh a p s  ten  seconds a n d  th e n  faded.

“ T h e  beam  can n o t s p re a d ? ” I  m u r
m u re d  to  R a a lt.

“ N o . J u s t  a th in  s ta b , like  th a t  one. 
A fte r  five h u n d red  fee t, I  th in k  it  w ould  
do v e ry  little  d am ag e .”

T h a t  a t  lea s t w as in  ou r favo r. I t  
w ou ld  n o t be  easy  to  h it  one o f the  
flu tte r in g  b ird s , severa l h u n d re d  feet 
aw ay , w ith  th a t  n a rro w  b eam . N o r  to  
ho ld  it  on th e  sh iftin g  ta rg e t  so th a t  
its  le th a l effect w ould be felt.

I  sum m oned A u rita  now. M y  p lan  
of b a tt le  w as fa irly  c lea r in  m y  m ind . 
W e w ould  have to  a tta c k , o f course. 
W ith o u t th a t ,  th e  enem y  b o a ts  w ould 
go on  dow n the  lake  u n til th e y  could  
assem ble  an d  b rin g  th e ir  ra y s  upon  
D reen . T h e re  w as a  b o ttle n e c k  in  th e  
lak e  a  few m iles bey o n d  th e  tu r n — a 
n a rro w  passage on ly  tw o  o r th re e  h u n 
d red  fee t w ide, w ith  th e  la k e  w iden ing  
a t  b o th  ends of i ts  h a lf  m ile  leng th . 
T h e  ju n g le  p re ssed  close to  th e  edges 
of th e  n a rro w  s tra i t . W h en  th e  b o a ts  
go t in th e re , p a r tic u la r ly  if  we cou ld  
get th em  b u n ch ed , th a t  w as ou r b est 
tim e for a tta c k .

I  exp lained  i t  to  A u rita . W ith  th e  
b o a ts  c lu s te red , w e w ould  have  a  fa r 
b igger ta rg e t  fo r th e  descend ing , w h irl
ing  k n ife-b lades.

She no d d ed  eagerly .
“ Y es, I  u n d e rs ta n d . I  w ill tell J e e n a  

— an d  we w ill te ll a ll o f th e m .”
“ Y ou a re  to  k e e p  o u t of ran g e  u n til 

th e  b o a ts  re ach  th e re ,” I  d irec ted . 
“ A nd th e n — w ell, I ’ll g ive th e  signal. 
Y o u ’ll see th e  vo lp lan e  going dow n .”

“Y es. V ery  w ell, L ee. I  sh a ll te ll 
th e m .”

“ L o o k !” R a a lt  in te r je c te d . “ O ne o f 
the  kn iv es— ”

A g irl, from  u p  h ere  a t  o u r h igh  a lti
tu d e , h a d  se n t one of th e  b lades d e 
scending. S h in ing , w h irling  little  th in g ,



O N SLA U G H T  O F  THE DRUID G IRLS 33

its sw ift ro ta tio n  m ak in g  it look like a  
round blob. I t  sk im m ed  dow n, like  a 
boom erang in  a big c rescen t a rc , h e a d 
ing to  one side an d  tu rn in g . T h e  s ta r 
light glinted on it as i t  sk im m ed , fell.

I t  m issed th e  lead ing  b o a t b y  a  h u n 
dred feet o r  m ore a n d  fell w ith  a  little  
splash in to  the  lake . In  th e  heav y  
night-silence, th e  m en ’s sh o u ts  o f d e 
rision floated  up  to  us.

“T ell th e  g irls no t to  do th a t ,” I  o r
dered sh a rp ly . “ J u s t  a  w aste  of b lades 
and we hav e  n o t too  m a n y .”

A U R IT A  le ft us, h e r ae rite  w inging 
aw ay  to  jo in  Je e n a .

F or a n o th e r  in te rv a l we hovered , h igh  
up. I t  w ould be n e a rly  an  h o u r p e r 
haps befo re  th e  b o a ts  reached  th a t  b o t
tleneck s tra it . I  p re se n tly  ca lled  to  
Jeena as  she passed , o rd erin g  th e  girls 
to w ait here , to  follow  th e  boats. T h e n  
R aalt a n d  I  sk im m ed  th e  vo lp lane  for 
D reen. As th o u g h  w ith  a  p rem o n i
tion . . .

C e rta in ly  th e re  w as no th in g  now  th a t  
we could do for D reen , save  to  a t ta c k  
this oncom ing enem y . . .

W e passed  high over th e  little  tree- 
top c ity , sk im m ing  in  a  g re a t circle . 
S tarligh t w as dow n th e re , a n d  now  the  
crescent E a r th  w as rising , m ellow ing 
the fo rest-to p  w ith  its  yellow  glow. 
Prone on th e  vo lp lane , R a a lt  a n d  I  
sta red  down.

G h astly  sigh t! O n one of th e  sw ay
ing, b ridge-like  little  s tre e ts , N on ites 
were ru n n in g — p allid  g h o stly  shapes, 
stained yellow  b y  th e  E a r th lig h t. N o n 
ites w ith  h a rv e s t too ls, like  sw ords g lin t
ing in th e  E a rth sh in e .

I  saw  one of th em  re ach  a  little  
th a tched , m ou n d sh ap ed  house, w ith  the  
lounging p la tfo rm  b efo re  it. A  w om an 
huddled th e re — a  w om an in te r ro r  h o ld 
ing a  little  g irl ag a in s t h e r. T h e  fre n 
zied N o n ite ’s sw ord  flashed , w ith  a  c u t
ting sw eep as one w ould  h a rv e s t g ra in

in a  field. T h en  it w as a sw ord  d rip p in g  
w ith  crim son  as th e  w om an fell.

T h e  little  g irl, sc ream in g , tr ie d  to  run . 
W ith  a  pounce th e  N o n ite  seized  h e r ;  
w hirled  h e r; flung th e  ch ild ’s body  dow n 
th ro u g h  th e  fo liage— little  b lo b  fa lling  
to  th e  d a rk  g round  fa r u n d e rn e a th  . . .

G h a s tly  h o rro r. In  this little section 
of D reen , th e  N o n ites  everyw here  were 
ru n n in g — h u n tin g  the  te rr if ie d  people 
in  th e  houses; h u rlin g  them from 
bridges, from  v ine-ladders to which 
th ey  w ere clinging.

In  the  silence th e  agonized  screams 
floated  up . S cream s m ingled  now  w ith  
o th e r fa in t w eird  sounds, even  m ore 
g h astly . T h e  lu s tin g  voices of m en 
filled w ith  th e  fren zy  of m u rd e r. L ike 
v u ltu re s  th e y  w ere g a th e re d  dow n th e re  
on  th e  d a rk  g round . T h e re  w as a  p lace  
w here  fo r a n  in s ta n t we could  see them  
— m illing  fo rm less b lobs of h o rro r, 
eager for m ore v ic tim s for th e ir  sw ords.

W e sw ep t on. I  saw  an o th e r  section  
w here  th e  y o ung  m en of D re e n  w ere 
fighting , g roups of th em  lung ing  a t  the 
lu s tfu l, now -m urderous N o n ite s . P re ss 
ing  th e  N o n ites  back , c u ttin g  th rough  
them , figh ting  th e ir  w ay  fo rw ard  . . .

“ Oh L ee, o u r hom e— look dow n th e re  
— m y fa th e r— ”

J  H A D  d ro p p ed  th e  vo lp lane  low er.
C lose a h e a d  of us, no m ore th a n  a 

h u n d red  fee t dow n, th e  b ig  dw elling of 
old P ty a h  lay  su rro u n d ed  b y  its  sp re a d 
ing tree -b ran ch es . N o n ite s  w ere in  the  
p la tfo rm -g a rd en  in  f ro n t— a group  of 
N o n ite s  s tan d in g  w aving  th e ir  w eapons, 
shou ting  a t  old P ty a h  w ho h ad  a p 
p ea re d  in  th e  doorw ay . T h e ir  R u le r, 
so th a t  m o m en ta rily  th e y  w ere a fra id  
to  ad vance  and  could  on ly  s ta n d  th e ir  
g ro u n d , b ran d ish in g  th e ir  w eapons 
w hile th e y  h u rle d  invectives.

I t  w as ju s t  an  in s ta n t  g lim pse as 
R a a lt  an d  I  floated  a lm ost overhead . 
T h en  in th a t  second , beh ind  P ty a h  in
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th e  doorw ay, C aroh  ap p eared . W ily  
old C ounsello r— the  N o n ites  q u ite  ev i
d en tly  now  th o u g h t h im  th e ir  friend . A 
kn ife  g lin ted  in h is h a n d  as  he jum ped . 
R a a lt an d  I  b o th  shou ted  a t  once; 
fran tica lly  we w ere fitting  a  b lade in to  
ou r slings.

B u t too  la te . C a ro h ’s kn ife  sank  
in to  P ty a h ’s back . H e fell. M y  blade 
w hirled  dow n a t  a lm ost the  sam e in 
s ta n t. F o r th a t  second I  held  m y 
b re a th . B y  luck  doub tless, m y aim  was 
tru e . T he  w hirling  b lade s tru c k  C a ro h ’s 
n eck ; he fell, w ith  h is head  dangling 
askew .

All in a  few g hastly  seconds. O ur 
p la tfo rm  sw ept p ast. L ooking  back  we 
could  see w here  the  N on ites  in P ty a h ’s 
g a rd en  now w ere being  a tta c k e d  b y  a r 
riv ing  m en.

P oor R a a lt  fo r a  m om ent, w ith  th a t 
vision o f h is  m urdered  fa th e r still b e 
fore h im , crouched  num bed . T h e re  
w as no th ing  th a t  I  could say . O nly  
w ith  m y  h and  on his shou lder could  I  
le t h im  know  how  I felt.

I  head ed  us back  u p  the  lake. T h e re  
w as so little  th a t  we w ould have  done, 
b ack  th e re  in  D reen . O ur ta sk  lay  
ahead . I  could  only p ra y  th a t  th e  
young  m en of the  F o res t People w ould 
b e a t off the  N o n ites . I t  seem ed th a t 
p e rh a p s  th e y  w ould. A nd now , if th is  
o th e r  enem y could  be tu rn e d  back  . . .

T h e  g irls, as I  had com m anded , were 
still c irc ling  a t  a th o u san d  feet. A nd 
th e  first of th e  four boats, still in a  line, 
w as ju s t  en te rin g  the  bo ttleneck  s tra it. 
I  called  A u rita , w arn ing  R a a lt  n o t to  
tell h e r  w h a t we h ad  seen in  D reen . 
S urely  a t  le a s t for now, I  could spare  
h e r  th a t.

“ Y ou ta k e  h a lf  th e  g irls ,” I  d irec ted . 
“ T w en ty  sq u ad s. F ly  low in fro n t of 
th a t  first boa t. T h e y  will th in k  you  are  
a b o u t to  a tta c k , an d  th e y  m ay  stop  and  
w ait for it. B u t keep  well aw ay— m ore 
th a n  five h u n d red  feet. H av e  Jeena ,

w ith  th e  o th e r g irls, p ress tow ard  the 
re a r  b o a t— try  and  drive it  fo rw ard ,
you  see?”

So th a t  we m ight get them  bunched  
in  the  bo ttleneck . R a a lt a n d  I  held  the 
vo lp lane in  th e  cen te r as the  g irls d i
v ided , sw ept down in g rea t flu tte ring  
arcs. I t  ev iden tly  s ta r tle d  th e  enem y. 
A few fu tile  s tab s of th e ir  ray s  d a rte d  
a t  the  descending girls. I  could see the 
m en a t  the sweeps in  the  first b o a t stop 
th e ir  efforts.

A nd  th en  I  sw ooped th e  volplane. 
T h e  first a tta c k .

V X / E  d ropped  dow nw ard , head ing  a t  
* the la s t boat. I t  increased  its 

speed. I ts  ra y  s tab b ed  a t  us as  we 
cam e w ith in  ran g e ; m issed, an d  then  
we were over it. A ray -beam  cam e up, 
s tru c k  our bo ttom  an d  for ten  seconds 
clung. N o  g rea t dam age. T h e re  w as 
th e  sm ell o f ch lo rite  gases; and  the  
queer fe tid  odor of ro ttin g  wood.

In  th a t  sw ift sw oop dow n and  u p  
aga in , R a a lt  and  I  h u rled  several of 
th e  w hirling  knives. M ost of them  
m issed, b u t one o r tw o w ent in to  the  
re a r  boa t. W e saw  one of th e  m en fall, 
as th e  w hirling  b lade c u t in to  him . A 
confusion  dow n th e re  . . .

T h en  we w ere up  aga in  ou t o f range. 
T h e  tac tic s  had  p a rtia lly  w orked. T h e  
first b o a t h a d  s to p p ed ; the  la st one, u n 
d er th e  vo lp lane’s a tta c k  an d  w ith  the  
squads of g irls beh ind  it, seem ing ab o u t 
to swoop on it, h ad  fran tica lly  h asten ed  
its  advance. A lm ost in  a  little  group, 
all w ith in  the  space o f a  few hu n d red  
feet, th e  four b o a ts  w ere bunched  in 
th e  bo ttleneck .

A nd then  I  gave the  signal for the  
genera l a tta c k . I t  s ta r te d  w ith  a g rea t 
f lu tte r  of th e  huge a e r ite s ’ w ings; grim  
shou ts  o f the  g irls u rg ing  th em  forw ard  
and  dow nw ard.

A w e-inspiring  sigh t, th a t  sw oop in to  
b a ttle . B u t soon it w as a  th in g  of
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horror. L ittle  squ ad s of te n , th e y  
dipped down and  up  aga in , h u rlin g  th e ir  
whirling knives a t  th e  b o tto m  o f th e  
arc. T hen  the o range b eam s of th e  
pencil rays w ere s tab b in g  in to  them .

I shall never fo rge t th e  s in k in g  of m y  
heart as I  saw  th e  first g irl s tru c k . She 
had avoided several o f th e  s ta b s  in  h e r 
swoop, an d  h ad  d isch arg ed  h e r  k n ife , 
a t close range . B u t as she w as rising , 
the narrow  o range beam  s tru c k  h er, and  
for a lm ost all its e te rn ity  of ten  sec
onds, m iracu lously  it clung. T e n  sec
onds w hile th e  ae rite  flu tte red . I  h a d  
a vision of her th e re  on its  b ack , c ling
ing . .  .

S uddenly  a  g h as tly  lep rous v is ion—  
p a rt of th e  b ird  an d  th e  g irl’s w hite- 
lim bed bo d y  a b ru p tly  w ere m elting . 
G hastly , fused , lep rous th in g , b ird  and 
girl, ro tted  b lob  th a t  in  th o se  seconds 
was falling, tu rn in g  end  over en d  un til 
it s tru c k  the  w a te r  w ith  a  li t t le  sp lash , 
m ercifu lly  to  h ide  it.

A nd th e re  w ere o th ers . A  ra y  th a t 
cut th ro u g h  a  w hole sq u a d  of te n , som e 
falling, o th e rs  w ith  th e  b ird  flopping 
sidewise, strugg ling  d ru n k e n ly  w ith  one 
wing. O ne o r tw o o th ers  sagging  dow n, 
flopping in to  th e  w a te r. A  g irl dow n 
there , freed  of h e r  w ounded  b ird , w as 
sw im m ing . . .

'T 'H E  w ind w histled  p a s t o u r ea rs  as 
R a a lt  an d  I  sw ooped th e  vo lp lane. 

L ying  p rone  on it, w ith  ou r h ead s  p ro 
jecting  a  little , w ith  o u r w eapons read y  
for th e  b o tto m  of o u r sw ooping a rc , it 
was im possib le to  see m uch  of w h a t 
was going on. W e h u rled  o u r kn ives 
into one of the  crow ded b o a ts ; I  c ircled  
us low and  we cam e back , h u rle d  a g a in ; 
and again . T h e  ray s  s ta b b e d  a t  us 
from  u n d e rn e a th . T h e  fum es o f the  
ch lorite  gases a n d  th e  ro ttin g  sm ell o f 
the d issolving wood of o u r u n d e r-p lan k s  
a t tim es w as choking . W ould  the  ray s 
dissolve th ro u g h ?  U n d o u b ted ly  so, if

enough  of th em  s tru c k  in th e  sam e 
place.

B u t th e  h u rle d , w h irling  kn ife-b lades 
w ere find ing  th e ir  m a rk s . W e h ad  a 
g lim pse of one of th e  b o a ts , crow ded  
w ith  m en , w ith  a  dozen  o r  so of the  
little  p ro jec to rs  m oun ted  am ong them . 
T h e re  w as confusion  dow n th e re . M en 
hack ed  b y  th e  kn ives, fa lling  am ong 
th e ir  com rades. Several o f th e  p ro 
jec to rs  h a d  been  sm ashed  as th e  m en 
fell.

A t th e  gunw ales, th e  m en w ith  the  
long sw eeps h ad  given it u p  now. Some 
of th e  sw eeps w ere floating  overboard . 
T h e  b o a t w as d rif tin g ; th e  c u rre n t in 
the  b o ttlen eck  w as c a rry in g  it  to w ard  
the  jung le-like  b a n k .

A lready  th a t b o a t w as in  d is tress . W e 
to o k  an o th e r  sw oop a t  i t  an d  th e n  rose. 
T h e  end of th e  first a tta c k .

M o st of th e  g irls w ere strugg ling  up  
o u t o f ran g e  now. M y  h e a r t  w ent 
cold. T h e  g irls  w ere still try in g  to  
k eep  in to  squads. B u t th e y  w ere 
b ro k e n ; fifty  g irls  a t  le a s t w ere gone, 
o u t of ou r four h u n d re d — leprous 
g h as tly  figures dow n in  th e  w a te r; 
o th e rs  stru g g lin g  in th e  a ir . O ne o r tw o, 
w ith  th e  g irl p e rh a p s  rea liz ing  h erse lf 
dy ing  a n d  h e r  a e rite  u n h a rm ed , w ere 
w inging b a c k  to w ard  D reen .

M y  angu ished  gaze sough t A u rita —  
she w as up  here , sa fe ; and  so w as 
Jeen a . B o th  of th em  shou ted  a t  us 
as th e y  flu tte red  p as t. T h e y  ignored  
a n y  possib le  com m and  from  us. A gain  
w ith  th e  g irls follow ing th em , th ey  
sw ooped.

T h e  h o rro r  w en t on. A  m in u te , five 
m inu tes, o r even  h a lf  a n  h o u r, I  have 
no  w ay  of say ing . E v e ry  passin g  m o
m e n t seem ed to  b rin g  a n  e te rn ity  of 
th ings te rr ib le , indescribab le .

O ne c o m e r of ou r vo lp lane h ad  m elt
ed , ro tte d  aw ay  now. M u ch  m ore of 
th a t  an d  th e  g ra v ity -p la te s  would be 
d iso rgan ized . T w o o f o u r rocket-
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s tream s w ere dead. As we rose from  
ou r swoops I could  see m ore of the 
g irls, w ounded, strugg ling  aw ay. A 
dozen or m ore h ad  w avered  off and  
d ropped  in to  the  n e a rb y  forest. N on ites 
w ere lu rk ing  th e re  now, w aiting  for 
w hat m ight com e to  them  . . .

B u t we w ere m aking progress. T w o 
of the b o a ts  h ad  gone ashore. I t  
seem ed th a t  in  one, m ost of the  m en 
w ere s trew n  in  a  w elte ring  m ass. N o 
sho ts were com ing from  it. O n ano ther 
boat, fire had  b roken  o u t— one of the 
p ro jec to rs , w recked , had  sh o rt-c ir
cu ited , k illing  all the m en near it. T he  
o thers were s trugg ling  in  chaos. T he  
th ird  b o a t -was fighting, w ith  the  girls 
still sw ooping a t  it. T h e  fo u rth  was 
m ak ing  aw ay to w ard  D reen.

' ‘W e’ll go a f te r  it, R a a lt— ”
“ Y es,” he  agreed . “ O h L ee, look—  

over us— ”

C E V E R A L  tim es girls had  come to  us 
to  get m ore of th e  kn ife-b lades. W e 

h ad  no  m ore th a n  tw en ty  or th ir ty  le f t 
here . A nd sudden ly  now  a  w ounded 
aerite  w as flu tte ring— an  aerite  and  girl. 
T h e n  th e  b ird , w ith  one of its w ings 
gone, w avered  sidew ise and  the  girl 
d ropped  off, fell six or eigh t feet and  
landed  beside us.

Je e n a  . . .
R a a lt  gave an  agonized c ry  and  th rew  

h im self dow n to hold  h e r. P oor little  
Jeen a . An arm , and  one o f h e r legs 
seared  . . . She lay  pa llid  in R a a l t’s 
a rm s, ju s t bare ly  conscious b u t still she 
w as try in g  to  sm ile as she gazed u p  a t 
him .

“ W e— w e’re w inning, R a a lt? ”
“ Yes— yes, o f course, Jeen a  d ear— ” 
I  h u rled  the  volplane a t  th a t  escap 

ing boat. I ts  open in te rio r w as a  w el
te r ;  m ore th a n  ha lf of its  m en lying 
strew n . T h e  o thers w ere m ann ing  the 
sw eeps, fran tica lly  urg ing  it  fo rw ard . 
I t  seem ed to  have only  one p ro jec to r

still in action . A big m an w as s tand ing  
th e re  in the  s te rn  w ith  it, tra in in g  it 
on us.

T o rm l T h e  s ta rlig h t, E a rth lig h t and 
the  flam es from  the  b u rn ing  boat il
lum ined him . H is b lood-sm eared face 
w as g rinn ing . I  poised us, read y  for 
th e  final swoop.

T h en  over us th e re  w as a  flu tter. 
A u rita  d ropped  beside us, and  h er 
w ounded m oun t w avered aw ay. A urita , 
th a n k  God, still unharm ed.

“ I  need some kn iv es,” she gasped. 
“ I  can  call ano ther a e r ite .”

“ W e h av en ’t  any  knives to  sp a re .” 
I  g ripped  her. H ow  could I  be b lam ed 
th a t  now I  could  no t let h e r  s ta r t  off 
again  in to  th a t  tu rm oil o f d ea th , by  
tr ick  of fate  so m uch m ore dangerous 
for her, th a n  for m e, here  p ro tec ted  by 
the  volplane p lan k s.

“ You s ta y  h e re ,” I  said. “W e’ve got 
them  bea ten , by  God we hav e .”

H e r s tra in ed  w hite face w en t into a 
tw isted  grin .

“ Yes, we hav e .”
O ne of th e  w recked  boats was 

jam m ed against th e  shore. I  glanced 
back . T h e  g irls had  ceased the ir a t 
ta c k  now ; w h a t was le ft of them  had 
struggled  up  and  w ere poised overhead

“Je e n a  needs you ,” I  m urm ured  to 
A urita . She h ad  not seen Jeena . W ith  
a little  c ry  she th rew  herself dow n; and  
R a a lt cam e to  lie beside me.

A nd then  we sw ooped a t  T orm .
Skim m ing low over th e  w ater, I slid 

the volplane d irec tly  a t  him . T here  
w as a second w hen his orange beam  
sizzled close over our heads. T hen  
R a a lts ’ hu rled  b lade w ent in to  his side 
an d  m ine seem ed to  s trik e  his th ro a t 
w here h is  lu sting , m urderous blood 
sp u rted  in a  crim son  to rren t.

T h e  vo lp lane sw ept close over him . 
T h en  we tu rn e d  to  look back. H e had  
fallen. T h en  w ith  a  la s t desperate  
frenzy  he s taggered  erect. H is sm ashed
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pro jec to r w as d a rtin g  flam es of elec
tron ic fire a t  him . F o r a n  in s ta n t  he 
poised on  the  gunw ale, gaz ing  a t  u s  w ith  
an arm  w aving as  th o u g h  still t ry in g  to  
hurl defiance. T h e n  h is b o d y  p itch ed  
overboard . T h e re  w as a  sp lash . A 
m onstrous ro ttin g  th in g  in  th e  w a te r  
for an  in s ta n t. A nd  th e n  th e re  w as 
nothing . . .

A F T E R M A T H  o f b a tt le . R e tu rn  
of th e  v ic to rio u s a rm y . A s m y  m ind  

goes back  to  it  now , re a lly  I  hav e  little  
h eart to  desc rib e  i t— th a t  p itifu l little  
arm y slow ly w inging  its w ay  b a c k  to  
D reen. In  w ar, ev en  th e  v ic to r  is 
vanquished. H ow  tru e  th a t  is l B ro k en  
little a rm y , to  s trugg le  b a c k  now  and  
ce leb rate  its  v ic to ry . W e w ere ab le to  
rescue a  few  of th e  g irls , b u t  even  so, a  
scan t h u n d re d  an d  fifty  w ere le f t  to  
realize th a t  th e y  h a d  w on.

N o r need  I  desc rib e  w ith  an y  d e ta il 
w hat since has h a p p e n e d  to  m e h ere  in 
D reen. T h e  rebe llion  o f th e  N o n ite s  
w as ch ecked  b y  th e  you n g  m en  o f  th e  
F o rest P eop le , th a t  te rr ib le  n ig h t. T h e  
N onites rea lize  now  how  th e y  w ere 
tricked .

Je e n a  reco v ered  from  h e r  in ju rie s . 
F o rtu n a te ly  th e  ra y  h a d  h e ld  h e r  on ly  
a second, a n d  h e r  sk in  on ly  sea red  b y  
its d isso lv ing  qua litie s . In  a  few 
m onths— fo r she  w as a  long  tim e  re 
covering from  th e  sh o ck — she w as 
w holly w ell, an d  m ore b e a u tifu l th a n  
ever. P e rh a p s  m ore b e a u tifu l even th a n  
A urita , b u t  I  w ill n ev e r a d m it i t  fu lly . 
She a n d  R a a lt  a re  v e ry  h a p p y ; m a rrie d  
now.

A u rita  a n d  I ,  too , a re  m a ted . W ith  
R aa lt we ru le  D re e n . A  new  e ra  is 
daw ning  for us all, we hope. O u r ray - 
w eapons have  been d e s tro y e d ; th e  
N on ites now  a re  ou r eq u a ls , h a p p y  as 
we. F ood  is m ore a b u n d a n t;  soon we 
hope th a t  we can  b u ild  c itie s  on the  
ground. A  new  era . I  w onder if th a t

re a lly  is p ro g ress  to w a rd  h u m an  h a p p i
ness . . . ?

I  h av e  w ritte n  th is  n a r ra t iv e ;  I  sha ll 
t r y  now  to  w a it m y ch ance , an d  launch  
a  li t t le  cy lin d e r I  hav e  b u ilt, h o p in g  
th a t  som e tim e  th is  m a y  reach  E a r th , 
so th a t  m y  d e a r  g ra n d p a re n ts  m ay  u n 
d e rs ta n d  th e  m y s te ry  of m e. I  hope 
th e y  forgive m e. I t  is a ll fo r th e  best. 
S u re ly  th is  will show  th a t  m y  very  
s tra n g e  d e s tin y  b ro u g h t m e h ere , a n d  I  
am  h a p p y  . . .

L e e  B l a i n e .

p \ R .  R O B E R T  B L A IN E , a s tro n 
om er, looker u p  from  th e  tin y  

flam es of th e  em b erin g  log  in  th e  fire
p lace .

“ H e  is h a p p y , M a ry ,”  he  w hispered . 
“ W e w ould  n o t hav e  h im  re tu rn , w ould
w e ? ”

H is w ife p ick ed  u p  th e  c ry s ta l th a t 
m irro red  L ee B la in e ’s sm iling  face  and  
looked  in to  it  fondly.

“ N o ,” she sa id  so ftly . “ H e  h as  a 
p e rfe c t w orld  th e re — an d  h e  w ill m ake  
of i t  w h a t m a n k in d  h as  fa iled  to  m ake  
h ere  on E a r th  . . .”

R eflec tive ly  D r. B laine  p ic k e d  up  the  
o th e r  c ry s ta l. As h e  looked  in to  its 
d e p th s  an d  in to  th e  flash ing , laugh ing  
eyes of A u rita , th e  D ru id  g irl o f Z o n ara , 
h is fingers reach ed  o u t and  to o k  the 
sh e a f  o f m ap s a n d  m a th e m a tic a l ca lcu 
la tio n s th a t  p ro v e d  th e  ex istence and  
loca tion  of E a r th ’s second  m oon. F o r a 
m om ent he  fingered  th em , th e n  he 
to ssed  th em  a to p  th e  glow ing log.

“ R o b e r t,” M a ry  B la ine  sa id . “ W h a t 
a re  you  d o ing  . . ? ”

D r . B laine  h a n d e d  h e r  th e  c ry s ta l in 
h is hand .

“ L o o k ,”  h e  s a id  so ftly . “ D o  you 
th in k  a n  o ld  m an  lik e  m e can  p lace  
su ch  a fleeting  th in g  as p e rso n a l v in d i
ca tio n  fo r a  d iscovery  b e fo re  h e r  h a p p i
ness an d  L e e ’s? I t  is b e tte r  th a t  the 
new sp ap e rs  lau g h  a t  m e. B e tte r  th a t
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m an k in d  does not believe Z o n a ra  ex
is ts ; so th a t  Lee an d  A u rita  can  keep  
th e ir  pa rad ise . T h en  we w ill have the  
la st laugh , eh , d a rlin g ? ”

She p laced  a  h a n d  on his w hite  h ead  
and  ra n  h er fingers fond ly  th rough  his 
ha ir.

“ Yes, R o b e rt,”  she said  so ftly . “ W e 
w ill.”

A nd th ey  b o th  w atched  w hile the  
flam es licked aw ay  th e  la s t tra c e  of 
p ro o f th a t  440 ,000  m iles aw ay in space 
w as a w orld w here m a n ’s h a te  h a d  been 
o b lite ra ted .

« THE MOST PERFECT RACE »
B Y  G U Y  F A U L D E S

IN  spite  o f th e  s te a d y  p rog ress  of 
science an d  sociology in the  w orld 
to d ay , we still find it  q u ite  im pos

sible to  conceive of a  race  liv ing 
in a  u to p ia n  w orld . I t  is im pos
sible to  im agine, for exam ple, a w orld 
in w hich d ishonesty  w ould be  nonex
is ten t m ere ly  because  no person  could 
be d ishonest. I t  is equally  im possible 
to  im agine a  race  so sub lim ated  to  the  
good of all, th a t  the  ind iv idual p a s 
sions of envy , jea lousy , anger, and  
greed  w ere u n h eard  of.

H ow ever, such  a w orld exists. A nd 
it ex ists here  and  now, liv ing along
side o u r own w orld. W e find it in the 
u to p ian  schem e of liv ing  upon  which 
th e  insect w orld th rives. So p erfec t 
has  b een  th e  civ ilization  th a t tin y  in 
sects have  se t u p  beside  ou r own im 
p erfec t m ode of ex istence, th a t  sc ien 
tis ts  h av e  been forced  to  conclude th a t  
we hu m an  beings will a rriv e  a t an  equal 
civ iliza tion  s ta tu s  w ith  insects only  
a f te r  m illions of m ore y ea rs  a re  spen t 
in  our developm ent!

P ro b ab ly  th e  m ost ca re fu lly  stud ied  
and  m ost civ ilized  race in  the  insect 
w orld  is th a t  of th e  an t. B y  com 
p a rin g  a n t life to  our own existence, 
an d  on o u r own s ta n d a rd s , we a re  m ore

easily  ab le to  get a p ic tu re  of its  ex
istence.

O n th is p rem ise— com paring  th e  a n ts  
to  u s— we can  v isualize a  socie ty  of 
w orkers d iligen tly  labo ring  n ig h t and 
d ay , bu ild ing  bridges, co n stru c tin g  tu n 
nels, engaged  in ag ricu ltu re , h o rtic u l
tu re , an d  ca rin g  for all so rts  of do 
m estic an im als. T h ese  w orkers are  p ro 
tec ted  in  th e ir  h a rd  and  ceaseless toil 
by  an  a rm y  of soldiers. N ow , in our 
own society , we w ould expect the  w ork 
ers to  be b o th  m en and  w om en, and 
the  sold iers to  be m ale. N o t so, how 
ever, in  the  a n t w orld. B o th  the  w ork
e rs  an d  the  so ld iers a re  fem ale!

B ut b efo re  a n y  m ales read ing  th is 
sn ap  th e ir  fingers in unho ly  glee a t  the 
th o u g h t of a  c iv iliza tion  in  w hich such 
tiresom e du ties  as  w ork  and  fighting 
are tak en  ca re  of by  the  fem ale of the 
species, le t us add  th a t  the  m ale an t 
lives u n d e r c ircum stances w hich are  fa r 
from  deligh tfu l.

L ike a  B roadw ay  im presario , the  
m ale a n t’s ta sk  is to  produce. H ow ever, 
un like  B ro ad w ay  im presarios, he 
doesn’t  p roduce  p lays. H is ta sk  is to 
a tte n d  to  the  p ro p ag a tio n  of th e  race. 
Aside from  th is  ta sk  in  d u ty  to  th e  an t 
society , the  m ale is tre a te d  ind ifferen tly
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by the  fem ale d o m in a ted  w orld  in w hich 
he lives. D u rin g  h is  sh o r t life  sp a n  
his o th e r jo b s a re  m en ia l an d  m inor. 
H is lack  of s ta tu re  in  th e  so c ie ty  o f his 
kind is due, in g re a t m easu re , to  th e  
fact th a t th e re  a re  fa r  m ore fem ale  of 
the species th a n  th e re  a re  o f th e  m ale.

T o  ge t b ack  to  th e  im p o rta n t cogs in  
an t c iv iliza tion— th e  w om en— w e see 
th a t th e  w o rk e rs  in  th e  in sec t schem e 
of existence h av e  o th e r  ta s k s  th a n  those  
of c o n stru c tio n  a n d  c u ltiv a tio n . T h e y  
are also  ca lled  on to  ta k e  ca re  o f all 
the young . W h en  you  co n sid er th a t  
the a n t ch ild ren  a re  so d e lica te  th a t  th e  
sligh test changes in  te m p e ra tu re  m ay  
kill th em , and  th a t  th e y  h av e  to  be 
co n stan tly  ca rr ie d  from  one p lace  to  
an o th e r, th is  ta sk  in itse lf  seem s s ta g 
gering. H ow ever, th e re  a re  o th e r  d u 
ties to  th e  w o rk ers  in  th e  a n t  k ingdom . 
One of th e  m ost p r im a ry  is th e  te n d in g  
of live stock . A nd  be lieve  it  o r n o t, th e  
an ts  em p loy  p le n ty  of d o m estica ted  a n i
m als in  th e ir  se rv ice— 584 in  all!

N ow  all o f  th is  m ak es  th e  d ay  a p r e t 
ty  full one for L a d y  A n t, even  if she 
is boss o f h e r  c iv iliza tion . C o n se 
q u en tly , in  th is  su p e ru to p ia n  m ode of 
living, it becom es n ecessa ry  to  reg im en t 
sleep to  its  p ro p e r  p lace . O f cou rse , 
th is, too , h a s  been  a tte n d e d  to .

T h e  w o rk ers  ta k e  th e ir  s leep  in  sh if ts , 
never n ap p in g  for even  a  second  longer 
th an  n ecessa ry . A n d  as fo r th e  m a tte r  
o f food  an d  d r in k , in d iv id u a l desires 
in th is  resp ec t once m ore  ta k e  th e  p a t 
te rn  of th e  c iv iliza tio n  a n d  give g ro u n d  
to  a schem e th a t  m a k e s  th e  m ost good 
for th e  g re a te s t n u m b er. I t  is in te r 
esting  to  n o te  th a t ,  in  ra tio n in g  o f food 
supplies, th e re  is no se lfishness o r  g ru b 
b ing  in  th e  a n t  w orld . E a c h  a n t h as  
its sh a re  of food an d , even  w hen  th e re  
isn ’t  a  g re a t deal o f  it , w ill w a n t no 
m ore th a n  its  a llo ted  p o rtio n .

O nly  those  a n ts  w hose p a r t ic u la r  ta sk  
is to  serve  as M o th e rs  a re  allow ed  all

th e y  w a n t in  th e  w ay  of food, d rin k , 
a n d  sleep. T h ese  a n ts  h av e  a  p re 
em in en t p o s itio n  in  th e  c iv iliza tio n , a n d  
receive th e  a tte n tio n  a n d  ca re  of fa 
vored  queens. I t  is seen  to  th a t  th e y  
a re  m ost p le n tifu lly  su p p lied  in ev ery  
necessity  of life , even  to  th e  finest h o u s
ing p laces.

T h e re  is no  m u rd e r  in  th e  a n t  w orld , 
fo r  th e re  is no need  of it. E a c h  a n t, 
like  a  c h a ra c te r  from  S hang ri L a , su p 
p resses  h e r  in d iv id u a l w a n ts  to  the  
benefit o f th e  o th e rs . N o n e  ever g e t 
o u t o f h a n d , a n d  th e re  is no  such  th in g  
as  revo lt in  th is  c iv iliza tion .

N ow , befo re  you  begin  to  a sk  us, 
“ Is  every a n t  k in g d o m  so c o n d u c te d ? ” 
o r, “ A re  all a n t  c iv iliza tions so  p e r 
fe c t? ” , le t u s s to p  to  rem in d  y o u  th a t  
th is  s tre a m lin e d  m a n n e r o f p e rfec tio n  
in  liv ing  is found  on ly  in  th e  h ig h er 
ty p e s  o f a n ts . L ik e  o u r p re se n t d ay  
c iv iliza tio n , th e  a n t  w o rld  possesses 
its  y e t u n c o n v e rte d  b a rb a r ia n s . H o w 
ev er, like  o u r ow n  w orld , we can  co n 
sid e r th e  b e s t in  a n y  c iv iliza tio n  as re p 
re se n tin g  th e  a t ta in m e n ts  o f th a t  sp e 
cies. T h e re  a re  b u sh m en  a n d  savages 
in th e  a n t  w orld . T h e re  a re  u n tu to re d , 
w ild  a n d  w oolly tr ib e s  c ro u ch in g  in 
th e ir  jung les  ju s t  th e  sam e  as th e re  a re  
in  ou r own. B u t ju s t  as w e in ten d  to  one 
d ay  b rin g  th e  p o o r b e n ig h ted  h e a th e n  
in to  o u r m ode o f life  a n d  m a n n e r  of 
th in k in g , so do th e  ad v an ced  a n t  c iv ili
za tio n s  s tr iv e  fo r th e  b e tte rm e n t of 
th e ir  spec ies as a  w hole. T h e y ’re  a p ro - 
g tessiv e  b u n ch .

H o w ev er, b e fo re  we ex to l th em  to 
th e  p o in t of u t te r  socio logical a n d  m ora l 
p e rfec tio n , w e h a v e  to  a d m it th a t  
th e y ’ve ta k e n  one of m a n ’s g re a te s t 
w eaknesses a n d  m ost long-lived  s tu p id i
ties in to  th e ir  m a n n e r o f life . T h e y  
c a r ry  on w ars  o u ts id e  th e ir  ow n b o r
d e rs ; w ars ju s t  a s  co s tly , ju s t  as  v icious, 
a n d  p ro b a b ly  ju s t  a s  po in tless  as o u r 
own!





L/TTLE LAND
The Little People had to reward these two 
Big People/ but to do so meant great danger 
to them. Then the "wanderer" volunteered—

TH O U G H  tire d  a n d  w eak  from  a  
d a y  of i t , J im  H a rv e y  c o n tin u e d  
to  s it on  h is  cam p-stoo l a n d  d a b  

a t  th e  p a in t-b o a rd  on  th e  easel w ith  h is  
b ru sh es . I t  w as n e a r  du sk .

Som ehow , th e  d a y  h a d  been  p e r fe c t 
an d  th e  new  se ttin g  h e  h a d  fo u n d  
seem ed ex cep tio n a lly  in sp ira tio n a l. A  
sh ad ed  g ro tto  a h e a d , w ith  a  c ry s ta l-  
c lear b ro o k  m u rm u rin g  th ro u g h  i t ,  w h is
p e rin g  of th in g s  m y ste rio u s . I f  on ly  
he cou ld  g e t i t  dow n as  h is  soul saw  it! 
A round  h im  s tre tc h e d  th e  u n to u c h e d  
w ildw ood of th e  u p p e r  C a tsk ills . T h e  
low  p e a k s  in  a ll d irec tio n s  w ere  CFOwned 
b y  th e  flam e of su n se t. I t  w as sy lv an , 
idy llic .

A scene o f  fa iry la n d , J im  H a rv e y  
m used . H e  cou ld  a lm o st feel li t t le  eyes 
on h im . N o t ju s t  th o se  of a  r a b b it  n ib 
b ling  in  a  b r ia r -p a tc h , o r a  s lin k in g  w ea
sel. P e rh a p s  th e  c a n n y  little  eyes o f an  
elf, o r  b row nie . I f  h e  looked  qu ick  
enough , he m ig h t see th e ir  little  form s 
lu rk in g  b eh in d  tre e -s tu m p s  a n d  to a d 
stoo ls. A nd  if h e  cam e h ere  a t  n ig h t 
som e tim e , in  full m o on ligh t, he  cou ld  
p a in t  in th e  D a n c e  o f th e  F a ir ie s , th e re  
in th a t  g lade. . .

H e  c lu ck ed  h is to n g u e . H is  second  
ch ildhood  a lre a d y , b e fo re  he w as 
th ir ty ?  H e  lau g h ed  s ile n tly  a t  h im se lf 
as he s tro k e d  in  th e  b ro o k  w ith  s ilver- 
g rey  w a te r  color.

41
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T h e  s tro k e  b ro k e  off a t  a  sudden  
noise. T h e  c rack lin g  of u n d e rb ru sh  
sh a tte re d  th e  tw iligh t se ren ity . H arv ey  
tu rn e d  an d  saw  a  b e a r com ing tow ard  
h im  from  th e  side.

S ta rtle d , he ju m p ed  up . W as the  
b e a r  a tta c k in g  h im ? B ears  n ev er a t 
ta c k e d  grow n peop le , excep t in  ra re  
cases of goaded  anger o r s ta rv a tio n . 
T h e  he relaxed . I t  w as a  ha lf-g row n 
b ea r, p ro b a b ly  a  second -year cub, its 
firs t in d ep en d en t season aw ay  from  its 
m o ther. I t  chased  som eth ing  sm all and  
tw ink ling , unaw are  o f the  m an. A ra b 
b it o r w ounded b ird  o r ch ipm unk . . . .

H a rv e y  s tra in ed  to  see, in  th e  dusk .
H e  gasped  sudden ly . W ere  h is eyes 

p lay in g  him  tr ic k s?  I t  w as a  little  
m an! A tin y , h u m an -p ro p o rtio n ed  fig
u re  ab o u t six  inches h igh. I t  w as sc u t
tlin g  across the  c learing  for th e  san c
tu a ry  of th e  nearest b ria r-p a tc h . B u t 
the  b ear w as rig h t beh ind , gain ing , in 
te n t  on  gobbling  up th e  tem p tin g  m or
sel.

J im  H a rv e y  ac ted  instinc tive ly . A 
d ead  b ra n c h  lay  a t  h is  feet. H e  g rabbed  
it  up , ra n  fo rw ard  to  in te rcep t, and  
c rack ed  th e  b e a r  over th e  sku ll sharp ly . 
T a k e n  u naw ares, the  b e a r ’s g a it b roke . 
I ts  p re y  sk ipped  on , in to  th e  b ria r- 
p a tc h , m eltin g  in to  shadow . I t  w as 
safe .

S narling , th e  b e a r tu rn e d  on H arv ey . 
I t s  te e th  b a red  ferociously . A full- 
g row n b e a r m igh t have a tta c k e d . B u t 
a f te r  a  grow ling ap p ra isa l o f its new  an d  
su d d en  assa ilan t, th e  cu b  loped  off.

“ S orry , old m an ,” H a rv e y  laughed . 
“H o p e  you  find an o th e r d inner. B u t I  
co u ld n ’t  le t you— G ood L o rd !”

T h e  laugh  b roke  off. I t  su d d en ly  oc
cu rre d  to  h im  w hy  h e  h a d  in te rfe red . 
B ecause he believed he  h a d  rea lly  seen 
a  little  m a n ! A pixie, a  w oodland sp rite  
— one of th e  m y th ica l L ittle  People. 
T r ic k  of the  shadow s, of course. O r the 
effect of the  fa iry -like  se tting , a n d  his

own p rev ious w ool-gathering.
A nd  y e t . . .

'T 'E N  m inu tes la te r  he tu rn e d  from  his 
A sea rch  of th e  bushes in to  w hich the 

little  form  h a d  scu ttled , finding nothing. 
H e pack ed  h is p a in ts  and  b ru sh es, slung 
his easel and  ske tches u n d er h is a rm , 
a n d  le f t. H e  looked back  once, sh ak in g  
his head .

T h re e  m iles beyond  h e  cam e to  h is 
hom e. I t  w as little  m ore th a n  a  cab in , 
w ith  a  tw o-acre  p a tch  of c leared  g round  
b a c k  o f it, iso la ted  in  these  h ills. T h e  
n e a re s t farm  w as tw en ty  m iles east. 
T h e  n e a re s t tow n, T an n ersv ille , fifty  
m iles sou th .

H a rv e y  reached  the  door a t  th e  sam e 
tim e th a t  a b a tte re d , chugging F o rd  
c rep t up  along th e  w eed-grow n road  
w hich w as the  on ly  d ire c t connection  
w ith  civ iliza tion . T h e  c a r  stopped  and  
a young , slender g irl leap ed  from  it in 
to  h is a rm s— w hen he h a d  d ro p p ed  his 
p a ra p h e rn a lia .

“ M a ry , d a rlin g ,” H a rv e y  g ree ted  his 
w ife. “ A ny  lu ck  to d a y ? ”

“ P o o r d ea r, you  look tire d ,” she sa id  
in  te n d e r evasion. “ A nd  y e t you look a 
little  excited , too . W ell . . . ab o u t the  
p a in tin g s— ”

“ I  am  e x c ite d !” H a rv e y  sudden ly  
b u rs t in. H e  g ra sp ed  h e r  b y  the  shou l
ders, looking  deep  in to  h e r  azure  eyes. 
“ M ary , do you  believe in— elv es?” 

“J im ! ” She peered  closely a t  him .
“ I m ean it! I  saw  one to d ay . O r 

ra th e r , one of th e  L ittle  P eop le .”
“ Jim , you  a re n ’t  w ell y e t, and  y o u ’ve 

been w ork ing  so h a rd — ”
H arv ey  b rushed  a  th in  hand  th rough  

his red  h a ir . “N ow  look, M ary . I  
know  I ’m Ir ish , ro m an tic  by  n a tu re , and  
all th a t. B u t I  te ll you I  saw one. I ’m 
going to  find th em — th ere  m ust be  m ore 
— and  p a in t th em — ”

H e s topped , tu rn in g . A gain a  c a r’s 
m oto r sounded , b u t th is  tim e the  sm ooth
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p u rr  o f an  expensive , new  one. T h e  
m an who step p ed  o u t w as sh o r t a n d  
heavy-set, h is face th ic k -fe a tu re d  in  th e  
fading tw ilight.

“H e n r y  B a in b r id g e ! ” b re a th e d  
M ary , p ressing  close to  h e r  h u sb an d .

“H ello ,” B a in b rid g e  g ree ted  te rse ly . 
“J u s t  h appened  to  be look ing  over som e 
of m y o th e r p ro p e r ty  h e reab o u ts . 
T hough t I ’d d ro p  in  on y o u .” T h e n , 
as though  hav in g  sa tisfied  th e  am en i
ties, he  ra ised  h is voice. “ I  d id n ’t  re 
ceive y o u r la s t m o n th ly  p a y m e n t, H a r 
vey. Y o u ’re fo u r m o n th s  in  a rre a rs  
now. H ow  long d o  you  expect m e to  
w a it?”

“W e’ll m ak e  a  p a y m e n t n e x t m o n th ,” 
H arv ey  sa id  ju s t  as te rse ly . “ Y ou know  
you o v erch arg ed  us fo r th e  lan d , in  th e  
first p lace. I ’ve had  som e b a d  lu ck  re 
cen tly , p lacing  m y  p a in tin g s— ”

“ I ’m  a  business  m an , n o t a  fa th e r-  
confesso r,” B a in b rid g e  re to r te d  gruffly. 
“ I  w an t those  p a y m e n ts  m ade  up. T h is  
is good lan d . O th e r people w ould  like  
it, if  y o u  d o n ’t. U n d e rs ta n d ? ”

L J E  tu rn e d  on h is  hee l, a n d  h is c a r  
b a c k e d  a ro u n d , its  ta illig h t v a n ish 

ing a long  th e  w ind ing  road  th a t  led  to  
the h ighw ay .

“ Y ou’re  n o t c ry in g ? ” H a rv e y  sa id  
so ftly , a s  h e  to o k  th e  unso ld  p a in t-  
ske tches from  th e  ca r to  th e  cab in .

“ N o ,” M a ry  d en ied , avo id ing  h is 
eyes. “ B u t I  d id n ’t  p lace  a sing le p a in t
ing to d ay , in  A lbany . J im , w h a t a re  we 
going to  do? Y ou  know  w h a t h e  m ean t. 
Y ou’ve go t to  s ta y  h e re . Y o u r h e a lth — ”

She w hirled , h e r  eyes w iden ing  su d 
denly . “ J im , w h a t w ere you  say in g  b e
fore? A b o u t— e lv e s !” W o rry  shone 
from  h e r eyes, m ore th a n  for ju s t  h is  
physical h e a lth .

“ E lv e s !”  H a rv e y  b it te r ly  sn ap p ed  
the w ord  ou t. “ T h e re ’s n o th in g  like  a  
little  re a lity  to  k n o ck  o u t ro m an tic  n o n 
sense. B a in b rid g e  w an ts  h is m oney.

T h e  g a rd en  needs w eeding . T h o se  a re  
th e  re a l th in g s .”

H is  ta ll fo rm  drooped  a  little . “ A ll 
along  I ’ve been  like th a t— foolish , im 
p ra c tic a l, ro m an tic . O u r e lopem en t. 
T h e  a t t ic  in N ew  Y o rk . I  w as go ing to  
be fam ous o v ern ig h t. I  ru in e d  m y 
h ea lth . M y  firs t sensib le  m ove w as to  
g e t th is  p lace , a  y e a r  ago. N a tu re  b e 
g an  hea lin g  m e, an d  in sp irin g  m y  a r t .  
B u t I ’ve  g o t to  k e e p  m yself in  line . T h e  
g a rd e n  needs w eeding . I ’ll do th a t  to 
m orrow  firs t th in g . A nd  if m y p ic tu re s  
d o n ’t sell b e tte r , th e y  n eed  a  h ire d  h a n d  
a t  th e  W ilk in s  fa rm .”

H e  to o k  a  d eep  b re a th , g e ttin g  th a t  
off h is chest. H e  looked  o u t of th e  w in 
dow, a t  th e  fu ll m oon slow ly  rising , 
b a th in g  th e  co u n try s id e  in  s ilv e ry  sp len 
do r. T in y  figures, d an c in g  in  a  g lade  
u n d e r such  a  m oon, th e  legends w ent.

H e  shook  h is h e a d  firm ly.
“W h a t I  saw ,”  he  m u rm u re d , “w as a  

sq u irre l o r ch ip m u n k . . . .”

CH APTER  II 

Festival in the Forest

X T ’O U N G  A ld ic  peered  from  b eh in d  a 
clum p o f g ra ss  as  ta ll  as h e  was, 

dow n in to  th e  g lade . T h e  ris ing  m oon 
sp o tte d  th e  rich  sw ard  w ith  liqu id  silver, 
th ro u g h  th e  ru s tlin g  b ran ch es  o f g ian t 
trees .

I t  w as th e  F u ll M o o n  F estiv a l, g ay es t 
o f the  L ittle  P e o p le ’s n ig h tly  cav o rtin g s . 
T h e  young  people  w ere d a n c in g  a n d  
laugh ing , to  th e  tu n e  of go lden  cy m b als  
a n d  tin y  reed -flu tes a n d  th re e -s tr in g e d  
sna il-she ll ly res. T h e  sw eet n ig h t a ir  
w as filled w ith  tin k lin g s  a n d  p ip ings, 
a n d  th e  g re a t m oon sm iled  dow n and  
nodded .

A ld ic’s blood su rg ed . H e  h a d  n o t e n 
jo y ed  such  a  fes tiv a l now  for several 
m oons. M o re , h is eyes h ad  singled  o u t 
th e  lithe , sw ay ing  fo rm  o f a  lovely  girl
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w hose h a ir  b lazed  lik e  sp u n -p la tin u m .
A ld ic ’s h e a r t  q u ick en ed , fo r she  w as 

sc u lp tu re d  b e a u ty . B u t he p a u se d , as  
he  w as a b o u t to  reveal h im self.

“ E y -o o !” a  voice ca lled  dow n th e re , 
a n d  a  s ta lw a r t  y o u n g  m a n  ra ised  h is 
a rm  fo r  a tte n tio n . “ E y-oo ! L is te n  to  
B o ro l L is ten  to  m e, all o f you . I  
c h ased  aw ay  a  b e a r , befo re , sing le- 
h a n d e d  1”

T h e  d a n c in g  s to p p ed . F ig u re s  c ro w d 
ed  a ro u n d  B oro , th e  g irls  e ag e rly , th e  
o th e r  m en  re lu c ta n tly .

“ A  b e a r? ” q u e rie d  th e  g irl w ith  silver 
locks. “ H ow  w o n d erfu l!  T e ll u s  o f it , 
B o ro .”

“ I t  w as a  m ig h ty  b e a r ,” B oro  com 
p lied , sw eep ing  h is  a rm s  a ro u n d  in  a 
h u g e  a rc . “ T h e  g re a te s t y o u ’ve ev er 
seen . T e n  tim es  ta lle r  th a n  I. I  b a t 
tle d  w ith  it. E v e ry  tim e  i t  ch arg ed , I  
ra p p e d  its  to es  w ith  m y  c lu b  a n d  d an ced  
b e y o n d  its  nose. F in a lly  I  leaped  on a 
s tu m p  a n d  sm o te  it  a  te rrif ic  b low  on  th e  
nose . H ow ling , it r a n  off lik e  a  f r ig h t
en ed  r a b b it  from  B oro  th e  M ig h ty !”

“ F ro m  B oro  th e  B r a g g a r t l” am en d 
ed  a  m a le  voice. “ I t  cou ld  n o t e n d u re  
h is  en d le ss  b o a s ts .”

“ T h e re  w as no b e a r  a t  a ll ,” ch a rg ed  
a n o th e r  voice fla tly .

“N o ? ”  B o ro  ch a llenged . “ T h e n  w h a t 
to re  th is ? ”

S ta n d in g  in  a  m o o nbeam , B oro 
tu rn e d  h is  b a c k . H a lf  h is  sp id e r-s ilk  
s h ir t  w as gone, r ip p e d  from  th e  re s t a s  
if  b y  a  g re a t claw . A nd  a  th in  b u t  n o 
ticeab le  s c ra tc h  ra n  th e  le n g th  of h is  
bo d y .

“ D oes one rece ive  sc ra tc h e s  in  th e  
b a c k  w hen  figh ting  from  th e  f ro n t? ” 
d em a n d e d  a  m ale  voice derisive ly .

“ W h o  sa id  th a t? — ” A s h e  spoke, 
B o ro  le ap ed  am ong  th e  c lu s te re d  m en. 
H e  d ra g g e d  one b ack  in  th e  m oonbeam , 
cuffed h im  w ith  th e  fla t of h is  h a n d , an d  
th e n  shoved  h im  sp raw lin g ly  to  th e  
g ro u n d .

“ N o w ,” he  sho u ted , “ w ho else says 
B oro  is a  l ia r ? ”

H e  lee red  a ro u n d , h is  p o w erfu l body  
h u n ch ed  fo r a sp rin g . T h e  m en w ere  
su d d e n ly  s ilen t, a n d  b a ck ed  aw ay . T h e  
g irls  g azed  a t  B oro  w ith  sighs.

“ I d o ! ”

"D O R O  w hirled  lik e  a  sh o t, sea rch in g  
o u t th e  c la rion  voice. I t  cam e from  

b ey o n d  the  g roup .
A ld ic leaped  from  h is co n cea lm en t, 

a n d  s tro d e  dow n th e  slope . T h e  m oon’s 
lim eligh t rev ea led  h im  a s  a  ta ll, s lender 
figure, c lad  in  s ilk en -g reen  s h ir t ,  k id - 
le a th e r  sh o rts , an d  a llig a to r-sk in  m oc
casins. H is  a rm s a n d  legs w ere  b a re  
a n d  su n -b ro n zed . H is  w eapons hung  
from  a  b e lt o f co pper-w ire , from  w hich  
th e  lig h t re flec ted  a  b u rn ish e d  glow. 
B u t n o t a s  b r ig h t a  glow  as the  flam ing 
re d  h a ir  of h is  head .

H e  s te p p e d  w ith  ea sy  g race  b e fo re  
B oro .

“ I  call y o u  lia r , B o ro  th e  B rag g a rt. 
I  saw  th e  ep isode. T h e  b e a r  w as a  sm all 
one, n o t fu ll-g row n. I t  w as p u rsu in g  
you . Y ou  h a d  no  th o u g h t o f figh ting  
it, in  y o u r g re a t fr ig h t. Y ou  d id  no t 
chase  it  aw ay . Som eone else d id .”

B oro  sq u irm ed  in h u m ilia tio n , a t  b e 
ing  th u s  exposed  b y  one w ho h a d  o b v i
ously  seen th e  tru e  ev en t. B u t he  w as 
m ore su rp rise d , fo r th e  m o m en t, th a n  
sham ed .

“W ho  are  y o u ? ”  he  d em an d ed .
All th e ir  eyes w ere on A ld ic  w onder- 

in g ly , fo r n o n e  h a d  ev er seen h im  b e 
fore. H e  w as a to ta l  s tra n g e r  to  th e ir  
t r ib e  of a  th o u sa n d , a ll o f w hom  knew  
each  o th er.

“ I  am  A ldic, a  w a n d e re r ,”  th e  new 
co m er re tu rn e d . A ch ild  of n a tu re , he  
w en t on w ith o u t false m odesty . “ I  hav e  
tra v e le d  from  fa r , a n d  hav e  cro ssed  
m a n y  lan d s  a n d  h a d  m a n y  a d v e n tu re s . 
I  hav e  even  been  in  som e of th e  g rea t 
c itie s  o f th e  Big P eo p le .”



W A N D ER ER  O F  LITTLE LA N D 45

“H e is from  a n o th e r  t r ib e ! ”
“H e w ears c lo thes m ade  from  th e  B ig 

People’s th in g s !”
“H e has been  in th e ir  c i t ie s ! ”
I t  w as a m ixed  ch o ru s  of aw e a n d  re 

spect from  the  g roup . N o t  in  the  
m em ory of th o se  liv in g  h a d  a  s tra n g e r  
v isited them  from  a n o th e r  o f th e ir  tr ib e s  
sca tte red  w idely  o v er E a r th ’s v a s t  s u r 
face.

Boro grow led  a  little . T h is  new 
com er h a d  p u n c tu re d  B o ro ’s ta le , a n d  
robbed him  o f th e  lim e lig h t, b o th . I t  
was too m uch . B oro  u n slu n g  h is  bow , 
fitted a  bone a rro w  to  its  c a te rp illa r-  
silk s tr in g , a n d  le t fly. T h e  a rro w  w h is
tled th ro u g h  th e  a ir , th u n k e d  a g a in s t 
a tre e - tru n k , a n d  h u n g  q u iv e rin g ly  b y  
its p o in t in  th e  d e a d -c e n te r  o f a  ta rg e t 
used fo r p rac tice .

A ldic an sw ered  th e  cha llenge , u n 
slinging h is bow  o f sp ru n g  s tee l w hich 
had once been  a  d e lica te  w a tch -sp rin g . 
T he  a rro w , a lso  of m e ta l, w as a  d a rn 
ing need le  w ith  th e  eye b ro k en  in  h a lf  
for a  n o tch . T h e  tw a n g  o f a  v io lin 
string  sounded  as  th e  m e ta l s h a f t  d a r te d  
for th e  tre e  a n d  sp lit B o ro ’s a rro w  in to  
sp lin te rs o f b one , ta k in g  its p lace  a t  the  
bu ll’s-eye.

B oro sh o t h is  second  a rro w  fo r a  t a r 
get tw ice  as  fa r  aw ay , ta k in g  m ore  ca re , 
tes ting  the  w ind . T h e  sliver o f bone 
a rched  h igh . C a re lessly , A ld ic loosed 
his second  sh a f t a lm o st a t  th e  sam e 
tim e. In  m id -a ir, th e  s tee l a rro w  s tru c k  
the one of bone, sh iv e rin g  it in  tw o—  
and w en t on to  im pale  th e  ta rg e t  h a rd ly  
an inch from  th e  cen te r.

T h e  exh ib itio n  b ro u g h t a  ch o ru sed  
gasp from  th e  w a tch ers . N o  R ob in - 
hood, of th e ir  legends o r  th o se  of th e  
Big P eop le , h a d  ever a tta in e d  such  sk ill.

T )O R O , face g low ering , w as n o t s a tis 
fied. B alan c in g  h is sp e a r  in h an d , 

he c rouched  an d  th e n  flung  it  a lm ost 
s tra ig h t up . I t  reach ed  th e  b ran ch  of a

tre e , h ig h  o v e rh ead , w ith  ju s t  enough  
force to  c ling  b y  its  fire -h a rd en ed  po in t. 
T w en ty -fiv e  fe e t in  th e  scale  o f th e  B ig 
O nes. T h re e  h u n d re d  fee t, in  p ro p o r
tio n , to  th e  L ittle  F o lk . A m ig h ty  ca s t.

T h e  p o in t o f  A ld ic ’s sp e a r  co n sis ted  
o f a  com m on-p in  em b ed d ed  in  th e  
w ooden  sh a ft. H is  b o d y  sn ap p ed  like  a  
bow -string  as  he  ca s t. H ig h e r  an d  
h ig h e r th e  w eapon  sa iled . I t s  s h a rp 
en ed  p o in t sp lit th e  h a f t  o f B o ro ’s sp ea r 
a n d  w en t th ric e  its  le n g th  fu r th e r  b e 
fo re  fa lling  b ack . A ld ic ca u g h t i t  in  h is  
h an d , an d  g lanced  q u ie tly  a t  B oro.

S w eating , B oro  je rk e d  h is  s to n e 
h ead ed  axe from  h is  b e lt, an d  h u rle d  
it  a g a in s t a  tre e -s tu m p  w ith  such  force 
th a t  i ts  b lad e  sa n k  h a lf-w ay  in to  th e  
h a rd  wood. A ld ic ’s a rm , like w h ipco rd , 
b u rie d  h is  b r ig h t-m e ta l ax e-h ead  com 
p le te ly  o u t of s igh t.

A ll th is  h a d  ta k e n  on ly  seconds. T h e  
crow d h a d  w atch ed  in  s ilen t w onder. 
T h e  red -h ead ed  s tra n g e r  w as b es tin g  
B oro , w ho h a d  no  p e e r  am ong  th e  tr ib e , 
in  th e  m a n ly  th in g s. N ow  tw o o f th e  
m en ra n  to  th e  p ile  o f p riz e s— th in g s  
sto len  from  th e  B ig  P eo p le— a n d  re 
tu rn e d  c a rry in g  a  fla t le n g th  of w ood 
w ith  m a rk in g s  on it.

T h e  ru le r  w as p laced  u p r ig h t on  th e  
g ro u n d . T a lle s t o f th e  tr ib e , B o ro  stood  
a g a in s t i t  a n d  w as m e a su re d  off a t  th e  
fo u rth  little  m a rk in g  ab o v e  th e  s ix th  b ig  
m ark in g . H is  eyes g leam ed  tr iu m 
p h a n tly , a n d  th e n  c louded  as th e  s t r a n 
g e r’s m ane  o f red  h a ir  reach ed  a  n o tch  
h ig h e r— six an d  5 /1 6  inches.

C heers  now  re n t  th e  a ir , from  th e  
sp e c ta to rs . I t  w as good to  see B oro , 
b u lly  an d  b ra g g a r t, h u m b led . T h e  
sm iling , re d -h a ire d  s tra n g e r  w as a  m a n  
of m en.

“ A ld ic is ta lle r  th a n  B o ro !”
“ A nd  m ore  s k i l l fu l!”
“ A nd s tro n g e r, p e rh a p s !”
“ L ook  o u t, A ld ic— ”
T h e  la s t w as a  h a lf-sh rie k  from
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th e  g irl w ith  s ilver-b londe h a ir .
W ith o u t w arn ing , B oro  h a d  launched  

h im se lf a t  A ldic. A t the  g ir l’s c ry , A ldic 
p iv o ted  and  m e t th e  a tta c k . B oro  
locked  h is a rm s a ro u n d  A ld ic’s w aist. 
T h e  pow erfu l m uscles o f h is  shou lders 
an d  a rm s bu lged  o u t th ick ly . A ld ic’s 
a rm s p ro m p tly  w en t a ro u n d  B oro ’s 
shou lders.

L o ck ed  to g e th e r, unm oving , th e  tw o 
s ta lw a rts  ex erted  th e ir  full s tren g th . 
T h e  cro w d ’s b re a th  w en t o u t, as though  
th e y  w ere th e  ones be ing  squeezed. 
Som e shook  th e ir  h ead s  sad ly . T h o u g h  
ta lle r , A ld ic w as n o t a s  h eav ily -b u ilt as 
B oro , w ho w as a  m in ia tu re  H ercu les .

Y e t now  th e y  saw  how  th e  recep 
tive ly  sm o o th  a rm s o f A ldic h a d  su d 
d en ly  tig h te n e d  in to  k n o ts  o f iron . H is  
b a c k  a n d  sh o u ld ers  bu lg ed  b e n e a th  his 
g reen -silk  sh ir t in  one m ass of m uscle. 
R e len tle ss ly  as a vice he squeezed  till 
B o ro  gu lped , w en t p u rp le , a n d  sagged  
to  th e  g ro u n d .

A ldic, b a re ly  b re a th in g  h im self, 
s tood  ov er h is a d v e rsa ry , p a n tin g  on 
th e  g ro u n d .

“N ow , B oro th e  b ra g g a r t an d  lia r, te ll 
th e  tru th !  T e ll th em  w ho saved  you 
from  th e  b e a r— ”

CH APTER  III 

Reward for a “Big One"

A S H A R P  c ry  in te rru p te d , from  th e  
^  edge of th e  g roup .

“ E yoo l A  fox! A fox! R u n ! ”
A  g lance ov er th e ir  shou lders  an d  

th e y  all saw  th e  re d -fu rre d  k ille r  le a p 
ing from  th e  th ick e t-ed g es of the  m oon
lit g lade. O f all th e ir  enem ies— save 
m an— th e  fox w as th e  m ost to  be  feared . 
Y e t th e  L ittle  F o lk , in u red  to  danger, 
w ere n o t p an ic -s trick en . T h e y  m elted  
aw ay  in to  th e  p ro te c tin g  th ic k e ts  w ith  a  
speed  th a t  p ro m ised  to  rob  the  p row ler 
o f a  m eal.

All except one. S pent by  th e  recen t 
o rd ea l, B oro  s tag g ered  to  h is  feet, not 
fu lly  in  com m and  o f h im self. H e  s tu m 
bled  across th e  glade, la s t. T h e  fox’s 
q u ick  eyes saw  th is  s tra g g le r , a n d  
v eered  to w ard  him  w ith  s lav erin g  jaw s 
re a d y  fo r th e  kill.

A ld ic h a d  run  w ith  th e  re s t, th o u g h  
b eh in d  them . G lancing b a c k , h e  saw  
th e  im m inen t trag ed y . S topp ing  and  
tu rn in g  w ith  the  sw iftness o f a  sn ak e , 
he raced  back , tugg ing  a t  th e  sp e a r  
s lung  b ack  of his shou lder.

In  th e  cen te r o f the  g lade, B oro  h ad  
tu rn e d  b ravely , to  a t  le a s t die facing  
th e  d ead ly  k ille r. N one  of th e  L ittle  
F o lk  w ere cow ards. H e  fum bled  w ith  
h is  bow, in  th e  hopeless a tte m p t to  
speed  a n  a rro w  a t  one of th e  fox’s 
g leam ing eyes.

A ldic flung his sp ea r on th e  ru n , y e t 
know ing  th e  fox’s th ic k  fu r w ou ld  p ro 
te c t i t  from  v ita l harm . T h e  sp e a r  
p rick ed  flesh a n d  s tu ck , b u t  th e  g rea t 
b e as t h a rd ly  no ticed . A ld ic’s th o u g h ts  
flew fa s te r th a n  h is tw ink ling  fee t, as 
h e  neared . A n arrow  m ig h t s tr ik e  a 
v ita l spo t. B u t he  w ould  hav e  to  s to p  
a n d  aim . T h e re  w ere on ly  seconds le ft, 
befo re  th o se  te rr ib le  jaw s w ould  crunch  
w ith  B oro be tw een  th em .

A ldic used  th e  seconds to  reach  B oro 
an d  leap  in fro n t o f h im . A nd  now the  
ferocious te e th  sn a p p ed  fo r Aldic.

A ldic d id  a  s tra n g e  th ing . H e 
ju m p ed  s tra ig h t in to  th o se  gap ing  jaw s! 
A  m oan  w ent u p  from  th e  w a tch ers  a t 
th e  g lade edges. A ldic h a d  sacrificed  
h im self to  save  B oro! Y et B oro  stood 
s tu p id ly , too  am azed  to  run .

A  still m ore am azing  th in g  h a p 
pened . A ldic h a d  n o t ju m p ed  b lindly . 
H is  qu ick  little  fee t h ad  p lan ted  th em 
selves so lid ly  ju s t  b ack  of the  low er 
ja w ’s tee th . B end ing  double , he p laced  
h is tw o h a n d s  a g a in s t the  bone-ridge 
of the  u pper jaw , u n d e r th e  snou t. O ne 
m ig h ty  heave A ldic gav e , w ith  all h is
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m uscles crack ing , b re a th  te a rin g  from  
his th ro a t.

A nd th en — a muffled c rack  as th e  to r 
tu red  jaw s of th e  fox gave w ay.

Aldic w as th ro w n  head  ov er heels as 
the fox je rk e d  convulsively . T h e n  w ith  
a b a rk  of agony , the  re d -fu rred  k ille r 
loped aw ay, h is low er jaw  hang ing  lim p  
and broken .

A ldic p icked  h im self u p  a n d  th rew  
back his m ane o f re d  h a ir  in  lau g h te r. 
“ E yoooo!” he  roared . “ R e y n a rd  will 
chew only a ir fo r a  tim e  1 ”

A N D  now  th e  o th e rs  sc ram b led  fo r
w ard  an d  filled th e  g lade w ith  

clarion  cheers. T h e y  h e ld  h an d s  and  
form ed a ring  a ro u n d  A ldic and  th e  still 
s tunned  B oro, dancing . A  c h an t rose 
in to  th e  n ig h t a ir.

“The Big Ones are clumsy and wit
less,

We are so clever and spry,
They never will, never will catch 

us,
Not to the day we die l”

“ W h a t is a ll th is  com m otion  am ong 
you young  p eo p le?”

T h e  new voice w as th e  q u eru lo u s one 
of v enerab le  Z u tho , th e  E ld e r, w ho had  
ju s t  en te red  th e  g lade from  th e ir  v illage. 
H e hobb led  up , h is  long  b e a rd  like 
silken  m oss. B eh ind  h im  cam e all the  
v illagers, the  ch ild ren  an d  m o th ers  and  
the old, to  jo in  th e  F e s tiv a l w hich 
would now  sw ing in to  full tide.

T h e  m erry m ak ers  s to p p ed  a n d  
p a rte d  to  le t Z u th o  th ro u g h . A t th e  
sam e tim e  th e y  b ab b led  o u t the  s to ry  
of th e  fox, confused ly .

“ B roke th e  fox’s ja w ? ” Z u th o  cried , 
alm ost incredu lously . “ In d eed  th a t  is 
a m igh ty  feat, B o ro !”

Z u th o  and  th e  v illagers c row ding  up  
gazed a t  B oro adm iring ly . T h e  young  
people hushed  one an o th e r, forcing

B oro to  m ak e  h is ow n adm ission .
“N o , F a th e r , no t I. T h o u g h  if A ldic 

h a d n ’t s tep p ed  in  fro n t o f m e, I  w ould  
have. I t  w as A ld ic.”

“A ld ic? W ho  is A ld ic?” F o r  the  
first tim e Z u th o  c a u g h t s ig h t o f the  
s tra n g e r, w ith  h is  b e rry -re d  locks.

A ldic s te p p ed  b efo re  h im , inclin ing 
h is head  d efe ren tia lly .

“ I  am  of th e  L ittle  F o lk  o f I re la n d , 
F a th e r .”

“ I re la n d ? ” O ld Z u th o ’s eyes sp ru n g  
w ide. “ Y ou  a re  from  across th e  G rea t 
S e a !”

T h e  aud ience  g asped . T o  m ost of 
th em , in th e ir  re s tr ic te d  little  w orld , th e  
G re a t Sea ex tended  lim itlessly  to  w ash 
the  shores finally  of h a lf-m y th ica l lands 
th a t  seem ed u tte r ly  beyond  reach . O nly  
th e  E ld e rs  a n d  th e  w ise knew  the  o th er 
lan d s w ere rea l. I t  w as as  though  
A ld ic h a d  com e from  M a rs .

A ldic nodded .
“ I  am  a w an d ere r. I  s lipped  ab o a rd  

one of th e  B ig P eo p le ’s sa iling  vessels, 
h id ing  in its ho ld . A t tim es, I  was 
sp ied , b u t ta k e n  fo r a  ra t-c re a tu re . A t 
tim es, I  fough t w ith  th e  ra ts , dow n b e 
low .”

H e  d isp layed  a  sc a r on h is le ft a rm , 
m ark in g  th e  b ite  o f sh a rp  te e th , then  
resum ed.

“ T h e  g re a t b o a t docked  an d  a t  n igh t 
I  c re p t to  shore . M a n y  B ig People 
an d  lig h ts  w ere a b o u t, b u t I  escaped  
d e tec tio n  easily , for th e  B ig O nes a re  
clum sy  an d  w itless. A nd blind  to  the  
unbelievab le . I  tra v e rse d  th e  c ity —  
N ew  Y ork  C ity , i t  is ca lled .”

“ N ew  Y o rk  C ity !”  b re a th e d  Z u tho , 
rem in iscen tly . “ I  w as th e re  once, in  m y 
y ou th . I t  is choked  an d  c ram m ed  w ith  
Big Ones. A ldic, I  hope y o u  took  
ca re— ”

“ Y es, F a th e r . I  am  w ell aw are  of the  
F ir s t  L aw  of ou r people— never to  be 
seen by  o r h av e  traffic  w ith  th e  B ig 
People. I g a in ed  the  co u n try s id e . I
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knew  o f y o u r tr ib e  h e re  in  th e  h ills to  
th e  n o r th , a n d  so u g h t you . B u t I  
w a sn ’t  su re  I  w ou ld  find you . I t  h a s  
been  a  c e n tu ry  a n d  m ore since e ith e r  of 
o u r tr ib e s  h as  h a d  a  v is ito r  from  th e  
o th e r .”

“ V ^ E S . ”  O ld  Z u th o  shook  h is  h ead  
sad ly . “ W e L ittle  F o lk  d a re  n o t 

c a r ry  on m uch  co m m u n ica tio n , b ecause  
o f th e  d an g e rs  o f cro ssing  th e  B ig 
P eo p le ’s te r r ito ry . O u r sole hope of 
co n tin u ed  ex istence  a n d  lib e r ty  h as  been  
to  keep  o u t o f th e ir  know ledge. A t 
tim es, in  th e  fa r  p a s t ,  we h a d  traffic  w ith  
th e  B ig  O nes, to  o u r so rrow . B u t for 
a  th o u sa n d  y e a rs  th e  F ir s t  L aw  h a s  been  
en g rav en  in to  o u r po licy . O n ly  b y  
chance  hav e  th e  B ig  O nes seen  o r h e a rd  
o f us, as  th e ir  legends s ta te . I t  m u st 
co n tin u e  so— fo re v e r.”

H e  to o k  a  deep  b re a th .
“ B u t th is  is n o t th e  tim e to  ta lk  of 

sad  th in g s, on F u ll M oon  F e stiv a l 
n igh t. T e ll m e, A ldic o f I re la n d , how  
a re  y o u r peop le?  D o  you  live a s  we 
do— d an ce , sing  an d  be h a p p y  desp ite  
th e  shadow  th a t  h an g s over u s? ”

A ldic nodded . “ W e a re  c e leb ra ted  
in  th e  I r is h  legends p a r tic u la r ly  fo r o u r 
D a n c e  of th e  F a ir ie s , g lim psed  a t  ra re  
tim es b y  a  B ig  O ne, b u t  n e v e r b e 
lieved  by  th e  re s t.”

Z u th o  ch u ck led . “S u p e rs titio n  am ong 
th e  B ig  O nes h as  been  o u r b es t c loak. 
T h e y  see us m ore se ldom  th a n  a n y  
w ood land  c re a tu re , even  th e  c lever 
sh rew . T h e re fo re , we do n o t ex ist. A re 
all y o u r  peop le  red -h a ired  like y ou?  
A n d ”— he looked  up a n d  dow n— “ w hy, 
y o u  a re  a lm o st as ta ll  a n d  s tro n g  as 
o u r B o ro !”

“ T a lle r  a n d  s tro n g e r, F a th e r ! ” I t  
w as th e  s ilv e r-h a ired  g irl who h ad  
spoken , T e e n a . She to ld  b rie fly  the  
ep isode  p reced in g  th e  fox. T h e  new ly- 
a rr iv e d  v illagers g rin n ed  a t  B o ro ’s 
h an g in g  head .

“ A nd  now  te ll us, B o ro ,” in sisted  
T e e n a  re len tlessly , “w ho saved  you  
from  th e  b e a r? ”

B oro  looked  a ro u n d  a n d  saw  no 
escape. “ I t  w as a re d -h a ire d  one—

“ A ldic! A ld ic !” sh o u te d  th e  young  
peop le .

“ N o .”  B oro shook h is h e a d , along 
w ith  A ldic. “O ne o f th e  B ig  P eop le . 
H e  w ho lives in th e  cab in  n e a re s t u s .” 
H e  to ld  th e  re s t o f th e  s to ry  q u ick ly , 
eager to  have  h is hu m ilia tio n  ov er w ith .

A s ta r tle d  hu sh  cam e ov er th e  g lade.
“ O ne of the  B ig  O nes saved  y o u ? ” 

Z u th o  m u rm u red . H e  ra ised  h is  eyes. 
“ As ra re ly  as the  b lue  m oon h as  th a t  
h ap p en ed  in  ou r h is to ry !”

“ A nd th e  B ig  O ne m u st be  re w a rd 
e d ! ”  ra n g  o u t a  voice. In s ta n tly , a 
w h o le -h earted  accla im  arose  th ro u g h  
th e  g lade.

Z u th o  h e s ita te d , th e n  nodded .
“ T h a t  is a s  m uch  a p a r t  of o u r t r a 

d itio n  as th e  F ir s t  Law . T h e  F ir s t  
L aw  s ta te s  no  traffic w ith  the  B ig O nes. 
T h e  Second  L aw  s ta te s  no k illing  am ong  
ourselves. A nd th e  T h ird  L aw  say s  
a n y  a c t  o f k in d n ess  to w ard  us, u n w it
tin g  or o therw ise , b y  a  B ig O ne, m ust 
be  rew ard ed — so long as  i t  does n o t 
v io la te  th e  F ir s t  L a w .”

T U S T Y  cheers ra n g  o u t. T h e  Big 
O nes, m a s te rs  of E a r th , w ere 

fea red  an d  d read ed  w ith  a  g re a t fear 
an d  d read . B u t a n  a c t o f k indness 
from  them  w as, b y  c o n tra s t, a n  occa
sion  fo r w ild  jo y  in  re c ip ro ca tio n . A 
c ru e l god ’s sm iles a re  a  b lind ing  ligh t.

“ N ow , how  sh a ll i t  be d o n e ? ” Z u th o  
q u eried .

A ldic ra ised  h is  h a n d  fo r a tte n tio n . 
“ A fte r  th e  B ig O ne ch ased  th e  b e a r 
an d  w ent to  h is  hom e, I  follow ed. P e r 
h a p s ”— he g rin n ed —  “ b ecause  he has 
re d -h a ir , like  m ine. I  o v erh eard  th e ir  
speech , w hich  I  u n d e rs ta n d  well. T h ey  
h av e  a  g a rd en  th a t  needs w eed ing .”
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“ Good,” Z utho acceded. “ B u t we 
must no t risk  too  m uch. T e n  o f th e  
young m en will go, to n ig h t, th e  q u ic k 
est and  strongest. W ho shall lead  
them ?”

“Aldic! A ld ic !” d row ned  o u t a  few 
sporadic calls for “ B o ro !”

Boro tu rn e d  aw ay  ang rily , b u t T een a  
taun ted : “Y ou m u st go, too, B oro.
A fter all, i t  w as y o u r life th a t  w as 
saved !”

In  a  sh o rt tim e, A ldic stood  a t  the  
head of ten  you n g  m en. T h e y  danced  
up and  dow n sp irited ly , eag e r fo r the  
adven tu re  ahead .

Z utho h a d  a  la s t w ord . “ T a k e  ca re , 
you young  ones. T h is  is n o t a  la rk . 
W ork q u ie tly  and  do no t be seen. D o 
you h e a r? ”

H e tried  to  look s te rn , b u t  th e  w rin 
kles a round  his o ld  eyes sm iled . “ Ah, 
if I  w ere on ly  you n g  m yself,”  he 
m um bled. “ Go. A ldic, I  t ru s t  you to  
bring them  b a c k  sa fe ly .”

T he p a r ty  p ran ced  off, th ro u g h  th e  
m oonlit glade, know ing  all eyes w ere 
on them . B u t beyond , a t  A ld ic’s signal, 
they  c rep t single-file in to  th e  forest 
dark . N o c tu rn a l k ille rs  roam ed  th e  
woods. T h e  p a r ty  w en t on  cau tio u sly , 
their tiny  eyes peerin g  a ro u n d  w arily . 
T heir little  h a n d s  g rip p ed  th e ir  w eap
ons, read y  fo r in s ta n t action .

N o th in g  o f n o te  h ap pened . W hen 
the m oon w as h igh  a t  zen ith , th e  cab in  
loomed befo re  them  like a  g igan tic  
castle. Q u iety , efficiently , th e ir  L illi
pu tian  fo rm s w en t u p  a n d  dow n the  
rows o f the  ga rd en , tu g g in g  ou t w eeds 
with bo th  h an d s , a s  though  u p ro o tin g  
young trees. I t  w as h a rd  w ork. T h e ir  
little backs ached  an d  th e ir  little  h an d s  
b listered , b u t o u tdoo r life h ad  inu red  
them  to  such h ardsh ip s.

O n th rough  the  n igh t th e y  w orked , 
and w hen th e  m oon san k , th e y  c rep t 
away as s ilen tly  and  u n o b tru sive ly  as 
they  h ad  come.

CHAPTER IV

Aldic Returns a Favor

C  U N R IS E  sp re a d  its  re d  g lo ry  over 
th e  C atsk ills , an d  reflected  in added  

brilliance from  J im  H a rv e y ’s th a tc h  of 
h a ir , a s  he b ru sh ed  it  and  th e n  sa t 
dow n a t  the  b re a k fa s t tab le .

“ In  th e  c ity  we never saw  the  su n 
rise ,” he  m used. “ O u t h e re  1 w ou ldn ’t 
m iss it for th e  w orld  . . .”  H is  voice 
tra ile d  aw ay  as he b u ried  h is  nose in  the 
new sp ap er M a ry  h ad  b ro u g h t back  
from  A lb an y  th e  even ing  b efo re , like  
a n y  city -dw eller.

“T h e  eggs a re  ge ttin g  cold, d e a r ,” 
M a ry  rem inded . “ I  w a n t to  ge t an  
ea rly  s ta r t  to d ay . I ’m  going to  p lace  
som e of y o u r p ic tu re s  if  i t  ta k e s  all 
d a y .”

“ Y ou look p re t ty  even w ith  y o u r chin 
o u t,” H a rv e y  teased . H is  eyes w en t 
b ack  to  th e  p a p e r— an d  w idened. 
“ M a ry , listen  to  th is! W h a t a  coinci
d e n c e !”

H e read  the  sm all item  tu c k e d  aw ay 
opposite  th e  com ic page.

“New York. Do the legendary 
Little People exist, as Dr. Asa Bol
ton claims, or is it a hoax? Dr. 
Bolton returned from the Catskills 
recently with an unproved story of 
seeing the Dance of the Fairies, 
and even capturing tiny six-inch 
high people. They escaped, he 
says, and the body of one he still 
had was spirited away—by the Lit
tle Folk, he claims. Dr. Bolton 
stated that he had already enlisted 
the aid of naturalists of the An
thropological Institute in his quest 
on the Catskills. It is sometimes 
to be wondered whether so-called 
scientists are not more gullible 
than laymen.”

“ E x a c tly ,” M a ry  sa id  qu ick ly . “N ow ,
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Jim, you aren’t trying to convince your
self you saw one of them yesterday?”

The glow in Harvey’s face faded. 
“Guess you’re right. Ready, dear? I ’ll 
pack you into the car and then get 
right at weeding the garden. You see 
I remembered! ”

Mary smiled and glanced out of the 
window at the garden. The saucer in 
her hand dropped and shattered on the 
floor.

“Mary, what’s the matter?”
“You shouldn’t frighten me so, Jim! 

You foolish boy, getting up in the mid
dle of the night and weeding the gar
den.”

Harvey took one look and bounded 
out of the door. He stared down at 
the cleanly plucked rows of greens, 
thunderstruck. Not a single weed had 
escaped.

“You didn’t do it, Jim?” Mary 
gasped, seeing his face. “Then who 
did? Who in the wide world—” She 
stopped, utterly bewildered.

“Elves!” Harvey murmured dazed
ly. “Like in the fairy tales, returning a 
good deed. I saved one yesterday. 
Mary, this proves it—”

“It doesn’t!” Mary cried, in relief. 
“Thank Heaven I just remembered. I 
gave the Wilkins boy some candy yes
terday, passing their farm. He’s a 
serious boy, and must have come all 
the way here last night just to show his 
thanks.”

Harvey had to grin. “You’d rather 
believe that?” He became serious, 
pointing down to soft dirt which showed 
the light impress of what might be tiny 
feet, a half-inch long—or animal tracks. 
“What about those—”

He was interrupted.
“Hello, there!”

ILTARVEY turned. Out on the road 
stood three men, dressed in shorts 

and light mackinaws against the morn

ing chill. They carried a camera, food- 
pack and butterfly net among them.

“I ’m Dr. Pertie of the Anthropolog
ical Institute of New York,” the elder 
of the three introduced himself. “Wil
son and Zeller, my assistants. We have 
a camp about ten miles north. We’ve 
been up here a month. We’re looking 
for evidences of the Little People.”

The younger men grinned rather 
sheepishly, but Dr. Petrie went on firm
ly. “That is, in the scientific sense. 
Small manlike beings about six inches 
high. Have you seen any signs of 
them? Or do you have the slightest 
suspicion, no matter how faint, that 
such little creatures may exist around 
here?”

Taking a long look at the butterfly 
net they carried, obviously for the pur
pose of snapping up little beings like 
prize insects, Harvey checked the eager 
words on his lips.

“No, of course not," he said. He 
smiled derisively. “You mean actual 
little men six inches high?”

The men shrugged, as though about 
ready to give up their quest, and left, 
striking off through the woods. Harvey 
could not resist whistling a soft tune 
after them, whose words ran:

“Last night I saw upon the stair,
A Little man who wasn’t there—”

“I ’m glad you said that, Jim,” Mary 
remarked as they packed pictures in 
the car. “I ’m going to Albany now, 
and you have all day to paint. I ’ll 
bring the Wilkins boy some more candy, 
on my way back. Jim, please say it?” 

“All right,” he acceded. “There 
aren’t any elves. And we have a mort
gage payment to meet. And the art 
dealers in Albany say I’ve lost my touch. 
Those are the real things.”

A few minutes later, painting para
phernalia under his arm, he was head
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ing for the woods. His red head van
ished among the trees.

Another red head, a far tinier one, 
emerged from the rose bushes at the 
side of the house.

Aldic pondered what he had heard. 
He had not left with the others, after 
the weeding, leaving Boro to lead them 
back. He had stayed partly to see that 
nothing went amiss. Mostly, to see the 
reaction of the Big Ones when they 
noticed their garden weeded. It had 
thrilled his little soul to see the glad 
surprise in their eyes. Especially that 
of the man. Aldic felt a peculiar af
finity toward him. Though one was a 
giant and one a midge, there was the 
bond between them of common geo
graphical origin. And red hair.

Aldic pondered. Yesterday this Big 
One had unwittingly saved a life. To
day, perhaps not so unwittingly, he had 
declined to set human bloodhounds on 
the trail of the Little Folk. Had with
held a clue to their existence.

The Big One should be rewarded 
again, according to the Third Law. 
But how? Aldic smiled suddenly and 
scampered around to where a vine grew 
against the cabin wall, acrobatically 
swinging himself up hand over hand. 
A partly ajar window let him in. He 
jumped to the floor. Against one wall 
leaned three of yesterday’s paintings, 
drying.

Aldic nodded happily as he saw 
paint-pots nearby, and several brushes 
in a box. Needing water, he roamed 
about till he found a thimble in a sew
ing-basket, and filled this from a bucket 
by the sink.

With two-handed strokes of a brush, 
Aldic labored for the following hours. 
He added a touch of silver to a brook 
meandering through a glen. A delicate 
stroke of brown to suggest a rabbit nib
bling among herbs. He stood on tiptoe 
to put a dash of vivid green where it

belonged, high in a tree. And now a 
tinge of purple where the shadow of a 
mountain fell. Here and there the 
brush touched.

Little exquisite touches they were, 
that Aldic’s rustic soul transfered to 
canvas with a supremely artistic in
stinct.

Squinting his eyes, Aldic was satis
fied. The scenes, twice as high as he 
was, looked real enough to step into. 
And an aura of mystery hung in them, 
too. Aldic was almost tempted to paint 
himself in, peeping from behind a toad
stool. But no, there was the First Law. 
As it was, the paintings would appeal 
to those among the Big Ones who liked 
to dream of things unseen.

“Eyoo, my big red-headed friend,” 
Aldic exulted aloud. “That is the way 
it should be done.”

He put the brushes back carefully, 
and left. With him he carried the 
thimble, perched over his red thatch, 
as self-given remuneration. Surely the 
Big Ones could get another.

/ ''\U T  in the forest, finding a rabbit 
warren, Aldic nudged a sleepy 

buck aside and curled up next to its 
soft fur. Mannikin and rabbit slept 
through the heat of the day.

In the late afternoon, approaching 
the village of Little Folk, Aldic heard 
the blast of a snail-horn, used only as 
an emergency alarm. He broke into a 
run and saw the glint of brown fur 
ahead. A bear! By its size, the same 
one who had yesterday chased Boro, 
and today evidently nosed out their vil
lage’s site. But there was no Big One 
near this time to chase it away.

Aldic heard the splitting of wood as 
the great monster ripped open one of 
their tree-stump homes. He heard the 
screams of a child—screams that 
clipped short. Then he was close 
enough to see the bear’s claws scrab
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bling within the hollow for another 
delectable tidbit. Half the awakened 
community had emerged from its cam
ouflaged variety of homes, rubbing 
sleepy eyes that filled with horror.

The men were paralyzed, not know
ing what to do. The bear was seldom 
a menace unless he blundered into their 
village, sniffing out their homes. It 
hadn’t happened for a generation. How 
could this towering behemoth, ten 
times bigger and heavier than the 
frightful fox, be killed or even driven 
away? Within the hollow stump, three 
children and their parents were 
trapped. The bear would daw them 
out, one by one.

Aldic took the situation in at a 
glance. Without pausing in his stride, 
he ran up the bear’s back like a nimble 
mouse, using its hair for hand-holds. 
It ignored him completely, intent on 
ripping the tree-stump wider. Aldic 
reached one shoulder, spear in hand. 
Balancing on his feet against the bear’s 
movement, he clutched the spear in his 
two hands, high over his head.

He thrust then, with all the impetus 
of his powerful little shoulders, straight 
into one ear of the bear. The sharp 
metal point buried itself in tender flesh. 
The bear screamed and hunched, 
throwing Aldic through the air like a 
chip of wood. The animal rolled over 
and over, clawing at its ear. The haft 
sticking out broke off and the bear am
bled away awkwardly, uttering pain
ful grunts.

Fearful faces peered from the tree- 
stump, seeing they were saved. Old 
Zutho hobbled up to where Aldic sat 
on the ground, shaking his head from 
his fall. He came to his feet, unhurt.

“First the fox,” Zutho commended. 
“Now the bear. You are a mighty war
rior, Aldic. I and my people thank 
you for the lives you saved.”

“The bear will come back,” Aldic

said thoughtfully. “My spear-thrust 
was a mere prick to it, after all. Its 
pain gone, the bear will come back to
morrow, now knowing where to find 
us.”

Zutho sighed heavily.
“It should be killed, but that is im

possible for us to do. As with the Big 
People, we can only scurry from its 
mighty feet. WTe will have to migrate 
from this village-site to a new one. We 
will have to start now—”

“Wait.” Aldic held up a hand. “Per
haps I can kill the bear.”

“What? You are mad, Aldic. You 
must know that no weapon of ours can 
kill a bear.”

“No weapon of ours,” agreed Aldic. 
“Still, I wish to try. Will you give me 
till tomorrow?”

Zutho looked long at Aldic, on the 
point of calling him a young, conceited 
fool whose so-far successful exploits 
had gone to his head.

Teena’s silvery-sweet voice sounded, 
as she stepped forward. “Let him try, 
Father. Somehow, I trust Aldic. I 
think he can do anything he saysl”

A murmur of agreement ran through 
the others. Teena suddenly flung her 
arms around Aldic, kissing him. “It 
was my sister and her children you 
saved,” she said, blushing as she 
stepped back.

Over Aldic’s face stole a red as vivid 
as that of his mane of hair.

Zutho grinned, then spoke gravely. 
“You may try to kill the bear, Aldic 
of Ireland. We all trust you.”

“I will need a helper, the strongest 
young man.” Aldic’s eye fell on Boro. 
“You, Boro.”

“No!” Boro roared, obviously net
tled by Teena’s act. “Whatever mad 
thing you hope to try, I ’ll have no part 
of it.”

“Are you afraid, Boro?” Teena sug
gested.
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Boro hesitated. Then—“I will go!” 
he snapped.

CHAPTER V 

An Expedition

AN hour later, panting, the two 
young men peered from bushes to

ward the cabin.
“The Big Ones are not back yet,” 

Aldic said. “Follow me, Boro, into 
the cabin.”

Dropping to the floor from the win
dow, after climbing the vines, Boro 
straightened and spoke his first words.

“Now what, Aldic the Fool? The 
bear is certainly not here. Have you 
thought better of your rash resolve? 
As Zutho said, no weapon of ours can 
kill a bear.”

“But that can!” Aldic pointed over 
the fireplace, where a long metal in
strument hung on two pegs.

“The weapon of the Big Ones!” 
Boro gasped.

“It is called a rifle,” Aldic supplied. 
“Come, we will try to get it down.”

Leaping from a table to the mantel 
over the fireplace, they found the gun 
high out of reach.

“We can throw vine-lassoos up and 
drag it from the pegs,” Boro ventured.

“It is big and heavy. It would crush 
us, or fall to the floor and be damaged. 
The Big Ones will be back soon, any
way.” Aldic’s eyes roved thoughtfully 
about the living room, then lighted. 
“Come, Boro. Help me write a note 
to the Big Ones on what they call a 
typewriter.”

It was an amazing undertaking to 
Boro, though obviously Aldic was not 
unfamiliar with the instrument. Stand
ing at the top, Boro held the paper as 
Aldic, at the side, grasped the roller- 
knob in his arms and strained every 
muscle to turn it. The paper moved

around, though a little crookedly.
It was a succession of surprises to 

Boro as he blindly obeyed Aldic’s com
mands. “Sit on the shift-key—there, 
Boro.” Then Aldic jumped from the 
top down on another key and the ma
chine threw up a lever and snapped 
loudly, startling Boro.

“Now the space-bar, Boro—that 
long black bar.”. . . “Now stamp on 
that key with two dots, from where 
you are.”. . . “The black bar again.” 
. . . “Wrong letter that time. Stamp 
on the backspace there, Boro.”. . . 
“How do you spell ‘against’ in the Big 
People’s language?”

Aldic tugged open a dictionary on 
the table beside the typewriter. On 
hands and knees he searched for the 
word when he had the right page open. 
At some time or other, Boro was aware, 
Aldic had spent much time spying on 
the Big Ones, learning their language. 
Then Aldic was back at the machine.

Finally it was done and Aldic un
rolled the paper, placing it flat on the 
table. Boro was about to speak, but 
instead a gleam came into his eyes. 
This was a violation of the First Law, 
writing a note for the Big Ones to read. 
When Boro told of it back at the vil
lage, Aldic would be in disgrace!

A T sunset, Jim Harvey trudged to 
his cabin, tired as usual, and still 

aware that he had somehow lost his 
“touch.” Worry over the payments 
had done it, no doubt.

Fifteen minutes later the Ford ar
rived and Mary stepped into the cabin, 
discouragement in her face. “I placed 
only one today,” she began, then 
stopped, noticing how fixedly her hus
band was staring at the paintings set 
to dry against the wall. “Jim! They’re 
wonderful! You’ve touched those up 
beautifully.”

“Did I?” Harvey whispered, running
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a nervous hand through his red hair. 
“Mary, what if I told you I didn’t—” 

She laughed. “And that you didn’t 
weed the garden last night? Darling 
boy, you’ll always be the same. The 
night before our elopement you in
sisted I had wings, like an angel, till 
I almost became angry. I spoke to the 
Wilkins boy, by the way. He wasn’t 
here, I ’m sure of that. Now confess— 
oh!”

While talking, she had picked up the 
paper beside the typewriter, glancing 
over it. She faced her husband sternly. 
“Jim, this is carrying it too far. I’m 
not asking to be amused—”

Harvey snatched the sheet from her 
hand, reading the somewhat badly 
typed message.

“I cannot Reveal myself to You. 
It is against Our FirSt Law. We 
needyour gun. If You wish;to help 
uz, bring it outside, by a TreE, and 
leave it there tonicht. Aldic of Ire
land. P.S. We both have Red hair.”

Harvey looked up, his blue eyes far 
away. “Aldic was king of the fairies, 
a thousand years ago, according to 
Irish mythology. This little scamp 
must be his descendant—”

“Jim, you mean—”
“It’s genuine? Of course, I wouldn't 

play such an elaborate practical joke 
on you, Mary. The Little People exist, 
don’t you understand? And I ’m going 
to bring out the gun tonight!”

A call came from the outside the 
house. It was one of the three natural
ists—Wilson—-alone. He spoke ex
citedly. “Can you give me a lift to 
the highway? Dr. Petrie will meet me 
there with our car. We separated to
day, in our search. And look what I 
found!”

He displayed a torn bit of cloth of 
some kind, oddly shaped as though to

fit a tiny form, with a claw-mark in its
center.

“A small bear passed me this after
noon,” Wilson explained. “Ambling 
fast as though running from something. 
He blundered through thorn bushes 
and left behind this clue to the Little 
People. He must have caught one, 
and clawed away its clothing before 
eating it. This rag clung to his claws 
till it came away in the thorns. It 

.means the Little Folk, all right. I ’d 
swear this stuff is woven from spider
webs!”

T T ARVEY burst out laughing, to the 
surprise of Wilson and Mary both.

“Sorry to explode your hopes, Wil
son. But I recognize this cloth. Re
member, Mary, we cleaned out the 
trunk the other day, and you decided 
to throw away that mantel doll at last? 
Isn’t this part of its miniature dress, 
Mary?”

Mary nodded mechanically.
“We threw it in our usual dump- 

heap, back of the cabin,” Harvey con
tinued. “We’ve seen that bear-cub 
rooting around among the cans and 
bottles, at times. Bears are omnivorous, 
you know, and he probably clawed 
the doll apart in hopes of finding it ed
ible. Too bad the explanation is so 
prosaic, Wilson. But it will save you 
future embarrassment with your com
panions. Come on, I ’ll give you a lift 
to the highway.”

When Harvey had returned from de
livering the very crestfallen young na
turalist, he explained to Mary.

“White lie, of course, about the doll. 
If the Little People wanted to be 
known, they’d reveal themselves. 
Therefore I sidetracked Wilson. There 
are things, Mary, that even science 
must leave alone. Call it my poetic 
soul, or romantic nature, or whatever 
you want—but I had to do it!”
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It was dark now. Harvey took down 
the gun, slipped five shells into the 
magazine, and strode out into the night. 
He placed the gun upright against a 
tree. Then on second thought, smil
ing he laid it flat on the ground.

Had little ears heard him? Were 
little eyes watching his every move? 
Or was some cunning maniac roaming 
the hills, as Mary might suggest next, 
taking it into his twisted mind to com
mit a murder without leaving a clue to 
himself?

From the cabin window, later, Har
vey saw the moon rise and flood the 
space under the tree with its soft but 
revealing light.

The rifle was gone!

CTEPPING along in perfect rhythm, 
Aldic and Boro carried the rifle. 

Aldic was at the front under the stock, 
Boro behind with the round barrel 
across his shoulder. The gun was 
heavy, but they were strong and kept 
up the tireless pace.

Once a weasel, thinking its victim 
occupied, darted at Aldic, sharp teeth 
ready to crunch into soft flesh. With
out dropping his burden, Aldic’s left 
hand, holding his axe, bit deep into the 
weasel’s tender snout, sending it off 
whimpering with pain.

“Eyoo!” chuckled Aldic, and added 
unnecessarily. “It seems to me the 
weasels of my land put up a better 
fight.”

“This is mad,” Boro grunted for the 
tenth time. “What will we do with 
this clumsy machine when we get 
back?”

“You will see,” promised Aldic, a 
little tickled that he alone knew what 
he had in mind.

The villagers all saw, gradually, 
when they began carrying out Aldic’s 
commands, after he had arrived. The 
gun, a cannon to them, was propped

against a stump with forked sticks. 
Aldic drilled six men in certain duties, 
to raise or lower the barrel at instant 
notice. Another six were stationed on 
each side of the stock, to swing it side
ways if needed. One man would be at 
the trigger.

“The bear will come at dawn, likely,” 
Aldic predicted, “nosing about the 
homes again. He must be decoyed 
across the glade. Someone must be 
that bait, running before him and 
climbing one certain tree. I would vol
unteer, except that I must superintend 
the shooting of the gun.”

“Let it be Boro,” rang out Teena’s 
voice. “He had experience once be
fore in eluding the bear. If it catches 
him, he can turn and easily battle it— 
as he once claimed to do! ”

With a hue and cry, Boro was elected 
for the dangerous assignment. Boro 
shrugged, bidding his time. After Al
dic’s harebrained venture had failed. 
Boro would reveal the note-writing, 
crushing Aldic with double disgrace. 
Then Teena would despise Aldic, and 
once more be sweet to Boro.

CHAPTER VI

Death of a Monster

A S the rose of dawn lighted the 
woodland scene, the tense com

munity in their hidden homes heard the 
crackling of twigs. Tiny spying eyes 
watched the bear nosing at stumps, 
coming nearer and nearer, seeking the 
Little People for prey.

Aldic nudged Boro. Taking a breath, 
Boro leaped out and ran across the 
bear’s path, toward the dancing glade. 
The bear, evidently reluctant to make 
a chase if he could find trapped victims 
in stumps, did not follow till Boro had 
deliberately danced in front of him. 

“Jhiyoo!” Boro shouted, making the
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dramatic most of what was a dangerous 
business anyway. “You fat, clumsy, 
ugly monster! Catch Boro if you can, 
who is fleet as the wind, strong as—”

He had no time for further self
eulogies. The bear snarled and made 
for the audacious little upstart. Boro 
raced across the glade and managed 
to reach the designated tree in time to 
scramble to its lower branches. Bear
like, the pursuer stood on his hind legs, 
stretching his claws for the mannikin 
almost within reach. In another mo
ment, if anger so moved him, he would 
climb . . .

Aldic was shouting orders at the gun. 
Now was the time, while the bear stood 
upright, a perfect target. Aldic strad
dled the stock of the rifle, peeping 
through the sights. The men with 
forked sticks were ready to move the 
barrel whichever direction he com
manded.

“A little up, you men at the front! 
A little more—stop! Now a little left

stricken, sure that a mountain had fall
en. They had never heard the weapon 
of the Big Ones before, except as far- 
aw'ay barks.

Aldic picked himself up from where 
the recoil of the gun had tossed him 
like a rag doll. Blood trickled from a 
bruise in his forehead. The dozen men 
who had handled the gun lay around in 
dazed bewilderment. One lay still, 
completely knocked out. Another 
groaned with a broken arm. A third 
lay pinned under the gun itself.

Women ran to help them. The rest 
of the villagers ran with Aldic to the 
glade. Boro still sat on his branch, 
rigidly, staring down at the body of 
the bear. The shot had torn half its 
head away and killed it instantly.

'T 'H E IR  enemy was dead! Cheers 
1 tinkled through the air. They

—easy! Hold it, all of you!
Fire!”

The man at the trigger shoved it 
back. A thunderous 
crash shattered the dawn 
quiet, echoing from the 
hills. Half the villagers 
ran wildly about, panic-



Aldic pulled the trigger, 
and the tremendous con
cussion hurled him from 

his feet

wouldn’t have to seek a new home after 
all.

“This is a mighty deed, Aldic,” said 
old Zutho. “One that will be handed 
down from father to son for genera
tions!”

“But, Father,” spoke up Boro, clam
bering. “Aldic violated the First Law, 
to bring this about.” He told of the 
note.

Zutho looked at Aldic a little 
shocked.

“Is it true, my son? Have you de
liberately revealed our existence to a 
Big One?”

“It was either that or migrating, 
which at this time would be dangerous,” 
Aldic said calmly. “I did not want to 
alarm you, but three Big Ones from 
New York are prowling about, half 
suspecting our existence.”

“But then you have made it worse!” 
gasped Zutho. “The note will prove it 
to them—”

Aldic shook his head. “The red- 
haired Big One is to be trusted. Did 
he not turn one of the three searchers 
from the trail? Admit it, Boro, for 
you heard.”

57
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Boro grunted an admission. Aldic 
put his arm around his shoulder. “But 
let us give due credit to Boro, for per
forming his hazardous task well!’' 

Cheers rose for the two stalwarts 
standing together, slayers of the mighty 
bear. Teena stepped up and kissed 
them both, in sight of all, so that all 
the villagers wondered which she would 
eventually choose.

“To work!" Zutho commanded.
With a will, the Little Folk fell to 

cutting up the great carcass, swarming 
about it like ants. They would have 
meat, preserved in herbs, for weeks to 
come. And the warm fur would be 
useful against winter’s bite. A ring of 
armed men stood at guard against 
scavengers attracted by the smell of 
blood. Even the fox would hesitate 
before he dared charge that phalanx.

“Come, Boro, we will return the 
gun," Aldic said.

When they left, behind them trooped 
a dozen men carrying choice cuts of 
the fresh meat, as a gift to the Big One.

'T 'H A T  evening, Jim Harvey saw that 
Mary was glowingly happy, as she 

returned from Albany and pointed 
proudly to the empty back seat of the 
car.

“The three pictures sold to the first 
dealer, Jim! He wants as many more 
as you can turn out. He says you have 
a touch in them now that’s sheer gen
ius. How did they turn out today?” 

Harvey waved at three paintings 
drying against the wall.

“Yes, I ’ve got the touch now.” His 
voice was that of a man to whom some 
inner s e c r e t  had been revealed. 
“Thanks to little Aldic and his lesson.” 

Mary started. “You still believe—” 
Harvey motioned toward the gun 

once more hanging from its pegs over 
the fireplace. “I found it on the door
steps when I got back. Also this—”

“Bear-steak!” Mary gasped. “But 
Jim, I still can’t believe in them. I 
just can’t! After all, we haven’t seen 
them—”

She stopped as the smooth purr of 
Henry Bainbridge’s car sounded out
side, and then the harsh blast of his 
horn. Another man was with him.

Mary clutched her husband’s hand, 
at the determined frown on Bain
bridge’s heavy face. “I’m foreclosing,” 
he said without preamble. “I’ll take 
the court loss in costs, in order to re
sell to a cash client.”

The cold, brutal announcement was 
like a physical blow to Harvey and his 
wife. All their hopes and dreams 
shattered.

“You can’t! ” Harvey protested. 
“My pictures are beginning to sell now. 
You’ve got to give us a chance.”

“Sure I ’ll give you a chance,” Bain- 
bridge smiled thinly. “If you pay me 
$500 by next week, the place is yours. 
That’s a business proposition. And 
now, I ’m within the law in taking what
ever pictures you have on hand, as 
your only tangible negotiable property, 
against your payments in arrears. This 
is Deputy Lang, of Tannersville.”

Harvey stood by helplessly as his 
paintings were loaded into Bainbridge’s 
car.

“If you get the $500, mail it to me 
in New York City. Remember—a 
week!” With this parting shot, Bain- 
bridge drove off.

“In other words,” Harvey said bit
terly, “Bainbridge has a higher offer for 
this property, enough to absorb the loss 
in foreclosure and make a profit. Strict
ly business. He’s within his rights. 
Naturally our problem doesn’t concern 
him. Mary, crying won’t help.”

Mary swallowed bravely. “Five hun
dred dollars!” she murmured, in a tone 
that doubted the existence of that much 
anywhere. “Jim, it’s awful to have to
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leave this place, just when we had a 
start.”

Harvey nodded haggardly. “And 
just when I was getting the thrill of 
my life, over the Little People—”

“If they only did exist, Jim! And 
were able to help us! Oh, I ’m getting 
as foolish as you are. That’s only in 
fairy tales—” And now the dam of 
Mary’s tears did break.

Harvey’s red head bowed over hers 
against his chest, pityingly, for her 
heartbreak. As for the Little People 
—Harvey wasn’t sure himself. He was 
only certain of one thing—that the 
world had tumbled apart.

OTHER red head moved, outside 
the open window, peeping forth 

from ivy-vines along the cabin wall. Al- 
dic scrambled to the ground, Boro after 
him. The other men had left long 
before. Aldic and Boro had stayed 
out of curiosity. I t pleased them to 
hear the Big Ones talk of the little be
ings who moved so mysteriously and 
kept out of the knowledge of man.

“They will have to leave,” Aldic 
murmured a little sadly, as the two 
headed back for the village. “I would 
like to help them.”

“It is best they leave,” Boro grunted. 
“They know too much of us. But tell 
me, Aldic, why are the Big Ones cruel 
to each other like that?”

“They have not learned to be civil
ized,” Aldic returned simply. “They 
worship a god, called money, to the ex
clusion of all the more fundamental 
things of life. It is money my red
headed friend needs—” His voice 
trailed away in thought.

At the village, Aldic approached Zu- 
tho, telling the story.

“I am going to New York City, for 
money,” he concluded.

“Tamper not too much with the do
ings of the Big Ones,” Zutho demurred.

“Especially their good money. I forbid 
it, Aldic.”

Aldic spoke gently. “You forget, 
Father, that I am not of this tribe. This 
I do on my own accord, not as a tenet 
of the Third Law.”

“Still I forbid it,” Zutho proclaimed. 
“You are from Ireland, but this region 
is in my jurisdiction. I cannot risk the 
safety of these my people for a fool
hardy venture. If you were caught, 
our existence would be known to the 
Big Ones. You must not go, Aldic.”

Aldic seemed about to speak, draw
ing himself up, but instead nodded 
obediently. Yet that night, while a 
merry dance went on in the glade, Aldic 
stole into the thickets and crept away. 
A hand suddenly caught his arm. Aldic 
whirled to face Boro, who had evidently 
kept an eye on him.

“Call the others,” Aldic dared. “Be
fore they come, I will toss you into the 
brambles.” His hard young body tensed 
for battle.

Boro strangely shook his head. “I 
will go with you, Aldic.”

Aldic gaped in surprise. “Why 
Boro?”

Boro scuffed at the ground with his 
foot. “You saved my life once. Per
haps I can save yours, in the dangers 
ahead.”

Aldic grinned. “Good. I was wish
ing for you to come along.” Then, his 
face sobering gravely, he opened a small 
pouch in his belt and took therefrom 
one of two small pellets. “Keep this 
with you, Boro. It is deadly poison, 
from the nightshade. So concentrated 
is it that it will cause the flesh to 
wither away in hours. If caught by the 
Big Ones, with no escape—”

He paused, and Boro nodded grimly, 
putting the pellet gingerly in his own 
pouch.

Another form suddenly slipped up be
fore them.
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“Teena!” they said as one.
“I heard,” the girl whispered. “My 

heart goes with you—both. When you 
come back—”

The two stalwarts looked at each 
other, wondering which the girl had al
ready chosen. She had simply not told, 
lest one, or both, fail to return. With 
a last murmur of farewell, the two ad
venturers slipped away.

Teena wiped away her tears before 
reappearing in the glade. When it sud
denly came to general notice that Aldic 
and Boro were gone, she calmly told 
Zutho of their departure.

“After them, men—stop them!” But 
Old Zutho waved his command aside 
in the next moment. “No use to hope 
to catch them, the two fleetest.” His 
eyes blazed. “Rash fools! When they 
return—ij they do—they shall merit 
the full penalties of the broken First 
Law!”

CHAPTER VII 

On to New York!

A T a steady trot, the two adventurers 
forged their way through the night 

forests, up hill and through glen.
“We have only a week to reach New 

York, find money, and return,” Aldic 
informed. “We must not lose a mo
ment.”

“New York!” Boro murmured, shiv
ering in excitement. None of the pres
ent generation had ever dared invade 
that stronghold of the Big Ones.

Their eyes, as well adapted to night- 
vision as day, watched carefully on all 
sides for the night hunters. Once a 
ferret crossed their path, and lay there 
with its skull split open by their hand- 
axes. A fox treed them till Aldic’s 
needle-arrow in its snout sent it yelp
ing away. A browsing deer, startled, 
nearly trampled them with its hard

hooves, in its panic' to get away from 
what might be a bear. They swam a 
small river with steady strokes, and 
on the other shore impaled a hissing 
snake with their spears, chopping its 
head off.

“Eyooo!” exulted Boro. “We are a 
mighty pair. Who dares stand against
us?”

“The skunk,” Aldic said dryly, point
ing ahead. The swaggering creature 
blocked their path. Without a word, 
Boro slunk to the side, through bram
bles that scratched, following Aldic.

At dawn they reached the concrete 
highway which Boro had seen before 
and which he knew led to New York, 
along the great Hudson river. Boro 
shrank a little from the great roaring 
machines that thundered by, like ocean- 
liners on wheels. Tired from the night
long pace, they curled up in a conveni
ent hollow log and slept through the 
day. They could only travel by night.

At dusk, they hunted a field-mouse 
and ate of its tender flesh. With re
newed strength, they ran along the 
highway course, in the bordering fields.

“It would take us a week to reach 
the city, running,” Aldic said. “We must 
catch a ride on one of those machines.”

Boro sucked in his breath, at the 
daring thought. “But how can we? 
They roar by faster than the wind.”

“There is a crossroad ahead,” Aldic 
pointed. “Machines stop there. I 
know of these things. Keep close to 
me.”

At the cross highway, brakes 
squealed constantly. Aldic’s sharp lit
tle eyes watched, from a bush just be
side the road. “There! That one has 
a New York City license. Come, Boro. 
Do as I do.”

The two little forms scuttled out of 
hiding like swift animals. Any Big One 
seeing would idly take them for rats 
or chipmunks, in the dark. Aldic leaped
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on the running board and jabbed his 
spear down into the rubber-matting 
that covered it. Boro did the same. 
The car started up again, bearing two 
hitch-hikers unsuspected by the driver.

A S gears ground, and the engine
v roared into high speed, Boro gasp

ingly watched the countryside blur by. 
A fierce wind tore at them, threatening 
to whip them loose from their spear an
chorages. At times, bumps in the road
way tossed them up and down till their 
teeth jarred.

They clung for dear life. Once Al- 
dic’s ready arm pulled Boro back as 
he almost lost his grip. Boro’s face was 
white. The wheels of a car behind 
would have flattened him to pulp, if 
the fall first hadn’t broken his every 
bone.

“Eyoo!” Boro said weakly then, at 
Aldic’s somewhat scornful smile. “This 
is great sport!”

But Aldic himself felt the strain. At 
the next crossroad, the car stopping, he 
whispered: “There is only the driver
inside. The back is empty. Follow me!”

As the car halted, Aldic jerked his 
spear from the rubber mat and took a 
running leap to the top of the smooth 
back fender. From there he jumped 
lightly to the edge of the open window, 
and down into the back of the car. Boro 
followed, in as many seconds. They 
crouched in the dark space of the rear 
floor.

Hearts beating wildly, they remained 
tense till the car started up again. The 
driver hadn’t heard or noticed. They 
were safe. The ride was much smooth
er here. Enjoyable, in fact. Aldic and 
Boro looked triumphantly at each other, 
their little souls pleased at their dar
ing, stealing a ride right under the nose 
of a Big One.

The machine thundered on. The 
driver seemed in a vast hurry. He

wheeled past car after car, on the road, 
sometimes by a slim margin as oncom
ing cars brushed by.

“This driver is reckless,” Aldic said 
worriedly. “Sometimes these cars smash 
against one another in terrible acci
dents.”

The next moment, to Boro’s aston
ishment, Aldic leaped to the back cush
ion, thence to the door handle and final
ly to the backrest of the front seat. 
Crouching just behind the Big One’s 
ear, he began whispering, in their lan
guage.

“You are driving too fast! You are 
driving too fasti”

Over and over. His thin low whis
per reached the Big One’s ear only as 
a faint faraway murmur. The man 
squirmed uneasily, but kept up his pro
digious pace. Again he began to roar 
past a car, on a hill.

“You are driving too fast! You are 
taking chances!” Aldic droned on.

With an exclamation, the driver 
eased his throttle and remained behind 
the car ahead. He gasped sharply as 
headlights suddenly loomed over the 
rise and a huge truck whistled by. He 
would not have made it, trying to pass.

“Thank Heaven!” the man grunted 
aloud to himself. Thereafter he drove 
at a much saner pace, unknowing that 
his conscience had been in the guise of a 
tiny man.

|  ATE in the night, as suburban sec
tions whirled by, Boro became 

nervous.
“Where exactly are we going, Aldic?”
“Into the heart of the city—if this 

car takes us there,” Aldic returned in 
a guarded whisper. He went on grave
ly. “From now on, Boro, we must be 
utterly alert. The Big Ones surround 
us on every hand.”

Boro did not say it, but he had al
ready given themselves up for lost, curs
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ing silently his rash participation in this 
mad venture. He fingered the pouch 
which held the pellet of death.

Aldic saw the gesture and squeezed 
Boro’s arm. “Take heart! I have 
been in cities before. With reasonable 
luck, and constant caution, we can sur
mount any danger. You are not afraid?”

“No!” Boro snapped, stung.
They crossed two bridges, and now 

the fantastic ramparts of Manhattan 
reared about them. Boro hardly be
lieved his eyes. Higher than any moun
tain he had seen towered the sheer 
dwellings of the Big Ones. Everything 
was on such a gargantuan scale that 
he felt like a tiny insect.

Aldic stirred, finally, peering toward 
the east, where a faint pearl glow 
limmed the buildings. “It is close to 
dawn. We must leave this car and find 
a hiding place in the city, through the 
day.”

When the car next stopped for a red 
light, Aldic led the way, leaping to the 
window onto the fender, and then to the 
pavement. Hearing a slight sound, the 
driver turned half-way, then shrugged 
and started up, with a green light.

Scuttling to the overhang of a curb, 
Aldic and Boro flattened in its shadow, 
watching the car roll away down the 
street.

“Thanks,” Aldic breathed after it, 
half derisively. “He would not believe, 
if some one told him, that all night he 
had two of the Little Folk as passen
gers.”

Then they peered around. The night 
streets were almost deserted. Only an 
occasional car, and a still rarer pedes
trian moved within sight.

“There are no trees, no grass!” mar
veled Boro. “The Big Ones lead a 
strange life.”

Aldic’s eye turned to a street sign 
which read, on Jwo cross-bars: “Fifth 
Avenue—34th Street.”

Boro was now craning his neck, his 
eyes popping, trying to see how far up 
the incredible structure nearest them 
pierced. It was the Empire State 
Building, two miles high in the eyes of 
six-inch beings.

“This must be the pillar that holds 
up the sky!” Boro said excitedly. “As 
Zutho once conjectured.”

“And what held up the sky before 
this was built?” Aldic snorted. “Old 
Zutho may not know everything. Some 
of our superstitions about the Big Ones, 
Boro, are as childish as theirs about us.”

A pedestrian passed close to the curb, 
so close that the squeak of leather shoes 
rang like gongs in their ears. And now 
the first shaft of dawn speared redly 
over the scene.

“We must hide quickly!” Aldic 
stated. “The city will soon wake to life. 
Come, Boro.”

After long study, Aldic had picked 
their hiding. With no one in sight for 
the moment, they ran before a metal 
box, eight times as high as they were. 
On the outside was painted: “Waste 
Paper. Help Keep Our City clean.” 
It rested next to a metal pole sur
mounted by a shining lamp. There 
were foot and hand holds, because of its 
roughened design, and they clambered 
up, leaped across to the top of the tin- 
box, and darted down in after pushing 
aside a swinging door.

They landed in a pile of papers. The 
air inside was stale. But it was dark, 
and completely cut off the outside 
world. Through the walls, they could 
hear the rising tempo of city life, as 
the new day began. The crescendo of 
traffic arose, and the babble of voices. 
And Boro began to feel again like a little 
insect caught in a beehive of angry, buz- 
bing wasps.

“Relax and go to sleep,” Aldic bade 
laughingly. “What use to die a hun
dred deaths ahead of time?”
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CHAPTER VIII

Two Elves in a City!

J IM HARVEY ran his hands through 
his red hair, at the breakfast table, 

in his cabin in the Catskills. His face 
was haggard from a sleepless night.

“Five hundred dollars!” he muttered 
again. “Some dealer in Albany might 
loan it to me, if I contracted to make 
it up in pictures. Might 1”

Mary said nothing. What was there 
to say when air-castles lay in ruins?

Harvey fingered the paper signed 
“Aldic.” His voice was low, desperate. 
“If I found and caught one or two of the 
LittlePeople—and sold them—”

Mary spoke now, sharply. “I 
wouldn’t let you do that, even if they 
did exist. Why, it would be—horrible! 
But they don’t exist. And we have to 
do something for ourselves. No little 
creatures in our imaginations are go
ing to do it for us.”

N JIG H T fell in New York City, and 
the pangs of hunger came to Aldic 

and Boro, awakening from slumber 
among the papers of the tin box at Fifth 
Avenue and 34th Street.

Boro stoically said nothing, but Aldic 
said it.

“Food? Well—”
They huddled down as for the hun

dredth time the swing-cover above 
creaked, letting in light, and more 
papers that struck them with not too 
gentle force. Something else hurtled 
in—a half-eaten apple that bounced 
off Boro’s head, half stunning him.

“And there it is!” Aldic laughed.
They ate to repletion of the fruit. 

It filled the stomach, if nothing else. 
“And now,” Boro growled, “let us get 
out of this stuffy prison. I would rather 
face the Big Ones than breathe much 
more of this close air.”

The confinement lay heavily on them, 
for they were used to the openness of 
nature. But not until hours later, in the 
dead of night, did Aldic give the signal, 
when the city-noises had again faded.

Getting out was not as easy as get
ting in. They piled papers one on 
another, but were still out of reach. 
Boro was alarmed till Aldic unwound 
a thin cord wrapped around his waist— 
a five-foot lariat of strong, woven cater
pillar-silk.

“This rope will be of more use in the 
city than our weapons," Aldic com
mented, tossing again and again for the 
slight projection of a bolt-end up high. 
The loop finally caught and Aldic went 
up hand-over-hand nimbly, catching 
hold of the swing-opening. After Boro 
came up, Aldric retrieved the rope and 
peeped out. When no pedestrian was in 
sight, they scrambled down the lamp- 
post and scuttled to the shadow of a 
curb.

Boro expanded his chest thankfully, 
but made a wry face.

“This city air smells bad, too. How 
can the Big Ones stand it all their lives? 
Well, Aldic, now what? Is there any of 
this money we have come for within 
reach?”

Aldic was thoughtful. “It is all 
around us. But I must see a telephone 
book. Come, Boro.”

Boro followed, mystified, and they 
ran beside the curb—toward Sixth Ave
nue down 33rd Street, a New Yorker 
might have told them. Toward the end 
of the block, Aldic stopped and sur
veyed a small open-all-night lunch 
room. It was empty, in this late hour, 
and the proprietor was deep in a news
paper. The door was open. There was 
a telephone booth in the corner, beside 
it a stand of telephone books.

In the twinkle of an eye, they were 
within. Boro waited in trepidation be
low wrhi!e Aldic clambered up silently.
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Fortunately the Manhattan book was 
open. Aldic turned pages with a mini
mum of flutter, scanned quickly on the 
right one, and went down again. The 
proprietor had looked up just once, at 
the door, as though hoping to conjure 
a customer through it. He had not 
looked in the corner by the phone booth.

^~^UT at the curb again. Boro wiped 
the sweat from his brow. “I would 

rather battle the fox, than strain my 
nerves waiting for something to happen. 
Do you know where to go now, Aldic?”

“Yes, except that I do not know this 
city well. The next thing we must do 
is ask directions.”

“Ask! ” cried Boro. “Ask a Big One? 
Are you mad?”

“A certain kind of Big One,” Aldic 
said mysteriously. “That one in a blue 
uniform. He is called a policeman. 
And he is Irish!”

Boro following with a resigned air 
of fatalism, Aldic led the way along the 
curb and then over the sidewalk to 
where the lone policeman leaned against 
the building, staring off into space, 
whistling. He was large, middle-aged, 
florid-faced, with Irish blue eyes that 
held the kindly twinkle peculiar to their 
kind.

Aldic took a deep breath, and then 
boldly tugged at the man’s trouser-leg. 
The florid face turned down. The blue 
eyes widened as they made out the twin 
mannikins. The mouth fell open.

“Saints preserve us!” rumbled the 
Big One’s voice. “It was only a little 
drink!”

“Hallo, there!” Aldic called up. 
“Pick me up, ye son of Erin!”

Aldic gripped Boro’s arm. “If the 
worst happens to me, run and leave the 
city. But I ’m sure of my man.”

Eyes bulging, the policeman stooped, 
as if the little being’s command must 
be obeyed. With surprising tenderness

for so great a creature, he picked Aldic 
up. He placed him on the palm of one 
hand level with his eyes—and stared as 
though he would continue doing that 
forever.

“Saints!” he mumbled again, push
ing back his cap with his free hand 
and displaying sandy-red hair. “It has 
red hair, begorry. What can the little 
scalpeen be?” Suddenly the blue eyes 
flashed. “Be you one of the—the Little 
People?” Almost automatically he 
added: “Sor!”

“That I am!” Aldic yelled back, his 
piping voice shrill to the Big One’s ears. 
“If ye are a true son of Ireland, ye’ll 
help me. If not—if ye so much as raise 
a finger against me—I will lay upon 
ye the curse of the fairies!”

The policeman started. Behind his 
eyes that had seen the harsh realities 
of his world of crime prevention tugged 
a superstition born in his blood cen
turies upon centuries before. The 
Fairies were a pleasant myth, sure. 
But what was this in his hand?

“The curse!” Aldic emphasized.
“Oh no, sor! Please!” Superstition 

won. “What—”
He broke off as a pedestrian bore 

down on them. In one swift gesture, 
the policeman slipped Aldic into his 
coat pocket, and whistled tunelessly till 
the person passed. Boro had safely 
huddled behind a leg.

Aldic straightened out his rumpled 
shirt as the big but gentle hand once 
again held him as on a platform.

“What would yez have me do, sor?” 
the policeman asked, now irrevocably a 
fellow-conspirator with his little charge.

“I want directions,” Aldic demanded, 
“to get to a certain address—” He 
gave it.

“Your wings—” suggested the police
man respectfully, half turning the man
nikin to look.

“It pleases me to use your transpor
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tation, crude as it is,” Aldic lied magnifi
cently to cancel the superstition. 
“Which subway, for instance. Answer 
me!”

“Yes, little sor! Well, you’ll be after 
taking the Eighth Avenue subway. 
Then—” The policeman gave explicit 
directions.

Aldic nodded. “The Fairy Queen 
will reward you for this deed. But if 
you tell a soul you have seen us—the 
curse! Now put me down and turn 
away. It is not well for you to see, as 
we vanish from mortal sight.”

TJLACED on the sidewalk, Aldic
grabbed Boro’s hand and scampered 

for the curb. They ran along it. When 
they looked back, the policeman had 
just turned around, but too late to see 
them. He stood for a moment, as 
though asking himself a silent question 
regarding the episode’s reality, then 
moved off, scratching his head.

“What fools these Big Ones be!” 
Aldic said, as his distant relative Puck 
before him had first said, centuries be
fore.

The memorized directions ringing in 
his ears, Aldic led the bewildered Boro 
several blocks along, hugging shadows 
when there were eyes to see. Then into 
a subway kiosk, down stairs, and under 
a turnstile to the train platform. 
Human eyes might have seen them, as 
the two mannikins crossed clear 
stretches, if they had thought to look 
down rather than at their own eye-level. 
Aldic used every advantage of shadow 
and niche with masterful forethought.

A sign said: “Uptown express.”
The train was long in coming. Boro 
paled as the mighty ten-car juggernaut 
rumbled up, to stop with creaks and his
sings. Preoccupied Big Ones stepped 
off and on. The doors hissed shut. 
Aldic pulled Boro forward and they 
leaped to a small open platform between

cars, as the train started.
If the ride in the car had seemed ex

citing, this to Boro was heaxtstopping, 
for he saw concrete walls rushing by no 
more than a foot away. The noises 
alone were terrifying, to one used to 
the solitude of deep forests. The train 
ground to a halt at station after station, 
and kept thundering on and on.

“We aren’t crossing half of Earth,” 
Aldic smilingly informed Boro. “This 
is all one city. Seven million of the Big 
Ones live here, in an area smaller than 
your tribe’s hunting ground.”

“The Big Ones are mad,” Boro de
cided, giving up trying to conceive how 
many finger-countings equaled seven 
million.

At the station labeled “181st St.”, 
they left the train and scuttled up to 
open air. Aldic took his bearings from 
the hanging lights of a bridge span
ning the Hudson. George Washington 
Bridge, the policeman had called it.

One street down and several over 
they went. Aldic saw a street sign say
ing “St. Nicholas Ave.”, named after 
one of their race, of centuries before, 
who had made toys for the children of 
the Big Ones. The next street was Au
dubon. Aldic followed its curb. Finally 
they peeped from behind a tree that 
seemed out of place in this steel and 
stone world. An apartment building 
held the number “87.”

“That’s it,” Aldic said. “We’re go
ing in.”

“Going in?” Boro protested. “We’ll 
be trapped 1”

“We take our chances,” admitted Al
dic. “But we have two things on our 
side—smallness and wits.”

“Is that the only place we can get 
this—this money we have come for?”

“No.” Aldic smiled, as though en
joying a future joke. “But the most ap
propriate.”

“What fools we be!” Boro suddenly
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said. “Risking our necks, and the 
safety of our people—for what? Why 
are we doing it, Aldic?”

“Because a friend among the Big 
Ones outweighs risks.”

Aldic sighed heavily. “But mostly, I 
think, out of defiance to the Big Ones. 
Our people’s spirit lives on the sagas of 
ventures against our unnamed masters 
who do not even know we exist. . . .” 

Boro nodded slowly. He remem
bered the ceaseless warnings of his 
childhood, to fear the Big Ones. And 
then, like a light in darkness, the tales 
of exploits under their very feet. The 
Big Ones, too, yearned and strove for 
liberty, even a shadow of it.

Together they strode forward, to 
complete a saga that would warm their 
people’s hearts for generations to come. 
The apartment-hotel loomed as one of 
the most impenetrable strongholds of 
the Big Ones. To get in—and out— 
would be adventure supreme.

CHAPTER IX

An Adventure in Cat-Taming

'“p H E  only entrance to the big apart
ment building was a revolving door. 

Aldic peered cautiously through the 
glass partitions into the lobby beyond. 
At this late hour, only the night tele
phone operator was there, dozing with 
his back to the doorway.

“Push!” Aldic commanded, and to
gether, straining their utmost, they 
managed to shove the strange door just 
far enough to slip in and run under a 
lobby chair.

“ I know something of these dwell
ings,” Aldic said. “The Big Ones here 
live on various shelves. I have to find 
out which level we want.”

They fell silent and waited as a late 
arrival entered, exchanged a per
functory greeting with the sleepy opera

tor, and went up in an elevator. Then 
Aldic crept around the desk and looked 
over the man’s bobbing head at a chart 
beside a series of pigeon-hole mail 
boxes. In returning, the spear slung 
behind his back clicked against the 
desk.

The operator started, stared around 
in half interest, then went back to his 
dreams with the muttered word: 
“Mice!”

“We have to reach the 11th floor,” 
Aldic informed Boro. “Come.”

He had already seen that the door 
marked “Stairs” was propped half
open, to create something of a breeze 
since the night was warm. The stair
well was utterly deserted, and used 
only in emergency, such as fire. The 
Big Ones used the elevators, averse to 
unnecessary physical effort.

Using their spears as poles, they 
vaulted from step to step, each as high 
as they were, It became hard work 
after a time, and the stairs seemed end
less.

“I would rather climb a mountain,” 
panted Boro, “where at least the slope 
is gradual.”

At the fifth landing, Aldic peered 
from the propped-open door out into 
the hallway. His eyes gleamed at a 
daring thought. He pulled Boro with 
him to the automatic elevator, open at 
this level where the last passenger had 
stepped out. That is, open except for a 
precautionary latticed metal gate 
through whose framework they wrig
gled, into the cage.

Unslinging his useful lariat again, 
Aldic cast for a knob at the chest level 
of the Big Ones, pulled himself up, and 
pounded in the button labeled “ 11” 
with his fist. An automatic door hissed 
shut and the cage arose like an obe
dient slave.

“Magic!” Boro muttered fearfully, 
and then grinned delightedly as noth
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ing dire happened. Harmless magic, 
anyway.

A T  the 11th floor, the automatic door
1 opened and they squirmed through 

the lattice-gate into a carpeted hall. 
Rows of doors lined both sides. Be
hind them slept dozens of the Big Ones, 
unknowing of the two tiny intruders.

“They are packed like rabbits in a 
warren,” grunted Boro. “Who are they 
hiding from?”

Aldic stopped before a door marked 
“C” with a name card under it that 
meant nothing to Boro, for he could 
not read the Big One’s language, though 
he understood it well.

“Now we have to get in. There is 
but one way. Keep close to me, Boro.”

After a cautious glance up and down 
the hall, Aldic boldly stood before the 
door and rapped on it with his spear- 
butt. The sound would register within 
as a knock, a custom of the Big Ones 
to inform each other of their presence, 
rather than an uluating shout of 
“Eyooo!”

It was not till the third series of 
knocks that their quick ears heard 
sound within. Two ponderous slip
pered feet approaching the door. Aldic 
tensed. The clank of a lock sounded 
and the door opened a few inches. Puff
eyed with sleep, the face of a middle- 
aged, portly man peered out.

Astonishment at seeing no one came 
over his features. He had no suspi
cion that two little forms, down where 
he hadn’t dreamed of looking, had al
ready slipped into the room, past his 
legs.

Closing and locking the door, mutter
ing to himself, the man crossed the 
room, clicked off a shaded lamp, and re
tired to an inner room. Aldic and Boro 
heard the creak of his bed, and then the 
sound of his heavy breathing.

Aldic’s beating heart eased.

“Well,” he whispered to Boro, “now 
we are here. We have three days—at 
the most—to accomplish our mission.”

“And just what is that?” Boro de
manded. “You have been very secre
tive, Aldic. How will we get this 
money?”

“We’ll see,” Aldic said non-commit
tally. “It is close to morning. We 
can do nothing now\ We will observe 
what is before us.”

Dawn was already spangling through 
curtained windows. The two little men 
were under a wide concealing structure 
that Aldic vaguely knew was a studio- 
couch. They waited to see how they 
could spin their plot against the Big 
Ones.

HTWO hours later, the household woke 
1  to life. A maid-servant emerged 

from one bedroom and began bustling 
in the kitchen. Shortly after the man 
arose and sat to breakfast, with his 
wife.

Aldic and Boro saw little, for the 
time being. But the voices and noises 
came to them clearly.

The two Big People eating seemed at 
odds.

“That darling fur-piece is only $700, 
dear,” sounded the wife’s voice, in false 
sweetness. “Now’s the time to get it, 
in spring. Prices go up in the fall, you 
know.”

“I can’t afford it,” the man’s voice 
came wearily. “Stop nagging me. You 
don’t need it in the first place.”

“But I want it, dear, and you can af
ford it—”

It went on, with variations, till the 
man left for his office, slamming the 
door. The woman vented herself on the 
maid, ordering her about sharply. 
Later, another voice sounded, that of a 
boy-child, as he was awakened, dressed, 
and given breakfast.

The morning hours passed, while
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Aldic and Boro listened to the doings 
of typical Big Ones, little of which 
they understood. The maid had fin
ished the dishes and was making beds 
and bustling about the apartment, dust
ing. The wife made telephone calls 
and lolled about.

The boy-child wandered around, and 
eventually began playing with a cat in 
the living-room, near the studio couch. 
Aldic and Boro shrank back against the 
wall. They did not fear the child, but 
the cat—

And suddenly its canny eyes pierced 
under the couch. Its fine senses told it 
there was something amiss, and it crept 
under. A great, menacing head loomed 
before the two little men, as large to 
them as an elephantine tiger. Two yel
low eyes sought them out of the gloom 
under the couch, and a low growl rum
bled from its throat.

“We must kill it,” Boro grunted, “be
fore it kills us.”

Aldic hesitated. “They will hear the 
noises. This cat spoils everything!”

“Tabby!” sounded the little boy’s 
voice, in childish accents. “Come 
back. I want to play with you. 
Tabby.”

But Tabby, all his animal instincts 
alert, was after prey. Tail swishing, 
he crept close to the two little creatures, 
claws ready. Boro’s spear was bal
anced for a cast at one gleaming yellow 
eye.

Aldic knocked it away.
“Tabby! ” his voice piped out. “Tab

by—nice Tabby! Nice pussy!”

A T the point of charging, the cat 
eased slightly. Puzzled, its ears 

cocked forward. As Aldic repeated his 
soothing words, it seemed undecided, 
but suddenly relaxed. Its feline in
stincts dissolved before the plain fact of 
hearing a spoken voice. Any creature 
that spoke, no matter how strangely

small, was its master.
“Nice Tabby!” Aldic soothed away 

its last doubts, stroking its fur and 
tickling its ears. He jumped back 
startled at a new rumbling sound. The 
cat was purring like a great beating 
drum.

“You have tamed it!” Boro mar
veled. “You are a brave man to try it, 
Aldic.”

Aldic thought it unnecessary to tell 
Boro he had been frightened stiff, at 
the crucial moment, not knowing 
whether a sharp claw would rend him 
or not. They both tensed, then.

“Mummy!” sounded the child’s 
voice as it suddenly ran to next room. 
“Mummy, who is Tabby talking to, 
under the couch? I heard them just 
as plain!”

Aldic and Boro looked at each other. 
Exposed, trapped!

The woman’s voice answered.
“Tabby is ta lk in g  to the little 

brownies, that’s all. Now Elsie is go
ing to take you to the park to play. 
Mother is going to a bridge party.”

When they had left, Boro shook his 
head in bewilderment. “Brownies? 
Did she mean us? But why didn’t she 
capture us then, since she somehow 
knows we’re here?”

Aldic laughed uproariously. “Boro, 
at times you are utterly—well, never 
mind. W’e’re safe. Come, the place is 
empty. We can scout around.”

The following hours were an adven
ture in themselves. With the soul of 
a true explorer, Aldic went through all 
the rooms. Suddenly he seemed to go 
a little wild. He bounced up and down 
on cushioned chairs. He leaped to a 
dresser-top and tried to run a giant 
comb through his red mane, and ad
mired his image in a mirror. When the 
phone rang, he lifted the instrument 
from its cradle in his strong arms and 
laughed to hear the impatient “hello!
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hello!” from it before he thrust it back.
And everywhere they went, the cat 

went, purring, gamboling. Boro en
tered into the spirit of the thing and 
they chased one another around the 
huge furniture, yelling. They were 
children in the castle of the giants. It 
was a lark. It was fun, too, to sit in 
chairs and pretend they were Big Ones.

“I'm hungry,” Boro said finally.
In the kitchen, dragging a chair over, 

Aldic managed to open the refrigerator, 
shivered in its icy draft, and speared 
a slice of sausage and a small piece of 
cake. They were careful to leave no 
crumbs.

Aldic suddenly darted out of an open 
French door, onto a veranda. They 
peered out, between a grill railing, at 
the widespread city, stretching up and 
down the Hudson in unbelievable cub
istic masses. When they peered straight 
down, for what seemed a sheer mile to 
them, Boro drew back dizzily.

“Enough is enough,” he grunted. 
“Let us get our business done and go.”

COBERED, they thought of their 
mission. Aldic led the way to the 

bedroom, with the instincts of a mas
ter burglar. In a drawer of a dressing- 
table, he found a jewel-box and opened 
it. Treasure gleamed forth. Rings of 
gold, chains of silver, and a string of 
iridescent pearls.

“Those pearls are perhaps worth a 
thousand dollars, in the Big People’s 
conception,” Aldic mused. “They will 
do—”

But now a key sounded in the front 
door. Aldic acted with the rapidity 
natural to their size, closing the box 
and drawer so no sign wogld point to 
their presence. Then they barely had 
time to race back under their studio- 
couch hiding-place. They would have 
to get the pearls at night.

The maid and little boy had re

turned. Soon after, the wife was back, 
and dinner was prepared. Hardly had 
the man arrived and the meal begun, 
than it started again.

“Tomorrow’s my last chance to get 
the fur-piece, dear. I t’s genuine high- 
grade fox.”

Aldic and Boro looked at each other. 
Though they hated the fox as a mortal 
enemy, in their woodland haunts, it 
seemed outrageous for the Big Ones to 
kill them only for their fur, not in self
protection.

“I can’t afford it,” the man parried, 
as he obviously had for days.

Henry! Don’t lie to me.” The fem
inine voice was strident now. “You’re 
foreclosing the property that Harvey 
has up north and it’s sheer profit be
cause they’ve more than paid for it 
with interest. You told me yourself 
you have a cash buyer, at twice its 
value—and twice what the fur would 
cost.”

“Why did I ever tell you?” the man 
pleaded with the universe at large. At 
the end of the meal, he gave up. “I 
knew it wasn’t any use. Here’s the 
money,—darling! I ’m going to have 
a little poker game with the boys to
night. Okay?”

“Why, of course, honey!”
But if the woman was thrilled, 

another in the place was much more 
thrilled—Boro. Under the couch, he 
turned astounded eyes on Aldic.

“Now I see! I thought I recognized 
the man’s voice—Henry Bainbridge, 
the Big One whom we saw up north, 
telling Harvey he would have to give up 
his home!”

Aldic laughed a little. “You finally 
caught on, Boro!”

Boro cursed himself for his thick- 
wittedness. They listened to the house
hold sounds, ready now to play the 
final act in this strange drama.

After an evening phoning all her
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friends and telling them of the darling 
fur-price she was going to buy the next 
day, Mrs. Bainbridge went to bed. The 
maid and junior had retired.

CH APTER  X  

Plaything for a Child

X X /H E N  all was quiet, Aldic and 
Boro crept forth. Getting the 

drawer open in the bedroom was tricky 
work, for it squeaked. But the heavy 
snores of the woman in bed—they 
could see now she was fat—were 
louder. Aldic tugged open the jewel- 
box. Seven crisp pieces of green paper 
lay three now, over the jewels, with the 
figure “ 100” on each.

“I ’ll take these,” Aldic decided.
“ But they are only paper,” objected 

Boro. “Take the treasure.”
Aldic looked rather witheringly at 

Boro. “This paper is that which is 
called money.”

Boro flushed at his ignorance.
“The pearls would be hard to sell,” 

Aldic said decisively. “And our friend 
might not even take them. This paper 
money is better.”

Folding and stuffing the bills inside 
his shirt, Aldic led the way to the front. 
“We will get out when the. man returns, 
late tonight. Our mission is accom
plished. There is no further danger. 
Ah, we have made fools of these Big 
Ones!”

But danger struck, as they passed 
the open door of the boy’s bedroom. 
The cat confronted them suddenly, de
siring to play, remembering the after
noon’s cavortings. It mewed loudly, 
cuffing at them and rolling on the floor 
in moonlight. One of its playful pats 
knocked Aldic stunned to the floor.

And the next moment, with a patter 
of bare feet, the boy was there. His 
pudgy hand picked up Aldic as though

he were a doll.
“Run!” Aldic said weakly to Boro, 

but Boro did not run. He had his spear 
half out, but the child’s other quick 
hand picked him up. The boy seemed 
about to shout delightedly, at finding 
the two little animated dolls. He would 
awaken the household. There was no 
escape, for he held them tightly, with 
their arms pinned at their sides. Too 
tightly, in his childish eagerness. Their 
senses almost swam, with their breath 
squeezed out.

Boro looked across at Aldic and saw 
the grim look in his eyes. They were 
caught. They would have to pay the 
penalty. Aldic was already striving 
mightily to reach a hand to his pouch, 
for the pellet of quick death. . . .

It was ironic, to be caught by a cat 
and child, after outwitting so many 
grown Big Ones!

It was the time for decisive action. 
But instead of struggling to reach his 
pouch, like the panic-stricken Aldic, 
Boro worked one arm free and up
raised it. The boy saw, holding them 
in a moonbeam, and checked the eager 
shout on his trembling lips.

“Listen to me, little boy!” Boro half- 
shouted. His piping voice, he knew, 
was less likely to be heard than the 
boy’s deeper, fuller tones. The boy 
listened, delighted to hear the dolls 
speak.

“We are brownies,” Boro gasped out. 
“Don’t make a sound. You must let 
us go.”

“But I want to play with you,” whis
pered the boy, respecting the request 
for quiet. “ I won’t hurt you.” At the 
same time, suiting action to word, the 
imprisoning fingers eased somewhat.

Boro gulped in air thankfully. “We 
will come back tomorrow and play with 
you. Now set us down. Take Tabby 
in the room with you, dose the door 
quietly, and go to sleep. Or else we
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won’t come back at all!”
Obediently, the child set them down, 

dragged the cat into his bedroom, and 
closed the door. It opened again a 
crack, but already the brownies had 
vanished.

CAFE under the studio-couch, Boro 
^  wiped sweat from his brow. “That 
was a narrow escape!”

Aldic grabbed his shoulder. “That 
was magnificent, Boro! Only your 
quick-thinking saved us. I had lost my 
head completely. You saved our lives, 
our mission, and perhaps future trouble 
for our people.”

Aldic went on, making a confession. 
“I took you along on this mission to 
make you feel small, insignificant. To 
show you up, to yourself. I am sorry 
now if I ever intimated that you were 
dull of—”

“Ouch! Ohlihh!” Boro pretended 
to have a sharp pain in his ribs, from 
the child’s eager grip, for Aldic was 
embarrassed. “Let us not talk, Aldic. 
We need rest.”

Late in the night, a key grated, and 
Bainbridge tiptoed in with exaggerated 
caution. A breath of alcoholic vapors 
came in with him. Ready and waiting, 
Aldic and Boro scuttled past his legs, 
out into the hall, but not entirely un
observed this time. They heard the 
man’s mutter as he closed the door: 
“Rotten stuff! Spots in my eyes.”

Skilled now in their timing and tra
versing through the Big People’s do
main, they easily left the building. 
Outside, Aldic turned for the George 
Washington Bridge.

“I studied the view when we looked 
out today from that high balcony,” he 
told Boro. “The bridge leads quickest 
to the north. We will run across the 
bridge. On the other side we will find 
cars going north. We will be back 
home tomorrow night, in time to give

this money to our red-headed friend. 
We have done well, Boro!”

At the middle of the bridge, Aldic 
threw back his mane of red hair and 
laughed.

“Eyooo!” he cried at the city behind 
them. “Sleep well, Big Ones!”

COON after dawn, two days later, 
Jim Harvey hardly ate at the break

fast table.
“Our last day of grace, Mary,” he 

murmured heavily. “There’s still a 
chance of getting a loan—”

“No there isn’t.” Mary’s eyes weren’t 
red. She had cried herself out in the 
past week. “We may as well face the 
facts. We can sell some of our furni
ture and get a month’s rent ahead. 
We’ll find a cheap place, in Albany. 
Start over.”

But Jim wasn’t listening. He was 
staring through the door into the living 
room. Slowly, like a robot, he arose 
and stalked in, Mary following in alarm. 
He reached over the fireplace, where 
seven pieces of green paper were pinned 
to the wall with thorns, under the rifle.

“Seven hundred-dollar bills!” Mary 
gasped. “Where—who—”

She read the answer that Harvey had 
come to, in his eyes.

“Hallo!”
They went out to see who had called. 

It was the scientist named Wilson, hag
gard-faced from lack of sleep, shiver
ing, but wildly excited.

“I saw them!” he babbled. “The Lit
tle People! Last night, in the moon
light, dancing. Just a few miles off from 
here. Have you got a drink? I ’m chilled 
to the bone!”

He was almost incoherent. Harvey 
took him in and poured him a stiff drink 
from a quart-bottle of whiskey, handy 
against colds with doctors so far away. 
Wilson explained more rationally.

“I got the idea of looking around at
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night, you see, when they have their 
dances. That is, assuming they were 
the basis for our fairy legends. Petrie 
and Zeller balked at the night business, 
about ready to give it up as a wild 
goose-chase, but agreed to stay three 
more days.”

He took another drink, warming his 
hands before the fire Harvey had built. 
The nights were cold in the hills.

“I went around near where I saw 
that bear. The third night—last night 
that is—I found them! Heard them 
first—little tinkling sounds. The woods 
are quiet at night. As silently as I 
could, I followed the sounds. I didn’t 
go any closer than a hundred yards. 
But I saw them clearly. Little half
foot beings, dancing and singing.”

For a moment his eyes shone, as 
though he had witnessed a sight beauti
ful beyond telling. Then his voice be
came flat, practical.

“Fairies, pixies, sprites, kobolds, 
elves, brownies—they’ve been called in 
legend, and accredited with superna
tural powers. Actually, of course, 
they’re simply a race of flesh-and-blood 
beings of miniature size, as Dr. Bolton 
claimed. Homo minutiae! Undoubted
ly they spring from the same ancestral 
stock as man, apes, and all sub-men, 
during evolution. This is the discovery 
of the century, in science!”

Harvey had listened without inter
ruption. “Another drink?” he offered. 
“You’re still shivering. You don’t want 
to catch pneumonia.”

Wilson gulped it down eagerly. “I 
lay there for three hours, watching. 
Forgot how cold and damp it was. It 
was a wonderful sight, in a way, the 
Dance of the Fairies—”

Harvey’s eyes were glowing. “I ’d 
like to see it myself!”

“You will,” Wilson promised, 
warmed by the liquor. “We’ll capture 
as many as we can. Everybody will

see them. Great scientific discovery, 
you know.”

“Certainly is,” Harvey agreed. He 
turned to his wife, who was regarding 
him queerly. “See, Mary? I told you 
they existed. Great scientific discov
ery. I ’ll drink to that, Wilson. Bot
toms up!” Harvey’s red head went 
back as he tossed down the drink.

. . . Outside the window, another 
red head went back, in shock. Aldic 
and Boro, listening, stared bleakly at 
each other. Not only were their people 
in danger, but their friend had betrayed 
them . . .

Mary had been staring at her hus
band, her eyes questioning. Suddenly 
she spun about and retired to the bed
room, slamming the door.

“Don’t mind her,” Harvey grinned. 
“Tell me more about those little scamps. 
Here—another drink. This doesn’t 
happen every day!”

\  N hour later, Wilson rose unsteadily 
to his feet. “Gotta go now. Tell 

th’ others.” His speech was thick.
“I ’ll drive you,” volunteered Harvey. 

He was staggering too. But once in the 
car, he gripped the steering-wheel firm
ly.

He returned an hour later.
Mary met him in a cold fury. “Jim, 

how could you? Drinking to that, 
when only a moment before the Little 
People had—oh, you beast!”

Harvey took her in his arms, laugh
ing. “I flipped most of my drinks into 
the fire.” His face became grave. 
“There aren’t any Little People, Mary.”

She stared at him, ready to scream.
“Listen,” he told her. “Wilson was 

dead drunk when we arrived at their 
camp. He babbled over and over about 
the Little People. I told Petrie and 
Zeller to leave with him immediately 
—before he lost his mind. Told them 
Wilson barged in on us last night, shiv
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ering from hours of useless search. We 
had drinks. Wilson soon got to seeing 
elves, I said, dancing out in our yard. 
Petrie looked disgustedly at the bab
bling Wilson. When I left, they were 
packing to leave. You see, Mary? 
There are no Little People. Wilson 
will never be believed! ”

“You darling! ” Mary n e a r l y  
squeezed his breath out. “But Wilson 
can’t be fooled. He’ll come back event
ually—”

“He won’t find them. I ’ve gained 
enough time. Wilson told me exactly 
where to find the Little People. I ’m 
going to warn them to move—tonight.” 

“I t’s the least we can do,” Mary 
agreed, holding out the money. “For 
this. But Jim, is it right? Where did 
this money come from?”

“There’s no way in the world we 
could ever find out, unless the Little 
Folk tell,” Harvey said slowly. “They’ll 
never know what this means to us—and 
we, for our part, can be certain that no 
injustice has been practiced on anyone 
through this, no matter how queer it 
may seem to us.”

There was a happy grin under an
other thatch of red hair, just outside 
the window, as Aldic and Boro slid 
down the vines and scampered off to
ward the village. But w'earied of their 
travels, they first curled to sleep in a 
squirrel-hollow, and approached the vil
lage at dusk.

CHAPTER XI 

Migration

“ ^ U T H O  will be angry with us,” Al- 
^"'dic warned. “And as for Teena 

—” He smiled faintly and glanced at 
the suddenly embarrassed Boro. “ But 
look! There she comes—”

They had reached the dancing glade, 
and Teena was already flying from

among the young people. “Eyoo! Al
dic and Boro! You are back safely!”

She stopped before them, and her 
expression changed from gladness to 
sudden shyness. She was lovely, with 
her spun-silver hair and long-lashed 
eyes turned to the ground.

“Yes, we are back,” Boro cried boast
fully. “We have had a great adven
ture. We took money from right under 
the Big Ones’ noses. We—” He ab
ruptly broke off, and went on in 
changed, sincere tones. “Not we— 
Aldic. It is all to his credit, for con
ceiving and leading a venture that will 
live long in our people’s memory.”

“Where is Boro the Braggart?” 
laughed Aldic. “Take him, Teena. I 
know you choose him. You have loved 
him all the time, save that he was such 
a braggart. Now I have brought back 
a new Boro.”

Aldic reached under his shirt and 
plucked forth a gleaming golden wed
ding ring, taken from the Big One who 
had taken her vow's so lightly she didn’t 
wear it. Aldic slipped it on Teena’s 
arm, where it shone in beautiful con
trast to her silvery hair.

With a little cry of happiness, Teena 
ran to Boro’s arms.

Aldic turned away with a smile, and 
saw old Zutho hobbling up as fast as 
he could. He waved his gnarled cane 
before the two young stalwarts.

“You have broken the First Law! 
Perhaps you have been seen, and we will 
have to migrate—”

Aldic nodded. “You must move to a 
new home immediately, deeper in the 
wildwood.”

“I knew it!” raged Zutho, pounding 
his cane on the ground. “You must be 
punished. I sentence you, Aldic and 
Boro—”

“Wait, Father, before you say it.” 
Aldic went on, telling the full story, and 
all realized that except for the efforts
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of the Big One with red hair, they 
might this day be caught.

“Well,” old Zutho muttered, “you 
must still be punished, in some way. I 
forbid you to eat in our company for a 
moon. I forbid you— ”

Aldic smiled peculiarly. “You for
bid your—king?”

“King?” Zutho gasped. He stared 
for a long moment, at the tall, impres
sive young man, in dawning under
standing. “Then your name is generic. 
You are the direct descendant of Aldic, 
ancient king of all the Little Folk!”

Zutho bowed his white head, and all 
the tribe likewise, in the tiny moonlit 
glade.

“Raise your heads, my people,” Al
dic commanded softly. “I am king, but 
only an uncrowned king. I have wan
dered from tribe to tribe, over Earth, 
seeing that all my people are well. So

did my father, and his father before 
him. The Big Ones have become too 
numerous, and too scientific, to allow 
better contact. And so it must be—per
haps forever.”

There was silence in the glade, be
tween this monarch and his scattered 
driven people.

“I will leave you now,” Aldic said, at 
their mute query. “There is a tribe in 
the Ozarks, whom I must visit.”

Then his voice rose in a merry shout. 
“Lookl The red-headed Big One 
comes, and his mate. Let us have one 
more dance, in this glade, for them to 
see!”

Just before the cold dawn, the moon 
peered down into an empty glade 
through which the wind sighed as 
though in memory of the Little Ones 
who would no longer dance here, but 
had gone on . . .
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T H E  MAN WHO

"Centuries have passed, and you now own Mars," 
they told Hal Bailey when he awoke, "but it's 
worthless." Then why did they want to buy it?
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B O U G H T  MARS

"They a re n 't  d e ad !"  exclaim ed Hal. 
"They've been  sleeping— for years!"

T w o -h u n d r e d  d o l l a r
stake in a planet that’s as dry 
as a textbook! Are you crazy, 

buddy?” Hal Bailey shook his head 
at the question.

“Nope, I ’m not crazy; no telling when 
Mars might pay dividends. Just make 
out the claim and give me a receipt. 
I ’m just back from a trip out there, 
and even red sand will sell at a price.” 

“Not in 1970, pal. Still, it’s your 
funeral.”

Hal took the receipt handed to him, 
smiled gravely as he left the Space 
Corporation Building. People glanced 
at him curiously as he walked along. He 
knew he looked odd, attired in rough, 
dirty space slacks, a lump of gray min
eral rock under one arm. His face was 
masked in its good humored cleanness 
by a bristling stubble. He looked, and 
felt, all washed up from his personal 
trip in an old space can as far as Mars 
and back.

Anyway, it had been worth it. Some
thing queer about the rock he had 
found. Emanations. Probably val
uable to the authorities. And his two- 
hundred dollar stake on the ocher planet 
secured things.

He nodded as he thought his deal 
over—then all of a sudden every 
thought was dashed and blinded out of
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his brain by a terrific blow on the 
head— He pitched into a darkness 
blacker than space.

HAL STIRRED uneasily, conscious 
of awakening life. It was a queer sen
sation, quite unlike a normal awaken
ing from stupor. I t was more like 
gradual recovery from cramp in which 
his limbs merged from leaden useless
ness into warmth and feeling. Threaded 
through his mind was the fading mem
ory of wandering afar off; a conviction 
that he had accomplished much while 
yet being unaware of doing it—

He opened his eyes abruptly and 
gazed mystifiedly about him.

Hospital? Possibly. Morgue? No, 
sir! Cemetery—? But no; there were 
men’s faces watching him—earnest and 
respectful faces. There were six. Hal’s 
eyes went round a room of immense 
proportions scattered with endless, non- 
paned ceiling-floor windows. Light— 
light and more light. It poured in on 
him from everywhere.

What he saw through the windows 
made him awaken thoroughly, and with 
it came a certain fear. New York, as 
he had known it anyway, had gone! 
In its place reposed a metropolis of 
breath-taking size rearing into the blue 
summer sky. Skyscrapers, bridges, 
street cars, radio towers, aircraft— As 
far as the eye could see.

“Holy cats!” he gasped suddenly, 
rising up. “What happened—-?”

He stopped, looking down at him
self self-consciously. He was dressed 
in a light smock which covered him 
from head to toe. He realized now 
that he had been lying on a bed of 
vacuum cushions, electrically heated 
from below. His body felt saggy from 
disuse. He was shaved, however, his 
hair was brushed, and his nails mani
cured.

“This,” said one of the men gravely,

looking at Hal with piercing gray eyes, 
“is indeed a momentous day! Helgis” 
—he glanced at one of the other men— 
“inform the Publicity Bureau.”

Hal watched the man go, then moist
ened his lips.

“Say, what goes on?” he asked un
easily. “How’d I get here? Who was 
the guy that socked me out in the 
street?”

“Socked you? Oh—you mean your 
assailant of long ago? I am afraid we 
have no idea. . . .”

“No idea?” Hal looked more wor
ried than ever. “And what do you 
mean by ‘long ago?’ How long have 
I been unconscious anyway?”

The man with gray eyes looked at his 
companions momentarily, then as they 
nodded he answered gravely:

“One hundred and fifty years. We 
had no idea when you would wake up— 
if at all. It became clear long ago that 
a curious pathological condition was—” 

“Damn the pathology!” Hal ex
ploded, scrambling off the bed. “You 
said a hundred and fifty years! You 
don’t mean it! You can’t mean it! 
Why dammit, it only feels like an hour 
ago—”

He stopped, breathing hard. He 
stood passive as an unemotional serv
ant threw a robe about him.

“This,” said the man with gray eyes, 
“is the year 2120, and you, Excellent 
Friend, have been the medical wonder 
of the past years. As record has it you 
were attacked in 1970 and taken to the 
hospital with a fractured skull. From 
there, your condition being one of slight 
body movement without actual recov
ery of consciousness, you were taken 
to the Medical Wing of the State Mu
seum. Through the years, as your 
wealth was used by State trustees, you 
became the especial care of principal 
medicoes in this residence. We have 
eagerly awaited your return to con
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sciousness, have spent our lives study
ing you. The day has come . . . My 
name, Excellent Friend, is Nilicot.”

Hal stared for a while, then rubbed 
his head. “You—you said something 
about wealth?’'

“Yes, Excellent Friend. At a rough 
estimate you are worth some hundred 
million croni—dollars as you used to 
call them. Your other possessions in
clude half of this city, the planet Mars 
— Is something the matter?” Nilicot 
broke off anxiously, as Hal staggered.

“No—no.” Hal sat down on the bed 
again with a thud. “I ’m just kinda 
dizzy. . . .  I ’d like something to eat 
and drink.”

“Of course! Forgive my lack of at
tention . . .”

Nilicot turned to the wall and 
pressed a variety of buttons. Trays 
guided on radio beams shot through the 
wall’s unseen hatches and came to rest 
in mid air at the level of Hal’s lap. 
There they remained. With bulging 
eyes he stared down at the perfect food 
awaiting him—then with a hopeless 
shrug he picked up knife and fork and 
started.

CUDDENLY one of the men in the 
group, a bulldog-faced man in a 

tight blue one-piece suit went into de
tail. His voice and brain were like 
those of a robot for accuracy.

“In 1970 you staked a claim with the 
Space Corporation for a strip of terri
tory on Mars encompassing Cynia 
Oasis. You became unconscious be
fore you could make good your claim, 
thereby establishing a precedent in law 
because you were neither dead nor alive 
and your claim still held good. By the 
law of progressive land interest hold
ings your claim doubled in three years. 
Experts viewed Mars and decided it 
was of no particular value to us . . . 
In a hundred years your claim entitled

you to three quarters of the planet. 
Now . . .” The man took a deep 
breath. “Now, Excellent Friend, you 
own Mars!”

Hal looked up and smiled weakly. 
“Think of that! Is there anything

else?”
“Decidedly. Your space machine 

was found and disposed of by the State. 
The auctioned money was placed in the 
bank for you in the form of investments. 
The investments realized enormous 
sums after the Scientific War of 2050 
and it ended as you are today, with 
ownership of half this city and a bank 
account of some hundred million croni. 
You are a wealthy man, Excellent 
Friend—wealthy even for this age of 
finance incarnate.”

“Yeah . . . seems I am.” Hal got 
slowly to his feet, went to the wundow. 
“And when I got laid out I was a no 
account space-hogger. I ’ve got the 
wealth—but I ’ve lost everything, gen
tlemen! I ’ve lost the girl I was going 
to marry, my friends, my ideals, every
thing. I have been pitchforked into an 
incredible world way ahead of me . . .” 

He fell silent, staring out on the gi
gantic enigma of the city.

“You will accustom yourself,” said 
the bulldog financier gravely. “If I 
can help you at any time my name is 
Dagnam. I ’m Treasurer for the City.” 

“Thanks. I ’ll remember that . . .” 
Hal looked at the others. “I just recall 
something. When I was laid out I 
was carrying a chunk of mineral rock. 
Anybody know what became of it?” 

“Mineral rock?” repeated Nilicot. 
“From where?”

“From— That doesn’t matter,” Hal 
said briefly. “I want to know if there’s 
any record of it having been used? Any 
record of the theft?”

“Not that we know of,” Nilicot said. 
Hal compressed his lips. Then he 

asked:
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“Just why did I go into a trance for 
one hundred and fifty years? Anybody 
know?”

“You have confounded medical sci
ence. The blow dulled your brain and 
yet did not kill you. It was as though 
you moved into some other Time-con
tinuum—”

“And that’s the best explanation you 
advanced scientists have to offer?” Hal 
demanded.

The men shrugged and glanced at 
each other. Financier Dagnam said 
softly:

“Decidedly!”
Hal shrugged.
“Okay, I ’ll have to accept it—until I 

know better, anyway. Seems to me I ’ve 
a lot to catch up on . . .”

TT TOOK Hal some time to even be
gin to adjust himself to the altered, 

advanced conditions. The city seemed 
to work like clock-work. Everything he 
wanted in this immense residence was 
there for him. Servants without end 
passed silently up and down the long 
marble corridors of the place. Robot 
controls were everyhere; teleplates 
brought the world to his side.

At first it was amusing, thrilling, 
staggering—by turns. But Hal Bailey 
was no mug and the vital issues of his 
interrupted life insisted on being dealt 
with. On the seventh day he summoned 
an astronomical expert.

“Of just how much value is Mars?” 
Hal asked the man.

“Of no value at all, Excellent Friend. 
The pity is that you staked your claim 
on a planet since proven so useless to 
science. You own it of course; by law 
nobody can touch it—but State exam
inations on your behalf have shown it 
has no useful mineral or other yields. 
Its only value lies in it being useful as 
a refueling station for long distance 
space flights.”

“Would you suggest,” Hal asked 
slowly, “that I sell Mars?”

The astronomer shrugged.
“Why not? A planet of red dust is 

no use to you. The Government would 
make you an offer. If that does not 
come up to expectations try the city 
control—Dagnam is the Treasurer.”

“Okay . . . Thanks.”
Hal sat in thought for a while, face 

grim—then he pressed a. teleplate but
ton. The Secretary of State appeared 
on the mirror.

Hal said, “Mr. Secretary, Mars is in 
the market for sale. What is the Gov
ernment offer?”

“For the past twenty-five years it has 
remained at one thousand croni—”

“What! A thousand smackers for a 
whole planet? And of huge value as a 
fuel station—”

“That is the figure,” said the Secre
tary implacably. “I am only the mouth
piece of the State, Excellent Friend. 
I am not in a position to enforce you 
to—”

“You bet you’re not!” Hal switched 
off, pressed another button. Bulldog
faced Dagnam merged in view.

“Ah, Excellent Friend, good morn
ing! I—”

“Listen, Dagnam, if I decide to sell 
Mars to the city what’s the price?”

“Basic figure of forty fifty thousand 
croni, open to adjustment.”

“Hm-m. . . . ” Hal’s eyes gleamed. 
“Well, thanks. I ’ll do some hard think- 
in. . . . ”

He switched off, thought out loud. 
“If Dagnam will pay that and the Gov
ernment won’t it looks as though Dag
nam is responsible for whatever jiggery- 
pokery is going on behind the scenes. 
So Mars is not valuable, eh? That’s 
what they think! Seems to me I can’t 
do better than go and look that real 
estate over a little more thoroughly. I 
might find something.”
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CHAPTER II 

22nd Century Racketeer

TN ten minutes Hal was in his private
solar car driving at a smooth 500 

m.p.h. down the elevated city track to 
the space grounds.* As he drove he 
meditated, still none too certain of the 
setup in which he had landed. To own 
a planet was one thing: to be sure how 
much others knew about it was another.

He glanced up suddenly at his rear 
mirror as he heard a roar behind him. 
In the mirror was a powerful black solar 
car striving to overtake him. To move 
out of his single car track was impos
sible.

Then his a l a r m  abated and he 
grinned. Of course! These cars were 
not like 1970. They moved in a fixed 
groove and the black car was on the 
faster track anyway. He waited for it 
to overtake him.

It drew level. Momentarily he caught 
a glimpse of men’s faces, then a tiny 
pellet sailed through the air and struck 
his car engine amidship. Instantly 
the world seemed to burst into a fiery 
confusion of flying metal and flame. 
Wheel brakes screamed wildly and 
frantically, working automatically as 
the engine failed.

Hal felt himself flying through the 
air, hair and eyebrows singed with the 
flame from the engine. He struck out 
desperately, clamped his fingers more 
by luck than judgment to the guard 
rail bordering the track. He hung on, 
feet dangling, cast a look below him. 
His brain reeled. A thousand feet down 
yawned the chasms of the city’s power- 
parks— His fingers slipped—

Then suddenly strong hands were

* Solar car—A car assumed to utilize the power 
of the sun, this power operating from a central 
plant and distributed to all Vehicles. The idea 
exists today in the minds of scientists.—Ed.

gripping him, hauling him up to safety.
“You—you came just in time, I 

guess,” he panted, rubbing his racked 
arms and gazing at the grim faces of 
the traffic police. “I was attacked by 
somebody—”

“We saw it, Excellent Friend,” the 
officer replied. “From our guardhouse 
down the track. It was an attempt 
to stop your car with an atomic bomb— 
probably a kidnaping racket. Have no 
fear, we’ll get them.”

“You'd better!” Hal’s jaws tight
ened. “Somebody seems to have marked 
objections to my knocking around— 
Okay, I ’m all right now. Give me a 
lift to the space grounds, will you?”

They did, saw him safely into the 
private one-man express machine he 
chartered. Thoroughly convinced now 
that he had stepped into a hornets’ nest 
of intrigue somewhere, Hal set the con
trols and drove swiftly over the heights 
of the city, flashed outward into the 
void. Turning, he set his course for 
Mars, eyed it grimly.

“Useless planet, huh? And the mo
ment I set out for it I nearly get bumped 
off! Guess that residence of mine must 
be wormeaten with secret devices and 
somebody knew what I ’d planned. 
You’ve things to learn, big boy. This 
2120 racket is no nursery!”

He half expected as his journey con
tinued that there would be some other 
attack—but nothing happened. Here 
and there the space patrol signaled a 
greeting; far behind was a leisurely old 
space-tramp pursuing the usual lanes 
. . . otherwise nothing.

"DART of the time Hal slept, using the 
x  robot control. Then as Mars began 
to fill heaven with its streaking canaii 
he was aware of considerable surprise 
at sighting a lone spaceship perched in 
the void perhaps two hundred miles 
from the red planet. As he drew nearer
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h e  opened  up  h is space  rad io .
“ H allo , th e r e ! W h a t goes on? W ho 

a re  y o u ? ”
T o  h is su rp rise  a  g ir l’s voice 

an sw ered — a  cool, ch arm in g  voice.
“ W ho  w an ts  to  k n o w ? ”
H a l frow ned , th e n  h is jaw  se t. H e 

d rove  a longside  th e  so lita ry  c ra f t  and  
saw  a face fram ed  in  th e  o u tlo o k  p o rt. 
So fa r  as h e  cou ld  m ake  o u t i t  w as a 
good lo o k in g  face , oval, fram ed  in  b la c k  
h a ir .

“ Y o u ’re  in sid e  th e  five h u n d re d  m ile 
zone  lim it,”  h e  an n o u n ced  cu rtly . 
“ T h a t  m ak es  you  a  space  tre sp a s se r  on 
m y  p ro p e r ty — ”

“ Your p ro p e r ty !  W ho  a re  you  a n y 
w a y ? ”

“ I ’m  H a l B ailey , ow ner of M a rs . I f  
th a t  d o esn ’t  convey  a n y th in g  t ry  ‘E xce l
le n t F r ie n d .’ ”

“ Y o u ’re— y o u ’re h im  a re  y o u ? ” H e 
h e a rd  h e r  gasp . “ E xcuse  me! I  can  
ex p la in  th is  . . . C om e on o v e r.”

She o p ened  h e r  sh ip ’s o u te r  lock. H al 
low ered  h is sp ace -tu n n e l in to  position , 
c ro ssed  in to  th e  g irl’s co n tro l room .* 
T h e  p lace  w as l i t te re d  w ith  sp e c tro m 
e te rs , c h a r ts , m a p s ,  se x ta n ts , and  
M a r tia n  d e se r t  d raw ings. T h e  g irl w as 
a  slim , coo l-look ing  piece a t t ir e d  in  the  
p re v a ilin g  sp ace  s lacks of th e  tim e.

“ W h a t’s th e  id e a ? ” H a l in q u ired , 
ey e in g  h e r  s tead ily .

In s te a d  of an sw erin g  she sa id ,
“ Y es, y o u ’re  th e  E x ce llen t F r ie n d , all 

r ig h t. I ’ve seen  y o u  enough tim es in 
th e  M u seu m . T h e  M ed ica l W o n d er! 
T h e  ow ner of M a rs  h im self—  W ell, 
I ’m  tre sp a ss in g  a ll r ig h t, on ly  i t  w as 
q u ie t a n d  e m p ty  of sp ace  police so I — ” 
S he sh ru g g ed . “ So I  ju s t  w en t on w ith  
m y  w o rk .”

“ S py ing  fo r th o se  d am n ed  fo lks b ack  
on E a r th  w ho a re  try in g  to  k ill m e ? ”

♦Space Tunnel—A space “gang plank” entirely 
inclosed, extending from airlock to airlock of ad
joining ships—folding up concertinawise when not 
in use.—Ed.

H a l a sk ed  b itte r ly . “L ik e  th e  rest of 
th e se  ch ise ling  heels o f 2120  y o u ’re— ”

“ I  re se n t th a t  I”  she  c rie d , h e r d a rk  
eyes b laz ing . “ I ’m  no  sp y ! I ’m  a  s tu 
d e n t o f cosm ic h ierog lyph ics . V ilm a 
C ra n d a l is th e  nam e. Y o u ’ve h e a rd  of 
m e, o r  m y  d a d ? ”

“ F ra n k ly , no .” H a l frow ned . “ S o rry  
I  offended you. Space h ie rog lyph ics?  
W h a t’s th a t  to  do  w ith  you  be ing  n e a r  
m y  p ro p e r ty ? ”

She nod d ed  to  the  tab le , in d ic a te d  
th e  num berless  d raw in g s o f  M ars .

“ M a rs  changes its  c a n a ls  a  lo t. Y ou 
know  th a t? ”

“ Sure. A lte r all th e  tim e . So w h a t? ”
“ M y  d a d  believed , a n d  I  believe, 

th a t  th e  M a rtia n s  u sed  th e  can a l system  
n o t fo r w a te r  b u t  to  convey  a  m essage 
to  E a r th . T h e ir  la n g u ag e  b e in g  d if 
fe re n t to  o u rs  th e y  u sed  th e  on ly  m eth o d  
u n d e rs ta n d a b le  to  sc ien tis ts  an y w h e re  
— g eo m etry .”

H a l s ta re d  a t  h e r, th e n  h e  g rinned . 
“ Sounds screw y  to  m e— ”

“ I t  isn ’t  s c re w y !” sh e  o b je c te d  h e a t
ed ly . “ E v a n  L ow ell, w a y  b a c k  in y o u r 
d im  p a s t  h in te d  a t  i t .  E v e ry  w eek  m ore 
o r  less, fo r c e n tu rie s , th e  M a r tia n  
canali u n d erg o  ch an g e  in le n g th  an d  de
sign, a p p e a r  a n d  d isa p p e a r . T h e  M a r
tia n s  knew  e x a c tly  w h a t ch an g es w ould  
occu r in  th e  su rfa c e  o f th e ir  p la n e t fo r 
g e n e ra tio n s  a f te r  th e ir  decease  a n d  
a rra n g e d  i t  th a t  th e  c a n a ls  fell in to  
p re d e te rm in ed  sh ap es  —  g eom etrica l 
shapes. T h o se  sh a p e s , tra c e d  b a c k  in to  
th e  p a s t, a n d  fo llow ed to  th e  p re se n t 
d ay , spell a  m essage— a n  am az in g  m es
sage. M y  fa th e r  a n d  I  m ade  it ou r life ’s 
w ork  to  solve th e  m ean in g  of i t .”

11TA L s ta re d  dow n  on  th e  ocher p lan e t.
“ B u t h an g  i t ,  th o se  m a rk s  d o n ’t  

even  m ake  s e n s e ! ”
“ N e ith e r  does sh o r th a n d  u n til  you  

u n d e rs ta n d  it. G eo m etry  is a  language  
a ll its  ow n— th e  sc ience o f m ag n itu d es.
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I f  you  ta k e  th e  p ropositions p o s tu la te d  
by the  canal designs you  a rr iv e  a t  logi
cal conclusions. F o r  in s tan ce , tw o 
para lle l lines o f sam e len g th  an d  d is
tance  a p a r t  m ean, obviously , th e  te rm  
‘E q u a l.’ T h a t’s how  it  w orks . . .”

T h e  girl s topped  a  m om en t, add ed  
seriously ,

“ U p w ard  of n in e ty  y ea rs  D a d  an d  I  
s tu d ied  M ars . F rom  th e  p ropositions 
w e’ve lea rn ed  how  m uch  M ars  rea lly  
con ta in s , w h a t a  m a ste ry  of science th e  
ex tin c t M a rtia n s  rea lly  h a d —  E v en  to 
d ay  M a rs  co n ta in s  v as t scien tific  pow er 
deep  in  its bow els. T h e y  c o u ld n ’t  send 
m essages to  E a r th  by  rad io  b ecause  a t  
th a t tim e— w hen  th e  M a rtia n s  d ied  ou t 
— E a r th  w as no t fu lly  aw are  of rad io  
pow er. P ossib ly  nobody  on th e  E a r th  
h as  m ade  cosm ic h ierog lyph ics th e ir  
sp ec ia lty  as  D a d  and  I  have . T h a t  is 
w hy I ’m here , check ing  n o te s .”

H al ru b b ed  h is jaw .
“ P e rh ap s  th e re  are o th e rs  in  on i t ,” 

he  sa id  slow ly. “ I t  m ay  acco u n t for 
c e rta in  fac tions try in g  to  ge t M a rs  from  
m e a t  all possib le  cost— ”

H e s topped  an d  tw irled  a ro u n d  as 
th e  rad io  sp e ak e r cam e to  life.

“ H ey , th e re , E xcellen t F rie n d , we 
w an t a  w ord  w ith  you! Y ou’d b e tte r  
ag ree  since we hav e  y o u r sh ip  cov
e re d .”

H a l looked  g rim ly  th ro u g h  the  w in
dow  on to  th e  d ir ty  space tra m p  he h ad  
seen following him  for long enough.

“ S ta te  y o u r b u s in e ss !” h e  sn ap p ed  
in to  th e  m ike.

“ W ith d raw  th a t  a irlock  tu n n e l th en  
we w ill.”

“ B e tte r ,” th e  g irl sa id  seriously . 
“ I ’ve no p ro tec tiv e  w eapons on th is  
sh ip . I f  these  guys get to u g h , w ho
ever th ey  a re , th e y ’ll m ake  i t  h o t fo r
u s .”

She b roke  th e  m agnetic  c o n ta c t ho ld 
ing th e  tu n n e l to  H a l’s sh ip  a n d  it  folded 
b ack  in  p lace . T h e  tra m p  d rif te d

alongside, fan n ed  o u t i ts  ow n tunne l, 
th en  th re e  m en cam e in to  th e  con tro l 
room . T h e  fo rem ost w as F in a ritie r  
D ag n am . B eh ind  h im  w ere  tw o m en 
w ith  p a ra ly z in g  guns in  th e ir  h a n d s  
a t  th e  read y .

“ S u rp rise d ? ” th e  financier a sk ed  
d ry ly , th e n  befo re  H a l cou ld  rep ly  he 
w en t on , “ Y ou sh o u ld n ’t  be. W a y  o u t 
in  space h e re  I  am  n o t com pelled  to  
c loak  m y  ac tio n s as  I  w as on E a r th , 
su rro u n d e d  as year w ere  b y  law s, sc ien 
tis ts , an d  s ta te  officials. Y o u ’re  a 
free  m an  h ere  an d  can  ta k e  y o u r 
chance . . .”  H e  s to p p ed , h is  p iggy  
eyes g lin ting . “ N o t long  ago I  m ade  
you  a n  offer fo r M a rs . Y ou will b e  well 
adv ised  to  accep t i t ! ”

“ So i t  w as y o u  w ho tr ie d  to  k ill me 
on  the  traffic w a y ! ” H a l  exploded . “ I  
m igh t have— ”

“ M y  o rders  w ere  to  h av e  you  k id 
n a p e d ,”  D a g n am  sa id  c u rtly . “T h e  
schem e w en t w rong  an d  th e  po lice in te r 
vened . I t  h a s  m e a n t m y  being  forced 
to  follow  you o u t here  to  ge t you  to  sell 
M a rs  to  m e. Y ou h av e  no use for i t— ”

“ W ho says I  h a v e n ’t?  G et th e  hell 
o u t o f here , D ag n am , befo re  I  dam n 
w ell— ”

“ L e t us n o t w aste  tim e ,” th e  financier 
in te rru p te d  co ld ly . H e  p la n k e d  a 
p r in te d  sh e e t dow n on th e  ta b le , fin 
g e red  a  pen  g rim ly . “ O n E a r th ,”  he  
sa id  slow ly, “ I  m ig h t h av e  been forced 
to  a c tu a lly  p a y  y o u  th e  m oney  s ta te d —  
b u t n o t h e re . Y ou w ill sign , b ecause  I  
h av e  th e  gu n s.”

“ Supposing  I  le t you  shoo t m e in 
s te a d ? ” H a l d em an d ed  grim ly .

“T h a t  w on’t  h ap p en , m y friend . Y ou 
have  p laced  y o u rse lf  in  a  ra th e r  u n fo r
tu n a te  position . E ith e r  you  sign  o r th is  
w om an h ere  dies, a n d  h e r  d e a th  w ill be 
on y o u r conscience.”

H a l h e s ita te d  and  looked  a t  the  
guns. H e  g lanced  a t  th e  g irl a n d  saw 
she w as g iving little  sh ak es  of h e r  head.
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“ I t ’s  a  w onder a  sn ak e  like  you  
d o e sn ’t  s in k  to  fo rg e ry ,” H a l  sa id  b i t 
te r ly , eye ing  D a g n a m ’s rem orseless 
face.

“ I ’m  n o t abo v e  i t ,”  h e  sh rugged . 
“ O n ly  b ack  on E a r th  y o u  hav e  signed 
to o  m a n y  d o cu m en ts  since y o u  aw oke 
fo r  m e to  escape w ith  a  fo rgery—  Sign, 
d a m n  y o u ! ” h e  b lazed . “ Y o u ’re  w a s t
in g  t im e !”

U A L  tig h te n e d  his lip s, th e n  b en t 
dow n to  th e  ta b le , a p p a re n tly  to  

a p p e n d  h is s ig n a tu re —  In s te a d  he  su d 
d e n ly  w h irled  u p  th e  h eav y  b ra ss  sex
ta n t  w ith  w hich  th e  g irl h ad  been  w o rk 
ing  a n d  h u rle d  it  w ith  te rrific , u n e rr 
ing force a t  the  n e a re s t gunm an .

H e fell to  th e  floor, d ead -s tu n n ed  as 
th e  in s tru m e n t s tru c k  h im  a  g lanc ing  
blow  on to p  of th e  h ead  a n d  th e n  
w hizzed on its  w ay  in to  th e  sw itch 
b oard . T h e re  w as a  v io len t p u rp le  
flash—

E v en  as  the  m issile  tra v e le d  on its  
w ay  H a l ju m p ed , b ro u g h t th e  s ta r t le d  
o th e r  m an  dow n w ith  a  tack le , h u rled  
h is m assive  fist in to  h is  u p tu rn e d  face 
tim e  and  aga in  u n til h e  sa n k  b ack  w ith  
b leed ing  m o u th , h is  gun  fly ing  o u t of h is 
hand .

In s ta n tly  th e  g irl p icked  it up , tossed  
it  ov er to  H a l. H e  cau g h t it d e ftly .

“ O u t! ” he  sa id  be tw een  h is tee th . 
“ Go on , D a g n am — get o u t! A nd  tak e  
y o u r  in fe rn a l p a p e r  w ith  y o u — !” H e  
h u rle d  it in  th e  m a g n a te ’s flabby , v in 
d ic tive  face. D ag n am  c lu tch ed  it, 
c ram m ed  it  in h is p o ck e t an d  head ed  
for th e  a irlo ck . A  k ic k  h e lped  h im  on 
h is w ay .

W ith o u t ce rem ony  H a l b u n d led  the  
tw o dazed  a n d  b a tte re d  gunm en  a f te r  
h im , fired  one ch arg e  from  th e  gun  th a t  
se n t th em  sc u ttlin g  th ro u g h  th e  re s t of 
th e  a irlo ck  tu n n e l b ack  to  th e ir  own 
ship .

“ O k ay , we get o u ta  h e re ,” H a l sa id

briefly  to  th e  g irl, s lam m ing  th e  lock 
sh u t. “T h a t  sh ip  o f m ine doesn ’t  sig
n ify  anyw ay . .

T h e  g irl c losed a  sw itch  a n d  th e  sh ip  
jo lte d — th e n  she gave a  c ry  of a la rm .

“ T h e  sw itch ! I t ’s b ro k en —  W here 
th e  se x ta n t h i t  i t ! ”

H a l leap ed  to  h e r  side, s ta re d  a t  th e  
sm ash ed  w iring .

“W h a t— w h a t h a p p e n s? ”  he  gu lped .
“ I t  fires th e  fo rw ard  tu b e s . I f  those  

d o n ’t  fire as  w'ell a s  th e  b a c k  je ts  w e ’ll 
never p u ll free of M a rs ’ g ra v ity  field—  
w e’re  fa lling  n o w !” th e  g irl cried  
h oarse ly , as th e  sh ip  m oved  a  little  w ay  
a n d  th e n  began  to  tw irl o d d ly , m oving 
slow ly dow n to w a rd  th e  v a s t ocher 
landscape  below . W ith  seconds w h ip 
p ing  by , i t  g a th e re d  m om en tum .

H a l felt h im se lf  sw ea t w ith  sudden  
fear. H e se t to  w ork  to  t r y  an d  rep lace  
th e  w iring, gave it u p  as  hopeless. I t  
w ould  ta k e  h o u rs . T h e  g irl c u t off th e  
pow er, b u t  th e  dam age  w as done now. 
F a s te r  a n d  fa s te r  th e  sh ip  fell o u t of 
th e  anchor-fie ld  over th e  d ead line  and  
th e  ocher w ilderness rose to  m eet them .

T h e  girl ten sed , b itin g  h e r  lip— th en  
a lm ost a t  th e  lim it o f  th e ir  head long  
dive she gave th e  re a rw a rd  tu b es  ev e ry 
th in g  th e y  h a d . I n  th a t  m aneuver 
she  succeeded  fo r th e  sh ip  tw irled  and  
lifted  her nose s idew ays, s tru c k  the  
sand  in a  long  goug ing  sw eep, to re  
along  in  it  for a  sp ace , th e n  h a lted .

“N ice  g o in g !” H a l b re a th e d , s tra ig h t
en ing  up .

T h e  g irl gave a  re lieved  nod. 
“ T h o u g h t th a t  la s t  b i t  m igh t do  it. 
W h a t we hav e  to  do  now  is fix th is  w ir
ing  an d  th e n — ”

“ I t  can  w a it,”  H a l sa id , looking  
th ro u g h  th e  p o r t. “ D a g n a m  an d  his 
boys a re  h ead in g  v o id w ard s; ev iden tly  
th in k  we w en t to  d es tru c tio n . N ow  
w e’ve lan d ed  on th is  d a rn e d  p la n e t of 
m ine I  w an t to  be  su re  e x a c t l y  
w hy D ag n am  is so anx ious a b o u t it.
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Is  it th a t  he know s of M a r tia n  se c re ts  
b u ried  in  it, or is it th e  sec re t I  once 
found— ? H ow  m u ch  do you  know  of 
M a rs ’ su rface , M iss  C ra n d a l? ”

“ F ro m  p ersonal c o n ta c t, n o th in g . 
P r iv a te  p ro p e r ty , rem em b er.”

H a l g rin n ed  crooked ly .
“ P ity  o th e r  people  h a v e n ’t  y o u r 

sense of h o n esty . L e t’s see— ” H e  
s tu d ied  th e  gages. “A ir th in  b u t  b re a th 
ab le , ju s t. T e m p e ra tu re  sev en ty . 
H m -m , good enough. A nd w e’re  th re e  
m iles from  th e  sp o t I  w an t— C y n ia  
O asis. O k ay , lock th a t  stu ff o f y o u rs  
aw ay  in  case  unw elcom e fac tio n s  find 
it— ”

“ I ’ll ta k e  th e  p rin c ip a l c h a r ts  w ith  
m e ,” she sa id  briefly . “ I f  D a g n a m  re 
tu rn s  I ’ll leave n o th in g  from  w hich  he 
can  b en efit.”

She stu ffed  a  co llapsib le  ro ll o f p r in ts  
an d  c h a r ts  in to  th e  b e lt p o ck e t on h e r  
w a ist, th e n  nodded  to  th e  a irlock . H a l 
g rip p ed  th e  so lita ry  p a ra ly z e r-g u n  m ore 
firm ly  a n d  follow ed h er.

CHAPTER III 

Slow Motion Life

A S th e y  p loughed  along  to g e th e r 
th ro u g h  th e  san d , accustom ing  

them selves to  th e  lesser g ra v ity , H a l 
sa id ,

“ L ook h ere , M iss  C ra n d a l— or is it 
V ilm a now  we know  each  o th e r  b e tte r?  
— y o u  know  p le n ty  ab o u t E a r th  w h ere 
a s  I  w as ju s t flung in to  it. W h a t’s the  
se tu p ?  I  m ean , w h o ’s supposed  to  ru le  
th e  c ities an d  th e  c o u n tr ie s? ”

“ In  ev e ry  c o u n try  save  M e ric a —  
th a t ’s w here  you  an d  I  ha il from —- 
m oney  a lone  is in  c o n tro l,” she  a n 
sw ered . “ C ap ita lism  w on th e  fight a f 
te r  th e  S cientific  W a r, excep t in  our 
co u n try . T h e re  we h a v e  th e  P re s i
d en tia l fo rm  of G o v ern m en t, w ith  fi
n an ce  s tr iv in g  h a rd  to  o v e rth ro w  it.

D a g n am  is one of th o se  w ho is try in g  
to  o u s t a  p o litica l G o v ern m en t a n d  set 
u p  a  m o n e ta ry  one, like o th e r  co u n tries  
have . I f  he  cou ld  on ly  ge t th e  w ealth  
h e  needs— even if  on ly  in solid  go ld—  
h e  could  ru le  th e  co u n try . B u t gold  
can  on ly  be b ough t in  h a rd  cash  from  
o th e r  co u n trie s  an d  p la n e ts . T h e re 
fo re  th e  one w ith  m o st go ld  is nom 
in a lly  th e  b ig  sh o t o f th e  lo t.”

H a l reflected . “ R a th e r  lik e  ou r 
T w e n tie th  C e n tu ry  se tu p  u sed  to  be , 
on ly  now  i t ’s on c lea re r lines. Seem s 
to  m e D ag n am  is a  g u y  to  be  w a ry  of. 
O bv iously  he— ”

P a u s in g , he  p o in ted  ah ead .
“T h e re , th a t  sa n d  and  ro ck  ridge. 

In  it th e re ’s th e  e n tra n c e  to  an  u n d e r
g ro u n d  cave. I  found  it b e fo re  I  w en t 
to  sleep—  C om e o n .”

T h e  g irl follow ed him  th ro u g h  a  n a r 
row  open ing  in th e  h a rd  rock , rig h t 
in to  the ridge itse lf , low ered  h e rse lf  
dow n a  s to n y  slope in to  H a l’s w a itin g  
a rm s. T h e  d im  su n lig h t filte ring  in 
rev ea led  a n  im m ense in te rn a l cave 
han g in g  w ith  n u m b erle ss  s ta la c tite s .

“ T h is  is it a ll r ig h t,” H a l sa id  g rim ly , 
as he a n d  th e  g irl fingered  the  ro ck  in 
q u is itive ly . “ I  to o k  som e of th ese  s ta 
lac tite  ro ck s b ack  to  E a r th . I  m u st 
have  been fo llow ed a n d  th ey  w ere  s to 
len from  m e. S ince n o th in g ’s been 
h e a rd  o f th em  since I  p re su m e  th e y  
w ere no good. . . .”

“ W h a t d id  you  th in k  th e y  w ere, a n y 
w a y ? ” th e  g irl a sked .

“ M y  in s tru m e n ts  sa id  heav y  w a te r  
c ry sta ls .*  T h e  ro ck  gives off e m a n a 
tions, I  know  th a t .  I  c a rr ie d  m y  sam 
ples in  s tee l tongs a t  a rm s ’ len g th  u n til 
I  fe lt su re  th e y  w o u ld n ’t  h u r t  m e. O n 
E a r th  I  c a rr ie d  th em  u n d e r m y  a rm .”

* Heavy Water—Produced by electrolysis, espe
cially solar power passing through tenuous atmos
phere. Heavy water possesses more electrons than 
normal water, is an isotope. Its powers, according 
to science, are mainly medicinal and produce dif
ferent results according to dosage.—Ed.
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A s ta r t le d  look  began  to  fo rm  on th e  
g ir l’s face .

“ B u t h eav y  w a te r  c ry s ta ls  m ig h t be 
v a luab le— for a ll k in d s  of th ings! T h ey  
a r re s t  k e tab o lism  fo r one th in g — th a t 
is age. In  c o n c e n tra te  fo rm  th e y  can  
be pow erfu l d ru g s. H e a v y  w a te r  c ry s 
ta ls  is r ig h t ! ” she  w en t on. “ M a r tia n  
w a te r  w ou ld  be e lec tro ly zed  b y  the  
w eak  a tm o sp h e ric  b la n k e t, w ould  sin k  
dow n h e re  from  th e  oasis in  h e a v y  w a
te r  fo rm . . . M a y b e  D ag n am  know s 
a  th in g  o r tw o, a t  t h a t ! ”

“ M eb b e  . . H a l w as w andering  
th o u g h tfu lly  a ro u n d  th e  cave. H e  cam e 
u p  su d d en ly  a g a in s t th e  o pposite  w all 
a n d  gave a  shou t.

“ H ey , Vil! F o r  P e te ’s sak e  com e 
an d  ta k e  a  look h e r e ! ”

H u rry in g  to  h is side th e  g irl s ta r te d  
in  su rp rise  a t  d iscovering  a n  in le t 
sq u a re  of im m ensely  th ick  g lass. B u t 
b ey o n d  the  g lass w as y e t a n o th e r  c a v 
e rn , fu rn ish ed  in c re d ib ly  enough  a fte r  
th e  s ty le  o f a  h o sp ita l w ard ! T h e re  
w ere e a r th ly  ta b le s , cha irs , in s tru 
m en ts , beds, an d  a  d u lly  glow ing ceil
in g  lam p , a p p a re n tly  of ra d iu m  orig in , 
a llow ing  ju s t  sufficient lig h t fo r v isib il
ity .

T h is  w as n o t all. I n  th e  p lace  w ere 
six  m en , E a r th m e n , c lad  in  ligh t one- 
piece tu n ics . T h e y  la y  or s a t  in  all 
m a n n e r  o f p o s itio n s , m otion less a p 
p a re n tly . Som e w ere  b a ld , a n d  a ll w ere 
over m idd le  age.

“ W h a t— w h a t is th is ? ” H a l gasped . 
“ B usiness m a n ’s w ax w o rk s?”

“ G ood L o rd , I  know  som e of these  
m en, b y  s ig h t! ”  V ilm a cried . “T h e re ’s 
M illp o n t, th e  fam ous financier, for 
one—  A n d  V alcane , th e  b ig  b r o k e r ! ” 
H e r  voice b ro k e  w ith  ex c item en t. “ A nd 
th a t  fa t  m an  th e re  is D e M a n y o n , ab o u t 
th e  b iggest cha in  s to re  m e rc h a n t in 
M e ric a —  W a it, som eth in g  com es b ack  
to  m e! W hile  y o u  w ere asleep  H a l all 
th e se  m en  h e re  an n o u n ced  th e ir  in te n 

tio n  of re tir in g . T h e n  th e y  d ropped  
o u t of s ig h t— to  here, o b v io u s ly !”

“ A re th e y  d e a d ? ” H a l s ta re d  in  be
w ilderm en t.

'T 'H E Y  w ere s ilen t for a  w hile, w atch - 
A ing in te n tly . I t  seem ed too in 

cred ib le , b u t w ith  th e  m om ents the  
m en w ere seen  to  a lte r  position  v e ry  
s ligh tly , a n  a lte rn a tio n  as in fin itesim al 
as th e  m ovem en t o f th e  d is ta n t s ta rs .

“ N o , th e y ’re  n o t d e a d ,” th e  g irl 
w h ispered . “ T h e y ’re  slowed down!"

“ M en in slow m o tio n ! ” H a l b re a th e d . 
“Now I  beg in  to  see th e  ligh t! T h is  
is D a g n am ’s doing! I  to ld  you  th a t  
h e a v y  w ate r rock  gives off em an a tio n s. 
W a y  b ack  in  the  p a s t it w as sto len  
from  m e, p ro b a b ly  by  som e p red ecesso r 
of D a g n a m ’s. T h e y  found  o u t th a t ’ it 
w as th e  em an a tio n s o f  th e  ro ck  th a t  
m ade  m e sleep for a  h u n d re d  an d  fifty  
y ears . That’s w h a t th e  ex p lan a tio n  is. 
T h o se  guys closest to  m e b ack  on  
E a r th , like N ilico t m y  a d v ise r, knew  
all a b o u t i t— B ut D ag n am  k e p t th em  
q u ie t. P ro b a b ly  th e y  figured I ’d  never 
w ake up— ”

“ T h en  these  m en— ?” th e  g irl a sk ed  
b rea th less ly .

“ I t ’s obvious! D a g n a m , o r  som e
bo d y  b efo re  h im , tra c e d  th e  stu ff b ack  
to  th is  cave. T h e y  u sed  it, p ro b a b ly  
as  co n cen tra te . O f th e ir  ow n acco rd  
th ese  m en h ere  h av e  been  dosed  w ith  
co n cen tra te . T h e y  m a y  no t w ake  u p  
for cen tu ries. S uppose  th e y  le f t b e 
h in d  th em  c e rta in  in v es tm en ts  to  ac
c ru e  w ith  time-— ? W h en  th e y  w ake 
u p  th e y ’ll be  as  in c re d ib ly  w ea lth y —  
w ea lth ie r— th a n  I  fo u n d  m yself! Y ou  
sa y  th ey  on ly  re tire d . O k a y — th e ir
ho ld ings rem ain  firm  u n til th e y  re a p 
p e a r  o r d e a th  can  be  p ro v ed . A ra c k e t! ” 
H a l w histled . “ A sa n a to riu m  fo r bu si
nessm en! F in a n c ia l pow er in p ick le! 
W o w !”

“ Y ou recovered , p ro v ed  o b s tin a te , so



THE M A N  W H O  B O U G H T  M A R S 87

D a g n am ’s got to  ge t th is  p la n e t from  
you  a t  all co st,” the  girl m used . “ Y es, 
I  believe you  are  rig h t. A nd  he re lied  
on th e  general h o n esty  of o th e r  people 
to  keep  th is  p lace  sec re t— a n d  i t ’s 
w o rk e d ! W e— ”

She s topped , su d d en ly  s tag g e red  a  
little .

“ Som eth ing  w ro n g ?” H a l cau g h t her 
anxiously .

“ J u s t— ju s t d a rn e d  sleepy , th a t ’s 
a ll .” She looked  vaguely  su rp rised . 
“ I  guess it m u st be th is  th in  a ir— ”

She shook herse lf, yaw ned  w idely , 
th en  s topped  h a lf  w ay  an d  sw ung  to  
th e  cave opening  a t  a  su d d en  sound . 
T h re e  figures d ro p p ed  in to  view — D ag- 
nam  and  his tw o gunm en. In s ta n tly  
H a l’s h an d  flew to the  gun h e ’d  th ru s t 
in his be lt b u t D a g n a m ’s voice ran g  ou t.

“ B e tte r  no t, B ailey! I ’m  in no m ood 
for gam es th is  t im e !”

D ag n am  cam e fo rw ard  w ith  a  grim  
face, h a lted .

“ G ood jo b  we w atch ed  w h a t hap- 
pen ed  th rough  th e  telescope a f te r  you r 
sh ip  c rack ed  u p ,” he  com m ented  briefly . 
“ R igh t now  you  know  ju s t  a b it  too 
m uch a b o u t m y affa irs . . .”  H is  cold 
eyes s lan ted  to  the  g irl a s  he  th ru s t  ou t 
th e  shee t of p a p e r  H a l h a d  h u rled  a t  
him  on th e  spacesh ip . “ T h is  tim e I ’ll 
ta k e  no chances. Sign! T h a t  is all I  
need. Y ou can  ta lk  y o u rse lf  b lack  
p rov ing  otherw ise  b ack  on E a r th . I ’ll 
have  you  ta p e d  by  th e n —  C om e on, 
B ailey , sign! O r th is  g irl d ies. I 'm  no 
jo k e r ! ”

“ I ’ll be— ” H al checked  h im self, su d 
den ly  conscious o f a  v a s t w ave of w ea ri
ness billow ing over h im . H e fough t 
ag a in s t it w ith  all h is s tre n g th  as for a 
m om ent D ag n am  and  his gunm en 
seem ed to  recede in to  a  d is ta n t m ist.

“Get busyt” th e  financier ro a red , 
ho ld ing  o u t a  pen.

F u rio u s, he lunged ou t w ith  h is fist, 
sen t H a l sp inn ing  to  th e  san d y  floor.

H a l fough t h is w ay  u p  again , try in g  to  
figure o u t w hat h ad  gone w rong w ith  
h im . L ife  seem ed  to  be  ebb ing  from  
him  in a  tid e . H e  h a rd ly  fe lt th e  b ru ta l 
blow s D ag n am  ra in ed  tim e a n d  aga in  
in to  h is face. O n ly  h is  d inn ing  com 
m and— “ S ig n !” p e n e tra te d  h is  b ra in .

N u m b ly , he to o k  the  pen . W ith  the  
cave sp inn ing  round  him  he  scraw led  his 
s ig n a tu re , tw isted  h is  h e a d  to  s ta re  a t 
th e  girl w here she w as h e ld  a g a in s t the  
w all a t the  gunpo in t.

“ O k a y ,” D agnam  sa id  briefly . “ P a y  
the  accoun t, boys. U se th e  o rd in a ry  re 
vo lvers— no ta k in g  chances w ith  p a r 
a lysis o r ra y s .”

H a l je rk e d  h is h ead  u p  in a la rm  as 
the  gunm en  b ack ed  aw ay. H a lf-w ay  
back  up  th e  cave th e y  p aused , leveled  
th e ir  g u n s and  fired— once, tw ice. . .

H a l s ta re d  in b la n k  h o rro r  as he saw  
the  girl c rum ple  in  a  lim p h eap  to  the  
floor. T h en  to  th e  accom pan im en t of 
an o th e r gun  explosion he  fe lt a dull, 
num b pa in  in  h is chest.

H is  exhaustion  w as com plete . D a r k 
ness flowed over h im .

T H R O U G H O U T  a p erio d  of d u ra - 
A *tion he cou ld  on ly  guess a t ,  H a l w as 

aw are  of sligh t m ovem ents, o f pa tch ed - 
up  even ts as b rie f an d  odd as those  of a  
n ig h tm are . In  a ha lf-fo rm ed  w ay th e y  
rem inded  h im  of h is  one h u n d re d  fifty - 
y e a r  sleep . T h e n  all o f a  su d d en  he 
recovered  consciousness.

O nce m ore th a t  feeling of reced ing  
c ram p , o f life p o u ring  b ack  in to  his 
lim bs. H u n g e r g ripped  him .

H e sa t u p  a b ru p tly , b lin k in g  in the  
w avering  glow  of vo lcan ic  ligh t. H e 
w as in  som e k in d  of in n e r cave th a t  
w en t as fa r  as  he could  see. In  every  
d irec tion  sp ro u ted  bushes of livid green , 
th e ir  b ran ch es  laden  w ith  heavy , v ivid- 
colored  fru its  like peaches. I t  w as cool 
dow n h e re ; th e  a ir  su ck ed  in to  th e  p la n 
e t ’s core, w as fresh . T h e  p la n ts , d ry
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soil specim ens, flourished  obv iously  by 
a b so rb in g  w h a t w a te r v ap o r rem ained  
in th e  a ir.

“ W h a t th e  heck  . . .? ” H a l ru b b ed  
h is face, n o te d  in am azem en t th e  v a s t 
b e a rd  he  h a d  grow n. H is h a ir  too  was 
dow n to  h is shou lders.

H e  s ta re d  a ro u n d  him  again , th en  
s ta r te d  as h e  saw  th e  sp raw led  figure 
o f th e  g irl s tir r in g  sligh tly . A t the  sam e 
m om ent, seeing h e r  th re a d b a re  c lo thes, 
he becam e aw are  th a t  he  h im self w as in  
ta t te r s .  F o r  som e reason  h is tough  
space  togs w ere  w orn  ou t. H e m ade  
h a s ty  re a d ju s tm e n ts  to  w h a t rem ained  
th e n  sc ram b led  d izzily  to  h is feet.

“ V ilm a !” he cried , sh ak in g  her b a re  
shou lder. “ Vil, w ake u p ! ”

She m oved ag a in  a t  th a t , opened  h er 
eyes. F o r  a  long  tim e  she looked be- 
m used ly  a ro u n d , then  as h e r facu lties 
re tu rn e d  she scooped  h e r  to rn  c lo thes 
m ore tig h tly  a b o u t h e r a n d  s ta re d  a t  
H a l’s beard ed  face.

“ W h a t— w h a t h a p p e n e d ? ” she 
b rea th ed .

“ S earch  m e ,” h e  rep lied  w orried ly . 
“ L a st th in g  I  rem em ber w as being sho t 
a t. D u n n o  how  we go t h e re  . . .  U p  
you  g e t ! ”

H e  ra ised  h e r  to  h e r  feet, then  he fe lt 
his chest th o u g h tfu lly .

“ R ig h t h e re ,”  he sa id  slow ly, “ is 
som eth ing  h a rd . I t  m ust be  th e  b u lle t 
D a g n a m ’s g unm an  fired a t  m e—  You 
shou ld  hav e  a  couple in  you som e
w h e re .”

“ I  h a v e ,” she sa id , fingering herself. 
“ T h e y  o u gh t to  hav e  k illed  us— b u t 
th e y  d id n ’t ! I  seem  to  rem em ber I  w as 
h a lf  as leep — H a l, w h a t’s h ap p en ed  to  
u s?  W here  a re  we on M a rs ? ” She 
ca u g h t a t  h im  anxiously .

“ Som eth ing  h as  h ap p en ed  th a t I  
h a rd ly  d a re  th in k  a b o u t,” h e  said  in an  
aw ed voice. “ W e m ade  a  m is tak e  in 
h an d lin g  those  h e av y  w a te r s ta lac ite s  
as  we did. T h e  em an a tio n s m u st have

go tten  in to  ou r b loodstream  an d  slow ed 
dow n our facu ltie s— ju s t a s  it h appened  
to  me b efo re  w hen I  w as fool enough  
to  c a r ry  th e  ro ck  w ith o u t p ro tec tio n . 
T h e  b tille ts d id n ’t kill us because d ea th  
re lies on  th e  speed a t w hich a  shock  can  
be assim ila ted . W ith  us the  shock  w as 
in fin ite ly  p ro tra c te d , so w e d id n ’t 
die . . .

“ W e m oved ,” he b rea th ed , a s to u n d 
ed. “ W e followed N a tu re ’s law  and  
looked  subconsciously  fo r s tim u lan t. 
W e needed  precious little , b u t still 
some. As if in a s tu p o r w e m u st have 
m oved from  ou r cave to  h e re  . . . H ere  
th e re  is fru it. I f  w e follow  o u r tra il 
b ack  w e’ll no  d o u b t com e to  our 
cave— ”

“ F rom  our c lo thes an d  y o u r R a sp u 
tin  b ea rd , i t ’s som e tim e ,” V ilm a said . 
“L e t’s tak e  a  look .”

H al tu rn e d  to  the  n e a re s t f ru it  bush , 
sn ap p ed  off a  p a r t ly  d ried  b ra n c h  and  
th ru s t it in the  vo lcan ic flam e spou ting  
o u t of th e  rocks. T h u s  a rm ed  w ith  a 
to rch  th e y  searched  a ro u n d  u n til th ey  
found  a sm all single open ing . I t  led 
th ro u g h  a  long tu n n e l w ith  a  san d y  
floor.

“ N o tic e ? ” H a l exc la im ed , tr iu m p h 
an tly . “ G ouged tra c k s  in  th e  sand  
w here w e’ve d ragged  ourselves along  
w ith  infinite slow ness. B lin d  an im al 
in s tin c t rep lacing  n o rm a l reason ing , as 
it n a tu ra lly  m u st if th e  facu lties a re  
slow ed up .”

T h e  girl nodded  b u t  sa id  noth ing . 
H a l realized  th a t ,  like h im , she w as op 
p ressed  by  the  aw esom e th o u g h t of the  
tim e th a t  m u st hav e  slipped  b y  in  the  
in te rv a l.

F o r an  hou r th e y  w en t on, tw isting  
and  tu rn in g  th ro u g h  th e  sing le narrow
passage.

I t  b ro u g h t th em  o u t finally  in to  the  
v e ry  cave w here th e y  h a d  m et th e  b u l
lets o f D a g n a m ’s gunm en , seem ingly  
so sh o rt a tim e befo re .
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CHAPTER IV 

Martian Strategy

C I L E N T ,  th ey  looked  a t  th e  w all of 
th e  cave w here th e y  h a d  last seen 

illum ined glass. N ow  it w as pow dered  
w ith san d y  d u s t and  beh ind  it a ll w as 
d a rk  and  qu ie t.

“ T h e y ’ve gone,” H a l sa id , sh rugg ing , 
then  as he looked  ab o u t h im , “A nd 
th e y ’ve ta k en  to n s of s ta la c tite  m a te 
ria l w ith  th em  1 L ook  a t  the  am o u n t of 
stuff th e y ’ve b roken  off— !”

V ilm a nodded  slow ly, th e n  th e y  w ent 
to g e th e r to  th e  cave ex it a n d  s ta re d  o u t 
onto  the  M a rtia n  n ig h t sky . C old w ind 
blew  ab o u t th em , se t them  sh u d d e r
ing.

E a r th  w as th e re  over th e  d ese rt, a 
tin y  green  ball. T h e n  as she  s tu d ied  the  
w inking  conste lla tions th e  g irl tu rn e d  
sudden ly  and  seized H a l’s a rm .

“ D o you  realize how  long w e’ve been 
craw ling  a n d  e a tin g ? ” she asked  b re a th 
lessly .

“ Som e tim e, I  guess. I  c a n ’t  judge  it 
exac tly—■”

“ I  can , from  th e  s ta rs —  I t ’s ab o u t 
tw o h u n d red  y e a r s !”

“ W h a t!”
“ I t ’s r ig h t,”  she  in sisted  seriously . 

“ In  a ll th a t  tim e  w e’ve p assed  a  slow  
m otion existence. W e’ve been v eritab le  
lotus ea te rs . In  tw o h u n d re d  y ea rs  all 
w e’ve done is m ove to  low er q u a rte rs  
of M ars  an d  e a t  f ru it— ”

“ B u t w h a t’s h appened  on E a r th  d u r 
ing  th is t im e ? ” H a l cried . “ D o  you 
rea lize— ”

“ I  realize th a t  m ore of the  s ta la c tite s  
have  been  ta k e n , obv iously  for use by  
th e  rev ived  in d u stria lis ts  w ho by  th is  
tim e m ust su re ly  be v e ritab le  m aste rs  
of the  w orld. T h ey  p ro b a b ly  w ondered  
w here we w en t to—  T h a t  d o esn ’t sig
n ify . W e’re  still here , a live  . . . ”

“Y eah , and  little  good it  does u s ! ”

H a l s ta re d  over th e  m o u rn fu lly  em p ty  
dese rt. “ E ith e r  y o u r space sh ip  was 
ta k e n  aw ay  long ago or else i t ’s covered 
in  san d . W e ’re alone, V il—  L o s t! ” 

“ N o t q u ite ,” she  sa id  q u ie tly . “ D o n ’t 
fo rge t th e  M a rtia n  c iv iliza tion , o r 
w h a t’s le f t o f it, still lies deep  inside 
M ars. I  know  enough to  find m y  w ay 
to  it. O rig ina l no tes a re  gone of course, 
b u t m y  m em ory  still serves m e. C om e 
on, w e’ve go t to  find a  w ay  dowrn to 
th is  p la n e t’s v e ry  core. I t 's  o u r  la s t 
chance. T h e re  m ay  be stuff th e re  to  
he lp  u s escape .”

H p O G E T H E R  th e y  m ade  th e ir  w ay  
back  to  th e  u n d erg ro u n d  cavern , 

re fresh ed  them selves w ith  th e  cu rious 
ta s tin g  f ru it— th en  th e y  lig h ted  m ore 
to rches an d  s ta r te d  a  ca re fu l exp lo ra 
tion . I t  w as no t long before  th e  g irl 
found  an  im m ense vo lcanic fissure ex
ten d in g  in to  the  dep th s.

“ O kay , le t’s go .” H a l sa id  g rim ly . 
“ W e c a n ’t  go u p  so le t’s go dow n.”

T h ey  descended  cau tio u sly , slipp ing  
dow n p rec ip ito u s  leng th s a t  tim es, 
b a rk in g  th e ir  b a re  fee t on  loose p ieces 
o f rock , b u t g rad u a lly  d escend ing  ever 
low er in to  th e  sponge o f a  w orld. D ow n 
here , as the  fissures lin k ed  r ig h t th rough  
th e  p lan e t, th e re  w as a  trem endous 
d ra f t , cold an d  cu ttin g .

I t  w as also a  reg ion  of m ore and  m ore 
volcanic ligh t from  th e  n e a rly  ex tinct 
fires in the  core. T h e y  flashed  and  
rum bled  incessan tly  b u t  w ith o u t an y  
prom ise  of becom ing  d angerous. In  
th e  cave in  w hich th e  tw o finally  
d ro p p ed — indeed  i t  w as fa r  m ore th a n  a 
cave, it w as th e  v a s t roo t core o f M ars  
itse lf— th e re  w as an  aw esom e q u a lity . 
I ts  silence w as b ro k en  on ly  by  th e  m u f
fled th u n d e r of in te rn a l explosion, its 
d a rk n ess  b y  th e  s tab b in g  ligh ts th a t  
th re w  d is to rte d  shadow s. A nd a t  its 
fa r  end , g leam ing  w here th e  ligh t s tru c k  
it, w ere tw o  v a s t doors of b lack  m etal.
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“T h is  is i t ! ”  th e  g irl cried  e x u ltan tly . 
“ T h e  la s t  h a b i ta t  o f the  M a r tia n s !  I n  
th e  tra n sc r ip te d  m essage it  sa id  th o u g h t 
w aves a lone  can  open  th o se  d o o rs— the  
th o u g h t w av e  o f th e  firs t p ro p o sitio n  in 
E u c lid — ”

“ W h a t a  h o p e ! ”  H a l g ro an ed .
“ I  th in k  I  can  do i t ,” th e  g irl re to rted . 

“M a y b e  you  fo rg e t I ’ve sp e n t m y  life—  
o r did sp en d  m y  life— on th e  p rob lem . 
N ow  q u it  ta lk in g  a n d  le t m e concen 
t r a te  . . . ”

F o r a  long  tim e  she s tood  s ta r in g  a t  
the  doo rs, c o n c e n tra tin g  w ith  brow s 
dow n. T im e  an d  aga in  she fa iled—  
th e n  ju s t  as H a l w as g iv ing  i t  u p  as 
hopeless th e re  cam e o u t o f th e  rum bling  
s tillness  a  series o f c lick ing  noises. 
W ith  th e  c re a k  o f u n to ld  age  th e  doors 
began  to  m ove, p a r te d  up  th e  cen te r, 
se n t fo rth  a  be lch  of cu rio u s ly  exotic  
a ir  lik e  th a t  from  a n  E a s te rn  tom b .

W ith in , the  a tm o sp h e re  w as b re a th 
ab le  b u t o d d ly  ta in te d . I t  c lung  to  the  
n o strils  o f H a l an d  th e  g irl as th e y  
s te p p e d  ca u tio u s ly  in to  th e  hallow ed 
reaches. T h e  re flec ted  lig h t from  the 
v o lcan ic  ca v e rn  shone  on  in c red ib ly  in 
tr ic a te  m echan ism s o p e ra tin g  th e  doors.

S ilen tly  th e y  w en t on  to  a w ilderness 
o f m ach in es c lo ak ed  in  th ic k , d u s t-  
c a k e d  g rease .

“ Y es, th is  is i t ,”  th e  g irl w h ispered . 
“ T h e  M o n te  C ris to  of M a rs— th e  la s t 
in v en tio n s of M a r tia n  sc ience w aitin g  
for th o se  w ho cou ld  re a d  th e  signs of th e  
canali. A nd  w e’ve got th e m !”

“ Y eah  . . . ”  H a l fe lt he  h a d  to  s u b 
due h is voice. “ W h ere  do w e s t a r t ? ” 
he  w e n t on . “ I  d o n ’t  beg in  to  u n d e r
s ta n d  th e  se tu p . A nyw ay , th e re ’ll be 
no pow er— ”

“ N o t o f  th e  so r t we k n o w  of, p e rh a p s  
— b u t sc ie n tis ts  as  c lever a s  th e  M a r
tia n s  p ro b a b ly  used  so la r po w er— like 
we u sed  to  use on  e a r th  for so la r c a rs  
tw o h u n d re d  y e a rs  ago. L e t’s  look 
a ro u n d .”

A N  h o u r la te r , w ith  th e  g irl’s kn o w l
edge o f ad v an ced  m ach ines a n d  

M a r tia n  signs, th e y  ta b u la te d  th e ir  find 
ings. A ll pow er w as c lea rly  governed  
b y  an  im m ense se lf-co n ta in ed  pow er 
u n it  co n n ec ted  w ith  th e  ro o f— an d  
thence  p re su m a b ly  to  som e p o in t on th e  
ex te rio r  w here  th e  s u n ’s pow er cou ld  
re a c h  it.

“ T e lesco p ic  dev ices, space  rad io , 
t ra n sm u ta tio n a l m ach in es, sy n th es is  a p 
p a ra tu s , th e  w hole sh o o t— ” H a l sa id .

“ All lin k in g  to  th e  c e n tra l sw itch 
b o a rd  an d  ro b o t co n tro lled  from  th e re ,” 
th e  g irl nodded . “ L e t’s see w h a t w e 
g e t.”

R a th e r  nervously  she w en t to  w ork  
on  th e  sw itches. I t  to o k  som e tim e  
to  find th e  rig h t co m bina tion , b u t  foo l
p ro o f  dev ices p re v e n te d  a n y  d isa s tro u s  
m is tak es , a n d  su d d en ly  th e re  cam e a  
th ro b b in g  of pow er from  th e  im m ense 
s to rag e  resources.

“ I t  w o rk s !” H a l c ried  exc ited ly . 
“ N ice  g o in g !”

B etw een  th em  th ey  w en t to  w o rk  on  
th e  ra d io  te lev is ion  a p p a ra tu s , fished 
a ro u n d  fo r an  in te rv a l b e fo re  th e y  
tra n s fo rm e d  th e  b lu r  on th e  sc reen  in to  
a  v iew  o f the  heavens, and  p re se n tly  to  
a  p ic tu re  o f E a r th  p e rfe c tly  m irro re d  b y  
th e  X -ra y  dev ices—

I t  w as a  chan g ed  E a r th — a  d iffe ren t 
E a r th  from  a n y th in g  th e y  h a d  ever 
know n. W h ere  N ew  Y o rk  h a d  s to o d  
th e re  now  sp raw led  a  c ity  w hich cov
e re d  the  e n tire  A m erican  co n tin en t. 
N ew  Y ork  was A m erica , a p p a re n tly . 
A cross th e  oceans on  o th e r  lan d s re 
posed  sim ilar g ia n t c itie s , covering  
e v e ry  co u n try . T h e y  w ere  tra c e d  o u t 
w ith  ro ad w ay s a n d  co u n tless  lines o f  
co m m u n ica tio n ; th e  seas  w ere th ic k  
w ith  c ra f t , th e  a ir  jo s tlin g  w ith  b u lle t-  
fa s t a ir  m ach ines.

“ T h in g s  have  k in d a  g ro w n ,” H a l sa id  
som berly . “ D o e sn ’t  ge t us aw ay  from  
h ere  e ith e r. Seem s th e  M a r tia n s  h a d n ’t
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m aste re d  space tra v e l in  sp ite  o f be ing  
good sc ien tis ts— or if  th e y  d id  th e y  
to o k  d a rn e d  good care  to  leave  no clues 
fo r u s .”

T h e  girl fiddled w ith  th e  rad io  a p 
p a ra tu s , a t  la s t go t i t  tu n e d  to  a n  u l t r a  
sh o r t E a r th  w aveleng th . M o s t of th e  
an n o u n cem en ts  fa iled  to  m ak e  m uch  
sense , excep t th a t  th e re  w as co n s ta n t 
re fe ren ce  to  th e  “ g race  of th e  M e ric a  
W orld  S ta te .” E v e ry th in g , i t  ap p ea red , 
w as done b y  its  consen t.

“ In  o th e r w ords, M erica  h as  go t a 
g rip  on th e  w hole w orld  an d  is th e  dom 
in a tin g  S ta te .”  H a l sa id  th o u g h tfu lly . 
“T h a t  k in d  of ad d s up . T h o se  in d u s tr i
a lis ts  re tu rn e d , c la im ed  th e ir  accu m u 
la te d  m oney, an d  th e re b y  becam e th e  
w ea lth iest m en  on E a r th , b u y in g  ev e ry 
body  else o u t. D ag n am , we p resum e, 
is e ith e r  d ead  or in  p ick le  fo r th e  fu 
tu re .”

V ilm a no d d ed  slow ly, th in k in g , th en  
she looked  a t  th e  ra d io  q u ic k ly  as a n 
o th e r  an n o u n cem en t cam e fo rth .

“ B y th e  g race  o f th e  M e ric a  W orld  
S ta te  i t  is an n o u n ced  th a t  th e  appea l 
fo r com m ercia l h e lp  b y  th e  con tro lle rs  
o f E u ro p a  S ta te  can n o t be g ra n te d . In  
these  d ay s  of financia l co n tro l, M erica  
ho lds th e  la rg es t gold reserve  in  th e  
w orld  a n d  is th e re b y  d ic ta to r  o f po licy  
b y  com m on consen t. T h e  M e ric a  W orld  
S ta te , u n d e r th e  co n tro l o f E x ch eq u er 
C hancello r M illp o n t, th e re fo re  consid 
ers— ”

r T~'H E com m unica tion  f a d e d  ou t, 
b lu rre d  w ith  space s ta tic . H a l 

sw itched  off, looked  a t  th e  g irl in q u ir
ingly .

“ M illpon t, h uh?  O ne of th e  p ick led  
in d u s tr ia lis ts  w ho w as on M a rs  here . 
A nd th e  re s t w ill be a ro u n d  him  . . . ” 
H a l clenched  h is fist. “ I t ’s th e  v e ry  
devil 1 A  m oney  ju g g e rn a u t b ack ed  by  
gold, ab le  to  en fo rce  its  w ill on the  
w orld  u n til som ebody w ith  g re a te r

w ealth  a n d  gold tu rn s  up ! A nd  w h a t 
can  We do? N o th in g ! E v en  if we 
could  ge t b a c k  to  E a r th  w e’d be no b e t
te r  off. A b u lk  of a  p la n e t lik e  th is— ” 

“ A nd y o u r ow n w ea lth  accu m u la ted  
w ith  tw o h u n d re d  y e a rs ,” th e  g irl p o in t
ed o u t. “ D o n ’t  fo rge t th a t!  Y ou  m ust 
b y  now  be eno rm ously  w e a lth y  an d  as 
long as  you  a re  a live  th e  law  rem ains. 
N o t even  M illp o n t can  a lte r  th a t .” 

“ Y e a h ,” H a l sighed. “ B u t s till w ay  
beh in d  b u y in g  h im  o u t.”

T h e  girl w as s ilen t, w an d e rin g  a ro u n d  
th e  m ach in ery . T h e n  she h a lte d  and  
sa id  slow ly. “ I  wonder . . .  !”

“ H u h ?  W o n d er w h a t? ”
“ T h ese  tra n sm u ta tio n a l m ach ines 

h e re ,” she sa id  slow ly— th en  su d d en ly  
m ak in g  u p  h e r  m ind  she closed the  
tra n s m u ta to r  pow er sw itches. G ian t 
tu b es  flared  in to  life  fo r a  m om en t an d  
th e y  b o th  s ta re d  in  aw e a t  th e  d isp lay , 
w atch ed  th e  b a tte r in g  o n slau g h t o f en 
erg ies c lash in g  in  fiery  g ra n d e u r in th e  
tra n s p a re n t  m u ta tio n a l ch am b er.

“A n y th in g  in to  a n y th in g !” th e  girl 
sa id , s tu d y in g  th e  h ierog lyph ics  on the 
c h a r t a tta c h e d  to  th e  m ach ine . “ H ere  
th e re  a re  one h u n d re d  e lem en ts o f w hich 
we know  on ly  n in e ty -tw o — b u t th e y ’re 
in th e  sam e P eriod ic  W eigh t. T h a t ’s 
n a tu ra l, an y w ay . A n d  the  c o rre sp o n d 
ing sw itch  n u m b ers  a re  show n— H a l l ” 
H e r  voice sh a rp en ed  eagerly . “ T h is  
c h a r t can  help  us change an y th in g  in to  
a n y th in g  else— lead  in to  go ld , fo r in 
stan ce . L ook , I ’ll show  you! ”

She p ick ed  u p  a  le a d  cube  from  the  
ad jo in ing  c o n ta in e r an d  p u t  i t  in  th e  
tra n sm u ta tio n a l ch am b er, c losed th e  
a p p ro p ria te  sw itch . A b a tte r in g  ha il of 
com plex forces d escended  on  th e  cube. 
I t  began  to  glow, ch an g ed  co lo r as i t  
fo rm ed  fresh  a to m ic  u n its . A u to m atic 
a lly  th e  pow er a t  la s t c u t itse lf o u t an d  
th e re  rem ain ed  a  b lock  th a t  shone dull 
yellow .

“Goldl” H a l yelled . “ I t  is gold!
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Yil, w e’ve g o t to  c o n ta c t E a r th  b y  ra d io  
and  tell ’em  M illp o n t isn ’t  th e  rich est 
pow er, th a t  th is  so ca lled  h u lk  o f a  
p la n e t is— ”

“ A nd  h av e  M illp o n t see to  it  th a t  
you  n ev e r use  y o u r  se c re t?  O h n o ! ” 
T h e  g irl sho o k  h e r  head . “W e fight fire 
w ith  fire h e re , H a l. W e c a n ’t  ge t aw ay  
fro m  here— so M illp o n t an d  su n d ry  
o th e rs  will com e to  u s ! ”

“ A re y o u  c ra z y ? ” H al sh o u ted . “ I t ’s 
a sk in g  fo r it. O nce it is know n we can  
m a n u fa c u re  gold et al in  th is  p lace  
we— ”

T h e  g irl in te r ru p te d  h im , w en t ac ro ss  
to  th e  ra d io , began  to  fiddle fo r  E a r th  
tra n sm iss io n  w aves aga in .

“L e a v e  it to  m e ,” she sa id , sm iling  
fa in tly . “ Y ou m ay  be a  good sp ace  
m an  b u t  y o u ’re  a  ro tte n  business  
m an — ” She m ad e  m ore  a d ju s tm e n ts , 
in to n ed  h e r  voice in to  th e  m icrophone. 
“ M a rs  c a llin g  E a r th !  U rg e n t m essage! 
M a rs  ca lling  E a r th ! ”

A F T E R  a  lo n g  in te rv a l E a r th  rep lied .
T h e  a n n o u n c e r so u n d ed  m ystified .

“ E a r th  rep ly ing . W h a t a p p a ra tu s  
a re  you  u sing  to  sp eak  from  M a rs ? ”

T h e  girl igno red  th e  question .
“ H e re  is a  m essage fo r th e  M e ric a  

W o rld  S ta te , a n d  C h an ce llo r M illp o n t 
in  p a r tic u la r . M a rs  is in  ex trem e d a n 
g er o f b e in g  annex ed  b y  u n frie n d ly  p ow 
ers  a n d  it  is e ssen tia l th a t  C hancello r 
M illp o n t a n d  th e  head  of ev e ry  o th e r  
S ta te  in  th e  w orld  com e to  M a rs  im m e
d ia te ly  to  d e te rm in e  p re v e n ta tiv e  m e a s 
u res . I  am  a  m em ber of th e  Space 
S ecre t Serv ice , m aro o n e d  on M a rs , an d  
I  h a v e  d iscovered  th is  am az in g  p lo t. I  
aw a it re p ly .”

T h e re  w as a  long  in te rv a l, th e n ,
“ C h a n ce llo r M illp o n t concedes to 

y o u r re q u e s t, e x ten d s  h is co rd ia l th a n k s  
for y o u r  p ro m p tn e ss . H ow  will he  con
ta c t  y o u ? ”

“ C y n ia  O asis. I  w ill be w aiting . .

T h e  g irl sw itched  off, sm iled  g rim ly . 
H a l looked  a t  h e r  in som e puzzlem ent. 

“ A nd w hen he co n ies?”
“ Y o u ’ll see ,” she sa id  briefly . “ In  

th e  m ean tim e  w e’re going to  m ake  som e 
c lo thes w ith  the  sy n th e tic  m ach in e , h u n t 
u p  w h a t a rm s we can  to  p ro te c t o u r
selves— though  I  hav e  an  id ea  it w on’t 
be n e cessa ry — an d  y o u ’re  going to  te ll 
m e th e  w hole s to ry  o f y o u r life  from  
th e  tim e y o u  aw oke in  2120  up  to  m ee t
ing  m e. . . L e t ’s get s ta r te d .”

A /T A N Y  M a rtia n  d a y s  an d  n igh ts 
passed  befo re  H a l a n d  V ilna, 

w a tch in g  from  th e ir  cave  e n tra n c e , 
s ig h ted  the  ap p ro ach in g  E a r th  fleet. I t  
lan d ed  close to  th e  oasis a n d  a  p a r ty  of 
e ig h t m en finally  em erged , b eg an  to  
w alk  to w ard  H a l a n d  V iln a  as th e y  sig
na led  th e ir  presence.

T h e  b a ld -h ead ed  M illp o n t s ta re d  a t 
th e  ill-d ressed  tw o am azed ly .

“ A re you S.S.S. a g e n ts ? ” he cried . 
“ O r is th is  som e d a m n ed  jo k e?  I f  
th e re ’s been a  tr ic k — ”

“ N o  tr ic k ,” H a l sa id  ca lm ly . “ F o l
low us, gen tlem en , if you  p le a se .” 

W ondering ly , n o t a  little  ir r i ta b ly  in 
deed  w hen  it  cam e to  th e  long descen t 
in to  M a rs ’ bow els, th e  m en  follow ed 
H a l an d  th e  g irl. O nce in  th e  v a s t M a r 
tia n  pow er-ha ll th e y  gazed  a ro u n d  in 
m ystified  aw e.

S udden ly  M illp o n t h a rru m p h e d  loud
ly  an d  cocked  a  g rim  eye on the  girl.

“ P re su m a b ly  you  se n t th e  m essage ,” 
h e  sa id . “ I t  w as a w o m an ’s voice, I  am  
to ld . W ell, w h e re ’s th e  d a n g e r? ”

T h e  girl igno red  th e  in q u iry . C om 
posed ly , she a sk e d  a q u estio n .

“ J u s t  w h a t c o u n tr ie s  do  you  g en tle 
m en re p re se n t? ”

T h e y  looked  a t  each  o th e r, th e n  M ill
p o n t g estu red  im p a tien tly .

“ T h e re  a re  n o  co u n tries! Y ou shou ld  
know  th a t!  T h e re  a re  on ly  cities, 
ow ned  a n d  co n tro lled  by  th e  grace  of
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M e ric a — ” H e  sto p p ed , h is  jaw s se t
ting . “ J u s t  w h a t a re  y o u  tw o doing on 
th is  p la n e t?  I t  is p r iv a te  p ro p e r ty  
a n d — *’

“ In  o th er w o rd s,” th e  girl sa id , ey e
ing th e  o th er q u ie t-faced  m en, “y o u  are  
u n d e r th e  heel o f th is  m an  and  his c ity  
of M e ric a ? ”

T h ere  w as a slow  nodd ing  o f heads. 
O ne said  g ravely .

“ F in an c ia l pow er b ack ed  b y  gold is 
th e  ru le r of the  E a r th , th e re fo re  M erica  
is th e  legal m a s te r .”

V ilm a sm iled  crooked ly , looked  a t  
M illpon t.

“W h a t gave you  th e  idea , M illp o n t, 
th a t  y o u  ow n th is  p la n e t?  I t  was bought 
— or ra th e r  sto len  by  fo rce—-from one 
H al B ailey  n e a rly  tw o h u n d re d  y ea rs  
o r so  ago .”

“ I t  is on  reco rd  th a t  i t  w as b o u g h t,” 
M illp o n t re to rte d . “ T h e  H a l B ailey  
person  died o r  som eth ing . L ook here , 
w h a t is th is ? ” he  ro a red  sudden ly . 
“ W hy  d id  you  a sk  us h e re  a n y w a y ? ”

“ S h u t up , and  l is te n !” H a l w as 
sp eak in g  now. “ H a l B ailey  w as one of 
th e  rich est m en in  E a r th  a t  th e  tim e  of 
his supposed  d ea th , w as he no t?  W here  
d id  his p ro p e rty  go? N o b o d y  could  use 
it u n til h is d e a th  w as p roven . T h a t’s 
the  law . R ig h t, g e n tle m e n ? ”

T h e  o th ers  nodded  aga in  firm ly.
“ B a iley ’s d e a th  w as p roved  to  the  

h i l t ! ” M illp o n t sn o rted . “ H is p ro p e rty  
w as confiscated  by  th e  S ta te  th en , a c 
cord ing  to  law — ”

“ T h en  i t ’s going to  be to ugh  on y o u ,” 
H a l said  grim ly. “ I ’m  H a l B ailey  m y 
self, an d  I  can  p rove  it in  a n y  w ay  you  
w an t once I  get b ack  to  E a r th !  I  w as 
robbed , ch ea ted , sho t a t!  I  la y  for tw o 
h u n d red  y e a rs  w ith  th is  girl here  in 
s l o w  m o tio n —  Y eah , th a t  p rick s, 
doesn ’t it?  Slow m otion! J u s t  the 
w ay  you an d  y o u r p e t in d u s tr ia lis ts  
passed  the  tim e aw ay  w hile the  in te re s t 
m o un ted  up— ”

M illpon t h e s ita te d , h is  eyes g litte r
ing.

“ Y ou’ll never p ro v e  a n y th in g — and  
y o u ’re no t B ailey! Y o u — ”

“ A M O M E N T ,” one o f th e  m en in 
te rposed . “ I t  h as  never been q u ite  

u n d ersto o d  how  M illp o n t an d  his col
leagues succeeded in ga in in g  such  a  le
gal ho ld  over v as t sum s of m oney. D o  
you  suggest th a t  th e y  u sed  som e scien
tific m ethod  to  get a  s ta r t  on u s— ”

“ I ’m n o t suggesting , m an— I ’m tell
ing!” H a l ro a red . “ I  ow n M a rs , a l
w ays have. I t  w as sto len  b y  D ag n am  
from  m e. In  sp ite  of m y s ig n a tu re , in 
sp ite  of ev ery th in g , I  d em an d  re s t i tu 
tion  for th is !  I ’ll m ak e  y o u  p a y  for 
th is , M illpon t! I ’ll d rag  th e  s to ry  of 
h e av y  w a te r  c ry s ta ls  th ro u g h  every  
dam n ed  S ta te  on  E a r th !  I ’ll b la s t y o u r 
w hole ro tte n  se tu p ! Y o u ’re  going to  
give m e b ack  M a rs  an d  m y  e s ta te  in 
m oney—  B u t especia lly  M a rs!  U n 
d e rs ta n d ? ”

“ O ne m o m en t,” M illp o n t sa id , c a lm 
ing. “T h e re  will be endless difficulties 
in  try in g  to  so rt o u t y o u r legal tit le  to  
th e  e s ta te  you  h a d  tw o h u n d re d  y ea rs  
ago— n o r do I believe for a  m om en t you 
w ould  be ab le  to  g a in say  th e  s ig n a tu re  
y o u  gave m ak in g  M a rs  ov er to  us, o r 
a t lea s t to  D agnam . Suppose w e w ere 
to  com prom ise? S uppose I  ta k e  y o u r 
w ord for it reg a rd in g  M a rs  an d  you  
leave th e  m a tte r  o f y o u r acc ru ed  in 
h eritan ce  a lo n e ? ”

“ W h a t! N o t on  y o u r life— ”
“ I t  w ould be— s a fe r ,” M illp o n t sa id  

gravely .
“ Y eah , you m ean  y o u ’d  b um p  m e off 

before I  could  m ak e  a  c la im  a t  all, 
h u h ? ”

“H a rd ly  th a t— b u t ca lam ities b efa ll 
all o f us som etim es. Y ou a re  a  business 
m an , an d  so am  I. S tra teg ica lly  M a rs  
is w orth  as m uch  as y o u r e s ta te  if you  
will com m unicate  w ith  th e  V enusian
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G overnm ent. T h e y  are  anxious to  b u y .” 
“ B o lo n ey !” H a l sa id  fran k ly . “ Y ou 

m ean  i t ’s an  o ld  h u lk  and  you  are  g lad  
to  get rid  of it! Y ou’ve go tten  all the  
m inerals  you  w an t, sucked  it  d rie r th a n  
a  lem on— ”

“ Y ou still have  these  m ach ines,” 
M illp o n t shrugged . “ I  am  w illing for 
you  to  have every th in g  on th is  p lan e t 
in re tu rn  for y o u r silence concern ing  
y o u r legal c la im .”

H a l h esita ted , glanced a t  th e  girl. 
She closed one eye solem nly.

“ O k ay ,” H a l sa id  briefly . “ I ’ll do it.” 
“ G o o d !” M illp o n t m o t io n e d  his 

w axen faced  sec re ta ry  an d  he w en t to  
w ork  on a  p o rtab le  p rin te r. W ith in  a 
m in u te  M illp o n t held  fo rth  a  p rin ted  
tra n s fe r  of sale, signed  it  w ith  a flourish. 
H a l d id  likew ise an d  the  o th e r m en a p 
pended  th e ir s igna tu res .

M illp o n t sm iled gravely .
“ Y ou are  n o t a  v e ry  good business 

m an, m y  friend ,”  he  sighed. “ H ow ever, 
now it is done it is y o u r— ”

“ I  h a v e n ’t  fin ished  y e t ! ” H a l re 
to rte d , as the  g roup  tu rn e d  to  go. “ I ’ve 
som eth ing  to  add . N ow  I  own M a rs—  
to w hich you  a re  a ll w itnesses— I  in 
te n d  to buy  M e ric a  as w e ll!”

“ Y ou— w h a t? ” M illp o n t asked  d e
libera te ly .

“ H ow  m uch do you  w a n t? ” H al de
m anded . “N am e a p rice! A ny  p rice  
— as h igh  as you l ik e !”

“ Y o u ’re c ra z y ,” M illp o n t sa id  sourly . 
“ B esides, th e re  is no  p rice! A ll th e  
gold  reserve  in  th e  Solar S ystem  could  
n o t— ”

“ In  a w orld  given over to  financial 
d o m ina tion  ev e ry th in g  has a  p r ic e !” 
H al shou ted . “T a k e  a  look a t  th is if 
you  d o u b t m y c a p ita l! ”

T T E  nodded  to  th e  g irl and  she 
A slam m ed the sw itch  on th e  tran s- 
m u ta tio n a l m achine. M illp o n t, indeed 
all the  m en, w atched  w ith  popp ing  eyes

as b locks of lead , copper, tin , iron , and  
so fo rth  fell fo rth  to  th e  ra c k  as pure  
gold.

“ W h a t th e— ” M illp o n t gasped. T hen  
he b u rs t in to  a ro a r. “ B y  God, th is  is 
tr ick e ry ! D am ned , in fe rn a l— ”

“ I ’m the  business m an, M illpon t, n o t 
y o u !”  H al g rinned . “ N ow  you  see! 
M a rs  is an  old hu lk , is it?  T h e  richest 
p lan e t in th e  System , th a t ’s w hat it is! 
W ealth  w ith o u t end—  A nd I  ow n it! 
G entlem en, you  are  m y  w itnesses! I 
can  o u tb u y  M illpon t here , o u tbuy  
a n y b o d y !”

“ W e’ll see if  you w ill!” M illpon t 
shouted , then  before  an y b o d y  could 
stop  h im  h e  p lunged  fo rw ard  and  drove 
h is fist th ro u g h  th e  glass in to  th e  tra n s 
m u ta tion  cham ber, g rab b ed  a t  th e  lead 
b lock  form ing slow ly in to  gold.

A lm ost in s ta n tly  he  s taggered  back , 
d ragg ing  his a p p a re n tly  num bed  arm  
clear. In  som e odd w ay  th e  gold block 
w as cloying to  his fingers, sp read in g  a 
yellow ish tinge ‘in to  h is  h a n d — assim 
ila ting  w ith  h is  f le sh ! F o r  a  second or 
tw o he stood in  m u te  angu ish  w hile the  
o th ers  looked on, th u n d e rs tru c k . T h en  
he crashed  over to  the  floor, rig id , his 
whole gross body  tw istin g  and  sh u d d e r
ing trem endously  as  th e  tran sm u ta - 
tional pow ers su rged  th ro u g h  him .

“ H e ’s— h e’s tu rn in g  in to  g o ld !” one 
of the  m en w hispered .

“ I t ’s th e  energy  th a t  does i t ,” the  
girl sa id  qu ie tly . “ H e  tried  to  seize it 
a t  the  p o in t o f change a n d  the  energy  
of change p assed  in to  h im  as well. T h is  
tra n sm u ta to r  changes a n y th in g  in to  
any th ing . M illp o n t loved gold, I  guess 
— an d  he su re  go t i t ! ”

T h e  o thers  w ere silen t, s ta r in g  a t  the  
gilded im age c loaked  in  a  su it upon  the  
floor.

“ I th in k , gen tlem en , th e  issue is d e 
cided for us a n y w ay ,” H a l said  qu ie tly . 
“ W e h a d  b e tte r  re tu rn  to  E a r th  and 
m ake  ou r a rran g em en ts . M ars  hence
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fo rth  is the  m aste r p lane t. I  do no t 
have to  tell you th a t no  dom ination  will 
be sough t— ”

H e caugh t the  g irl’s a rm  as she cam e 
up . She smiled a t him .

“ Sure was a  lucky  d ay  fo r m e w hen 
I  bough t M a rs ,” he m urm ured . “ O nly

d ay  to  im prove on  it  w as the  one w hen 
I  m et you .”

“T h e re ’s still one m ore to  b e a t them  
bo th , if you lik e ,” she sa id  naively , then  
th e y  tu rn ed  together a n d  followed the  
E a r th  delegates ou t of th e  hall.

T h e  E nd .

(Concluded from page S)
15 ECENTLY we dug up a fantastic document 
^  (out of our files, not out of the ground!). It 
was a Roman menu. It’s worth passing on!

While not necessarily supernatural, the quantity 
and variety of food the stout Roman businessmen 
put away at their little get-togethers borders on 
the fantastic.

\  CCORDING to Cimon Africanus’ “History 
1 *■ (of Roman gastronomy)”, in 67 B. C. Luci- 
nius Procmius, a leading army contractor, served 
the following menu to 
th ree  colleagues while 
discussing a merger:

Olives, dormice, wild 
honey, fried suck ling , 
poppy seeds, baked lamb 
chops, damsons, pome
granate g ra in s, stewed 
brains of bird, peafowls’ 
eggs, peppers, ram’s head 
pie, roast beef, kidneys, 
lambs fry, African dates, 
cheese cakes, sea fish, 
hare, lobster, goose, mul
lets, honeycomb, bread 
with crushed fig, cucum
ber, Syrian dates, The
ban (Greek) dates, frozen 
drops of Spanish honey, 
endive, je llied  apples, 
pears, pudding sausage, 
s tra w b e rrie s , peaches, 
nuts, cream cheese, grape 
jelly, snails, chutterlings, stewed livers, pickled 
turnips, kidney beans, salted olives, thrushes in 
pastry with chopped nuts, quinces, oyster and 
scallops.

Naturally, you will say, all this required an aid 
to digestion. So here’s what they drank.

'T 'H R EE  jugs of wine of Araby, one jug of Chi- 
nese cordial, two jugs of Syrian thick wine, 

one jug of Greek wine, two jugs of Roman wine, 
five large jugs of Frankish beer, one large jug of 
Egyptian beer, two jugs of light Spanish wine, 
and one jug of barley water!

No wonder the Roman Empire fell! We’d say 
it passed ou t!

'IITHAT makes Friday such an evil day in the 
* ’ superstitions of many people? Now take these 

instances (for instance) and see what you think. 
Each one is a fortunate fact, rather than unfortu
nate, and if there’s anything to the dread of Fri
day, it’s all wet on this scale!

On Friday, August 3rd, 1492, Columbus sailed 
from Spain; on Friday, October 12th he first 
sighted the New World; he started homeward on 
Friday, January 4th, 1493, and reached Palos, his 
starting point, on Friday, March 14th.

Columbus first reached the coast of South 
America on a Friday, June 1 2 th, 1494; Giovanni 
Coboto, otherwise John Cabot who discovered 

Canada, received  his 
commission f rom King 
Henry VIII on a Friday, 
March 5th, 1496; St. Au
gustine, Florida, the old
est town in the United 
States, was settled on a 
Friday, September 7th, 
1S6S; the father of our 
country, George Wash
ington, was bom on a 
Friday, February 22nd, 
1732.

On a Friday, October 
17th, 1777, General Gates 
defeated the British com
mander, Burgoyne at the 
famous battle of Sara
toga; on Friday, Septem
ber 19th, 1781, General 
Washington d e f e a t e d  
Lord Cornwallis; on Fri
day, July 7th, 1776, John 

Adams demanded before Congress the recognition 
of the seccession of the American colonies.

Friday looks pretty good to us! So why the 
fuss? Incidentally, we’re writing this on Friday!

DEFORE we forget, Edgar Rice Burroughs has 
another John Carter yarn in the June Amaz

ing Stop res. I t’s called “The Black Pirates of 
Barsoom” and it’s on the stands now. If you like 
Burroughs, take a hint and get this one now. It's 
really a fine bit of work, and takes you right back 
to the Valley Dor, the First Bom, and all the fa
miliar scenes of “The Gods of Mars” !—Rap.

"Gimme a simoniza job too, boys, 
gotta date with a laadhaad tonight."
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AMAZONS of a
Weird Creation

by
J E P

P O W E L L

There was something decidedly wrong 

about this future world; there were 

no men in it, only hateful old women

A W A T E R  glass c rashed  in to  the  
spotless w all o f a p riv a te  room  
in A tla n ta ’s C ity  H osp ita l.

‘T  got h im ! ” w hooped S pud  H a rris . 
“ P ick  h im  up , N u rs ie , and  b rin g  h im  to 
m e.”

“ G ot w ho?” d em anded  a p re tty  b u t 
ex asp era ted  nurse .

“ T h a t dam n tu r tle  th a t  w as c raw lin ’ 
u p  the  w all. T h e re  he . . Spud 
po in ted  to  a  com er. H is  gaze follow ed 
his finger and he gu lped . “ M u sta  ju s t 
s tu n n ed  him . H e ’s gone.”

Spud had  th e  ap p earan ce  of a  p a ss 

ab ly  handsom e form er football s ta r  w ho 
had  tr ie d  to  c ram  too m uch liv ing  in to  
fo rty  y ears . H is  redd ish -b row n h a ir  
w as tousled ; h is  g rey  eyes b loodshot. 
H e  needed  a shave. Spud h ad  been 
p ly ing  h im self w ith  liqu id  courage, p re 
p a ra to ry  to  s ta r tin g  a  perilous T im e 
flight in to  th e  T h ir tie th  C e n tu ry . H e  
h ad  plied  assiduously .

T h e  nu rse  m ade a  gestu re  of d e p re 
cation .

“ W hy d id  I  h av e  to  d raw  you  a g a in ? ” 
she w ailed. “ O f all th e  alcoholics I ’ve 
ever h ad  to  p u t  up  w ith , y o u ’re  th e  n u t
tie s t .” She b it h e r lip . “ Spud  H a rr is ,

"With only a faint atomic pattern 
to worli from, I dup l i c a ted  your 
identity— and you ware born again."

97
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w hy d o n ’t  you  sn ap  ou t of i t?  Y ou used 
to  be a  swell sp o rts  w rite r , b u t now  look 
a t  you. Y ou’ll w ind up in  th e  w acky  
house if . .

“ L ook, T o o ts ,”  S pud  in te rru p te d . 
“ C all u p  th e  T im es and  ask  for the  
sp o rts  desk . T ell L uke  G ordon I ’ll be 
in  M onday , su re . W h at d ay  is th is ? ”

“ T u e sd a y ,” she sa id  acid ly . “ Also 
y o u r w ife’s been calling here . W h a t do 
you  w an t me to  te ll h e r? ”

A prodigious shudder shook his a l
read y  ji t te ry , la n k  fram e. M olly  op
posed h is d rin k in g ; som etim es vocif
erously , som etim es v io lently .

T h re e  rep o rte rs  pushed  p a s t a  p ro 
te stin g  floor su p e rin ten d en t and  barged  
in to  th e  room .

“ T h e y ’re w a iting  for you  down a t  the  
lab , you  lu g ,” one of them  bellow ed a t 
Spud. “ C lim b o u ta  th a t rea r-en tran ce  
k im ono an d  in to  som e duds. W e got a 
cab  w aiting . W h ere ’s h is c lo thes, 
N u rs e ? ”

IL T A L F  an  h o u r la te r  a  han d fu l of 
sk ep tica l sc ien tists  and  several de

risive rep o rte rs  and  photogs w ere g a th 
ered  in  D r. Amos P ip p ’s la b o ra to ry  to  
w atch  a  senile inven to r an d  a  rum - 
soaked  sp o rts  w rite r  h u rled  a  th o u san d  
y ea rs  in to  the  fu tu re ; m aybe in to  E te r 
n ity .

D r. P ip p  su rveyed  th e  g roup , tugged 
a t  h is w ispy w hite  goatee, and  spoke 
pontifically .

“ G entlem en, before  M r. H a rris  and  
I  em b ark  on our epoch-m aking  jo u r
ney , I ’ll exp la in  for th e  benefit of som e 
of y o u  th a t  T im e does not fly, as we are  
w ont to  say . I t  doesn’t  even creep ; 
doesn’t  m ove a t  all. T im e  is s ta tic  and  
we m ove th ro u g h  it. E v e ry th in g  m oves 
th ro u g h  it. E v e ry th in g  th a t  ever w as 
or ever w ill be, new  is som ew here out 
th e re  in  T im e. . .

“ H o ld  it, P ro fe sso r,” cu t in  D uffy of 
th e  N ew s. “ I  don ’t savvy. Y ou m ean

I ’m  a lread y  dead? T h a i m y first kid 
is a lready  born? T h a t . . .? ”

“ P le a se !” D r. P ip p  b a rk ed  p e tu la n t
ly . “ I ’ll sim plify  it th is w ay. L e t us 
com pare  our norm al passage th rough  
T im e to  trave ling  along an  u n fam ilia r 
h ighw ay across the con tinen t. E v ery  
c ity  and  tow n, every  river, every  m oun
ta in  a lready  is along the  rou te . T h ey  
ju s t don ’t  becom e real to  us u n til we 
reach  them — b u t th e y ’re th e re  all the 
tim e. N ow  M r. H arris  and  I  will leave 
you  a t  th is po in t on the road  o f T im e, 
speed on by  faste r vehicle, m ak e  obser
vations, then  re tu rn  to  m eet you  a  sho rt 
d istance  ahead . S im ple, isn ’t  i t ? ”

N o one agreed.
“Look, D oc, w hy go te a rin g  th rough  

ten  cen tu ries?” an o th e r  re p o rte r  asked. 
“ W hy not ju s t ta k e  a  little  te s t hop o r 
som ething, say  a  y e a r  or tw o  ah e a d ? ” 

“ T he  pow er req u ired  to  p ro je c t us 
into th e  fu tu re  will n o t p e rm it us to  stop  
so soon. W hile  th e  princ ip le  is differ
en t, th is  m ay  give you  an idea. T he  
power requ ired  to  force a  rifle bu lle t 
th rough  a b a rre l sm aller th a n  itself 
sends the  bu lle t fa r  beyond  the  m uz
zle . . .”

“ I  get i t ,”  a  p ho tog  declared . “ You 
and  Spud gonna be fired like a  couple 
of hum an cannon  ba lls  in  a c ircus.”

D r. P ip p ’s scraw ny  five-feet-four 
w ent rigid. H is cap rin e  w hiskers tre m 
bled.

“ T hrow  th a t  clow n o u t ! ”  he choked. 
“ H e isn ’t  clow ning, A m os,” a  fellow 

scien tist soothed. “ H e doesn ’t  know  
w hat— er, w h a t vehicle  y o u ’re using. 
M aybe  som e of the  o thers d o n ’t. P e r
haps y o u ’d  b e tte r  explain  i t .”

D r. P ip p  calm ed down.
“ W e will be h u rled  in to  T im e— not 

in to  space ,” he  explained. “ O ur flight 
canno t be m easu red  in  m iles b u t in 
years. In d eed , we m a y  never leave th is 
spot. W e will be p ro jec ted  in to  th e  fu 
tu re  on an  electric  beam .”
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A re p o rte r  su pp ressed  a  laugh  as he 
p ic tu red  Spud H a rr is  try in g  to  k eep  his 
b a lan ce  a s tr id e  a  light ray .

“ B u t firs t we will be  a to m ized ,” D r . 
P ipp  con tinued .

“ Y o u ’ll w h -a -a -a -t?”  D uffy  b lea ted . 
“ W e will be reduced  to  a to m s.”

C I L E N C E  fell over th e  little  g roup .
T h e  n ew spaperm en  d id  n o t know  

w h eth er to  hoot o r gasp. T h e y  cast 
sy m p a th e tic  g lances a t  S pud . H e  eased  
a b o ttle  from  his p o ck e t an d  to o k  a 
qu ick  n ip  o f fo rtitu d e .

“ H ow  in th u n d e r do you  ever expect 
to  com e ou t w hole a g a in ? ”  som ebody 
asked .

“ T h e  assem bler in  th e  a to m ic  rece iver 
will ta k e  ca re  of th a t ,”  D r. P ip p  a s 
su red  h im . “ E v e ry  a tom  has a defin ite 
affinity  fo r one o th e r a tom . In  th e  as
sem bler, u n d e r e lec trical influence, each 
a to m  will seek  an d  find its  affiant. W hen 
each  h as  cla im ed  its  own, M r. H a rr is  
and  I  will be ourselves a g a in .”

T h ro u g h  a  boozy haze, Spud  could  
see p ieces of a sc ram b led  jig -saw  p u z 
zle dan c in g  a b o u t an d  c la im ing  p a r t 
ners, finally  se ttlin g  dow n in th e  p ro p e r 
p a tte rn .

“ W h a t good is it g o n n a  do  you , floa t
ing  a ro u n d  in th e  fu tu re  like  a  couple 
of d u s t c lo u d s? ” a  re p o rte r  w an ted  to
know.

“ T h ir t ie th  C e n tu ry  sc ien tis ts  w ill re 
ceive us and  reassem ble  us in a  device 
like m y own. P ro b a b ly  a  m uch  im 
p roved  o ne ,” D r. P ip p  d ec lared . “ L a te r  
th ey  will re jec t us to  our own T im e .”

“ All I  can  say  is, I  hope you  jell 
rig h t w hen those a tom s s ta r t  choosing 
p a r tn e rs ,” the  re p o rte r c racked .

A sm ock-clad  m an  e n te red  a  door an d  
sq u in ted  m yop ically  th ro u g h  lenses as 
th ick  as a  tea-room  sandw ich .

“ R eady , G eo rge?” th e  in v en to r in 
qu ired . “ G en tlem en , th is  is M r. N o 
bles, m y a ss is ta n t. H e  will h an d le  th e

con tro ls. L e t us go to  th e  p ro je c to r  
ro o m .”

T h e  p ro je c to r  room  w as in fin itely  
m ore  h o rrib le  th a n  a n  e lec tro cu tio n  
cham b er. In  th e  ce n te r  o f th e  room  
on  low tab le s  w ere th e  a to m izers , look
ing  lik e  tw in  coffins of o paque  g lass and  
h a v in g  w e i r d  sm okestacks. T h e  
“ sm o k e s ta c k s” w ere  tra n s p a re n t  tu b es 
en d in g  in  la rg e  bu lb s n e a r  an  opening  
in th e  roof. E a c h  of th e  bu lb s w as e n 
circ led  by  a sp ira l o f w ire, g iv ing  it  
som eth ing  of a  b ird -cage  ap p ea ran ce . 
On the opposite  side of th e  room  w as a  
co n tro l p a n e l eq u ip p ed  w ith  a  m y s ti
fy ing  a r r a y  of d ia ls , tu b es , in d ica to rs  
an d  sw itches.

N o  tim e w as w asted  in  th is  g ruesom e 
cham ber. T h e re  w as h a n d sh a k in g  an d  
a tte m p ts  a t  ch ee rfu l b an a litie s . T h en  
D r. P ip p  a n d  S pud  w ere o u t o f th e ir  
clo thes an d  in to  th e ir  coffins.

N ob les tu rn e d  a  d ial w ith  each  h an d , 
held  th em  u n til a  low  h um m ing  noise 
began , th e n  m oved th em  ag a in  a  f ra c 
tion  of an  inch  a t  a  tim e. T h e  h u m 
m ing grew  to  a  h ig h er p itc h  w ith  each 
tw ist o f the  d ials. N o  one spoke. N o  
one b re a th ed . A w isp  of d u s t ap p e a re d  
in the  n e a re s t sm o k estack . N o b les  
je rk e d  a sw itch  an d  th e  hu m  becam e 
th e  sh rill w hine of a n  id le  band-saw . 
D u s t sh o t up  th ro u g h  th e  tu b e  and  
sw irled  a ro u n d  th e  b ird -cage . T h e  bu lb  
to o k  on a  du ll glow, grow ing  b rig h te r  
as the  a g ita tio n  w ith in  it  increased . M o 
m e n ta rily  th e  b u lb  shone w ith  th e  b r il
liance of neon , th en  a puff of d u s t sh o t 
u p  th ro u g h  th e  open ing  in  th e  roof, hung  
for a sp lit second  like a  s team  cloud , and  
van ished .

“ T h e re  goes D o c !” a  pho tog  gasped , 
aim ing  his cam era  to o  la te .

“ S p u d ’s to u g h er fo r th e  a to m izer to  
d ig est,”  D uffy  g ru n ted . “ H e ’ll hav e  to  
be d istilled  first, I  suppose. I be t h e ’ll 
te s t n in e ty -p ro o f.”

A  few m om ents la te r  S pud  follow ed
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D r. P ip p  in to  th e  U nknow n.
N o b les  im m ed ia te ly  m ade  th e  changes 

w hich  co n v e rted  th e  a to m ic  p ro je c to r  
in to  a  rece iv er, an d  a t  once to o k  u p  his 
p o s t to  a w a it th e  re tu rn  of th e  a d v en 
tu re rs — w h e th e r i t  be  a m a tte r  o f hou rs, 
d ay s , o r m on ths.

CHAPTER II 

Glimpse of Hell

M O M E N T  a f te r  Spud s tre tc h e d  
o u t in  h is coffin-like a to m izer, a 

num bness c rep t over h im . H e  becam e 
d izzy  and  lo st consciousness, b u t 
seem ed to  aw ak en  a lm ost im m ed ia te ly  
in  a  w ind  tu n n e l filled w ith  tin y  
fea th ers .

S ud d en ly  he  w as h u rled  o r  d raw n  
in to  w h a t he supposed  w as the  fu tu re . 
T h e re  w as a lte rn a tin g  lig h t an d  d a rk 
ness o f sp lit-second  d u ra tio n , w hich he 
to o k  to  be h is  passage  th ro u g h  days 
and  n igh ts. I t  rem inded  him  of speed 
ing p a s t a  w h ite  p ic k e t fence, o r  ra th e r  
of b e in g  su sp en d ed  w hile th e  fence flew 
p a s t h im . H e  d id  n o t see th e  ligh t and  
d a rk n e ss , as  h e  possessed  no phy sica l 
senses, y e t he  w as conscious o f them . 
H e  w as aw are  a lso  of in te rm itte n t w arm  
and  cool b reezes, w hich  h e  reasoned  
w ere S um m er an d  W in te r.

S pud  w ondered  su d d en ly  w here D r. 
P ip p  w as. H e  h a d  supposed  th e y  w ould 
trav e l to g e th e r. H a d  D o c  so ared  on 
ah ead , or h ad  S pud  ju m p ed  th e  b a r 
r ie r?  P ossib ly  som eth ing  h ad  gone 
w rong  in  th e  a to m ize r an d  D oc h a d n ’t 
com e ou t a t  a ll. M a y b e  D oc w as dead . 
O r m aybe  he w as d ead , an d  now w as 
ju s t  a  g h o st d r if tin g  th ro u g h  E te rn ity . 
H e hoped  h e  w as d ream in g  an d  tr ie d  
to  p inch  h im self. T h e re  w as n o th in g  to  
p inch .

T h e  flight becam e m o n o tonous— and  
fe a rfu l. S pud  fe lt th a t  m illions o f y ea rs  
lay  beh ind . T h e n  he fe lt a  presence.

“ T h a t  you , D o c ? ”  he  w ondered.
“ H ello , H a r r is ,”  D oc  g ree ted  m en

ta lly . “ W h a t de layed  y o u ? ”
“ I f  you  th in k  I ’ve been  loafing along 

the  w ay , y o u ’ve go t a n o th e r  th in k  com 
ing, you  o ld  g o a t,”  S pud  th o u g h t, a d d 
ing a  te lep a th ic  scowl. “ I ’ve been sa il
ing  along  a t  b e tte r  th a n  a  y e a r  a  m in 
u te , m aybe  tw ice th a t  fa s t; I  d o n ’t 
know . A nd I ’ve been w ondering  if  I ’m 
dead . Y ou reckon  w e’re dead , D o c ? ”

D r. P ip p  th o u g h t n o t. H e  w as con
fiden t ev ery th in g  w as go ing  accord ing  
to  h is p lan .

S pud’s fea r w as n o t d iss ip a ted  easily . 
H e w as su re  th e y  h ad  o v ersh o t th e ir 
m ark . H e  th o u g h t o f D oc o ften  rid ing  
ab sen t-m inded  p a s t  s tre e t  c a r  stops. 
B u t it w as n o t fu n n y  now.

“ D an g  it, D o c ,” he  th o u g h t. “ Y ou 
d id n ’t figure on a n y  w ay  to  p u t  on 
b rak es , d id  you? I ’m sca red  w e’ll be 
sa iling  on like th is  till do o m sd ay .”

D oc answ ered  w ith  a  m en ta l g ru n t.
Spud  k e p t h is  th o u g h ts  to  h im self for 

a  while. N o  d o u b t a b o u t it, he decided, 
th e y  w ere m illions o f y e a rs  from  the 
T w en tie th  C e n tu ry . T h e y  w ere dead , 
b u t D oc ju s t  w o u ld n ’t  a d m it it.

So fa r, Spud  h a d  n o t felt hu n g ry . H e 
w ondered  w h a t g hosts a te , if th e y  d id  
ea t.

T h e n  th e re  w as a  v io len t tugging  a t 
h im . H e  an d  D o c  w ere se p a ra te d . As 
d u s t is sucked  in to  a  v acuum  c leaner, 
Spud w as d raw n  in to  a  d a rk , sw irling  
hole, a  m ae ls tro m  in E te rn ity . H e  felt 
w arm  an d  th o u g h t h e  d e tec ted  sm oke.

“ O h, m y  G od! N o , n o ! ” he tr ied  to  
c ry  out. H e  h a d  n ev er th o u g h t m uch 
a b o u t an  ev erla s tin g  H ell. V aguely  he 
a lw ays h ad  believed a  m an  w as p u n 
ished  on  E a r th  fo r h is sins. A nd he 
believed he h ad  suffered  h is share  of 
E a r th ly  H ell.

H e  w an ted  to  re s is t th is  pow er th a t 
w as pu lling  h im  in to  th e  sw irling , hot 
b lackness, b u t he had  no h an d s w ith
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w hich to  c law  o u t, no heels to  d ig  in. 
H e  p lunged  deeper— th e n  oblivion.

C P U D  aw akened  w ith  th e  sensa tion  
a  tra v e le r  feels w hen  he aw akens 

on a  P u llm an  s leeper to  find  th e  tra in  
has  s to p p ed  som ew here in  u tte r  d a rk 
ness. H e  w as in  a  c ram p ed  position  
an d  m oved his legs. T h is  s ta r tle d  him . 
H e a c tu a lly  h a d  m oved h is  legs!

H e  decided  to  p inch  h im self. I t  w as 
a so ft, w eak  p in ch , b u t  defin ite ly  a  
p inch  on  h is le ft a rm . T h e n  he  tr ie d  to  
m ove his a rm s, b u t  th e y  w ere held  
tig h tly  fo lded  across h is  bo d y  by  a 
snug  w rapp ing .

“ O h-oh ,” he  th o u g h t, rem em bering  
w h a t th e  C ity  H o sp ita l n u rse  h a d  said . 
“ A s tra it- ja c k e t. T h e y ’ve finally  had  
to  p u t  Spud  H a rr is  in  a  n u tty  sh ir t .”

H is  n ex t im pulse w as to  c ry  o u t, b u t 
he could  n o t open  h is m outh .

“ D id  th e y  have to  gag m e, to o ? ” he 
w ondered . “ I  m u st be  a p re tty  v io len t 
c a se .”

C la u s tro p h o b ia  s e i z e d  him . H e  
squ irm ed  a n d  k ick ed  w ith  n ig h tm arish  
fu ry . S ud d en ly  he  w as free, on ly  to  
find h im se lf held a lo ft b y  th e  heels and  
being  sp a n k ed  sound ly .

H e  ra ised  h is  voice to  p ro te s t ag a in s t 
th is  in d ign ity  b u t u t te re d  on ly  a  p a 
th e tic  little  w ail. H ow ever, th e  sp a n k 
ing s topped . H e  opened  h is eyes and  
saw  b lu rry  shadow s b u t could  d is tin 
guish  no th ing . T h e  ligh t h u r t  h is  eyes, 
so he closed th em . Som eone w rapped  
h im  in  a  b la n k e t and  m oved him  som e
w here. T h e n  he  w as receiv ing  a rub- 
dow n.

“ M y  G o d !” he th o u g h t. “ T h e n  I  
am  d ead — or w as. A nd now  I ’m re 
b o rn — re in c a rn a te d . I ’m  a  b a b y ! ”

H e  h ad  never believed in  re in c a rn a 
tion , b u t now  i t  w as rea l. H e  h a d  h e a rd  
th a t  sp ir its  of hum ans som etim es w ere 
reb o rn  as b eas ts  and  b ird s . H e  m igh t 
hav e  been  re b o rn  as an  ape. H e  sh u d 

d ered . P e rh a p s  D o c  w as be ing  re in 
c a rn a te d . V isualiz ing  D o c ’s long  face, 
sad  eyes a n d  sc a n ty  b e a rd , Spud  could  
n o t im agine h is  be ing  re in c a rn a te d  as 
an y th in g  b u t a  goat. H e  w ould  suspect 
ev ery  b illy -g o a t h e  ever saw  of being  
D r. P ipp .

W ith  a  gurg le  o f th a n k fu ln e ss  for 
h is hu m an  e s ta te , he  lap sed  in to  a  long 
sleep. W hen  h e  aw oke he w as h u n 
g ry  an d  decided  a  th ic k  s te a k  and  
F re n c h -fr ie d  p o ta to e s  w ould  go n icely . 
H e  tr ie d  to  sh o u t h is  w an ts. A gain  
th e re  w as o n ly  a  w ail. I t  c a rr ie d  m ore 
a u th o r ity  th is  tim e an d  b ro u g h t resu lts . 
Som eth ing  so ft p ro d d ed  h is  face. H e  
a te .

Several d ay s p assed  in  a  m onotonous 
ro u tin e  o f sleeping, aw aken ing , ea ting  
an d  sleeping again . No one h a d  c u d 
d led  h im  since h is  re b ir th  a n d  S pud  b e
gan to  w onder a b o u t h$* new mother. 
S urely  a  m o th er w ould  fondle her b aby . 
M a y b e  she . . .

“ P o o r M o th e r ,” he mused f*idly. 
“ A nd poo r m e. I ’m  ab o u t to  e tjiw  a 
new  a n d  s tra n g e  life  as an oirplian.”

1LTE w ondered  who he now w as, w here  
he w as, and how long  it  h a d  been 

since he d ied . Som e day he w ould  like 
to  go b ack  and  see h is  g rave , an d  d ig  
u p  n ew spaper accoun ts  o f h is  dea th . 
H a d  he a n d  D oc P ip p  been  eulogized 
as m a rty rs  to  science? H e  w ondered  
w h a t his w idow  w ould  th in k  of th a t .

“ M olly  co u ld n ’t  th in k  an y th in g  nice 
ab o u t m e,” he  decided  b itte r ly .

B lu rry  v ision  had  n o t d is tu rb e d  S pud  
g re a tly . In d e e d , b lu rrin ess  an d  doub le
v ision  h a d  becom e q u ite  u su a l w ith  h im  
in  h is la te  sodden y e a rs . B u t h is  sigh t 
now  began  to  grow  sh a rp e r . P h an to m s 
becam e h u m an  beings w ith  faces. 
E v ery o n e  he  saw  w as fem ale . T h e y  
w ere s te rn , efficient-looking w om en. 
T h e ir  figures w ere  m an n ish , an g u la r 
a n d  fla t-chested . N o n e  of th em  gave
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h im  even  a  fond p a t. U n d o u b ted ly  he 
w as in  a n  o rp h an ag e , he  decided.

U p  to  th is  tim e he h a d  n e ith e r seen 
nor h e a rd  a n o th e r  b ab y . T h en  one d ay  
an  u n co u th  how l f ra c tu re d  th e  peace  of 
h is m orn ing  n ap . Som eone h ad  t ru n 
d led  a n o th e r  c rib  in to  th e  room  an d  in  
it  w as a  baw ling  baby . Spud  w ondered  
if  i t  w as D oc.

“ P ip e  d o w n !” S pud  th o u g h t. “L e t 
m e ta k e  a  g a n d e r a t  th a t  m ug of y o u rs . 
A re y o u  D o c ? ” B u t th o u g h t com m u
n ica tio n  now  w as useless. M ay b e  it 
w asn ’t  D oc . S pud  decided  to  t r y  vo
cally .

“ H iy a , D o c ,” h e  a tte m p te d , b u t all 
th a t  cam e fo rth  w as a  gurg le . I t  a t 
tra c te d  a tte n tio n , though , a n d .th e  o ther 
b a b y  s to p p ed  cry ing . A  sm ile flickered  
across h is  te a r-d re n ch e d  visage. Spud  
b u rs t in to  a  to r re n t  o f m eaningless b a b 
ble. T h e  o th e r b a b y  silenced  him  w ith  
a  fam ilia r p e tu la n t  g ru n t.

“ I t ’s  D oc, all r ig h t,” S pud  decided.

CHAPTER III 

Atoms Scattered

C P U D  an d  D oc developed  an  am azing  
speed  th a t  w ould  p u t th e  p ro v e rb ia l 

w eed to  sham e. In  a  few  w eeks th e y  
w ere lea rn in g  to  w a lk  on  w obb ly  legs. 
T h e y  w ere ta lk in g  vo lub ly , a lth o u g h  
th e ir  s ib ilan ts  escaped  fuzz ily  p a s t in 
c ip ien t te e th .

T h e y  s tro v e  d e sp e ra te ly  to  q uestion  
th e  n u rses  a n d  d o c to rs  a b o u t th e ir  
new  s ta tu s  b u t th e  m ann ish  w om en 
b ru sq u e ly  p a rr ie d  th e ir  overtu res . 
T h e y  p e rfo rm e d  th e ir  d u tie s  to  th e ir  
young  ch arg es w ith  an  a ir  o f efficient 
im p erso n a lity  a n d  h a d  no tim e fo r ta lk . 
A t tim es th e y  w ere even  resen tfu l.

“ I f  th is  a in ’t  re in c a rn a tio n , w h a t is 
i t ? ” S pud  dem an d ed . “ Y o u ’re dead  
a n d  d o n ’t  know  it . W e’re bo th  dead , 
a n d  w e’re  reb o rn  as  som ebody else.”

H e  m oaned  d isconso la te ly . “ W e d o n ’t  
even know  w ho we a re — o r w h ere .”

“ I  know  who w e a re . O ur en titie s  
h a v e n ’t ch an g ed ,” D oc sn ap p ed . “ T he  
q u estio n  th a t  in te re s ts  m e is when. Is 
th is  th e  T h ir tie th  C e n tu ry ? ”

“N u ts ! ” S pud  sn o rted . “ Y ou still 
th in k  w e’re  T im e  tra v e lin g ? ” 

“ U n d o u b ted ly ,” D oc sa id  firm ly. 
“ T h e n  w hy do we tu rn  u p  as  a  couple 

of b ra ts?  A nd  how  com e we g row  so 
fast. W ho a re  all th e se  u n sh ap e ly  
dam es? W h y  a in ’t  th e re  a n y  m en 
a ro u n d ?  W h a t k in d  of a  p lace  is th is ? ” 

D oc shook h is head  sad ly .
“W e’ve a sk ed  them  all th a t ,  and  

learned  no th ing . W e’ll h av e  to  w ait till 
th e y ’re read y  to  ta lk .”

T ^ O U R  besp ec tac led  old scare-crow s 
from  a h is to rica l soc ie ty  cam e to 

v isit th e  h ap le ss  y o u n g ste rs , b ring ing  
w ith  th em  overstu ffed  b r ie f  cases an d  
th e  m u sty  sm ell o f a lib ra ry .

T he  lead er o f the  g roup  peered  for 
a  m om ent a t  th e  p a ir  as she m ight have 
co n tem p la ted  a  couple  of entom ological 
specim ens.

“H -m -m -m -m ,” she com m ented . 
“W h a tsa  m a tte r? ” S pud  ch irped . 

“ D o we look  like  f re a k s? ”
She ignored  th e  question .
“ P lease , M a d a m , w h a t ce n tu ry  is 

th is ? ” D oc begged.
“ T h e  F o u r th  C e n tu ry .” 
“W h -a -a -a - t? ” D oc b ray ed .
“ T h is  is th e  F o u r th  C e n tu ry  of ou r 

N ew  C re a tio n ,” she sa id . “ T h e  y ear, 
th ree -e ig h ty -n in e . A nno D om in i reck 
oning sto p p ed  w ith  th e  y e a r  2450 .” 

“ W h a t is th is  ‘N ew  C re a tio n ’?” Spud 
dem anded .

“ I t  is th e  re a l— the  u ltim a te — civili
z a tio n ,” she d ec la red  p ro u d ly . “ A 
civ iliza tion  w ith o u t th e  h u m an  m ale .” 

Spud  gu lped  h a rd  to  sw allow  his 
am azem en t.

“ A re you b a t ty ? ”  he finally  sp u t
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te red . “ H ow  in hell do you . . .
“ W a it, H a r r is ,” D oc  in te rp o sed .
“H ow  can  you  p e rp e tu a te  th e  race 

w ith o u t m ales?”
“ P arth en o g en e tica lly ,”  she  sa id  w ith 

o u t a  bobble. She gave him  a  qu izzi
cal look. “W h a t c e n tu ry  are  you 
fro m ? ”

“ T h e  T w e n tie th .”
She eyed h im  unbeliev ing ly  and  

w aggled h e r  head .
“ T h e re  w as no  a tom ic  p ro je c to r  in  

th e  T w en tie th  C e n tu ry .”
“ B u t th e re  i s ! ” D oc p iped . “ I ’m  its 

inven to r, D r . A m os P ip p .”
“ T h e  P ip p  p ro je c to r? ” she asked  

h erse lf th o u g h tfu lly . She ra ise d  her 
eyes to  th e  ceiling an d  m oved h e r  lips 
s ilen tly , looking  like  a  hen  d rin k in g . 
“ O h, th a t  one— it  m ade  on ly  one t ra n s 
m ission. I t  w as unsu ccessfu l.”

“ U n su ccessfu l?” Spud  c ried . “W e ’re 
here  a in ’t  w e?”

“ Y es— u n fo rtu n a te ly ,” she rep lied  
w ith  a tra c e  of sy m p ath y .

T h e  significance of h e r  answ er s tru c k  
the  T im e  tra v e le rs  speechless. Surely  
th e ir  p ro jec tio n  h ad  been  successful, 
a lthough  th e ir  a rr iv a l as in fa n ts  h a d  
n o t been acco rd ing  to  D r. P ip p ’s p lans. 
T h en  th e  fau lt o f h is m ach ine m u st lie 
in the  receiver. W h a t w ould h ap p en  
if  they  tr ied  to  re tu rn  to  th e  T w en tie th  
C en tu ry ?

Spud tr ie d  n o t to  th in k  of it.
“ W hy  d id  we a rr iv e  h e re  as b a b ie s? ” 

D oc w an ted  to  know . “ M y  a tom ic 
receiver w as designed to  reassem ble  its  
su b jec ts  ju s t  as th ey  w ere befo re  p ro 
jec tio n .”

“ O ur receivers do th a t  w hen  a  full 
com plem ent o f a to m s is ava ilab le ,” a n 
o th e r of th e  sav an ts  said . “ B u t y o u r 
m ach ine d id  n o t p ro je c t a co n c e n tra ted  
beam . I t  sp read , sc a tte r in g  you  ev e ry 
w here. O ur receivers w ere ab le  to  p ick  
u p  on ly  a few s tra y  atom s. T h ese  w ere 
in cu b a ted  an d  nou rished  in th e  genetics

lab o ra to ry . A nd  so— w ell, h e re  you 
a re .” She sm iled as if  th a t  exp la ined  
every th ing .

“W h a t you  reckon  h ap p en ed  to  th e  
re s t o f u s? ”  Spud  asked .

She sh rugged . “ W ho know s? P a r t  
o f you  m ay  have  been  in te rcep ted  
ea rlie r. U n d o u b ted ly , som e of you  
w ent on  a h e a d .”

I t  to o k  a  long  m om en t for th e  full 
im p o rt o f h e r  s ta te m e n t to  sin k  in. 
Spud  w as the  first to  find tongue.

“ H o ly  m a c k e re l!” he  w hispered  in  
aw e. “ Y ou m ean  we m ay  be living 
som ew here else a t  th e  sam e tim e?  T h a t  
I  m ay  be liv ing  in a  ce n tu ry  or tw o be
h in d  an d  in a ce n tu ry  or tw o fa rth e r  
on? T h re e  of m e a t  o n ce?”

“ I t  is possib le .”
“ I don ’t  see how. . . .”  S pud  began , 

th en  s topped . I t  m ade  him  d izzy  to  
th in k  of it. W h a t if he  an d  D oc su c
ceeded in  going b a c k  to  th e  T w en tie th  
C e n tu ry , on ly  to  find th e ir tw ins h a d  
b e a t them  back  to  claim  th e ir  fam e an d  
fo rtune  as T im e  tra v e le rs?  A nd w hich 
ones w ould  rea lly  be th e  rig h tfu l c la im 
a n ts?  W orse still, th e y  m igh t be  p re 
ceded b y  m ore th a n  one each of th e m 
selves. T h e ir  re tu rn  m igh t com plete  
tw o sets o f tr ip le ts , o r q u a d ru p le ts . 
S till o thers m igh t com e strag g lin g  back  
in  la te r  y ea rs .

“ J e h o so p h a t!”  S pud  gasped . “ I  
m ight becom e a  whole fam ily  of 
b ro th e rs— enough for a  baseball team .”

CHAPTER IV

Extermination of Males

'T 'H E  tw o T im e tra v e le rs  h a d  reversed  
A th e  in te rv iew  com ple te ly , g iving 

th e ir  v isito rs little  o p p o rtu n ity  to  q u es
tion  them . T h e y  lea rn ed  th a t  th ey  w ere 
in  a  G overnm en t h o sp ita l w hich w as 
chiefly  a  n u rse ry  fo r ra is in g  b ab ies o f 
th e  pa rth en o g en e tic  N ew  C rea tion .
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Such h o sp ita ls  w ere loca ted  in  various 
a reas  for the a rtific ia l conception  and , 
la te r , th e  b ir th  o f th e  n a tio n ’s young. 
P o p u la tio n  w as con tro lled  in  th is  w ay. 
N ew  people w ere p ro d u ced  on ly  as th ey  
w ere needed .

A fte r b ir th , th e  bab ies w ere k e p t in 
th e  n u rse ry  th ro u g h  in fancy . T h e n  th ey  
w ere tra n s fe rre d  to  nursery -schoo ls 
an d  still la te r  to  advanced  schools. 
G ra d u a tio n  from  school gave th em  full 
r ig h ts  as c itizens of N ew  C rea tion .

“ I  h a v e n ’t seen  a n y  o ther k id s ,” Spud 
declared .

“ T h e  G overnm en t o rd e red  you  segre
g a te d ,” she  explained.

“ O h. L ik e  lepers, h u h ? ” S pud  g ri
m aced. “L ook , lady , do N ew  C reation  
bab ies grow  as  fa s t as w e do? W h at 
m akes us grow  so fa s t? ”

“ All bab ies develop ra p id ly  in  th is  
ag e ,” she said . “W h y  le t them  w aste 
all those y ea rs  in  n a tu ra l g row th? T im e 
is to o  v a luab le . W e do n o t s it id ly  by 
a n d  w ait for lazy  N a tu re  to  develop 
them . W e speed u p  th e ir  biochem ical 
p rocesses, m ake  th e ir  developm ent in 
m onths equal th e  g row th  of y o u r an c ien t 
bab ies in y e a rs .” *

B u t D oc w as m ore in te re s ted  now  in 
th is  fa th e rless  c rea tio n . H e  asked  the 
spokesw om an to  exp lain  it.

“W e cam e to  q uestion  you , n o t to  
be q u e s tio n ed ,” she said . “ B u t I  will 
te ll you  briefly . P a rthenogenesis  a l
w ays h as  ex isted  in  c e rta in  form s of 
p la n t lice an d  in low er m arin e  life. 
T h e  first m am m alian  c re a tu re  con
ceived w ith o u t a  fa th e r  w as a  ra b b it, 
p ro d u ced  in  an  ex p erim en t in  the  
T w en tie th  C e n tu ry , th e  y e a r  1939. I  
rem em ber th e  h is to ry  because of its  
im p o rtan ce  to  us.

“ Y our an c ien t sc ien tis t im p reg n a ted  
a  n a tu ra l doe ra b b it  w ith  a sim ple saline

♦Early in the Twentieth Century, thyroxin, an
iodine-containing com pound of the thyroid  gland, 
was used successfully to accelerate growth.— Ed.

solu tion . In  d ue  tim e she bore a  b ab y  
doe. L a te r-d a y  sc ien tis ts  experim ented  
successfu lly  w ith  th e  h ighest fo rm  of 
m am m als— h um ans. T h e  d iscovery  
w as p u t to  no  p u rp o se  u n til nea rly  four- 
h u n d red  y ears  ago w hen th e  w orld w as 
a lm ost depo p u la ted  by  con tinuous and  
ru th less  w arfare . T h e re  w ere n o t 
enough m en le ft to  p e rp e tu a te  th e  race. 
T h en  we had  to  ta k e  m a tte rs  in to  our 
ow n h an d s .”

“ A nd th e re  h asn ’t  been  a m an  on 
E a r th  for fo u r-h u n d red  y e a rs ? ” D oc 
gasped.

“ A lm ost. T h re e -h u n d red  an d  e igh ty - 
n ine  y ears  ago we had  to  ta k e  over and  
co rrec t th e  m iserab le  b o tch  you  m en 
had  m ade of civ iliza tion . T h e  few re 
m ain ing  m ales w ere ste rilized . So a 
m an-less civ ilization  w as bo rn . W e 
d a te  ou r ca len d ars  from  th a t  y e a r .”

“J u s t  one m ore q u estio n , p lease ,” 
D oc begged. “W here  a re  we now? 
H ow  far from  A tla n ta , G eorgia, U . S. 
A .?”

“T h is  is C ity  4-A , S o u th eas t Zone,” 
she said . “A tla n ta  once s tood  h e re .”

n p H E  h is to rian s q uestioned  D oc and 
Spud a t  g re a t len g th  ab o u t the  

T w en tie th  C e n tu ry . T h e y  w ere in te r
ested  especia lly  in  w om en of th a t  t im e : 
M adam e C urie , S usan  B. A nthony , 
Senato r H a ttie  C a raw ay , R u th  B ryan  
O w en an d  o th e r im p o rta n t figures.

Spud w as of little  help , a lthough  he 
could offer som e in te re s tin g  b its  ab o u t 
E leano r H olm , D o ro th y  B undy , Sally  
R a n d , A nn S h erid an  an d  a  few o thers  
ab o u t w hom  h is questioners  h a d  never 
heard .

“ Y ou hav e  received  o ther v isito rs 
from  p a s t c e n tu rie s? ”  D oc a sk ed  as 
a p a rtin g  shot.

“Y es, from  as fa r  b ack  as  the  
T w en ty -seco n d .”

“ T h en  w hy d id n ’t  th ey  w arn  the ir 
peoples a b o u t those  dev asta tin g  w a rs? ”
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D oc cried . “ W h y  co u ld n ’t  . . .”
“ M en  w ere fo o ls!” she sn o rted . “ M il

lions of w ar-m ad  m en  b rin g in g  ex tin c 
tion  upon  them selves. W ho could  sto p  
th e m ? ”

“ I ’ll s to p  th e m !” D oc sh o u ted  w ith  
a  so lem nness u nbelievab le  upon  a  ch ild 
ish  face. “ I ’ll m ake  th e m  lis ten . 
I ’ll . . .”

T h e  spokesm an  shook  h e r  head . 
T h a t  sam e fa in t tra c e  of sy m p a th y  
shone in h e r  face.

“ Y ou w ill no t re tu rn  to  y o u r T im e . 
O u r h is to ries  reco rd  no  re tu rn  p rio r  to  
2180 A. D .”

H e r  w ords fell w ith  s tu n n in g  effect. 
W h a t d an g e rs  lu rk ed  o u t th e re  in 
T im e?  W ould  it be b e tte r  to  rem ain  
in th is  w eird  c e n tu ry — a couple  o f 
freak s in  a m an-less age? B o th  S pud  
an d  D oc knew  th e y  cou ld  n o t s tay . 
T h e y  m u st a t te m p t a  re tu rn  to  th e ir  
ow n T im e , reg ard less  o f  w h a t fa te  
aw a ited  them .

CHAPTER V 

Kiss That Spells Death

r" p H E  p re te rn a tu ra l  g ro w th  o f th e  tw o 
u n h a p p y  T im e  ex p lo re rs  co n tin u ed  

u nchecked  and  each  in c rease  in  s ta tu re  
b ro u g h t new  woes to  them . H o sp ita l 
a tta c h e s , once m ere ly  ind iffe ren t, now 
w ere becom ing re sen tfu l.

Spud  a n d  D oc w ere tra n s fe r re d  to  
a n o th e r  w ing o f the  huge G overn m en t 
bu ild ing  an d  q u a r te re d  in  a  g lassed-in  
room  w here  v is ito rs  w ere allow ed to  
com e an d  gape  a t  them .

“ Y o u ’d th in k  th e y  n ev e r saw  a b ra t  
b e fo re ,” S pud  com plained . “N o w  I  
know  how  the  D ionnes fee l.”

T h e  change in  q u a r te rs  b ro u g h t a 
change in d o c to rs  an d  n u rses. T h e  
d o c to r in  charge  w as an  o v e rb ea rin g  
old b a ttle -ax  w ith  an  u n d e rsh o t jaw  
an d  a  p e rp e tu a l scow l. H e r  su b o rd i

n a te s  ca lled  h e r M ag. O ne of h e r  legs 
w as sh o rte r  th a n  th e  o th e r an d  she 
w alked  w ith  a  d ip p y  g a it th a t  suggested  
a  cyc lis t r id in g  a  w heel w ith  a n  off- 
c e n te r  h u b . She c a rr ie d  a  d an g ero u s- 
look ing  w alk ing  s tick .

O ld  M ag  w as open ly  h o stile  to  h e r 
new  ch arg es  a n d  seem ed to  ta k e  fiendish 
d e ligh t in p ro d d in g  and  th u m p in g  them  
m ercilessly .

“ S w in e !” she w ould  h iss . “ F ilth y  
sw ine. I ’d  en jo y  b u tc h e rin g  you  
a l iv e !” H e r  m u rd e ro u s  scow ls w ere 
co rro b o ra tiv e .

“ I ’ve n ev er socked  a  dam e y e t ,” S pud  
m u tte re d  w hen she w as o u t o f e a r 
sho t, “ b u t one of these  d ay s  I ’m  gonna 
bop  th a t  old h u ssy  in th e  k is se r .” H e  
k n o tte d  a  h a rd  little  fist.

“ I  d o n ’t like  i t ,” D o c  sighed . “ T h e  
o ld  sh rew  h a te s  us for in v ad in g  h e r  
m an-less c iv iliza tion . S h e ’s go t m u r
d er in  h e r h e a r t  an d  sh e ’ll s to p  a t  n o th 
ing. T h e  sooner we can  ge t aw ay  from  
h ere  th e  b e t te r .”

M a g ’s abuses w ere off-set som ew h at 
by  th e  k in d n ess  o f one of th e  new  
nu rses . T h is  g irl w as sm all, p re tty , 
sh ap e ly  and  so ftly  fem in ine— an  o d d ity  
am ong h e r  s is te rs . She h a d  la rg e  hazel 
eyes w ith  long, c u rlin g  lashes and  w avy  
c h e s tn u t h a ir  th a t  cascad ed  dow n over 
h e r  shou lders. All o f h e r  s is te rs  w ore 
th e ir  h a ir  c ro p p ed  sh o rt. H e r  nam e, 
R osam ond , also  w as un lik e  th o se  o f h e r 
s is te rs , w ho chose sh o rt, u n frilly  nam es 
such as  A nn, N a n , E m  o r Sue. L egally , 
th e y  h ad  no  nam es, b u t  w ere n u m b ered  
se ria lly . T h e y  a d o p ted  n am es m ere ly  
to  econom ize on w ords.

R osam ond  took  an  especia l fa n c y  for 
S pud . She w ould  s it close to  h im  fo r 
h o u rs , as if  to  p ro te c t h im  from  th e  
bellicose M ag . She to ld  h im  m uch  
ab o u t F o u rth  C e n tu ry  c iv iliza tio n  an d  
w ould  listen  b rea th le ss ly  to  s to ries  
ab o u t h is  T im e . O ften  she w ould  try  
to  fondle h im  as  a little  g irl does an
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unw ieldy  te d d y  b ea r, cooing and  lau g h 
ing h app ily . Spud resen ted  th is  ty p e  
of coddling  b u t suffered it because  she 
en joyed  it.

“ J u s t  w ait till I  get a  little  b igger,” 
he  m used. “ I ’ll show h e r a  tr ic k  or 
tw o a b o u t p e ttin g .”

J ^ U R I N G  th e  following w eeks, life 
becam e alm ost u n b ea rab le  in  the  

g lassed-in  “cage.”  Old M ag  had  fo r
b idden  R osam ond to  v isit the  grow ing 
T im e  exp lo rers except on n ecessary  e r 
rands. O th er nurses who cam e in to  
th e  room  w ere c u r t  a n d  unsym pathe tic . 
V isito rs w ho cam e to  p eer cu riously  a t 
th em  th ro u g h  th e  sound-proof w alls ir 
r ita te d  them

Spud rubbed  a t  p ubescen t dow n on 
h is cheeks an d  w ished for a razor. B u t 
a razo r w as as obso lete  in  th is m an-less 
civ iliza tion  as w as a  flint and  tinderbox  
in his own T im e. N o th in g  m asculine 
now su rv ived . E v en  th e  language had  
been  p u rg ed  o f  m asculine te rm s. T h ere  
w as no a ttire  in  N ew  C rea tio n  befitting  
a m ale. Spud an d  D oc h ad  to  w ear the  
floppy cu lo ttes and  loose pull-over 
b louses th a t m ost o f th e  “ s is te rs” wore.

“ D an g  it, D oc, we go t to  ge t out of 
h e re ,” Spud m oaned. “ I f  we d o n ’t  
h u rry  back  hom e, a  couple of ou r tw ins 
m ay  b e a t us th e re  and  cop all th e  g ravy  
from  th e  new s syn d ica tes  an d  a ll.”

“ A nd the fam e ,” D oc added .
“ I ’ll b e a t th e  ears offa any  u p s ta r t  

tw in  of m ine w ho tr ie s  to  c rash  m y 
ra c k e t,” S pud  grow led.

D oc w as silent.
“ Y ou know , i t ’s fu n n y ,” Spud said 

th o u g h tfu lly . “ S uppose an o th e r  one of 
m e should  b e a t m e back . W hich  of us 
w ould be th e  rea l Spud  H a rr is?  H e 
m ight be  ju s t  a s  m uch m e as I a m .”

“ M ay b e  fingerp rin ts  w ould decide ,” 
D oc suggested .

“ I  never w as m ugged and  p r in te d ,” 
Spud sa id  ruefu lly . “ T h e y  never got

m e for an y th in g  w orse th a n  ‘D  an d  D ’.” 
“ I  h ad  hoped  I  could s ta y  here  a 

w hile fo r som e scientific re sea rch ,” D oc 
said . “ B u t th is  p lace  and  these  w om 
en a re  g e tting  on m y  nerves. I t ’s w orse 
th a n  a  p riso n .”

“ M ag  ac ts  like  we w ere a  couple of 
‘fifth  co lum nists’ or som eth ing ,”  Spud 
m um bled  gloom ily. “ T he  old b a t .” 

“ W e are p o ten tia l sa b o teu rs ,”  Doc 
ad m itted . “ S abo teu rs of th e ir  N ew  
C rea tio n .”

“Y ou m ean  . . .? ”
“ W h a t else could  I  m ean , you  foo l?” 

D oc snapped .
“W h o ’d go for these fro s ty  d am es?” 

Spud hooted . “ As far as I ’m  concerned , 
th ey  can  all go ju m p  in a  lake . All 
except . . .”

“ E xcep t R osam ond ,”  D oc finished 
for him .

“ She is k in d a  n if ty , a in ’t  sh e ? ” Spud 
said  sly ly . “ B u t, hell, I  a in ’t  s ta r te d  
an y th in g  w ith  h e r .”

“N o t w itting ly , p e rh a p s ,” D oc said. 
“ B u t h e r  specu la tive  glances a t you  
cou ldn’t  go unno ticed . As icy-veined as 
she is, o ld M ag  can  in te rp re t those  
glances. A nd she d o esn ’t  like th e  in 
te rp re ta tio n .”

H P H E  slid ing  door to  th e ir  room  
opened s ilen tly  and  R osam ond 

trip p ed  in , sing ing  a  cheery  greeting . 
She b ran d ish ed  h er hypoderm ic  needle, 
p re p a ra to ry  to  g iving h er charges th e ir 
daily  in jec tion  o f g row th  acce lera to r. 
D oc w as dosed q u ick ly  an d  efficiently, 
b u t R osam ond  daw dled  fond ly  over her 
ad m in is tra tio n  to  Spud.

“L ook, T o o ts ,”  S pud  w hispered. 
“M aybe y o u ’d  b e tte r  s to p  dosing me 
w ith  th a t grow ing  ju ice . I ’m b ig  as you 
are  now. P re t ty  soon I  m igh t u p  and  
fling a  flock o f woo a t y o u .”

“ Y ou w h a t? ” She d id  n o t u n d e r
s tan d  h is  slang  b u t read  a ten d e r m es
sage in  his eyes. She snuggled close.
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“ T h is ! ” he m u tte red , g a th e rin g  h er 
in  a  fierce em brace  an d  p lan tin g  a  long 
T w en tie th  C en tu ry  kiss on h e r  fu ll, red  
v irg in  lips. R osam ond  strugg led  b r ie f
ly , th e n  her arm s sto le  a ro u n d  h is neck  
and  she clung b rea th le ss ly  in  a  lin g er
ing  and  in stinc tive  re tu rn  of h e r  first 
kiss.

W hen he re leased  h er, R osam ond  
gasped  and  reddened  in  p re t ty  con fu 
sion. She tu rn e d  to w ard  th e  door to  
co n fro n t th e  sour-v isaged  M ag  w ho h ad  
w itnessed  th e  e n tire  scene.

Spud  a tte m p te d  b ana lity .
“ D o n ’t shoot, I ’ll m a rry  y o u r 

d a u g h te r ,” he m anaged  w ith  a  w eak 
grin .

M ag  un leased  a  s to rm  of in co h eren t 
invective th a t  fouled th e  a ir , banging  
h e r  heavy  s tick  a g a in s t th e  floor for 
em phasis. R osam ond  c re p t tim id ly  
back  to  Spud an d  stood in fro n t of him  
as  if  to  p ro te c t h im  from  h e r fum ing 
superio r. Spud p u t h is  a rm  a ro u n d  her 
and  p a tte d  h e r shoulder.

M a g  bounced  in to  th e  room , to re  the  
g irl from  S pud’s em brace  and  flung her 
tow ard  th e  door.

“ G et o u t ! ” M ag  bellow ed. “A nd 
never com e to  th is  w ard  aga in . I ’ll have  
you  tra n s fe rre d .”

She w hirled  upon Spud  in  a  choking  
rage.

“ F o r  th a t ,” she finally  see thed , “you 
d ie !”

She sto rm ed  o u t of th e  room . T h e  
door closed silen tly .

CHAPTER VI 

Nature's Grim Prank

“ r - p H i s  w ar of nerves is ge ttin g  m y
A n a n n y ,” Spud  com plained  a m on th  

la te r. “ T h a t gas ge ttin g  m ixed up in 
the  v en tila to r tu b e  to  ou r room  a  cou
ple w eeks ago d o n ’t look like an y  ac
c iden t to  m e. I  been j i t te ry  ever s ince .”

“A ccident o r  n o t,”  D oc sa id , “ if I  
h a d n ’t been  ly ing  aw ake try in g  to  th in k  
of a  w ay  to  escape, w e’d bo th  be  d ead .” 

“ Y our insom nia  su re  cam e in  h a n d y ,” 
Spud declared . “ A nd I ’m  g e ttin g  it 
now. I ’m  a fra id  to  go  to  sleep. W hy  
d o n ’t th e  o ld  b a t s ta r t  som eth ing , in 
s te a d  of pu lling  som eth ing  sn eak y  like 
th a t?  I ’d shove h e r  te e th  dow n h er 
th ro a t .”

“ S h -h -h -h -h -h !”
B o th  w hirled  to w ard  the door w hich  

w as closing beh ind  R osam ond. She 
s tood  sm iling  m ischievously , a  finger 
on h e r  lips.

“ R o s ie !” S pud  w hispered . “ W h a t 
you  doing h ere?  O ld P a in -in -th e -F ace  
to ld  you  to  s ta y  o u ta  h e re .”

“ I ’m  a m ouse ,” she g iggled softly . 
“W h a t th e  hell you  ta lk in g  a b o u t? ” 
“T h e  c a t’s aw ay , a n d  I ’m  p lay in g ,” 

she explained . “ M ag  is aw ay from  th e  
hosp ita l to d ay , so I  sneaked  dow n to 
see you . L e t’s ta k e  a  w a lk .”

“ You m ean  w alk  rig h t o u ta  th is 
dum p? S om ebody’d  s to p  u s .”

“ N o  one ever d isobeys M ag , so e v e ry 
one w ould th in k  I  h a d  perm ission  to  
ta k e  you  o u t,” R osam ond  said . “N o 
one will s to p  u s .”

“ I ’m  gonna  risk  it, D o c ,” Spud d e 
cided. “L e t’s go, B a b y .”

R osam ond  c lu tched  S p u d ’s a rm  w ith  
a n  a ir  of possessive p rid e  as she 
m arch ed  h im  p a s t h e r siste rs. She 
looked up  in to  h is  eyes happ ily .

Spud  h a lted  a t  th e  door of th e  hos
p ita l. T h e  bu ild ing  w as s itu a te d  on  a  
h igh  h ill, affording an  excellen t view  of 
a la rge  p a r t  of the  c ity . Spud w as su r
p rised , because it w as m uch  sm aller 
th a n  th e  an c ien t A tla n ta  he h a d  know n. 

“ I t ’s  ju s t a  little  b u rg ,” he  g ru n ted . 
R osam ond  exp la ined  th a t  th e re  had  

been  no la rge  c ities since th e  beginning 
of N ew  C rea tio n . Speedy  tra n s p o r ta 
tion  facilities rem oved  necessity  for liv 
ing in c ram ped  a reas . P eople lived
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along the  wide, sm ooth  h ighw ays th a t 
criss-crossed the coun try  like avenues 
in  a city.

Spud w an ted  to  go to  the  shopping 
d is tric t and  inspect som e of the  sto res; 
m aybe a tte n d  a th ea te r. R osam ond 
th o u g h t it m ight be unsafe. M ag  was 
dow ntow n on business. She m ight see 
them . R osam ond suggested a nearby  
p a rk .

d ay  was h o t and , a f te r  a  short 
stro ll, Spud spraw led  on th e  cool 

g rass to  w atch  several large  girls p la y 
ing a listless gam e of croquet.

“ T h is  the  m ost th rilling  sp o rt you 
g o t? ” he asked . “T ap p in g  a  wooden 
ball a round  w ith  a m alle t?  N o  base 
ball, no football, no  p rizefigh ts?”

R osam ond shook h er head  a t  the  un 
fam ilia r term s.

“ T h is  is a  hell of an  age,” he g run ted . 
“ B ack in m y T im e you  could go to  an 
a ren a  and  see a couple of b ru ise rs  belt 
th e  day ligh ts  o u t of each  o th e r; or 
eleven m en te a r  in to  eleven o th e r m en 
in a bone-b reak ing  m elee. E ven  w res
tling ’s m ore exciting  th a n  th is ? ”

“ You do not like ou r gam es?”  R o sa
m ond asked , a little  h u rt.

Spud snorted .
“ You call croquet an d  jack sto n es and  

tidd lyw inks spo rts?  Look, B abe, eleven 
rea l m en line up ag a in st eleven b raw ny 
opponents. B ig fellas. T h e  ball is 
snapped . T h ey  p ile  in to  each o ther in 
a tang le  of arm s and  legs an d  helm ets. 
H u m an  sp ag h e tti.”

H e grew  tense , illu stra ted  h is w ord 
p ic tu re  w ith gestures.

“ O ut pops a  sw ivel-hipped g ian t w ith 
th e  ball c lu tched  ag a in st h is  side. An 
opponen t dives a t  him . H e sidesteps 
an d  races tow ard  th e  sideline w hile his 
in te rfe ren ce  form s. H e cu ts back  to 
w ard  m idfield, then  heads fo r th e  goal. 
O pponen ts hu rl them selves a t  him , only 
to  be mowed dow n by his in terference.

H e s treak s  hell-ben t-for-election  to  the 
goal w hile fifty  thousand  wild specta to rs 
yell th e ir  lungs o u t.”

H e paused  for b rea th .
“ T h a t’s a  rea l g a m e ! ”
R osam ond was rap t, eyes shining, fin

gernails digging in to  her palm s.
“ I  reckon  you r show s are  abou t as 

exciting  as your gam es,” Spud con
tinued . “N o th in g  to  ’em. H ow  could 
th e re  be? Y ou c a n ’t have p lays w ith 
ou t plo ts and you can ’t have p lo ts w ith 
o u t love. Y ou don ’t  know  the m eaning 
o f love; it a in ’t even in  your language. 
B ack  in m y T im e we have real p lays. 
M en fight and  kill each  o ther over 
wom en, and wom en kill each o ther over 
m en. A nd . . .”

“ And have b ab ie s?” she cu t in. 
“ U lp ,” Spud choked. “ W h a t? ” 
“ W om en have bab ies o f th e ir  ow n?” 

she asked  w istfu lly . “ I w an t one, Spud. 
Some d ay  I  will have one, b u t they  will 
ta k e  h e r aw ay from  m e, as th e y  tak e  m y 
siste rs’ babies. T h e y  will keep  h er in 
the hospital and  ra ise  her. I  will never 
see her. M y sisters do  not care, b u t I 
w an t a  b ab y  of m y own. M y baby  to 
keep, and  dress, an d  b a th e , and hold 
close— like th is. I  w an t her to  be a 
m ale b aby , like you , S pud .”

Spud felt a  surge of sy m p a th y  for th is 
p re tty , anach ron istic  angel. She did 
not belong to  th is  m an-less age. She 
was alive and  v ib ra n t, filled w ith an 
a tav istic  desire unknow n to her sisters 
of N ew  C rea tion  to  w hich she belonged, 
to  have h er m an  and  her babies? W’hy 
m ust th is  u tte rly  lovable and  love-hun
gry c rea tu re  be a freak  because of her 
norm ality?  W hy  cou ldn ’t . . .

O  O SA M O N D  broke  in to  h is  m using.
“ Y ou’re not a  b ab y  now, Spud. 

Y ou’re alm ost grow n. Soon you will be 
a  big m an .”

“ Y eah. A nd soon I ’ll be hellin ’-it 
b ack  to  w here I  belong.”
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“ Y ou w an t to  go b ack  soon?” T h e re  
w as d is tre ss  in  her tone.

“ Y o u ’re  d a rn  to o tin ’. I t  a in ’t  ge t
tin g  to o  h ea lth y  fo r m e h e re ; o r D oc, 
e ithe r. I ’ve learned  enough ab o u t y o u r 
N ew  C rea tion  to  m ake  a  fo rtu n e  on 
m agazine and  sy n d ica te  artic les. A nd 
I ’m  gonna ghost a  scientific book  for 
D oc.

“ Y ep, I ’ll be  rich . I  w on’t  d rin k  
a n y th in g  b u t cham pagne. I ’ll get so 
full of i t  I  can  sq u ir t it th ro u g h  m y 
te e th  a t  L uke  G ordon  on th e  T im es 
sp o rts  desk. H ell, I ’ll buy  th e  p ap er 
and  fire h im . A nd  I ’ll even. . .”

“ Y ou will ta k e  m e w ith  you , m y 
S p u d ?” R osam ond  begged.

“ H u h ?  E r , yeah , m ay b e .” A glow
ering  p ic tu re  o f  M olly  flashed in to  h is 
m ind. H e  w inced. “ B u t you  see . . .”

“ A nd fight for m e as o th e r  anc ien ts 
fough t fo r th e ir  w om en?” She edged 
c loser to  h im  an d  laid  h e r  head  on his 
shou lder, obliv ious of o th e rs  in  the  
p a rk . H e r  so ft, w arm  body  snuggled 
close to  his.

“ Ju d a s  P r ie s t ! ” Spud  yelped , leap ing  
to  h is  feet. “ T h e  old . . .”

M ag  w as bearin g  dow n upon  them  in 
a  lim py lope across th e  g rass , b ran d ish 
ing h er cane and  m u tte rin g  m urderous 
im precations. Spud  checked  an  im 
pulse to  flee as R osam ond  sp ran g  p ro 
tec tive ly  in  fro n t of h im . H e  shouldered  
h e r  aside  and  faced th e  fum ing  M ag.

“ C om e on , you  old b a t ! ” he ch a l
lenged.

M a g ’s cane sw ished th ro u g h  the  a ir 
and  cau g h t him  a g lancing blow  on the  
head . Spud  w en t dow n b u t n o t out. 
H e fe lt b lood tr ick le  down h is scalp. 
M ag  reversed  h e r  cane and  b ro u g h t it 
dow n again  as  Spud  staggered  to  his 
knees. T h e  blow  a lm ost p a ra ly zed  his 
u p ra ised  a rm  an d  fla ttened  h im  again . 
R osam ond leaped  to  h is defense b u t a 
b ack w ard  sw ipe of M a g ’s free h and  
sen t h e r  spraw ling. W ith  a  suprem e

effort, S pud  h u nched  h is shou lders and  
hu rled  h im self a t h is  a tta c k e r  in  w hat 
T w en tie th  C e n tu ry  w restle rs  knew  as 
a  flying tack le . H is  h ead  th u m p ed  in to  
M a g ’s m idriff. She w en t down and  
ou t w ith  a  w heezy g ru n t.

“ I ’ve su re  p lay ed  he ll,”  S pud  p an ted  
as he and  R osam ond h u rrie d  b ack  to  
th e  h o sp ita l. “ S he’ll really  be o u t fo r 
blood now .”

CHAPTER VII 

Death Watch

T I K E  a  fa ith fu l dog w aiting  beside 
th e  g rave o f  a d e p a rte d  m aste r, 

G eorge N obles sa t h u nched  before  the  
w eird  atom ic p ro jec to r-rece iv er in  D r. 
Amos P ip p ’s lab o ra to ry , n u rsing  a w an
ing hope for the  re tu rn  of h is em ployer 
an d  Spud H a rr is  from  the  U nknow n 
in to  w hich he h a d  sen t them .

N obles h ad  aged  ten  y ears , a lthough  
it h a d  been  sligh tly  m ore th a n  a y ear 
since the  T im e  exp lo rers h ad  d ep a rted  
on th e ir  d angerous jo u rn ey . H e  had  
aged because it  w as h is  h an d  th a t  sho t 
hom e th e  sw itch  to  send  m illions of 
volts th ro u g h  th e ir  bodies, atom izing  
them ; h is h a n d  th a t  tu rn e d  th e  d ials to 
tune  the  pow erfu l e lec tric  beam  on 
w hich th e ir  a tom ized  bodies rode in to—  
w hat?

N o t for a n  h o u r— h a rd ly  a  m inu te—  
h ad  he deserted  th e  a tom ic receiver. 
H is d au g h te r b ro u g h t m eals to  him  
th e re  and  he m ade  coffee on a  h o t 
p la te . H e slep t th e re  on a  co t, beside  
w hich w as rigged an  a la rm  a tta c h e d  to  
the  ever-tuned  receiver.

N obles arose stiffly from  his cha ir 
and  answ ered  a  k n o ck  a t  th e  lab o ra to ry  
door.

“ G uess w h a t I  b ro u g h t to n ig h t, 
D a d d y ,” h is d a u g h te r  g ree ted  him . 
T h e n  w ith o u t w aiting  for h is answ er, 
“ I  got ch icken  sa lad  and  sliced to m a
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toes an d  a  vacuum  b o ttle  of iced tea . 
I t ’s so ho t I  th o u g h t y o u ’d like som e
th in g  like  th a t .”

“ Y ou’re  m y angel, P a t ty ,”  he  d e 
c lared , ta k in g  th e  b o ttle  and  rum pling  
h e r  yellow  curls . H is  voice w as tire d  
a n d  h is  sm ile s tra in e d . “ I  d o n ’t  know  
w h a t I ’d  do w ith o u t y o u .”

P a t ty  opened  th e  lunchbox  and  m ade 
a  fuss of se ttin g  th ings on the  little  
tab le . She c h a tte d  cheerfu lly  w hile he 
a te , w a itin g  p a tie n tly  un til he  had  fin
ished  before  reopening  th e ir  u sua l a r 
gum ent.

“ D a d d y ,”  she finally  began . “ D o n ’t  
you  realize i t ’s useless to  w ait for them  
an y  longer?  I t ’s been m ore th a n  a  
y e a r  now. T h ey  a re n ’t  com ing b a c k ; 
never could  have com e back . People  
a re  beg inn ing  to  say  y o u ’re— well, 
c razy .”

N obles heaved  a  long-suffering sigh. 
“ I  d o n ’t  care  w h a t th ey  say , I  ju s t c a n ’t  
ab andon  m y p o s t— n o t ye t. I  d o n ’t  
believe th e y ’re dead , as  people  claim . 
T h e re  w asn ’t  a  trace  of th em  le ft in  
the  a tom izers, w as th e re?  N o t a  trace .

“N o , P a t ty  g irl, th e y ’re  som ew here 
o u t th e re  in T im e. I  d o n ’t know  w h a t’s 
delayed  them  so long b u t, if I  deserted  
m y post now, I ’d a lw ays feel lik e— like 
a  m u rd e re r .”

“ B ut, D a d d y ,” P a t ty  p leaded . “ Y ou 
a re n ’t d raw ing  any  sa la ry  a n d  w e’re  go
ing deeper in to  y o u r sav ings every  
w eek. Soon we w on’t  have  an y  m oney 
le ft— then  w h a t? ”

N obles shook h is head  sorrow fully . 
“ W hen th e y  com e b ack , H oney , w e’ll 
all be rich .” H e  said  i t  w ith o u t con
viction .

S ilen tly  P a t ty  p u t th e  d ir ty  dishes 
b a c k  in to  the box an d  p o u red  th e  last 
o f  th e  tea .

“ L is ten , D a d d y ,” she sa id  a t  last. 
“ I ’m try in g  to  find a jo b .”

“ B u t y o u ’re going back  to  school in 
S ep tem ber.”

“ I  do w an t to  finish, b u t  we can ’t 
use u p  all o f you r sav ings. I  w on’t  go 
back  u n til th e re ’s som e m oney  com ing 
in .” She fought to  keep  back  tea rs , 
th en  sm iled w eakly . “ B u t i t ’s all right. 
I ’d  like to  w ork. I ’ll ge t a  b e tte r  edu 
ca tion  th a t w ay .”

She gave h im  a  q u ick  k iss  an d  h u r
ried  aw ay.

N obles aged an o th e r y e a r o r two. 
H e  re tu rn e d  to  h is  m onotonous w a it
ing, th in k in g  u n happ ily  of h is  d au g h 
te r ’s desire to  finish school an d  o f his 
dw indling b an k  accoun t. H e  reached  
in to  a  d raw er an d  took  ou t a  le tte r  he 
h a d  read  a  dozen tim es since receiving 
it  th a t  m orning. I t  w as a  te rse  no te  
from  the  pow er com pany  to  P ip p ’s 
L a b o ra to ry , and  re a d :

“ . . . . and , un less y o u r accoun t is 
se ttled  im m ediate ly , we shall be forced 
to  d iscontinue serv ice .”

CHAPTER VIII 

Doomed 1

C P U D  an d  D oc anxiously  faced a 
grim -visaged  G overnm en t judge to 

receive sen tence  as  aliens dangerous 
to  the N ew  C rea tion . S pud  had  
b rough t on th e  in d ic tm en t by  aw aken
ing am orous em otion w ith in  the  lovely 
R osam ond, b u t  he an d  D oc w ere tried  
jo in tly  a n d  found  gu ilty  as charged .

U n til recen tly , M ag  h ad  stood  alone 
in her b itte r  h o stility  to w ard  th e  T w en
tie th  C e n tu ry  m ales; o ther siste rs of 
N ew  C rea tio n  h ad  show ed only  m ild 
resen tm en t. B u t S pud ’s belly-caving 
coun ter a tta c k  aga in st M ag  in  the  p a rk  
evoked  w idespread  sy m p ath y  for h e r 
and  b ro u g h t w holesale w ra th  upon h im 
self an d  D oc.

“ M ay b e  sh e ’ll d epo rt us,”  Spud 
w hispered  hopefully .

T h e  judge glow ered a t  them . M ag  
leered  tr iu m p h an tly .
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“ I t  shall p lease th is co u rt to  m ete 
ou t the k ind  of pun ish m en t th e  T w en 
tie th  C e n tu ry  in tru d e rs  know ,”  the 
judge in toned  in  a  c rack lin g  voice. “ I  
sen tence you bo th  to  be d ep o rted —  
a f te r  two years of h a rd  la b o r.”

H e r words c rashed  ag a in s t th e  p r is 
oners’ ea rs  like the  knell of doom . A l
re a d y  m ore th a n  a  y e a r  h ad  passed  
since th ey  h ad  been  h u rled  from  th e ir  
own T im e. W ould  N obles s tan d  b y  for 
them  an o th er tw o y ears?  H a rd ly . I f  
they  were sen t b ack w ard  on an  electric  
beam  tw o y ea rs  hence, th e re  w ould  be 
no one to  receive them . T h ey  would 
d rif t on an d  on fo rever, n e ith e r dead  
nor alive— ju s t a tom ized  hu m an  je tsam  
on the  boundless sea  o f T im e.

T h e  judge  wras speak ing  ag a in : “ W e 
have no b a rb a ro u s  p risons or labo r 
cam ps in our civ ilization  b u t S ister 
M ag  has g raciously  ag reed  to  superv ise 
y o u r pun ishm en t. Y ou will be in  her 
cu sto d y  for the  d u ra tio n  o f y o u r penal 
se rv itu d e .”

M ag  fa irly  beam ed m alevolence. 
T h e  p risoners  were re tu rn e d  a t  once 

to  the  G overnm ent hosp ita l to  begin 
pay ing  th e ir d eb t to  N ew  C reation .

“ T 'v A M N I ” Spud gasped, using a  
^  forefinger as a squeegee on his 

forehead. “ I t ’s h o tte r ’n  the  B lack  H ole 
of C a lc u tta  in h e re .”

“ T h e  old vixen cu t off th e  v e n tila t
o rs ,” D oc groaned . “ H old  th a t  d u s t
p an  still, w ill y o u ? ”

T h e ir  in itia l ta sk  w as g iving them  
an  insigh t in to  the  ingenious m ind  of 
a  sp ite fu l old shrew . W h a t a t first a p 
p eared  to  be a  sim ple chore h a d  becom e 
back -b reak in g  toil. W ith  D oc w ielding 
an  a n tiq u a te d  broom  an d  Spud  h a n 
dling  a  d u stp an  and  an  oiled rag , they  
were sw eeping and  po lish ing a  narrow  
w alled-in s ta irw ay  th a t  seem ed to  have 
been accum ula ting  rubb ish  for ages. 
B u t th ey  were req u ired  to  w ork  from

th e  bo ttom  upw ard . A lm ost every  
m ovem ent D oc m ade  from  above 
b ro u g h t dow n a  sm all cascade of tra sh  
an d  d u st to  n u llify  th e ir  efforts.

E scape w as im possib le, as the  
th o u g h tfu l M ag  had  d isconnected  the  
pho to -electric  cells o p era tin g  the  doors 
from  w ith in  the  herm etic  s ta ircase . As 
e x tra  p recau tio n , she h a d  s ta tio n ed  
guards ou tside th e  tra n sp a re n t p lastic  
doors b o th  above an d  below  h e r v ic
tim s.

T h e  g u ard s lounged  in  com fortab le  
cha irs , s ipp ing  ta ll and  tan ta liz in g  
d rin k s, unm ind fu l of the  prisoners.

Spud staggered  dow n th e  steps and  
pounded  on the  door.

“ O pen u p , Sis’,”  he begged. “ W e’re 
roasting  alive in  h e re .”

She k e p t h e r eyes g lued  on th e  book 
she w as reading.

“ W ell, tu rn  on th e  a ir ,” he p leaded .
She took  a deep  sw ig a t  h e r fro sty  

glass.
B a th ed  in  sw eat and  gasp ing  a t the  

dust-laden , scorch ing  a ir, Spud  an d  D oc 
w orked feverish ly  to  finish th e ir  H ellish  
ta sk . C om pletion  of the  job  w as th e ir  
only sa lvation . W ith  d e ftn ess  th a t  
som etim es ch arac terizes  m adm en , they  
m ade slow b u t s tead y  progress. At 
la s t th ey  were on ly  a  few steps from  
the  top  landing. T h e  g u a rd  ou tside  
rose lazily  from  h er ch a ir an d  th e  door 
opened. A gu st of clean , cool a ir 
rushed  in.

“W hen you  a re  th ro u g h ,” th e  g uard  
said tonelessly . “ M ag  h as  a  new  ta sk .” 
She s tepped  b ack  a n d  th e  door closed 
silently .

“ G od, th a t a ir  feels good,” Spud ex
claim ed. T h en  his coun tenance  fell. 
“ H ey , w hoa. W h a t the  . . ,”

T h e  gust of welcom e a ir  edd ied  down 
the  steps, undo ing  all the  w ork  Spud 
and  D oc h a d  done.

Spud gulped in d ism ay.
“ W e g o tta  do all th a t  over a g a in ? ”



112 F A N T A ST IC  A D V EN T U R ES

“ She’s a dev il,”  D oc c roaked . “T h a t 
fresh  a ir  to  tan ta liz e  us an d  undo  our 
w ork  w as p a r t  of h e r  fiend ish  schem e.”

L ike  th e  fu tile  S isyphus ro lling  h is 
e lusive s to n e  in H a d e s , D oc a n d  Spud 
d isconso la te ly  began th e ir  ta sk  anew . 
Soon th e ir  b re a th  o f fresh  a ir  was fo r
go tten . T h e  p lace  grew  h o tte r  and  th e ir 
sp ir its  low er. Sw eat s tream ed  down 
th e ir  faces, s tin g in g  th e ir  eyes. D u s t 
cak ed  in  th e ir  n o strils  an d  p arch ed  th e ir  
th ro a ts . D oc  lean ed  on h is b room  and  
fough t for b re a th .

‘D a m m it, I  c a n ’t  go o n ,” Spud 
p a n te d . “ M y  b a c k ’s b roke  and  m y 
to n g u e ’s hang ing  o u t a  y a rd .”

H e  gazed  hopelessly  a t  the g u ard  a t  
th e  low er land ing . She lifted  h e r glass 
fo r  a  deep  d ra u g h t.

S pud  sp u tte re d  in co h eren tly , g ripped  
h is  d u s tp a n  an d  s tu m b led  dow n the  
s tep s. H e  b anged  h is d u s tp a n  on th e  
door.

“ L e t us o u t ! ” he baw led . “ W e’re 
su ffocating .”

T h e  g u a rd  m ade a  sligh t sh rug  w ith 
o u t look ing  a t  h im . H e  con tinued  
w haling  aw ay  w ith  h is d u s tp an .

CHAPTER VIII 

A  Long Chance

O  O S A M O N D  step p ed  from  a  room  
severa l doors dow n th e  hall. H e r 

eyes w ere red -rim m ed . She h ad  lea rn ed  
o f the  sen tence  upon  h e r  T w en tie th  
C e n tu ry  friends and  h ad  sn eak ed  in to  
th e  room  for an  o ld-fash ioned , w om 
an ly  cry .

S p u d ’s c lang ing  d u s tp a n  a ttra c te d  
h e r  a tte n tio n . She tu rn e d , saw  m isery  
on h is begrim ed  coun tenance  an d  
ru sh ed  to w ard  h im  w ith  a  sy m p ath e tic  
little  sob. T h e  g u a rd  in te rcep ted  her 
befo re  she cam e w ith in  range  o f  the  
d o o r’s e lec tric  eye.

R osam ond , n o t fu lly  com prehend ing

the  s itu a tio n  b u t seeing th a t  Spud  
needed  help , flung h erse lf a t  th e  g uard  
w ith  the  fu ry  of a tig ress. T h e  s ta rtled  
w om an staggered  back w ard , scream ing  
as R o sam o n d ’s na ils  rak ed  across her 
face. She fastened  bo th  h an d s in R osa
m ond’s long ha ir . Slowly the  g irl’s 
h ead  w as b en t back w ard  un til Spud, 
w a tch in g  help lessly , w as sure her neck  
m ust snap.

In  her w rith ing  R osam ond in a d 
v e rta n tly  ram m ed  h e r  foot in to  h e r  op
p o n e n t’s sh in . T h e  g u ard  jum ped  b a c k 
w ard . R osam ond  tu rn e d  th e  acc iden t 
in to  a  m ode of a tta c k . A gain she dug 
h e r  little  shoe in to  the g u a rd ’s sh ins—  
and  again . T h e  g u ard  clung  desp er
a te ly  to  R osam o n d ’s h a ir  b u t  re trea ted  
s tead ily  un til she b ro k e  the  d o o r’s 
p h o to -e lec tric  beam .

T h e  doo r s lid  open an d  Spud  s ta g 
gered o u t, D oc close a t his heels. T h e y  
stood  for a  m om en t suck in g  cool, pure  
a ir  in to  th e ir  lungs, gu lp ing  like a 
couple of goldfish. S pud  pounced  on 
th e  g u a rd  a n d  dug  his fingers in to  her 
shou lders  u n til she re leased  R o sa
m o n d ’s h a ir . H e  flung th e  w om an in to  
h e r  c h a ir  an d  clenched a  m enacing  fist 
u n d e r h e r nose.

“W h e re ’s th e  re jec to r ro o m ?” Spud  
c roaked . “L ead  us th e re , R osie. 
Q u ic k ! ”

U n til th a t  m om ent h is th o u g h ts  had  
been m ere ly  of escap ing  from  the  siz
zling to r tu re  cham ber. N ow  they 
m ig h t as  w ell go all th e  w ay  if they  
cou ld  m ake  it.

T h e y  sp rin te d  dow n th e  ha ll before 
th e  cow ed g uard  could recover. R o sa 
m ond, in  the  lead , p o in ted  to  an  in te r
secting  co rrido r.

T h re e  s is te rs , a ttra c te d  b y  the  
scream s, b u rs t th ro u g h  a door a t  the 
fa r end  o f the  hall an d  cam e on the  
run .

“A round  th e  co rn er an d  ru n  for i t ,” 
S pud  o rdered . “ I ’ll b rin g  up  the  re a r
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an d  s ta n d  'em  off.”
T h e y  sw ung a ro u n d  th e  corner, 

on ly  to  con fron t four o th e r h u sk y  sis
te rs  b raced  to  m eet th em  a t  the  fa r en d  
o f th e  hall.

“ O h-oh,” Spud g ru n ted , dash ing  in to  
th e  lead. “ Follow  rig h t on m y  heels. 
R u n  w ith  y o u r heads low, a n d  run  
h a r d ! ”

H e crouched  and  p icked  u p  speed  
for a  line p lunge. “ G ive ’em  H ell, 
G e o rg ia !” he  w hooped.

T h e  wom en topp led  like ten p in s as 
Spud plow ed in to  them . T h e  trio  
d ashed  for th e  door, w hich opened  ju s t 
in tim e.

“N ow  w h ere?”  S pud  dem anded .
R osam ond  p o in ted  to  a  s ta irw ay . 

T he sigh t of it m ade  S pud  fa lte r. A 
gong c langed som ew here beh ind  them  
and  th ro u g h o u t the  h o sp ita l o th e r gongs 
jo ined  in  a  chorus.

JP vO W N  the  steps th ey  p lunged  and  
in to  a  sh o rt hallw ay  th a t  led to  th e  

re je c to r  room . B u t aga in  th e ir  escape 
w as cu t off. A  g roup  of grim  siste rs 
aw aited  them . T h e y  w ere u n a rm ed  b u t 
Spud h ad  seen w hat they  could  do w ith  
th e ir  fingernails.

“W ow! T h e re  m u st be tw en ty  of 
’em ,” Spud m u tte red  as the  trio  pulled  
up. H e looked anx iously  over h is shou l
der, considering  re tre a t. A  sw arm  of 
p u rsu in g  siste rs c la tte re d  dow n the  
s ta irs  beh ind  them .

“ D oc, I still h av e n ’t socked  a  b ro ad ,” 
Spud g ritted . “ B u t I  th in k  m y knuck les 
a re  gonna get a  ta s te  of i t  now. Y ou’d 
b e tte r  try  a  little  of it, too. G rab  m y 
belt, B aby . Y ou g rab  hers, D oc. N ow  
follow m e. C rouch  low ju s t  as we get 
th e re . L e t’s g o !”

W ith  e igh t p u rsu e rs  on th e ir  heels, 
th e  tr io  raced  tow ard  th e  w aiting sisters. 
T h e  siste rs advanced  to  m eet them . 
Spud  an d  his allies ducked  low an d  
plunged .

T h e re  w as a  chorus of scream s an d  
m oans as sis te rs  c rashed  in to  sisters. 
T h e  now incessan t clang ing  of gongs 
added  to  th e  din. B u ttin g  an d  elbow 
ing, Spud m ade progress th ro u g h  the  
m elee. H is  le f t eye cam e in  co n tac t 
w ith  a  knee. H e  fe lt i t  closing. S ho rt, 
pa in fu l g ru n ts  beh ind  him  to ld  h im  th a t 
D oc also w as using his elbows.

Spud em erged from  the  tang le  an d  his 
good eye sought the door. A s is te r 
ru shed  for h im  a n d  m issed b u t g rab b ed  
a  h an d fu l o f R osam o n d ’s h a ir . Spud 
p u t h e r  to  sleep w ith  a  n e a t clip  to  
th e  b u tto n . H e  h u stled  D oc an d  R osa
m ond ah ead  of h im  tow ard  the  re jec to r 

* room  door.
T h e  door slid o pen  a n d  R osam ond  

held  it. T h re e  s is te rs  b roke  from  th e  
crow d and  charged  a t  S pud . H e  w ound 
up and  le t fly a  h a y m a k e r a t  the  leader. 
I t  caugh t h e r  on th e  ch in  a n d  spun  her 
head  a round . She c rum pled  a n d  the 
o th e r tw o stum bled  over h e r. Spud 
w heeled an d  ru sh ed  th rough  th e  door. 
I t  closed a n d  R osam ond  p ressed  a  ca tch  
th a t locked  it.

“ W arm  up  th a t  a to m  sq u ir te r , S is’,” 
Spud grow led a t  th e  o p e ra to r. “ W e got 
tw o tick e ts  to  G eorgia— and  1 9 4 0 !”

T h e  techn ician  shook h er head  defi
a n tly , looking  hopefu lly  to w ard  the 
door a t  w hich a  h o rd e  of s is te rs  w ere 
pounding.

D oc w as peering  a t  th e  contro l panel 
of th e  re jec to r. H e  w as puzzled  b y  the  
absence of d ials and  sw itches w hich h ad  
c lu tte red  up  th e  p an e l of h is o rig inal 
p ro jec to r. S uddenly  h is face ligh ted .

“ I t  m u s t be a u to m a tic ,” he shou ted , 
m aking  a  nervous, closer exam ination . 
“ I t  i s ! All you  hav e  to  do  is se t it for 
the T im e  to  be trav e rsed , th en  th row  the  
sw itch .”

“ So we w on’t  need  th is  d am e?” Spud 
y ipped  joyfu lly .

“N o, R osam ond can  do it. I  can  
show h er how .”
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“ All r ig h t, T o o ts ,” S p u d  sh o t a t  th e  
te c h n ic ian . “ J u s t  so ’s y o u  w on’t gum  
u p  o u r take-o ff, I ’ll m ak e  y o u  N u m b e r 
3 .” H e  k n o tte d  h is fist. “ N o-o-o , I  
w o n ’t  h av e  to .” H e  sn a tc h e d  off h is 
b e lt a n d  b o u n d  h e r  w ris ts . D o c  fo l
low ed su it  a n d  tie d  h e r  ank les.

T A O C  se t th e  c o n tro l fo r re jec tio n  to  
1940 a n d  h u rr ie d ly  show ed R o sa 

m ond  how  to  th ro w  th e  sw itch  w hen 
th e y  w ere  re a d y .

S pud  g rip p e d  R o sam o n d  b y  the 
sh o u ld e rs .

“ S u g arlu m p s, I  d o n ’t  know  how  to  
th a n k  y o u ,” h e  d e c la red  w ith  a  g u lpy  
ca tch  in  h is  th ro a t .  “ Y ou su re  sav ed  
ou r h id e s .”

S he sw ayed  to w a rd  h im  a n d  h is a rm s  
en v e lo p ed  h e r . H e  p r in te d  a  b rin y , 
d u s ty  k iss on  h e r  eag e r lips.

A  m eta llic  c lan k  je rk e d  th e ir  a t te n 
tio n  to  th e  door. O ld  M a g  w as w ield
in g  a h e a v y  h a m m e r. T h e  d o o r ch ip p ed  
b u t d id  n o t sh a tte r .

“ G o tta  m ak e  it  sn a p p y ,”  S p u d  b lu r t 
ed , w rigg ling  free . She re lea sed  h im  re 
lu c ta n tly .

“ I  w ill follow  y o u , m y  S p u d ,” she  de
c la re d  te a rfu lly . “ Y ou  w ill w a it to  re 
ceive  m e ? ”

S p u d  fo u g h t a w a y  a n  im perious 
v ision  of M olly .

“ Y ou  b e t I  w ill, B a b y !” h e  p ro m ised  
s in ce re ly . T h e n  to  h im self he vow ed: 
“ I  d o n ’t  know  how  in  h e c k  I ’ll m an ag e  
i t— b u t  I  w ill!”

M a g  c o n tin u e d  h e r  h am m erin g  w ith  
u n a b a te d  v igor. A  c ra c k  a p p e a re d  n e a r  
th e  to p  o f th e  door.

Im p a tie n tly  D o c  shoved  R osam o n d  
to w a rd  th e  c o n tro l panel.

“ A u revo ir, Sw eet. T u rn  y o u r  b a c k ,” 
S pud  cried , p ee lin g  off h is b louse a n d  
k ick in g  off h is shoes. “ T h is  m ay  no t be 
as a r t is t ic  a s  G y p sy  R o se  d id  it, b u t 
h e re  goes.”  H e  s te p p e d  o u t o f h is  c u 
lo tte s , h is  on ly  o th e r  g a rm e n t, faced  th e

d o o r for a  sp lit second  w ith  th u m b  to  
nose in  im p u d e n t sa lu te  to  o ld  M ag, 
th e n  d u ck ed  in to  h is  a to m izer. D oc 
w as fo llow ing su it.

“ See y o u  som ew here  ou t th e re ,” Spud 
g ru n te d  g rim ly  to  D o c  a n d  low ered th e  
lid  o f h is  a to m ize r. In  th e ir  f ra n tic  
escape  from  th e  ro as tin g  s ta irw a y , he 
h a d  g iven  no th o u g h t to  th e  re tu rn - tr ip  
p e ril o f w hich  th e  o ld  h is to rian  had  
h in te d . B u t th e re  w as no tu rn in g  b ack  
now . N u m b n ess  c re p t ov er h im .

CH APTER  IX

All for Naught

T N R . P I P P ’S la b o ra to ry  w as a m a d 
house. W eird  sq u eak s  an d  c rack les  

in  the  a to m ic  rece iver h a d  y a n k e d  
G eorge N ob les from  th e  d e p th s  o f  des
p a ir  an d  sen t h im  fly ing to  th e  te lep h o n e  
to  n o tify  C ity  H o sp ita l he w as a ttu n e d  
to  a beam  from  a n o th e r  c e n tu ry ; u n 
d o u b ted ly  a  b eam  h e ra ld in g  th e  re tu rn  
of th e  lo n g -ab sen t T im e  exp lo re rs . A 
sq u ad  of d o c to rs  a n d  tw o am b u lan ces 
w ere on h a n d ; so w ere th e  u b iq u ito u s  
re p o rte rs  an d  pho togs. C ops sw arm ed  
th e  p lace .

Sam  M o rg a n , e n te rp ris in g  p ress  
ag en t fo r  Sally  S m iley , recen tly  e lected  
“ M iss  P e a c h tre e ” in  a  c ity -w ide  b eau ty  
co n te s t, w as on  h a n d  w ith  h is  honey- 
b londe p ro tegee .

N o b les  c ro u ch ed  in fro n t o f his con
tro l b o a rd , fidgeting  w ith  th e  d ia ls. T h e  
h isses a n d  c rack le s  becam e a  low , 
s te a d y  hu m . A  t in y  v ap o r cloud  a p 
p e a re d  abo v e  th e  open ing  in  th e  roof, 
grow ing  as  it h o v ered . T h e  sp e c ta to rs  
s ta re d  b re a th le ss ly .

T h e  cloud  w av ered  u n certa in ly . I t  
seem ed to  g row  a  w ispy  a rm , like  the 
te n ta c le  o f an  octopus. T h e  arm  g roped  
exp lo ring ly  in to  th e  b ird -cage  b u lb  of 
one o f th e  rece ivers . N ob les n u rsed  a  
rh e o s ta t, coax ing  m ore pow er in to  the  
rece iver.
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A p p aren tly  sa tisfied  w ith  its  findings, 
the  cloud stream lined  itse lf and  swooped 
in to  the bulb . N obles d o se d  a  sw itch, 
y an k ed  open an o th e r, em itted  a  tre m u 
lous sigh of fleeting relief, th en  g lanced 
anxiously  to w ard  th e  hole in th e  roof. 
N o o ther cloud h a d  y e t ap p eared .

T h e  hum m ing in th e  receiver had  
ceased. A w ed silence filled the  room . 
N obles reached  for a  d ia l, changed  his 
m ind and  w aited  nervously .

T h e re  w as a  fa in t th um ping  inside 
the  assem bler. N obles hopped to  i t  and  
raised  the  lid. Spud sa t u p  an d  b linked  
foggily. Som eone sn a tched  a sheet 
from  a  s tre tc h e r an d  th rew  it a round  
him . N ob les saw  an o th e r v ap o r cloud 
and  leaped  back  to  the  contro ls.

Spud clim bed  stiffly o u t of h is coffin 
and stood beside it like a  pa llid  G handi. 
H e seem ed a b it h aggard  from  h is tr ip  
b u t ap p ea red  a  m uch younger an d  
h ea lth ie r Spud H arris . A d octo r a d 
vanced  w ith  a  ste thescope. S pud  pushed  
him  aside scornfu lly .

Sally  Sm iley titte re d . M organ  shoved 
h er th ro u g h  the  crow d.

“ G reet h im , S a l,” he o rdered . “ Go 
in to  a clinch. T h is ’ll m ake  P -E y e  ev ery 
w here. Y ou photogs get a load  of th is ,”

Sally  co n fro n ted  Spud  for the clinch. 
H e approved  and  cooperated .

T h e  second vapor cloud h a d  form ed 
and  reached  for th e  bulb .

T h e re  w as a  com m otion a t  th e  door 
as a flushed and  p an tin g  M olly  H a rris  
tr ied  to  crash  th ro u g h  tw o policem en. A 
be la ted  new sreel cam eram an  shouldered  
h is w ay  inside and  M olly  followed.

She saw  Spud as he w as com ing up 
for a ir  the  second tim e.

“ S p u rg eo n !” M olly  yow led. She 
sn a tched  the  cam eram an ’s tr ip o d  and  
heaved  it  a t h e r p h ilan d erin g  spouse. 
T h e  heavy  end of th e  tr ip o d  caugh t 
h im  sq u are ly  on the  noggin an d  bounced 
ag a in s t the  “ sm o k estack ” of his assem 
b ler. T h e  s ta c k  b roke  off a t  th e  base

and  c rashed  in to  th e  o th e r assem bler. 
G lass sha tte red .

A  th in  cloud hu n g  to g e th e r for a  m o
m ent n ear the  ceiling. I t  d isp ersed  in to  
w ispy fragm en ts th a t w afted  ab o u t the  
room , then  d isappeared .

“ M y  G o d !” a  pho tog  gu lped . “ I t  
sp rayed  D oc all over th e  p lace .”

C P U D  aw oke in a  tid y  room  in C ity  
H osp ita l. H e p ressed  a  h an d  to  his 

th ro b b in g  head.
“O w !” he groaned . “ M u sta  to o k  on 

a few too  m a n y .”
H is eyes flu tte red  open and  he saw  

several im p o rtan t-look ing  doctors hov 
e ring  so licitously  over him . “ Go ’w ay ,” 
he o rdered  w eakly . “ Lem m e ’lone.”

H e  cau g h t sigh t o f the fam ilia r face 
of a p re tty  nurse.

“ H iy a , T o o ts ,” he g rinned  feebly. 
“ I ’m  back  a g a in .”

“ O h, M is te r H a rr is ,” she gushed, 
show ing a  new  respect. “ Y o u ’re  fa
m ous! T h e  p lace  is fa irly  teem ing  with 
pub lishers and  re p o rte rs  and  pho tog
rap h e rs  and  sc ien tis ts , all w aiting  to  in 
terv iew  y o u .”

“ A bout w h a t? ” he dem anded . W h a t 
th e  hell w as she ta lk in g  ab o u t?

“T h a t  blow. H is  m em o ry ’s gone,” a  
docto r w hispered.

“ A bout y o u r tr ip ,” the  n u rse  ex
p lained.

“ W h a t t r ip ? ”
“ T o  the  T h ir t ie th  C e n tu ry . D r. P ip p  

d ied  on  th e  re tu rn  voyage an d  y o u ’re 
th e  on ly  one le ft to  tell ab o u t i t .”

. Spud s ta red  a t  h e r in  b lank  a s to n ish 
m ent. T h en  a tw ink le  lit h is eyes. H e 
w inked  an d  gave h e r  an  in tim ate  pinch.

“ C u te  little  k id d e r ,” he sighed. 
“L ook B abe, I  g o tta  snap  o u ta  th is. Go 
sn eak  me a  little  sn o rt o f som eth ing , will 
you? T h en  call u p  th e  T im es an d  ask 
for th e  sp o rts  desk . T ell L uke G ordon 
I ’ll be  in  M o n d ay , su re  . . .  E r , w hat 
d ay  is th is ? ”
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Sidney, the robot, was perfect in every 
detail, except for one thing —  he had a 
screw loose! Which made a difference . . .

ST R E T C H E D  o u t on th e  w ork 
bench he— I  alm ost sa id  “ i t ”—  
looked ju s t like one of those illus

tra tio n s  you see in science fiction m aga
zines. Y ou know  th e  k in d  . . . robots 
w ith  jo in ted  arm s and  legs, cy lindrical 
steel bodies and  bucket-like heads, 
generally  caught by  the  a r tis ts  in  the 
act of crush ing  th e ir creato rs.

B u t S idney— w hy we called h im  th a t 
I  don ’t know — w as not a  p ic tu re . H e 
was th e  real M cC oy. A living, th in k 
ing robot. O u r tests  h ad  ju s t proved 
th a t beyond any  doubt.

I  gazed down a t  him  p a te rn a lly . I 
d o n ’t  suppose he w as ac tua lly  an y  more 
handsom e th an  a  polished-up garbage 
can , b u t to me he w as the  m ost b eau ti
ful sigh t in  the w orld. F am ily  p ride , I  
guess.

I  h ea rd  m y p a rtn e r , D ave W right, 
draw  a  deep trem b ly  b re a th  behind me. 
I  looked a t him  and  sm iled a t  the som e
how, ludicrous expression th a t  was 
stam ped  on his fa t pear-shaped  face.

“W ell,”  I  said , “ i t ’s all over b u t the 
shouting. Sidney h its an  all six so I 
guess th a t m akes fa thers o u t of us— or 
som eth ing .”

“ Y eah ,” D ave  continued  to  gaze 
solem nly a t S idney. “ D o  you th in k  we 
ought to  pass o u t c igars— or som e
th in g ? ”

I laughed  and  slapped  him  on the 
back . In  sp ite  o f ou r clow ning th is 
was p ro b ab ly  the  b iggest m om ent of 
our respective lives. F o r four years 
D ave an d  I  h ad  slaved to  prove th a t 
the  c reation  of ra tio n a l robo t life was 
m ore th an  ju s t a  wild dream .

A nd now we had before  us the  ta n 
gible evidence th a t  ou r y ears  of toil 
and sacrifice h ad  no t been w asted . 
Im p o rta n t also w as the  fac t th a t  ou r 
success had  a rriv ed  ju s t in  tim e to  save 
ou r financial as well as our scientific 
standing . Bills h ad  been piling up for 
m onths and  our only hope had  been 
to  get S idney ready  in  tim e to  exh ib it 
a t the  science convention. I f  the  
judges considered  S idney a  useful, 
p roductive  add ition  to  society— and  
we knew  they  w ould— we w ould be 
eligible fo r a  fellow ship th a t would 
enable us to con tinue ou r experim ental 
research  free from  th e  spec tre  o f im 
p a tie n t c red ito rs  and  nagging col
lectors.
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“ C om e o n ,” I  sa id  ju b ila n tly , “ le t’s 
hav e  a d rin k . E v ery  fa th e r  is en titled  
to  th a t  m uch  a f te r  p ac in g  th e  floor all 
n igh t. W e’ll connect S idney  u p  aga in  
w hen we com e back . W e’ve got to  get 
an  e a rly  s ta r t  on  h is education , 
y ’know .”

“ A bou t h is  ed u ca tio n ,” D av e  said  
la te r , as I  p ou red  him  tw o fingers— u p  
an d  dow n— of Scotch , “ ju s t how  m uch 
will we hav e  to  te a c h  h im ?”

I sc ra tch ed  m y  head .
“ T h a t ’s k in d  o f  h a rd  to  say . W e 

know  of course th a t  he  has an  a d u lt 
b ra in . W e’ll hav e  to  explain  a  lo t of 
th ings to  h im , b u t I ’m  n o t a n tic ip a t
ing  an y  tro u b le  on th a t  score. O ur big 
jo b  is to  m ake  him  ap p rec ia te  h is re 
sp o n sib ility  a n d  ob ligation  to  m ank ind . 
W e ’ve got to  teach  h im  to  w ork.

“ A nd  w e’ve got to  p rove  to  the  
judges a t th e  conven tion  th a t  he can  
an d  will w ork  o r we w on’t hav e  a  
chance  a t  th a t  fellow ship .”

“ I t  sounds like a  b ig  o rd e r ,” D ave  
sa id  dub iously .

I  d ra in ed  m y  glass.
“ I t  is ,”  I  said . “So le t’s get back  

a n d  hook  him  up . T h e  sooner he  gets 
to  w ork  th e  b e tte r .”

T N  th e  lab , D av e  m ade  th e  n ecessary  
ad ju s tm e n ts  u n d er S idney ’s m eta l 

sca lp  a n d  th en  slid  i t  b a c k  in to  place. 
In  a  few seconds we h ea rd  the  fa in t 
hum m ing  noise th a t  em an a ted  from  the  
b ra in  coils and  th en  S idney  opened  his 
eyes and  sa t up .

W e h a d  in tro d u ced  ourselves in  th e  
first experim en t, so th e re  w as a  gleam  
o f recogn ition  in  h is  eye as he regarded  
us.

“ W ell h e re  we a re  ag a in ,” I  said  
ra th e r  in an e ly . “ H ow  do you  fee l?” 

“ O h fine,” S idney answ ered  vaguely . 
“ H ow  do you  fee l?”

D av e  nudged  me.
“ H e a r th a t?  S m art as  a w h ip .”

S idney  ap p a re n tly  h e a rd  th is , for h is 
m eta l m outh  slit p a r te d  in a  w ide smile. 
H e s ta re d  w ith  new friendliness a t 
D ave.

“ N ow  S idney ,” I  sa id  hu rried ly . 
“ W e have severa l im p o rtan t th ings to  
te ll you. F ir s t  of all you  are  a robot. 
Y ou m u st a lw ays rem em ber th a t. Y ou 
m ust be industrious, you m ust be  effi
c ien t, you  m u st be usefu l. T h ese  a re  
th e  th re e  law s th a t  a re  to  govern  y o u r 
behav io r. In  sh o rt you m u st m ake up  
y o u r m ind  to  w ork .”

“W h a t w as th a t  la s t w o rd ? ” S idney 
asked , an d  I  th o u g h t I  d e tec ted  a  note 
of apprehension  in  h is  voice. “ I t ’s got 
a  k in d  of a  n a s ty  rin g  to  it. W h a t is 
i t? ”

“ W o rk ,” I  rep ea ted . “ W o rk .”
“ I t  doesn ’t  sound  very  p le a sa n t,” 

S idney said , a n d  th e n  I  w as su re  th e re  
w as apprehension  in  h is  voice. “ T ell 
m e abou t i t .”

“ W ell,” I  sa id , “ th e  best illu stra tio n  
I  can  give you— ”

I stopped . S idney  w as s tre tch in g  
h im self ou t on the  tab le.

H e looked u p  in  em b a rra ssm e n t as 
m y  voice tra ile d  off. “ I ’m  so rry ,”  he 
sa id  apologetically . “ I  ju s t feel a  little  
b e tte r  w hen I  la y  fla t. Y ou d o n ’t  m ind 
do y o u ?”

“ M aybe h e ’s ju s t  like a  grow ing 
b o y ,” D ave  sa id  ra th e r  w eakly . “ You 
know ,” h is voice fa lte red  as  he looked 
a t  m e, “ tired  a ll th e  tim e .”

“ S ure ,” I  sa id . I  looked back  a t  Sid
ney. H e h a d  th ro w n  one m eta l a rm  
across h is eyes. “L ig h t bo thering  
y o u ? ” I  a sk ed  an d  I 'm  a fra id  th e re  w as 
a d is tin c tly  cold edge to  m y  voice.

“ I t ’s a ll r ig h t,” S idney’s voice 
sounded  muffled. “ I  can  s ta n d  it. T ell 
m e som e m ore ab o u t th is  w ork  b u si
n ess.”

D ave  sm iled  a t  m e tr iu m p h an tly .
“ See,” he  w hispered . “ Y ou’ve got 

h im  in te re s te d .”
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“ W ell,” I  s ta r te d  aga in , “ b y  w ork  
we m ean , well, for in stan ce , ju s t  w hat 
w e’re doing now .”

Sidney  rem oved h is a rm  from  h is
eyes.

“ O h ,” he sa id  relievedly , “ is th a t  
a ll?  Y ou had  m e w orried  for a  w hile .”

“ D o n ’t get m e w rong ,” I  sa id  grim ly. 
“You’re not w ork ing  now. We a re . 
W hen you  s ta r t  to  w ork  it will be m uch 
d ifferent. Y o u ’ll c a rry  bund les, mow 
the  law n, scrub  the floors, th ings like 
th a t  to  s ta r t  w ith . T h en  w hen y o u  get 
a  little  experience w e’ll get you  a  job  
in  a fac to ry . T h en  you ’ll le a rn  how  to 
op e ra te  m ach inery , h an d le  tools, m ake 
you rse lf generally  u se fu l.”

S idney ra ised  h im self on one elbow 
an d  s ta red  a t  me.

“ F o r H e a v e n ’s sa k e ,” he  gasped. 
“ W h y ? ”

“ W h y ? ” I  sp u tte red . “ B ecause 
th a t ’s w hat y o u ’ve been c rea ted  for. 
D o n ’t you w an t to  becom e a p roductive  
m em ber of society . D o n ’t  you  w an t to  
w o rk ? ”

“D o  y o u ? ” Sidney ask ed  inc redu 
lously.

W ell, I  te ll you  it a lm ost floored me. 
I  looked help lessly  a t  D ave an d  he 
w iped the sm ile from  his face.

“ Go on ,” he sa id  innocen tly  “ te ll 
h im  how m uch y o u  love to  w o rk .”

S idney  w as shak in g  his h ead  bew ild- 
ered ly  as he lay  dow n again .

T  B E G A N  to  get a  little  uneasy .
Som ehow I ’d got off on  th e  w rong 

foot b u t I  in tended  to e rase  an y  false 
im pressions I ’d c rea ted . I  exp la ined  
the  whole set up  to  Sidney aga in , b u t 
th is  tim e I  w as rea lly  eloquent.

I p ic tu red  to  him  the  in sp iring  p ro s
p ec t o f a  w orld  of robots lifting  the  b u r 
den of d ru d g e ry  from  the  shou lders of 
m ank ind , leaving m an  free to  devote 
his le isure  to  the  a r ts  an d  sciences. I  
w as p re tty  terrific  a n d  I  no ticed  th a t

S idney’s restlessness seem ed to  be  d is
appearing . H e seem ed to  be lost in 
though t.

E ncou raged , I  soared  on.
“ I t  is the  golden age a g a in ,” I  p ro 

claim ed, “an d  it  is to  be  y o u r glorious 
priv ilege to  be th e  first o f m a n ’s m e ta l
lic b re th re n  to  lif t from  h is  ach ing  
shoulders th e  b u rd en  th a t— ”

S sssssh ,” it w as D av e ’s voice h issing  
w arn ing ly  beh ind  me.

“ E h ? ” I  b roke  off a n d  looked a t  h im  
b lan k ly . “W h a t’s u p ? ”

“ Sidney’s asleep ,” he w hispered. 
“ T one  dow n or y o u ’ll w ake him  u p .” 

“ W h a t!” I  shou ted . I  w heeled back  
to  S idney. I t  w as tru e . N o t sleep as 
we know  it, b u t a  passive  s ta te  re su lt
ing from  to ta l in ac tiv ity  of b ra in  cells 
th a t  dup lica tes  th e  sym ptom s of hum an  
sleep.

“ L e t’s leave h im  a lone ,” D ave said  
softly . “ H e ’s all tu c k e re d  o u t. W e 
can  try  again  tom orrow .”

“ I hope we do b e tte r  th a n  we d id  to 
d a y ,” I  sa id  w earily . “ W e’ve got to  
ge t him  w orking r ig h t o r we w on’t  have 
a  chance a t  th a t  fellow ship .” I  tu rn e d  
to  leave then  a n d  I  no ticed  a  tin y  o b jec t 
g litte rin g  a t  m y feet. I  p icked  it  u p  
an d  saw  th a t  it w as a  sm all screw .

“ W h ere’d  th is  com e fro m ? ” I  a sked  
D ave.

D ave peered  a t  i t  for an  in s ta n t and  
th e n  a  horrified  look sp read  over his 
face.

“ I  ju s t rem em b ered ,” he cried  
w ildly. “ I  lost it w hen I  was assem bly- 
ing S idney’s b ra in  th is m orning. I  in 
tended  to  look for i t  la te r  b u t ev ery 
th in g  fitted  all r ig h t,”  he sp read  his 
hands help lessly , “ so I  fo rgo t it. C a n ’t  
we ta k e  h im  a p a r t  and  see— ”

“N o t a chance ,” I  cu t in. “ W e m ight 
never get h im  read y  in  tim e for th e  con
ven tion . W e’ll have  to  ta k e  a  chance 
on teach ing  him  as  is.” I  looked down 
a t  the  screw  in m y h an d  and  th en  a t
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S idney ’s peacefu lly  recu m b en t figure. 
“ A  sw eet se t u p ,” I  m u tte re d  b itte rly . 
“ All ou r hopes p in n ed  on h im — an d  
h e’s got a  screw  loose.”

r 1 'H E  nex t m orn ing  I  d id n ’t  w aste  
1  a n y  tim e. I  ro u te d  S idney  o u t o f 

th e  lab  a n d  led  h im  dow n to  th e  base 
m ent. I  in tro d u ced  him  to  a  p ile of 
logs a n d  an  axe an d  to ld  h im  w h a t I 
w an ted . I  le f t  h im  gazing  m oodily  a t 
th e  w ood a n d  I  re tu rn e d  a  h a lf  hou r 
la te r  to  see how  he w as p rogressing .

S idney  w as asleep  in  the  coal b in  I
I  je rk e d  him  to  h is  feet a n d  p u t him  

to  ca rry in g  o u t ashes. H e  d ro p p ed  the 
firs t b a sk e t in  the  m idd le  of the  liv ing 
room , stu m b led  over it a n d  fell in to  a 
ch a ir th a t  co llapsed  u n d e r h is  w eight. 
I  found  h im  th e re , ten  m inu tes  la te r, 
s till sp raw led  on th e  floor gazing  so r
row fu lly  a t  th e  chaos he  h ad  c rea ted .

N o  one cou ld  possib ly  have guessed 
from  m y expressionless face th a t  som e
th in g  inside o f me w as slow ly w ith e r
ing  aw ay . I t  w as m y cherished  d ream  
of p ro d u c tiv e , u sefu l ro b o t life  tu rn in g  
u p  its  toes.

“ T h a t ’ll be a ll, S idney ,”  I  sa id  
heav ily , “ for to d a y .”

H e b rig h ten ed  up.
“ F in e ,” he  sa id . “ I  th in k  I ’ll ca tch  

fo rty  w inks dow n in  th e  b asem en t 
w here i t ’s cool.”  H e  c lanked  o u t of 
th e  room  ju s t as D ave  w alked  in.

I  s lum ped  in to  a ch a ir  and  to ld  D ave  
w h a t h a d  happened .

“ A n d ,” I  concluded , “w h a t th e  hell 
can w e d o ? ”

“ Y ou ex p ec t to o  m u ch ,” D ave  said. 
“ W e’ll ju s t  have  to  give h im  a  little  
m ore tim e. I  feel su re  h e ’ll im prove .”

“ H e ’d  b e tte r ,” I  sa id , “o r we m ight 
ju s t  as  well s ta r t  look ing  for a  nice 
cozy d e b to r ’s p riso n  in  w hich to  spend  
th e  w in te r .”

“ D o n ’t  w o rry ,” D av e  sa id  confi
d e n tly , “ h e’ll do b e tte r .”

D av e , i t  tu rn e d  o u t, w as a  poor 
p ro p h e t. As th e  d ay s  raced  b y  S idney 
got s tead ily  w orse. T h re a ts , b rib e ry , 
ca jo le ry  all failed. S idney  was a  hope
less case. H e  lay  a ro u n d  in  the  shade 
w ith  an  asin ine  expression  on  h is m eta l 
fea tu re s , ev id en tly  q u ite  p leased  w ith 
th ings. F in a lly  I  th rew  u p  the  sponge.

“ I ’m  th ro u g h ,” I  s to rm ed  a t  D ave. 
“ W e m ay  as well face th e  fac ts . S id
ney  is n o th in g  b u t a  w orth less, lazy  
bum . I f  I  w as su re  of m y  m oral 
g rounds I ’d  p u t  h im  o u t o f his m isery  
w ith  an  ace ty len e  to rc h .”

D av e  w as shocked .
“ Y ou co u ld n ’t  do  th a t ,” he p ro te s ted . 

“ W hy I  m ay  be c razy , b u t  I  c a n ’t  he lp  
lik ing  th e  b ig  lug. I  feel like , w ell,” he 
paused  an d  shuffled h is  feet aw kw ard ly , 
“ a lm ost like  he  w as a  son of m in e .”

T h a t  w as th e  n ig h t th a t  S idney  d is 
appeared .

’y X / 'E  m issed h im  ju s t  befo re  supper
T a n d  a f te r  a  h a s ty  search  th rough  

th e  house a n d  g arag e  we sa t dow n to 
ea t. I t  w asn ’t  a  p le a sa n t m eal. A fter 
a  few m ou th fu ls  I  pu sh ed  m y  p la te  
aw ay  an d  s tood  up.

“ W here  th e  dev il cou ld  he b e ? ”  I  
m u tte re d  m ore to  m yself th a n  D ave. 
“ I t  isn ’t  like h im  to  w alk  aw ay. H e 
m igh t ride , b u t he  h a te s  w alk ing  like 
po ison .”

A t eigh t o ’clock I  w as ju s t  crossing 
to  the  te lephone to  call the  police w hen 
D av e  held  u p  h is  h an d .

“W h a t’s th a t  n o ise?” he  asked  
nervously .

I  h e a rd  it  th e n , a n d  as  I  recognized 
it a cold  sw eat s ta r te d  trick lin g  dow n 
m y ribs. T h ro u g h  th e  w indow  cam e 
th e  sound  of a  voice, a  tin n y , b lea ry  
voice sing ing :

F o r h e ’s a  jo lly  good felloooooo- 
oow—
w hich  noboooody ca n  deeeee— ny.
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D av e  b ea t me to  the  w indow  an d  as 
he je rk e d  aside the  c u rta in  m y a s 
to u n d ed  eyes encoun tered  a sigh t th a t  
w ill be stam p ed  on m y  m em ory  forever. 
S idney  w as s tan d in g  in  fro n t of th e  
house, w eaving crazily  ab o u t, an d  as 
we w atched  in m ingled  a sto n ish m en t 
and  ho rro r, he s ta r te d  up  th e  stone 
w alk  th a t  led to  th e  door. A nd th en  
we could see som eth ing  w as rad ica lly  
w rong w ith  him .

H e  lu rched  fo rw ard , s taggering  w ith  
every  s te p  to  keep  his halance an d  th en  
he stopped  and  s ta re d  a t th e  house as 
if  he w ere seeing it for the first tim e.

“ H elloooooo,” he baw led a t  th e  top  
o f h is unm usical voice. “H elloooooo, 
house .” H e bow ed low an d  a lm ost fell 
on h is face.

“ Ye G ods,” T g roaned . “ W h a t’s  the  
m a tte r  w ith  h im ? ” I w heeled .from  the 
w indow  and  opened  the  door ju s t in  
tim e to  m eet S idney  face to  face as he 
s taggered  the  la st few steps up  the  
stone  w alk.

H e b linked  ow lishly a t me an d  then
giggled.

“ H ello .” H e peered  solem nly  ab o u t 
and  then  tu rn e d  to  m e and  p laced  one 
finger over h is  lips. “ Sssssssh ,” he w his
p ered , “ g o tta  keep  q u ie t.” H e h ic
coughed v io len tly  and  a lm ost toppled  
over. “ H ow sh a b o u t a lil’ d r in k ? ” he 
beam ed happ ily . “N o sh in ’ like  a lil’ 
d rin k  to fiz y a  u p .”

“ Sidney ,” I  sa id  d esp era te ly , “ w h a t’s 
happened  to  y o u ? ”

H e  giggled coyly.
“ J u s t  h a ’ a  lil’ d r in k .”
H e  sw ayed p recariously  an d  th en  as 

he ra ised  h is arm  I  saw  w hat he  was 
hold ing  in his hand .

A gallon of p e n e tra tin g  oil!
A nd as I s ta re d  a t  it in  bew ilderm ent 

he ra ised  it to  h is lips and  took  a  long 
swig.

I  je rk e d  the can  aw ay  from  him  and  
g rab b ed  him  b y  th e  arm  to p rev en t him

from  falling . D av e , who h ad  been 
w atch ing  in  open -m ou thed  asto n ish 
m en t, g rab b ed  h is o th e r  a rm  and  b e 
tw een  the  tw o of us we d rag g ed  S idney  
in to  the  house.

“ T o  th e  la b ,” I  snapped . “ I  d o n ’t 
know  w hat h e ’s been do ing b u t I ’ve got 
an  aw ful susp ic ion .”

W e s tre tc h e d  him  ou t on th e  lab  
tab le  and  I  w iped th e  grease  from  his 
m outh  an d  chest.

“ W h a t’s the  m a tte r  w ith  h im ? ” D av e  
cried . “ H e  a c ts  like— like h e ’s d ru n k .”

“ H e  is,”  I  sa id  dully . “ H e ’s as 
d ru n k  as a  lo rd !”

“ T > U T  how ,” D av e  gasped . “ H ow  
. . .  I  m ean  h e ’s a robot. H e  

c a n ’t— ”
“ Sure h e ’s a  ro b o t,” I  cu t in b itte rly . 

I  p icked  u p  th e  can  o f oil th a t  S idney 
h ad  ca rried  aw ay from  th e  lab  an d  
h anded  it  to  D ave. “ See th a t .  I t ’s 
p e n e tra tin g  oil. H e  found  it  here , 
s ta r te d  d rin k in g  it in s tead  of h is u sua l 
heav y  grease . W ith  th e  resu lt th a t  all 
of h is g ears  an d  w heels began  to  re 
volve a t ab o u t th re e  tim es th e ir  norm al 
speed .”

“ W ell I ’ll be d a rn e d ,” D av e  gasped  
incredu lously . “ H e ’s oiled u p .”

“ T h a t’s ju s t  i t ,” I  sa id . “ H e gets 
the sam e k ic k  from  th in  oil th a t  you  
or I  w ould from  a lcohol.”  I  w aved m y 
hands help lessly . “ O n to p  of being  a 
lazy , good-fo r-no th ing  lo a fe r, h e ’s 
ta k e n  to  d rin k .”

“ N ow  d o n ’t  be too  h a rd  on h im ,” 
D av e  said . “T h e re ’s no th ing  w rong 
w ith  a  young  guy  go in’ on a  te a r  every  
now an d  th en . H e ’s ju s t  sow ing a few 
w ild o a ts .”

“ I  suppose h e ’ll get a  b u m p er c rop  of 
riv e ts ,”  I  sa id  sa rcastica lly .

“Aw, d o n ’t — ” D a v e ’s voice choked  
in  h is th ro a t. “L o o k ,” he  m anaged  to 
yell.

S idney  w as th re sh in g  an d  tw isting
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a ro u n d  on the  bench . S tream s o f 
crazed , in coheren t w ords w ere pouring  
o u t o f h is m outh  an d  a  fro th  of oil b u b 
b led  over h is m eta l lips.

“ H o ld  h im  dow n,” I  yelled . “ H e ’s 
going c ra z y .”

W e g rab b ed  h im  b y  the  a rm s  an d  
h e ld  h im  as  firm ly  as we could  b u t  h is 
head  con tinued  to  roll w ildly on  h is 
neck.

“ T h o u san d s  an d  th o u san d s ,”  he  
g roaned . T h o u san d s  an d  th o u san d s 
com ing a f te r  m e. O n th e  wall, on the  
ceiling , on th e  floor. T h o u san d s  of 
’em . P o in ts , po in ts, sh a rp  po in ts com 
ing a f te r  m e .”

“ W hat a re  you  ta lk in g  a b o u t? ” 
D ave  shou ted  a t  him .

“ P in k  can  o p e n e r s , ”  S idney 
scream ed. “ P in k  can  openers, th o u 
san d s of p in k  can  openers com ing 
a f te r  m e. P o in ts , po in ts, p in k  po in ts 
com ing for m e.”

I le t go o f h is a rm s an d  s taggered  
b ack , w iping m y  forehead  w ith  a  sh a k 
ing h and .

“ B y  the  g rea t Je h o v a h ,” I  gasped , 
“ S idney ’s go t th e  D .T .’s .”

“ Y ou  m ean  delirium  trem en s ,” D ave  
dem anded , “ from  too m uch  liq u o r? ”

I  nodded  b itte r ly  a n d  s ta re d  a t  S id
n ey ’s m oaning , tw itch in g  figure. T h e re  
lay  ou r y ea rs  o f  w ork an d  sacrifice. 
W e h a d  d ream ed  of c rea tin g  a  usefu l 
a d d itio n  to  m an k in d  in  th e  form  of ro 
b o t life. In s te a d  we h a d  p roduced  a 
d ru n k en  bum  w ho w ould never do  a n y 
th in g  w orthw hile  in  h is life excep t 
boost th e  s to ck  of S ta n d a rd  Oil.

A W E E K  la te r  D av e  an d  I  sa t in  the  
liv ing room  an d  s ta re d  gloom ily a t  

one an o th e r. T h e  rep re sen ta tiv e  of th e  
F in an ce  C o m p an y  h a d  ju s t  le ft. So 
h a d  h is tru c k . So h ad  o u r equ ipm en t.

T h e  convention  w as to  open th e  fol
low ing d ay  an d  S idney—

“ W h ere’s S id n ey ?” I  a sked-du lly .

“ In  the  la b ,” D ave  answ ered  d is
p irited ly .

“ Is  he  so b e r?”
“ H e  w as w hen I  le ft h im .”
“ T h a t’s fine,” I  sa id  b itte r ly . “ I f  he 

s tay s  sober an o th e r hou r h e ’ll b reak  
h is ow n record. T h en  we can  ge t him  
a  tem perance  badge and  a  m em bersh ip  
in  the  W . C. T . U .”

T h e  last w eek h a d  been  hell. A fter 
h is first binge S idney  h ad  been re 
p e n ta n t, b u t i t  h a d n ’t  lasted . W e 
cou ldn ’t  keep  him  aw ay  from  th e  oil. 
H e ’d find i t  no  m a tte r  w here we h id  it 
an d  we were a fra id  to  lock it  u p  for 
fea r he m ight be te m p te d  to  w ander 
in to  the village an d  s te a l som e.

G one w as a n y  hope of en te rin g  him 
in  th e  convention. W e ’d  be the  laugh 
ing stock  of the scientific w orld  if we 
took  Sidney dow n th e re .

O ur equ ipm ent w as gone. M ore 
c red ito rs  were n ipp ing  a t  o u r heels w ith 
foreclosures an d  a tta c h m e n ts . I t  
looked like W aterloo . A nd  a ll on ac
co u n t o f Sidney.

“ I ’m  going to  get a  h ack  saw ,” I  sa id  
g rim ly , “and  com m it m ayhem  on  th a t 
d ru n k en  bum .”

“ Y ou cou ldn ’t  do th a t ,” D av e  said  
accusingly . “ H e ’s a  good egg. Y ou 
g o tta  adm it h e ’s k in d  of funny  a t
tim es.”

“ F u n n y ? ” I  a lm ost scream ed . “ So 
are  the  M a rx  b ro th e rs . I  d o n ’t  w an t a  
funny  m an. If I  d id  I ’d  tu rn  on the 
Ja c k  B enny p rog ram . All I  w an t is a 
sensible, sober, u n o b tru s iv e  robo t. B u t 
w h a t do  I  get, w h a t do I  get— ?”

“ Y ou got m e !”
T h e  m etallic  voice w as follow ed b y  a 

few unm usical c lan k s and  then  Sidney 
clum ped in to  the  room .

“ Y o u !” I  sa id  b itte rly . “ B a a a h !”
Sidney  hiccoughed gen tly  an d  sank  

in to  a chair. I  w as ju s t  opening  my 
m ou th  to  te ll h im  to  w ipe th e  oil from  
h is lips w hen  th e  doorbell rang.
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“W h o ’s th a t? ” D av e  asked.
“ I  hope i t ’s the  ju n k  m an ,” I  

snapped , w ith a  sp ite fu l glance a t 
S idney. “ M aybe w e’ll get som eth ing  
from  o u r inven tion .”

T  W A L K E D  to  the  door, opened  it  
1  and  a slim  red -ha ired  girl th rew  h e r
self into m y arm s and  flung h e r  arm s 
a round  my neck.

“ S urprise ,”  she cried . “ G lad  to  see 
m e?”

“ S is I” I  yelled . “ O f course I  am .” 
I  held h e r  a t  a rm ’s leng th  and  took in 
ven to ry . S lender rounded  figure, eager 
y o u th fu l fea tu res  and  flam ing red  hair.

“ Y ou hav en ’t  changed a  b it ,” I  said , 
“except y o u ’re b e tte r  looking. H ow  
come the  v isit?  D id  th ey  th row  you 
ou t of college?"

“ J u s t  a  little  v aca tio n ,” s h e  
answ ered. “ So I  th o u g h t I ’d blow  in 
and  see how the  g rea t q u est w as com 
ing .”

T h a t k in d  of qu ie ted  m e. She m ean t 
th e  robo t of course.

“ C om e on in ,” I  said  d rily , “ and  see 
for you rse lf.”

She w alked  in to  the  room  and  her 
cry  of deligh t could  be heard  an  even 
city  block.

“ O h you did i t ,” she cried  happily . 
“ I  th in k  h e ’s ju s t wonderful!”

I  followed her in to  th e  room . She 
was regard ing  S idney  as if he  w ere a 
six-foot p ile of gold bullion.

“ Y ou know  D av e ,” I  said , “b u t you 
h av en ’t  lived till y o u ’ve m et S idney .” 
I m otioned to  S idney. “ S tan d  up , you 
lug. T h is  is m y siste r, N an cy , a  very  
nice little  girl, so be on y o u r best b e 
hav io r.”

“O h I  th in k  h e ’s too cu te  for w ords,” 
N an c y  cried . She w alked over to  Sid
ney an d  held  ou t h e r h and . “ I ’m  very  
p leased to  m eet y o u ,” she said  prim ly. 
“ I  know  w e’ll be  g rea t friends.”

I w atched  S idney curiously . H e  w as

shuffling h is  fee t aw kw ard ly  like a  
co u n try  bum pk in  a t  his first dance. 
A nd th e n  it occurred  to  me th a t S idney 
h ad  never seen a girl a t  such close 
range. E specia lly  a  g irl like N ancy .

“ Go a h e a d ,” I  said. “ Shake hands 
w ith  her. She w on’t  b ite .”

Sidney w iped h is h an d  on th e  u p 
h o ls te ry  of the  ch a ir and  th e n  held  it 
o u t as if he w ere stick ing  it in to  a  buzz 
saw.

T h ey  shook h an d s  an d  N a n c y  
sm iled  up  a t  h im .

“ I  w onder if y o u ’d  do m e a fav o r?” 
she said  sw eetly . “ I  le ft m y grips o u t
side on the  porch. W ould  y o u  ta k e  
them  u p sta irs , p lease?”

“W hy —  w hy su re ,” S idney said  
hoarsely . “W hy gosh yes, r ig h t aw ay, 
th a n k  you  m a ’am . I  m ean , y o u ’re  wel
come p lease .” W ith  a  g re a t deal m ore 
confusion he w 'heeled and  ducked  ou t 
of the  room .

“ O h, h e ’s d a rlin g ,” N a n c y  cried , as 
S idney plow ed u p  the  s tep s w ith  her 
grips. “ I  wish I  h ad  one ju s t like 
h im .”

“ N o, you d o n ’t , ” I  said .
In  response to  h e r su rp rised  look, 

D ave  an d  I  exp lained  th e  c ircum 
stances to  her.

“ T h e n ,” N an cy  said  th o u g h tfu lly , 
w hen we paused , “ y o u ’ve lost the  
equ ipm ent, and  th e  lab  goes nex t u n 
less a  m iracle occu rs .”

“ R ig h t,”  I  said . “ W e’ll be back  
w here we w ere ten  y ea rs  ago. E xcep t, 
of course , w e’ll have  S idney. H e ’ll be 
a b ig  help  I  know .”

^ ^ "A N C Y  b it h e r  lip  an d  we were 
silen t un til S idney cam e charg ing  

back  in to  th e  room  w ith  all the  grace 
of an  an im ated  box car.

“ A nyth ing  else, M iss N a n c y ? ” he 
gulped.

N an cy  looked th o u g h tfu lly  a t him  
and  then  sudden ly  she sm iled and



124 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

crossed to  th e  sofa an d  seated  herself 
gracefu lly .

“ Com e here  S idney ,” she p a tte d  the 
pillow  next to  h e r invitingly . “ I  w ant 
to  ta lk  to  y o u .” She crossed her p re tty  
legs and  sm iled charm ing ly  a t  him .

“ W ell, gosh ,” Sidney b leated . “ I  
d o n ’t know , I  m ean gosh .”

I  caugh t N a n c y ’s w ink and  knew  she 
w as u p  to  som ething. .

“ Go ahead , old m an ,”  I  said. “ Sit 
dow n and  have  a  nice ch a t w ith  N ancy . 
D ave  and  I ’ll ge t supper re a d y .” I  
shoved him  tow ard  th e  so fa  and 
g rabbed  D ave  b y  th e  arm  an d  pulled  
h im  ou t of the room .

“ W h a t’s th e  id e a ? ” D ave  dem anded , 
w hen we reached  th e  k itchen .

“ I  d o n ’t  know ,” I  answ ered , “b u t 
N a n c y ’s got som eth ing  up  her sleeve. 
M aybe  she’s going to  appeal to  his b e t
te r  n a tu re .”

D ave  shook his head  doub tfu lly .
“ She can  sing ‘lips th a t  touch  liquor 

shall never touch  m ine ,’ b u t I  d o ub t if 
i t ’ll help. S idney’s beyond  hope. H e ’s 
in cu rab le .”

W hich  w ent to  p rove  how  little  he 
knew  ab o u t Sidney.

Y ou w o u ld n 't believe the change 
th a t  cam e over him  th a t  n igh t. W hen 
N a n c y  got th rough  w ith  h im  and 
b rough t him  o u t to  the  k itchen  he even 
looked d ifferent. As if he  w ere shin ing 
w ith  some new inner light.

H e  se t the tab le . H e  passed  the  
p la tes  du ring  supper. H e  d ried  the 
dishes. A fter su p p er he m ow ed the  
law n, cleaned th e  basem en t, an d  cu t 
ab o u t a  co rd  of wood. T o  to p  off the  
en tire  am azing perfo rm ance  he  w en t 
to  b ed  sober for th e  first tim e in days.

S idney h ad  h it the  saw dust tra il and  
no fooling!

D ave  a n d  I  were ju b ila n t for the  
first tim e in m onths and  we gave all 
c red it to  N ancy .

“ Y ou m u st have given him  a pow er

ful p ep  ta lk ,” I  said, “because he ’s ce r
ta in ly  a  new m an .”

“ Y ou boys ju s t d id n ’t  know  how to 
h and le  h im ,” she said sm iling. “ I told 
him  if he was a  real good boy today  and  
tom orrow  a t  the  convention, I ’d let him  
tak e  me for a  w alk the  next day. A nd 
he th o u g h t th a t was ju s t fine.”

“ W ell,” I  said , “ I hope he s tay s  on 
th e  w agon un til a f te r  the  convention . 
A fter th a t he can  ta k e  up  q u a rte rs  in  
an  oil refinery for all I  ca re .”

T h e  next day s ta rted  fine and  I  k ep t 
m y  fingers crossed. W hen I  got up  
Sidney was dow n in the basem ent pol
ish ing h im self on the buffing wheel. 
H e helped N ancy  pick  up  the  b re a k 
fast dishes and  then  we all got in the  
ca r an d  s ta r te d  for the  convention.

T h is  w as the  day. T h is  w as the  all- 
im p o rtan t d ay  th a t Sidney w ould m eet 
h is all im p o rtan t test. I  looked a t  him , 
rid ing  in the  back seat w ith  D ave.

H e  w as sniffing a violet.
I  k ep t m y fingers crossed.

T ^ L A S H L IG H T  bu lbs popped , re 
p o rte rs  snapped  questions and  the 

th rongs th a t ga thered  ab o u t the  en 
tran ce  to  C onvention H all s ta red  in 
w onder as S idney m ade his en trance .

I f  I  h ad n ’t g rabbed  h is arm  an d  h u s
tled  him  th rough  th e  doors he  w ould 
p ro b ab ly  have sp en t the d ay  th e re , 
bow ing and  scrap ing  to  the  m ultitude  
like a  politician .

Inside , I  h u rried  D av e , N ancy , and 
Sidney down the  hall to  a  room  which 
had  been assigned  to  us for the  d u ra 
tion  of the  convention.

“T he  judges,” I said  to  Sidney, “ will 
w ant to  exam ine you in a  little  while. 
D o n ’t be a la rm ed  a t  an y th ing  th e y  do. 
T h e y ’ll inspect you  and  p ro b ab ly  ask  
you questions the  rest of the  d ay .” 

“ W ill they  come down h e re ? ” N ancy  
asked.

“N o p e ,” I  said . “ Sidney will have
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to  d isp lay  him self in the  exhibition gal
lery. A page will le t us know  when 
th e y ’re read y  for h im .”

I had  some people to  see then  so I 
le ft them  and spen t the  re s t of the  tim e 
p ray ing  silently  th a t Sidney w ould be
have.

A half hour la te r I  w as sitting  in the  
exhibit arena, clenching and  unclench
ing m y hands when D ave and  N an cy  
found me.

“ H e’s all se t,” D ave said. “H e ’ll 
m ake his appearance  any  m inute now.”

“ F in e ,” I  said  and  hoped it would 
be. T h e  stands were crow ded w ith 
people and up in  the special boxes I 
could see several o f the  judges lean 
ing forw ard eagerly. E veryone was 
anxious to see the m an of m etal, as the  
papers h ad  dubbed  him . T o  see 
w hether he was ju s t a clever m echanical 
to y  or w hether he was w hat we 
claim ed: a  ra tional, th ink ing  robot.

I  swallowed nervously  as the m u r
m uring  of the  audience se ttled  to  an 
expec tan t hush. T h ere  w as an electric 
tension  in the  air, as the  judges, the 
assem bled scientists, and  the  crowd 
w aited  expectan tly  for our b ra in  child 
to  appear.

I  was so nervous and  excited th a t I  
d id n ’t feel the ta p  on my shoulder im 
m ediately . N o t un til it was repeated  
sh arp ly , insistently , d id  I  tu rn  around .

An angry , d a rk  little  m an in overalls 
w as s tand ing  behind me.

“ I ’m a da  jan ito r ,” the  little  m an said 
heated ly . “ I ’m a— ”

“ Some o ther tim e,” I  cu t in h u r
riedly. “ I ’m  busy now. P lease, see 
m e la te r .”

“ I ’m a w an ta  see you rig h ta  now ,” 
the ja n ito r said em phatically . “ D a ta  
beeg tin guy  you m ake, h e ’sa steal m y 
oil can. I ’m a  w an ta  know  w hosa gon 
pay  me for m y  oil c a n ? ”

I h ea rd  a  thunderous roar of a p 
plause. S idney was being announced.

“L isten , B ud ,” I  im plored, “ can ’t 
you see me tom orrow  ab o u t th is oil. 
I — ” I stopped  suddenly , a  cold fist 
closing over m y  stom ach.

I  grabbed  th e  ja n ito r  by  th e  th ro a t.
“ W hat did you say  abou t o il?” I  

yelled.
“ I ’m a w alk down the h a ll,” the  l i t

tle  m an  said  angrily , “m inda m y own 
business, when dees beeg tin  guy  ju m p a  
o u t an d  g rab  m y oil can . ‘G o tta  h av a  
b racer, g o tta  have a  b racer’ he yell and  
den he run  lik e  hell. N ow  w hosa gon 
p a y  for m y oil c a n ? ”

A cold sw eat b roke ou t on m y fore
head  and  trick led  down m y face. Sid
ney was off the w ag o n !

jV /TY  first wild though t w as to  some- 
A how get to him , stop  his appear

ance, b u t the next in s ta n t I  knew  I 
w as too late .

T o  the  w ild roars o f acclaim  of the  
en tire  aud ito rium , Sidney w alked onto  
the  stage.

Staggered would be a b e tte r  word.
M y  first despairing  look convinced 

me th a t  he w as hopelessly oiled up. 
T here  w as a  strange belligerent roll to 
his w alk  and  his m outh  w as p a rte d  
slightly  as if he were hoping to  catch  
flies w ith it. F rom  one corner of his 
stain less steel m outh a th in  stream  of 
oil h ad  d ribb led  and  sp a tte red  onto  his 
alum inum  chest.

“ O h,” I  groaned to  D ave. “H e 
ought to  be a t  th e  K eeley  In s titu te  in
s tead  of up  th e re .”

D ave  and  N an cy  looked helplessly 
a t  m e and  then  back  a t Sidney, who 
by th is  tim e was w eaving his w ay to  
the  fron t o f the stage. T he  audience 
craned  the ir necks curiously  as  he 
stopped  an d  peered  foolishly abou t a t  
the  judges and  scientists.

T hen  he hiccoughed and  staggered  
back  a  few paces.

I  groaned as I  listened  to  the in
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credu lous m u rm u r th a t  arose  from  the  
sp ec ta to rs . T h e  jig , I  knew , w as up.

I  h ad  a  h o rrib le  v ision  of o u r fellow 
sh ip  a n d  scien tific  s tan d in g  van ish ing  
fo rever in to  th e  m ists  of sco rn  an d  d e ri
sion.

A nd th en , if  such  a  th in g  w as p o s
sible, m y h o rro r increased .

S idney  w as going to  m ake  a  speech.
I  c losed m y eyes an d  p ra y e d  as  h is 

m eta llic  voice boom ed c lear th ro u g h  
th e  hall.

“ Ish  ju sh  a  lo ta  n onshense ,” he 
shou ted . “ Ju sh  a  lo ta  d am n  n o n 
shense. Ju sh  to  m ake a  spectacle  o u ta  
m e, th a sh  all it is .”  H e w obbled 
a ro u n d  a few steps and  seem ed to  
calm  dow n a  trifle.

“ O f co u rsh ,” he p au sed  to  h iccough , 
“o f  coursh  if you  ju sh  w an t to  look m e 
over th a sh  all rig h t. B u t n o b o d y ’s p o k 
ing a ro u n d  in  m y stom ach  a n d  th a t ’s 
final. T h a sh  n o t scien tific  cu rio sity , 
th a sh  ju sh  d am n  noseynass .”

T h e  shocked  gasp  of th e  aud ience 
ac ted  as a  ton ic  to  S id n ey ’s ham -like  
in stin c ts . H is  m e ta l lip s  p a r te d  in  a  
p leased  sm ile an d  he bestow ed  a  g ra te 
fu l g lance upon  th e  crow ded  a ren a .

“ I ’ll b u y  a  d r in k ,” he announced  
sudden ly . “ T h a sh  w h a t I ’ll do, b u y  a  
d r in k  for th e  house. H e s taggered  
b a c k  from  th e  edge o f  th e  s tage. “ B ar- 
te e e n d e e rrr ,” he  baw led a t  th e  to p  of 
h is  voice, “ se t ’em  u p  for ev e ry b o d y .”

'T 'H E  aud ience  w as laugh ing  now  and  
A I  fe lt te a rs  o f h u m ilia tio n  sting ing  

m y  eyes. D av e  and  I  w ould  be 
b ra n d e d  as  c h a rla ta n s  an d  q u ack s  from  
now  on , no m a tte r  w h a t we m igh t ac
com plish .

As a  m an  m igh t w atch  h is ow n exe
cu tio n , so I  w atch ed  S idney.

T h e  la u g h te r  of th e  aud ience  h ad  
ev id en tly  convinced  him  th a t  he  h ad  a  
m ission  in  life  as  an  e n te r ta in e r. W ith  
a  coy  sm ile he ra ised  one clum sy foo t

in th e  a ir  and  began  th e  first m ovem ent 
o f som eth ing  th a t  looked like a  h ideous 
cross betw een  the  b lack  bo tto m  an d  an 
O ld  W orld  gavotte .

W ith  an  ab su rd  sm ile sp read in g  his 
lip s  he p ran ced  and  leaped  a b o u t the  
s tage , h is th ree  h u n d re d  p o unds th re a t
en ing  to  sh a tte r  the  floor b o a rd s  w ith  
ev ery  step . F in a lly  th e  inev itab le  h a p 
pened . H e fell. N o t ju s t an  o rd in a ry  
fall, b u t  a  h igh  a rch in g  d ive  th a t  
dum ped  his m etallic  carcass  to  the  floor 
w ith  a  sp lin te ring , jang ling  crash .

T h e  aud ience w ere s ta n d in g  in  th e ir  
sea ts  as S idney  ro lled  over an d  s tra ig h t
ened  to  a  s ittin g  position . H e peered  
dazed ly , b u t  h ap p ily , a t  th e ir  am azed  
faces and  then  h is m ou th  opened  wide 
an d  his voice, th ick en ed  w ith  liquor, 
soared  over th e ir  heads.

F o r I ’m  a  jo lly  good fellooooooo 
oow—

W hich nobody  can  deenyyy .

H e ended  th e  song w ith  a  noisy  h ic
cough and  th e n  co llapsed  on h is back , 
o u t cold. S idney  h ad  passed  o u t cold 
and  as I  lis ten ed  to  th e  shou ts and  
lau g h te r o f m y  scien tific  b re th re n  I re 
a lized  th a t  w ith  h im  h ad  passed  m y 
ow n dream s.

“ I ’ll ge t h im ,” I  sa id  w earily  to  
D ave , “ a n d  m eet you  la te r .” I added  
“ D o n ’t  be so gloom y. A fte r all S id
n e y ’s h ap p y  so w hy sh o u ld n ’t  we b e ? ”

I t  took  m e a  few m inu tes  to  edge m y 
w ay  th ro u g h  th e  m illing  crow d and  by  
th e  tim e I  c lam b ered  on to  the  s tage I  
saw  th a t  several of the  judges w ere 
s tan d in g  over S id n ey ’s recum ben t 
figure.

I t  w as a  hu m ilia tin g  m om ent for me, 
b u t  I  w as bey o n d  caring  very  m uch. 
I  elbow ed them  aside and  g rabbed  one 
of S idney’s arm s.

“ G et u p ,” I  sn ap p ed , shak ing  him  
rough ly . “ O n y o u r feet, th e  show ’s 
o v e r.”
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I  fe lt a  h an d  g rip  m y  arm  th en  and  
I  tu rn e d  to  m eet the  s te rn , p iercing  eyes 
of old Professor N o rto n , head  of the 
N ew  Y ork research  foundation . H is 
first words were as shocking as a  lead 
p ipe  on the  skull.

“ C ongratu la tions, m y  boy ,” he 
boom ed. “ Y ou’ve done i t ;  cap tu red  
the  hum an elem ent. Y our robo t has a  
sense of hum or and  hum or is the ele
m en t th a t  sep ara tes  m an  from  beast. 
F unn iest im ita tion  of a  d ru n k  I ’ve seen 
in y ears .” H e w inked b ro ad ly  a t me. 
“ I f  m y vote will help, th a t fellow ship’s 
as good as yours th is  m in u te .”

M y m outh  opened and  closed fool
ishly. I  struggled  to  m ake som e sort 
of reply. B u t it w as no use. T he  
w ords ju s t w eren’t  there.

“ T ell m e,” a w hite ha ired  judge a d 
dressed me, “ does th is rem arkab le  ro 
bot of yours th in k  u p  h is own im ita 
tions or do you help  him . I  sw ear his 
im ita tion  seem ed alm ost too rea lis tic .” 

I t  w as a t  th a t m om ent th a t  S idney 
chose to  hiccough noisily. I  w hipped 
out a handkerch ief an d  snorted  in to  it.

“ A little  cold,” I  said feebly. 
“ M u s t’ve p icked it up  a t the  hall.”

A D O Z E N  terrib le  though ts w ere 
chasing around  in  my head  like 

frigh tened  rabb its . T he  judges though t 
Sidney had  been acting . I f  they  found 
ou t d ifferently , they  ce rta in ly  w ouldn’t 
g ran t me a fellow ship to  continue ro 
bot research. Im agine anyone in  th e ir  
righ t m ind w anting  m ore steel sots like 
Sidney roam ing a round  loose!

Sidney was s tirring  restlessly  and  the 
judges w atched him  anxiously.

“ Is  every th ing  all r ig h t? ” P ro fesso r 
N o rto n  asked  suspiciously.

“ F in e ,” I  lied. “ Ju s t fine.”
I had  to  get S idney ou t of the way 

until he sobered up.
M y h ea rt ham m ered  aga in st m y ribs 

w ith painfu l bangs. A wild idea  had

ju s t occurred  to  me.
“ I  th in k ,” sa id  P ro fesso r N o rto n , 

“ we should  question  you r robo t now .”
“ N o, no ,” I  stam m ered  b reath lessly . 

“H e ’s all tuck ered  out. A lm ost in a  
s ta te  o f collapse. M ig h t b ring  on a  
nervous breakdow n. H e needs a  w eek 
to  recuperate , a t least.”

“ F rom  w h a t? ” N o rto n  asked  b lu n tly .
“ Ju s t  la s t n ig h t,” I replied  desper

a te ly . “ Sidney h ad  to  tak e  o u t h is  own 
appendix . H ave any  of you gentlem en 
ever gone th ro u g h  th a t  experience? I  
can assu re  you  if you hav en ’t th a t i t ’s 
q u ite  try in g .”

P ro fesso r N o rto n  coughed em barras- 
sedly.

“ Of course old m an ,” he said  
brusquely . “ I  d id n ’t know .”

“ T hen  a  w eek from  now ,”  I  said  
qu ick ly , “ a t m y lab o ra to ry . Y ou can 
exam ine Sidney thorough ly  a t th a t 
tim e .”

Pro fesso r N o rto n  frowned.
“ T h a t is sa tis fa c to ry ,” he said  

slowly, “ bu t y o u r robot acts ju s t as if 
h e ’s passed ou t com pletely. W hy 
doesn’t  he show some life ? ”

“ H e ’ll show some life ,” I  prom ised. 
I f  m y w ild idea  w orked h e ’d  show 
p len ty  o f life. I  stooped over and  
shook Sidney.

“ Q uick,” I  hissed  in  h is ea r, “ run  
for your life, th e y ’re com ing a fte r  you. 
T he  p ink  can  openers a re  com ing. 
T housands o f  them . Hurryl”

Sidney’s eyes opened. H e peered  
foggily a t  m e for an  in s ta n t an d  then 
w ith a  wild c ry  he clam bered  to  his 
feet. H e  glared  hysterica lly  abou t him .

“ M y  G od,” he yelled, “ th e y ’re every 
w here.” W ith  an o th er tin n y  scream , 
he charged off the  stage an d  d isap 
peared  dow n the  co rrido r w ith  a  tr e 
m endous c la tte r.

“ W ell!” gasped P ro fesso r N o rto n .
“ H e ’s like th a t ,” I  sa id  w eakly. 

“A b ru p t.”
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I  tr ied  to  get aw ay b u t th ey  p lied  
m e w ith  q uestions a b o u t S idney and  it 
was several m inu tes before I  could te a r 
m yself aw ay. T h e n  I  looked for S id
ney . In  th e  ha lls , in  our room , and  
w ith  increasing  w orry , th rough  the ex
h ib it room , th ro u g h  th e  en tire  building. 
B u t it was no use.

S idney  h ad  van ished .

T F  you follow th e  p a p e rs  a t a ll you 
p ro b ab ly  rem em ber the re s t of the  

s to ry . S idney  h ad  d isap p eared  and 
th e  tab lo id s  m ade q u ite  a  fuss abou t it. 
D av e  and  I  h u n ted  h igh and  low for 
h im  and  in our spare  tim e, b u ilt an o th er 
robo t.

W ith  Sidney as a lesson in  w hat to  
avo id , we construc ted  a robo t th a t was 
usefu l, efficient, p ro d u c tiv e  and , in my 
opinion, ab o u t th e  m ost bo ring  and  u n 
in te restin g  c re a tu re  th a t  ever existed.

B u t the  judges liked  h im  and , w ith 
m an y  speeches an d  huzzahs, D ave and 
I w ere aw ard ed  the  m uchly  coveted  
fellowship.

In  sp ite  o f th e  acclaim  of o u r scien
tific b re th re n  every th in g  seem ed kind 
o f flat. N an cy  w en t b ack  to  college 
and  a  w eek o r  so la te r  D ave  looked 
across the room  a t ou r new  robo t— we 
called him  num ber one— an d  said  d is
g u sted ly :

“ H e ’s p e rfec t, b u t  w ho the  hell w an ts 
to  be su rro u n d ed  by  dull perfec tion . I  
w ou ldn’t  sw ap  S idney for a  thousand  
like th a t . H e  w as screw y an d  silly  and  
u n p red ic tab le— an d  hum an. I  m iss the 
big lug .”

So d id  I. A w eek dragged  by  and 
then  one d ay  I  w as driv ing  across tow n 
and  a  tire  blew  ou t. C ursing  under 
m y  b re a th  I  clim bed  ou t o f the  car and 
looked a round  for a service s ta tion .

L uck  w as ag a in st m e. T h e re  was 
n o th in g  b u t a  ju n k  y a rd  in the  block 
and  th a t w as on the  o th e r side of the 
s tree t. I  s ta r te d  to  w alk w hen su d 

den ly  I  saw  som ething th a t knocked 
th e  a ir  ou t of m y lungs w ith a  whoosh 
an d  s ta r te d  m y h e a r t pounding  w ith 
d izzy  excitem ent.

I should  have sa id  I  saw  someone 
because it was Sidney.

H e w as lounged co m fo rtab ly  in the  
d rive r sea t of an  old m odel T  th a t w as 
p a rk ed  in  fron t o f the  ju n k  yard . A 
b a tte re d  top  h a t was se t a t a  rak ish  
angle on his m etal dom e an d  one leg 
w as d raped  loosely over the  side of the  
car. H e was so c ru sted  w ith  ru s t th a t 
he p ro b ab ly  cou ldn’t  m ove if he 
w anted .

“ S idney ,” I  yelled  excited ly . “ Sid
n e y !” I  dodged th ro u g h  the  traffic 
and  raced  to  the side of the  car. “ S id
n ey ,” I  yelled again , “ i t ’s m e.”

S idney’s eyelids w ere closed an d  I 
cou ldn ’t tell w hether he  h e a rd  me or 
not.

“ W h at d ’y a  W ant, b u d ? ” a  th ick , su s
picious voice sounded  beh ind  me.

T L O O K E D  around . A  h eav y  se t
m an in overalls w as s tan d in g  in  

fron t of a  shack  bu ilt on the  edge of the 
ju n k y a rd . H e  w iped his h an d s  on a 
piece of cheesecloth an d  w alked  tow ard  
m e. I  noticed  he w as w atch ing  me 
ra th e r  curiously .

“ I ju s t paused  to  look a t th is— th is ,” 
I  p aused  and  w aved a  h an d  a t  the  car, 
“ a t  th is ad v ertis in g  s tu n t. V ery 
c lever.”

T he  p ro p r ie to r’s lips p a r te d  in a 
p leased grin .

“ D o you  th in k  so ?” he  ask ed  con
ten ted ly . “ Some k ids b ro u g h t d a t tin  
dum m y in here  a  few days ago. D ey  
found it  in an  alley . I  buys it for a  
ha lf a  buck  and  s tick  it out here. K inda  
gives a  to n y  a ir to  th e  jo in t. G ets a 
lo tta  a tte n tio n .”

I  looked a t  S idney  closely fo r the  
first tim e. T h e re  w as an  alm ost 
beatific  look of co n ten tm en t on his
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ru s ty  face. Spraw led on the  cushions, 
uselessly  idle, he was in h is glory.

“ I t ’s g e ttin ’ k in d a  ru s ty ,” the  ju n k  
dealer said, “ so I ’m going to  oil i t  up  
th is  a ftanoon .”

I smiled.
“ D o th a t,” I  said, “ and  rem em ber—  

use nice th in  o il.”
I  knew then  th a t I  w as no t going to  

d is tu rb  S idney. H e h ad  found the  
never-never land  his sim ple soul h ad  
yearned  for. N o th in g  to  do b u t rest, 
som eone to  keep  him  p leasan tly  oiled 
up  an d  enough a tten tio n  from  passers- 
b y  to  g ra tify  h is exhib ition ist na tu re .

I t  w as V alhalla  for him  a n d  it  w ould 
ta k e  som eone fa r m ore h eartless  th an  
you rs tru ly  to  destroy  his parad ise .

“ So long ,”  I  m urm ured  and  as I  
tu rn e d  I  no ticed  som eth ing  th a t  
b rough t a  qu ick  smile to  m y  lips.

W alk in g  aw ay I  though t o f it.
I t  m igh t have been an op tical illm  

sion —  b u t I  p re fe rred  to  th in k  it 
w asn ’t.

F o r S idney h ad  w inked a t me. As I  
h ad  tu rn e d  to  leave one of h is  m etal 
eyelids h ad  flu tte red  slyly. A gesture, 
I  knew , th a t  bade  me a  happy , com 
rad e ly  farew ell.

«  FA N TA S TIC  FACTS »

IN the last war, men from remote rural dis
tricts, where they’d never had measles or ac
quired natural immunity, came down in 

batches from the disease and then caught pneu
monia. Many deaths resulted. This time, the 
Army has the situation well in hand.

A TTENTION, drivers! Your worries are prac- 
i  1  tically over. Over in England, trucks and 
busses are now using fenders fabricated from 
molded rubber. During blackouts, collisions are 
naturally frequent. The new fenders change every
thing. They straighten out their own dents!

TITAR being the least gentle art, another murder- 
'  '  ous new offensive weapon has just cropped up 

—the parachute land mine. Floating down from 
the skies, it explodes instantly on contact, Instead 
of digging itself a crater and wasting its force. 
This gadget is said to be fatal to troop concen
trations, machine-gun nests and artillery emplace
ments.

NjYLON continues to demonstrate its wide range 
* ’ of utility. Latest use is for tennis racket 
strings, made possible by the development of a 
“giant" strand, about one-sixteenth of an inch in 
diameter. Wearing better than silk or gut, it is 
little affected by weather change and does not fray, 
being solid through its length. No waxing or shel
lac treatment is needed.

A S destructively prolific as ever is the locust. 
^  According to recent observation, the female 
lays from fifty to seventy-five separate deposits 
of eggs in a thirty-six inch square. These will 
produce between five thousand and seventy-five

hundred locusts. There’s only one way to destroy 
the eggs—ploughing the ground under. Once ex
posed to the air, the eggs can't hatch.

/ “\N E  of science’s most unpleasant mysteries now 
seems to have been solved—the reason why 

fish tastes “fishy." Research reveals that diatoms 
and dinoflageilates, with grass, are the two most 
important plants on earth.

Diatoms correspond to grass in the sea and com
prise the great source of food and energy for ma
rine creatures. But they are so tiny as to be in
visible. Yet in volume and importance they over
shadow every other sea plant.

Microscopic in size, diatoms and dinoflageilates, 
which are technically referred to as phytoplankton, 
flourish particularly in cold water, since warm wa
ter contains less dissolved carbon dioxide.

Diatoms vary widely in specie. The main single 
element is green chlorophyll. Some diatoms and 
dinoflageilates (microscopic, with w h i p l i k e  
branches) are brown, yellow and even red—hence 
the Red Sea, where they flourish.

Fish become “fishy" and smell that way because 
big fish eat little fish, the cycle beginning with 
copcpods. The copepod is the original ocean veg
etarian.

Tiny, flealike crustaceans, in a direct line with 
the lobster and the crab, copepods cat diatoms. 
Then small fish, such as herring, gobble up these 
crustaceans. And codfish, marine birds, seals and 
whales, in their turn, eat the poor herring!

To carry the analogy even further: If you have 
a laying hen, give her repeated doses of cod liver 
oil, or grind up a heavy proportion of fish in her 
mash. In a few weeks, her eggs will smell to high 
heaven. “Fishy” !
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Shar was a spiritless slave— until he found 

the mysterious box and read the mes
sage— and knew what it said was true

SH A R  h ad  never seen the  sky . L ike 
the thousands and  thousands of 
h is fellow to ilers w ho w ere born  

and  lived and  died  in th e  v ast, u n d e r
g round  lab y rin th in e  cities o f E a r th , 
S har d id n ’t  know  of th e  sky . S har 
knew  little  of an y th ing  except th e  Su
prem e S ta te— an d  his T ask .

T h e re  was a  w orld above him , S har 
knew  th a t. N ow  and  th en — p erh ap s 
tw ice a  y ear— visito rs from  th a t  w orld  
cam e down to  inspect the m ines and  
fac to ries in  w hich Shar and  his fellows 
labored .

S har to iled  in  th e  m ines, and  som e
tim es in th e  m iddle of his digging he 
h ad  looked u p  fu rtiv e ly  as these  v is
ito rs passed . T h en  a fte r  th e y  h a d  gone 
he would m ake  u p  fancifu l stories 
abou t them  in h is m ind— even though 
he knew  it  w as dangerous to  w onder 
and  th a t on ly  w ork  w as righ t.

S h a r’s flights o f im agination  con
cerning th a t  upper w orld were never 
w istfu l, and  only  w ere ign ited  b y  a 
tin y  sp a rk  of cu riosity  in  th e  back  of 
h is m ind. H ow ever, he k e p t th is  sp a rk  
o f cu rio sity  s tr ic tly  to  h im self, for he 
h ad  been tau g h t th a t  an y th in g  n o t con
cern ing  his T ask  and its re la tion  to  the 
Suprem e S ta te  was bad .

T h e  pun ishm ent of those who would 
sabotage the  S ta te  w as sw ift, and ju s t, 
and  som ew hat te rrib le . S har sh u d 

dered  w hen he rem em bered  som e of 
the  w hispered rum ors of th a t p u n ish 
m ent, and  how it h ad  been adm in iste red  
to  those w ho h ad  been  u n g ra te fu l to  
the  Suprem e S tate .

So S har k e p t to  h is  T a sk , and  re 
m ained  g ra te fu l to  th e  Suprem e S ta te . 
F o r d id  no t th e  S ta te  give h im  his 
w ork? A nd  d id  n o t th e  S ta te  supp ly  
him  w ith  clothes, and  food pills, and  a  
com partm en t in th e  general com pound 
for h im  to  use fo r sleep?

T h e  S ta te  gave m uch , S har knew  
th is, and  asked  in re tu rn  only  com plete 
co n cen tra tion  on h is T ask . T h e  S ta te  
h ad  le t S har m arry , and  b ring  h is w ife 
to  h is com partm en t for a  m o n th  each 
year. A nd the  S ta te  p rov ided  fo r the  
ch ild ren  of th a t  union, seeing th a t  they  
w ere ra ised  and  educated  to  th e ir  T a sk . 
S har h ad  never seen his ch ild ren , for, 
o f course, the  S ta te  h a d  assum ed im 
m ediate  responsib ility  for them . B u t 
he was g ra te fu l in  th e  know ledge th a t 
th ey  would alw ays have com partm en ts, 
an d  clo th ing, and  food pills, and  T ask s.

So S har labored  d iligen tly  a t  his d ig
ging and  rem ained  usefu l and  g ra tefu l, 
as the w ords in  th e  S ta te  pam ph le ts  
told h im  to , an d  tr ie d  to  keep his cu ri
osity  in  check. U n til T h e  D ay .

A N  the  m orning of T h e  D ay , Shar 
h ad  been  digging alone a t  th e  end
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of a fa in tly  illum ina ted  tu n n e l. D ig 
ging sto lid ly  and  co n c e n tra tin g  on his 
T a sk — un til h is shovel encoun tered  an  
oddly  h a rd  su bstance . W h en  he b en t 
over, p rob ing  h is calloused  fingers in to  
the dam p  c lay  b en ea th  h is  feet, he felt 
som eth ing  sm ooth  a n d  cold an d  hard .

S h a r frow ned , a n d  sq u in ted  in the  
fa in t lig h t, as he b e n t dow n to p ic k  th is 
s tran g e  o b jec t u p  in h is  hands.

I t  w as sm all, th e  o b jec t, an d  as he 
ch ipped  aw ay  the  c lay  th a t  covered  it, 
he  began  to  recognize it  as a  box. F o r 
an  in s ta n t he w ondered if  h e  should  
sum m on one of the  Wra tch e rs  an d  tu rn  
i t  over to  h im . B u t in the  n ex t in s ta n t 
he  dec ided  a g a in s t th is , fo r th a t  sp a rk  
o f cu rio s ity  b u rn ed  in  the  b a c k  of h is 
m ind.

“ See w h a t is m eans, S h a r,”  a  tin y  
voice inside  h im  w as insisting . “ See 
w h a t i t  m eans, f irs t.”

U n acco u n tab ly , S h a r’s h e a r t  began 
to  th u m p  qu ick ly  a n d  sw eat b roke  ou t 
on h is brow . F u rtiv e ly , he  looked 
dow n th e  long tu n n e l. T h e re  w ere no 
W atch e rs  in  sigh t. T h e n — even though  
he knew  it to  be w rong— S har tu rn ed  
b ack  to  th e  box.

H is first efforts to  open it  w ere f ru it
less. B u t b y  finally  p u ttin g  th e  box on 
th e  g round  and  p ry in g  it  open w ith  h is 
shovel tip , S har m anaged  to  sn ap  th e  
c a tc h  th a t  he ld  the  lid . H is  h am m er
ing  h e a r t  to ld  h im  th a t  he  w as ta k in g  
a g re a t chance, as he  b e n t to  p ick  up  
th e  open  box, b u t h is cu rio s ity  w as now  
a  flam e over w hich  he  no longer had  
con tro l.

S h a r’s h an d s  shook as he lifted  the  
box an d  b rea th le ss ly  p eered  in to  it. 
A nd th e n  he w as filled w ith  a  sudden  
anger a n d  sh a rp  d isap p o in tm en t as  his 
eyes to o k  in  th e  con ten ts. H e w as 
ab o u t to  h u rl th e  box b ack  to  the  
g ro u n d  th in k in g  o f covering  it  over 
aga in  w ith  c lay  so th a t h is  crim e w ould 
no t be d iscovered . T h a t  w as w hen his

eyes sudden ly  na rro w ed , peerin g  closer 
a t  th e  co n ten ts , puzzled ly .

H e d id n ’t  h u r l th e  box to  th e  g round . 
H e  sa t  dow n, unconscious o f the  risk  
h e  ra n  if  a  W a tc h e r found  h im  th a t  
w ay, a n d  leaned  a g a in s t th e  w all. H e  
held  th e  co n ten ts  o f th e  box in  h is 
gnarled  paw s, reg ard in g  them  in ten tly , 
u tte r ly  abso rbed .

A N D  so i t  w as th a t  S h a r w as a p 
p rehended  b y  th e  W atch e rs  some 

four hou rs la te r. B u t he  w as n o t caugh t 
in  th e  tunnel assigned  to  him . H e w as 
n o t cau g h t s ittin g  alongside h is shovel 
w ith  th e  con ten ts  o f th e  box in his 
hands. H e  w as cau g h t several m iles 
aw ay  from  th e re , shou ting  w ild ly  to  
o th e r tu n n e l to ile rs  in  o th e r sh a fts .

H e  w as tra c k e d  dow n only  a f te r  h is 
w ords h ad  been  ca rried  to  m an y  o th e rs  
o f  h is  fellow s— who in  tu rn  b re a th e d  
them  th ro u g h  the  u n d erg ro u n d  la b 
y rin th s , echoing them  end lessly  on
w ard.

A nd th u s  it  w as th a t  S h a r— shack led  
and  b ea ten — w as ta k e n  b y  G u ard s  in to  
th e  W orld  A bove, and  for th e  first tim e 
saw  th e  sky . Saw  th e  sky , an d  o th e r 
th ings w hich  he  h a d  never d ream ed  
ex isted— huge bu ild ings, tu b es  shoo t
ing  th rough  th e  a ir , a n d  m any  people 
w hose faces d id  n o t b e a r  th e  p a llo r of 
th e  underw orld . U n til a t  la s t he w as 
led in to  a  g igan tic  ha ll, and  pushed  
s tum b ling  befo re  a  g rea t dais on w hich 
ten  m en sa t.

“T h e  tra ito ro u s  p riso n e r 1” S h a r’s 
g u ard s announced , th e ir  w ords ring ing  
loudly  in  th e  v a s t hall.

T h en  one of th e  m en on th e  da is was 
speak ing , and  S har no ted  th a t  he  w as 
lik e  the  o th ers  in  th is  A bove W orld—  
lik e  th e  v is ito rs  w ho h a d  som etim es 
inspec ted  th e  m ines.

“ T h is  is th e  u n d e rc re a tu re  accused  
of treaso n  to  th e  Suprem e S ta te ? ” T h e  
m an  on the  dais asked . “T h is  is the
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m an who ca rried  w ords of lies to  his 
fellow s?” A nd Shar h eard  the  guards 
answ er affirm atively.

T hen , to  Shar, the  m an  on th e  dais 
s a id :

“ You have sabo taged  the  S ta te , and  
a re  here to  b e  sentenced fo r your 
c r im e !”

B u t S har, even to  h is own su rp rise , 
did no t cringe, d id  no t trem ble . H e 
held  h is head  high, and  his w ords were 
strong  as he answ ered. “ I  have a 
r ig h t— ” he began.

B u t S har never com pleted  those 
words.

H is  la s t im pression was one of te r 
rible pain , and  he slum ped to  the floor 
seconds a fte r  h is guards crushed  his 
sku ll w ith the ir m erciless blows. And 
then , while th ey  stood b rea th in g  heav
ily over the  lifeless body  of th e  c rea tu re  
from  the  underw orld , the m an  on the  
dais addressed the  guards.

“ You acted  w isely, ju s tly , an d  sw ift
ly  in silencing t h o s e  treasonab le  
w ords,” the  m an on the g rea t da is  said. 
T h en , as in  a f te r th o u g h t: “ T h is  is the

first b rea th  of treason  in th ree  thousand  
years. H ave you  the  evidence th a t  you 
w ere to  p re se n t? ”

A nd then  the  g u a rd  closest to  th e  
dais stepped  forw ard. In  h is hands he 
held  papers, yellowed an d  d ry . T he  
m an on the  dais took  them  w ordlessly, 
g lancing a t  the  an c ien t le tte r in g  upon 
them .

“We hold these rights,” th e  sc rip t on 
the  yellow ed sheets read , “to be self- 
evident: that all men are created 
equal— "  the m an on the dais paused , 
his face w hitening. T h en  he read  on: 
“That they are endowed by their Crea
tor with certain inalienable rights, 
among which are, Life, Liberty, and 
the Pursuit of Happiness.”

P urp ling  w ith  rage, the  m an on the 
g rea t dais rose, tea rin g  the yellow ed 
sheets again and  again , w hile the  
guards trem bled  a t his w ra th  . . .

B u t deep in the  bowels of the  u n d e r
w orld, c rea tu res  like S har were echo
ing those  w ords along the  dim , la b 
y rin th in e  cities. A nd the m urm ur was 
sw elling . . . swelling.

«  IT C A N T  BE DONE »

SCIENCE, working in the matter of aerotechnics, has developed certain absolute axioms in 
regard to flight of any sort. It has established that certain weights, shapes, and angles in 
relation to the total wing spread of any object determine whether or not that object can fly. 

These rules are absolute, scientific. However, the poor bumblebee, whose weight and body sire in 
relation to his wing spread makes it utterly impossible for him to fly, doesn’t realize that science 
confines his adventures to tbe ground. He doesn’t realize it, poor bug, and goes ahead and flies 
anyway I— Guy Fuuides.

A N  EXPERT ACCOUNTANT?
0  MORE and more opportunities—that Is Accountancy’s appeal to ambitious people like YOU! 0

Government, industry, thousands of firms, are needing trained accountants. C . P. A.’s and w0 executive accountants earn $2,000 to $10,000 yearly; new conditions are steadily increasing 0
? the demand! LaSalle trains you at home in your spare time; among our alumni are over 10 w

0  percentoftheC.P.A.’sinUnitedStates.TrainingpreparesyouforC.P. A. examinations or •
executive accounting positions. Staff of C. P. A.’s personally supervises every phase of your w0 training. You do not need previous experience, for we start you from the beginning. Ntimer- 0
ous new opportunities now waiting in Governmental and industrial lines warrant your con- 0 sidering this subject carefully! So act now—investigate LaSalle Accountancy training’s 0
possibilities without delay. w

®  Writ• today tor troo 49-pago booklet, "Aeeovnfaney , tho Profession Thin Pays" •

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY *  A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
DIPT. I7S-H CHICAGO, 11%



NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSSTANDS AND CAMERA STORES! 2 5 c

The 1941 
Directory of 

Photographic 
Equipment

g W H G i
THIS INVAIUABIE  BUYING GUIDE OF PHOTOGRAPHIC EQUIPMENT 
COMES AS AN EXTRA FEATURE OF THE GIANT MAY ISSUE AT NO 
EXTRA COST TO YOU! IT’S COMPLETE, RELIABLE, ILLUSTRATED!
Camera fans I Note yon can forget doubts 
and questions in selecting your photo
graphic equipment I Now, right at your 
very finger-tips, you can have the most 
comprehensive buying guide of cameras 
and supplies ever assembled. Yes, PO P
ULAR PHOTOGRAPHY'S new  1941 
Directory of Photographic Equipment, 
bigger and better than ever, makes it 
easy for you to compare similar products 
of all the different manufacturers.

DESCRIBES ALL K IN D S  OF EQUIPMENT!
You’ll be amazed to see how many cara- 
erai are on the market, as compared with 
just a few years ago. You’ll be surprised  
to learn about the number of gadgets that 
are now  being made to help the photog
rapher obtain results with greater ease. 
But this valuable Directory is not con
fined to cameras and gadgets . . .  it ex
tends to films, filters, flash-bulbs, etc. 
(Note complete listing to the right.)

address of the maker or distributor. And 
what’s more, the convenient alphabetized 
index enables you to find, instantly, the 
exact item you are looking for. Ye9, 
with this illustrated Directory you can 
sit in your armchair at home and “ in
spect”  all of the photographic equipment 
that would take days in a camera depart
ment to see!

MAKESURf OF YOUR DIRECTORY ISSUE NOW!
Remejnber, this invaluable buying guide 
of photographic equipment comes as an 
extra feature of the giant May PO PU 
LAR PHOTOGRAPHY at no extra  
costl The print order of this spectacular 
Directory issue is limited, however, so 
don’t get shut out. Act promptly! Go 
to your favorite newsstand or camera 
store today and get your copy!

Ĉompfete recto riel
on Vk ele uljecls::

★  CAMERAS. Movie
★  CAMERAS, Still
★  ENLARGERS
★  ENLARGING EASELS
★  EXPOSURE METERS
★  FILMS, Movie
★  FILMS, SHU
★  FILTERS
★  FLASHBULBS
★  FLASH SYNCHRONIZERS
★  FRONT LENSES
★  LENSES, New
★  MOVIE EDITING and 

TITLING EQUIPMENT
★  PRINT DRYERS
★  PRINTERS
★  PRINTING EXPOSURE 

METERS
★  PRINTING PAPERS
★  PROJECTOR SCREENS
★  PROJECTORS. Movie
★  PROJECTORS. Still
★  RANGEFINDERS
★  SPOTLIGHTS
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AS HANDY TO USE AS THE TELEPHONE BOOK!
imagine what a help this illustrated  Di 
rectory can be to you! Each type o: 
equipment—cameras, projectors, enlarg 
ers, etc.—is classified together. In  the 
case of items such as films all the char 
actcristics and speed ratings are given. 
In  the camera listing you will find the 
trade name and model, film dimensions, 
lens equipment, shutter speeds, available 
acceseories, and other pertinent informa^ 
tion. Retail prices are also quoted for 
each item together with the name and
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THE AUTHOR
W HEN we asked Mr. Cummings for a 

sketch for this department, he wrote us 
a letter, sent a book jacket with editorial 

comments on the fly-leaf, and a poem written by 
his daughter, Betty Starr. We present here a 
biographical sketch culled from these sources.

Mr. Cummings is reticent in talking about him
self. He would much rather discuss his fourteen 
year old daughter, Betty. At the age of four she 
had already traveled some twenty thousands miles, 
been shipwrecked, and been through three hurri
canes. All of which would in
dicate that Mr. Cummings 
does not live a very quiet life 
himself.

Adds Mr. Cummings to the 
above: “Betty’s mother and 
I are very proud of her. Last 
year, at 13, she wrote her first 
fiction story, and it sold to 
Liberty Magazine.”

It seems that literary ability 
runs in the Cummings family.

That little story in Liberty 
brought astonishing response.
A persona] letter from Kirsten 
Flagstad, the opera singer; 
and one from the White House 
—a personal note from Mrs.
Roosevelt. And the story had 
been on the stands only a day 
or two when it was put over 
the radio; and subsequently 
the child herself was inter
viewed over the radio. She is now, at 14, starting 
her senior year at boarding school—the youngest 
senior in the school’s history.

Mr Cummings goes on to say:
“Incidently, Elizabeth Starr—not as such—but 

as Ray Cummings’ daughter, I should think must 
be somewhat known to pseudo-science fans. I 
recall that some published mention, of her when 
she was four—little girl with long gold cirls, etc., 
brought an amusing incident to me at sea. Com
ing home from Bermuda, I was on deck with the 
child; was accosted by a young man who said he 
had been reading my stories, had never seen a pic
ture of me, but was 1 Ray Cummings?—that cer
tainly looked like Ray Cummings’ little daughter.

“And I recall, in Amazing Stories not so long 
ago, you reported the N. Y. Convention of Science

Fiction fans, with mention that I had dropped in 
there ore afternoon. Though you did not men
tion it there was a tall, reserved, very quiet young 
woman, with me. She was Elizabeth Starr, 13, 
trying very hard to look older.

“I think she succeeded, for she was surrounded 
by young men, demanding her autograph, and 
taking her photo. Flashlight bulbs popped all 
around her. If opportunity arises, she would like 
very much to have you convey to those young 
men her sincere appreciation.

“Her m o t h e r  — Gabrielle 
Wilson — also writes fiction 
when domestic duties will per
mit. But recently she has en
gaged herself in anti-fifth- 
column work. Often, as we all 
know, public speakers—under 
the guise of something or 
other—stand on street corners 
and prove themselves nothing 
but m a s q u e r a d i n g  fifth 
columnists. One of Mrs Cum
mings’ most recent activities is 
to make the crowd realize it 
and cease listening. She seems 
to have a very special genius 
for accomplishing that result.” 

We might quote “Bob” 
Davis, famed editor, who said 
of him: “He is a Verne re
turned and a Wells going for
ward.” Other critics have 
called him “The American H. 

G. Wells.” It is certainly true that he has a style of 
presentation, and the type of imagination that 
made Wells and Verne famous. However, to this 
is added a true American originality.

Cummings has a flair for things scientific as 
evidenced by the fact that while in Princeton 
University he accomplished the remarkable feat 
of absorbing three years’ of physics in that many 
months.

His five years’ association with Thomas A. 
Edison as the latter’s personal assistant also 
added to Cummings’ knowledge of the scientific. 
His bizarre early life, living on orange plantations 
in Porto Rico, striking oil in Wyoming, gold seek
ing in British Columbia, timber cruising in the 
North, before he was twenty, also left its imprint. 

(Concluded on page 145)
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The following quiz has been prepared as a pleas
ant means of testing your knowledge of things 
scientific. We offer it solely for the pleasure it gives 
you, and with the hope that it will provide you 
with many bits of information that will help you 
to enjoy the stories in this magazine.

Count indicated points for each correct answer. 
If your score is between 80 and 100 you’re better 
than Mr. Average Man. If you score between 50 
and 80 you are Mr. Average Man. If your total 
is below 50, don’t worry; the law of averages will 
catch up with you yet 1

MANIPULATIONS IN MATH
(worth 20 points)

Arrange the numbers seen in the squares so that 
the columns down and across, as well as both 
diagonal columns, will total to the same number. 
When—or if—this is accomplished, state the num
ber of solutions possible in this problem.

(worth 20 points, five points each)
(a) Astronomy is a very ancient science, and 

many have been the brilliant men who have made 
the study what it is today. We’re sure you know 
some of these men, but try to rearrange their 
names so that they follow in proper chronological 
relation to one another

Darwin, Gould, Herschel, Maskelyne, Hevelius, 
Brahe.

(b) We can attribute the discovery of the mo
tion of the solar apogee to one race in particular. 
That race is,

Phoenicians, Gaels, Scots, Arabians, Grecians.
(c) Ptolemy was strictly the big shot in the 

field of astronomy until one of the following men 
came along to explode the theories he had ad
vanced.

Thales, Copernicus, Ibn-Yunis, Pasteur.
(d) Without telescopic equipment of the finest 

sort, an astronomer would be out of luck. One 
of the following names is legendary in the history 
of telescopic science.

Louis IV, Julius Caesar, Einstein, Alvan Clark, 
Pouillet.

ARMCHAIR ARCHAEOLOGISTS 
(worth 20 points, 4 points each)

The doping-out of cuneiforms, hieroglyphics, 
etc., is usually the work of the fellows who un
earth ancient monuments. However, using some 
very common other alphabets scrambled, let's see 
how many of them you can recognize and put in 
their proper places.

Phoenician Russian Gaelic Greek Arabic

h e  C K  J Z L , * = :
WHO A MI ?

(worth 30 points, 15 points each)
(a) It’s up to you to figure out who I am. I 

was born in Germany in 1811, studied at Got
tingen University, not to mention Paris and Vi
enna. Later I was Experimental Chemistry Pro
fessor at Heidelberg University. If you’ve ever 
studied high school chemistry you’ve probably 
used my name more than that of any other scien
tist, for I invented something very necessary to 
laboratory experimentation.

(b) Although I’m considered pretty much of a 
modern among today’s men of science, I died not 
so very long ago. I was bom in Mass, around 
184Q. In a farm boyhood, I learned to love na
ture and resolved then to devote my life to the 
study and improvement of it and its rescources. 
In 1875 I went to Santa Rosa, California, to es
tablish an experimental farm: Soon I was cross
ing darned near everything in plant life, and 
eventually was world famous as a wizzard of 
horticulture.

YOUR KEN OF CHEM 
(worth 10 points, 5 each)

(a) One among the following races was supe
rior to all others in its knowledge of Chemistry. 
Which?

English, Phoenicians, Romans, Germans, Egyp
tians, Persians.

(b) Here are some very common chemical 
terms with definitions, scrambled of course. Fix 
’em up.
Oxygen—Mn 
Ferrous sulphate—FeSO,
Lead—Si 
Manganese—0  
Silicon—Pb

(Answers on page 146)
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R E A D E R ' S  PAGE
W A N TS THE A M A Z O N 'S  CH ILDREN

Sirs:
I am writing for myself and a friend to say that 

we would both like to hear about the further ad
ventures of the two children of the Golden Ama
zon. We enjoy the magazine very much.

Yours truly,
Marion L. Foster,
17 Pleasant St,,
Hyde Park, Mass.,

O SC A R  EVERY ISSUE?
Sirs:

The January cover is positively SUPER. Such 
colors. The feature yarn is excellent. What a 
yarn. I want to see Oscar every issue . . . he's 
tops. The Dynamouse was swell, reminded me of 
“The Hungry Guinea Pig," as it threatens a city. 
So long ’ti] next time.

Harry Schmarje, 
318 Stewart Rd., 
Muscatine, Iowa.

McGIVERN TOPS
Sirs:

I have just finished my first copy of Fantastic 
Adventures but this is my second letter to you. 
Maybe you’ll like it better than the first although 
I have a few brickbats to throw. First of all I 
wasn’t crazy about the cover. I liked the story 
all right though.

Story I enjoyed most was Adopted Son Oj The 
Stars by William P. McGivern. I liked it because 
it was funny and entertaining. The writing was 
above the average in my opinion.

Next I would put Wilcox's Secret Of The Stone 
Doll because of the powerful “punch” ending. 
After that Burroughs and O’Brien just about split 
even although Burroughs’ story was longer.

Then comes Oscar—very good. Finally I would 
put Twenty-fifth Century Sherlock which was very 
good too. I liked The Thought Robot too, but it 
seemed there was something wrong with it.

I like the hunfor in your books and I hope you 
don’t change this policy. The Editor’s column is 
one of your best features. Keep it up. I guess in 
the long run I just like the whole darned book.

So I’ll be looking for it from now on.
Edward Dusolenski, 
Chicago, Illinois.

I f  you like humor, you’ll find more of McGiv- 
ern’s work coming up constantly. He’s got several 
humor stories in the house now. And “Sidney, The

Screwlcose Robot,” in this issue, is certainly one 
of his best.—Ed.

w a n t s  McC a u l e y
Sirs:

The January cover was indeed a masterpiece, 
done by a master artist. The blended colors are 
the kind that please the eyes. More of McCauley 
for the front covers.

Leading stories for same issue were “The Golden 
Amazon Returns” and “The Dynamouse.” “Our 
Lord The Sun” was a very interesting article. 
I desire others of the same type.

Can you not use the back cover of F. A. for 
colored pictures like Amazing? If this idea is ever 
considered or acted upon you might choose sub
jects that are popular with the fans.

I anticipate great enjoyment when authors Nor
man and Burroughs return.

Albert Betts,
18 Wascana Avenue, 
Toronto, Ontario.

How do you like the Mac Girl on this covert 
You see, we answer your requests even before you 
make ’em. And also, our articles by Millard, 
which you praise, will continue. There'll be more 
in future issues.

We have ad contracts for the back cover of 
F. A. but we will continue back covers on Amazing 
Stories.—Ed.

R O M A N C E  OF THE ELEMENTS
Sirs:

Thanks for printing my last letter to F antastic 
Adventures. It was a great surprise to me.

I want to give my opinion of your features in 
Amazing Stories Magazine. Questions and An
swers is a great help in answering the many dis
putes that I have encountered. Science Quiz is 
also a great feature for testing one’s mental knowl
edge of our Earth and universe. My favorite fea
ture, Discussions, gives the reader a chance to get 
whatever he may think about the mag off his 
chest.

Oh, yes, I want to know if it is possible to ob
tain some book or scrapbook of “The Romance 
of Elements” which is featured in your magazine 
Fantastic Adventures?

Yours until Adam Link rusts.
Everett Robertson,
1140 S. 10th St., 
Slaton, Tex.

Questions and Answers has been discontinued m
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Amazinc Stories, due to kick of interest. “Ro
mance of the Elements’’ is a long way from com
plete, as yet, and the possibility of issuing them in 
book form has not been considered seriously. How
ever, you could clip them each month for your 
own scrapbook. I f you lack any back :js«es, they 
can be obtained from our circulation department. 
—Ed.

. . AND YOW!”
Sirs:

Just read your magazine Fantastic Adven
tures, and yowl What a kick! It is without 
doubt the best magazine I have ever read of this 
type. Every adventure a “great slam.1' How do 
you pack so much grand reading in one issue?

Keep the magazine small; the size is much 
easier to handle than the large size ones.

Why not have a quarterly? It ought to be a 
sure fire hit.

Marianne Ferguson,
20 S. Buffum St., 
Worcester, Mass.

We’ll do some thinking about your suggestion. 
Many thanks for your compliments. We appre
ciate them deeply.—Ed.

M O R E  S T R A IG H T  G O O D S
Sirs:

Quite right; that letter was straight goods. Now 
before I wade into the April issue perhaps I’d 
better elucidate a little more on “Battering Rams 
of Space.” First, let me apologize for calling it 
junk. I don’t know why I said that, but the 
fact remains that I did. The first story in the 
series was bad, and perhaps it carried over very 
strongly. At any rate, I re-read “Battering Rams”

“Whet you need it a good dot* of 
castor oil"

and found that it wasn’t such a bad story, after 
all. There were some poor parts, some fair parts, 
some good parts, and some very excellent parts. 
However, there is, in my opinion, some indefinable 
something wrong with the greater portion of the 
story. It still gets last place. Sometime in the 
very near future I intend to write a story for you 
which will put all your authors to shame. Then 
Wilcox will have an opportunity to pick my 
work apart at his leisure; maybe.

And so we trip gaily into the present issue, 
which wasn’t quite so good this time. Cover: 
so-so. Not up to the standard St. John has set for 
himself and a little disappointing. Feature novel: 
good. Hansen reminds me of Burroughs, with a 
little dash of H. Rider Haggard. Best story in 
the issue was, of course, Rocklynne's “Big Man.” 
Might not have been as good as you would have 
us believe, but still a swell story. McGivem’s 
tale: not so hot. Bernal's story: swell fun. 
“Priestess of the Sleeping Death:” different plot 
from Neil R. Jones’ recent stories, but I'm getting 
sick and tired of the Duma Rangue. Well forget 
Wilcox’s story for the present while I  make some 
suggestions.

To begin with, I have some ideas about your 
QUARTERLY. My suggestion is this: why not 
put out a real QUARTERLY? Say, something 
in the old 1 1 ^ x 8 ^  size with 100 pages, selling 
for 50c. I can just see the first issue! That rumor 
about Dr. Smith has just materialized, and printed 
in bold letters, across a brilliant cover by Paul, 
you have the following: “Ultra Skylark,” the 
greatest story yet written by Dr. E. E. Smith— 
with five stories by other prominent authors.” You 
could print a long novel, or two, or three, and 
some shorts each issue. I’m sure you’d find 
enough purchases, so how about it?

And now to “Invisible Raiders.” It was pretty 
good. Surprised? It was a great improvement 
over “Battering Rams;’’ the only thing that 
bothered me was the constant use of that word 
“zang.” It sounds terrible! Take this for instance:

Zang! Congratulations on your fifteenth anni
versary! Zang! I hope that Amazing lasts for 
years to come. Zang! I am feverishly awaiting 
your May issue. Zang! 240 pages for twenty- 
five cents.

ZANG!
Silly, isn’t it?

Leonard Marlow,
S809 Beechwood Ave., 
Indianapolis, Ind.

It seems to us that another Quarterly would be 
just a bit too much. We’d be confused ourselves, 
with three magazines on the stands with the same 
title. Zang!—Ed.

1941 C O N V E N T IO N !
Sirs:

As most of you know, the World's Science 
Fiction Convention is going to be held in Denver, 
Colorado, July 4th, 5th, and 6th, sponsored by the 
Colorado Fantasy Society. The Convention Com
mittee fervently hopes that all readers and fans of
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science fiction will make this convention if pos
sible. Following is the last minute pertinent in
formation pertaining to this gala event of science 
and fantasy fiction:

It will be held at Denver's fashionable hotel, the 
Shirley-Savoy, in the Colorado and Centennial 
Rooms. The rates of this hotel are extremely 
reasonable, more reasonable in fact than any of 
Ihe other larger hotels in town including the YW 
and YMCA, and we'd appreciate it if all of you 
that will, room here, for if a hundred delegates 
put up here we will be able to get the hall free, 
and consequently have more funds for elaborate 
preparations and entertainment.

All fans who write ahead will be met at the 
bus station or depot and driven to the hotel. If 
your arrival is unheralded you may get in touch 
with us by calling CHerry 1067 (Roy Hunt). The 
opening session will begin promptly at 9 A. M., 
Friday the 4th. The program has not as yet been 
worked out in too fine a detail before this goes to 
press, but we are more or less certain of the 
following:

Friday morning from 9 to 12 will be an informal 
gathering where old acquaintances are renewed, 
new ones made, and autographs exchanged. Here 
you will meet many of the editors, authors, and 
fans that you have seen in the various science 
and fantasy magazines, and above all, Denven- 
tion's honor guest, Robert A Heinlein. Editors

Palmer, Tremaine, Weisinger, Pohl, Wollheim, and 
Lowndes are expected. Mr. Tremaine, inciden
tally, is offering a $25 cash award to the fan who 
overcomes the greatest obstacles in making the 
Denvention. Authors E. E. Smith, Robert Hein
lein, Willard E. Hawkins, D. B. Thompson, A. E. 
Van Vogt, Ross Rocklynne, A. G. Birch, Ralph 
Milne Farley, R. R. Winterbotham, S. D Gottes- 
man, Charles Tanner, and many others are ex
pected. Such famous fans as Ackerman, Tucker, 
Madle, Widner, Morojo, Freehafer, Reinsberg, 
Sbroyer, Dikty, Gilbert, Korshak, Bronson, 
Wright, Fortier, Tullis, Yerke, Knight and count
less others from all parts of the continent will be 
present.

In the afternoon there will be speeches pertain
ing to various phases of fantasy by leading science 
fictionists. That evening there will be the tradi
tional costume party where everyone that can, 
dresses as some science fictional character. Punch, 
beer, and wine will be free, and after the party the 
equally traditional auction will be held, Korshak 
presiding, where the delegates may buy the original 
cover paintings and interior illustrations of your 
favorite fantasy artists, and numerous other collec
tors’ items to grace your den and collection.

Saturday (5th) will be a meeting of the Col
orado Fantasy Society limited to members only. 
Incidentally, all of you Ians and readers, whether 
you plan to attend or not, and who wish to further

V A e  BLACK PIRATES 4  BARSOOM!
by EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS

Deep beneath Mars lies the valley Dor, cavern-world 
of the Black Pirates of Barsoom. And in Dor lies 
Throxus, the only remaining ocean of a dying 
world. Nowhere on Mars is adventure keener, nor 
danger greater. And to the fighting blades of John 
Carter and Pan Dan Chee, it offered a challenge 
they had to answer. But perhaps there wotild not 
have been a challenge had it not been for the beauty 
of Liana of Gathol . . .  if it had not been for the 
. . . B la c k  P r in c e !  Don’t fail to follow the ad
ventures of these three characters in Edgar Rice 
Burroughs’ newest novel.

ONE OF THE SIX GREAT STORIES IN 
THE THRILL-PACKED JUNE ISSUE OF

STORIES
NOW ON SALE At A ll Newsstands
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CH ILD LESS
Wives
W H O  W I S H

BABIES!
Doctor’s Information 

SE N T  F R E E !
Concerning sim ple w ay followed a t  borne b y  
which th e  fem ale o rgans in  rellovable func
tional ste rility  m ay be  assisted  so th a t 
m otherhood m ay then  so often be easily pos- 
Bible! YO U  A N D Y O U R  H U S B A N D  M AYLATER  
TH A N K  TH E D A Y  YO U  S E N T  FO R  T H IS  FR EE  
IN F O R M A T IO N . Women from over the  Nation 
■write ns of th e ir  joy  in  becoming m others a t  
la s t!  FO R  FR EE C O P Y  w rite to  W arner Co., 
8 2 2  W . b ak e  S t., M inneapolis, Minnesota.

Those W ith D istress From  
S TO M A C H  
U L C E R S

Due to Gastric Hyperacidity
ghmild avail themselves of our Special Trial Off or of a simple home 
treatment which has given relief, right from the start, in thou
sands of cases. For a limited time only, we will gladly send 
our regular $1.26 size for only 85e. This 7-day treatment should con- 
vlnce you that it Is amazingly effective, although inexpensive. The 
treatment does not necessitate a liquid diet nor Interfere with your 
day's work. Send 35c for this unusual Trial Offer and ask for our 
Informative FREE Booklet on Qaa. Aridity. Sour Stomach. Acid 
Stomach. Ulcers or other distress caused by Gastric Hyperacidity. 
TWIN CITY VON CO., Dept. 203B, Minneapolis, Mina.

T R I A L  OF F E R

SilCKNESS or,MCt:idEHT

MO.
For Accident 
or Sickness

$100.80
Emergency

Cash
$100.00
Hospital

• A l l  <u >v e r i
fied in  t  fie volley

Thouianda of people are dis
abled every hour of the day.

Dirn't let slckneaa or acci
dent find you unprepared. 

READ THIS 
GUARANTEE 

We guarantee that all just claims will 
be paid promptly In strict accord

ance with the 
provisions of '*- 'a policy. 

A lfred  
S y lv a n u i, 

Piet.

COSTS ONLY $T PER MONTH
The “Security" Slcknat* and Accident Pel Icy gives 
your family quick cash when income is Htopped. Pays CASH protection of $25.00 a weak up to ten 
weeks for accident —$25.00 each week for slrkneaa, 
as specified in policy—tuid up to $5,000.00 for acci
dental death, loss of hands, eyes or feet. Also 
other liberal features. Half benefits after age 60. 
Examine this new Security Policy on our 10-day 
Free Ihspectlon Offer l

NO PHYSICAL EXAMINATION 
Any parson may apply. Asm 10 to 75. man or wo
man. No physical examination. The Security Policy 
sold by mall. No agent will call. The Arcadia Mu
tual Caaualty Company la a safe company - -not an 
association or assessment company. It haa the ap
proval ot the Illinois State ituuranoo Department.
C C kin u n  I M U E V  Just mall the coupon for o C n U  n U  I f lv N C I  complete information. You 
alonojudgeand decide. Don't wait until it’s too late.

THE ARCAOIA MUTUAL CASUALTY CO,, Desk22-C NoAgeilt I 
78 East Wacker Drlee. Chicago, III. Will Call 1

Please lead mo complete information and tell mo how 1 m«y get 
the “Security’' Policy for 10- Day Fr.elnspeetlon without obligation. |
Name......................................................................................  1

I Address  .................................................................. I

the cause of science and fantasy fiction should 
send us your fifty cents membership fee, for which 
you will receive a beautiful modernistic member
ship card, a number of booster stickers for your 
letters, and the official CFS publication, The CFS 
Review.

The afternoon will be an open business meet
ing of fandom discussing various problems para
mount to fans, such as where the next conven
tion will be held. The rest of the program is not 
yet decided upon, although within the realm of 
possibility is a comical science fiction play written 
and produced by the pro science fiction author, 
Willard E. Hawkins, and a feature length scientific - 
tion movie, if possible either H. Rider Haggard’s 
SHE or Jules Verne’s THE MYSTERIOUS 
ISLAND. Sunday evening the Denvention will 
officially terminate with a banquet in honor of 
Robert A. Heinlein.

Anyone requiring further information should 
contact Lew Martin at 1258 Race Street, Denver. 
Memberships may also be sent to this address in 
either cash or money orders. No checks or stamps, 
please.

Let’s all pull together and make this, the Den
vention, the most successful convention ever, and 
one to be remembered far into the future.

The Denvention Committee, 
Olon F. Wiggins,
Lew Martin,
Roy Hunt,
Denver, Colo.

MR. X
Sirs:

I have not been reading F antastic Adventures 
or Amazing Stories for a very long time, but I 
have been reading them long enough to form my 
opinion about the different types of stories. From 
the picture on the cover of the January issue of 
F antastic Adventures I thought that this was 
going to be a colossal story, but after I had read 
it I changed my mind. It was not bad, but it 
could have been a lot better. (By the way, I  for
got to mention the name of the story, “The Float
ing Robot.”) The cover of this F antastic Adven
tures was very good; one of the best I have seen.

The best stories in this issue are “The Golden 
Amazon Returns” and “The Horse that Talked.” 
“Dr. Kelton, Body Snatcher” was quite good, but 
ended too abruptly. As to “The Vanishing Wit
ness” : a little too impossible. If the Dynamouse 
had eaten the cheese with that high explosive, how 
is it that it didn’t go off while chewing it? And 
as.far as I know, explosives are poisons and would 
have killed the mouse. Again why would the 
prof, leave this deadly explosive lay around care
lessly where it could easily get knocked off by 
himself or by Mr. Hoskins, the reporter?

Mr. X,
Cargill Ave.,
Half-Way-Tree P. O., 
St. Andrew, Jamaica.

Explosives art poisons, Mr. X, but V-235 it not 
an explosive. It is an isotope of Uranium. Its
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atomic power can be released under the right con
ditions. As for being careless, a lot of people 
are I—Ed.

O’BRIEN ’S R EPU TA TIO N  SAVED!
Sirs:

Although I am not a regular reader of your 
magazine, I happened to be glancing through the 
pages of your May Issue when I chanced upon 
some correspondence on the “Reader’s Page-’ which 
caused much amusement on my part. It seems 
that a deluded gentleman from Seattle, Washing
ton by the name of Frank Cook has accused the 
noble author of “The Floating Robot” of certain 
inaccuracies concerning radio hams in his story. 
Mr. Cook seems to be under the impression that 
a “ham” operating his station under the influence 
is an exceedingly rare if not a non-existent occur
rence. 1 beg to differ with Mr. Cook in this as
sumption, and wish to state further that if he ever 
happens to be in this part of the country he may 
drop in and pay me a visit, during which I will 
give him a demonstration of this procedure. As 
for the profanity situation, I can only suggest 
that Mr. Cook do more listening on the twenty 
meter phone and c.w. bands and perhaps he will 
change his opinion.

I  hope that this communication has helped 
in the clearing of the author’s name, and has also 
helped to straighten out a few ideas in certain 
peoples’ minds.

Dick Dunham,
WlLCA,
Bass River, Mass.

Thanks, Dick, for admitting that "hams” are 
human too! And maybe we’U do a little listening 
for you ourselves. Only one caution: if you hear 
any funny noises, turn off your set. There might 
be another floating robot aroundl They’re wuss’n 
pink elephants t—Ed.

OW1!!
Sirs:

In regard to March, 1941 issue, I might say 
that a more morbid collection of tripe has never 
been my displeasure to read before. In matters 
pertaining to illustration and material, the less 
said the better.

I must, however, since this 13 another one of 
(hose fool letters that readers write every now 
and then and nobody pays any attention to, 
say something about the contents of this month’s 
issue.

To begin—for heaven’s sake, why do you have 
to dig up artists that make cartoon sketches and 
call them drawings? The illustrations for Slaves 
of the Fish Men—which was incidentally one of 
the cheapest examples of the blood and brawn type 
of adventure story sneaking into the pages of a 
sf mag I ’ve ever seen—were so disgusting I cov
ered one side of the page with one hand while 
reading the tripe on the other side.

Some people call Mr. Burroughs an excellent 
sf writer. I  think Mr. Burroughs writes good

"Haven’t got 
what it takes?
Who? ME?"
Yei, it often is a shock to discover what 
others really think about you. And while 
they may be completely wrong, still . . .

Why not p ro v e  that you’re going places 
—why not make more money?

Do you dare say you lack the oppor
tunity when thousands are winning raises, 
promotion, through LaSalle’s new home- 
study training?

Let us send you free that fascinating 
book: “ Ten Years’ Promotion in One. 
Write for it tod a y ! There’s no obligation—•! 
nothing but a challenge, an inspiration, 
that can make money for you!

Ask also for one 
of these inter
esting books on 
your chosen field.

LaSalle Extension University
A  Correspondence Institution'

Dept* E75-R, Chicago
Please send me, without cost or obligation, “Ten 

Years' Promotion in One" and also the book on the 
business field checked below:

B Accountancy □  Law □  Traffic Mgt, 
Business Mgt, O  Modern Salesmanship

Nome.
Address.
City. SlaU
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Flush Poisons From 
Kidneys and Stop 

Getting Up Nights
Be Healthier, Happier —

Live Longer

W hen yon can get for 3f> cents a safe, efficient 
and  h arm less s tim u la n t and  d iu re tic  That should 
flush from  y o u r k idneys the  w aste  m atte r, poisons 
and  acid  th a t  a re  now  doing- you harm , w hy con
tin u e  to  b reak  y o u r re s tfu l sleep by g e ttin g  up 
th ro u g h  th e  n ig h t?

D o n 't  b e  a n  K A S Y  M A R K  a n d  a c c e p t  a  s u b s t i 
t u t e — A s k  f o r  G o ld  M e d a l  H a a r l e m  O il C a p s u le s .  
G E T  G O L D  M E D A L — t h e  o r i g i n a l — t h e  g e n u in e .  
L o o k  f o r  t h e  G o ld  M e d a l  o n  t h e  b o x — 35 c e n ts .

O ther sym ptom s of w eak k idneys and  irr ita ted  
b lad d er m ay be backache, puffy eyes, sh iftin g  
pa ins, b u rn in g  o r scan ty  passage. D on’t  accep t a  
s u b stitu te .

FALSE TEETH
tow
AS

*6 .8 5

90 DAYS’ TRIAL

E

fe.:: <■;'%
E X A M I N E  T H E M  ^

We lesite FALSE TEETH for
'OU by mall from your own Impressions. You 

uaV© satisfaction of M O N E Y  B A C K  G U A R - ANTE£. Cuitomera report satisfaction but you bsyour own
SEND NO MONEY BOOKLET! °andY MATERIAL
C L E V E L A N D  D E N T A L  S U P P L Y  C O M P A N Y  

D*p+. S0-E1, East St. Louts. Illinois

Did “Diamond Jim” Have 
Stomach or Ulcer Pains?
I t  18 hardly likely $hat Diamond Jim  Brady could have 
eaten ao voraciously if  he suffered a fte r-ea tin g  pains. 
Sufferers who have to pay the  penalty o f stomach or 
ulcer pains, indigestion, gas pains, heartburn, burning 
sensation, bloat and o ther conditions caused by excess 
acid should try  a  25c box of UDGA Tablets. They must 
help or money refunded. At drug stores everywhere.

HOW GAMBLERS WIN
Twelve ways Professionals win with fair dice. No switching. No practice. One hundred k ey s  and codeB on. twenty-four different 
backs. 50 cents. BEAT THE CHEAT, 23 pages of exposes, $1.00. The great OPEN BOOK, written In words of fire, 155 page* o< 
fliiposee, $3.50. Tree catalog Included.
Box 2488 SPECIALTY EXPOSE Kansas City. Ho.

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y I — S a v a  M o n a y !

60 Days'Trial I ROOFLESS PARTUL
We make FALSE TEETH for you by MAIL l*D I
fro m  y o u r  own  m o u th -im p ressio n . M o n a y - I t o s x s l  
rOCC Back Guarantor of SatltfactlM. Lih m I

rauumy s  p .n ta l Co., D»pt. 5-13, CNI««,«

fiction, insofar as adventure is concerned. But his 
sf is. to say the least, lousy!

In fact, the whole issue was filled with detec
tive and gripping horror tales. Recommended for 
the ash can, (1) Death Walks in Washington (it 
ought to keep right on walking), (2) Secret of the 
Stone Doll (which could go in the now defunct 
South Sea Stories). There were two good stories 
that might be passable—Beyond the Time Door, 
and Adopted Son of the Stars. As a whole, this 
issue was a flop!

Arnold Kolner,
8810 West Gray, 
Houston, Texas.

P. S. Dump Twenty-Fifth Century Sherlock 
in the ash can too.

It is with sotne trepidation that we lift our head 
out of the bomb shelter and meekly say: ‘‘but you 
read the page over which you weren’t holding 
your hand.” We figure you for a pal, because of 
that. Keep on reading us. Maybe we’ll surprise 
you.—Ed.

“E X A C T ” C O P Y ?
Sirs:

Well, imagine that, you didn't cut out much 
(too much) of my last letter; I am amazed! ! ! 
Could it be that the old man is going soft on us ?

If that shadow on the cover resembled any
thing remotely related to a Tyrannosaurus rex, 
I’ll eat it (the Tyrannosaurus rex, of course). It 
looked more like a goat—and it got mine.

So FA. is going monthly, huh? That’s fine, but 
when is it going weekly? And trimmed edges? 
And slick paper?

For once the feature story took first place 
which it hasn’t done for a h— of a while. “Three 
Eyes in the Dark” was a fine story in its class, but 
it was outclassed . . . Wilcox would do better if 
he stuck to science. “The Masterful Mind of 
Mortimer Meek” cannot be rated because it was 
almost an exact copy of a story appearing in 
another mag several months ago. “Moons of 
Death” was a fair story, but get Bond back . . 
and Wellman. The ending of “The Man Who 
Murdered Himself” was too obvious, you made it 
even more so by telling us all about it on the 
contents page. “The Machine from the Past” and 
“Mr. Duffy’s Other Life” were pretty good; you 
are publishing too many of this type though, one 
every two months will be enough from now 
on. . .

What! No cartoons? 'S’matter, use up your 
supply in Amazing's Anniversary Issue?

Why wasn’t “If the Sun Turned Green" listed 
in the contents?

Get more than one in “Introducing the Author” 
by having them cut down on the gas and give 
us the bare facts.

You priDt the interesting letters. Wait a 
minute! ! 1 You’re all wrong—you print
mine. . ,

Wallace E. Buchholz, 
330 Spaulding Ave., 
Ripon, Wis.

We read the story you mention, and all it had
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in common with McGivcm’s fine yarn was “will 
power." As for being unable to rate it, we dis
agree. We read it a half-dozen times in th i 
process of putting the magazine together, and we 
liked it belter each time. In short, it was an 
excellent yarn, and you are the only reader so far 
to disagree, if you dot The cartoon in the last 
issue was yanked to supply space to announce our 
going monthly. It was a last minute decision, and 
the only place we could put it. As for the author 
department, our readers like to know all they can 
about the author. More than one a month, and 
we’d soon be stymied for material.—Ed.

ANOTHER “THINKER OUT LOUD’’
Sirs:

In answer to your editorial in the March issue. 
YOU are a very definite personality. A charming 
one. I think the phrase “a swell guy’’ serves very 
neatly. Nothing “stiff” or “stilted” nor do you 
talk down to your readers as if you thought 
them all children. You could edit a country 
weekly and build a good circulation. You are at 
your best when you just think out loud . . .  a la 
Odd McIntyre. (I am STILL wondering about 
those 116 dog pictures!!!)

As to love. Many very young readers protest 
loudly against the love element in stories. They 
are really arguing with themselves. After all, 
Rap, don't YOU remember being “off women for 
life” every so often!!!! You shouldn’t take those 
chaps seriously. As you pointed out, human be
ings ACT on MOTIVES So? WHY then would 
chaps write protests against love interest in stor
ies? It irks them? H-m-m-m . . .  all right. 
Then WHY does a love angle irk ’em? Answer is 
obvious. We do not even need Oscar to help us 
figure THAT out I

WHAT IS LOVE ANYHOW?
Some would define it as “The Biological Urge.” 

I do NOT agree. I can love horses, dogs, cats 
and my old-maid aunt. There just ain’t no bi
ological urge involved.

Personally I think love is a sort of sympathy, 
a sort of “tune” . . . like we tune a receiving set 
to a certain radio station. Now and then we run 
across some one whose thoughts and emotions 
strike an answering chord in our own hearts and 
minds, and we call that response “affection.”

There is an old saying, Rap . . .  “A man who 
falls in love with a pretty face may find a face 
more fair. BUT a man who loves an ugly woman 
is in love forever I”

And THAT brings me to Don Wilcox’s story: 
“The Secret of the Stone Doll ” That story is a 
literary CRIME. Wilcox builds up to a terrific 
climax that isn’t there . . .  it just goes “pfft.”

Let’s imagine a little twist. The chap is horri
fied, grief stricken, crushed. This old, old woman 
. . . his lovely Looma?????!!!! He still LOVES 
HER, old woman or not.

HE WANTS TO BE OLD ALSO! If this crazy 
thing can be for her, why not for him ? He pours 
out his heart . . . and they turn back together to 
the cave. . . he and this feeble old white-haired
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acid-stomach trouble. My doctors told 
me 1 had acid stomach ulcers and 
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life. Before taking your treatment I 
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nothing but soft foods and milk. 
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woman. . . He . . . bent on throwing away his 
youth, his strength, all that the vigorous years of 
life can mean.

SO? The call for a BRAVE man . . .  as a 
mate for the chosen woman of the tribe . . .  fits 
now in our story! (In the Wilcox ending . . .  It 
is meaningless. Just as the taboo is meaningless.)

BOTH have proven their ability to rise above 
things that would break most folks. BOTH have 
chosen dedication of self to the good of the tribe.

Ail the Traysomians are now their children. To 
love, rule, guide . . . and end up with ’em kneel
ing very solemn, reverent and happy . . . facing 
the setting sun or sumpin’.

Then the story makes sense. Fantastic sense, 
but a kind of sense. As Wilcox ended the story 
it is as unpalatable as a warmed over fried egg. 
Forgive me, Rap, but THAT conies right back to 
land in YOUR lap. YOU should not have ac
cepted that anticlimax of an ending Wilcox gave 
you.

The other stories? “Slaves ol the Fish Men1’ 
was a typical E.R.B. blood ’n' thunder yam. Quite 
acceptable. The others were POT BOILERS. I 
also like Oscar, but just the same he turned up 
in a pot boiler this time. You say yourself: 
“James Norman rushed him into new adventures.” 
Quite so. RUSHED is the word 1

Don’t let all the criticism get you down. I 
wouldn’t buy the mag if I didn’t like it and 
enjoy the stuff you dig up. Nor would 1 be so 
critical if you didn’t publish some swell yarns. 
So I get critical when others fail to hit the same 
plane.

George A. Foster,
P. O. Box 188, 
Stoughton, Mass.

P. S. Was amused to note in editor’s notation 
anent Carson of Venus that you said Venus was 
“barely a sleeper jump in the vast reaches of 
infinite space.” H-m-tn-m . . . ya sound like our 
mutual friend, Pahjois Tuuli. YOU don't happen 
to hail from Uranus also do you? M M

What an argument you'd have on your hands 
among an authors’ group! Any story can be writ
ten a hundred ways. Your way is just another 
way. Editorially, we say it’s good, but just a bit 
on the sentimental side. As for being from Uranus, 
maybe we are!—Ed.

A SUGGESTION
Sirs:

Would it entail too much expense to publish 
all of Burrough’s early novels one at a time, in 
magazine form?

Many readers of Fantasy, who up until now 
have not been able to get them, would like to 
have the entire works of E. R. Burroughs, the 
Prince of Fictioneers, in their collection. I am 
sure an idea of this sort would meet with the 
approval of many.

In complimenting the recent issue of F antastic 
Adventures, k t me say that It is still the same 
old mag. Better than ever if that is possible.

The Burroughs novel was, of course, first.
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Keep St. John.
Secret of the Slone Doll came in second.
Third: Beyond The Time Door.
Fourth: Adopted Son of the Stars.
Fifth: The Thought Robot.
Sixth: Death Walks in Washington.
Seventh: I DON’T LIKE SPACE SHIPS, so 

not having read this story, I can't pass an opinion.
Jay Jackson is swell and gives St. John a close 

race for the title of THE BEST INTERIOR IL
LUSTRATOR of the time

Vaughan Ralf Heiner, 
225 Second St., 
California, Pa.

Republishing all of the Burroughs works would 
be a colossal task. And we believe the readers 
would rather have new works by Burroughs than 
reprints. After all, his books can be purchased 
in any bookstore—Ed.

INTRO DUC ING  THE AUTHOR
(Concluded from page 135)

Leaving Mr. Edison’s employ, Cummings began 
writing scientific fiction for many magazines. His 
stories gripped the popular imagination and they 
“clicked.” Mr. Cummings’ success as a writer has 
been meteoric. In a few years he became one of 
the world’s most popular authors of science fiction.

Perhaps one of his most popular books was 
“Tarrano, The Conqueror,” published as a $2.00 
edition.

Ray Cummings was the inventor of the type 
of story known as the “atom world” stories, in 
which imaginative journeys into the infinitely 
small, or the infinitely large were accomplished. 
It is perhaps this type of story which has given 
him most of his reputation.

When Mr. Cummings asked us what we wanted 
for Amazing Stories, we told him to beark back 
to the stories he used to spin in the days when 
he did his best work. Which was a good bit of ad
vice, because not only did Mr. Cummings give us 
stories like his old masterpieces, but he actually 
outdid himself and created new ones.

If you don’t like “Onslaught of the Druid Girls” 
in this issue, you are going to be mighty lonely!

We present here the bit of poetry penned by 
Ray Cummings' daughter in honor of this unusual 
biography, which might have been titled: “Ray 
Cummings, The Story Of His Daughter!’’

But then, he’s proud of her—and we are proud 
of them both 1

MOONLIGHT
We sat together there, as twilight fell,
And watched the truant sun slip fast away 
From out the rippling river’s dancing spray;
The chimes of some great temple tolled a knell 
Of moarnfulness for this, the death of day.
And then bright beams of silver, to array 
The laughing waves, appeared to cast a spell 
Upon the earth. He spoke . . . but of the way 
The Nebular Hypothesis could tell 
Me all I wished to know of whirling gas,
And that concerning heat in molten mass.
I listened, yet to me, the moon throughout the while 
Was but a ray of joy to light a lover’s smile.

— E l i z a b e t h  S ta r r .
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LEG SORES?
IF you miff er pain and misery of Varicose Ulcers, 
(pen Leg Sore*, send away at once for FREE 

Booklet ••THE LIEPE METHODS FOR HOME USE." 
Telia all about thi* 40-year-old method, praised and en
dorsed by thousands. U a p o  M e th o d * , D e p t,  F -4 9 . 
J 2 B 4  N. a r s o n  Boy Avo.. M ilw aukee, W isconsin.

Patents and T ra d e  M a rk s
Patent and profit by your inventions. Protect your 
most valuable assets . . , Expert personal service.

LESTER L. SARGENT
Registered Patent Attorney

1115 K Si.. N. W. Washington, D. C.

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

P h o to g ra p h y

I REE—ONE ROLL DEVELOPED AND PRINTED FREE. 
Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully develop and 
print your first 6 to 16 exposure roll FREE plus 5xt inch 
enlargement FREE, also sensational, new folding folio to 
frame your prints, all free with this ad. (Enclosing 10c 
for handling and mailing appreciated.) Dean Studios,
Dept. 1054, Omaha, Nebraska.
8 ENLARGEMENTS AND FILM DEVELOPED, 116 SIZE 
or smaller, 25c coin; enlarged prints 3c each: special offer: 
enclose advertisement and negative for hand-colored en
largement free with order 25c or more. ENLARGE PHOTO, 
Box 791, Dept. ZD, Boston, Mass.

Q U IZ  A N SW ERS
(Quiz on page 136)

M A N IPU LAT IO N S IN M ATH
Ans: there is only one solution to this, others 

being only reversals of the first.

4 9 2

3 5 7

8 1 6

STAR G A Z IN G
(a) Brahe, Ilevelius, Maskelyne, Herschcl, 

Gould, Darwin, (b) Arabians, (c) Copernicus, 
(d) Alvan Clark.

A R M C H A IR  A R C H A EO LO G ISTS
(a) Phoenician, (b) Arabic, (c) Gaelic, (d) 

Russian, (e) Greek.
W H O  A M  17

(a) Robert VV. Bunsen, creator of the “Bunsen 
Burner.” (b) Luther Burbank.

YO UR KEN OF C H E M
(a) Egyptians, (b) O, FeSO„ Pb, Mn, Si.

CORRESPO N DEN CE CO RN ER  ~|

Marianne Ferguson, 20 So. Buffun St., Wor
cester, Mass., would like to correspond with any
one in their twenties interested in science, movies, 
stamps, etc. . . . Langley Searles, 19 E. 235th St., 
N.Y.C., has SF and fantasy books for sale. . . 
Stanley Crandon, 656 W. 162nd St., N.Y.C., wishes 
to sell books by Burroughs and Claudy, at mod
erate prices; write for list. . . Herbert Van 
D’Elden, U.S.N., Box 7, “U.S.S. Texas,” % Post
master, N.Y.C., has been living out of the U.S. 
for several years and wishes to correspond with 
intelligent girls interested in classical music and 
sciences . . . M. Schwartz, 1793 Prospect PI., 
Brooklyn, N.Y., would like pen pals from every
where; will reply promptly. . . Michael Arthur 
Torro, 25 Wall St., Cranford, N.J., wants corre
spondents of any country interested in sports, 
science, stamps, photography and radio. . . C. 
E. Gallagher, General Delivery, Keddie, Calif., is 
anxious to buy John Tame's “The Gold Tooth,” 
“Green Fire,” “The Purple Sapphire,” and back 
numbers of Amazing Stories; will pay well. . . 
Edmund Vincent Cowdry, Jr., 121 1001 Hall, 
Princeton University, Princeton, N.J., would like 
to correspond with young ladies (17-20) who are 
interested in SF and traveling; college girls pre
ferred. . . Thomas “Tommie” E. Townsend, 1524 
W. 28th St., Little Rock, Ark., would like to con
tact those in the metropolitan area of Greater 
Little Rock with intentions of forming a fan club; 
call 4-3856. . . Jack L. Thompson, 16 yrs., 118)4 
N. Main St., Apt. 4, Mishawaka, Ind., wants pen 
pals anywhere. . . Albion E. Doxsee, 4 Glenlake 
Ave., Toronto 9 Canada, would like to receive 
copies of Amazing Stories after February ’41; 
war conditions prevent his obtaining them any 
other way. . . R. K. Paris, 318 Springlake Ave., 
Madisonville, Ky., wants April and October ’39 
issues of Amazing Stories. . . Reed Frederick, 
298 W. Franklin St., Ephrata, Pa., would like cor
respondents around 17 yrs. . . . Prof. Cbesler 
Hoey, 301 6th Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y., wants corre
spondents. . . Richard Gookins, 2605 State St., 
Salem, Ore., wishes feminine pen pals (17-22); 
will reply to all communications. . . Dell An
drews, 29 yrs., 41 Retta Ave., New Miami, Hamil
ton, Ohio, would like to discuss by mail subjects 
on airplanes as well as science. . . Marvin Gold- 
enberg, 1382 Goodfellow, St. Louis, Mo., wishes 
pen pals of 14 yrs ; will reply to all letters. . . 
Edward Gonia, 2475 S. Austin St,, Milwaukee, 
Wise., 16J4 yrs., wants male correspondents n o t  
interested in stamp collecting, astronomy, chem
istry or physics. . . M. Kritzberg, 4748 N. Craw
ford, Chicago, 111., has hundreds of Amazing 
Stories and other SF magazines; postcard will 
bring free list. . .

C O M IN G  SOON
CIRCE RETURNS IN NAT SCHACHNER'S 

GREATEST NOVEL 
THE ENCHANTRESS

PRINTED IN' U. 8 . A.
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D o  y o u  r e a l ly  Want fo 
g e t  a h e a d  in  business 7

e

Then here is a valuable tip for you ...
The problem of winning promotion—of achieving 
the better job and better pay—is not easy. Compe
tition is keen and the demands are high. But it is 
much easier—simpler—if you understand one im
portant fact.

Business and industry always need men and women 
who can take on larger responsibilities—give more 
valuable service. Those who step up into the bigger 
jobs are those who have an objective and definitely 
prepare for it—who not only give their best to 
today’s job, but who also plan and prepare for the 
jobs on ahead and train themselves to meet the 
greater responsibilities of the bigger job.

Pick Some G row in g  Field 
and Prepare

I f  you really want to get ahead, pick some field of 
opportunity—either your present field or some other. 
Find out its opportunities, and its requirements— 
decide whether you are fitted for it—then get busy.

Train thoroughly for it. Make yourself expert in it. 
Then you can compel success.

For 32 years, LaSalle has been helping ambitious 
men and women prepare for advancement. Hundreds 
of thousands now in good jobs and on the way up to 
better ones, owe their success to LaSalle training.

investigate—Then Decide
Out of that long and wide experience we have com
piled a wealth of knowledge about various fields of 
business. That knowledge is freely at your disposal. 
Tell us—in a letter or in the coupon below—what 
you want to be. We will tell you—without cost or 
obligation—of the opportunities and requirements 
in that field. We will tell you also of our complete 
training program for that job. Then you can decide.

The coupon below lists a number of opportunity 
jobs. Check the one in which you are interested—or 
write in some other job on the blank line. Then mail 
the coupon today. It can be your first step toward 
the success you want.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

Departm ent 478-R Ch icago, Illinois

I am interested in winning to the career I have checked below. Please send me the facts 
about the opportunities in that field and about your training for that job.
□ Business M anager
□  In d u s tr ia l  M anager
□  F actory  S u p e rin te n d en t
□  P ro d u c tio n  M anager
□  F orem an
□  In sp ec to r
□  C ertified  Public  A ccountan t
□  C om ptro ller
D C hief A cco u n tan t
□  A udito r

□  Cost A ccoun tan t
□  S ta tis tic ian
□  B o o k k e e p e r
□ C ashier
□  S alesm an
□ Sales M anager
□  C orrespondence Supervisor
□  Sales C orrespondent
□  Collection C orrespondent

□  Collection M anager
□  C red it M anager
□  R a te  C lerk
□  S h ip p in g  C lerk
□  T ram c M anager
□  Export M anager
□  Legal C ounsellor
□  Office M anager
□ Secretary

(Any other)

N am e ....................................................................................................................................................................................................Age

Occupation..................................................................................................................................................................................................

Address ....................................................................................................................................................................................................... .

C ity .........................................................................................................................................................................State ....................... .. .
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ONE of our readers suggested that our ar
tists collaborate on a cover. Well, that's 
exactly what was done on this month’s 

cover, illustrating “ Goddess of Fire,” Edgar Rice 
Burroughs’ latest “Carson of Venus” yam.

The cover itself was painted by J . Allen St. 
John, and then the now famous Mac Girl was 
added to it by the popular H. W. McCauley. The 
result, in the opinion of your editors, is as lovely 
a cover as the fantasy field has ever seen. We 
know you’ll like it. As for ourselves, we will 
frame this one and hang it in our office for the 
admiration of future visitors. If you ever drop 
in, you’ll see it there, 
which is by way of an 
invitation. If vacation 
brings you into Chicago, 
drop in on us!

'T 'H E R E ’S a bit of a 
story behind this is

sue of F an tastic  A d v e n 
tures. It has to do with 
Edgar Rice Burroughs 
and Ralph Milne Farley.
They both appear with 
stories. And that’s w'here 
the story inside a story 
comes in 1

Long ago, working 
without knowledge of 
each other, these two 
writers wrote a story 
about an “ inner world” 
inside the Earth. Both 
of t h o s e  manuscripts 
reached the desk of the 
editor of a weird maga
zine on the same day.

That editor couldn’t 
buy either of the stories, 
but he recommended another market to both. The 
final result was publication of both stories by 
that other market, but six  years  a p a r t ! And it 
was Burroughs who beat Farley to the punch, by 
a quirk of fate.

So you see what strange consequences can come 
of a mere coincidence. Burroughs, because he had 
first publication, wrote a series of inner world 
stories. If Farley had been first, the series would 
have been his.

Which reminds us that a new series of Pellucidar 
stories will appear in A m a zin g  S tories, our com

panion magazine beginning with the December 
issue—which is a long way to forecast, but then, 
Burroughs is worth waiting for!

\ \ J C  introduce to our pages this month a new 
’ ’  writer to fantasy fiction. He is Robert Les

lie Bellem, who is not unknown in the writing 
world, having penned some of the finest south- 
sea, adventure, and detective fiction that has ap
peared in recent years. We know that his addi
tion to our little family will bring some very fine 
stories to you in the near future. Just keep your 
eye peeled for his name. It means “here’s a good 

story!” Incidentally, his 
autobiography is on page 
136 of this issue.

O  EMEMBER 
^  Schachner?

"How can you b« to indifferent, Brenda? 
It’s more then metal end oil can stand."

N a t 
Y o u

ought to, because he was 
one of the names that 
popularized fantasy fic
tion from its early days. 
He’s quite a big-shot 
writer these days, but 
he’s come back to fantasy 
with a swell novel, com
plete in one issue, in the 
August issue of F a n ta s
tic  A d ven tu res . It’s “ The 
Return of Circe” and it’s 
30,000 words of the fin
est story you ever read, 
we guarantee it. Also, it 
is featured by a new Mac 
Girl cover by you know 
who! Which is reason 
enough to be on the dot 
when the issue hits the 
stands on June 2 1 ! Don’t 
say we didn’t tell you 

about i t ! It’s a “must” story if there ever was one.

D O T maybe the big news of the August issue is 
a new contest, the finest we’ve ever run. It 

is based around a story called “Problem On Mars” 
by Duncan Farnsworth . . . and wow, is it a 
problem! It’ll make you pounce on your pen
cil and scratchpad and dope out a way to nail 
$50.00 in easy money! By all means, get in on 
this one—it’s the berries I No complicated letter 
to write, no story to finish. Just answer one 
simple question!

(C o n c lu d ed  on  p age 12 4 ) 

6



FANTASTIC ADVENTURES 7

The Murrey family, 4712 Leamington A»e., Chicago, 111.

1 0  D A Y  
F R E E  O F F E R  

•

Mail Coupon! 

Send No Money

TOTAL
C OST

O n l y

s | o o

A MONTH
FOR ALL!

JUfje, and CaducUty Gantfuttuf
OFFERS THE NEW

rnmiiv group poiiiv
THAT

Insures Entire Family

Baby-Children-Parents-Grandparents
A* PLAINLY STATE® IN THE POLICY

YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY
IS INSURED UP TOt

S T A G E S  1 TO  75 . . .  a t S a m e  C o s t !
This wonderful Family Group policy now gives your whole family safe, reliable 
insurance, paying benefits for natural death, double amount for auto accidental 
death, and triple benefits for travel accidental death. One policy, one premium 
insures all your loved ones—baby to grandparents—alt for only $1.00 per month!

> 1 , 0 0 0 ! °
Msxtmem— Natural Daatfc

<2 , 0 0 0 °°
Maxims—f * r  tm U  HmNo M  O.xti

>3 , 0 0 0 ! !
•taxiiHMn—f o r  Traval Accidental Death

T he policy it  not cancelled by the d ea th  of 
one o f the insured member*. T he benefit* 
are paid and th e  policy remain* in force 
on the balance of the insured croup as tons 
a* premium* are paid. M onthly premiums 
art divided equally betw een the num ber 
insured *nd benefits are traded according 
to  the attained ages of members insured.

ACT NOW • SEND COUPON!

no mEDitni ExnmmnTion
Wc have thousands of satisfied policyholders all over the country, many of whom 
could not afford to pay big prices.,Now YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY can enjoy 
real life insurance protection. No agent will call. No medical examination, no in
vestigation, no red tape. This remarkable Triple Indemnity policy sold by mail 
on Bankers Life and Casualty Company’s ironclad guarantee. You take no risk.

i m o  n o  m o n E V
Remember, you do not send one cent with coupon—just your name and address, 
and we send you our 10 Day Free offer and full details. Be sure to write today. 
Don’t put this off. Just mail coupon. No obligation.

NO AGENT 
WILL CALL

Send coupon quick 
for full details and 
our 10 Day Free 
offer. No obligation 
or single penny ex
pense to you. Act 
today for this new 
low  c o s t  fa m ily  
group policy.

M A I L  DETAILS F R E E !
■  ■  A N K E R S  L IF E  A N D  C A S U A L T Y  C O . 1
m farters Insurant* BN*., letter-son S U.,D M h|93.CM M CLH . "
■  Please send deta ils  and  tell me how to r e t  th e  Fam ily I
■  O o u p  Policy for free inspection. N o Agent Will Call. ™

I  Nmm......................................................................... |
|  SH -t-n r  H ..........................................................  R
I  Ctf ...........................................................s « .....................................I





GODDESS of FIRE
luf ZJttfGSl Rice BuWUUUfju

How could this Venus girl/ so beautiful other 
women seemed as beasts, remember Brooklyn? She 
could never have seen or known it— and yet. . .

“ ^ t A F E ! ” breathed Duare. “Safe 
at last!” She nestled closer to 

^  me in the seat of the little plane 
as we hurtled along through the Venu
sian skylanes beneath the eternal cloud 
blankets.

Safe! That word has its nuances. 
Safety is relative. In relation to her 
immediate past, Duare was quite safe; 
but we were still thousands of miles 
from Korva, with only a very hazy idea 
of the direction of our goal.

We had enough concentrated fuel to 
fly the ship for, probably, some fifty 
years; but we would have to make occa
sional landings for food and water, and 
it seemed as though every time we 
landed something terrible happened to 
us.

But that is Venus. If you had a 
forced landing in Kansas or Maine or 
Oregon, the only thing you’d have to 
worry about would be the landing; but 
when you set a ship down in Venus, you 
never know what you’re going to run 
up against.

It might be kloonobargan, the hairy, 
man-eating savages; or a tharban, that 
most frightful of lion-like carnivores; 
or a basto, a huge, omnivorous beast 
that bears some slight resemblance to 
the American bison; or, perhaps worst 
of all, ordinary human beings like your

self, but with a low evaluation of life— 
that is, your life.

But I was not so much troubled by 
consideration of these possibilities as I 
was of the fate of Kandar and Artol. 
They were splendid fellows, and I hated 
to think of their having to remain slaves 
in Mypos,

Duare had evidently been watching 
my face, for she said:

“What is troubling you, Carson? 
You look worried.”

“I was thinking of Kandar and Ar
tol,” I replied. “We had hoped to es
cape together.”

“Who is Artol?” she asked. “I do not 
recall a slave by that name.”

“I met him after I was taken to Ty
ros’ palace,” I explained. “He was a 
warrior in the body guard of Jantor, 
jong of Japal—Kandar’s father, you 
know.”

“We should help them to escape, if 
we can,” said Duare.

“I can’t risk your safety again,” I 
said.

“They are your friends,” she said. 
“We cannot abandon them without 
making an effort to save them.” That 
was like Duare.

“Well,” I said, “we might fly over 
the city and see what can be done about 
it. I have a plan. Perhaps it will work,
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and perhaps it won’t. That will depend 
more upon Kandar and Artol than on 
us. Take the controls a minute.”

As she flew the ship, circling back 
toward Mypos,* I found writing ma
terials in one of the storage compart
ments; and wrote a note to Kandar. I 
showed it to Duare, and after she had 
read it, she nodded her approval.

“We can do our part easily enough,” 
she said; “I hope they can do theirs.”

I tied the note to a spare bolt, and 
took the controls. We were now about 
a thousand feet above Mypos, and I 
started a wide spiral down toward the 
city, aiming at Tyros’ palace.

As we got closer, I could see people 
staring up at us from the streets and 
from the palace grounds; and 1 could 
see others scurrying for safety. Of 
course none of them had ever seen an 
aeroplane before, for our anotar is the 
only one in Venus—as far as I know;

♦ Permanently etched on the golden plates of 
memory is my first meeting with Carson Napier. 
He had come to my ofhce at Tarzana to enlist my 
co-operation in recording his projected voyage to 
Mars in the giant rocket ship he had built on 
Guadalupe Island ol! the west coast of Lower 
California.

He told me briefly something of his background. 
I believe lhal I can almusL recall his exact words. 
They will explain how it has been possible for 
him to narrate his remarkable adventures to me.

“To get the whole picture clearly before you," 
he commenced, “ I shall have to tell you some
thing about myself. My father was a British 
army officer, my mother an American girl from 
Virginia. 1 was born in India while my father 
was stationed there, and broughL ttp under the 
tutorage of an old Hindu who was much attached 
to my father and mother. This Chand Kabi was 
something of a mystic, and lie taught me many 
things that, are not in the curriculums of schools 
for boys under ten.

“Among these things was telepathy, which he 
had cultivated to such a degree that he could 
converse with one in psychological harmony with 
him quite as easily at great distances as when face 
to face. Not only that, but he could project men
tal images to great distances, so that the recipient 
of his thought waves could see what Chand Kabi 
was seeing, or whatever else Chand Kabi wished 
him to see. These things he taught me."

Having discovered by an ingenious test that

at least none of them had seen one 
except the Mypos warriors who had 
captured us. Of course they had told 
every one about it, but nobody believed 
them.

J  HEADED for the slave compound
in the palace grounds, flying very 

low and looking for Kandar or Artol. 
At last I recognized them both; they 
were standing together, looking up at 
us. Although I had told Kandar all 
about the anotar, he looked now as 
though he couldn’t even believe his 
eyes.

As I circled again, some of Tyros’ 
warriors ran into the compound and 
commenced to hurl spears at us—the 
three pronged tridents with which they 
are armed. As far as we were concerned 
they were quite harmless; but they fell 
back among themselves; and after one 
impaled a warrior, they desisted.
my mind was attuned to his, Carson Napier asked 
me to receive and record the story of his flight 
to Mars and his adventures on the Red Planet.

His failure to reach Mars and his larding on 
Venus instead, through an amazing miscalcula
tion, arc matters of history now, as are his many 
adventures on the Shepherd Star.

You have read of his winning of Duare, the 
sacrosanct daughter of a king; of his adoption by 
Taman, Jong of Korva; of his rescue of Duare 
from the clutches of her father; and of how, as 
they were attempting to return to Korva in the 
aeroplane Carson had built, the Sun had burst 
through the two cloud envelopes which surround 
Venus and the ensuing storm had carried them 
thousands of miles into a strange country.

Here in Mypos, they had become prisoners and 
slaves of Tyros, the jong, ruler of a race of web
footed humans, the gilled heads of whom resem
bled the heads of fishes. (F antastic  Ad v en tu r es , 
March, 1941; “Slaves of the Fish Men.” )

While in Mypos, Carson had formed friendships 
with two other slaves, citizens of Japal, a nearby 
country: Kandar, son of the jong of Japal, and 
Artol, a common warrior from the same country.

Barely escaping with their lives from the palace 
of Tyros, Carson and Duare found their plane 
safe in the shelter of a wood where they had had to 
abandon it when they were captured; and it was 
with feelings of immeasurable relief that they took 
off and soared above the strange landscape that is 
typical of Venus.—E.R.B.
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I didn’t want the warriors in the com
pound; because I didn’t wish them to 
see me drop the note to Kandar. But 
how to get rid of them? Finally I hit 
upon a plan. The only trouble was that 
it might chase Kandar out of the com
pound, too; but I could only try it.

I zoomed to a thousand feet, and then 
banked and dove for the compound. 
You should have seen slaves and war
riors scurry for safety! But Kandar 
and Artol never moved from their 
tracks. If the compound had only been 
a little longer and there had been no 
pool in it, I could have landed and taken 
off again with Kandar and Artol before 
the terrified warriors could have been 
aware of what I was doing.

Duare gave a little gasp as I flattened 
out and just missed the cornice of one 
of the palace buildings by a hair; then 
I banked again and came back. This 
time I dropped the note at Kandar’s 
feet; then I rose and circled back low 
over the compound. I saw Kandar pick 
up the note and read it. Immediately 
he raised his left hand above his head. 
That was the signal I had written him 
to give if he would make the attempt 
to escape that I had suggested. Before 
I flew away , I saw him destroy the note.

I rose high and went inland. I wanted 
the Myposans to think that we had gone 
away for good. After we were out of 
sight of the city, I turned north and 
gradually circled back toward the lake 
on which Mypos is situated. Still well 
out of sight of the city I found a 
secluded cove, and made a landing a 
short distance off shore. Here we waited 
until after dark.

It was very peaceful on the waters 
of that little cove. We were not even 
threatened by any of the fearsome crea
tures which swarm the lakes and seas 
of Venus. In fact, none came near us. 
Our only discomfort was hunger. We 
could see fruits and nuts and berries

growing on shore, but we could also see 
kloonobargan watching us from behind 
trees and bushes. Fortunately, we were 
on a fresh-water lake; so we did not 
suffer from thirst; and we were so 
happy to be together again and so con
tented to be temporarily safe that we 
did not notice the lack of food partic
ularly.

After dark*, we took off again, head
ing for Mypos. The motor of our anotar 
is noiseless; so I didn’t anticipate be
ing discovered. I took to the water 
about a mile above the city and taxied 
slowly toward it, avoiding the galleys 
anchored in the roadstead off the city.

came at last to a point about a 
hundred yards off the palace, and 

here we waited. The night dragged 
on. We could see the ghostly shapes 
of ships out beyond us, with here and 
there a light on them. We could hear 
the sounds of men’s voices on ship and 
on shore, and on shore there were many 
lights.

“I am afraid they have failed,” I 
said.

“I am afraid so,” replied Duare, “but 
we must not leave before daylight. 
They might come yet.”

Presently I heard shouts on shore, 
and v e r y  dimly I saw a boat put off. 
Then a torch was lighted in it, and I 
could see that the boat was full of war
riors. The boat was not coming direct
ly toward us, but was quartering. I 
could hear men shouting from the 
shore: “Not that way! Straight out!”

“They must have escaped,” said 
Duare. “Those men are searching for 
them.”

“And they’re coming our way now,”

♦ Venus has no moon, and no stars are visible 
through her solid cloud blankets. Only a mysteri
ous, eerie light relieves the gloom of the nights; 
so that they are not utterly black. One can see 
faintly for a short distance.—Ed.
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I  said, for the boat had changed its 
course, following the directions from 
shore.

I searched the surface of the water 
for some sign of Kandar and Artol, but 
I could not see them. The boat was 
coming straight for us, but not rapidly. 
Evidently they were moving cautious
ly so as not to overlook the fugitives in 
the darkness.

Presently I heard a low whistle—the 
prearranged signal. It seemed to come 
from off our port bow. The ship was 
lying with its nose toward the shore, 
and the boat-load of warriors was ap
proaching from slightly to starboard.

I answered the signal and started the 
motor. We moved slowly in the direc
tion from which that low whistle had 
come. Still I saw no sign of Kandar or 
Artol.

Some one in the approaching boat 
shouted, “There they are!” and at the 
same time I saw two heads break the 
water a few yards from us. Now I know 
why I had not seen them: they had 
been swimming beneath the surface to 
avoid discovery, coming up to signal 
and then going under again when they 
heard the answer. Now they were swim
ming strongly toward us; but the boat 
was approaching rapidly, twenty pad
dles sending it skimming across the 
water. It looked as though it would 
reach us about the same time that 
Kandar and Artol did.

I shouted to them: “As I pass you, 
grab the side of the ship and hang on! 
I ’m going to tow you out until we’re 
away from that boat far enough to stop 
and get you on board.”
. “Come on!” cried Kandar; “we’re 
ready.”

I opened the throttle a little and bore 
down on them. The Myposans were 
very close. They must have been sur
prised to see the anotar on the water, 
but they kept on coming. A man in the

bow raised his trident and called on us 
to stop.

“Take the controls, Duare,” I said. 
She knew what to do. Duare always 
does. For a girl who had led the clois
tered life she had in the palace of her 
father before I came along, she is a 
marvel of efficiency and initiative.

I turned and faced the boat just as 
the fellow in the bow cast his trident. It 
was a close shave for us: the weapon 
whizzed between Duare’s head and 
mine. Two other warriors had risen 
and were poising their tridents; then I 
let them have it. The hum of my r-ray 
pistol sounded no warning to them, but 
almost simultaneously three Myposan 
warriors crumpled and fell—two of 
them over the side of the boat into the 
lake.

Kandar and Artol had seized the side 
of the ship, and Duare had given her 
more throttle. Two more tridents were 
hurled, but this time they fell short. We 
were pulling away rapidly, when Duare 
saw another boatload of warriors ahead 
of us. The boat had evidently been 
lowered from one of the ships in the 
roadstead.

Thinking quickly, Duare throttled
down.

“Climb aboard! ” she cried to the two 
men, and they lost no time in obeying 
her; then she opened the throttle wide 
and bore straight down on the second 
boat. I heard the frightened cries of 
its crew and saw the frantic efforts they 
were making to get out of our way; as 
Duare pulled up the anotar’s nose and 
we rose gracefully into the air above 
them.

“Nice work!” I said.
“Beautiful!” said Kandar.

was speechless for a moment.
It was his first flight. This was the 

first plane he had ever seen.
“Why don’t we fall?” he said.
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Kandar was thrilled. He had heard 
me talk about the anotar, but I imagine 
that he had taken all that I said with a 
grain of salt. Now he could scarcely 
believe the testimony of his own senses.

I was planning to return Kandar and 
Artol to Japal, where Kandar’s father, 
Jantor, was jong. It lies at the upper 
end of the Lake of Japal, about five 
hundred miles from Mypos; and as we 
didn’t wish to arrive there before dawn,
I determined to make a landing and ride 
the night out on the surface.

There wras no wind, and the surface of 
the lake was like glass; so we made an 
easy landing and prepared to lie there 
until morning. We settled ourselves 
comfortably in the two cockpits, content 
to wait out the night.

I asked Kandar if they had much dif
ficulty in making their escape.

‘Tt was not easy,” he said. “As you 
know, the outlet from the slaves’ pool 
to the lake is too small to permit the 
passage of even a small man; so we had 
to find some way to reach one of the 
palace pools.

“After you killed Tyros, things were 
in a chaotic condition. Skabra, his wrife, 
proclaimed herself sole ruler; but she 
is so generally hated that several fac
tions sprang up, insisting that their 
particular candidate be made jong. 
There were so many of them that they 
have, at least temporarily, defeated 
their own purpose; and Skabra rules; 
but the discipline of the palace guards 
has been undermined. Naturally, they 
want to favor him who may be next 
jong; and, as they are hoping that it 
won’t be Skabra, they are not very loyal 
to her. They spend most of their time 
holding secret meetings and scheming; 
so the interior palace guard is extremely 
lax.

“Artol and I decided to take ad
vantage of this; and we also decided 
upon a bold move. We knew that the

royal pool connected with the lake; 
that much we were positive of; so we 
agreed that the royal pool was the one 
we would use.

“The slaves’ compound is usually 
heavily guarded, but tonight was the 
exception. Only one warrior stood at 
the gate that leads into the palace 
grounds. We had no weapons, not even 
the wooden swords with which we are 
furnished when we guard the royal pool. 
We had nothing but our bare hands.” 

“And a tremendous desire to escape,” 
added Artol.

“Yes,” admitted Kandar, “that was 
our most powerful weapon—the will to 
escape. Well, we worked our way 
around to the guard, a great bearded 
fellow, who had always been extremely 
cruel to all of us slaves.”

“That made it easier,” said Artol. 
“Whatever the cause, it was not dif

ficult for Artol,” said Kandar, grin
ning. “When we approached close to 
him, the guard asked what we were 
doing in that part of the compound, 
and ordered us back to our shelters; and 
he supplemented the order with a poke 
of his trident. That was what we had 
expected and hoped for. I seized the 
trident, and Artol leaped on the fellow 
and got him by the throat,

“You have no idea how powerful Ar
tol is, or how quick. The guard didn’t 
have time to cry out before his wind 
wras shut off; and then he was down on 
his back with Artol on top of him, chok
ing the life out of him; and I had the 
trident. I knew what to do with it. too.

“We took his sword as well as his 
trident; and, leaving his body where it 
lay, walked out into the palace grounds. 
This portion of them is not well lighted, 
and we came to the wrall surrounding 
the royal pool without being discovered. 
Here was another guard. He proved a 
much simpler obstacle to overcome; be
cause now we had a sword and a trident.
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"Leaving his corpse resting peace
fully on the ground, we entered the en
closure wherein lies the royal pool. This 
was well lighted, and there were several 
people loitering on the other side of 
garden. As we approached the pool, 
one of them came towrard us. It was 
Plin.”

“The fellow-slave who turned traitor 
and stole my pistol,” I explained to 
Duare.

“Oh, by the way, how did you get it 
back?” asked Kandar.

“Plin threw it into the royal pool,” 
I replied; “and when I dove in after 
Tyros and Duare, I found it lying at 
the bottom—but go on, what hap
pened then?”

“Well,” continued Kandar, “Plin 
screamed for the guard. We didn’t 
wait any longer then; we both dived 
into the pool, hoping we could find the 
corridor leading to the lake and not 
drown before we could swim through 
it.”

“And we barely made it,” said Artol. 
“I think I did drown a couple of times 
before my head finally broke the sur
face. As it was I was practically un
conscious, and if Kandar hadn't helped 
me up for a couple of minutes, I ’d 
have a been a goner.”

“So that’s how the search started 
for you so quickly,” I said; “it was 
Plin.”

Kandar nodded. “Yes,” he said, 
“and my only regret at leaving Mypos 
is that I shall now not be able to kill 
Plin.”

“I can take you back,” I said.
Kandar grinned. “No thanks,” he 

said; “I am not that mad at anybody. 
Then, too, having such a friend as you 
outweighs Plin and all my other ene
mies. I shall not try to thank you for 
what you and Duare have done for 
us—not in words. There are none 
adequate to express my gratitude.”

“I am only a common warrior,” said 
Artol, “and know but few words; but, 
after my jong, you have all my loy
alty.”

CHAPTER II

The Timals

dawn approached, we took off 
and headed up the lake toward Ja- 

pal. Kandar thought that we had bet
ter set the ship down outside the city, 
when he and Artol could go to one 
of the gates and make themselves 
known.

“I ’m afraid,” he said, “that if they 
saw this thing flying low over the city, 
they might fire on it.”

“With what?” I asked. “ I thought 
you told me that you had no fire arms.” 

“We haven’t,” he replied, “but we 
have engines that throw rocks or light
ed torches for hundreds of feet into the 
air. They are upon the walls of the 
city and the decks of the ships an
chored off shore. If one hit your pro
peller, you would be brought down.” 

“We shall land outside the city,” I 
said, and this we did.

Japal is a very much better looking 
city than Mypos, and larger. There is 
a level plain stretching inland from 
it, and on this plain we landed about 
a hundred yards from one of the city 
gates. We could see the consterna
tion our appearance caused the guard 
at the gate. Several warriors who had 
been standing outside, rushed in and 
slammed the gates closed. Others 
jammed the barbican, pointing and 
gesticulating.

Kandar and Artol dropped to the 
ground and walked toward the gate. 
Presently we could see them talking to 
the men in the barbican; then they 
turned and started back toward us. 
Immediately afterward the gates
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opened and several warriors rushed 
out; then Kandar and Artol com
menced to run, the warriors pursuing 
them.

I realized that something was radi
cally wrong. The crown prince of a 
country doesn’t run away from his 
country’s soldiers unless there is some
thing radically wrong. I saw that the 
warriors were going to overtake Kandar 
and Artol before they could board the 
anotar, or at least bring them down with 
the spears they carried.

Of course I didn’t know what the 
trouble was, but I saw that Kandar and 
Artol seemed to be in plenty. I had 
commenced to feel responsible for 
them. I think we always feel respon
sible for our friends. I know I do. So 
I decided to do something about it. 
My best weapon, under the circum
stances, was the anotar. I gave her the 
gun and started toward the running 
men, and then I lifted her off the ground 
a little—just enough to clear Kandar’s 
and Artol’s heads—and dove straight 
for the warriors. I hadn’t retracted 
my landing gear, and it and the pon
toons simply mowed ’em down; then I 
rose, banked, and landed close to Kan
dar and Artol. They clambered into 
the after cockpit, and we were off.

“What happened?” I asked Kan
dar.

“There has been a revolution, led by 
a fellow named Gangor,” he replied. 
“My father escaped. That is all I 
know. One of the warriors at the gate 
told me that much. He would have 
told me more if one of Gangor’s officers 
hadn’t come out and tried to arrest us.”

“Wasn’t it Gangor who arranged for 
your capture by the Myposans, Artol?” 
I asked.

“Yes,” he replied. “Now I owe him 
double vengeance. I wish that I might 
have gotten into the city, even though 
I may never avenge what he did to me.”

“You may some day,” said Kandar.
“No,” said Artol sadly; “he has but 

one life, and I must avenge my jong 
first,”

“Where to now?” I asked Kandar. 
“We’ll take you any place you’d like to 
go before we set out in search of 
Korva.”

“I can think of only one place that
my father may have escaped to,” said 
Kandar. “Far back in the mountains 
lives a tribe of savage aborigines 
called Timals. My father once be
friended Yat, their chief, and they are 
extremely loyal to him and to all other 
Japalinas; though they refuse to own 
allegiance to any sovereign other than 
their own savage chieftain. I should 
like very much to go to the Timal coun
try and see if my father is there.’’

rJpHE flight was uneventful. We 
passed over some wonderful game 

country and several mountain ranges, 
until we finally came to the Timal 
country, a high plateau surrounded by 
jagged peaks—a most inaccessible 
country and one easily defended against 
invasion.

Kandar pointed out a village in a 
canyon which opened out onto the pla
teau, and I dropped down and circled 
above it. The people stood in the sin
gle street looking up at us. They 
showed neither panic nor fear. There 
was something peculiar in their ap
pearance, yet they seemed to be human 
beings. At first I couldn't make out 
what it was; but as we dropped lower, 
I saw that they had short tails and 
horns. They were armed with spears 
and knives, and some of the males were 
menacing us with the former when Kan
dar caught sight of his father and called 
to him.

“My brother, Doran, is here, too,” 
Kandar told me. “He is standing be
side my father.”
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“Ask your father if it’s safe to land,” 
I said.

He did so and received a negative 
answer.

“Yat says you may come into the vil
lage, but not the strangers,” Jantor 
shouted up to us.

“But I can’t come in unless we are 
permitted to land the anotar,” said 
Kandar. “Tell Yat that these people 
are friendly. One is Artol, a former 
member of your Guard; the others are 
Carson of Venus and his mate, Duare 
of Vepaja. They rescued me from 
Gangor. Persuade Yat to let them 
land.”

We saw Jantor turn then and speak 
to a large savage, but the latter kept 
shaking his head; then Jantor called 
to us again as we circled low above the 
village.

“Yat says that strangers are not al
lowed in Timal—only I and the mem
bers of my family—and he doesn’t like 
the looks of that ship that sails in the 
air. He says that it is not natural and 
that the people who ride in it cannot 
be natural—they might bring misfor
tune to his people. I can understand 
how he feels, for this is the first time 
that I ever saw human beings flying. 
Are you sure this Carson of Venus and 
his mate are human?”

“They are just as human as you or 
I,” said Kandar. “Tell Yat that he 
really ought to let the ship land so that 
he can examine it. No one in Amtor 
ever saw such a thing before.”

Well, eventually Yat gave permis
sion for us to land; and I came down 
close to the village and taxied up to 
the end of the single street. I know 
that those ignorant savages must have 
been frightened as the anotar rolled to
ward them, but not one of them turned 
a hair or moved away a step. I stopped 
a few yards from Jantor and Yat, and 
immediately we were surrounded by

bucks with couched spears. For a mo
ment it looked serious. The Timals 
are a ferocious looking people. Their 
faces are hideously tattooed in many 
colors, and their horns only add to the 
ferocity of their appearance.

Yat strode boldly to the side of the 
ship and looked up at Duare and me. 
Jantor and Doran accompanied him. 
Kandar introduced us and the old 
Timal chief examined us most care
fully. Finally he turned to Jantor.

“He is a man, even as you,” he said, 
indicating me. “Do you wish us to 
be friends with him and his woman?”

“It would please me,” said Jantor; 
“because they are the friends of my 
son.”

Yat looked up at me.
“Do you wish to be friends of the 

Timals and come among us in peace?”
he asked.

“Yes,” I replied.
“Then you may descend from that 

strange creature,” he said. “You may 
remain here as long as you wish, the 
friends of Yat and his people. I have 
spoken, and my people have heard.”

W E climbed down, glad to stretch 
our legs again. The Timals gath

ered around, but at a respectful dis
tance, and inspected us and the ship. 
They had much better manners than 
civilized people of the great cities of 
Earth, who, under like circumstances, 
would probably have torn our ship to 
pieces for souvenirs and stripped our 
clothes from us.

“They have received you in friend
ship,” said Jantor, “and now you will 
find them kind and hospitable. They 
are a proud people who hold their honor 
most sacred. As long as you merit their 
friendship, they will be loyal to you; 
should you not merit it, they will de
stroy you.”

“We shall try to merit it,” I said.
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Old Yat was tremendously interested 
in the anotar. He walked all around 
it, occasionally poking it with a finger.

“It is not alive,’’ he remarked to 
Jantor, “yet it flies like a bird.”

“Would you like to get in it and see 
how I control it?” I asked.

For reply he crawled into the for
ward cockpit. I got in beside him and 
explained the controls to him. He asked 
several questions, and they were all in
telligent questions. I could see that, 
despite horns and tail, Yat was a high 
type of reasoning human being.

“Would you like to go up in it?” I 
asked.

“Yes.”
“Then tell your people to move away 

and not to come out on this level ground 
until I have taken off.”

He did as I asked, and I came about 
and taxied down the valley onto the 
little plain. The wind was blowing 
right down the canyon; so my take-off 
was up hill, and we were going pretty 
fast practically up to the village before 
I left the ground. We skimmed over 
the heads of the watching Timals, and 
then I banked and climbed. I glanced 
at Yat. He showed no sign of nerv
ousness; but just sat there as uncon
cerned as a frozen goldfish, looking all 
around at the scenery and peeking over 
the side of the cockpit at the panorama 
of landscape below.

“How do you like it?” I asked.
“Fine,” he said.
“Tell me when you want to go back 

to your village.”
“Go there,” he said, and pointed.
I flew through a pass in the moun

tains as he had directed. Ahead and 
far below stretched a broad valley.

“Go there,” he said, and pointed 
again. “Now, lower,” he directed a 
moment later; and presently I saw a 
village beneath us. “Go low above that 
village.”

I flew low above a thatched village. 
Women and children screamed and ran 
into their huts. A few warriors stood 
their ground and hurled spears at us. 
Yat leaned far over the side as I cir
cled back at his request. This time I 
heard a warrior cry:

“It is Yat, the Timal!”
Yat looked as happy as a gopher with 

a carrot.
“Go home now,” he directed. “Those 

were the enemies of my people,” he 
said, after a while. “Now they will 
know what a great man is Yat, the 
Timal.”

the Timals of Yat's village were 
waiting when we returned.

“I was sure glad to see you coming 
back,” said Kandar. “These fellows 
were getting nervous. Some of them 
thought that you had stolen Yat.” 

Warriors gathered around their chief. 
“I have seen a new world,” said Yat. 

“Like a bird I flew' over the village of 
the Valley People. They saw me and 
knew me. Now they will know what 
great people the Timals are.”

“You flew over the village of the Val
ley People!” exclaimed a warrior. 
“Why, that is two long marches away.” 

“I flew very fast,” said Yat.
“I should like to fly in this bird ship,” 

said a sub-chief, and then a dozen oth
ers voiced the same wish.

“No,” said Yat; “that is for chiefs 
only.”

He had now done something that no 
one else in his world had ever done. It 
set him apart from other men. It made 
him even a greater chieftain than fie had 
been before.

We learned to like these Timals very 
much. They were very courteous to 
Duare, the women especially going out 
of their way to be kind to her. One 
would never have expected it in such 
primitive savages.
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We rested there for a few days; and 
then I flew Jantor, Kandar, and Doran 
back to Japal to reconnoiter. As the 
anotar does not carry more than four 
comfortably, I left Duare and Artol 
behind. I knew that she would be safe 
with the Timals; and, anyway, I ex
pected to be back before dark.

We circled low over Japal, causing 
quite a commotion in the streets. Jan
tor hoped that in some way he might 
get in touch with some of his friends, 
and learn what was going on in the city. 
There was always the chance of a 
counter-revolution that would place him 
back on the throne; but either his 
friends were all dead or imprisoned or 
afraid to try to communicate with him, 
for he never saw one whom he could 
trust.

As we prepared to leave and return 
to Tima!, I circled far out over the 
lake, gaining considerable altitude; and 
from this vantage point Jantor dis
covered a fleet of ships far down the 
lake.

“If it’s not asking too much,” he said 
to me, “I’d like to fly down there and 
see who that is.”

I headed for the fleet, and presently 
we were circling above it—fifty ships 
of war packed with fighting men. Most 
of them were biremes, and there were 
several penteconters, open galleys with 
decks fore and aft and propelled by 
fifty oars as well as sails. Some of 
the biremes had a hundred oars on 
each side and carried several hundred 
warriors as well. All had their sails 
set, and were taking advantage of a 
gentle breeze.

“The Myposan war fleet,” said Jan
tor, “and it’s headed for Japal.”

“Gangor is going to have his hands 
full,” remarked Kandar.

“We must warn him,” said Jantor.
“ But he is your enemy,” expostu

lated Doran.

“Japal is my country,” replied Jan
tor. “No matter who is jong there 
it is my duty to warn him.”

the way back to Japal, Jantor 
wrote a message. We dropped 

down low over the palace grounds, Jan
tor making the sign of peace by raising 
his right hand. Almost immediately 
people commenced to come from the 
palace, and presently Jantor recognized 
Gangor and called to him.

“I have an important message for 
you,” he said, and dropped the weight
ed note over the side. A warrior caught 
it before it reached the ground and 
took it to Gangor,

The fellow read it carefully and then 
motioned us to come lower, which I did, 
circling above them.

“I appreciate your warning, Jantor,” 
said Gangor when we were within easy 
ear shot. “I wish you would land. We 
shall need your help and advice in de
fending the city. I promise that you 
will not be harmed.”

I looked at Jantor; so did Kandar 
and Doran. We waited for his curt re
fusal of the invitation.

“It is my duty,” he said to us. “My 
country is in danger.”

“Don’t do it,” counselled Kandar. 
“Gangor is not to be trusted.”

“He would not dare harm me after 
making that promise,” said Jantor; “too 
many warriors heard him, and they 
are not all dishonorable men.”

“All those with him are traitors like 
himself,” said Doran.

“My duty lies there,” insisted Jan
tor. “Will you take me down, please?” 

“If you insist, I ’ll land you outside 
the city,” I said; “it is your right to 
risk your life at the hands of a scoundrel 
like Gangor; but I will not risk my ship 
and the safety of my mate.”

I circled low above them again, and 
Kandar exacted a new promise from
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Gangor that his father would not be 
harmed and that he would be permitted 
to leave the city whenever he chose. 
Gangor agreed volubly—far too volu
bly, I thought.

“Bring that thing that you fly in 
right down here in the palace grounds,” 
he said; “I ’ll have them cleared.” 

“Never mind,” I said, “I shall land 
outside the inland gate.”

“Very well,” said Gangor, “and I 
myself will come out to meet you, Jan- 
tor, and escort you into the city.”

“And don’t bring too many warriors 
with you,” I cautioned him, “and don’t 
come within trident range of my ship. 
I shall take off immediately the jong 
has disembarked.”

“Bring Kandar and Doran with you, 
Jantor,” invited Gangor. “They will 
both be welcome; and I promise again 
that you shall all be perfectly safe 
the moment that you step foot within 
the walls of Japal.”

“I shall feel better now that Doran 
and I are going along with you,” said 
Kandar, as we rose and headed for the 
plain beyond the city.

“You are not going to accompany 
me,” said Jantor. “You do not trust 
Gangor. Possibly you are right. If I 
die, the future of our country lies with 
you and Doran—the future of our dy
nasty. You must both live to bring 
men-children into the world. If all 
three of us placed ourselves in Gangor’s 
power simultaneously, the temptation 
might prove too much for him to re
sist. I think that I alone shall be safe 
enough. Neither of you may accom
pany me.”

“Come now, sir,” exclaimed Kandar, 
“you must let us go with you.”

“Yes,” said Doran, “you must. We 
are your sons; what will the people of 
Japal think of us if we let our father 
go alone into the hands of his greatest 
enemy?”

“You shall not accompany me,” said 
Jantor, with finality. “It is a com
mand,” and that ended the matter.

T SET the ship down three or four hun
dred yards from the inland gate, and 

presently Gangor came out of the city 
and approached us with a dozen war
riors. They halted at plenty of dis
tance from the ship; and Jantor, who 
had already dropped to the ground, ad
vanced toward them.

“I wish we had never come here,” 
said Kandar. “I can’t help but feel 
that our father has made a grave mis
take in trusting Gangor.”

“He seems quite sure that Gangor 
will live up to his promise,” I said. 
“You heard him ask me to wait and 
witness the battle and then come for 
him when it was over.”

“Yes,” said Doran, “but I don’t 
share his faith. Gangor has always 
been notorious for his perfidy, but no 
one paid much attention to it because 
he was only captain of a merchant ship 
at the height of his fortunes. Who 
could have dreamed that he was to 
make himself jong of Japal!”

C H A P T E R  VII

Skabra Aga in

T COULDN’T help but have a great 
deal respect for Jantor. He was do

ing a very courageous, albeit a very 
temerarious, thing. I watched him as 
he walked toward his enemies. His step 
was firm, his head high. He was every 
inch a jong.

I had taken off immediately he left 
us, and was circling about rather low, 
Jantor had approached to within a few 
steps of Gangor, when the latter sud
denly raised his short, heavy spear and 
plunged it through the jong’s heart. 

Kandar and Doran cried out in hor-
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ror. I opened the throttle and dove 
straight for the wretch; and as he saw 
me coming, he and his warriors turned 
and fled for the city. Low behind them, 
I turned my pistol on them. Several 
fell, but Gangor reached the city gate 
in safety.

Without a word I rose and flew over 
the city and out across the lake. For 
some time neither Kandar nor Doran 
spoke. Their faces were drawn and 
tense. My heart ached for them. Finally 
Kandar asked me where I was going.

“I am going to tell the Myposan fleet 
that Japal has been warned and is ready 
to annihilate them.”

“Why?” he asked.
“i t  was your father’s wish to save 

the city. Some day you will be jong 
there. Do you want it conquered by 
the fish-men?”

“You are right,” he said.
It was late in the afternoon that I 

dropped down low over the leading My
posan galley, the largest of the bire- 
mes. They had evidently seen us from 
a distance, as the deck was crowded 
with warriors, all staring at us.

“Be careful,” cautioned Kandar. 
“They are preparing a rock thrower. 
If they hit us, we’re through.”

I gave the peace sign then, and called 
down to them that I had a message for 
their commander. A big fellow whom I 
recalled having seen in Tyros’ palace 
answered the peace sign and motioned 
for me to come closer.

“Tell them to take the rock out of 
that catapult,” I shouted.

He nodded and gave the necessary 
order; and after they had unloaded the 
thing, I dropped down quite low. The 
anotar is quite maneuverable and can 
fly at very low speeds; so I had no dif
ficulty in carrying on at least a broken 
conversation with the ship.

“Who commands the fleet?” I asked. 
“Skabra, the vadjong,” he replied.

“Do you know who I am?”
“Yes; the slave who killed Tyros,” 

he replied.
“I should like to talk with Skabra, 

if she is not too mad at me,” I said.

T HE fellow grinned. Their faces are 
hideous enough in repose, but when 

they grin, they are something to frighten 
grown-ups with. Their fish mouths 
spread across their faces, forcing their 
gills open. Their countless, sharp fish
like teeth are exposed behind their huge 
beards.

“Skabra is not angry,” he said.
■'Which is her ship?” I asked.
s‘This,” he said.
‘“Well, tell her that Carson of Venus 

wishes to speak to her. Tell her I have 
very important news for her.”

Just as I finished the sentence the 
old girl came on deck. God! but she’s 
the beauty. She looks like a bloated 
cod fish.

“What do you want?” she demanded. 
“Do you want to murder me, too?”

“No,” I shouted. “You were kind 
to my mate. I would not harm you. 
I have important news for you, but I 
can’t talk this way. Get in a small boat 
and row off a little way. I ’ll come down 
and land on the water and talk with 
you.”

“You must take me for a fool,” she 
said. “I ’d be at your mercy.”

I had to keep circling the ship and 
shouting a few words at a time. It was 
no way in which to carry on a conversa
tion.

“Very well,” I said. “The word I 
have for you is very important, and I 
have given my word that I shall not 
harm you in any way. However, do 
as you see fit. I ’ll stand by a few min
utes.”

T  COULD see them talking excitedly 
on the deck for a few minutes, and
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then I saw a boat being lowered with 
Skabra in it; so I came down a short 
distance from the ship and waited. 
Presently they came alongside. The old 
girl greeted me pleasantly. She didn’t 
seem to harbor any ill will because I 
had killed her mate, nor was I surprised 
at that. You see I ’d not only rid her of 
a most obnoxious husband; but I ’d put 
her on the throne, where she’d rule until 
the horrid little amphibian monstrosity 
that was her son grew to maturity.

“The first thing I ’d like to know,” she 
said, “is how you escaped from Mypos.” 

I shook my head. “I might be a 
prisoner there again some time; so I ’ll 
keep that secret to myself.”

“Perhaps you’re wise,” she said; “but 
if you do come again, you’ll be treated 
well, as long as I ’m vadjong. Now what 
is the important news you have for 
me?”

“Japal knows that your fleet is com
ing, and the city is fully prepared. I 
advise you to turn back.”

“Why are you doing this?” she 
asked.

“For two reasons: You were kind to 
my mate, and the sons of Jantor are 
my friends. I do not wish to see Mypos 
and Japal at war.”

She nodded.
“I understand,” she said, “but never

theless I shall keep on and attack Japal. 
We need more slaves. Many of our 
galleys are undermanned. The creatures 
die like flies at the oars.”

We talked a little longer; and then, 
finding that I could not persuade her to 
give up her plan, I taxied away and took 
off. As we approached Japal, we saw 
that the fleet was fully manned; but 
remaining close to the city. Kandar 
wanted to wait and learn the outcome 
of the battle. It was now late in the 
afternoon; so there was little likelihood 
that the engagement would take place 
before morning, as the biremes would

move up slowly so as not to exhaust the 
men at the oars; they would need all 
their strength and energy for maneuver
ing during battle.

“They’ll probably come up to within 
about a kob*,” Kandar said, “and lie 
to until dawn; thus the slaves will be 
well rested.”

I didn’t like the idea very well, as I 
was anxious to return to Duare and get 
started on our search for Korva; but it 
meant so much to Kandar that I agreed 
to wait. He knew where there was a 
cove a short distance along the coast, 
and we flew there and anchored.

At dawn Kandar awakened me.
“The Myposan fleet is moving in,” 

he said. “I can hear the creaking of 
their oars.”

J  LISTENED. Very faintly I could
hear the complaining of the wooden 

oars against the wooden rowlocks. 
Even a greased oar is not entirely silent. 
We took off and headed for Japal, and 
almost immediately we saw the My
posan fleet coming in in three lines of 
fifteen or sixteen ships each. The fleet 
of Japal, still lay close below the city 
wall.

When the first line of the Myposan 
fleet was within a hundred yards of the 
enemy fleet the engagement started. A 
ball of fire rose from the deck of one of 
the Japal ships, described a graceful 
arc, and landed on the deck of a My
posan bireme. The burning brand had 
been shot from a catapult. Immediately 
the engagement became general. Fire 
balls and rocks were hurled from both 
sides. Many fell into the water, but 
many found their marks. Three ships 
were on fire, and I could see men hauling 
buckets of water from the lake to fight 
the flames.

Still the Myposan fleet moved in.

*A  kob is two and a half of our Earthly miles. 
—Ed.
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“They are going to grapple and 
board,” said Doran.

Soon I saw why the Japal fleet 
hugged the shore, for now the batter
ies on the wall of the city opened lip. 
These were heavier than the catapults 
of the shipsj they threw larger fire balls 
and heavier rocks. The penteconters 
had moved up now between the big 
ships of the Myposans. They were 
much faster and more maneuverable. 
Their principal purpose, as far as I 
could see, was to harass the enemy by 
coming alongside and hurling short 
spears through the ports where the row
ers sat chained to their benches. Dis
able enough oarsmen, and you have 
disabled the ship.

A rock from a shore catapult dropped 
directly into the center of one of the 
penteconters, killing two or three men 
instantly and crashing through the bot
tom of the ship, which immediately 
commenced to fill and sink. The sur
vivors, leaping overboard, were speared 
from the deck of the Japal ship they 
had been attacking. I could hear the 
dying men screaming and cursing.

“That was a good shot,” said Kan- 
dar.

By now, four of the attacking ships 
were burning, their crews taking to 
small boats, of which there were not 
half enough, while the slaves burned in 
their chains, screaming horribly.

Other Myposan ships came alongside 
those of Japal, and there was hand-to- 
hand fighting on decks slippery with 
blood. It was a grewsome sight, but 
fascinating. I dropped lower to get a 
better view, as the smoke from burning 
ships was cutting down the visibility.

I dropped too low. A rock from a 
catapult struck my propeller, smashing 
it. Now, I was, indeed, in a bad fix.

A T Y  first thought, when I saw that 
my ship had been hit, was of

Duare. Here I was, over a battle 
between two peoples who were my ene
mies. What chance had I of ever 
returning to Timal? What was to be
come of Duare? I cursed myself for 
my crass stupidity as I glided to a land
ing. I just had altitude enough to per
mit me to land about a mile along the 
shore from Japal. I hoped that in the 
heat and excitement of battle no one 
on the walls of the city had seen the 
accident or noticed where I had gone.

I had come down close beside a 
forest, and I immediately got Kandar 
and Doran to help me push the anotar 
into concealment among the trees. As 
I looked back toward the city, I saw 
that smoke from burning ships hid 
much of it from my view; and T hoped 
that it had also hidden my landing from 
the city.

Kandar and Doran were most sym
pathetic. They said that the fault was 
all theirs. That if I had not been try
ing to help them, the accident would 
never have happened.

I told them that there was no use 
crying over spilled milk, and that what 
we had to do now was find some tools 
and some wood to make a new propeller. 
I removed what was left of the old one 
—one blade and the stub of the other.

As I was explaining to Kandar the 
tools I should need and the kind of 
wood, he became very much interested; 
and asked me many questions about 
the construction of a propeller, how to 
determine the correct pitch, and so 
forth. You would have thought that he 
was going to make one himself.

Getting the right wood was a simple 
matter. The same kind of trees from 
the wood of which I had made this 
propeller grew in the forest where we 
were, but getting tools was an entirely 
different matter.

“There are plenty in Japal,” said 
Kandar. “We must find some way



GODDESS OF FIRE 23

to get them. Doran and I have hun
dreds of friends in the city, if we could 
only reach them.”

They racked their brains for some 
plan, but the whole thing looked utterly 
hopeless. Finally Doran hit upon some
thing which at least contained the 
kernel of success — but a very small 
kernel.

“I know a man who makes knives,” 
he said. “I know him very well, for he 
has done a lot of work for me. I also 
know that he is honest and loyal. He 
lives close to the wall, not far from the 
inland gate. If we would reach his 
house, we could get knives.”

“But how can we reach his house?” 
demanded Kandar.

“By climbing the wall,” said Doran.
“At its lowest point the wall is one 

ted* high,” Kandar said. “I can’t 
jump that high.”

“No one has to jump,” explained 
Doran. “You stand on Carson’s shoul
ders; I climb up and stand on yours— 
I am already over the wall.”

“Suppose you got caught,” I said. 
“Gangor would have you killed—no, I 
won’t let you take that risk.”

“There’s practically no risk,” said 
Doran. “We will do it after dark. Every
one will be tired after the battle; and 
anyway, the watch is never very good.”

“How will you get back?” asked 
Kandar.

“My friend’s house stands against 
the wall. The roof is only a vault below 
the top of the wall. I shall go down 
through the door in his roof, get tools, 
come up, and—there you are!”

“It sounds simple,” said Kandar.
“I think the risk is too great,” I said.
“We shall do it,” said Kandar.

HpHAT night we approached the city 
1  after dark, Doran leading us to a

* A ted is 13.2 Earth feet.—Ed.

point which he was sure was just out
side the knife-maker’s house. It was 
not far from the inland gate—too dose, 
I thought, if the sentries kept any kind 
of watch at all.

Everything went splendidly. Kandar 
climbed on to my shoulders, and Doran 
scrambled up on to his. There we were, 
just like that, when a gruff voice behind 
us said:

“Come down. You are prisoners. 
We are the guard.”

I was holding onto Kandar’s legs to 
support him, and before I could draw 
my pistol I was seized from behind. 
Kandar and Doran lost their balance 
and fell on top of me and half a dozen 
warriors. Most of us went down, but 
the fellow who had seized me never lost 
his hold.

When we had disentangled ourselves 
and gotten to our feet, I found that I 
had been disarmed. One of the war
riors was displaying my pistol proudly.

“I saw him use this this morning,” 
he said. “If I  hadn’t recognized him 
when I did and gotten it away from 
him he’d have killed us all.”

“Be careful of it,” I cautioned him; 
“it is apt to kill you.”

“I shall be careful of it,” he said, 
“and I shall keep it always. I shall be 
proud to show it to my children.”

“Your children will never see it,” 
said another. “Gangor will take it away 
from you.”

We had been walking toward the in
land gate while they were talking, and 
now we were admitted. Again I was 
a prisoner, but I thanked Heaven that 
Duare was not one also.

They shoved us into a room off the 
guardroom in the barbican, and left us 
there until morning. None of the war
riors seemed to have recognized either 
Kandar or Doran, and I was hopeful 
that no one would.

Doran, who was quick witted, had
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told a cock-and-bull story about our 
having been out hunting; and, not get
ting back before the gates closed, we 
were trying to get into the city and go 
to our homes.

One member of the guard asked:
“Why were you hunting when there 

was a battle?”
“A battle!” exclaimed Doran. “What 

battle? We have been gone for two
days.”

“The Myposans came in many 
ships,” explained the fellow; “and 
there was a great battle, but we drove 
them off. W'e took many prisoners, but 
they got none.”

“Fine,” said Kandar. “I am sorry 
that w'e were not here.”

About the middle of the morning an 
officer came and said that Gangor 
wanted to see the man who flew around 
in the air—the one who had killed so 
many of his warriors.

“That is I?” I said, stepping for
ward.

“Who are these others?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “They were 

returning from a hunting trip when I 
met them last night, and they asked me 
to help them get over the wall and into 
the city.”

It seemed strange to me that an of
ficer should not know either Kandar or 
Doran; but the former explained to me 
later that Gangor had evidently com
missioned a lot of low born fellows, 
mostly sailors from ships he had sailed 
on; so it was not strange that they 
were not recognized.

“Well,” said the officer, “I might as 
well take you all along; Gangor would 
probably like to see your friends, too.”

The moment that we were ushered 
into Gangor’s presence he recognized 
Kandar and Doran.

“Ah!” he exclaimed, “the traitors. I 
saw you fighting against my ships 
yesterday.”

“You saw nothing of the kind,” I 
said.

“Shut up!” snapped Gangor. “You 
were all fools to try to come into Japal. 
Why were you coming in? A-ha! I 
know. You were coming to assassinate 
me. For that you shall die. I condemn 
you all to death. Take them away. 
Later I shall decide how they shall 
die.”

C H A P T E R  IV 

Into the Dungeons

were taken to a dungeon below
T the palace of the jong, into which 

Gangor had moved. It was a most in
sanitary and unpleasant place. They 
chained us to the wall; our jailer, who 
did it, being unnecessarily rough with 
us. He wore the keys to the dungeon 
and our padlocks on a chain about his 
neck.

He took the chain off to use the key 
when he fettered us; and he struck us 
each several times with it, just to satis
fy his lust for cruelty. There could have 
been no other reason; as we offered no 
resistance, nor did we even speak to 
him. If I ever had murder in my heart, 
it was then; and for a long time I 
planned how I might kill him. It was 
then that an idea came to me.

After the fellow had left us, I noticed 
how dejected Doran appeared; and I 
told him to cheer up, that we had to die 
some time. I didn’t feel very cheerful 
myself. I kept thinking of Duare. She 
would never know what had happened 
to me; but she would guess that I was 
dead, for she would know that only 
death would keep me from returning 
to her.

“How can I be cheerful?” said 
Doran, “when it was my silly plan that 
brought us here to die.”

“It is no more your fault than ours,”
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said Kandar. “We had to take a chance. 
It was merely a misfortune, not a fault, 
which caused it to fail.”

“I shall never forgive myself,” in
sisted Doran.

We remained in that dungeon for a 
couple of weeks. A slave brought us 
food once a day; we saw no one else; 
and then, at last, our jailer returned. 
He was quite alone. I backed close to 
the wall as he came in.

“I just came to tell you,” he said, 
“that you are to die the first thing in 
the morning. Your heads are to be cut 
off.”

“It is that homely head of yours that 
should be cut off,” I said. “What are 
you, anyway, a Myposan?”

I saw Kandar and Doran looking at 
me in astonishment.

“Shut up!” growled the jailer, “or 
I ’ll give you another taste of the chain.” 

“Get out of here! ” I yelled at him. 
“You stink. Go take a bath before you 
come down here again among your bet
ters.”

The fellow was so mad that he 
couldn’t speak; but he came for me, 
as I knew he would—he came with his 
chain swinging. It was what I had 
planned—it was happening just as I 
had hoped it would; and when he came 
within reach of me, I seized his throat 
in both my hands. He tried to scream 
for help; but I had his wind choked off, 
and he couldn’t. But he was beating 
me all the time with his chain. I pushed 
him over closer to Kandar.

“Grab his chain,” I said, “before he 
beats me to death.”

Kandar got hold of it and held on, 
while I choked the brute. I thought of 
the blows that he had struck us so wan
tonly, and I gave his neck an extra 
twist. I have killed many men in self- 
defense or in line of duty; some I have 
been glad to kill, but usually it has 
made me sad to think that I must take

a human life. Not so now, I enjoyed 
every second of it until his corpse hung 
limp in my grasp.

J  SNATCHED the chain from about 
its neck and let it slip to the floor; 

then I unlocked my padlock and freed 
myself. Quickly I did the same for Kan
dar and Doran.

“At first,” said Doran, “I couldn’t 
understand why you wanted to enrage 
that fellow and get another beating for 
nothing, but the moment he stepped to
ward you I guessed what you had in 
mind. It was a very clever trick.” 

“Yes,” I said, “but what now?” 
“Maybe this is where we come in?” 

said Kandar. “We were both born and 
raised in this palace. We know more 
about it than the jong, our father, did.” 

“More than anyone in Japal,” added 
Doran. “You know how little boys are. 
We explored every corner of the place.” 

“And you know a way out?” I asked. 
“Yes,” said Kandar, “but there’s a 

hitch.”
“What is it?” I asked.
“There is a secret passage leading 

from the palace out into the city. It 
ends in a building near the wall. In the 
cellar of that building another passage 
starts that leads outside the city.” 

“But where’s the hitch?” I repeated. 
“The hitch is,” he said, “that the 

secret passage starts in the jong’s own 
sleeping apartments, and the chances 
are that Gangor occupies them now.” 

“We’ll have to wait until he is away,” 
said Doran.

“Can we get to them without being 
apprehended?” I asked.

“We can try,” said Kandar. “I 
think it can be done after dark.”

“It is after dark now,” I said.
“So we start,” said Doran.
“And may our luck hold,” added 

Kandar.
Kandar led the way along a dark cor
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ridor and up a flight of stairs at the top 
of which he cautiously opened a door 
and looked into the room beyond.

“All right,” he whispered, “come on.”
He led us into the palace kitchen, 

and through that and several pantries 
into a huge state diningroom. The jongs 
of Japal lived well. We followed Kan- 
dar to the end of the room farthest from 
the main entrance, and here he showed 
us a little door hidden behind hangings.

“Where the jong used to escape when 
he became bored,” he explained.

Beyond the door was a narrow cor
ridor.

“Go quietly,” cautioned Kandar. 
“This corridor leads to the jong’s sleep
ing apartments. We’ll have a look in 
them and see if Gangor is there.”

We crept along noiselessly through 
the dark little corridor until Kandar 
halted at a door. We pressed close be
hind him as he opened it a crack. The 
room beyond was in darkness.

“Gangor is probably drinking with 
some of his cronies,” whispered Kan
dar, “and hasn’t retired yet. We are 
in luck. Come on, follow me; but still 
go quietly.”

We crept across that dark room, 
Doran touching Kandar to keep in con
tact and follow him, and T touching 
Doran. It seemed a perfectly enormous 
room to me, and traversing it that way 
in total darkness, 1 somehow lost my 
balance just enough to cause me to 
throw one foot out to regain my equili
brium. Well, I threw it in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. It hit a table* 
or something and knocked it over. The 
thing fell with a crash that would have 
awakened the dead; and instantly there 
was a cry, and a light went on.

There was Gangor right in front of 
us sitting up on his sleeping couch, 
screaming for the guard. On a table at 
the side of the couch lay my pistol. Gan
gor had taken it away from the warrior

of the guard all right. It would have 
been better for him had he not.

As I leaped forward and snatched it 
from the table, a dozen warriors burst 
into the apartment.

“This way!” Kandar shouted to me, 
and the three of us backed away to
ward the secret entrance to the corri
dor leading from the palace. At least 
I thought that that was where he was 
leading us, but he wasn’t. As he told 
me later, he had not wished to reveal 
the secret to Gangor and his warriors.

I menaced the advancing guardsmen 
with my pistol.

“Stand back!” I ordered. “Don’t 
come closer, or I ’ll kill you!”

“Kill them! screamed Gangor. “Kill 
them all!”

WARRIOR rushed me. I pressed 
the trigger—but nothing happened. 

For the first time since I had had it, my 
r-ray pistol failed me—failed me when 
it was a question of life or death and 
even more; a question as to whether I 
was ever to return to Duare again.

But, unarmed as I was, there were 
other weapons at hand. Maybe they 
had not been designed as instruments 
of death, but they were to serve their 
purpose. I seized a bench and hurled 
it into the face of the advancing war
rior. He went down; and immediately 
Kandar and Doran grasped the possi
bilities of the furnishings of the apart
ment, and seized upon the nearest 
things at hand.

Behind them a cluster of spears had 
been arranged upon the wall as a dec
oration. I saw them and dragged them 
down. Now we were armed! But the 
odds wTere against us—twelve against 
three; or rather eleven now, for the 
man I had hit with the bench lay where 
he had fallen, and Gangor only sat on 
his couch screaming for more guards
men. I saw Kandar working his way to
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ward him; and so Doran and I moved 
with him, keeping our backs against the 
wall.

Fencing with spears is quite an inter
esting experience; while thus engaged, 
one does not doze, I can assure you. 
It happened that the spear which had 
fallen to me was light and rather long, 
a fact which gave me an advantage that 
I was not long in realizing and seizing 
upon. I found that while I could not 
parry well with one hand, I could jab 
quite effectively; so, picking up a light 
table to use as a shield, I succeeded so 
well that I jabbed an antagonist in the 
heart after parrying his thrust with my 
table.

Doran and Kandar had each killed a 
man, and now the remainder of them 
seemed less keen to push the assault. 
Kandar had worked around until he was 
close beside Gangor’s couch; and as he 
jerked his spear from the heart of a 
dead guardsman, he wheeled and drove 
it through Gangor’s body.

Gangor did not die immediately. He 
lay sprawled across his couch vomit
ing blood; and between paroxysms, 
screaming in agony. Jantor, jong of 
Japal, had been avenged.

Now more warriors were pushing 
into the chamber; and it looked pretty 
bad for us three, when there burst upon 
our ears the sound of gongs and trum
pets. As if by magic, the fighting 
stopped, as we all listened.

BEN EA TH  the sound of the gongs 
and trumpets, we could hear men 

shouting.
“It is the call to arms!” cried a war

rior. “The city has been attacked.”
“The Myposans have returned,” said 

another. “Who will lead us? We have 
no jong.”

“You have a jong,” I cried. “Follow 
Kandar! He is your jong.”

They hesitated for a moment; then

a warrior said:
“Kandar is jong. I will follow him. 

Who will come with me?”
Kandar, taking advantage of their 

indecision, started for the door; and 
Doran and I followed him.

“Come!” commanded Kandar. “To 
the streets. To the defense of Japal!” 
Like sheep they followed him.

When we arrived in the palace 
grounds and the warriors there saw 
Kandar and Doran leading some of 
their fellows, they cheered; then Kan
dar took command, leading a strong 
party out into the city streets where 
fighting was in progress.

It was then that I saw that it was 
not Myposans who had attacked Japal, 
but strange, repulsive looking warriors 
of a sickly greenish hue and entirely 
hairless—no hair on their heads, no 
whiskers, no eyebrows, no eyelashes— 
and right on the tops of their heads was 
a little knob of flesh. They fought 
with swords and long-handled hooks, 
holding the latter in their left hands. 
With these hooks they would catch an 
antagonist and draw him close; then cut 
or thrust at him with the sword. Often
times, the hook was enough if the point 
caught at the base of the brain. They 
were nasty weapons.

If my pistol had been serviceable 
they wouldn’t have worried me much, 
but with only a spear I felt very much 
at a disadvantage. I had had no time 
to examine the pistol since I had re
covered it, but now I stopped before 
getting into the thick of the fight and 
went over it carefully. Evidently some 
one had been tampering with it, prob
ably in an effort to discover how it 
worked; and I was much relieved to see 
that they had merely changed an ad
justment.

In a few seconds I had remedied the 
trouble; and when I looked up I saw 
that I was just in time, or almost just
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in time. I wasn’t quite sure which, for 
a big green devil was reaching for me 
with his hook.

I was in a most disadvantageous po
sition, as I had rested my spear in the 
hollow of my left elbow with the butt 
on the ground while I worked on my 
pistol; and the hook had already passed 
over my shoulder to take me in the 
back of the neck. It was just the mat
ter of a split second before I should 
be gaffed.

I did what was probably the best 
thing, but I did it quite mechanically— 
there was no time for conscious reason
ing. I sprang toward my antagonist. 
Had I sprung away, the hook would 
have impaled me; but by springing 
toward him I confused him. At the 
same time I struck his sword aside 
with my left arm and sent a stream of 
r-rays through his heart. It was a close 
call.

Kandar and Doran were in the thick 
of the fight a little ahead of me. Kan
dar was closer, and he was hotly en
gaged with one of the invaders. He, 
too, had nothing but a spear; and I 
hurried to his aid. He had so far suc
cessfully knocked the gaff to one side 
every time his antagonist reached for 
him with it; and then he would have to 
parry a sword thrust; so he never got a 
chance to bring his spear into play as 
an offensive weapon, He was always 
on the defensive, and no duel or war 
was ever won that way.

I reached him just as a second enemy 
attacked him. The r-rays hissed from 
the muzzle of my gun, and both Kan- 
dar’s antagonists went down; then I 
started right through the ranks of the 
enemy, spraying r-rays to the right and 
left and ahead, cutting a path wide 
enough to drive a combine through. I 
was having a glorious time. I felt as 
though I were winning a war all by my
self.

CUDDENLY I realized that the in
vaders were fleeing before me and 

on both sides. I looked back. I could 
see nothing but these hideous warriors. 
They had closed in behind me, and I 
was being carried along with them. 
Presently I was tripped; and as I 
fell, I was seized on either side, my pis
tol was snatched from my hand, and I 
was hustled along with the defeated 
army.

Down the main street of Japal they 
dragged me and out through the inland 
gate, nor did their retreat end there; 
for Japal’s fighting men followed them 
far out onto the plain, constantly har
assing their rear. It was almost dark 
when they abandoned the pursuit and 
turned back toward the city. It was 
then that I became convinced that 
Kandar did not know I had been made 
prisoner. Had he, I am sure that he 
would never have given up the pursuit 
until I had been rescued.

A warrior on each side had been 
dragging me along up to this time; but 
now that the pursuit had ceased a halt 
was called; and while the creatures 
rested, a rope was tied about my neck; 
and when the march was resumed, I 
was led along like a cow to the 
slaughter.

I saw my pistol tucked into the loin
cloth of a warrior; and I kept my eyes 
on the fellow, hoping that I might find 
an opportunity to retrieve it. I knew 
that only as a forlorn hope could I use 
it if I had it; for my captors were so 
numerous that, though I might have 
killed many of them, I knew that 
eventually they would have over
whelmed me.

I was terribly depressed. Ill fortune 
seemed to dog my footsteps. Right on 
the threshold of freedom that would 
have permitted me to rejoin Duare im
mediately, my rash impetuosity had 
plunged me into a predicament which
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was probably as fraught with danger 
as any I had ever encountered. Why 
should I have tried to fight a battle 
practically singlehanded? I don’t 
know. Probably I am overconfident in 
my own prowess, but I have reason to 
be. I have come through some mighty 
trying experiences and escaped hun
dreds of dangers.

Where were these strange, silent cre
atures taking me? What fate lay in 
store for me? I had not heard them 
speak a word since 1 had seen them. 
I wondered if they were alalus, lacking 
vocal organs.

One of them approached me as we 
resumed the march. He wore three 
gold armlets, and the haft of his gaff 
was circled by three golden rings.

“What is your name?” he demanded 
in the universal language of Amtor.

So they were not alalus.
“Carson of Venus,”- I replied.
“From what country come you?”
“The United States of America.”
“I never heard of it,” he said. “How 

far is it from Brokol?”
“I never heard of Brokol,” I replied. 

“Where is that?”
He looked disgusted.
“Every one has heard of Brokol,” he 

said. “It is the greatest empire in Am
tor. It lies forty kob from here on the 
other side of those mountains.” That 
would be a hundred miles. 1 not only 
had to get myself captured, but now 
I had to walk a hundred miles!

“Then my country is ten million 
four hundred thousand kobs from 
Brokol,” I said, doing some lightning 
mental calculating.

“There is nothing that far away from 
anything,” he said, petulantly. “You 
are lying to me, and that will make it 
worse for you.”

“I am not lying,” I said. “That is 
the nearest my country ever gets to 
Brokol; sometimes it is farther away

than that.”
“You are the greatest liar I have ever 

heard of,” he said. “How many peo
ple live in your country?”

“If I tell you, you won’t believe 
me.”

“Tell me anyway. It is probably a 
little country. Do you know how many 
people live in Brokol?”

“I ’m afraid I could never guess.” 
“You are very right that you could 

never guess—there are fifty thousand 
people living in Brokol!” I guess he 
expected me to faint.

“Indeed?” I said.
“Yes, fifty thousand; and I am not 

lying to you. Now how many live in 
your little country? Tell me the truth.” 

“Somewhere around a hundred and 
thirty-four million.”

“I told you to tell me the truth. 
There are not that many people in all 
Amtor.”

“My country is not on Amtor.”

T THOUGHT he was going to explode, 
he became so angry.
“Are you trying to make a fool of 

me?” he demanded, turning a dark 
green.

“Not at all,” I assured him. “There 
is no reason why I should lie to you. 
My country is in another world. If 
Amtor were not surrounded by clouds, 
you could see it at night shining like 
a tiny ball of fire.”

“I said you were the greatest liar I 
had ever heard of,” he said. “I now 
say that you are the greatest liar any 
one ever heard of; you are the great
est liar in the world.”

I do not like to be called a liar, but 
what was I to do about it? Anyway, 
there was something of awe and respect 
in the way he said it that made it sound 
more like a compliment than an insult.

“I don’t see why you should doubt 
me,” I said. “The chances are that you
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have never heard of Vepaja, or Hava- 
too, or Korva, yet they are countries 
which really exist.”

“Where are they?” he demanded.
“Right on Amtor,” I said.
“If you can lead us to countries we 

have never heard of, you will probably 
not be sacrificed to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja; 
but you had better not lie to her or 
to Duma.”

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja, literally trans
lated into English, means most high 
more than women. None of the vari
ous peoples of Amtor with whom I had 
come in contact had any religion, but 
this name and his mention of sacrifice 
in connection with it suggested that she 
might be a goddess.

“Is Loto-El-Ho-Ganja your vad- 
jong?” I asked. Vadjong means 
queen.

“No,” he said, “she is not a woman; 
she is more than a woman. She was 
not born of woman, nor did she ever 
hang from any plant.”

“Does she look like a woman?” I 
asked.

“Yes,” he replied, “but her beauty 
is so transcended that mortal women 
appear as beasts by comparison.”

“And Duma?” I asked. “Who is 
Duma?”

“Our jong—the richest and most 
powerful jong in Amtor. You will prob
ably see him when we reach Brokol, 
and maybe Loto-El-Ho-Ganja, too. I 
think they will wish to see such a great 
liar, one whose hair and eyes, even, are 
lies.”

“What do you mean by that?” I de
manded.

“I mean that there can be no such 
thing as a man with yellow hair and 
gray eyes; therefore they must be a 
lie.”

“Your powers of reasoning are amaz
ing,” I said.

He nodded in agreement, and said,

“I have talked enough,” and walked 
away.

If these Brokols have anything to 
recommend them, it is their lack of gar
rulity. They talk when they have 
something to say; otherwise they re
main silent, in which they differ greatly 
from most of my own species. I am al
ways amazed, if not always amused, by 
the burst of feminine gabble which fol
lows the lowering of a theater curtain 
for an intermission. There can’t be 
that much important conversation in a 
lifetime.

C H A P T E R  V

The Most Beautiful W om an

T MUST say that after my conver
sation with this chap, whose name I 

later learned was Ka-at (ka-at), I was 
really curious to reach Brokol and see 
a woman so beautiful that she made 
other women appear as beasts. If it 
hadn’t been for my concern over Duare, 
I ’d have looked forward to it as an
other rare adventure. One must die 
eventually, even though he has been 
inoculated with the longevity serum as 
have I; so if he has no one dependent 
upon him, he might as well crowd all 
of adventure and experience into his 
life that he can, even though he at 
times risk that life.

During the long marches to Brokol 
no one spoke to me again. They com
municated with me and among them
selves largely by signs. I sometimes 
wondered that their vocal cords did 
not atrophy. I had much time to think; 
and of course most of my thoughts re
volved about Duare, but I also thought 
of the strange suggestions Ka-at had 
placed in my mind. I wondered what 
he meant when he said that Loto-El- 
Ho-Ganja had never hung from any 
plant. Why should anyone wish to
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hang from a plant? I am quite sure 
that the horse thieves they used to 
lynch in the days of our old West would 
not have chosen to hang from a tree 
or from anything else.

The Brokol carried nothing but 
their spears, swords, and a little bag of 
food; for we lived off the country as 
we went; so they covered quite a little 
ground every day. During the morn
ing of the fifth day we climbed through 
a mountain pass, and from the summit 
I saw a city lying on a well watered ta
bleland below.

The party halted at the summit; and, 
looking down upon the city,' bowed 
three times from the waist. We were 
standing pretty close together, and the 
opportunity I had been awaiting came 
because of that. I was behind and 
touching the warrior who carried my 
pistol. As he bowed, I brushed against 
him; and when he straightened up, he 
did not have my pistol—it was hidden 
in my loin cloth.

I didn’t know when the opportunity 
to use it might come. I knew that I 
couldn’t shoot my way out of a city 
full of enemies, but as a last resort I 
could sell my life dearly. Anyway, I 
was glad to have my weapon back 
again; somehow it gives me a feeling of 
security and superiority that I don’t 
have without it; and that is strange; 
because before I came to Venus 1 never 
carried a weapon of any description.

The bowing at the summit of the 
pass, I learned later, was something of 
a religious ritual, Brokol being consid
ered by them a holy city. In it was 
located the principal temple of Loto- 
El-Ho-Ganja. Here came the people 
of the lesser villages to worship and 
make offerings.

We continued the march immediate
ly, and were soon at one of the gates 
of Brokol. I shall not bore you with the 
details of our entry into the city, but

I may say that it was not a triumphal 
entry for Ka-at. He had been defeat
ed, and he brought back no spoils and 
only a single prisoner. Ka-at was a 
vookokor,* or commander of a thou
sand men.

The three gold armlets that he wore 
and the three golden rings which en
circled the haft of his gaff were the in
signia of his office.

T WAS taken to an open square or 
pla2a in a poor part of the city and 

locked in a cage. There were a num
ber of these cages, but only one 
other had an occupant. He was a hu
man being like myself, and his cage 
was next to mine. We were not exactly 
on exhibit; but the plaza was not en
closed, and many Brokols came and 
gaped at us. Some of them poked us 
with sticks,< and others threw stones at 
us. For the most part, however, they 
just looked and commented—a word 
or a short phrase. They were not given 
to loquacity.

One looked at me and said to his 
companion,

“What is it?”
The other just shook his head.
“Yellow hair,” said the first.
“Gray eyes,” said the second.
They were running on terribly, for 

Brokols.
“You talk too much,” the man in the 

next cage yelled at them.
One of them threw a rock at him, 

and then they both walked away.
“They hate to have anyone say they 

talk too much,” confided my neigh
bor.

I nodded. I was suddenly sick at 
heart, as though I felt a premonition 
of tragedy. Somehow I connected it 
with Duare, and I didn’t feel much like

* Vookokor means, literally, a thousand dag
gers; and is a military title corresponding with 
our colonel.—Ed.
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talking.
The fellow in the next cage shook his 

head sadly.
“You don’t look like a Brokol,” he 

said, “but you talk like one. It is too 
bad. When I saw you coming I thought 
that I was going to have some one to 
talk with. I have been afraid that I 
was going to forget how to talk.”

“I am sorry,” I said. “I shall be 
glad to talk with you.”

He brightened up.
“My name is Jonda,” he said.
“Mine is Carson.”
“I am from Tonglap. Where are 

you from?”
“From Korva,” I said. There wTas 

no use going through the futile explana
tion of where the United States of 
America was. No one on Venus could 
have understood it.

“I never heard of Korva,” he said. 
“Tonglap is far away in that direction.” 
He pointed toward the north. “I am a 
vookor* in the army of Tonglap.”

The days dragged heavily, and 1 be
came much depressed. Here I was in 
a cage in a strange land, a prisoner of 
queer, half human creatures; my ship 
lay disabled at Japal; and Duare was 
far away in Timal. How long, I won
dered, would those savage people re
main friendly to her. I began to lose 
hope, for it seemed impossible that she 
and I ever would be reunited, that we 
should ever reach Korva.

Jonda had told me that at any mo
ment ope of us might be chosen as a 
human sacrifice to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja.

“From remarks I have overheard,” 
he said, “I think she either drinks the 
blood of the victim or bathes in it.”

“I understand that she is very beau
tiful,” I said. “Have you ever seen 
her?”

♦ Vookor really means one dagger, but is the 
title of an officer who commands one hundred 
men, a captain. Tonglap means big land.—Ed.

“No, and I don’t want to. I under
stand that it isn’t good for one’s health 
to have Loto-El-Ho-Ganja take an in
terest in one. Let us hope that she 
never hears of us.”

After a couple of weeks Jonda and 
I were taken from our cages and put 
to work cleaning up an oval field which 
had tiers of benches built around it. 
The benches were raised, the lower tier 
being some ten feet above the ground; 
so that the whole thing resembled a 
Spanish bull ring more than it did any
thing else. There were two main gates 
and a number of small doors in the 
wooden paling surrounding it.

I remarked to Jonda that it seemed 
strange to me that we didn’t see more 
slaves in the city. As far as 1 knew, 
there were only the two of us.

“I ’ve never seen any others.” he re
plied. “Duma, the jong, sent out that 
expedition under Ka-at to gather 
slaves; but he didn’t do very well. He 
may have had his head lopped off for it 
by this time.”

“Shut up!” snapped one of the war
riors that were guarding us. “You talk 
too much. Work, don’t  talk.”

While we were working, half a doz
en warriors entered the arena and ap
proached our guard.

“The jong has sent for these two,” 
said their leader.

One of our guard nodded, and asked,
“And us?”
The leader of the warriors just nod

ded. No words wasted there.

rJ''H EY  conducted us to the palace 
x  grounds and through what ap

peared to be a well kept orchard of 
small fruit trees. I could see what ap
peared to be some kind of fruit hanging 
from the branches, but only one or two 
to a tree. There were many guards 
about.

When we had come closer to the or-
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chard, I was amazed to see that what I 
had thought was fruit were diminutive 
Brokols dangling in the air by stems 
attached to the tops of their heads. 
This suddenly explained many things, 
among them the knob on the tops of 
the heads of all the Brokols I had seen 
and Ka-at’s statement that Loto-El-Ho- 
Ganja had never hung from a plant.

The little Brokols were perfectly 
formed. Most of them hung quietly, 
swaying in the breeze, with their eyes 
shut; but a few were very active, wig
gling their arms and legs and making 
complaining sounds. It all reminded 
me of the first stirrings of a new born 
babe, yet there was something almost 
obscene about it. They were of all 
sizes, from those but an inch long to 
some that were fully fifteen inches in 
length.

Jonda pointed to one of these, and 
remarked,

‘ Pretty nearly ripe and about to fall
off.”

“Shut up!” snapped one of our 
guard. That was practically the ex
tent of the conversations we ever had 
with our captors.

We were taken into the presence of 
the jong, where we were told to bow 
four times. It is remarkable that from 
the depth of the African forest to the 
Court of Versailles, on Earth or Venus, 
there is a similarity in the trappings and 
the ritual surrounding kings.

The throne room of Duma was as 
elaborate as the culture and means of 
the Brokols could make it. There were 
battle scenes painted on the walls, there 
were dyed fabrics hanging at the win
dows and doorways, swords and spears 
and the heads of animals adorned the 
walls.

Duma sat upon a carved bench on a 
dais strewn with furs. He was a large 
man, as hairless and hideous as his sub
jects ; and he was loaded with bracelets,

armlets, and anklets of gold. A Brokol 
woman, the first I had seen, sat on a 
lower bench beside him. She, too, was 
weighted down with golden ornaments. 
She was Dua, the vadjong. This I 
learned later, as also that the jongs of 
Brokol were always named Duma; and 
the vadjongs, Dua.

“Which is the slave from Japal?” 
asked Duma, and then, “I see, it must 
be the one with yellow hair and gray 
eyes. Ka-at did not lie. Did you tell 
Ka-at that you came from a country 
ten million four hundred thousand kobs 
from Brokol, fellow?”

“Yes,” I said.
“And did you tell him that there were 

a hundred and thirty-four million peo
ple in your country?”

“Correct.”
“Ka-at did not lie,” he repeated.
“Nor did I,” I said.
“Shut up!” said Duma; “you talk 

too much. Could you lead an expedition 
to that country for the purpose of ob
taining loot and slaves?”

“Of course not,” I replied; “we could 
never reach it. Even I may never re
turn to it.”

“You are, even as Ka-at said, the 
greatest liar in the world,” said Duma; 
then he turned his eyes upon Jonda. 
“And you,” he said; “where are you 
from?”

“From Tonglap.”
“How many people are there?”
“I never counted them,” replied Jon

da, “but I may say that there are fully 
ten times as many as there are in Bro
kol.”

“Another liar,” said Duma. “Brokol 
is the largest country in the world. Can 
you lead my warriors to Tonglap, so 
that they may take prisoners and 
loot?”

“I can, but I won’t,” said Jonda. “I 
am no traitor.”

“Shut up!” said Duma. “You talk
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too much.” He spoke to an officer. 
“Take this one who is from Tonglap 
and put him back in his cage. Loto-El- 
Ho-Ganja wished to see the other one. 
She has never seen a man with yellow 
hair and gray eyes. She did not believe 
Ka-at any more than I did. She said, 
also, that she would be amused to hear 
the greatest liar in Amtor.”

^jpHEY led Jonda away, and then sev
eral men with plumes fastened to 

their heads surrounded me. They car
ried golden gaffs and very heavy short- 
swords with ornate hilts. Their leader 
looked at Duma, who nodded; and I 
was led from the throne room.

“When you enter the presence of 
Loto-El-Ho-Ganja, bow seven times,” 
the leader instructed me, “and do not 
speak unless you are spoken to; then 
only answer questions. Ask none and 
make no gratuitous observations of 
your own.”

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja has a throne room 
of her own in a temple that stands not 
far from the palace. As we approached 
it, I saw hundreds of people bringing 
offerings. Of course I could not see 
everything that they brought; but there 
were foods and ornaments and textiles. 
It evidently paid well to head the 
church of Brokol, as it does to head 
most churches and cults. Even in our 
own Christian countries it has not al
ways proved unprofitable to emulate 
the simple ways of Christ and spread 
his humble teachings.

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja sat on a gorgeous 
golden throne that made Duma’s bench 
look like a milkmaid’s stool. She was 
surrounded by a number of men garbed 
like those who escorted me. They were 
her priests.

Loto-El-Ho-Ganja was not a bad 
looking girl. She was no Brokol, but a 
human being like me. She had brunette 
hair and eyes and a cream colored skin

with just a tinge of olive, through which 
glowed a faint pink upon her cheeks. 
I ’d say that if she were not beautiful, 
she was definitely arresting and inter
esting; and she looked alert and intel
ligent.

After I had bowed seven times she 
sat looking at me in silence for a long 
time.

“What is your name?” she asked 
after a while. She had a lovely con
tralto voice. Listening to it, I could 
not imagine her drinking human blood 
or taking a bath in it.

“I am Carson kum Amtor, Tanjong 
kum Korva,” I replied; which, in Eng
lish, would be Carson of Venus, Prince 
of Korva.

“And where is Korva?”
“It is a country far to the south.”
“How far?”
“I do not know exactly—several 

thousand kobs, however.”
“Did you not tell Ka-at that your 

country lay ten million four hundred 
thousand kobs from Brokol?” she de
manded. “Were you lying then or 
now?”

“I was not lying at all. The world 
from which I originally came is not 
Korva, and that other world is ten 
million four hundred thousand kobs 
from Brokol,”

“By what name is it known?” she 
asked.

“The United States of America.”
She wrinkled her brows in thought at 

that; and a strange, puzzled expression 
came into her eyes. She seemed to be 
straining to bring some forgotten 
memory from the deepest recesses of 
her mind, but presently she shook her 
head wearily.

“The United States of America,” she 
repeated. “Would you tell me something 
about your country? I cannot see what 
you could expect to gain by lying to 
me.”
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“I shall be glad to tell you anything
you wish to know,” I replied, “and I 
can assure you that I shall not lie to 
you.”

She arose from her throne and 
stepped down from the dais.

“Come with me,” she said, and then 
she turned to one of her priests. “I 
would examine this man alone. You 
may all leave.”

“But, Loto-El-Ho-Ganja,” objected 
the man, “it would be dangerous to 
leave you alone with this man. He is 
an enemy.”

She drew herself up to her full height.
“I am Loto-EI-Ho-Ganja,” she said. 

“I know all things. I have looked into 
this man’s eyes; I  have looked into his 
soul, and I know that he will not at
tempt to harm me.”

The fellow still hesitated.
“Such a thing has never been done,” 

he said.
“You heard my command, Ro-ton,” 

she said sharply. “Do you, my high 
priest, dare question my authority?”

L IE  moved away at that, and the oth
ers followed him. Loto-El-Ho- 

Ganja led me across the room toward 
a small door. The throne room of this 
goddess, if that was what she was, was 
even more elaborate than that of Duma, 
the jong; but its wall decorations were 
gruesome—rows of human skulls with 
crossed bones beneath them; doubtless 
the skulls and bones of human sacri
fices.

The small room to which she led me 
was furnished with a desk, several 
benches, and a couch. The benches and 
the couch were covered with furs and 
cushions. Loto-El-Ho-Ganja seated 
herself on a bench behind the desk. “Sit 
down,” she said, and I seated myself 
on a hench opposite her.

She asked me about the same ques
tions that Duma had, and I gave her

the same answers that I had given 
him; then she asked me to explain how 
there could be another world so far 
from Venus, and I gave her a very 
sketchy explanation of the solar sys
tem.

“Sun, planets, moons,” she said 
musingly, “moons and stars.”

I had not mentioned stars. I won
dered how she could have known the 
word.

“Before they brought me before 
you,” I said, “I was told to speak only 
when I was spoken to, and to ask you 
no questions.”

“You would like to ask me some
questions?”

“Yes.”
“You may,” she said. “Ro-ton and 

the lesser priests would be shocked,” 
she added, with a shrug and a smile.

“How did you know about stars?” 
I asked.

She looked surprised.
“Stars! What do I know about stars? 

I am Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. That an
swers your question. I know many 
things. Sometimes I do not know how 
I know them. I do not know how I 
knew about stars. In the back of my 
mind are a million memories, but most 
of them are only vague and fragmen
tary. I try very hard to piece them to
gether or to build them into recogniz
able wholes,” she sighed, “but I never 
can.”

“Of course you are not a Brokol,” I 
said. “Tell me how you came to be 
here, a living goddess among alien peo
ple.”

“I do not know,” she said. “That is 
one of the things I can never recall. 
Once I found myself sitting on the 
temple throne. I did not even know the 
language of these people. They had to 
teach me it. While I was learning it, 
I learned that I was a goddess; and 
that I came from the fires that surround
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Amtor. My full title is Loto-El-Ho- 
Ganja Kum O Raj,” (literally Most 
High More Than Woman Of The Fire; 
or, for short, Fire Goddess), “but that 
is too long and is only used on state 
occasions and in rituals. Ro-ton and a 
few of the others I permit to call me just 
Loto in private.” She pronounced it 
loto, and as it means Most High, it was 
still something of a title.

“You,” she added graciously, “may 
call me Loto while we are alone.”

I felt that I was getting on pretty 
well, to be permitted to call a goddess 
by her first name. I hoped that she was 
going to like me so well that she 
wouldn't care to drink my blood, or 
even bathe in it.

“ I shall call you Carson,” she said. 
“Like so many other things that I 
cannot understand, I seemed to be 
drawn to you from the moment I first 
saw you by some mysterious bonds of 
propinquity. I think it was when you 
said ‘United States of America.’ That 
name seemed to strike a responsive 
chord within me. Why, I do not know. 
United States of America!” She whis
pered the words softly and slowly, al
most caressingly; and there was that 
strange far-away look in her eyes.

C H A P T E R  VI 

The Mystery of Lo+o

T O T O  and I were getting on famous
ly when there came a scratching 

at the door.
“Enter!” said The Fire Goddess.
The door was opened, and Ro-ton 

stood scowling on the threshold.
“I thought I told you we were to be 

left alone,” said the goddess with some 
asperity.

“I come from Duma,” said Ro-ton. 
“He wishes to offer a sacrifice to Loto- 
El-Ho-Ganja,” and he looked straight

at me with a very nasty expression on 
his green face.

“If he insists, I shall accept his sacri
fice,” said Loto; “but I shall reserve 
the right to select the victim,” and she 
looked so meaningly at Ro-ton that he 
turned a dark green, which faded al
most immediately to a sickly greenish 
white. “ It will probably be one of 
those who disobey me.”

Ra-ton faded from the scene, closing 
the door after him; while Loto tapped 
her sandalled toe upon the floor.

“He aggravates me so,” she said. 
“Whenever I demonstrate any liking 
for a person, he runs immediately to 
Duma and gets him to select that per
son as an offering. One of these days I 
am going to lose patience and select Ro- 
ton myself. That would be a great 
honor for Ro-ton, but I don’t think he'd 
enjoy it.”

“Is it true,” I asked, “that you drink 
the blood of the sacrificial offerings?”

Her eyes flashed angrily.
“You are presumptious! ” she ex

claimed. “You have taken advantage 
of my kindness to you to ask me to 
divulge one of the most sacred secrets 
of the temple.”

1 stood up.
“I am sorry,” I said. “Now I sup

pose I must go.”
“Sit down!” she snapped. “I am the 

one to decide when you are to go. Have 
you no manners?”

“I have never before had the honor 
of being entertained by a goddess,” I 
said; “so I do not know just how to 
act.”

“You are not being entertained by a 
goddess,” she said. “You are enter
taining one. Goddesses do not enter
tain any one, especially slaves.”

“I hope that I am entertaining you, 
Most High,” I said.

“You are. Now tell me more about 
the Llnited States of America. Has it
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many cities?”
“Thousands.”
“Any as large as Brokol?”
“Most of them are larger. One has 

nearly seven million people,”
“What is that city called?” she 

asked.
“New York.”
“New York,” she repeated. “New 

York. It seems just as though I had 
heard that name before.”

Again we were interrupted by 
scratching on the door. It was a priest 
to announce that Duma, the jong, was 
coming to the temple to pay his respects 
to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. Loto Hushed 
angrily, but she said:

“We will receive him. Summon the 
priests to the holy chamber.” When the 
priest was gone, she turned again to 
me. “I cannot leave you here alone,” 
she said; “so you will have to come 
with me.”

'Y^7'E went out into the throne room.
f It was what she called the holy 

chamber. Loto told me to stand over 
at one side; then she took her place on 
the throne. Priests were arriving. Ro- 
ton came. They made a barbarous 
spectacle in that skull decorated room, 
with their green skins and their plumes 
of office.

Soon I he&rd the sound of drums, 
first at a distance; then drawing nearer; 
and presently Duma entered, preceded 
by drummers and followed by full}' a 
hundred officers. They stopped before 
the dais and bowed seven times; then 
Duma mounted the dais and sat on a 
low bench next to Loto-El-Ho-Ganja. 
Everyone else in the room remained 
standing. You could have heard a pin 
drop, it was so quiet.

They went through a sort of stupid 
ritual for a while, Duma standing up 
every few seconds and bowing seven 
times. When that was over they com

menced their conversation. I could 
hear every word.

“Ro-ton tells me that you have re
fused my sacrifice,” said Duma. “That 
is something that has never before hap
pened.”

“I did not refuse it,” replied Loto. 
“I simply said that I would select the 
victim.”

“That is the same as refusing it,” said 
Duma. “I wish to select my own offer
ing.”

“You may,” said Loto, “but I have 
the right to refuse any offering that is 
not acceptable. You seem to forget that 
I am Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum O Raj.”

“And you seem to forget that I am 
the jong of Brokol,” snapped Duma.

“To a goddess, a jong is only anoth
er mortal,” said Loto, icily. “Now, if 
you have no further matters to discuss, 
I permit you to withdraw.”

I could see that Duma was furious. 
He turned dark green, and he fairly 
glared at Loto.

“A jong has warriors,” he said, an
grily. “He can enforce his wishes.”

“You threaten me?” demanded Loto.
“I demand that I be permitted to 

select my own offering.” Duma was 
fairly shouting now.

“I told you that you might name 
your selection,” said Loto.

“Very well,” said Duma. “It is the 
slave, Carson, with whom you have 
been closeted alone for hours, defying 
the traditions of the temple.”

“I decline your offering,” said Loto.
Duma leaped to his feet.
“Take that slave back to his cage,” 

he shouted. “I ’ll attend to this woman 
later. Now I declare that she is no 
goddess, but that I, Duma, am a god. 
Let those who accept me as their god 
bow seven times.”

That was the last I heard, as sev
eral warriors had seized me and hustled 
me out of the holy chamber.
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They took me back to my cage and 
locked me in. Jonda was still in the 
adjoining cage; and when T told him 
what had happened, he said that I 
didn’t have long to live now.

"That’s what comes of getting mixed 
up with goddesses and jongs,” he 
added.

“They were going to kill me any
way,” I reminded him. “At least this 
way nobody’s going to drink my 
blood.”

“Maybe Duma will,” he suggested. 
“You say he’s god now. If that is so, 
he can select you for his first sacrifice.”

“I wonder if the people will stand 
for his ousting Loto-El-Ho-Ganja,” I 
said.

“If a jong has plenty of warriors, his 
people will stand for anything,” said 
Jonda.

“Loto-El-Ho-Ganja seemed all-pow
erful to me,” I said. “The high priest 
and the jong did her homage and 
stepped around for her until Duma lost 
his temper.”

“Look!” exclaimed jonda, point
ing. “Who is that they’re bringing? 
I ’ve never seen a human woman here 
before.”

1 looked and was shocked.
“It is Loto-El-Ho-Ganja,” I said.
“So Duma is a god now! ” said Jonda.
Two warriors were escorting Loto- 

El-Ho-Ganja. They were not rough 
with her. Perhaps they felt that she 
might be a goddess regardless of what 
Duma had proclaimed, and one doesn’t 
willingly offend a goddess.

They were coming toward our cages; 
and presently they stopped in front of 

, mine, unlocked the door, and pushed 
Loto in with me.

T HAVE had many strange experi
ences in my adventurous life, but 

being locked up in a cage over night 
with a goddess was a new one. Loto

appeared dazed. I imagine the shock 
of her fall from Olympus was terriific.

“What happened?” I asked.
“This is the end,” she said. “Thank 

God, this is the end. I feel it.”
She spoke in Amtorian, all but one 

w'ord: God. That she spoke In En
glish! There is no word for God in 
Amtorian. Most High More than 
Woman of the Fire is the nearest ap
proach to the name of a diety that I 
have ever heard here. Where did she 
learn that one English word? I asked 
her; but she only looked more dazed 
than ever, and said that she did not 
know.

“Why is it the end, Loto?” I asked.
“He has condemned me to death,” 

she said, and then she laughed. “I, who 
cannot die, and condemned to death. 
But he has condemned you, too—you 
and this other prisoner—and you can 
die. I wish that I might save you.”

“You tried to, Loto,” I reminded her. 
“Why did you do that? It has cost 
you your life.”

“I liked you,” she said. “I was 
drawn to you by some power I do not 
understand.”

We three, Loto, Jonda, and I, con
demned to death, talked together long 
into the night. They told me strange, 
almost unbelievable things about these 
green Brokol people. They told me 
that their blood was not red; but white, 
like the sap of some plants, and that 
they ate no meat, though they drank 
the blood of warm blooded animals.

I asked about the tiny Brokols I had 
seen hanging from trees, and they told 
me that the Brokol females laid small, 
nut-like eggs which were planted in 
the ground. These grew into trees; 
and in a matter of years, bore the fruit 
I had seen hanging. When the little 
Brokols were ripe, they dropped from 
the trees wild, untamed creatures that 
had to be captured and disciplined.
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Each family usually had its own or
chard of Brokol trees, the one I had 
seen, belonging to the royal family. 
Guypals, the great birds with which I 
had become familiar at Mypos, ac
counted for many little ripening Bro- 
kols, which accounted for the armed 
warriors guarding the royal orchard. 
Here was a race of people who not only 
had family trees, but family orchards.

When a woman planted an egg, she 
stuck a little marker in the ground be
side it to identify it, just as our home 
gardeners place markers every spring 
in their gardens so that they will know 
which are beets and which tomatoes 
when they come up.

Because of guypals and insect pests 
the infant mortality of the Brokols is 
appallingly high, not one in a thousand 
reaching maturity. However, as the 
Brokols are polygamous and both the 
ground and the females extremely fer
tile, there is little danger that race sui
cide will exterminate them. I might 
mention that no dogs are allowed in 
the orchards.

TOURING a lapse in the conversa
tion, Loto suddenly exclaimed,

“I did not drink human blood. While 
I was Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum O Raj, 
I could not tell you; but now that I 
have been deposed I am free to speak.” 

“Somehow, I could not believe that 
you did,” I told her, “but I am glad to 
hear it from your own lips.”

“No,” she said, “it was Ro-ton, 
Duma, and a few of the more favored 
priests who got the blood to drink. It 
was only their craving for blood which 
ever induced them to sacrifice a human 
slave, as these were considered very 
valuable as workers. Most of the of
ferings were Brokols who had incurred 
the displeasure of Duma or Ro-ton, but 
they did not drink the blood of these. 
I did not even kill the victim; Ro-ton

did that. I merely presided and re
peated a chant; but the priests let the 
people think that I drank the blood, in 
order to impress them. It seems that 
the common people must be afraid of 
their goddess in order to be held under 
control.”

“You and Carson speak of strange 
creatures of which I have never heard,” 
said Jonda, the godless one.

“Let us talk of something else then,” 
said Loto.

“I should like to hear more about 
the United States of America, of New 
York—New York—New York—” She 
whispered the name slowly, drawing it 
out; and her eyes were dreamy and in
trospective. Suddenly she exclaimed, 
“Betty! Betty! Betty! I ’m getting 
it!” She was terribly excited. “Call 
—call—Betty call. 1 almost have it! 
Oh, God, I almost have it! Brooklyn! 
Now I have it! Brooklyn!” Then 
she swooned.

I tried to revive her, but she didn’t 
respond; so I had to let her fie there. 
I knew that she would regain con
sciousness eventually.

What she had said mystified me. 
What could she know about Brooklyn? 
I had mentioned New York, but never 
Brooktyn; yet I could not be mistaken 
—she had said Brooklyn plainly. And 
what did she mean by call, and who 
was Betty? WTien she came to, I in
tended to get an explanation, if I could. 
Could it be that there was another 
American on Venus, whom she had seen 
and talked with? If I had reached the 
Shepherd Star, another might have 
done so. Perhaps he had been a pris
oner here, may be an offering with 
whom she had talked before he died. 
I must find out! But what good it 
would do me, other than to satisfy my 
curiosity, I did not know; for was I not 
to die on the morrow?

Thinking thus, I fell asleep.
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It was morning when I awoke. I 
was alone. Loto was not in the cage, 
and the door was still securely locked!

J  AWOKE Jonda, but he could give
me no information. He was as 

much mystified as I. Something tells 
me that I shall never see Loto again 
and that I shall carry this unsolved 
mystery to the grave with me.

Shortly before noon Brokols com
menced filing past our cages. They 
were going toward the “bull ring” that 
Jonda and I had once cleaned. Many 
of them stopped and looked at us, com
menting, usually in a most uncompli
mentary manner, upon our looks and 
antecedents.

Presently they came for us—a couple 
of dozen warriors. I wanted to use my 
pistol, but 1 decided to wait until we got 
in the arena and I could wreak greater 
havoc.

The warriors were much concerned 
and not a little upset by the absence of 
Loto. They saw that the lock of the 
door had not been tampered with. 
When they asked me how she had es
caped, I could only say that I did not 
know. They took us to the arena, 
which was crowded with Brokols. It 
was very quiet, nothing like a Spanish 
bull ring or an American base ball game 
when they have a large audience. There 
was little conversation, no cheering, no 
shouting. When Duma entered with 
his family and entourage, the place was 
as quiet as a tomb.

Jonda and I were standing in the 
center of the arena with our guards, 
one of whom left us and went and spoke 
with Duma. Presently he returned and 
said that Duma wished me to come to 
him. Half the guards accompanied me.

“What became of the woman?” de
manded Duma, overlooking the fact 
that I had not bowed to him either four 
times or once.

“That is a stupid question to ask 
me,” I told him.

Duma turned the color of a green 
lime.

“You must know,” I continued, “that 
if I did know, I wouldn’t tell you. I 
don’t know, but if I told you that, you 
would not believe me. No, I don’t 
know; but I can guess.”

“What do you guess?” he asked.
“I guess that you can’t hold a god

dess behind bars,” I said, “and I also 
guess that she has gone to arrange pun
ishment for you and Ro-ton for the 
way you have treated her. You were 
very stupid to treat the Most High 
More Than Woman of the Fire the way 
you did.”

“It was Ro-ton’s fault,” said Duma. 
Ro-ton was there and he looked very 

uncomfortable, and when Duma said 
again,

“It was all Ro-ton’s fault,” he 
couldn’t contain himself.

“You wanted to be the Most High 
More Than Man of the Fire,” he 
blurted. “That was your idea, not 
mine. If she comes back, she’ll know 
whose fault it was.”

“Goddesses always do,” I said. “You 
can never fool ’em.”

“Take him away!” snapped Duma. 
“I do not like him.”

“I think I hear her coming now,” I 
said, looking up in the air.

Immediately Duma, Ro-ton, and all 
those around them looked up. It was 
a very tense moment, but no Loto-El- 
Ho-Ganja Kum O Raj appeared. How
ever, I had upset their nervous equi
librium; which was all that I hoped to 
do; though it wouldn’t have surprised 
me much if a girl who could have dis
appeared so completely and mysteri
ously as Loto had the night before had 
suddenly materialized carrying a flam
ing sword. However, she didn’t; and 
I was haled back to the arena center.
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JONDA bowed to me seven times.
Jonda has a sense of humor, but the 

Brokols haven’t. There was a hissing 
noise, as though thousands of people 
had gasped simultaneously; and I guess 
that is exactly what happened; then 
the silence was deathly.

Duma shouted something that I 
could not understand, drums were 
beaten, and the warriors left us alone 
in the center of the arena.

“We are about to die,” said Jonda. 
“Let’s give a good account of our
selves.”

Two warriors came out and handed 
us each a spear, or gaff, and a sword.

“See that you put on a good show,” 
said one of them.

“You are going to see one of the best 
shows ever put on in this arena,” I told 
him.

When the warriors had retired to 
places of safety, one of the small doors 
in the arena wall was opened and six 
nobargans* came out. The nobargans 
are hairy, manlike cannibals. They 
have no clothing nor ornaments; but 
they fight with slings, with which they 
hurl stones; and with the crudest kind 
of bows and arrows.

The nobargans came toward us, 
growling like wild beasts, from which 
they are not far removed. If they were 
proficient with their slings and bows, 
our gaffs and swords would offer no de
fense. We’d never be able to get close 
enough to use them.

I threw down my gaff and drew my 
pistol, carrying the sword in my left

♦The derivation of the word nobargan is inter
esting. Broadly, it means a savage; literally, it 
means hairy men. In the singular it is nobargan. 
Gan is man; bar is hair. No is a contraction of 
not, meaning with; and is used as a prefix with 
the same value that the suffix y has in English. 
So nobar means hairy, and nobargan, hairy man. 
The prefix kloo forms the plural (hairy men) sav
ages. Throughout this narrative the English form 
of plural is used as a rule, as the Amtorian is quite 
awkward; in this case, kloonobargan.—Ed.

hand to use to fend off the missiles of 
the savages. Jonda wanted to barge 
ahead and get to close quarters, but I 
told him to wait—that I had a surprise 
for him, the nobargans, and the Bro
kols; so he dropped back at my side.

The savages were circling to sur
round us as I raised my pistol and 
dropped the first one; then all I had to 
do was pan, as the photographers say. 
One by one the creatures went down. 
Some missiles flew by our heads; and 
three of the beast-men had time to 
charge us, but I dropped them all be
fore they reached us.

Utter silence followed, and endured 
for a moment; then I heard Duma rav
ing like a madman. He had been 
cheated out of the sport he had ex
pected. There had been no contest, 
and we had not been killed. He or
dered warriors to come and take my 
pistol from me.

They came, but with no marked en
thusiasm. I told them to stay back or 
I would kill them as I had killed the 
nobargans. Duma screamed at them to 
obey him. Of course there was noth
ing else for them to do; so they came 
on, and I dropped them just as I had 
the savages.

The Brokol audience sat in absolute 
silence. They are the quietest people! 
But Duma was not quiet. He fairly 
jumped up and down in his rage. He 
would have torn his hair, had he had 
any. Finally he ordered every armed 
man in the audience to enter the arena 
and get me, offering a splendid reward.

“Good work!” said Jonda. “Keep 
it up. After you have killed all the in
habitants of Brokol, we can go home.”

“1 can’t kill ’em all,” 1 said. “There 
are too many of them coming now. 
We’ll be taken, but at a good price.”

nPHOUSANDS of armed men were 
jumping over the barrier and com-
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itig toward us. I can’t say they were 
hurrying much. Everyone seemed to 
be quite willing to let some one else win 
the reward; but they were coming, 
nevertheless.

As they were dosing in on us, I heard 
a familiar sound above me. But it 
could not be true! I looked up; and 
there, far overhead, circled an aero
plane. It could not be true, but it was. 
As far as I could see it, I could recog
nize that ship. It was the anotar—my 
anotar! Who had repaired it? Who 
was flying it? WTho else could it be but 
Duare, the only other person in all this 
world who could fly an aeroplane.

“Look!” I cried, pointing up. “She 
comes! Loto-El-Ho-Ganja Kum 0  
Raj comes for vengeance!”

Everybody looked up. Then they 
turned and looked at Duma and Ro- 
ton. I looked at them, too. They were 
beating it out of that arena as fast as 
they could go. I ’ll bet they’re running 
yet.

The anotar was circling low now, and 
I was waving wildly to attract the at
tention of Duare, or whoever was in it. 
Presently Duare leaned out and waved.

I called to the Brokols to fall back 
out of the way or be killed by the bird 
ship coming with a new Loto-EI-Ho- 
Ganja. I thought they might notice too 
soon that Duare was not the original 
Loto. They made room in a hurry, 
scrambling out of the arena and leaving 
the stadium as fast as they could go.

Duare landed in the arena—a beau
tiful landing—and a moment later I

had her in my arms. I would have 
done the same thing had we been on the 
corner of 42 nd and Broadway.

Doran was in the ship, with her, and 
a moment later Jonda was in and I was 
at the controls with Duare at my side. 
We were both so full of questions that 
we almost burst, but eventually I 
learned that one of Kandar’s first acts 
after he became jong of Japal was to 
send a strong body of warriors to Timal 
to bring Duare and Artol back to his 
court. He also, following my instruc
tions, had had a new propeller made for 
the anotar. Knowing that I had been 
captured by the Brokols, they knew 
where to look for me; though they had 
little hope of reaching me in time.

We were flying at a couple of thou
sand feet altitude when I looked back 
at Jonda. He was gazing around and 
down, wide-eyed with excitement.

“What do you think of it?” I asked 
him.

“I don’t believe it,” he said. “I think 
Ka-at was right—you are the greatest 
liar in the world.”
Editor's Note:

Not that it has any bearing on this story, but 
just as an example of a remarkable coincidence, we 
want to reproduce here a news item that appeared 
in the daily press recently.

Brooklyn, Sep. 24. Special Correspondence. 
The body of Betty Cailwell, who disappeared 
twenty-five years ago, was found in the alley 
hack of her former home here early this morn
ing. The preservation of the body was re
markable, as Miss Calkvell must have been 
dead for tw>enty-five years. Friends who 
viewed the body insist that it did not look a 
day older than when she disappeared. The 
police fear foul play and are investigating.

FIRST ON THE SPOT

W E in America are not only the best in
formed people in the world, but very 

often we hear European speeches even before 
they are heard by the audiences to whom they 
are addressed. Here’3 how this curious phe
nomena is explained. If Goering, for exam
ple, is speaking to an audience in a vast hall

in Berlin, we who are tuned in on his words
by short-wave radio hear them before they 
reach his listeners in the rearward sections of 
the hall. This is because his voice travels at 
a speed of about one ihousand feet a second, 
while short waves travel at a speed of one hun
dred and eighty-six thousand miles a second.





MURDERED- 
YET ALIVE

hf jjep, Powell
Dashiel traversed space via etherwave, and 
arrived twenty pounds underweight. Then a 
tiny Dashiel followed— and trouble began!

PERCY peered anxiously through a 
peep-slot into a coffin-like atom 
assembler and an expression of sat

isfaction lit his tense face. His assist
ant stood by with a pulmotor. Percy 
threw back the lid of the coffin and the 
two of them bent over a lank, cadav
erous figure. They worked silently.

“Okay, Gus, he’s coming around,” 
Percy said presently.

Alexander “Dash’’ Dashiel, erstwhile 
crack pilot of the space lanes, began 
breathing evenly. Muscles twitched 
here and there. Brown eyes fluttered 
open and he stared hazily around.

“Where— ?” he asked in a weak, dry 
croak, tugging at an unruly reddish- 
brown forelock.

“Esterport. Esterport, Jupiter,” 
Percy smiled. “More specifically, in 

the secret test station of Telatom 
Transport, Incorporated. And 

welcome to our city.”
“Oh,” Dash said with dawn

ing understanding. “So I 
made the radio trip okay.”
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It had been a long chance, and a des
perate one, for Dash. Once a famous 
pilot of the spaceways, he had been 
demoted and finally grounded forever 
because of his weakness for the in
sidious Saturnian loco-berries. He had 
gravitated to a point where no space 
ship would sign him on, not even the 
most disreputable old tramps. Washed 
up—though he was just beginning his 
middle thirties.

A few days ago he was a hopeless 
bum. Then came the weird offer from 
Telatom. It promised rehabilitation— 
or death. He had snatched at the offer; 
agreed to make the secret test flight by 
atomic projection. No publicity at
tended his departure from Earth. As 
a part of the plan, he firmly dated him
self by becoming conspicuously drunk 
in several familiar Chicago hangouts. 
Then he was whisked secretly to 
Toledo, where he silently bade the 
world goodbye and stepped into the 
awesome atomizer. Now he was sitting 
on top of the world.

He was the first to travel from Earth 
to Jupiter—anywhere, for that matter 
—by electric beam. He was to receive 
a tidy little fortune from Telatom for 
his perilous venture. An even bigger 
fortune would come from personal ap
pearance tours, advertising testimonials 
and in other ways.

“Well, what are you staring at?” he 
demanded. He was as naked as a 
peeled, hard-boiled egg. “Where are 
my clothes?”

“Right through that door.” Percy 
pointed. “You’ll find suit, shoes, shirts, 
everything. We got them as soon as 
your sizes were flashed to us,”

Gus cocked an attentive ear and 
hopped to the receiver controls.

“Say, there’s something else com- 
in’,” he declared.

“Impossible!” Percy said. “They 
wouldn’t dare shoot anything else this

soon.” He stopped and listened to a 
hissing, crackling sound. “Well, damn 
their crazy souls! Probably testing 
again with a rabbit or something. A 
couple of minutes sooner, and they 
would have gummed up everything. If 
Frank Hoyt was here he’d get them 
told. Where the hell is Hoyt?”

jp^ASH stormed into the room in a 
suit that swallowed him.

“What kind of prank is this?” he 
demanded.

“I t’s the size you ordered,” Percy 
declared.

Dash glowered up at Percy.
“How tall are you?”
“Five-eleven.”
Dash swallowed hard and paled.
“Then—then I ’ve shrunk. Shrunk 

at least two inches. I was an even six 
feet.”

“Hey, Perce!” Gus shouted, eyes 
glued to the peep-slot in the assembler. 
“This ain’t no rabbit, It’s a human 
bein’. A brat.”

A few minutes later a tiny man sat 
up in the assembler and blinked in be
wilderment into three equally be
wildered faces.

“Holy Moses!” Gus gasped. “He’s 
a spittin’ image of the other’n.”

“Wh—who are you?” Dash gulped.
“Dash Dashiel,” the little fellow 

piped with some misgiving as he stared 
at the larger Dash Dashiel. He fin
gered a stray forelock.

Frank Hoyt strutted In with the air 
of a man trying to look like a busy 
executive. He was a paunchy, beady- 
eyed, middle-aged man who smiled only 
with his mouth—the left side of it.

“Dashiel!” he greeted. “Congratula
tions! I knew it couldn’t fail. Tela
tom is made! We’re all made. Wait’ll 
old Billy Smith hears about it. I ’d like 
to see his face. The old walrus. Thought 
he had a strangle-hold on atomic travel,
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did he? We’ll relegate his shiny fleet 
of space ships to the limbo of the ox
cart. We’ll put the old coot out of 
business. We’ll—er, what’s the mat
ter?”

Wordlessly, Dash pointed to the 
naked little Dash.

“He says he’s me,” Dash muttered 
weakly.

“I am!” little Dash chirped.
Slowly Hoyt’s astonishment changed 

to consternation.
“Dammit to hell!” he blared. “I ’ve 

done everything but pray to have you 
projected safely through space—and 
what do I get? Two of you! Two 
are as bad as none. Space travelers 
aren’t going to patronize our projector 
if there’s danger of arriving as twins. 
What am I going to do, cancel all the 
personal appearances and the publicity 
I ’ve got lined up?”

He slumped into a chair.
“How did it happen?”
“God knows,” Percy sighed. “May

be something went wrong back in 
Toledo: or possibly some elemental dis
turbance interrupted the beam. But 
howr he arrived in two installments, 
identical except in size, is too much 
for me.”

“I ’ve got to talk with Russell in 
Toledo,” Hoyt decided. “Connect me 
from my private office.” He strode out 
of the room.

Hoyt was gone several minutes. 
When he returned he found the two 
Dashes arguing over the matter of iden
tity. Little Dash was wearing a large 
towel, Indian blanket fashion.

“Quit wrangling,” Hoyt ordered. “I 
think I ’ve got a solution. Now, listen, 
Dash—”

Both Dashes answered as one.

TLTOYT bit his lip, then a slow smile 
curled it. He addressed the 

smaller one.

“To avoid confusion, we’ll call you 
Dot. How’s that? Dash and Dot. 
Dot-Dash. Get it?” He seemed to
enjoy his cleverness.

“All right, Dash,” he continued. 
“You’ll go on with the personal ap
pearances as I had planned. We’ll get 
you a new outfit. Shoes with built-up 
heels to make your height about right. 
I ’ll get the mayor to greet you here. 
You’ll ride with him behind a police 
escort to City Hall. You’ll make a 
speech there and receive the key to the 
city. Tomorrow night you’ll be honor 
guest at the Explorer’s Club. I ’ll get 
busy with the arrangements. We’ll 
keep Dot out of sight and—”

“The hell you will!” Dot screeched. 
“What about my contract?”

Hoyt was thoughtful for a moment. 
Then,

“Write your signatures on separate 
pieces of paper. Get two pens, Gus.” 

Their signatures were identical.
“All right, I give up,” Hoyt sighed 

with a gesture of resignation. He 
brooded a minute and a shrewd smile 
played at the corner of his mouth. “I ’ll 
figure a way out by tomorrow. Mean
while, you fellows can sleep in a room 
here at the station. But right now you 
need some food, I guess. And some
thing for Dot to wear till the stores 
open tomorrow. I ’ll have my chauffeur 
take you to a restaurant and he’ll dig 
up some clothes for Dot. Call Lefty, 
will you, Gus?” He peeled two large 
bills from a fat roll, handed one to each 
Dashiel.

“What about the twenty-five grand?” 
they chorused.

“Which of you gets it?” Hoyt 
snapped. “I told you I would take care 
of all that tomorrow.”

Lefty pushed his cap backward in 
what may have been a salute, and stood 
slouchily in the door. He was a large 
man with arms that dangled like an
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ape's. He had the scarred face of a 
sparring partner in a heavyweight 
champion’s camp. The face split into 
a smile of toothy gold.

“Lefty, these gentlemen are Mr. 
Dashiel,” Hoyt said. “Figure that one 
out for yourself. You are at their serv
ice.”

As they turned to look at Lefty, Hoyt 
drew a forefinger across his throat and 
pointed at Dot. Lefty nodded.

“g E T T E R  keep off the main stems,” 
Dash told Lefty as they climbed 

into the sleek uranium sedan. “We 
can’t afford to spoil the publicity set
up. Some of the space flyers may recog
nize me if we go around any of the 
regular hangouts.”

“Me, too,” Dot added.
“Don’t worry,” Lefty grunted.
The streets grew narrower and 

darker. Dot glanced into the rear-view 
mirror and caught an ominous leer 
from Lefty.

“Where you taking us?” Dot quav
ered suspiciously.

“You wanted to stay off the main 
stems, didn’t you?” Lefty retorted. “It 
won't be long now,” he added sig
nificantly.

Squalid, unlighted houses now were 
spaced farther and farther apart. Dim 
street lights shone only at intersections. 
The streets were deserted. Dot shivered 
and wrapped his towel closer around 
him, although the temperature in the 
domed city was quite comfortable.

The car slid by what seemed acres of 
gloomy junk-yard. Lefty stopped in 
the shadows of a deserted building. He 
stepped out of the car and there was a 
clank as he lifted a manhole cover. He 
snatched open the car door and peered 
in.

“C’mere, you! ” he growled, reaching 
a long arm into the car and seizing Dot 
by the foot. He yanked Dot from the

seat and clapped a hand over his mouth 
to smother a shriek of terror.

Dash sallied out of the car and lit on 
Lefty’s shoulders like a lioness defend
ing her cub. His 160-odd pounds 
equalled nearly a quarter of a ton in 
the heavy Jovian gravity and Lefty 
went down under the weight. He 
dropped Dot. Dash hammered his fists 
into Lefty’s scarified visage. Lefty’s 
big arms closed in a bear-like hug and 
he rolled over, pinning Dash helplessly 
to the pavement. Dot was scurrying 
around looking for a stone to use on 
the chauffeur’s egg-shaped head.

“Hold your hosses, fella,” Lefty 
panted almost apologetically. “I ’m just 
doin’ you a favor. I could drop the 
little gink down there and slide the 
cover over ’im and nobody’d ever miss 
’im. Then he couldn’t crab your act.” 

Dash squirmed under Lefty’s weight 
and shook his head.

“I ’ve sunk pretty low,” he admitted, 
“but murder’s out.”

“He ain’t nothin’ to you, is he?” 
Lefty demanded.

“No!” Dash snorted. Then, “Hell, 
I don’t know.”

“You’re nuts,” Lefty grumbled. “1 
got my orders and I ’m gonna keep ’em. 
I ’ll take care of the little shrimp and 
you won’t even have to see it, or know 
anything about it.”

“Listen, you cold-blooded ape,” 
Dash grated. “If you harm him, I ’ll 
have you and Hoyt and the whole crew 
behind bars.”

Lefty eased his embrace slowly. 
“Okay, mister,” he said finally, “if 

you feel that way about it. If you 
want to let a shrimp spoil your act, 
that’s your business. You fellas get 
back in the car and we’ll get some grub 
and some clothes for the runt.”

p R A N K  HOYT paced his office in 
restless rage. Dot Dashiel, a syn-
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chromy in brown attire obtained from 
the children’s department of an Ester- 
port store, sat sullenly in a big leather 
chair, feet dangling half way to the 
floor.

“A whole day gone and we haven’t 
moved an inch,” Hoyt groaned. “All 
because you had to turn up.”

“What’s a day?” Dot reported. “I t’s 
only ten hours up here.”

Hoyt almost strangled.
“What’s a day?” he sputtered. “I t’s 

—it’s precious. Every hour counts. 
Dash was seen in Chicago on Saturday 
night—”

“Sure I was,” Dot interrupted.
“All right,” Hoyt continued impa

tiently. “—seen in Chicago Saturday 
night. Drunk and disgusting around 
several familiar haunts. That was the 
last time Earth saw him—”

“M e!”
“Well, you, damn it! Now Dash 

Dashiel, whoever he is, is here days 
sooner than any space ship could bring 
him, yet we can’t cash in on it because 
you want to tag along like a shadow.” 
Hoyt released a deep, quivering sigh. 
“Now listen, runt, as soon as I hear 
from Toledo, I ’ll have a reasonable 
proposition to offer you. You’ll take it, 
or—” He crooked his thumbs into 
hooks and gestured toward Dot’s 
throat.

Dash swaggered into the room in a 
new brown outfit. He stopped, twist
ing a recalcitrant brown lock and glar
ing at Dot.

“You would get brown,” he snorted.
“I always liked brown,” Dot de

clared.
“And I suppose you like dark blue 

with a chalk stripe.”
“Yeah,” Dot admitted. “I got one 

like that. Did you?”
A choking noise came from Dash’s 

throat.
An evil glint lighted Hoyt’s eyes.

Identical tastes would breed hatred be
tween them, he mused. Give them 
enough rope, that’s all. Soon either 
could enjoy seeing the other murdered 
—tortured in the bargain. Give them 
more rope. But hurry!

“Now, fellows,” Hoyt said unctious- 
ly. “You both have good taste. Re
mind me of, er, twins,”

“Wha-a-a-t?” they blared.
Hoyt chuckled.
“You’re so alike. I t’s distressing to 

see you quarrel. But I was just say
ing to Dot, er, I expect to hear from 
Toledo right away and I think we can 
get everything ironed out. While I ’m 
waiting, why don’t you go out and en
joy yourselves? Get in a better hu
mor. Go to some obscu—, er, quiet 
little night spot where you won’t be 
recognized. Lefty will know where 
to—”

Dot shivered.
“Lefty was a little, er, hasty last 

night,” Hoyt continued in his oily tone. 
“But now that you fellows are sticking 
together, he wouldn’t dare try any
thing. And he has my orders not to. 
Congenial chap, Lefty.”

TNTERASTRAL CLUB was a high- 
sounding name for the tawdry back- 

street honkytonk where Lefty dined 
the problem guests of Telatom Trans
port. But the brochetted swamp-moles 
were done to a king’s taste and the ex
cellent teka wine warmed their insides 
to a pleasant glow. Lefty heaved a 
prodigious sigh and patted his stom
ach. His other hand guided a tooth
pick between his 18-karat molars. 
Then he reached into a pocket and 
pulled out a handful of shriveled loco- 
berries. He swirled them in his palm 
and eyed his guests cunningly.

Involuntarily Dash and Dot reached 
toward the dried berries, then halted 
their hands. Dash wet his lips with
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his tongue.
Lefty selected a berry, put it in his 

mouth and chewed tantalizingly. He 
dropped the other berries on the table.

Dash’s hand inched forward.
“No!” Dot cried. “Don’t touch 

’em! You know what they did to you 
—to us—before. Don’t—”

“Shut up!” Dash growled. He 
scooped up several of the berries, 
popped them into his mouth and 
chewed avidly.

The Callistonian twist band played 
with a frenzy that would make a Har
lem jam session seem like a chamber 
musicale by comparison. One of the 
hostesses, a willowy, honey-blonde 
Earthgirl, paused questioningly at the 
table.

“M-m-m-m!” Dash and Dot said in 
unison.

She gave a provocative little twitch.
Dash bolted out of the booth and 

swept her away. Dot sulked in silence 
as he watched them gliding gracefully 
across the floor in long, sweeping 
strides. He’d have to use stilts to look 
down into her violet-blue eyes as Dash 
was doing.

Lefty gulped down a goblet of teka 
and looked the place over for another 
Earthgirl. They were scarce, not one 
was available. A plump little Jovian 
half-breed caught his eye and skipped 
up to the table. With the pert brunette 
wig that covered the nut-like shell of 
her head, false eyebrows and lashes, 
and expert make-up, she resembled an 
Earthgirl closely.

“Not ba-a-a-d,” Lefty announced 
after a brief scrutiny. He stumbled 
out of the booth and towered over her. 
They shuffled off.

A blue-skinned Venusian cutie sidled 
into the booth with an undulating 
movement,

“Leth danth, Honee,” she lisped 
through her forked tongue.

“Ugh!” Dot said, avoiding her 
round, fishy eyes. “Go away.”

The evening was young but the fun 
was in full sway. Nights are short on 
Jupiter and frolics begin in high gear. 
There is no time for warming up. Gai
ety threatened to lift the roof of the 
Interastral Club but it only added to 
Dot’s misery as he sat alone in the 
booth. Dash and his blonde whirled 
past and Dash flung back a tormenting 
sneer.

Dot shrank deeper into his gloom. 
He eyed the loco-berries longingly. His 
fingers drummed nervously near the 
berries. He withdrew his hand with a 
supreme effort.

Dash and the blonde Earthgirl came 
to the booth for a drink of teka.

“O-o-o-o-o,” the girl said, flashing a 
dazzling smile at Dot. Then to Dash, 
“Your little boy?”

“Hell no!” Dot shrieked.
“Oh, brothers,” she assumed.
Dot grunted an unintelligible answer.
“I think you’re awful cute,” she 

cooed. “Come sit on Mimi’s lap and 
let’s make a loving cup of this goblet.”

Dot bristled, changed his mind, ac
cepted.

Dash glowered. Dot grinned at him 
evilly and made a noise like the ripping 
of canvas.

Mimi did a giggle that ran up the 
scale.

“Little mans got great big kiss for 
Mimi?” she asked teasingly.

Dot buried his lips in the highly- 
rouged pucker proffered.

T^ASH leaped to his feet, upsetting 
the table with a clatter of dishes 

and silverware. Four shell-headed 
Jovians sprang from nowhere and pro
pelled the furious Dash speedily to the 
door. Brawls were frequent in the In
terastral and capable bouncers knew 
how to nip them in the bud.
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Lefty deserted his wriggly Jovian 
dumpling, caught Dot up under an arm, 
tossed a banknote to the cashier on the 
way out and joined Dash outside the 
door.

“Whatcha tryin’ to do, attract atten
tion?” Lefty growled. “Can’t you take 
it if your gal plays up to the little 
gink?”

Dash shot Dot a poisonous glance 
through dilated pupils. Dot backed 
away uneasily.

“Where to now?” Lefty asked with 
mock politeness as he opened the car 
door. “Like to just catch a little air?”

The Dashiel doubles sat in strained 
silence as Lefty piloted them around 
the city. Occasionally he painted out 
something of interest.

The car slowed down suddenly.
“Say, there’s a street carnival,” Lefty 

announced. “I ain’t been to one in a 
coon’s age.”

“To hell with it,” muttered the 
Dashes.

Ignoring them, Lefty swerved to the 
curb. He jumped out and opened the 
door. Childish excitement shone on 
his face.

“I like to throw baseballs at them 
shell-headed Jovian dodgers,” he 
grinned. “Hope they got a dodger con
cession. I used to be a pretty good 
fireballer back in the Three-Eye 
League.”

Unenthusiastically they followed him 
to the carnival lot.

Dot stopped short in front of a freak 
show. The barker was pointing to a 
pretty blonde midget on a platform. 
He called her Princess Teeny. She was 
smiling into the multitude of gaping 
faces but a wistful expression lurked 
in her large hazel eyes.

“Ain’t she darlin’?” a red-headed 
Earthwoman cried.

Dot agreed silently.
“She is a cute little trick,” Dash mut

tered. “I could go for her if she was 
bigger.”

“Come on,” Lefty urged. “Let’s find 
them dodgers.”

Dot stood firmly and gave him an 
appealing look.

“Ho-ho!” Lefty hooted. “He’s fail
in’ for the dwarf. Ouch!”

Dot had given him a vicious kick on 
the shin.

“Okay, pee-wee, you can go in an’ 
see her,” Lefty chuckled. “We’ll all 
go in.”

Inside the tent, instead of following 
the spieler who led the crowd on the 
round of freaks, Dot marched straight 
to Princess Teeny’s little section. Lefty
kept an eye on him.

HPEENY was seating herself at a 
miniature desk to autograph post

card photos. She looked up and saw 
a small but tense face peering through 
a flap in the four-foot-high cheap plush 
curtain that surrounded her.

“May—may I see you?” the tense 
face stammered.

Her surprised look melted into a 
charming smile. She came to the cur
tain flap to greet him.

“Hello,” she said, offering her hand. 
Her voice was a tiny golden bell.

“Ulp,” was all Dot could say, but he 
said it eloquently. He tried again, but 
he was as tongue-tied as a flustered 
schoolboy, Suddenly he realized he 
was still holding her hand. He let go 
of it as he would a hot potato.

Teeny smiled reassuringly.
“Are you joining the show?” she 

asked. There was a hopeful tone in 
her voice.

“No, I—I just saw you out there.” 
He jerked his thumb toward the en
trance. “I—I thought you looked un
happy.”

Her eyes dropped, then came up 
with that same wistful expression.
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“I'm not very happy. I t’s—well,
long hops, strange places, strange faces. 
People staring. Always people staring. 
And having to live and eat and travel 
with—with freaks. I used to be with 
a midget troupe. It was nice then. 
But I ’m the only midget with this out
fit.”

Sympathy crept into Dot’s eyes.
“But some day I ’m going to get away 

from all this,” she said with a far-away 
look. “I'm saving my money. Maybe 
I ’ll be able to buy a little home some
where—somewhere away from people. 
I ’d like to live in the country. Raise 
chickens.” She smiled again. “Would 
you like my picture?”

She went to her little desk, nibbled 
pensively at the butt of her pen, smiled, 
then wrote: “Till we meet again—
Teeny.”

Dot dug into his pocket as she 
handed the card to him.

She shook her head.
“No. I t’s a present from me because 

I think I like you. And I autographed 
it ’specially for you.”

The spieler was leading his mob their 
way. Dot glapced hastily at the auto
graph.

“Gee! Thanks,” he breathed.
“And what is your name?” Teeny 

asked.
Dot’s answer was drowned by the 

raucous voice of the spieler. He was 
swept aside by the mob without a 
chance to say goodbye.

T EFTY was in high glee as he drove 
back toward the hideout. He had 

bagged two of the shell-headed dodgers, 
sending one of them to the hospital 
with a cracked cranium. But his pas
sengers were uncongenial. Dash was 
still grumbling about the night club 
episode. Dot was thinking about a 
pair of hazel eyes and a chicken farm.

Lefty also lapsed into silence. He

slumped in his seat and eased up on 
the accelerator. Suddenly he came to 
attention and snapped his fingers. A 
crooked smile split his unhandsome 
face and he drove furiously for the 
hideout.

“Say, Big Fella, I got a swell idea,” 
Lefty said as he stopped in front of 
Telatom’s secret station in a dilap
idated warehouse. He twisted around 
in his seat. “I got a way to get rid of 
the little guy without harmin’ hide or 
hair of him. You can ‘arrive’ tonight 
and the boss can get busy with all the 
publicity stunts. Everything’ll be—”

“Hey, wait a minute! ” Dot screeched. 
“You can’t—”

“Shut up!” Dash barked. “What’s 
the plan. Lefty?”

“Well just turn ’im over to that 
freak show' we was at.”

’“The hell you will!” Dot yowled.
Lefty lunged over the seat and his 

hairy hand closed over Dot’s windpipe. 
Then he stuffed a dirty handkerchief 
into Dot’s mouth. He snatched off his 
tie and completed an effective gag.

“That’ll hold ’im for a spell,” Lefty 
grunted, yanking Dot to the front seat 
and holding him in one arm. “Now 
you don’t have to take no part in it, 
Big Un. I take ’im down to the car
nival and turn ’im over to the freak 
collector. I ought to get a little piece 
of change out of ’im; and maybe the 
boss’ll slip me a bonus. But I ’ll make 
the side show man agree not to show 
the runt till the outfit’s away from Es- 
terport, maybe off the whole planet.”

Dash fumbled with a cowlick as he 
considered.

“He won’t get hurt or nothin’,” Lefty 
continued almost pleadingly. “He’ll 
make a good living with the show. And, 
if he turns up a few months later and 
claims he’s you, everybody will say he’s 
a screwball. Sound okay?”

“Yeah,” Dash said. “Sounds okay.”
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“Be still, pee-wee,” Lefty muttered. 
“You’ll get a chance to see plenty of 
that half-pint twist. You got nothin’ 
to squawk about. And you, Big Un, 
you better call the boss and tell ’im 
everything’s all set. You can get ’im at 
the Terra Arms. He’ll probably hop 
right over here. I ’ll be back as soon 
as T put the runt in the show business.” 

Dash started toward the gloomy 
warehouse. He turned and came back.

“Good luck, punk. You brought it 
on yourself,” he said to the squirming 
Dot. Then to Lefty, “Got a few' of 
those berries left?”

J^RANK HOYT’S fingers tapped an 
angry tattoo on his desk.

“You’re crazy,” he snapped. “You’ll 
get what your contract calls for, and 
not another damned dollar.”

“You’ll pay me double,” Dash in
sisted, “Or—”

“Or what?”
Dash’s dilated pupils gleamed cun

ningly through narrow slits. He tugged 
nervously at a moist, reddish-brown 
ringlet. A corner of his mouth twitched.

“How would you like it if I spilled 
the story about arriving here double? 
How far back would that set the open
ing of Telatom’s transportation service. 
I could locate the runt, and we would 
prove—”

“The old double-cross, eh?” Hoyt 
rasped.

“Who the hell are you to talk about 
double-crossing?” Dash spat at him. 
“You stole your atom projection secret 
from Old Man Smith when you were 
working for him, didn’t you? And now 
you’re using it to put him out of busi
ness. Maybe he’d be interested in my 
story, if you don’t come across.”

“You dirty, blackmailing louse!” 
Hoyt hissed. “We picked you up out 
of the gutter and gave you a chance to 
get on your feet again. Now you try

extortion. We should have known 
better than to pick a berry-munching 
hophead when reckless bums are a dime 
a dozen.”

“Then hire yourself a bum,” Dash 
goaded. “Hire a dozen. Even if all of 
them make the trip okay, people will 
still be skeptical about your service 
after what happened to me.”

“No they won’t, Dashiel,” Hoyt said 
slowly. Rage faded from his face, re
placed by calmness of grim decision. 
“They won’t know anything about 
you.” His hand came from under his 
desk. It held a snub-nosed automatic. 
His finger tightened on the trigger.

A SHORT, thin man with handlebar 
mustaches knocked at an office 

door of Telatom’s dismal warehouse. 
He was flanked by two hulking, bull
necked men. Another person, hardly 
more than a yard tall, stood behind 
them.

The door opened and Lefty squinted 
into the darkness.

“I’m looking for Frank Hoyt,” the 
mustached man announced.

“He ain’t here,” Lefty said after a 
moment’s pause. He poked a revolver 
through the door. “Get the hell away.”

A blackjack cracked Lefty on the 
knuckles and his pistol dropped. An
other blackjack crashed down on his 
head in time to cut short his yelp of 
surprise. Lefty slumped silently to the 
floor. The mustached man kicked the 
fallen pistol out into the darkness. The 
four figures moved into the building and 
crept stealthily down a long, dimly-lit 
hall. They stopped at an open door.

Inside the room Frank Hoyt, Percy 
and Gus were crouched over the coffin- 
like atom assembler. There was a low 
humming in the coffin. The three were 
so engrossed in the business at hand 
they had not heard the scuffle at the 
warehouse front, the steps in the hall.
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“Good evening, gentlemen/’ the mus- 
tached man said softly.

The three startled men swung around.
“B-Billy Smith!” Percy gasped.
Billy Smith, transportation tycoon 

whose space ships served every port in 
the Solar system, twirled his white mus
taches with caressing fingers. A smile 
played on his lips but his grey-blue eyes 
were diamond hard.

Hoyt dived for his automatic that 
lay on a nearby chair.

“Better shoot fast and straight,” 
Smith said coolly, folding his arms. “If 
you get me, Mumbo and Jumbo here 
will tear you to pieces—tiny pieces.” 
He glanced at his gargantuan body
guards/' “If you miss me, I’ll take 
that gat and pistol-whip you to a pulp.”

The cocky little old man strode 
calmly toward Hoyt.

Hoyt’s hand wavered and he let the 
pistol drop to his side. “What do you 
want, Mr. Smith ??? he asked sullenly.

Smith took the automatic and flung 
it scornfully into a corner.

“Is this the way to greet a competitor, 
Frank? Where’s your hospitality?” 
Smith taunted in mock rebuke. “Re
ceiving another test passenger?”

The humming in the coffin stopped 
and Hoyt breathed a fluttering sigh of 
relief. Smith’s gaze fell upon Dash’s 
bloody clothes beside the atom assem
bler. His eyes bore into Hoyt’s.

“H -m-m-m-m,” he murmured. “So *

* The inhabitants of Jupiter, in order to with
stand the tremendous gravity of that world, have 
evolved by environmental influence to tremendous 
creatures with great density of body structure, and 
having bones as strong and unbreakable as steet. 
liarthmen on Jupiter must use anti-gravity shields 
in their dwellings, and wear gravity-repeller belts 
when out-of-doors. This is accomplished by a 
reversal of the force of gravity, associated with 
magnetism, to the extent of some 40%, which 
would make a 200 lb. man (Earth Standard) weigh 
only approximately 250 lhs. If  he did not, he 
would weigh nearly five times as much, and the 
weight of his body would break his bones.'—Ed.

that’s the way it is. First a little lar
ceny, and now it’s murder. That assem
bler can also serve as an atomizer. And 
you’ve just been using it to get rid of 
the corpus delicti; puff it out into space. 
Smart, eh?”

He worked his lips as if he had a bad 
taste in his mouth, then spat on the 
floor. He raised his voice to a thunder
ous bellow.

“But not smart enough, Rat! The 
whole gang of you are rats—dirty, 
sneaking, yellow rats!”

He eyed each of them with silent 
scorn, then grew calm again.

“Thought you could outsmart me, eh 
Frank? As my trusted employee, you 
knew I bought the secret of atomic pro
jection and failed to patent it. You 
recognized it as the greatest advance
ment in the history of transportation, 
so you decided to steal it; make millions 
for yourself; put me out of business.

“You thought my failure to patent 
the secret was an oversight, didn’t you, 
Frank? Well, it wasn’t. I might have 
used it and made enough money to snap 
my fingers at junking my own fleet of 
ships. But the method is too revolu
tionary. The universe is not yet ready 
for it. I bought the secret to protect the 
transportation industry, to protect my 
employees, such as you, Frank, and 
even the employees of my competitors. 
That’s something you couldn’t under
stand, you self-centered skunk.”

Hoyt’s eyes darted toward the door, 
where Lefty stood gripping his recov
ered revolver.

“Let him have it!” Hoyt screamed.

TVTUMBO and Jumbo moved like twin 
bolts of lightning as Lefty’s pistol 

roared. Lefty went down under Mum- 
bo’s titanic bulk. He fired again but 
the bullet went wild as a huge fist 
smashed into his face. Mumbo con
tinued to belabor the already uncon
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scious chauffeur, battering his face into 
an unrecognizable mess.

Jumbo stood with his back to his 
master, stoically plucking at a slug that 
had flattened itself against one of his 
steely ribs.

“I ’ve got some iodine in the car. 
We’ll fix that up in a jiffy,” Smith said 
to the silent Jumbo, slapping his shoul
der in a grateful gesture that the giant 
understood.

“As I was saying, Frank,” the old 
man continued evenly, as if nothing had 
happened, “you weren’t so smart. Oh, 
you were smart enough not to steal the 
original secret. You copied it. But I 
suspected you; had you tailed ever since 
the day you left my employ.

“I knew ‘Boss’ Russell was backing 
you; knew you were building stations in 
Toledo and here in Esterport. I knew 
you were about ready for a test projec
tion, so I rushed here. En route here, I 
was advised by my American office that 
Dashiel was to be your human guinea 
pig. He beat me here by a day—at 
least, they did,” he corrected, glancing 
at Dot. “My spotters located them to
night at that cheap night club. I learned 
about your cowardly man-hole episode 
after we rescued the little fellow from 
that side show.”

He paused for breath after his long 
speech. Hoyt started to speak, glanced 
at the gory Lefty, and shuddered. 
Neither Percy nor Gus had said a word. 
Dot was staring with frank admiration 
at the vigorous old shipping tycoon.

“Yes, Hoyt, you’re sunk!” Smith de
clared.

“You—you haven’t got anything on 
us,” Hoyt whimpered.

“Oh, no? I couldn’t do anything 
about the theft of my secret, because 
it wasn’t patented. I had to wait for 
you to make a slip. And, without the 
corpus delicti, a murder charge prob
ably would fizzle. Any way, it wasn’t

a thorough murder because Dash 
Dashiel still lives.” He pointed at Dot. 
“That’s where I ’ve got you. He’ll be 
the prosecution’s star witness on a kid
naping charge. The freak show man 
also will testify gladly because he lost 
the money he paid to your chauffeur. 
And a kidnaping rap is as serious here 
as it is back in the U. S. A.”

He waited for that to sink in.
“Now you’re going to send a mes

sage to Russell, telling him Telatom is 
washed up. Then you’re going to sign 
a little confession, Frank—I won’t ever 
use it unless I have to.”

While Hoyt wrote with halting 
strokes, Billy Smith dictated the long 
confession involving Hoyt, Percy, Gus, 
the inert Lefty, “Boss” Russell, and 
each member of Telatom’s Toledo crew.

A sniffle attracted attention toward 
the atomizer where Dot squatted over 
the little heap of Dash’s bloody clothes. 
There were tears in his eyes.

“What’s the matter, sonny?” Billy 
Smith inquired.

“I—he was my own flesh and 
b-blood,” Dot gulped sadly.

“That reminds me, Hoyt,” Smith 
said. “You and Russell can forget about 
Dashiel’s contract. He is in my employ 
now. I ’ll pay what you agreed to pay 
—twenty-five thousand, wasn’t it?— 
and put him on my payroll.”

“Damn, Mr. Smith,” Dot exclaimed. 
“You're sure a square shooter. You 
mean you’ll give me a chance in 
your—I ”

“Easy, Dash,” the old man said. 
“You wouldn’t exactly fit into a pilot’s 
seat now, would you? You could buy 
some kind of business with the cash. 
Figure you could stay off the loco- 
berries and run a business?”

“Yes! ” said a resolute Dash Dashiel, 
tugging thoughtfully at a stray forelock. 
“And the business is going to be a poul
try farm.”
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STRANGE INSIGHT
When Abner Schlap, mogul of Terminal City, went 
into Shane’s Optical Parlors, he didn’t bargain

tc ITH ^rea(j f i n a l i t y ,  Ab- Horace Heysead, Doc Shane’s newly
\ / \ /  ner Schlap, the Terror of hired assistant, notched up his courage 

* ”  Terminal City, barged com- three and a half pegs and stammered, 
mandingly through the portals of Doc “Oh, indeed? How nice of you to 
Shane’s Optical Parlors. call on us, Major Schlap.”

“I,” announced Schlap with the voice “Colonel Schlap!” thundered the 
of doom, “have come for my glasses.” proprietor of Terminal City, who had
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once been a corporal in a boys’ military 
school. “And I did not come to pay 
you a visit! I detest doctors and poli
ticians—quacks, all of them! I might 
even detest you,” he added ominously, 
“if you don’t get me my glasses in a 
hurry.”

“Oh, no, sir!” quavered Horace. 
“That would be awful! I ’ll see about 
your prescription at once. Dr. Shane 
is home, ill,” he flung back over his 
shoulder as he scurried from the room.

“Ill, huh?” growled Abner Schlap. 
“I trust it’s nothing trivial.”

The frightened Horace was back in 
a few minutes with an attractively de
signed pair of spectacles. The lenses, 
as a timid beam of sunlight struck 
them, seemed for a moment to reflect 
an oddly phosphorescent glint, as 
though a rainbow had become impris
oned in a fortune-teller’s crystal globe.

Schlap glared at the eyepiece sus
piciously.

“This doesn’t look like the frame I 
ordered,” he snapped.

“Oh, but there must be some mis
take!” Horace quivered. “These were 
laid out in Dr. Shane’s special drawer 
for—er—important customers.”

Schlap appeared slightly mollified.
“All right,” he grunted. “I ’ll try 

’em on.”
For a man of such large and well- 

nigh formidable proportions, Schlap 
handled the glasses almost gingerly. He 
put them over his gimlet eyes. The 
spectacles hung awry; and with a sim
per of apology, Horace Heysead went 
to work.

“How is that, sir?” he asked after 
he had made one or two little adjust
ments.

“Uncomfortable!” Schlap snorted.
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“Here, sir,” Horace suggested, 
“watch my finger.”

He moved the shaking member back 
and forth from the center of Schlap’s 
nose. Schlap focused and unfocused 
his eyes blurrily. trying to follow the 
finger. Finally he impaled it with a 
dangerous glare. Yes—a man's finger, 
all right.

His eyes lifted abruptly to stare at 
the anxious Horace. And then Schlap 
started. He was looking directly into 
the eyes of Doc Shane’s young as
sistant—and what he saw there was, to 
put it mildly, shocking.

Straight through the black pupils he 
looked—right through Horace’s twitch
ing eyeballs! But instead of seeing a 
collection of blood vessels, lymphatic 
veins and other unmentionable things, 
Abner Schlap beheld a miniature mo
tion picture!

A motion picture, no less, of Horace 
Heysead’s inner mental processes!

“Oh, God!” moaned Schlap pite
ously.

He closed his eyes weakly. But he 
couldn’t get the dreadful vision out of 
them. He quaked like an aspen leaf, 
recalling the two characters in that hec
tic scene.

One of them had been Abner Schlap. 
He was stretched out on a rack, like a 
defenseless victim of the Inquisition. 
Only it was a 1941 rack. All aluminum, 
with sharp little spikes. On a bicycle- 
seat contraption had sat Horace Hey- 
sead. A wheel-and-sprocket gadget 
was attached to the rack.

Every time Schlap groaned, Horace 
made another gleeful turn of the pedal. 
Every time Schlap stopped groaning, 
Horace pushed a little switch, which 
sent sharp electric jolts through the 
sharper little spikes, on which Schlap 
was impaled.

Yes, indeed, it had all been perfectly 
frightful . , .

“Don’t do it!” Schlap screamed. 
“I’ll give you a half interest in my trol
ley company!”

Horace Heysead turned the color of
salt.

“Can—can I get you a doctor?” he 
stammered hoarsely. “You seem a tri
fle upset.”

“Upset!” screamed Abner Schlap 
horribly. “My God, man, I ’m in a 
state of collapse!”

Tottering to his feet like a wounded 
moose, Schlap cast one more horrified 
look at the incredulous Horace Heysead 
and lurched fearfully to the street.

rJ ''E N  minutes later, Abner Schlap 
sank like a stone into his office 

chair. He wiped his forehead with a 
big silk handkerchief. Then he pushed 
the first in a row of panel buttons.

Ten seconds later, a mouselike fe
male fluttered like a dying humming
bird into the Great Man’s sanctum.

“Miss Droope!” Schlap said anx
iously. “Look into my eyes.”

“Yes, sir,” squeaked his long-suffer
ing secretary. “Of course, sir.”

Miss Droope, for all her beanpole 
figure, came of good stock. An ancient 
ancestor had come over on the May
flower, or at any rate on a boat. The 
heritage of heroes flowered however 
nervously in the veins of Miss Belinda 
Droope.

But to Abner Schlap, that blood
stream was an icy torrent of murderous 
revenge.

“No!” he screamed. “You don’t 
have to work Saturdays! I ’ll give you 
a raise! I ’ll—even—help—you—to— 
get—married! Only for God’s sake, 
don’t torture me any more!”

Miss Droope behaved quite nor
mally. She let out an anguished howl 
and fled like a moth-eaten gazelle from 
her abject employer. She fled right out 
the door of Schlap’s Golden Brewery
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and down the main street to her room 
in Terminal City's oldest hotel. There 
Miss Droope buried her head in her 
bed covers and proceeded to shudder 
in tearful spasms.

Schlap also shuddered. For it was 
true, then. He didn’t have the d.t.’s. 
Heaven forbid, although he was not in 
bad health, a second dreadful vision 
had come before him! Just the other 
day, his doctor had pronounced him 
sound. No; he, Abner Schlap, must be 
bewitched . . .

The movie had flashed on again. 
That dreadful mental movie, which un
doubtedly came straight from the most 
secret recess of the human brain. The 
subconscious mind, perhaps.

But whatever it was, the scene had 
been virtually repeated—another tor
ture episode. This time, instead of 
being spitted on an aluminum rack, 
Abner Schlap had been wound around 
the inside of an automobile clutch.

On all sides of the clutch was a mag
nificent roadster, and in the driver’s 
seat, coyly depressing the clutch pedal, 
was Miss Belinda Droope.

The car was bowling gaily down a 
torn-up mountain road. Every time 
there was a particularly bad hole, Miss 
Droope let out the clutch and slowed the 
car. This meant that Abner Schlap was 
being alternately whirled on a flywheel 
and ground by friction into fat little 
bits.

It was, indeed, ghastly. It was even 
more disastrous when the Terror of 
Terminal City, coming to his senses, 
realized that Miss Droope had an in
corrigible reputation as a gossip, and 
that before many hours he, Abner 
Schlap, would be known about town as 
a werewolf, a human cannibal and a 
man-made blitzkrieg.

\  T  the same time, further consterna- 
^  tion was afoot.

Promptly at 10 a.m., a bare half 
hour after Colonel Schlap had begun 
the first of his morning trials, Professor 
Engelbert Snipe w e a v e d  lankily 
through the aforementioned portals of 
Doc Shane’s Optical Parlors.

“Good morning!” he announced 
cheerily.

Horace Heysead, who had been 
scanning his favorite muscle-building 
magazine, while shivering every other 
moment at the Affaire Schlap, thrust 
the literary tonic behind the counter 
guiltily.

“Er—hello. I mean, good morning,” 
he stammered. “What can I do for 
you, sir?”

“My good man,” said Professor 
Snipe, “you can give me a new aspect 
on life. In fact, a most interesting as
pect,” he added with a sudden twinge 
of conscience. “Dr. Shane, I presume, 
has my prescription ready. The name 
is Snipe.”

Horace’s blue eyes widened.
“Oh, Professor Snipe! Yes, indeed. 

It was a special order, I believe. I ’ll 
be right out.”

This, it must be admitted, was a 
white lie; for Horace did not return for 
a full fifteen minutes. And when he 
did, it was evident that he had been 
through the tortures of the damned.

“Professor Snipe,” he quavered 
weakly, “I have made a dreadful mis
take. I—I think I have mislaid your 
lenses. They just aren’t anywhere 
around. But I ’m sure we’ll have them 
for you in the morning.”

Snipe looked instantly startled.
“But you mustn’t lose them!” he 

screeched. “They’re very valuable. 
I ’ve spent two solid years on the pre
scription for those glasses. If anything 
should happen to them— Oh dear, if 
someone else should get them by mis
take! But of course that’s impossible.”

“Yes, sir,” Horace nodded, ghastly
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pale and in a complete fog. “Impos
sible . .

A frightened look came over Pro
fessor Snipe’s face.

“My research—I mean, I shouldn’t 
like to have it known just yet about my 
experiments—that is, if it is all right 
with you, young man—”

“Ob quite, quite!” Horace gushed 
with gales of relief. “Not a soul shall 
hear of this. Not even Dr. Shane,” he 
added in a still small voice.

“Very well,” breathed Professor 
Snipe. “I mean, it could be much worse 
—really, it could.” And like the last 
rose of summer, he wilted wanly out the 
door.

Down the street he jolted, to the 
Miller House, the aforesaid ancient 
hostelry of Terminal City. Lurching 
corpselike up the rickety stairs, the 
professor let himself into his room— 
next door to that of Miss Belinda 
Droope’s—which resembled nothing so 
much as the laboratory of a frustrated 
genius.

Prisms, charts, mathematical calcu
lators, old boxes, scads of notepaper 
and several impossible-looking appli
ances littered this alchemist’s den. The 
professor did not even glance at his 
precious apparatus.

Instead, looking over his shoulder at 
least twice, he stole across the thread
bare carpet to his dresser, brought forth 
a nearly full bottle of Bourbon, raised 
the opening to his bluish lips and began 
a long and nervous gurgle . . .

Meanwhile, several blocks away, 
Horace Heysead, having scampered 
aimlessly about the optical store’s 
workroom, had at last come to the ter
rifying conclusion that he had given 
Professor Snipe’s glasses to none other 
than Abner Schlap!

13EING a stalwart but unimaginative 
soul, Schlap never for a moment

questioned the mysterious properties of 
his new spectacles.

He had never worn glasses in his life. 
Yet the mere correction of one’s vision 
surely did not conjure up a host of 
horrid hallucinations.

Just to be on the safe side, however, 
Schlap, squirming uncomfortably in his 
swivel chair, removed the glasses and 
leered at them with a jaundiced eye.

Hell, no. Glasses they were, and 
glasses they could not be anything else 
but. Besides, although the frame fit a 
bit snugly over his beetle-browed face, 
the lenses definitely improved his vi
sion.

Snorting belligerently, Abner Schlap 
slapped the new cheaters back across 
his ears. Tommyrot, that’s what it 
was; tommyrot! He’d been working 
too hard lately. Now that he recalled 
it, the doctor had said something about 
“nervous strain.”

That was it. Lot of responsibility, 
running a whole town. Too much on 
his mind, Schlap decided. No wonder 
he’d been seeing things. All great men 
of affairs have to let down their hair 
occasionally. Even Napoleon had his 
lighter moments . . .

Peeling reassured and almost smug 
again, Schlap heaved himself to his 
feet, intending to drive out to his club 
for a round of golf and a few locker- 
room highballs.

Never was a holiday more cruelly in
terrupted. As Abner Schlap reached 
his office door, there was suddenly a 
great ringing of gongs, a flashing of red 
lights, and the hiss of sprinkler systems 
spurting away on a rampage.

“Fire!” someone yelled.
“Sabotage!” came a confirming 

shout.
“The Nazis have landed!” a fright

ened female yelped.
Into the midst of all this chaos 

stormed Abner Schlap. He sniffed the
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air suspiciously.
“Who started that damned rumor 

about fire—” he began.
Further bombast was unnecessary. 

With an earth-quaking roar, a boiler 
blew up, scattering three floors and a 
large section of the roof.

“Who,” roared Abner Schlap, “is re
sponsible for this time-bomb?”

No coward, he began herding scared 
employees toward the exit. When he 
finally reached the street himself, 
flames had enveloped Schlap’s Golden 
Brewery with a vengeance.

Casting his eye angrily down the 
street, Schlap was just in time to see 
the Terminal City Fire Department, 
late as usual, come clanging to the res
cue.

gEVERAL blocks away, Professor 
Snipe was rapidly becoming befud

dled.
He had taken his swig of whiskey, 

returned the bottle to the dresser, duti
fully washed out his mouth with cold 
water—and then, on second, third and 
fourth thoughts, had. gone back for 
more little snifters.

“I am a ruined man,” groaned the 
professor. “I shall drown my disgrace 
in forbidden spirits. If someone has 
made off with my precious lenses, the 
greatest discovery since Adam created 
Eve will be broadcast wholesale to a 
cruel and undeserving world! ”

Unhappily the professor slumped in 
his old Morris chair. For two long 
years, he had labored in solitary gran
deur in these proud but poverty-breath
ing surroundings. He had permitted 
nothing to distract him—not even the 
skinny but hopeful Belinda Droope, 
who had cast him many coy and ad
miring glances when they’d met in the 
hallway from time to time.

If the truth be known, the ultra-shy 
Professor Snipe, walrus mustaches and

all, had long harbored reciprocal senti
ments in regard to Miss Droope. To 
put it bluntly, he hoped one day to offer 
her his hand—once his magnificent 
brainchild had come to life in a shower 
of golden coins.

For the thing was indubitably mag
nificent. It was, to be specific, the 
greatest advance in optics since Galileo 
had invented the telescope.

With these wondrous lenses, easily 
fitted into ordinary spectacle frames, 
anyone could look into the eyes of an
other—and read his every thought.

Not having the necessary grinding 
apparatus. Snipe had had to entrust his 
priceless prescription to Doc Shane’s 
Optical Parlors.

The professor had first got the basic 
idea from his knowledge of brain
waves. The eye, he knew, is connected 
to the brain through the optic nerve, 
which transmits images recorded on the 
retina through the pupil.

Therefore, since it follows that brain 
and eye cooperate mutually, it must 
also be true, Professor Snipe reasoned, 
that thought-impulses—in particular, 
ideas generated by the subconscious 
mind—are themselves reflected back*

* Think of two mirror?. Place a lighted candle 
between them. Light rays will be reflected back 
and forth, from one mirror to the other. Simi
larly, then, there is no reason to suppose that the 
retina of the human eye is not a motion picture 
“screen.” On this screen, thoughts are projected 
from the b rain ; if they could be read accurately, 
even a man with a “poker face” could not hide 
his inner emotions.

We speak of a man who “sees red.” Actually, 
he isn’t seeing anything visually, but his brain is 
seething with anger or indignation. That emotion 
is instantaneously conveyed back along the optic 
nerve and “screened” on the retina.

If we watch the fellow closely, we can detect 
the angry glint in his eye. We cannot tell just 
what action he is planning, because we do not 
have the proper apparatus to interpret his 
thoughts. We only know he is in a rage.

Therefore, in designing his precious lenses, Pro
fessor Engelbert Snipe knew that the secret for
mula which they contained would enable anyone 
to read another’s mind.—E d .
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on the retina, the thought being con
veyed through the regular eye-brain 
channel: the optic nerve.

But now, Snipe told himself between 
hiccups, all was lost, all. In his alco
holic miasma, strange visions began to 
cloud his weary brain.

From afar he heard the peal of an 
organ. Nearer it grew, nearer. Won
der of wonders! He, Engelbert Snipe, 
was suddenly in church. Not only in 
church, but draped on his skinny arm 
was the emaciated but happily smirk
ing Belinda Droope.

Like two animated skeletons, the 
bridal pair proceeded awkwardly down 
the center aisle. They came at last to 
the altar. There was a man standing 
there, severely clothed in what might 
or might not have been ministerial vest
ments.

Oh God, Professor Snipe groaned, as 
Belinda shook in sympathetic panic, 
this was no minister. This was Colonel 
Abner Schlap, the man who single- 
handed practically ran the miniature 
metropolis of Terminal City.

Schlap stood there formidably; and 
then he began to read from an ominous 
little black book.

“ I, Privy Councilor to His Majesty, 
King Satan of Hell,” Schlap began, “do 
hereby forbid this marriage—”

\ X 7 1 T H  a shrill scream, Professor 
~ r Snipe woke up. A loud explosion 

reverberated thunderously in his ears. 
Snipe shuddered, as spilled whiskey 
fumed up from the overturned bottle 
of Bourbon.

He looked around, to find his arm 
entangled with a dust mop.

“Oh dear Lord,” he moaned, staring 
at the mop. “And I thought you were 
Miss Belinda Droope! That’s what I 
get for drinking. I ’m just a will-o’-the- 
wisp, a ne’er-do-well, a soldier of for
tune in the Army of Sin—”

Sounds of the ever-late Fire Depart
ment came clangorously from the 
street. Getting groggily to his feet, 
Snipe weaved to the window and stared 
out.

“My stars!” he muttered. “I t ’s the 
Schlap brewery, and— Oh precious 
saints!” the professor yelped. “Miss 
Belinda Droope works there!”

With a spasmodic gulp, Engelbert 
Snipe fairly flew out of the hotel, his 
funereal black suit flapping disrespect
fully on his bones.

Had he glanced back, he might have 
seen the gaunt apd excited figure of 
Miss Belinda Droope; who, having 
bolted for home but a few minutes be
fore, was still shaking in righteous ter
ror, after her sad episode with her em
ployer, when the Schlap boiler blew up.

Yards behind the agitated professor 
came Miss Droope, afraid that her very 
job was going up in flames. And be
hind Miss Droope came half the town, 
eager to see the fun.

n P O  Abner Schlap, it was anything 
but a carnival.

“My brewery!” he stormed. “I ’ve 
got insurance, but it’s the principle of 
the thing! Enemy agents are behind 
this! I shall wire the Senate to declare
war—”

He espied the approaching form of 
Chief Creepers, head of the Fire De
partment. Schlap descended on the 
unfortunate fellow like all the seven 
furies.

“Creepers!” he snarled. “You’re 
late again! My lovely brewery will 
burn to ashes and—”

Involuntarily Schlap glared at the 
unhappy official. Glared straight into 
his eyes. Glared, and then shrank 
back, mumbling in abject terror and 
beginning to drool at the mouth.

It was horrible. It was ghastly. 
Worse, it was the truth! Outwardly,
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the bodily proportions of Chief Creep
ers were trembling with fear. But in
wardly—inwardly, in the secret recess 
of his much-abused soul, the doughty 
fire-fighter was seething like a four- 
alarm volcano.

Looking into his ordinarily mild blue 
eyes, Abner Schlap beheld a scene of 
utter horror. There was, he saw all too 
clearly, a handball court. At one end 
of the court, a heavy fat man wearing 
bathing trunks stood with his back to 
the wall.

In the center of the wall was a little 
door, just big enough to squeeze 
through. From every part of the door
frame protruded—razor-edged knives.

Facing the frantic victim stood a 
middle-aged, athletic man wearing as
bestos gloves. Every ten seconds, he 
would reach down into a brazier full 
of blazing live coals and palm one in his 
hand.

Swish! With unerring accuracy, the 
live coal would head for the quivering 
body of the unprotected fat man. Al
ways it would land, to sizzle on the bare 
flesh like steak on an open griddle.

And if the victim tried frantically to 
escape—there was only that narrow 
spiked doorway to go through.

The athlete, of course, was Chief 
Creepers, of the Fire Department. And 
the victim, scorched as a barbecued 
ham, was none other than Colonel Ab
ner Schlap, the titan of Terminal 
City . . .

Sweating from every pore, Schlap 
backed away from the astounded 
Creepers, as hundreds of townsfolk 
gaped on the sidewalk,

“Mercy!” bleated Schlap. “I ’ll give 
you ever\'thing I own—I mean, ten 
percent! I—I take back all the nasty 
things I ’ve called you! I ’ll see the city 
gives you a gold medal of honor! 
I ’ll—”

“He’s gone nuts!” several onlookers

muttered simultaneously.
“Schlap is slap-happy!” observed a 

local pugilist.
“The Great Brain has collapsed!” 

cynically opined the editor of the Ter
minal City Banner, who had just ar
rived.

T^OR Chief Creepers, it was even 
worse. For twenty years, Abner 

Schlap had presented himself at each 
and every fire. As the town’s largest 
property owner, Schlap had always in
sisted on taking personal charge of the 
city’s fire apparatus.

Therefore, Chief Creepers was now 
in a terrible pickle. It had been so long 
since he’d fought a fire on his own, he 
hardly knew what orders to give. 
Meanwhile. some twenty-five firemen 
stood around dazedly, waiting for the 
strident Schlap commands which never 
came.

As if in united accord, firemen and 
onlookers turned beseechingly toward 
Abner Schlap. The Terror of Terminal 
City returned their pleading stares with 
frightened eyes. His mouth continued 
to drool.

“Leave me alone, you nasty people!” 
he cried. “You’re torturers, that’s 
what you are—gangsters! Now go
away and let me die in agony—I mean, 
in peace!”

This dreadful stalemate might have 
kept on until the Schlap brewery, and 
several other fine buildings adjoining, 
had burned to the ground, causing ir
replaceable damage and the jobs of 
many hundreds, had Belinda Droope 
not arrived on the scene, to be followed 
like a lunging panther by Professor 
Engelbert Snipe.

“Mr. Schlap!” screamed Belinda 
Droope, courage mounting from her 
birdlike soul. “Your competitors are 
trying to ruin you! Snap into it, Mr. 
Schlap, and put out this fire! Snap
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into it, Mr. Schlap!” she pleaded.
A split instant later, Professor Snipe 

skidded to a frantic halt. He mis- 
judged the situation at a glance. He 
saw the cringing Abner Schlap, the ex
cited, anxious, imploring Miss Droope, 
egging her boss on to direct action.

Snipe, of course, misinterpreted the 
whole scene.

“Abner Schlap!” he bellowed 
through his squeaky vocal cords. “Ab
ner Schlap, you do NOT own this 
town! You will NOT let it burn to the 
ground! You will NOT drive Miss 
Belinda Droope to the brink of mad
ness—and furthermore, sir, you will 
NOT prevent our marriage! I mean—”

“Let me alone!” shrieked Schlap, 
backing away hysterically from the an
grily advancing professor. “Stop per
secuting me!”

So saying, he made a frantic swipe 
with his arm. It brushed Snipe aside 
like a wind-swept willow. Snorting de
fiance, Snipe charged back into the fray 
like a spitting wildcat. He kicked, he 
screeched, and he made a wild scratch
ing jab with his hand.

The scrawny fingers collided with 
Schlap’s glasses. They knocked the 
spectacles off the Schlap face. Ten 
feet, the unoffending eyepiece flew, to 
land in a million little bits on the side
walk.

This was too much for Abner Schlap.
“You big brute!” he roared. “Kick 

a helpless man when he’s down,”
He made straight for Professor 

Snipe. Snipe stood his ground courage
ously, knotting his small fists like two 
doorknobs in a doll’s house. When the 
two men were only inches apart, Schlap 
glared bitterly, involuntarily into the 
other’s eyes.

Then he started. His mouth flew 
open, and his own eyes read incredu
lously into the depths of his persecu
tor’s soul.

There was no malice in the eyes of 
Engelbert Snipe. Anger, yes, but no 
hatred, no spirit of horrid revenge. 
Snipe was just like any other man who 
thinks he has been wronged.

More important, in his bright, de
fiant gray eyes was no vision of unut
terable torture upon the prostrate body 
of Abner Schlap!

“ TTALLELUJAH!” Schlap yelped 
joyously. “I ’m a free man! I 

haven’t got the heeby-jeebies any 
more! Nobody’s persecuting me—”

He realized then what he was say
ing; realized, too, that everybody for 
yards around thought him quite mad.

“Creepers!” roared Abner Schlap, 
once more the captain of his soul.

“Yes, sir,” bleated the happy fire 
chief, recognizing his master’s return 
to sanity.

“Creepers,” commanded the rejuve
nated Terror of Terminal City, “take 
this man”—he pointed to the still angry 
Snipe—“out of my sight. I will deal 
with him later. Apparently he has a 
grievance. I, Abner Schlap, deny jus
tice to no man. Now, then, put out this 
fire!”

“Absolutely, sir!” nodded the over
joyed fire-fighter. “The usual way, 
sir?”

“The usual way,” Schlap gestured 
imperiously. “Schlap methods have 
never failed.”

Moments later, Abner Schlap was 
reminded of this axiom when he felt an 
anxious hand of his arm.

“Yes?” he rumbled deeply, turning. 
“Oh—Miss Droope. No, don’t look so 
worried, Miss Droope. Everything is 
quite under control.”

“But that gentleman over there—” 
Miss Belinda Droope blushed furiously 
as Schlap’s eye followed her distraught 
gaze to the gaunt figure of Professor 
Engelbert Snipe, now engaged in strug
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gling futilely with a burly fireman.
“Oh.” Schlap stared at him long and 

hard, seeming to recall that the two had 
once met. In fact, he seemed to recall 
quite a bit.

“Well, what about that human scare
crow, Miss Droope?”

“Oh, but he’s not!” she protested 
anxiously. “I mean, that’s the man 
who spoke up to you and brought you 
to your senses, and—”

“Enough! ” commanded A b n e r  
Schlap in his most dignified manner. 
“As I understand it, Miss Droope, you 
are concerned about that—er-—gentle
man. You wish to have him released?” 

“Oh, Mr. Schlap!” cooed the breath
less Belinda Droope.

Promptly the order was given. A 
moment later, a thin and still flustered

man, in flapping black clothes, and an 
even thinner but radiantly blushing 
beanpole of a woman, could be seen 
making their way together down the 
street.

“Oh, Professor Snipe!” Belinda 
Droope gushed. “I ’m so glad I hap
pened along to rescue you from—er— 
from all that trouble! You know, Col
onel Schlap really isn’t such a bad per
son. I t’s just—well, sometimes I think 
he has the wrong aspect on life. You 
know-—as if he were looking at things 
through the wrong pair of glasses.”

“My dear,” responded the professor, 
still wondering fearfully what would 
have happened had anyone, so he 
thought, found his precious lenses, “my 
dear, let’s not even think of such 
things.”
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C I T Y  O F  L O S T  S O U L S
by Ralph Milne Farley and Al P. Nelson

“ T T T A R m ! ” cried Ham- 
V / V t  mersmith, as he thrust his 

’ ’  shaggy head between my
tent-flaps. “The desert chieftain, Mu- 
Lai and his blarsted Mauros have 
wiped out our garrison at Wacco. Two 
hundred Legionnaires and a hundred 
M artians!”

Hammersmith, a rangy red-haired 
Australian, with cold blue eyes, was the 
only Earthman to hold a commission 
in the Martian Foreign Legion; for all 
the other officers, and even some of the 
non-coms, were copper-skinned M ar
tian aristocrats.

He eased his rangy frame into my 
tent and sat down at the foot of my 
canvas cot. Little Cedric, the English
man, followed him in.

Three thousand Martian Legionnaires 

faced more than they could handle 

when they attacked the holy city of 

Daloss to rescue captured comrades

“It happened last n ight!” Cedric 
breathlessly added. “One of the sur
vivors has just reached camp— he’s 
over at headquarters right now report
ing to Colonel Ak-Ak. He says the 
Mauros fell on the little city at mid
night and slaughtered nearly every 
man, woman, and child. Babies— little 
babies —  torn from their mothers’
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breasts and slit open with swords. Oh, 
my G od!” H is boyish face was blank 
with horror.

Hammersmith’s leathery jaw was set 
and grim. His blue eyes flashed in the 
light oi my tent-lantern.

“That’s not the worst of it. The 
dead are dead, but think of what’s go
ing to happen to our buddies who were 
taken prisoner. Ten of them! Dragged 
off to Daloss to be tortured and then 
burned alive on the golden altar as a 
sacrifice to the Dark Star, Erlik. One 
of them in particular!” H is voice 
broke.*

Daloss. In spite of my horror at the 
fate of my comrades, I could not re
strain a thrill at the magical spell of 
that name. Daloss, hidden deep in the 
fertile valleys between the ranges of the

* The Foreign Legion of Mars (called Legion 
of the Damned by peoples of the other planets) 
is perhaps the most famous military group in his
tory, not even excepting the French Foreign 
Legion of Africa, which was dissolved with the 
ending of the Second World War in Europe.

It boasts a history of one hundred years of 
bloody conflict, of victories and of defeats that 
can be equalled by no other fighting group on 
Mars or Earth, the only two worlds in the solar 
system where armies are maintained.

Like the Earth Foreign Legion, its members 
are mostly derived from the ranks of fugitives 
from justice, and from the adventurers of five 
planets. They are all a hard-bitten, careless, fear
less lot, used to facing death.

And in the Martian Legion they do face death 
constantly. Nowhere in the system is there a 
planet where warfare rages more continually. 
This is perhaps because the peoples of Mars are 
comparatively few, and being segregated and 
isolated tribes, they develop a fierce animosity to
ward each other, which flares up into bloody bat
tle at any chance meeting.

Fortunately these meetings are rare, since travel 
on Mars is a serious undertaking. Yet, periodi
cally, migrations occur, when the site of a camp 
becomes too arduous, and then it becomes a mat
ter of capture or defend a new site or what you 
already hold.

The Legion holds the unenviable position of be
ing mediators (by the right of force) between 
migrating tribes, with the usual result that both 
tribes attack the Legion.

But of all Mars, Daloss, the holy city, alone has 
never bowed to the Legion.—Ed.

mighty Fobian Mountains, was the age- 
old mystic city of the Mauros, a strong
hold which bristled with guns and 
superstitions.

Here the worship of the Dark Star 
was most devout. Here plans were 
daily reviewed for the mighty holy war, 
which some day would find all follow
ers of Erlik rising to wipe Infidels from 
the face of the planet.

Scourge of Mars for generations, 
Daloss was known as the most holy city 
of the worshippers of Erlik. If a non
believer should venture to reach its 
borders, the curses of the dark religion, 
yea, the curses of Erlik himself would 
most certainly fall upon him. Disease 
and misfortune, like a raging storm, 
would seize the infidel erraat,* or would 
fill his soul with an evil dark spirit to 
torture him the rest of his days upon 
the planet, should he escape death from 
the Mauros themselves.

This city it was that the Martians 
dreaded to approach too rapidly, de
spite the despotic orders from the Cap
ital city to seize the Mauro gold mines 
at any cost.

N o believer in any other religion had 
ever come back from the holy city. In
fidel captives were anointed with rare 
Martian perfumes, then burned alive on 
the great altar of gold in the Maadar, 
largest and most sacred of all of Erlik’s 
temples. Then their ashes were scat
tered upon the fields, where the heavy 
hooves of lumbering oxlike Martian 
beasts of burden ground them into the 
soil, so that no trace of the unbelieving 
erraats might remain to taint the city 
of the Dark Star.

Truly a City of Lost Souls— Chris
tian souls, Martian souls, doomed by 
incantation of Erlik’s high priests to 
roam in misery over the red planet, 
pursued by evil dark spirits.

* “Crraat,” a particularly repulsive desert to- 
dent-like reptile.—Ed.
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And yet there was a romantic side to 
this city  of mystery. The tales which 
reached us from Daloss were not all 
horror. There were things to draw us 
there, as well as to repel us. For not 
only was there the fabulous wealth of 
its gold mines— but there were its 
women!

Little Cedric, the English boy, was 
telling us this. But somehow it went 
against my prejudices.

“Filthy w enches!” I snorted.
“N ot all,” said Cedric quietly.
Something in his tone caused me to 

look at him searchingly.
“W ell?” I asked.
“There was one,” the boy said 

dreamily. “Blue eyes, golden curls, 
skin pink and white like a sea shell. 
Her father was a very wealthy Mauro, 
and sent her to finishing school on 
Earth, in England. She was from 
Daloss. I ’d like to see her again.”

“A Mauro— as beautiful as that?” I 
exclaimed.

“A Mauro, not a gunmetal-blue Mar
tian,” said Cedric, with disdain, “nor 
a copper-red member of the Martian 
aristocracy. A Mauro, most of whom 
are white like ourselves. One of the 
reasons I came to Mars and joined up 
with the Legion, was the hope of seeing 
that little beauty again.”

Then he went on to tell us of what 
he had heard of the midnight ritual of 
the City of Lost Souls.

T T  was said that, on moonlit Martian
nights, t h e s e  beautiful Mauro 

women, shedding their flowing white 
shawls and silken tunics, roamed the 
streets of Daloss, to perform weird, 
naked, worshipful dances in honor of 
Erlik the Unspeakable, while hidden 
stringed instruments throbbed with 
wild barbaric music. Every male in
habitant cast his eyes upon the floor of 
his hut while these dances held sway,

for worthy only is Erlik himself to gaze 
upon so much naked loveliness.

A growl from Hammersmith snapped 
our minds back from these dreams, to 
the horrid fate awaiting our ten cap
tured comrades.

“Who were they?” I asked. “Any 
whom we know?”

“Well, there’s Gustav Schmidt,” lit
tle Cedric began.

I shook my head. The name was not 
familiar.

“And Victor Lafontaine.”
“N ot Vic?” I cried. I knew him 

well, a lovable roly-poly Frenchman.
“And Hammersmith’s own brother! ”
So that was the reason for the catch 

in Hammersmith’s voice a few mo
ments ago.

“The others,” the young Englishman 
ended harshly, “were not of our out
fit.”

“W ell,” I demanded, “what are we 
going to do about it? ”

“The Legion is wild with rage!” 
Hammersmith declared. “You and 
Cedric are the two senior Sergeants—  
other than the Martians. I want you 
two to come with me to headquarters 
to talk to Colonel Ak-Ak.”

“You’re o n !” I cried, jumping up 
and jamming m y desert hat onto my 
head.

Together the three of us made our 
way to the whitewashed stone house, 
which served as headquarters and 
dwelling for the red Martian aristocrat, 
who was our commandant.

Colonel Ak-Ak, a gross swarthy Mar
tian with long drooping moustaches, re
ceived us with an air of graciousness, 
and listened quietly to the suggestions 
of Captain Hammersmith.

“Sir,” our Captain concluded— in 
Esperanto, of course, the official inter
planetary tongue, “the men are eager 
to avenge this damned massacre, and 
to rescue their comrades from blood



70 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

thirsty Mu-Lai and his savage Mauros. 
Is not this what you have been waiting 
and hoping for? An incentive to drive 
us to capture the gold-mines which the 
Capital City is anxious for us to seize?”

The Colonel seemed pleased at the 
suggestion, promised to take it up with 
the Staff early in the morning, thanked 
us profusely, and poured out some ex
cellent wine— quite different from the 
rancid syrup, swimming with desert in
sects, which formed a part of our daily 
ration.

Then we returned to our encamp
ment and spread the word of the rescue 
plans. The whole camp buzzed with 
excitement. Weird tales of the City of 
Lost Souls, and its beautiful women, 
were told far into that desert moonlit 
night.

Now at last we Legionnaires could 
look forward to a real war! N o more 
mere slow skirmishing across the sun
baked red sands. N o more cautious 
advances. Quick action, desperate ac
tion, decisive action would be neces
sary, if we would save our ten com
rades.

N T  E X T  morning we awoke— those of 
us who had slept at all— eager to 

set out for Daloss. But no call to the 
colors came. All through that swelter
ing day, we fretted and chafed beneath 
the boiling sun, watched the red haze 
of the mighty Fobian range, and 
waited.

We questioned the junior Martian 
officers and non-coms concerning plans 
for the advance. But they merely 
shrugged their shoulders.

“What are a mere ten men? And 
especially mere Earthmen, mercen
aries?” they said, snapping their fin
gers. “Nothing, in a war like this. And 
the massacre? ’Tis but the fortunes of 
war, nothing more: a mere desert wind, 
which blows some good, some ill.”

The Legion seethed. For with every 
minute that slipped by, rescue was be
coming more and more difficult. So 
finally Captain Hammersmith and L it
tle Cedric and I went back again to the 
Martian Colonel, Ak-Ak.

We intended to make demands— per
haps even to threaten a mutiny. But 
we never got that far. For, as we en
tered the Colonel’s office, after cooling 
our heels in the outer room for an hour, 
we were set upon by a squad of men 
from one of the native Martian regi
ments.

“Seize— bind them !” shouted the 
swarthy red-skinned Colonel.

It would take more than eight Mar
tian regulars to seize the three of us. 
Cedric and I dropped back several 
paces, and raised our fists to defend 
ourselves. But Hammersmith, our 
leader, seemed to slump with servility, 
as he meekly held out his wrists for the 
shackles.

Doubtless anxious to get him out of 
the way, before tackling Cedric and me, 
one of the native soldiers leaped for
ward, with the open handcuffs in both 
hands, ready to clap them on Hammer
smith’s wrists.

This was what Hammersmith had 
been waiting for. Lunging suddenly, 
he reached beneath the extended man
acles, seized the soldier around the 
waist with both hands, lifted him aloft, 
and hurled him full in the faces of the 
others.

Then, our fists flying, all three of us
waded in.

Through one corner of my eye, I saw 
Colonel Ak-Ak whip out his atomic pis
tol. I crouched low, and mixed up 
closer with the Martian soldiers, so that 
Ak-Ak wouldn’t dare try to blast me. 
I heard several toots of the Colonel’s 
whistle, and then more men came run
ning.

It was a glorious fight while it lasted,



CITY OF LOST SOULS 71

but at length we were downed, and our 
wrists and ankles firmly tied. Big, 
gross Colonel Ak-Ak twirled his long 
black drooping moustaches, his fat cop- 
per-hued face purple with suppressed 
rage.

“It may interest you crraats to 
know,” he hissed, “that there will be 
no advance on Daloss. On the mor
row, we retire to winter quarters at 
Ricca, there to await reinforcements 
for the spring campaign. T h a t  for 
your impertinence! Your comrades can 
rot in hell!”

He snapped his fingers; and strode, 
s.till bristling, from the office.

“ Dam n!” muttered Hammersmith to 
me, as the three of us were led away in 
the wake of Colonel Ak-Ak. “Now  
we’ve put our foot in it! Losing our 
tempers, when we needed to keep them  
at all costs. Poor brother, I  have failed 
yo u ! ”

“Shut your face,” snapped one of 
the guards, slapping him across the 
mouth.

We were led to the stinking guard
house and locked in separate cells, so 
that we got no chance of further con
versation.

JL  LL the rest of that hot stifling after
noon, I worried about the fate of 

our ten captured comrades. But occa
sionally— I must admit—my thoughts 
wandered to the a ttra c tio n s  of the City 
of Lost Souls, as well as to its m en ace . 
To the unlimited gold of its mines, and 
to its beautiful blonde Mauro maidens.

At last came evening, with its weird 
green shadows, cast across the desert’s 
hot sands, its soft cooling winds, its 
vast desert beauty. Black batlike des
ert reptiles sped through the green 
darkness with eerie flapping of leather 
wings. Over the red desert lay a  sat
isfying peace; but not on us three in
carcerated ones, nor— so we later

learned— upon the rest of the Legion 
of Death. Time was fleeting, and there 
was an outrage to be avenged, and com
rades to he rescued.

In the corridors of our jail, we heard 
the sound of scuffling— a muffled groan 
— a dull thud. Then cautious footsteps 
approached our cells.

“Captain Hammersmith! Sergeant 
Warren! Sergeant Cedric! Speak up, 
where are you?”

“H ere!” we whispered in reply.
A furtive group of enlisted men from 

our own outfit unlocked our cell-doors, 
and then untied our wrists and ankles. 
N ext they dragged in the Martian 
guards, bound and gagged, and left 
them in our places.

“W hat’s up?” Hammersmith whis
pered, as we slunk through the green 
darkness, back toward our own outfit.

“The men have organized every
thing,” one of our rescuers explained, 
“but we want someone to lead us. If 
you will take command, Sir, we’re all 
set to fall upon the officers, truss them 
up, seize the sliths,* and then off to 
Daloss. What do you say, Sir?”

“I t’s a g o !” the Captain exclaimed, 
his blue eyes glinting eagerly. “Who 
made the plans?”

“Zenoff, Duke Keating, Bloch, and 
Kuswa.”

“G ood!” he exclaimed. “Send for 
them.”

A few minutes of discussion with the 
plotters convinced him that the plans 
had been well laid. So he gave the word 
for action.

A single long low barking howl, like 
that of a crraat: this was our signal. 
Instantly every Martian officer and 
non-commissioned officer in our regi
ment was set-upon, gagged, and bound. 
Then we crept silently like dark shad

*  “ Slitb,” a grey horse-like reptile, ridden by 
the Martian cavalry. Its splay feet enable it to 
travel with ease over the red desert sands, and 
it can go for long periods without water.—Ed.
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ows toward the picket lines. M ost of 
the guards were our own buddies; the 
few Martians we quickly overpowered.

We had saddled and mounted as the 
red disk of one of the two Martian 
moons climbed above the mountains, 
quickly shrinking and paling as it rose.

Leather creaked, sabers clanked in 
their scabbards; rifles were clasped in 
taut hands. Breath came in quick 
gasps; eyes flashed; faces were grim 
with determination.

Down the moonlit red slope we raced, 
past spiky argan trees, past a honey
combed slag bluff, and out onto the 
open desert. Past the encampment of 
the native portion of the Legion we 
rode. Bedlam broke loose among the 
tents that dotted the floor of the broad 
valley. Atomic rifles sizzled, and 
hoarse commands rose on the night air.

Then the whole three thousand of us 
were gone—-vanished into the night be
fore the sleepy fire of the waking Mar
tians could become destructive. Only 
a few men were lost to us in that en
counter.

n p H U N D E R T N G  over the desert 
toward the distant Fobian Moun

tains, we headed for Daloss, the city of 
mystery. Behind us lay Martians and 
martial rule. Ahead lay rescue for our 
comrades, and adventure and perhaps 
death for u s ! What a step it w as! We 
had outlawed ourselves. W e were fugi
tives, subject to the wrath of a whole 
planet.

“Isn’t it great?” screamed Little 
Cedric, wonder and awe shining in his 
young eyes, as we pounded along on 
our grey desert mounts.

“Great?” mocked the deep voice of 
Ivan Zenoff. “Wait until you see the 
wild Mauros before you say that. They  
fight like hell, and torture like the de
mons of their own black saint, Erlik. 
Say, buddy, you haven’t seen or heard

anything y e t !”
“W ait until y o u  see the Mauro 

girls!” Cedric shot back at him.
Several miles onward, above the 

pungent stench of slith-sweat, drifted 
the thin English voice of the man whom 
we called the Duke.

“B y Jove, they say the Mauro women 
are devils, too! They sneak out on the 
field of battle at night and sink knives 
into the wounded enemy, the bally 
th ings! N o man comes back from this 
part of the world, w h at!”

Southward over the red dunes we 
swept, and up them again almost to the 
hurtling desert moon, yelling, singing, 
fair-warning the enemy. Fighting fever 
ran high. Singing rose louder. Our 
men shouted defiance at the moon, and 
shook their fists at the desert sky. Who 
cared if the Mauros heard? Who cared 
if anyone heard? Ahead of us lay a 
mission of rescue and adventure.

Hours later, small squat bushes and 
sparse blue-knobbed grey lichenous 
trees loomed before us, as the country 
became more hilly. We passed a black 
ersite shrine, solemn in its lonely glory. 
The hooves of our sliths clicked sharply 
on the bones of animals and of humans, 
left to scorch in the desert sun. Other 
battles had been fought here, grim to 
the very end. Life had pulsed at this 
spot long ago; caravans had come from 
the canal cities in long lines of swaying 
sliths, carrying plunder and Mauros, 
frowning Mauros with wide hats and 
colored capes.

“Something’s going to happen!” 
yelled Little Cedric, his eyes glowing. 
“I can feel i t !”

“We ought to meet them soon,” I 
answered. “W e’ve been riding for 
hours, advertising our whereabouts to 
all the planet. Where are  the enemy?”

On thundered the three thousand, 
past lonely, rocky slag-bluffs, past salt- 
beds weirdly white beneath the desert
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moon. Looming steadily nearer ahead 
of us, rose the mighty Fobian range. 
The second moon rose in the W est, and 
hurtled across the sky, in reverse direc
tion to its more sluggish brother.

Then suddenly from a grove of thick 
lichens on a rocky slope, spurts of livid 
flame streaked the night, as atomic 
rifles sizzled. Sliths shrieked and stum
bled in our ranks, men fell, gasps and 
cries rent the air. The Legion of Death  
slowed down as though a huge wave had 
rolled against it. Again many shots 
sizzled forth, pouring death into our 
ranks. We were ambushed!

■ yj^A V IN G  his saber, Captain H am 
mersmith shouted to us to follow  

him. Straight into that grove of fra
grant blue-knobbed lichens he dashed. 
And we three thousand followed close 
behind. Sabers slashed down into the 
bushes; atomic pistols spurted sharply; 
atomic rifles sizzled sudden death. 
Cries rang out. More rifle shots 
sounded. M en and sliths tumbled into 
the bushes.

White-clothed M a u r o s appeared 
from everywhere, like ghosts in the 
moonlight. They poured from every 
bush, firing at close range.

A sharp cry of pain beside me, a 
youthful cry! It was Little Cedric. 
There was an agonized expression on 
his boyish face as he slid heavily from 
the saddle of his plunging slith, to be 
trampled and crushed by the splay feet 
of the sliths behind.

Poor Little Cedric! Never would he 
meet again his beautiful golden-haired 
Mauro maiden, whom he had come so 
far and lived through so much hell to 
see.

But we had no time to worry about 
Little Cedric or any other of our lost 
comrades, for we had a fight on our 
hands. And fight we did! M any a 
swarthy Mauro rose from behind a

blue-knobbed lichen, and toppled, 
never to rise again. M any were 
crushed under the thundering sliths of 
the Legion. But there were countless 
others to take the places of those who 
fell. From the hill beyond they poured 
in never ending numbers, white capes 
flowing in the breeze.

Cries from the mouth of a gorge 
ahead rose above the din of battle. 
Shots rang out, and a moving wave of 
men and sliths streamed forth, looming 
wild and fierce against the night’s eerie 
horizon.

“Daloss must be close at hand!” 
s h o u t e d  Hammersmith, his face 
streaked with blood, and his red hair 
disheveled. “These are the devils who 
massacre women and children, and who 
would burn our comrades at the altar 
of Erlik. Charge, men! Charge!”

The enemy cavalry met us with a 
fierceness that stunned us, that stopped 
us momentarily. Some were old 
bearded Mauros with flowing white 
capes wrapped around them, fighting 
with a recklessness like that of youth, 
their short broad-bladed lances darting 
back and forth with flying speed. Some, 
equipped with atomic rifles, fired like 
mad as they came forward. Some were 
young Mauros, haughty and disdainful, 
their white teeth flashing in snarls of 
rage, their practiced arms wielding 
spears with quick thrusts of death. 
And among them were many men with 
skins as white as our own— strange 
phenomenon of a strange planet!

Cries of the wounded rose on all 
sides. It was close in-fighting now, 
every man for himself. You could hear 
the sharp gasp of breath as blades sank 
into soft flesh. Then the agonized moan 
as the sabers or lances were pulled out, 
the heart blood leaping thickly on the 
slayer’s arm. A wracking cough— some 
Mauro or Earthman choking on his 
owi} life’s blood.
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It was fight and slash, and slash and 
fight. At close quarters, rifles— even 
atomic pistols— were ineffective. The 
whole air seemed filled with stabbing 
spears and sweeping sabers, streaked 
red in the moonlight.

Suddenly a hoarse, victorious shout 
went up, rose loudly on the soft desert 
wind. The fighting mass began to shift 
toward the mountains. The Legion of 
Death was moving on!

JV TA D  glorious joy surged in our 
hearts, and swelled in our throats. 

The enemy, battling desperately, re
treated slowly at first, and then broke 
into a rout, the Legion following close 
behind.

At the entrance to the pass— a gash 
in the mighty Fobian range— we were 
met by a volley of shots. Here again 
were wild Martian natives hidden be
hind every rock and shrub. Deter
mined hundreds, armed with atomic 
rifles, standing in the narrow defile, 
blocking our way.

Twice we swept against that line of 
white-caped Mauros, to be thrown 
fiercely back. But on the third charge 
we broke through into the rocky can
yon. Clatter of hooves against the 
stony bottom, as we charged on; clank 
of scabbards echoing up the dark walls. 
Then we poured out into a broad valley, 
diminished in number, but still compact 
enough for battle array.

Ahead in the moonlight rose the 
majestic spires and minarets of a city, 
beautiful in its lonely glory. Jagged 
mountain ranges flanked it, while be
yond it stretched a high plateau, red 
and barren and forlorn.

“D aloss!” shouted Hammersmith, 
digging his spurs deep into his slith. 
“God grant that we are in time to save 
our comrades 1”

T o a man, the two thousand who 
were left in the Legion of Death gave

rein to their sliths and raced toward the 
high red mud wall that circled the city. 
But the gleaming metal gate of fret
work design in the arched doorway, was 
closed. From the walls, hidden rifle
men opened a sizzling death-dealing 
fire, shouting to Erlik to save their holy 
of holies.

Then Hammersmith, our leader, 
commanded our trumpeter to sound re
treat. At the first notes of that well- 
known but little-used bugle-call, a snarl 
of incredulous rage arose from the 
parched throats of the Legion of Death.

Shouts of protest filled the air.
“What th’ hell! Come all this way 

for nothing? Are yez yeller, Hammy? 
Have youse fergot yer own brother?”

But our Captain rose in his stirrups, 
held up one hand commanding silence, 
and cried,

“It’s only to rest a moment, and 
take stock of losses, and form again for 
the final assault. Come on! To that 
lichen-grove over there!”

To a little lichen-grove, on a hill over
looking the city, he led us. There we 
found a spring and a small brook,* 
where we drank, and watered our 
winded steeds —  but scantily, only 
scantily— and washed off our dust and 
clotted gore.

Scare two thousand of us remained, 
out of our original three thousand. 
Hammersmith left seven hundred in 
the grove as a reserve and a rear guard, 
to cover our return— if we ever should 
return. In command of them he placed 
a bull-necked bullet-headed Hungarian 
named Kuswa.

'yX 7T TH  thirteen hundred refreshed 
and determined men, as the sky  

began to turn pink above the mountain 
tops to the eastward, he moved once

*  Apparently the land of the Mauros is watered 
by seepage from some of the quite distant canals, 
as no canal runs anywhere near it.—Ed.
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more toward the city gates. On the 
way we found two water-soaked argan 
logs in the winding creek. With them 
we battered at the gate. Back and forth 
those battering-rams beat upon the 
metal doors, shaking them with every 
blow.

The reorganized Mauro cavalry at
tacked our rear; but so fiercely did our 
rear-guard ward them off, that the work 
at the gates was not interrupted. For 
some reason, the firing from atop the 
wall and from within the gates was not 
heavy.

At last the grilled gates crashed open. 
We pushed, we surged through, with 
wild cries. Down the wide central street 
of the city we rode at terrific pace, 
toward the great rounded dome of the 
Temple of Erlik, which loomed ahead.

Low' red-walled buildings flanked the 
street on both sides. Mosaics, blue and 
white and turquoise green, were visible 
in the pale light of early dawn. In the 
doorways, veiled women gave us hasty 
frightened glances, then scampered in
side. A nearby grove of some unknown 
flowering tree poured its fragrance on 
the breeze. From a house on a narrow 
side street, a baby wailed, and its cry 
was quickly muffled.

Could a man ever forget that ride? 
Soft winds blowing on tired cheeks, 
worn bodies, steaming sliths. And be
hind the latticed windows which lined 
the streets, frightened faces staring out 
at us: children’s faces; women’s faces. 
Shutters quickly slammed shut.

On toward the looming black-domed 
temple we rode. High stone walls, with 
windowed stone towers atop them, 
stretched far to the east and west. Be
yond this wall waved the velvety tops 
of many blood-green ktath-trees indi
cating vast, cool gardens. And deep in 
the center stood the immense black- 
plastered temple itself, with its seven 
rainbow-hued spires, and its vast black

dome reaching into the Martian sky.
The sight stirred our blood. Within 

those walls, within that temple, were 
our comrades, perhaps even now being 
roasted to death on the sacrificial altar 
of gold! With a growl of rage we 
spurred our sliths on again, firing spurts 
of atomic flame back at the charging 
Mauros behind us, firing sidewise at the 
snipers who lay flat on the roofs of 
nearby houses.

A sudden sharp twinge in my right 
shoulder twisted me in my saddle; then, 
a moment later, burning pain. I felt 
myself slipping from my saddle, and 
grabbed madly for the pommel, missing 
it. The ground struck my head a stun
ning blow. Thundering, thudding splay 
hooves sped by me, over me. Then a 
silent darkness swept down upon me, 
and I knew no more.

T ATER, through moments filled with 
wild dreams, came the sound of 

women’s voices in the universal tongue 
of Mars, M y years in the Legion had 
given me enough knowledge of the lan
guage so that I could understand what 
they were saying. A strident voice was 
scolding, commanding,

“You are a little fool, Esta! Do as 
I tell you!”

A low sweet voice replied in pleading
tones,

“But mother mine, I cannot kill 
them. Even to think of it makes my 
heart ch ill!”

“W hat! You will not slay these for
eign crraats, these beasts from another 
world, who have killed our own men, 
these infidels who desecrate the holy 
city of the Black Star?”

“N-no! No! The thought of it 
makes my hand shrink to my body.”

“Fie, child. Is the betrothed of the 
handsome Ab-Nadik a coward?”

“I care not what Ab-Nadik thinks! 
I— oh, mother, uohat are you doing?”
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“See, it is like this, my child. Open 
his shirt, pull back his head by the hair, 
and let the point of the knife tickle, 
before you sink it deep into the Earth- 
man crraat’s throat. Ah! In Erlik’s 
name! Hear his cursed blood gurgle!”

“Mother, mother! It is terrible!”
“Nonsense, child. Every Mauro 

woman must do her duty. Away with 
your soft-hearted foolishness—  See
over there! An Earthman stirs into con
sciousness. Slit his throat, my child, 
and praise Erlik.”

It was all a horrible nightmare to my 
slowly awakening consciousness. Cau
tiously I opened my eyes, and stared 
about me.

I was lying on the paving-stones of a 
broad street lined with red clay houses. 
Far down this street in one direction 
was the grillwork of the city gate, now 
closed and guarded by swarthy men in 
wide hats and flowing white capes. 
Down the street in the other direction 
rose the rainbow spires and the black 
dome of the Temple of Erlik, with a 
surging thousand or so of Legionnaires 
massed in front of it. Around me on 
the pavement lay many dead and dying 
men, some clad in flowing white, and 
some in the red uniform of the Foreign 
Legion of Mars. And a few disem
boweled sliths.

But what caught and held my eyes 
was the girl whose voice I had heard. 
Curls of burnished gold. Skin, shell- 
pink. Eyes of sapphire blue. And a 
slim but voluptuous figure, half con
cealed, half revealed by her flowing 
white shawl and diaphanous garments 
beneath. M y heart beat wildly at such 
sheer beauty.

And standing with her, a hawk-faced 
crone— a white woman too, but gnarled 
and old and fiendish.

They moved away from me toward 
the side of the street, the mother lead
ing; and almost I raised myself and

called to them to return, so smitten was 
I at the sight of the blonde young 
Mauro girl.

Louder voices, closer, shriller. More 
native women slinking through the 
streets, like gaudy vultures, tearing at 
men’s throats and hearts. Then the 
wail of the hawk-faced crone near the 
wall of a  building.

“Great Erlik! It is my son, your 
brother Ben-Stu, who lies here! He is 
badly wounded 1”

The younger woman ran toward the 
wall, but the mother pushed her away. 
She put her scrawny old arms around 
the body of the young wounded Mauro, 
and weeping, hugged him to her breast.

“I will take him home,” she cried 
with fierce mother love. “But you, 
Esta, be about your work. The cursed 
Earthmen have almost killed your 
brother!”

“Y es!” the young girl exclaimed, her 
beautiful face now bitterly contorted. 
“Give me the knife, mother. I can kill 
them n o w ! ”

C  HE strode directly toward me, a long 
kris in her hand, and her glinting 

yellow curls stirring in the wind. As 
she neared me, she stumbled and fell, 
but even as she fell she made a lunge 
at me, the knife sinking between the 
stones of the street within inches of my 
side.

In another moment she had righted 
herself. Her slender hand ripped open 
my shirt. I  tried to roll over, but was 
too weak. I groaned. Her hand took  
hold of my hair and jerked my head 
back cruelly. Her pink cheeks were 
flushed, and there was a wild light of 
fanaticism in her heaven-blue eyes.

M y fingers reached up and fastened 
about her wrist, to stay that knife 
which was ready to plunge into my 
breast. I rose on my elbow, m y grip 
still on her arm.



CITY OF LOST SOULS 77

“I want to live a little longer,” I said 
slowly. “And that knife is very sharp 
— Esta.”

Her tense and panting body was 
close to mine. Fiercely she struggled 
to get the knife free, to plunge it into 
my heart. Then our glances met and 
held. I gazed deep into the blue pools 
of her eyes, and smiled— smiled hap
pily, confidently, though I was close to 
death. Her gaze fell. Thick long 
lashes masked her eyes. Her face went 
white— then flushed again.

I took the knife from her nerveless 
fingers, and flung it to clatter against 
the wall of a nearby house.

“You are too beautiful to be a kill
er! ” I said as I released her. Unthink
ing, I had spoken in English.

And she replied in the same tongue, 
but with a strange lilting cadence, 
which gave to the language a beauty 
that it had never had for me before.

“N o,” she said levelly, although her 
lips trembled slightly, “I cannot kill 
you. Yet why did you and your com
rades come, bringing death to our 
peaceful city, if you expect not death 
in return?”

“Beautiful one,” I replied, “I know 
now that I came here for y o u !  Tell me 
that you believe i t ! ”

M y words were as unexpected to me 
as they were to her. Her blue eyes 
widened for one startled moment. Then 
she smiled shyly, frightenedly, wonder- 
ingly. I slipped one arm around her 
slim waist, but she pushed me slowly 
away and stared at me, as if searching, 
seeking for something. A subtle joy 
vibrated through m y war-tired body. 
This lovely girl and I— there was a 
bond between us. growing stronger 
every moment. We two were alone to
gether, in spite of the dead all around 
us, and the stalking vulture-women. 
Words were unnecessary, words were 
not swift enough to convey the flood of

thoughts and feelings that swept 
through us.

For a long time we sat in silence. 
Finally she spoke.

“You must be an American, for the 
English are not like this.”

“What do you know of Englishmen 
or of Americans, or of any of the races 
of my Earth?” I asked. “And how 
does it come that you speak my lan
guage?”

“Ah,” she laughed. “I went to school 
in England on your Earth for two Earth 
years. I  am the daughter of the rich 
Mu-Lai.”

J  ST IF F E N E D . Mu-Lai! Slaugh
terer of defenseless women and chil

dren. Scourge of the trackless deserts 
of Mars. The fiend who was about to 
offer up my ten comrades on the altar 
of gold! It was to rescue these com
rades that I had waded through blood 
to this holy city. I had come here to 
fight against fiends— not for a love tryst 
with an angel.

Sternly I thrust the girl from me and 
staggered to m y feet.

“Esta,” I harshly declared. “I came 
here for rescue and revenge. When 
that is over I shall return to you.”

“Oh, do not go,” she cried in alarm. 
“You will be killed. You cannot hope 
to prevail against the forces of my 
father, and against the curses of Erlik, 
our god.”

“I can try.”
“I will not let you go to your death. 

Erlik has sent you here not to rescue 
your comrades but to rescue me. 
Against my will my father betrothed 
me to one Ab-Nadik, whom I do not 
love. You can— but no, no! What am 
I saying? I must keep my promise. 
Still I want you to live. I can hide 
you. Perhaps you can escape from 
Daloss under cover of night, when the 
two moons have set.”
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I shook my head, though the tempta
tion to be with her was strong. I had 
work to do— man's work.

“I go to rescue my comrades,” I 
cried. “ But wait here for me, Esta. 
I’ll come back.”

“ If you must go, you must,” she 
sighed wearily. “I shall wait. I shall 
watch, and hope.”

Drawing my saber, I strode toward 
the towering black dome of the Temple 
of Erlik, scattering the gaudy-caped 
white-clad vulture women, who hovered 
about the dead and dying in the street.

“ You carrion!” I shouted at them in 
Martian, “Leave them be! Begone, 
or may Erlik curse you ! ”

They scurried for cover, like the 
ghouls that they were. In a side street 
I spied a wild-eyed slith, stirrups swing
ing as it sniffed irresolute. Quietly I 
approached the animal. It permitted 
me to touch its velvet hide, to pat the 
smooth flow of its neck.

Painfully I raised myself into the 
saddle, though my wounded side 
burned. The quivering animal quieted 
as I took the reins and swung it about. 
Together, we clattered down the street 
toward the temple, where sounds of 
fighting rose loud upon the morning air. 
Rising in my stirrups and turning, I 
stared behind me for a moment. Stand
ing where I had left her was Esta, her 
hands clasped to her heart. M y blood 
pulsed wildly. She was mine— mine! 
No Ab-Nadik, nor any other blue or 
red Martian— or even a white Martian, 
for that matter— would ever take her 
away from me.

Then I faced toward the battle 
ahead, and gave my slith the spurs.

The whine of atomic impulses sped 
past my ears, and sang on into the 
morning, as I rode. The wide metal 
gates of the temple grounds were open. 
The Legion had already forced their 
way in. Two old Mauros in dirty capes,

lashed out at my slith's legs with their 
short broad-bladed lances, as we thun
dered on past them into the temple gar
dens.

At the entrance to the temple itself 
I saw large numbers of the Legion, 
fighting with Mauros. M any of our 
men were now on foot, their sliths slain.

J N  front of the main doorway of the
temple stood a giant one-eyed blue 

Martian, with a mighty broad-sword 
in each hand. On each side of him 
stood others of the enemy, clad in flow
ing capes, javelins darting as they tried 
to halt the rush of our Legion. Still 
others, hidden behind the ktath-trees, 
were pouring devastating spurts of 
atomic fire upon our men.

But the Legion did not stop. The 
unconquerable urge to rescue our com
rades drove us on.

Never have I seen such a splendid 
physical specimen as that one-eyed 
blue giant, standing there guarding 
the temple gates. Naked to the waist, 
he stood, with a four-foot blade circling 
in each hamlike hand. His knotted 
shoulders were at least a yard across, 
and above them rose a neck corded like 
that of a bull. The muscles of his chest 
and arms rippled and rolled beneath 
his sleek blue hide, as he swung and 
lunged.

As I edged through the jostling 
throng, I saw our Legion surge against 
him three times like waves against a 
rock, and three times fall back in 
thwarted spray.

Then Hammersmith alone on slith- 
back charged the doorway of the tem
ple. The huge Martian giant braced 
his feet, and gripped his two swords to 
resist this onslaught. But, just before 
our captain came within range of a cut
ting slash, he jerked his reins taut, and 
his charger reared up, to strike at the 
blue giant with its front splay feet.
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The Martian gave backward not an 
inch. Dropping one of his swords, he 
seized the nearest foreleg of the slith 
with one mighty hand, and held the 
beast aloft with effortless ease, as he 
lunged at its heart with his remaining 
weapon.

With a gurgling cough, the slith col
lapsed. For an instant the blue giant 
held it up, then cast it from him with 
a gesture of disdain, and stooped to re
trieve his second sword.

As the slith fell. Hammersmith slid 
from its back, and rushed the giant. 
Swinging his saber with both hands, he 
brought it down on the Martian’s head 
with a blow that would have cleft the 
skull of an ox.

It never even fazed the blue man. 
Jerking suddenly erect, as though 
merely annoyed by a scratch, he swung 
one of his own blades at Hammersmith. 
But the Australian was in too close to 
be cut, and the weapon merely felled 
him with a glancing blow on the side 
of the head.

He dropped to the temple steps, and 
his adversary placed one huge bare foot 
on his shoulders, lowered one broad
sword to get the aim, and then swung 
it aloft.

I charged. On my saber I caught the 
descending blow, and turned it aside. 
The very fury of my foolhardy on
slaught forced the giant back up the 
steps. He stumbeld on the step behind 
him; and, by that time, I had recovered 
from my parry and swung at him vyith 
a low crossbody swipe.

Through the knotted muscles of his 
belly slashed my blade. But the blue 
man, though mortally wounded, was a 
powerful menace still. With a bestial 
roar of rage, he raised both his weapons 
aloft, and brought them convergingly 
down at my shoulders. The blood from 
his slit belly gushed out over my rid
ing-boots. I slipped and fell. The

swords clashed together above me. 
Then the body of the Martian giant 
lurched on top of me, crushing me down 
to the foot of the temple steps.

C O M E O N E  pulled the carcass off, and 
I staggered to my feet and stared 

around. Captain Hammersmith stood 
beside me, his desert headgear gone, 
his red hair disheveled, rubbing a bump 
on the side of his head. The remaining 
Mauros had been brushed aside, now 
that the huge one-eyed blue Martian 
was no more; and the Legion of Death 
was surging past us up the steps.

Then Mauro reinforcements mounted 
on slith-back thundered into the gar
dens behind us, yelling wildly, their 
javelins flashing in the morning sunlight 
which now bathed the planet with pink- 
tinted glory.

But even this attack from the rear 
could not stay us. In fact, it drove us 
on. On we charged, fighting madly, 
till we streamed through the main en
trance into the temple itself.

Into the high-ceilinged inner room 
of the Temple of Erlik we swept. All 

\  its defenders had fallen. We halted, 
panting for breath, and stared about us 
at the beautiful iridescence of the holy 
place. Intricate geometric weavings of 
pale blue, rose, and green greeted us on 
every side. At the south end of the 
vast structure, high in the glossy black 
vault, the sun— streaming in through 
many small windows in the dome—  
played upon a riot of colors. A million 
golden filaments sparkled, filling the air 
with a luminous haze that blended now 
to pale rose, now to delicate mother of 
pearl.

High above us, from the depths of a 
barred gallery, a loud unruffled voice 
chanted with Martian fatalism:

“Erlik! Erlik, the Dark Star! Er
lik, the Unseen G od!”

Then there burst upon us more
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spouts of atomic energy from unseen 
places. M a u r o riflemen, hidden 
throughout the temple, determined to 
glorify Erlik by killing the Earthman 
crraats who had dared to set foot there
in.

We scattered to seek shelter behind 
the great round pillars in the labyrinth 
of intricate doorways and passages 
which angled from the spacious open 
center of the temple. Loud sizzling de
tonations echoed through the sacred 
place. Acrid smoke rose in grey clouds 
to mingle with the haze of color in the 
black dome of the god Erlik.

At the main doorway a small detach
ment of the Legion of Death were hold
ing back the Mauro slith-mounted cav
alry who had attacked our rear.

The radiance of the rising sun, con
stantly lighting more and more of the 
great dome, fell full upon a huge shin
ing altar, filling the whole temple with 
bright rays of glinting gold. The altar 
gleamed as though it were the sun it
self, It was the great golden altar of 
Erlik, famed throughout all of Mars.

But it was not the sight of this fabu
lous fortune in gold that sent us charg
ing forward over the vast tile floor, d is
dainful of the atomic blasts that 
dropped our men like wilted insects.

N o, it was the sight of the ten bodies 
which lay naked upon that golden al
tar: bodies with white skin, the bodies 
of our comrades captured two days ago 
by the Mauros.

A M ONG them, I recognized the fat 
roly-poly face of my friend Victor 

Lafontaine. And the slim keen fea
tures of the brother of our Captain.

Golden straps clasped their ankles, 
their waists, their arms, their shoulders. 
And all were gagged with cloth of gold. 
Beyond the altar we could see leaping 
red tongues of flame licking at the thick 
dry faggots of lichen-wood piled there.

The bound men lying on top of the 
altar tried in vain to squirm, to roll 
away from that blistering heat. Their 
bodies were wet with perspiration; 
their eyes mirrored intense pain; and 
their fingers clenched and reclenched 
in agony.

Furiously Hammersmith raced in 
front of us, his red hair awry, his blue- 
grey eyes flashing.

“Look what the heathen devils have 
done to our com rades!” he shouted. 
“We must save them, even if it costs 
our own lives. I come, my brother! I
come! ”

As we rushed forward, two gold-en
crusted doors, leading to a small chapel 
to the left opened. Fierce, bearded 
Mauros debouched, atomic rifles in 
their swarthy hands. The leader, a tall 
hawk-nosed white-skinned man with 
thin lips, held up his left hand.

“Halt, you Earthm en!” he shouted. 
“Or all of you will be shot down where 
you stand. I, Mu-Lai, command you 
in the name of Erlik! Touch not the 
sacred altar of the Dark Star, lest your 
bodies and souls be bled with a thou
sand tortures!”

Only for an instant did that com
mand stay us; then once more we 
surged forward in an angry wave.

“Ab-Nadik,” cried Mu-Lai to a dark 
slim handsome young Martian with 
black flashing eyes standing by his side, 
“not an Earthman crraat must live.”

Red stabs of flame jetted from our 
guns in reply. Mu-Lai and Ab-Nadik, 
the betrothed of my Esta, dodged 
nimbly behind the golden altar, and 
blasted back at us from that shelter.

Around us scores of our comrades 
fell, but still we charged on. So fierce 
was our onslaught that the Mauros 
were forced to retreat into their chapel, 
even their great chief himself, and his 
handsome young lieutenant, Ab-Nadik. 
But, in spite of this retreat, snipers con
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tinued to pour atomic death upon us 
from all sides.

Still we came forward, scant scores 
of us, who had been hundreds before. 
With splintering swords we pried off 
the golden bands that bound our com
rades on the altar. Weeping, sobbing, 
they gasped their gratitude. Captain 
Hammersmith clasped his brother in his 
arms for one brief moment. Then more 
blasts of force winged about us. Fast 
we retreated to the shelter of the col
umned passages, and from there we re
turned the fire of the Mauros.

But the enemy had reorganized, and 
now poured into the temple at all sides 
from many concealed entrances. The 
place swarmed with them. Swords and 
javelins flashed, atomic pistols barked, 
atomic rifles sizzled. We Earthmen had 
profaned the golden altar of Erlik. We 
must not be permitted to escape!

TRACKING from pillar to pillar, the 
handful of us who were left, made 

our way slowly and painfully toward 
the main exit of the temple. But that 
way of escape we now found blocked 
by solid ranks of the enemy.

A black passage loomed to one side, 
and we slid into it, only about a hun
dred of us now, out of the fourteen 
hundred who had stormed the place, 
and the ten men whom we had rescued. 
Behind us, in the mazes of the temple, 
our wounded were putting up a fight as 
long as there was any life left in them. 
And we knew that they would never 
permit themselves or each other to fall 
alive into the hands of the Erlik-wor
shippers.

Along the sides of the corridor we 
found some movable stone benches, and 
with these we threw up a barricade at 
the entrance. Then our red-headed 
Captain called to me and Keating:

“Warren and Duke, come here. I 
want the two of you to take a dozen

men and go down this passage to its 
other end. Duke, you guard the exit, 
and send back one man to report to me. 
Warren, if you can get out, take four 
or five fellows with you, fight your way 
to the lichen grove, and send in the re
serves. W e’ve given these Martian 
heathens so much hell, that with seven 
hundred reinforcements, we can cut our 
way to safety. Get going.”

The Duke and I warmly shook our 
leader’s hand, selected our squad of 
men, and felt our way down the dark 
corridor.

It turned and twisted, then gradu
ally got lighter. Finally as we rounded 
a turn, we sighted a crouched figure in 
a white cape, sneaking toward us. Up 
came Keating’s atomic rifle; but, as he 
pressed its button, I  knocked the 
weapon aside. Just in time, too, for the 
skulking figure was that of Esta.

“Oh, my beloved 1” she cried in Eng
lish, flinging herself into m y arms.

“What ho! Eh, what?” the Duke 
exclaimed, edging forward. “I say, 
Warren, I didn’t know that you had 
friends in this blarsted heathen city. 
Introduce us, will you?” But his words, 
light as they sounded, had no humor in 
them. They were as cutting as cold 
steel.

“This is M iss E sta,” I stammered, 
“the daughter of Mu-Lai.”

“S o!” came with a hiss from my 
squad. The Mauro chieftain had spared 
no women in his raid on Wacco. The 
Martian women had slit the throats of 
our wounded in today’s battle. Then 
what hope for mercy could a woman of 
the household of Mu-Lai have, from 
even a British gentleman?

Up came a menacing row of atomic 
rifles. But I thrust Esta behind me, 
and drew m y saber, and faced them. 
Knowing that it would do no good to 
appeal to their chivalry toward a  
woman of a race which had shown no
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chivalry to us, I  appealed to their com
mon sense.

“Don’t be fools!” I cried. “Esta was 
educated in England. She has no stom
ach for this heathen slaughter. She has 
come to help us. Tell them so, Esta.” 

“Yes, oh, my beloved. What is it 
that you wish? Only command me, 
and Esta will obey.”

A snort of contempt came from my 
men, but I cried triumphantly,

“There! W hat did I  tell y ou !” Then 
to the girl I said, “Can you lead me 
safely out of this city?”

“Yes, beloved,” was her reply.
“It looks fishy to m e,” the Duke grit

ted, his aristocratic eyes flashing cold. 
“Well, Warren, run along with your girl 
friend; but Heaven help you, if you 
double-cross us. And I ’m sending four 
men to trail you.”

“Some day you’ll apologize to the 
lady for this. She’s saving your worth
less hide,” I shouted, contemptuously. 
Then I turned and followed Esta.

The last that I heard behind me, as 
I rounded the next corner, was one of 
the squad anxiously asking,

“ ’Adn’t I better pot the blarsted 
blighter?”

And Keating’s disdainful reply, 
“D on’t bother. If she takes him 

home with her, he’ll end up on the 
golden altar of Erlik. So what’s the 
bally difference?”

f v U T  through a door in the side of 
the temple, hidden by lichen-trees, 

she led me. This door opened upon a 
quiet peaceful sunlit court. Tied to a 
ring in the wall was a stately white 
slith, saddled and bridled.

“M y brothers,” she said simply. 
And, at the memory which those words 
kindled in her, her blue eyes flashed fire 
for a moment. God, but she was beau
tiful in her anger!

Then her face cleared, and she smiled

up at me. I clasped her in m y arms, 
and covered her face with kisses. For 
several minutes, she pressed close 
against me; then drew bashfully away. 
Suddenly she whipped off her white 
cape, and stood revealed to me in her 
blouse and pantaloons. Never had I 
seen such beauty! Her perfect fea
tures were lit with the light of service.

“Take this cape,” she softly mur
mured. “With it wrapped around you, 
and riding my brother’s slith, you can 
make a dash for safety.”

“Safety?” I cried, though my heart 
was in m y eyes, which were devouring 
Esta, rather than in my words. “Safety? 
Never! I shall bring back reinforce
ments, and we shall w in !”

Alarmed, she clutched my arm, and 
her touch thrilled me.

“N o, no! ” she cried. “They will kill 
you all. Already your men are almost 
overpowered. Soon they will capture 
all of you, kill some, and throw the 
others into the dungeons. Then on 
each holy day many of you will be sac
rificed to Erlik on the golden altar. 
Go, before it is too late, beloved.” 

“N ever!” I cried. “ I shall return 
to die here with the rest, if that be our 
fate. But I am grateful to you. I— I 
love you.” M y gaze burned into hers.

She hid her head. I thought I heard 
a sob. Then she straightened, and 
looked me squarely in the eye.

“M y beloved is brave, as becomes the 
chosen of the daughter of M u-Lai,” 
said she. “ Go, then, and bring back 
help to your comrades if you can. And 
may Erlik go with you. Esta will be 
waiting for you.”

Once more I held her girlish form 
close to me. Then, as the hidden door 
in the side of the temple opened to dis
gorge the four Legionnaires whom the 
Duke had sent to follow me, I released 
my darling, untied the white slith, 
wrapped the cape about me, vaulted
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into the saddle, and clattered off out of
the little courtyard.

As I turned the corner at the end of 
the alley, I twisted about in the saddle, 
and glanced back. The golden-haired 
Martian maiden stood waving one 
dainty hand at me. On each side of 
her stood two Legionnaires with jaws 
dropped open in stupefied surprise.

A strange exaltation thrilled through 
me. I felt that I could ride down any 
number of heathens. I filled my lungs 
with glorious thin morning Martian air, 
and drove my spurs into the sides of 
my splendid white mount.

^ O O N  I had found the main thor- 
L oughfare of the city, and was wing
ing down it, away from the temple, and 
toward the big fretwork gates of the 
main entrance. T hey stood slightly 
ajar, for we had smashed their locks 
and bars with our argan logs earlier 
that morning. T o one side squatted 
two white-clad Mauros, their long 
atomic rifles leaning against the para
pet.

“Ho, Ben-Stu,” one of them shouted, 
recognizing the white slith as belonging 
to E sta’s brother.

“It is not h e!” cried the other, leap
ing up and reaching for his rifle.

I snatched out my atomic pistol, ahd 
sent a blast of pure force through his 
head. Then reining my mount, I shot 
down the other. Two dead Mauros. 
Two less enemies to meet our depleted 
forces.

Dismounting, I propped the two 
bodies up against the wall, so that they 
would look like the sleepy watchmen 
they had been but a moment before. 
Then vaulting once more into the sad
dle, I  sped out of the city to the lichen 
grove on the hill.

Here I found the bullet-headed Hun
garian, Kuswa, ahd his seven hundred 
men, fretting with inaction, and chaf

ing over the delay. Briefly I sketched 
the situation. Then, with Kuswa and 
me at their head, the reinforcements 
filed quietly out of the grove and down 
to the city gates. N o one showed up 
to oppose us. The two dead Mauros 
sat still as though dozing on guard, as 
we entered the city.

N o time for concealment now ! With 
a cheer, we charged down the central 
street toward the black-domed Temple 
of Erlik at the other end. The Mar
tian cavalry heard us, and formed and 
met us just short of the temple. At 
their head rode Mu-Lai himself, slim, 
hawk-nosed, white-skinned, with thin 
sneering lips. I spurred to meet him.

But, as the two forces crashed to
gether, I was swept slightly to one side, 
so that it was Kuswa, not I, who took 
on this chieftain of the enemy.

I sent atomic blasts from my pistol at 
Mauro after Mauro, until its force- 
chamber was exhausted; then drew my 
saber and laced out at the fiendish 
wide-hatted faces all around me. Two  
javelins lanced at my neck, and I could 
guard against only one.

M y slith foundered, pulling me down 
with him. I ducked, and the blades 
flashed harmlessly above me. Then I 
was up and out of the saddle, fighting 
on foot, slashing the bellies of sliths, 
cutting at legs of Mauros, dodging the 
thrust of javelins.

It was not long before most of the 
combatants on both sides were off their 
sliths, struggling on the rubbled pave
ment. And gradually the tide of battle 
worked its way up to the wall of the 
temple, and through the garden gates, 
and to the temple steps beyond.

Down the steps to join us came our 
red-haired Captain and his mere hand
ful of survivors.

C U D D E N L Y  I found m yself facing 
Mu-Lai in the press. We crossed
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blades, his javelin and ray sword, and 
the Mauros and Legionnaires gave way 
to let us fight.

At first we fenced cautiously, until 
finally the Martian chieftain forced me 
back a pace, and drew back his javelin 
to spear me through. Putting both 
hands to my saber, I swung it around 
my head with such force that it swept 
his spear from his grasp. Caught off 
his balance, he crashed to his knees be
fore me. He was at m y mercy. I drew 
back my blade to pierce the heart of 
this slayer of women and children, this 
torturer of Christian men.

But the memory of a blue-eyed gold
framed face stayed me. I lowered my 
point.

“Rise, father of Esta,” I mumbled in 
Martian. “I cannot kill you.1'

Mu-Lai glanced up at me, with sur
prise and perhaps gratitude in his cruel 
eyes. Then something struck my head 
from behind, and I pitched forward 
into black unconsciousness,

IV/TY return to my senses was equally 
^ black, the blackness of night. 
Not a star flickered above. I lay on 
damp stones; and around me was a 
musty, foetid smell.

I  sat up. I stood. I groped about. 
Stone walls on three sides of me, hem
ming me in. And on the fourth side 
iron bars. A prison cell!

I stumbled over something soft and 
yielding. A human body. It groaned. 
Kneeling, I felt of it. It wore a mili
tary uniform, the uniform of an officer 
of the Legion.

“Hammersmith!” I cried. “M y Cap
ta in !”

“That— you— Warren?” he thickly 
replied.

“Yes. What happened?”
H e sat up, and clasped my hand in 

the black darkness.
“They got us. All of us,” he said.

84

“I was the last to go down. W ell, I 
guess we shall grace the golden altar 
of Erlik together, you and I. But it 
was a glorious fight while it lasted, 
There w ere  three thousand of us. Now  
there are just you and I .”

“We can kill ourselves— or each 
other,” I suggested, feeling for my 
weapons. But they had been taken 
from me.

A flickering light appeared in the 
distance. I could now see a dimly lit 
corridor, stone walled, stretching away 
from the barred door of our cell, and 
two white-swathed figures coming 
toward us, one of whom was carrying 
a torch.

It was my Esta! And her father, 
Mu-Lai, the Mauro chief!

M y darling looked sweet and wor
ried and wholly desirable. And, strange 
to relate, the bloodthirsty old Martian 
did not seem at all fierce or wicked at 
the moment. Perhaps it was due to 
some strange effect of the flickering 
torchlight. But, as I stood there, 
clutching the bars of m y cell, he looked 
to be a courteous kindly gentleman of 
my own Earth.

And why not! We of the Legion of 
Death were regular fellows when off 
duty— no better, no worse, than the av
erage run of mankind. Yet to our 
Martian enemies, in the heat of battle, 
we doubtless seemed like fiends from 
the hell of their dark god. And so, by 
the same token, the Mauros were prob
ably quite charming in the bosom of 
their own homes.

These thoughts flashed through my 
mind, as I stood there staring out 
through the bars at Esta and her hawk
faced father.

M u-Lai advanced and held out his 
hand.

“M y dear Sir,” he said in perfect 
English. “You are a brave fighter, and 
a worthy foeman. Erlik loves 3uch as
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you. And so, I am informed, does my 
daughter.” He smiled at his little joke. 
“Furthermore, you spared my life in 
the battle. So I am prepared to offer 
you your freedom— if you will embrace 
the faith of the Dark Star, and will join 
the desert tribe of Mu-Lai.”

I glanced from his aquiline face to 
the pleading eyes of the girl. Why not? 
It seemed my only chance for life; and 
perhaps, if I accepted, Esta might—  
Perhaps the unloved Ab-Nadik had 
perished in the battle.

And then I thought of Bill Hammer
smith, lying behind me, wounded, in 
the cell.

“The Chief is very kind,” I replied, 
“and the Chief’s offer is most magnani
mous. Set my Captain free likewise, 
and I will gladly accept.”

“The o th e r  Earthman crraat must 
die on the golden altar of Erlik,” he 
snapped.

“Even if he embraces the Dark Star 
faith like me?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t trust the infidel.”
“Sir,” 1 said, “neither the Captain 

nor I can ever return to the Martian 
Foreign Legion. W e would be shot for 
treason. So it will be safe for you to 
trust us.”

Esta cut in with, “Oh, my be—  Oh, 
Sir.” She was speaking English, like 
her father and me. “You cannot save 
him , but you can  save yourself. What 
is the use to throw away two lives, when 
one can be saved? And I w a n t you 
saved.”

“I ’m sorry, dear!” 1 replied with sad 
dignity. Then, turning to her implac
able father, “Captain Hammersmith 
and I stand together, S ir!”

P 'O O T ST E P S sounded in the dark
ness, and the rattling of a scabbard. 

A tall dark handsome young Mauro 
came forward out of the gloom. It was 
Ab-Nadik!

Esta’s face whitened. Fear leaped 
into her beautiful eyes.

“Ah, father of my betrothed,” said 
Ab-Nadik in Martian, casting a re
spectful glance at Mu-Lai, “I see that 
you are preparing to pass sentence on 
the last two of the Earthman crraats. 
But what are y o u  doing in this foul 
place, sweet Esta?”

M u-Lai’s eyes flashed a warning at 
his daughter.

“She came with me, to see the infidels 
who have killed so many of our men. 
She is a fearless girl, Ab-Nadik— a 
worthy bride for you.”

Ab-Nadik showed two rows of white 
teeth in a self-satisfied grin.

“Yes, my chief, she is pure and 
steadfast. Now that the enemy have 
been repulsed, Sir, perhaps we can plan 
for an early wedding.”

“There will be no wedding!” Esta 
spoke clearly, calmly, though her face 
was pale. She reached through the 
bars and took my rough hand in her 
smooth soft one. “ T h is  is the man I 
love!”

M y heart pounded at her words. Yet 
it all seemed so hopeless now.

M u-Lai’s face clouded with anger. 
Ab-Nadik stared at Esta, unbelieving; 
then rage and hate welled into his dark 
molten eyes. A sneer overspread his 
handsome face. H e whirled savagely 
toward Mu-Lai.

“She, the daughter of a chief, marry 
an unbeliever?” he gasped. “She must 
be m ad!”

Mu-Lai jerked his daughter away 
from me with one sinewy hand.

“Ab-Nadik,” he gritted, “I did not 
tell you of this, for I thought the girl 
had but a passing fancy for this man 
from another world. Then, too, he had 
saved m y life. But he slew our men, 
so many of them that my heart is now 
hardened against him. Esta shall be 
yours.”
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"No! N o !” cried my beloved. “I 
shall kill myself first.”

Ab-Nadik grinned with malice, his 
burning eyes filling with hate as he 
glowered at me.

“Then,” said he to Mu-Lai, his voice 
like the hiss of a desert serpent, “the 
crraat shall die?”

Mu-Lai nodded.
“Yes, he shall die. B o th  of the 

Earthman crraats shall d ie! ”
“On the golden altar of Erlik.”
Once again Mu-Lai nodded, his eyes 

black slits of fanatic hate.
Esta, in a frenzy, flung herself upon 

Ab-Nadik and pounded his chest with 
small clenched hands.

“Oh, I hate you,” she cried brokenly. 
“I love him, I  tell you. I love only 
him.”

Ab-Nadik laughed harshly and drew 
her within his arms.

“But you shall learn to love m e, light 
of my heart,” he exulted, “after he is 
dead!”

The young Martian tried to kiss 
Esta, but she twisted her face aside.

“Come, Ab-Nadik, let us g o !” Mu- 
Lai said sternly. “Esta, I  command 
you !”

' I 'H E N  they dragged Esta away, 
kicking and squirming. W ith tense 

fingers I stood gripping those bars. Oh, 
that I were free to fight for her, to carry 
her with me, far from this heathen city  
of a strange planet.

Ab-Nadik turned, and cast a tri
umphant leering glance back at me. 
Helpless, raging, I shook my fist at 
him. How I longed to get my fingers 
around his throat. M y Esta! Would 
I ever see her again?

Hammersmith patted my shoulder.
“The fortunes of war, my boy,” he 

said comfortingly. “You passed up 
your chance. The old chief would have 
saved you, had you accepted his offer.

You should have seized your freedom  
and let me die on the altar.”

“N ever!” I declared. “It was free
dom for b o th  of us or for n e ith er

“B osh!” he retorted. “You’re just 
being quixotic. I ’d have butted in 
while you were buzzing the old buz
zard, but I hoped you might get away 
with it. Looked like you might, till 
that Ab-Nadik guy showed up.”

“Skip i t !” I snapped.
For a while we sat in the darkness, 

each busy with his own thoughts. Death 
was close at hand. It is one matter to 
face death in the heat of battle; it is 
another to face it in the quiet calm 
darkness of a stinking prison cell.

I knew that Hammersmith felt the 
same as I. He reached over and 
clasped my hand warmly in the dense 
darkness. N o fear in that clasp— only 
an attempt to probe what lay ahead, 
that which has baffled men since time 
began. Weak and wounded, he awaited 
death— unafraid.

Suddenly, I released his hand. 
“L ook!” I  whispered.

His gaze followed mine down the 
corridor. Someone, carrying a torch, 
was coming toward the dungeon.

It was Esta, alone!
In one hand she carried the torch and 

in the other a large brass hoop strung 
with heavy iron keys.

A hurried word of greeting. Then 
the barred door of our cell was un
locked and swung open. Esta handed 
the torch to the pale Hammersmith; 
then I clasped her slim, warm body 
in my arms. It was a long, long em
brace, filled with pent-up emotion. I 
could feel the rapid beating of her 
heart against my breast. Was there 
ever such a courageous girl as she?

“How did you get away, Esta, 
dear?”

“I slipped out while father and Ab- 
Nadik held council!”



CITY OF LOST SOULS 87

Again I embraced her.
Finally she gently pushed away 

from me, and said,
“Hurry, beloved. There is a secret 

passage out of this dungeon. There 
are sliths, saddled and awaiting, be
neath the city wall.”

“How many sliths?” I asked, scarce 
daring to hope.

“Three,” she replied, with bashful 
downcast eyes.

A fierce wild joy surged through me. 
I straightened my shoulders and drew 
a deep breath.

“Lead o n !” I cried,

J 'JO W N  the dark corridor we fol
lowed the girl, until she paused 

at a heavy barred door at one side, 
and unlocked it.

“The treasure chamber of Daloss,” 
she whispered.

And indeed it was! The light of 
the torch, held high by Captain Ham
mersmith, disclosed unnumbered bars 
of solid gold piled high about the walls. 
Brass-bound chests, containing who 
knows what wealth, filled the center 
of the room.

“Precious jewels,” said Esta, noting 
the direction of my gaze.

One chest stood open, overflowing 
with the thin gold minted slabs which 
pass for coinage on Mars.

“T ake!” the girl commanded. “We 
shall need them.”

But I shook my head.
“ I am robbing thy father of a more 

precious jewel than any of these,” I 
said. “And that is enough to have on 
my conscience. I am no common 
thief.”

She sighed. Then gazed at me with 
blue eyes full of approval.

Suddenly she stiffened, alert with 
listening.

“ Someone comes,” she said fear
fully. “If he finds the cell empty, he

will try this door, knowing it to be the 
only possible means for your escape. 
Unfortunately it does not lock on the 
inside.” She unsnapped the huge key
ring from the key in the lock, and 
handed the key-ring to me, as she con
tinued breathlessly,

“Quick! That other door over 
there, across the treasure chamber, 
leads to the secret passage. I will lock 
the door through which we entered, 
and hold back whoever comes, until 
you have time to reach the sliths.” 

Brushing a kiss on my forehead, she 
snatched the torch from Hammer
smith’s hand, and darted from the 
chamber, shutting and locking the door 
behind her. We two Legionnaires were 
in darkness— alone.

It had all happened with such stu
pefying swiftness, that I had had no 
chance to remonstrate. And now she 
was gone— m y Esta!

I crowded my ear to the door, in an 
effort to learn what was going on in 
the corridor outside. Esta was speak
ing.

“Oh, my father, do not ask m e.” 
“So, it is you! Ab-Nadik was right. 

You did loose the Earthmen crraats 
from their cell,” came Mu-Lai’s voice. 
“You, my trusted daughter, descend
ant of the Dark Star himself! Where 
are the prisoners?”

“I— I will not say, Father. I— I 
love him so .”

“Perhaps in the treasure room,” sug
gested the savage voice of Ab-Nadik. 
“If she would cheat m e  of my love, she 
would not be above cheating yo u  of 
your jewels.”

“Ah— could it be?” Mu-Lai snarled. 
“We shall see. I have a key.”

I heard a scuffle, evidently Esta try
ing to keep her father away from the 
door. Then came his voice.

“Aside, girl. You have vexed me 
enough today. I f  you are a traitor— ”
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Hammersmith spoke in my ear.
“Warren— come. T hey’ll be inside 

in a minute.”
I dreaded to leave Esta to the savage 

mercy of her angry father, yet there 
was no other course. Free— perhaps I 
could come back to rescue her. Im
prisoned— I would die, unable to help 
her.

J  STU M BLED across the room. Once 
I bumped against a chest— an open 

one, filled with the slablike coins. M y  
hand clasped one, and I slid it into the 
pocket of my blouse— as a souvenir of 
Daloss. I have it still, an unbelievably 
ancient Martian coin, solid proof to me 
of my adventure, when sometimes even 
I doubt that it could have happened.

“Here.” Hammersmith reached for 
my hand in the darkness. “I have the 
door open. There’s a tunnel ahead.”

Hurriedly we stepped into the tun
nel, as a key grated in the lock of the 
main door of the treasure chamber be
hind us. Hammersmith closed our exit 
and locked it.

“They will be delayed getting th a t  
open,” he said grimly. “Now, let’s 
move for those sliths.’’

Rapidly we proceeded along the 
dark tunnel. Esta had said it led to 
freedom, and we knew that she would 
not betray us. Sliths were awaiting us, 
she had said. But how could I bear to 
leave Daloss without her?

Finally we saw faint light far ahead. 
We pushed forward, and came to a 
small barred iron grating hidden in a 
gully of shrubs. The grating was 
locked.

“One of these keys ought to do the 
trick,” Hammersmith said grimly, lift
ing the huge key-ring. “I hope those 
fellows got detained in the treasure 
room.”

W ith fumbling nervous fingers he 
tried one key after the other. At last a

key slipped into place, and the lock 
mechanism turned. The grating gave 
way at our touch, and we stood in the 
silvery starlight of a Martian moun
tain night.

Three sliths, saddled and bridled, 
and slung with food and water, were 
tethered behind some bushes to our 
right.

“The girl did not lie,” breathed 
H a m m ersm ith . “H ere  are our 
m ounts!”

But I shook my head. A mad desire 
for Esta surged within my veins.

“I must go back to get her,” I said 
bitterly. “I cannot leave her behind."

“You are right!” spoke a guttural 
Martian voice nearby. “You cannot 
leave her behind, for you yourself shall 
never depart from here.”

A tall figure in flowing cape rushed 
from the bushes, brandishing a javelin.

“Infidel, you die! I suspected you 
would try to escape this way.”

It was Afa-Nadik. The man had evi
dently circled back alone, while Mu- 
Lai was following us through the 
treasure room passage.

T ^E SP E R A T E L Y , I glanced about 
for some weapon of defense. I 

saw a long lichen branch lying in the 
bushes near me. It was about five feet 
long and several inches thick.

Hammersmith, though weak from 
his many wounds, also saw the stick 
and lunged for it just as I did. Faster, 
however, was I; and up I came with it 
clenched tightly in my right hand.

Ab-Nadik loomed above me. I saw 
the quick flash of moonlight on his 
downward-thrust blade; saw beyond it 
the triumphant leer of the white teeth 
in his copper-hued face.

With one despairing effort, I swung 
the stick forward and upward at the 
shaft of his spear with all the strength 
in my body.
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C ra sh !  Wood hit metal shaft, and 
sent it hurtling away out of Ab-Nadik’s 
hands, to fall with a rattling clangor 
on a nearby rock. M y soft lichen stick 
bucked under the impact. I  cast it 
away.

“Now, you heathen murderer,” I 
snarled, “it’s my turn to crow !”

Like two madmen we met. A  sinewy 
fist sent stars whirling before my eyes, 
but I  did not fall. Instead my own 
fist bored into his ribs.

I  heard the Martian grunt. His arms 
flayed blows at me, but I would not 
yield. Again my fist shot out. This 
time a louder grunt.

M y dazed bloodshot eyes caught a 
glimpse of a sagging face before me. 
Quickly I shot still another blow at 
that vision, felt knuckles sting from 
the impact.

I looked again, and the vision was 
gone.

“Come on. You knocked him cold. 
Let’s light out before any more come.”

It was Hammersmith. Vaguely I 
could make out his swaying form on a 
slith.

Stumbling through a red haze, I 
groped my way to one of the sliths, and 
somehow managed to clamber astride 
it.

“ But what about Esta?” I groaned. 
“We can’t desert h er.”

“Okay, Warren. I’m with you. I ’ll 
go back and fight the whole crowd for 
you. I ’ll— ”

Hammersmith slumped forward on 
his slith’s neck. Game to the end in 
spite of his wounds, he had at last 
fainted dead away.

I could not leave him, for I owed him  
a loyalty higher than love. Riding 
close to his mount, I lifted him across 
my saddle, grabbed his reins, and set 
out for the mountain pass which led 
to the red sands of the great desert of 
Mars.

The third slith whined softly, send
ing a pang through my heart, for th a t  
beast was to have carried my Esta.

In the pass, I revived Hammersmith 
with water from a small skin in one of 
the saddle-bags. Then we dashed past 
the Mauro sentries at the outer defile, 
and were on the open desert, now lit by 
the full glare of both moons.

'“T H E  rest of our journey across the 
red sands is an uncertain nightmare 

to me. I have a vague recollection of 
hiding the keys in some rocks. I re
member reaching our old encampment, 
only to find it abandoned. Then of 
pushing on to the canal city of Ricca, 
winter quarters of the Martian forces. 
Our water gave out. Hammersmith 
died— at least, I think so. At any rate, 
I remember burying his body. And I 
slid off m y slith and dropped uncon
scious on the desert sands, within sight 
of the first Martian sentry at Ricca.

Of course, I was tried for treason 
and desertion. They could not make 
the first charge stick; for, after all, the 
Capital City h a d  ordered the attack on 
Daloss. Furthermore, a conviction for 
treason must be reported to the higher- 
ups, and pig-eyed old Colonel Ak-Ak 
was afraid of the effect of such a report. 
But they did convict me of desertion.

M y sentence was three long Martian 
years in the penal labor battalion. I 
have five more days to serve, and then 
I shall be free!

Three thousand of us, I say. There 
were three thousand of us, who rode 
like mad, with sabers held high and hell 
in our eyes, into Daloss, the City of 
Lost Souls— but only one returned.

And he, as soon as he is free, will not 
return to the Earth, but rather will 
struggle back across the red desert 
sands of Mars to the City of Lost Souls, 
where— he hopes and trusts— his Esta  
will be waiting for him.



by John York Cabo!

Y OU’VE heard of Terrence Titwil- 
low. H e’s the fellow who wrote 
all those spine-chilling mystery 

yarns, such as the C ase  O f T h e  B lo o d y  
B ish o p , D e a th  I s  So D efin ite , and M u r
d e r  B y  T h e M illio n s , just to mention 
a few,

Terrence and I used to be fellow  
hacks. We wrote for the same maga
zines and frequented the same dens of 
debauchery. But when he wrote his 
first best-selling novel, T h e  S e v e re d  
L e f t  E a r  O f A L a d y ,  he moved out of 
m y class completely, socially and pro
fessionally. Except for almost yearly 
occasions when he’d invite me up to his 
penthouse to pour a few down the drain 
and talk over old times, I would have 
lost track of him completely, Terrence 
had gone big-time and I was still small 
fry.

It was a distinct surprise, therefore, 
when my telephone rang one Decem 
ber evening and T picked up the re
ceiver to hear the voice of Terrence Tit- 
willow on the other end of the wire.

“Hello, h-hello, Danny. This is 
Terry Titwillow.”

They were holy terrors, these three characters 
out of Titwillow's typewriter. Fine stuff in 
a novel—but shear devils when they came alive
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“W ell,” I said, feeling like a fool, 
“well, well. How are you, Terry? 
What do you know?”

“Plenty,” he said, and in that in
stant I caught something strained, odd, 
in his voice. Something I couldn’t 
place, a sort of ragged fear. “Plenty,” 
he said again, “but I haven’t time for 
that now. I ’m in a hell of a mess, 
Danny. An awful mess.” The fear 
seemed sharper. “I have to see you, 
Danny. You’ve been my best friend 
in the old days. You’re still the only 
one I can trust. I have to see you.”

“W hen?” I asked, slightly soured at 
this old-pal hokum.

“Right now,” he answered, and I 
think his voice split an octave on the 
last syllable. “It’s terribly impor
tan t!”

I hesitated for an instant. It was 
cold outside, and a good half hour ride 
to his apartment, a Michigan Avenue 
penthouse. If I was such a pal, such a 
damned fine friend in need, why had he 
waited so long to remember it? Then 
sentiment took control. M aybe he w as  
in trouble. And, after all, we used to 
be broke together.

“Okay,” I replied. “I ’ll be right 
over.”

In ten minutes I was out in the cold, 
kicking the starter of my refrigerated 
jallopy and cursing m yself for a chump. 
This was a hell of a night to be leaving 
a warm house.

After about ten minutes of driving, 
I  turned on the radio figuring that 
maybe some hot dance music would 
warm me a bit. But there wasn’t any 
dance music right then. Just an ex
cited news announcer babbling about 
some sort of a crime wave that had 
been holding Chicago in its grip for 
the past forty-eight hours. I ’d lived 
in Chicago for most of my life, so I was 
most unimpressed. But one bulletin 
snapped my head up.

“Flash,” said the announcer. “A re
port has just come into the station, but 
is as yet unverified. It is believed that 
the fabulous Coanor Diamond has been 
stolen!”

The Coanor Diamond!
For a minute I couldn’t believe it. 

Everyone who had been reading the 
papers in the past two weeks was aware 
of the fact that the incredibly price
less gem had been brought into Chi
cago less than a month after its dis
covery in South America. Some 
wealthy Chicago merchant had bought 
the thing. Paid a tremendous price 
for it.

And now it was believed stolen.
“What a story,” I thought. “What 

a h e llu va  good story!” I was so ex
cited that I nearly hit a lamppost. And 
then, just as 1 was eagerly awaiting 
further information from the an
nouncer, a dance band came back onto 
the air. Disgusted, 1 snapped it off.

T WAS still ruminating on the possi
bilities of the diamond theft when 

I drew up in front of Terrence Titwil- 
low ’s apartment. Along with my mag
azine hacking, amateur crime specula
tion had always interested me in
tensely. It must have taken some 
awfully clever work to lift the Coanor. 
Rumor had it that the thing was 
guarded night and day by a cordan of 
ten policemen.

But I pushed the news item to the 
back of m y mind as I pressed the but
ton on the elevator which would lift me 
to the penthouse hovel of Terrence Tit- 
willow. I wondered what he could have 
called me for.

He was at the door of his apartment 
when I arrived, which was quite a sur
prise. Usually he’d let the butler ad
mit me on m y other visits— to impress 
me. But there was no butler this time, 
just Terrence Titwillow, standing there
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in the door wearing Chinese pajamas, 
and with a wild gleam in his eye.

“Danny,” he croaked, and I saw that 
he had a full three days’ beard stubble 
on his jowels. Bleary bloodshot eyes, 
too. I gaped, for I ’d never seen him 
in such bad shape.

“Jeeeeeeeudas,” I managed to say at 
last. “What in the devil have you been 
doing to yourself? Growing ragged 
from those literary teas?”

He grabbed my hand as though I 
might run away. “It’s terrible. Danny. 
Simply terrible!”

While I threw my hat and coat on the 
hall table, Terrence stood there wring
ing his hands dismally and looking like 
a fat anrl troubled edition of Humpty- 
dumpty. Terrence had always been 
given to excess flesh, and the fact that, 
he was as bald as an egg and less than 
five feet three in his bare feet added 
nothing to his glamour.

His pajamas, hideous black and pink 
things embellished with rampant drag
ons, clung to his paunchy frame in a 
dejected sort of way. He was holding 
an unlighted cigarette drooped from 
the corner of his twitching mouth, giv
ing the impression that his hands might 
be too damp to strike a match.

“Tell me all,” I said with enough 
melodrama to cover the situation.

Terrence nodded and shuffled across 
the room to where he had several 
glasses already waiting on a tray. He 
gave me one, and gulped down the other 
in a lightning gesture. From the trem
ble in his hands I could tell that he 
was bearing down heavily on the stuff.

“W ell,” I repeated, “what’s it all 
about?”

“It’s a long story, Danny. A long 
and terrible story. M aybe you aren’t 
going to believe me. I haven’t dared 
hint at it to anyone else, and if y o u  
don’t believe me, I ’ll go utterly raving 
m ad!” There was a passionate plead

ing in his voice, and suddenly I felt 
a surge of pity for the man. Here was 
genius on the verge of going p h j f f f f f f t !

“Go ahead, Terrence,” I  said as con
solingly as I could. “Go ahead and get 
it off your chest.”

I_ J E  ran a trembling hand over his 
third chin and reached for the 

scotch decanter and soda siphon.
“You remember m y first best seller, 

Danny, T h e  S e v e re d  L e f t  E a r  O f  A 
L a d y ? ”

“Of course,” I nodded.
“Remember what the critics said 

about it?”
I frowned. What the hell, had he 

brought me up here to remind him of 
all his nice press clippings?

“Yeah,” I answered curtly. “They  
said that it was a corker. I think they 
said that your ability to create living 
and breathing characters would carry 
you a long way. You were always good 
at characterization.”

“Unusually vivid characterization, 
Danny,” said Terry nodding excitedly. 
“T hat’s what they said. Characters 
that lived and breathed!” He gulped 
his drink and filled himself another.

“T hat’s right,” I went on. “All 
the rest of your stuff got the same 
raves. Critics claimed that you were 
the only crime author in the racket 
who could get away with weak plots 
and still write best sellers. Of course, 
they said that your characterization 
was the key-note of your work. But,” 
I frowned again, and my voice must 
have been sharp, impatient, “I don’t 
see what in the dickens that— ”

He broke in hurriedly.
“D on ’t get me wrong, Danny. I ’m 

not breaking my arm. I didn’t get you 
up here to listen to self-adulation. I ’m 
just telling you this because it’s ter
ribly important. Terribly important in 
view o f,” his voice quavered, “ in  v iew
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o f w h a t h as h a p p e n e d .”
“I don’t get it.” I was becoming 

thoroughly disgusted by now. Being 
called out of a warm house on a cold 
night to listen to a drunk babble on 
about his deft characterization didn’t 
appeal to me. “Get to the point. If 
there’s something I can do to help you, 
okay. But if you just want to talk 
shop— ”

“ But Danny,” Terry was pleading 
now. “That is  the pointl T hat’s the 
all-important point. M y characteriza
tion, my vivid, utterly real characteri
zation The thing that the critics have 
raved about in every book I ’ve writ
ten. And now it’s boomeranged!”

I rose to my feet. I could see it all 
clearly now, Titwillow, bless his 
drunken hide, had been on a bat. Been 
on a bat and was now in need of some
one to hash over his past successes. I ’d 
been picked as the goat.

“Look,” I said coldly. “You’11 be all 
right in the morning. Take a cold 
shower; get your self a bro— ”

“But D anny!” He leaped to his 
feet, folded his hands in an imploring 
gesture. “Danny, I ’m not tight. I 
wish I were. Oh, I wish I were stink
ing drunk! But I ’m not. Please. I ’ll 
get to it in a moment. But all this 
I ’ve been telling you is vitally impor
tant.”

“O kay,” I said. “I’ll give you just 
two minutes to get to the point. What 
is it?”

“The characters I created in my 
novels! ”

“I don’t get it yet. Get to the 
point! ”

“You remember my characters, 
Danny. There were three of them on 
which I built all my stuff.”

“Yeah, I know. But what has this 
all got to do wi— ”

“Those three characters, Danny. 
Honest-to-God, may the heavens strike

me dead if I lie, h a ve  com e to  l i f e !”  H is 
voice was an almost hysterical scream, 
and his gimlet eyes fixed wildly on me.

I turned and walked out into the 
hall to get m y coat.

CHAPTER 11

Pierre, the Personable Parisian

“ 'PYANNY, Danny,” Terry’s voice 
was hoarse, pleading. “D on’t 

walk out on me. For the love of heaven, 
for the chums we once were, for the 
sake of those good old days, Danny, 
w a it!” He had followed me into the 
hall.

“N u ts,” I growled. “All you need, 
my fat and successful friend, is a 
bromo.” I slid one arm into my coat.

“D an n y!”
“Goodnight!”
“ But, Danny, they’ve come alive. 

M y three biggest characters. I ’m not 
crazy, man. T h e y ’ve  com e a liv e ! ”

I was busy looking for my hat, coldly 
ignoring the rum-pot babblings of my 
old pal, when I absently reached into 
my inner pocket for my wallet.

“Danny, believe me, they’re here in 
this very apartm ent!”

I wheeled on him.
“Where in the hell is my wallet?”
This threw him off the track.
“W allet?” he muttered. “D on’t know 

where your wallet is. I  haven’t got it.” 
Then, suddenly, a foolish expression 
slid slowly onto his face. “Seeeeeeee,” 
he screamed. “There! I told you 
they’d come alive. Pierre must have 
taken i t ! ”

I was boiling mad by now. If he 
thought in his drunken mind that he 
could make me stay by hiding my wal
let like a child! This was the last 
straw.

“Look,” I said slowly, very frigidly, 
“ g iv e  m e m y  w a l le t! ”
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“Pierre has i t ! ” Terry was triumph
ant, a very sick sort of triumph, how
ever. Like a man who has proved he 
hasn’t any legs.

“And who in the hell is Pierre? A 
new butlcf? Tell him to bring it here, 
pronto!” M aybe I was shouting a lit
tle.

“Pierre, you know Pierre. H e’s one 
of my characters, D anny!” M y 
drunken chum backed a few paces away 
as I balled my fists. “Pierre, the per
sonable Parisian, Danny. You remem
ber Pierre. He was one of my most 
vivid characters, Danny.” Terry was 
backing away, his voice hoarse and 
squeaky. “I created Pierre in my sec
ond novel, C ase  o f  th e  B lo o d y  B is h o p * 
A N D  N O W  H E ’S C O M E  A L I V E ,
t o o r

In a single bound, I had Titwillow  
by his pajama collar, all my rage ex
ploding in a single gesture.

“Look,” I bellowed. “I ’ll give you 
just two seconds to give me back my 
wallet and let me get out of here!”

I had raised my fist above poor Ter
ry’s frightened face, when a voice came 
from behind me.

“You are looking for your wallet, 
m on v ie u x ? ”

I wheeled, releasing my grasp on 
Terry. And as I gazed pop-eyed at the 
speaker, I wished I ’d hung onto Terry’s 
collar, for my knees never needed sup
port as badly as they did at that mo
ment.

There, smiling suavely with white 
teeth beneath a dark waxed little mous
tache, was a dapper, exquisitely tailored 
little Frenchman, holding out my wal
let!

* Case Of The Bloody Bishop, by Terrence Tit- 
willow. Published 1937, Channing-Moad Co. 
Story featured the adventures of Pierre, the per
sonable Parisian, a sly, suave, Frenchman, jewel 
thief and crook extraordinary. Pierre appeared 
frequently in later novels by Terrence Titwillow. 
— E d .

“I told you so,” I heard Terry gasp 
weakly. “I t’s Pierre!”

T ’M not quite certain what my emo- 
A tions were at that moment. I think 
I almost fainted. For I had read all 
of the Terrence Titwillow novels, and 
if Pierre, the personable Parisian, had 
ever stepped from their pages, he would 
have looked e x a c tly  like the smiling 
little Frenchy who confronted us now!

“Quite yes,” murmured the Frenchy, 
nodding at Terry. “I am Pierre, the 
personable Parisian!”

I took my wallet and wheeled again 
on Titwillow.

“Look,” I demanded, but without my 
former fury. “W ho the hell is this guy? 
H e looks like a Hollywood ham made 
up for the role of Pierre in a m ovie!” 

Titwillow just shook his head sadly. 
“I thought he w a s  a ham actor, once, 

Danny. I thought all three of them 
were hams when I fihst saw them. 
Thought some of my friends had hired 
them to play a practical joke on me. 
But that was over a week ago. Since 
then I ’ve learned better. It is Pierre, 
Danny. Believe m e!”

The Frenchman tweaked the waxed 
ends of his moustache and bowed 
gracefully from the hips.

“A pleasure, M o n sie u r , h o la ! ” 
“Pleasure, hell,” I snapped. “I ’ll 

take care of you later, buddy!” For 
suddenly it was all clear to me, down 
to the last detail. Undoubtedly some 
of Tit.willow’s waggish friends had 
cooked this all up on him. I knew, 
from reports, that Terry had been 
working awfully hard on his latest book. 
The strain had told on him, and some 
of his pseudo-chums must have hired 
this ham actor to slip into poor Terry’s 
apartment and pretend he was Pierre 
come to life. Terry must have been in 
a hell of a state of nerves to accept 
such a childish trick as fact, but some
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times too much work can do funny 
things to an author.

I felt sorry for him. Sorry, and sore 
as hell at the louses who’d fixed up this 
impersonation on him. D idn’t the fools 
realize it could have sent him off the 
deep end?

"Take it easy, Terry,” I said softly. 
"Everything is going to be all right. 
You’ve just been working too hard, 
that’s all. Someone’s played a rotten 
practical joke on you. But don't worry. 
I ’ll handle this from now on.”

He smiled feebly. “ I know what 
you’re thinking, Danny, and I appre
ciate it. But you’re all wet. Believe 
me, you’re all wet. That guy is Pierre. 
I ’ve already proved it. And there are 
two others in the apartment, too.” 

"Others?” I frowned. "Do you mean 
to say that you have more than one of 
these phony Pierres around?”

“N o, just one Pierre. And he’s not 
a phony, Danny. I ’ll prove it in a mo
ment. What I mean to say is that my 
other two well-known characters, Snod- 
bury Snipe, the super-sleuth of society, 
and Lady Ashington, the eccentric dow
ager fence, are also alive,” his voice 
was subdued almost without emotion, 
now, “and here in the apartment.” 

"Monsieur Snipe and ze Lady Ash
ington are indeed here,” the Frenchy 
cut in.

I glared at him.
“ P a rb le u , M o n sie u r  ”  the Frenchy 

drew himself up haughtily, "I am afraid 
you doubt your ey es!”

"Shut u p!” I ordered. " I’ll attend 
to you later!”

Then I took Terrence Titwillow by  
the arm and steered him back into the 
living room,

"Take me to those other two frauds, 
Terry,” I said, “and I ’ll send the bunch 
of them out of here in a frenzy.”

And at that instant, the two other 
"frauds” made their entrance. As in

the case of Pierre, I didn’t have to look 
twice to recognize them as very excel
lent reproductions of Quaggle’s famous 
Snodbury Snipe, and the equally cele
brated fiction creation, Lady Ashing
ton.*

T ^ H E Y  stepped out of Titwillow’s 
A study, and seemed surprised to see 

me. Surprised, but not particularly 
concerned. Snodbury Snipe, dressed in 
white tie and tails, looking keen, young, 
and bored, was astonishingly like Tit- 
willow’s characterization of him in his 
novels. Lady Ashington, weaving a bit 
(he had made her quite a drinker), 
loomed huge in a frilly gown and peered 
haughtily through a lorgnette.

"So,” I snorted. "These are the 
other two frauds. Your chums went 
to great lengths to play their practical 
jo k e!”

At my words, Lady Ashington 
glanced inquiringly at Titwillow. She 
raised her lorgnette, and turned her 
owlish gaze on me. To him she said: 

"And to whom do we owe the pleas
ure of meeting this rude stranger?” 

Snodbury Snipe merely smiled in a 
careless, nonchalant way, and then 
turned his gaze to his immaculate cuffs.

"Look,” I said menacingly. "You 
two are going to get the hell out of this 
apartment, pronto, or I ’ll call the cops. 
Haven’t you, and whoever hired you, 
deviled Terry enough?”

“I ’m sure,” said Snodbury Snipe, 
smoothing out the lapels on his tailcoat, 
“that I haven’t the foggiest notion of 
what you’re trying to say, old fellow. 
Please be more explicit. If it’s police 
you seek, mightn’t I do?”

"Damn you all,” I shouted. “D on’t 
think that you can goof me the way

* Snodbury Snipe, young society sherlock, ap
peared first in Murder By The Millions, pub
lished in 1936 by Channing-Moad Co. Lady 
Ashington, the hard-drinking dowager “ fence” 
was a character in the same novel.—E d.



THREE TERRIBLE PEOPLE 97

you’ve done with him. I meant what 
I said. Get out of here, quick, or you’ll 
all be in the stir!”

“Fantastic character,” m u rm u red  
Lady Ashington under a heavily alco
holic breath. “W hat’s his name, Ter
rence?”

“You see,” Terry spread his hands 
in mute, beaten resignation. “They are  
real, Danny. I ’ve been trying to tell 
you that I kn o w  they aren’t hoaxes. I 
can prove it to you.”

Pierre had followed us into the liv
ing room, and now put in his two cents.

“P re c ise m e n t,”  he added. “We are 
all quite real, Monsieur. And Titwil- 
low can prove it, tr e s  b ien  

It suddenly seemed as if  the room 
were unbearably hot. Trip hammers 
had started a ceaseless tattoo in my 
head. This was getting to be far too 
much for me. Hoax or not, real or fake, 
I couldn’t stand much more of it.

“Get them out of the room, Terry,” 
I almost screamed, “I want to talk this 
thing over!”

Tit willow nodded. But he said noth
ing to them, merely walked over to his 
typewriter in the corner of the room. 
H e sat down and inserted a sheet of 
white paper in the machine, typed out 
a sentence. I had followed him to the 
machine, and was looking over his 
shoulder as he typed. The sentence 
was, “Together they left the room.”

I wheeled. Pierre, Snodbury Snipe 
and Lady Ashington h a d  left the room!

E R R Y  smiled wanly at me,
“You see,” he ran a trembling 

hand over his fourth chin, “this is how 
I k n o w  they are my characters!”

For a moment I almost believed him. 
“ But Terry, you fool, they heard me 

tell you to ask them to leave the room ! ” 
Terry shook his head with infinite 

weariness. H e typed out a second sen
tence. And as the letters sprang up I

read, “They returned to the room for 
an instant, then left again.”

And before I could turn, I heard 
footsteps coming from Terry’s study. 
When I faced the sounds, I  saw Pierre, 
Snodbury, and Her Ladyship had re
entered the room. Re-entered the room, 
when they couldn’t possibly have 
known what he had typed— u n less th e y  
w ere  h is c h a ra c te rs!

A moment passed while I considered 
the possibility that I had gone stark 
raving mad, and in that moment the 
three of them left the room once m ore!

“Good God, Terry,” my voice must 
have been as hoarse and ragged as his 
own. “M y God, you mean— ”

“Y es,” he said with simple, utter 
weariness, “it’s just as I told you, 
Danny. T h o se  are m y  c h a ra c te rs , r ig h t 
o u t o f  th e  b o o k s ! ”

I turned and made my way shakily 
across the room. Titwillow said:

“Y ou’ll find the scotch in the cup
board, Danny.”

“Thanks,” I muttered. “I ’m gonna 
need i t !”

“As soon as you get straightened out 
a bit, I ’ll tell you exactly why I called 
you here.” By now I was able to mar
vel at my friend’s comparative seren
ity. It was a wonder that he hadn’t 
cracked completely. Even now, he 
seemed to have calmed a great deal, 
just from the knowledge that someone 
else shared his utterly impossible, hor
ribly incredible problem.

“Y es,” said Terrence Titwillow, 
after I ’d gulped down four fingers from 
m y glass. “You can help me more than 
you’ll imagine.”

I nodded numbly, scarcely hearing 
him, pouring out four more fingers into 
m y glass.

“For you see,” he said, and some of 
the shakiness, the ragged terror, crept 
back into bis voice, “I have the Coanor 
D iam ond!”
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T h e  g la ss , th e  sc o tc h , th e  d e c a n te r ,  
c ra sh e d  to  th e  floo r, ju s t  a s  th o u g h  th e y  
h a d  b e e n  k n o c k e d  fro m  m y  tre m b lin g  
h a n d s  b y  a  b a se b a ll  b a t .

“ Y o u  what?” I  sc re e c h ed .
“ P ie r re  s to le  i t  tw o  d a y s  a g o ,”  T e r r y  

sa id .

CHAPTER III 

The Terrible Three

T  S A T  d o w n  a b ru p tly .  M y  k n e e s  
w ere  k n o c k in g  to g e th e r  l ik e  c a s ta 

n e ts  a n d  th e  o rn a te ly  fu rn ish e d  ro o m  
w as s p in n in g  d izz ily  b e fo re  m y  eyes.

“ D o n ’t  s a y  a n y  m o re ,” I  sa id  w e a k ly , 
“ u n ti l  y o u  o p e n  a n o th e r  b o t t le  o f 
sc o tc h . I f  I  m u s t go  c ra z y  I  w a n t  to  do  
it w ith  a  d r in k  in  m y  h a n d .”

W ith o u t  a n o th e r  w o rd , T e r re n c e  
w a d d le d  to  a  w e ll-s to c k e d  liq u o r  c a b 
in e t a n d  r e tu rn e d  w ith  tw o  stiff jo l ts  
of sco tch .

I  to sse d  m in e  d o w n  n e a t ,  th e n  
h u n c h e d  fo rw a rd  on  th e  e d g e  o f  m y  
c h a ir .

“ W a s  I  d re a m in g ? ” I  a s k e d  in  a  
w h isp e r , “ o r  d id  y o u  re a lly  s a y  P ie r re  
s to le  th e  C o a n o r  d ia m o n d .”

T e r re n c e  sh o o k  h is  h e a d  m ise ra b ly .
“ I t ’s th e  a b so lu te  t r u th ,  D a n n y .”  H e  

sh u d d e re d  v is ib ly  a n d  th e n  p lu n g e d  o n : 
“ L e t  m e  s t a r t  a t  th e  b eg in n in g , D a n n y . 
I ’ve  th o u g h t  a b o u t th is  th in g  u n t i l  I  
w as  s u re  I  w as  g o in g  b a ts ,  b u t  I ’m  b e 
g in n in g  to  g e t a n  id e a  a b o u t w h a t ’s b e 
h in d  a ll th is .”

“ S h o o t! ” I  sa id . “ I f  th e  g e n tle m e n  
in  w h ite  ja c k e ts  d o n ’t  b r e a k  u p  o u r l i t 
t le  p a r ty ,  I ’ll l is te n  till  th e  cow s com e 
h o m e .”

“ F i r s t , ” T e r re n c e  s a id  e x c ite d ly , 
“ lo o k  a t  m y  ty p e w r i t e r ! ”  H is  p lu m p  
in d e x  f in g e r  s h o t o u t  in  th e  d ire c tio n  
o f  h is  d e s k , on  w h ic h  re s te d  a  b u lk y , 
g le a m in g , o ld -fa sh io n e d  t y p e w r i t e r .  
“ D o  y o u  n o tic e  a n y th in g  u n u s u a l  a b o u t

i t ? ” h e  a s k e d  b re a th le s s ly .
I  w as  p a s t  th e  p o in t  o f  b e in g  s u r 

p r is e d  a t  a n y th in g  m y  e rs tw h ile  c h u m  
c o u ld  s a y  o r  do .

“ N o ,” I  s a id  w ith  ju d ic ia l  c a lm , “ I 
d o n ’t  n o tic e  a n y th in g  u n u s u a l  a b o u t  i t . ”  

T e r re n c e  m o p p e d  h is  d a m p  b ro w  a n d  
s ta r e d  a t  th e  b la c k  g le a m in g  ty p e w r i te r  
in  so m e th in g  v e ry  lik e  te r ro r ,

“ B u t  th e re  is so m e th in g  u n u su a l 
a b o u t  i t ,”  h e  c r ie d , “ h o r r ib ly  u n u s u a l .” 

H e  w as  tre m b lin g  a g a in , h is  p lu m p  
l i t t le  b o d y  q u iv e r in g  lik e  a  b lo b  o f je lly .

“ S te a d y ,” I  s a id , m o re  fo r  m y  ow n 
b e n e fit th a n  h is , “ c a lm  d o w n  a n d  te ll 
m e w h a t y o u  m e a n .”

T e r re n c e  T itw illo w  m a d e  a  v is ib le  
e ffo rt to  g e t h im se lf  u n d e r  c o n tro l.

“ A ll r ig h t ,” h e  s a id  h o a rse ly , “ I  sa id  
I ’d s t a r t  f ro m  th e  b e g in n in g , d id n 't  I ?  
W e ll, I ’ll t r y  to .” H e  s to o d  u p  th e n , 
l ig h te d  a  c ig a re t te  a n d  b e g a n  p a c in g  
n e rv o u s ly  b a c k  a n d  fo r th  in  f ro n t  o f  m e.

“ A b o u t a  w eek  o r so  a g o ,” b e  sa id , 
“ a  sa le sm a n  cam e  h e re  a n d  t r ie d  to  se ll 
m e a  ty p e w r i te r .  H e  w a s n ’t a n  o rd in a ry  
sa le sm a n  b y  a  lo n g  s h o t .” T e r re n c e  
s to p p e d  s p e a k in g  a n d  s h u d d e re d  a t  th e  
re c o lle c tio n . T h e n  h e  w e n t o n : “ H e  
w as  a  ta l l ,  so m b e r  lo o k in g  c re a tu re , 
d re s s e d  in  b la c k  c lo th e s  a n d  o n e  of 
th o s e  fu n n y  s tr in g  t ie s  th e  a r t i s ts  w e a r . 
W h e n  I  o p e n e d  th e  d o o r  h e  p e e re d  a t  
m e  th ro u g h  th ic k  to r to is e  sh e ll g la sse s  
a n d  m u rm u re d :

“  ‘Y o u  w a n t  a  ty p e w r i te r ,  y e s ? ’
“ I  s a id , ‘I  w a n t  a  ty p e w r i te r — N O ! ’, 

a n d  s la m m e d  th e  d o o r  in  h is  face . B u t  
in  a b o u t  a n  h o u r  h e  w a s  b a c k . A sk e d  
m e  th e  sa m e  q u e s tio n . I t  k in d  o f  g o t 
m y  g o a t a n d  I  to ld  h im  to  c le a r  o u t 
a n d  s ta y  o u t. H e  g a v e  m e a  k in d  o f 
lo n g  s ly  sm ile  a n d  m u rm u re d  so m e 
th in g  u n d e r  h is  b r e a th  a n d  w a lk e d  
a w a y . I  th o u g h t  h e  m u s t  b e  so m e k in d  
o f a  n u t  so I  fo rg o t a b o u t  th e  w h o le  
th in g . T h e n ,”  T e r r e n c e  p a u s e d  a n d  
m o p p e d  h is  b ro w  fe v e r ish ly , “ a  d a y  o r
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so  la te r  th e  be ll r a n g  a n d  it  w as  h im  
a g a in . D re s s e d  in  b la c k , sm ilin g  sa d ly , 
p e e r in g  a t  m e th ro u g h  to r to is e  she ll 
sp e c ta c le s . H e  a s k e d  m e th e  sa m e  
q u e s t io n :

“ ‘Y o u  w a n t a  ty p e w r ite r ,  y e s ? ’ ”
“ I  c h a s e d  h im  a w a y ,”  T e r re n c e  b a b 

b led , h is  vo ice  s u d d e n ly  g o in g  ra g g e d , 
“ b u t th e  n e x t d a y  h e  w a s  w a itin g  fo r 
m e in  m y  c a r . I  c a lle d  th e  p o lice , b u t  
h e  w as  g one  b y  th e  tim e  th e y  g o t th e re . 
T h e  n e x t d a y  h e  w a s  w a it in g  a t  m y  c lu b . 
I  h a d  th e  m a n a g e m e n t th ro w  h im  o u t, 
b u t  th a t  n ig h t h e  w a s  b a c k  h e re  a g a in . 
S till d re sse d  in  b la c k , s till sm ilin g  sa d ly , 
s till  a sk in g  h is  in fe rn a l  q u e s tio n :

“  ‘Y o u  w a n t a  ty p e w r i te r ,  y e s ? ’ ”

“ T  G U E S S  I  w e n t a  l i t t le  c r a z y ,” T e r 
re n c e  m u tte re d ,  “ b u t  I  h a d  s to o d  

all I  c o u ld . I  ju m p e d  on  h im . I  h i t  
h im  in  th e  fa c e . I  ro lle d  h im  d o w n  th e  
s te p s . I  c a lle d  h im  e v e ry  n a m e  I  co u ld  
th in k  o f. I  th r e a te n e d  h im  w ith  m u r 
d e r  a n d  m a y h e m  if  I  e v e r  se t e y e s  on 
h im  a g a in . I  f in a lly  s to p p e d , b u t  on ly  
fro m  la c k  o f  b r e a th .”

T e r re n c e  s u d d e n ly  g u lp ed  th e  u n 
to u c h e d  d r in k  w h ic h  h e  h e ld  in h is  
h a n d .

“ H e  w as s till  sm ilin g  s a d ly ,” T itw il-  
low  c o n tin u e d  f ra n tic a lly , “ a s  h e  s to o d  
u p  a n d  b ru s h e d  off h is  lo n g  b la c k  co a t. 
H e  s tr a ig h te n e d  th e  to r to is e  sh e ll 
g la sse s  o n  h is  b o n y  nose  a n d  p e e re d  u p  
a t  m e.

“  ‘S o ,’ h e  s a id  g lo o m ily , ‘y o u  d o  n o t 
w a n t  a  ty p e w r i te r ,  y e s ? ’

“ T h e n ,” T e r re n c e  s a id  h o llo w ly , “ h e  
le f t. N e v e r  a  b a c k w a rd  g la n c e  o r  a n y 
th in g . H e  ju s t  le f t  a n d  I  h a v e n ’t  seen  
h im  s in c e .”

T o  s a y  I  w as i r r i ta te d  w ith  T e r r e n c e ’s 
lo n g  a n d  p o in tle s s  s to ry  w o u ld  b e  p u t 
t in g  i t  m ild ly .

“ So w h a t? ”  I  s n a p p e d . “ W h a t ’s a ll 
t h a t  g o t to  d o  w ith  th e  C o a n o r  d ia m o n d
a n d  th e  r e s t  o f  y o u r  t ro u b le s ? ”

“ I t ’s  g o t e v e ry th in g  to  d o  w ith  i t ,”  
T e r re n c e  c r ie d  w ild ly , “ fo r  th e  d a y  
a f te r  th a t  a  p a c k a g e  cam e  fo r  m e  a n d  
w h en  I  o p e n e d  it I  fo u n d  th a t  b la s te d  
ty p e w r i te r  in  it. T h e re  w a s  a  n o te  
s ig n e d  Admirer w ith  it  a n d  th a t  w as all. 
I  h a d  fo rg o tte n  a b o u t  th e  ty p e w r ite r  
s a le s m a n  so  I  w e n t a h e a d  a n d  w ro te  a  
few  c h a p te rs  w ith  th is  in fe rn a l  m a 
c h in e .” T e r re n c e  s lu m p e d  in to  a  c h a ir  
a n d  b u r ie d  h is  h e a d  in  h is  p lu m p  h a n d s . 
“ Y ou  k n o w  w h a t h a p p e n e d  th e n ,”  T e r 
re n c e  c r ie d  o u t  in  a  s tra n g le d  g ro a n , 
“ P ie r r e  a n d  L a d y  A sh in g to n  a n d  S n ipe  
c o m e  to  l i f e .”

“ N o w  lo o k  h e r e ,” I  sa id , w ith  a  n ice 
b le n d  o f  h y s te r ia  a n d  e x a s p e ra tio n , 
“ y o u  d o n ’t e x p e c t m e  to  b e liev e  su ch  
ro t  a s  t h a t . ”

“ B u t  i t ’s th e  o n ly  s o lu tio n ,”  T e r re n c e  
sa id  f ra n t ic a l ly . “ T h is  d a m n a b le  m a 
c h in e  he  s e n t to  m e is b e w itc h e d . T h e  
p e o p le  it w r ite s  a b o u t  com e to  life . H e  
k n e w  w h a t w o u ld  h a p p e n . H e  k n ew  
th e  te r r ib le , h o p e le ss  m ess  i t  w o u ld  g e t 
m e in to . I t ’s h is  w a y  o f  p a y in g  m e 
b a c k . D o n ’t  y o u  s e e ? ” T e r re n c e  w as 
a lm o s t so b b in g  o u tr ig h t  n o w , “ th is  is 
h is  re v e n g e  on  m e  fo r th e  w a y  I  t r e a te d  
h im .”

I  g o t u p  a n d  p o u re d  m y se lf  a  d r in k . 
A  stiff o ne . I  w o u ld  h a v e  lik e d  to  g e t 
s t in k in g  d ru n k , b u t  I  k n ew  th e re  w as 
no  c h a n c e  o f th a t .

“ L o o k ,”  I  s a id , in  a n  a t te m p t  a t  r e a 
so n , “ i t  i s n ’t  so  im p o r ta n t  how th o se  
c h a ra c te r s  g o t h e re . T h e  im p o r ta n t  
th in g  is t h a t  th e y  are h e re  a n d  th a t  
y o u ’re  in  a  sw e e t m ess. T h e  f ir s t  jo b  
is to  g e t th a t  s t r a ig h te n e d  o u t if  th e r e ’s 
a n y  w a y  u n d e r  h e a v e n  w e ca n . T e ll 
m e w h e n  y o u  d isc o v e re d  th e se  c h a ra c 
te rs  o f y o u rs  a n d  th e n  te ll m e how  a n d  
w h e n  P ie r re  co p p e d  th e  C o a n o r  d ia 
m o n d .”

T e r re n c e  l i f te d  h is  h e a d  fro m  h is  
h a n d s , s ta r e d  a t  m e  w ith  h is  re d -r im m e d  
d e sp a ir in g  ey es.
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“ M o n d a y  a f te rn o o n ,”  h e  s a id  d u lly , 
“ I  w ro te  a  c h a p te r  o n  th is  ty p e w rite r . 
I t  w as  fo r  m y  la te s t  b o o k  in  w h ic h  I  
in te n d e d  to  co m b in e  m y  th r e e  m o s t fa 
m ous c h a ra c te r s ,  L a d y  A sh in g to n , 
P ie r r e  a n d  S n o d b u ry  S n ipe . T h e  c h a p 
te r  I  w ro te  b ro u g h t  a ll o f  th e m  in to  
th e  s to ry . T h a t  w as a ll I  d id  th a t  d a y . 
I  w e n t o u t to  th e  c lu b , g o t p r e t ty  
d r u n k  I ’m  a f r a id ,  a n d  th e n  la te  th a t  
n ig h t  I  r e tu rn e d  h o m e .”

“ A n d  t h a t ’s  w h e n  y o u  m e t  P ie r r e ? ” 
I  a sk e d .

n p E R R Y  n o d d ed .
“ H e  a p p e a re d  last. M o n d a y  n ig h t. 

I  fo u n d  h im  w a it in g  fo r  m e in  th e  
s tu d y  w h en  I  c a m e  h o m e  fro m  th e  
club.®

“ A n d  o f  c o u rse  y o u  th o u g h t y o u  w ere  
d r in k in g  to o  m u c h ? ”

“ N a tu ra l ly .  I  s n a p p e d  off th e  lig h ts , 
m a k in g  a  c o n c e r te d  e ffo rt o f w ill fa c to rs  
to  ig n o re  h im , a n d  w e n t to  b e d . W h e n  
I  g o t u p  in  th e  m o rn in g  h e  w as still 
th e r e .” T itw illo w  sh o o k  h is  h e a d , a s  
th o u g h  try in g  to  lo se  th e  m e m o ry  of 
th a t  h o r r ify in g  m o m e n t. “ I  saw  h im  
a n d  th o u g h t  in s ta n t ly  t h a t  I  w a s  in  th e  
th ro e s  o f a s ta g g e r in g  h a n g o v e r . So I  
r a n  to  th e  k itc h e n  fo r a n o th e r  d r in k .” 

“ A n d  t h a t ’s w h e re  y o u  sa w  L a d y  
A s h in g to n ? ”

“ Y es, she  w as  th e re , g lo r io u s ly  d r u n k  
a n d  p e e r in g  o w lish ly  d o w n  a t  m e 
th ro u g h  h e r  lo rg n e t te .”

“ G a d , w h a t a  s h o c k ! ”
“ Y o u ’ve n o  id e a ,” c o n tin u e d  T e r r y ,  

sh u d d e r in g . “ I  ru sh e d  to  th e  w in d o w , 
se t to  h u r l  m y se lf  o u t— w h e n  S n o d b u ry  
S n ip e  s te p p e d  o u t f ro m  b e h in d  o ne  o f 
th e  d ra p e s  in  th e  liv in g  ro o m  a n d  
s to p p e d  m e ! ”

“ U g h h y h ! ”
“ G h a s tly , i t  w as  m o re  th a n  I  co u ld  

s ta n d . T h e n , ju s t  a s  y o u  su sp e c te d  a t  
f irs t, I  th o u g h t  th a t  p e rh a p s  som e of 
m y  f r ie n d s  h a d  h ir e d  h a m  a c to r s  to

sc a re  th e  h e ll o u t  o f  m e. I  to ld  all 
th re e  o f  th e m , P ie r re , L a d y  A sh in g to n , 
a n d  S n ip e , to  le a v e  m y  h o u se . T h e y  
ju s t  la u g h e d ; a n d  P ie r r e  s to le  m y  
w a tc h .” T itw illo w  s h u d d e re d  a g a in . 

“ A n d  th e n ? ” I  in q u ire d .
“ T h e n  T g o t m y  id e a  fo r  p ro o f. I  

f ig u re d ” —  T e r r y  w e n t on  —  “ th a t  if 
th e y  w e re  really m y  c h a ra c te r s ,  I  sh o u ld  
b e  a b le  to  c o n tro l  th e m , a ffec t th e m , 
ju s t  w ith  th is  ty p e w r i te r .”

I  n o d d e d .
“ J u s t  as y o u  p ro v e d  th e i r  e x is te n c e

to  m e .”
T e r r y  g rim a c e d .
“ I  s a t  d o w n  a t  th e  ty p e w r i te r  a n d  

w ro te  a  s e n te n c e  o rd e r in g  th e m  to  lie 
d o w n  o n  th e  floo r a n d  ro ll o v e r .” 

“ A n d ,” I  sa id , “ o f  c o u rse  th e y  d id ? ” 
T e r r y  n o d d e d .
“ B u t  I  w as s tiil  u n c o n v in c e d . So I 

p u t  in  a d d it io n a l  c h a ra c te r  to u c h e s . I  
g a v e  P ie r r e  a  s t r e a k  o f  g ra y  a t  h is  te m 
p le s . M a d e  S n ipe  a  l i t t le  h e a v ie r  
a ro u n d  th e  m id riff , a n d  p u t  a n  e x tr a  
s e t  o f  w rin k le s  a ro u n d  L a d y  A sh in g - 
t o n ’s b ro w . W h e n  I  lo o k e d , a ll th e  
c h a n g e s  w ere  th e re , ju s t  a s  w r i t t e n ! ” 

I t  w as m y  tu r n  to  s h u d d e r .
T e r r y  sh o o k  h is  h e a d  sa d ly .
“ T h e r e  w as  o n ly  one th in g  to  do . I  

g o t ro a r in g  d ru n k , im m e d ia te ly  a n d  
w ith o u t f u r th e r  a d o ! ”  H is  vo ice  w as  
g ro w in g  s h a k y  a g a in . “ W h ic h ,” h e  
c o n c lu d e d , “ w as th e  w o rs t th in g  in  th e  
w o r ld  I  ev e r  c o u ld  h a v e  d o n e .”

I  se n se d  th a t  th e  e x p la n a tio n  o f th e  
th e f t  o f th e  C o a n o r  D ia m o n d  w as a p 
p ro a c h in g , a n d  w a ite d  fo r  h im  to  c o n 
tin u e .

“ I  w oke  a b o u t  fo u r  o ’c lo c k  th e  fo l
lo w in g  m o rn in g ,” h e  s a id  h o a rs e ly , “ a n d  
fo u n d  m y se lf  t ie d  to  m y  c h a i r ! ” 

“ T ie d ? ”
T e r r y  n o d d e d .
“ T ie d  to  m y  c h a ir ,  a n d  I  n o tic e d , to o , 

t h a t  th e  s t r a n g e  ty p e w r i te r  h a d  b e e n  
lo c k e d  o n  m e . A ll th re e  o f m y  c h a r 
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a c te r s  w ere  g o n e !”  H e  s ig h ed  d e e p ly . 
“ T h e y  h a d  se n se d  t h a t  I  w a s  a b le  to  
h o ld  c o n tro l  o f  th e m  so lo n g  a s  I  w as  
a t  th e  ty p e w r i te r .  T h e y  h a d  se n se d  
th a t ,  a n d  t ie d  m e  u p  d e lib e ra te ly , lo c k 
in g  th e  ty p e w r i te r  a s  a n  e x tr a  p re c a u 
t io n .”  H is  vo ice  tre m b le d . “ T h e y  
n e v e r  co u ld  h a v e  d one  i t ,  if  I  h a d n ’t  
b e e n  so  s t in k in g  s w a ffe d !”

T  W A S  b e g in n in g  to  see  th e  th in g  ta k e  
sh a p e .

“ H o u rs  la te r  th e y  r e tu rn e d  a n d  u n 
tie d  m e ,”  T itw illo w  re su m e d . “ B u t  i t  
w as  to o  la te  fo r m e to  r e p a ir  th e  d a m 
ag e  d o n e , ,a n d  th e y  k n e w  i t .  F o r  th e y  
h a d  b e e n  ru n n in g  loose  th ro u g h o u t  th e  
c i ty  fo r  fu lly  fo r ty -e ig h t  h o u rs . F o r ty -  
e ig h t h o u rs , D a n n y ,”  h is  v o ice  ro se  h y s 
te r ic a lly , “ w h ile  th o se  lu n a tic s , c r e a 
tu re s  o f  th is  in fe rn a l  ty p e w r i te r ,  r a n  
r i o t ! ”

“ A n d  d u r in g  th a t  t im e ,” I  m a n 
a g e d  to  s a y , “ P ie r r e  s to le  th e  C o a n o r  
D ia m o n d ? ”

T e r r y  n o d d e d .
“ H e  s to le  th e  C o a n o r  a n d  e v e ry th in g  

else a ro u n d  C h ic a g o  th a t  a p p e a le d  to  
h im . He has over a half-million dol
lars in jewels lying in a suitcase in my 
study, D a n n y ! ”

“ G o o d  G o d ! ” I  b lu r te d .
T h e re  w ere  te a r s  in  T itw il lo w ’s ey es  

a s  h e  c o n tin u e d .
“ Y o u  h a v e n ’t  b een  l is te n in g  to  th e  

ra d io , D a n n y , o r  re a d in g  th e  p a p e r s ? ” 
“ N o ,” I  c o n fe sse d , “ I  h a v e n ’t  r e a d  

a  p a p e r  in  th e  la s t  fo r ty -e ig h t  h o u rs , 
a n d  th e  o n ly  ra d io  b r o a d c a s t  1 h e a rd  
w as  th e  a n n o u n c e m e n t o f th e  C o a n o r  
th e f t ,  w h ile  I  w a s  on  m y  w a y  h e re .”  

T e r r y  ro se , a n d  w a lk e d  o v e r  to  h is  
d e sk . O p e n in g  i t ,  h e  p u lle d  fo r th  a  
s ta c k  o f  n e w sp a p e rs . H e  r e tu r n e d  a n d  
th re w  th e se  in to  m y  la p .

“ T h is  s h o u ld  g ive  y o u  a  ru n n in g  a c 
c o u n t  o f  w h a t  m y  c re a t io n s  m a n a g e d  to  
a c c o m p lish  w h ile  th e y  w e re  lo o se .”

I  lo o k e d  a t  th e  f ir s t  p a p e r , a  h e a d lin e  
fro m  th e  Chicago Trib s ta n d in g  fo r th , 
“ C I T Y  I N  G R I P  O F  A S T O N IS H 
I N G  C R I M E  W A V E ! ” M y  h a n d  
f lip p e d  th e  Trib o v e r , fo u n d  a  c o p y  o f 
th e  Daily News, “ L A K E  F O R E S T  
H O M E S  P I L L A G E D ;  G E M S  
S T O L E N ! ”  T h e  Daily Times d e 
c la re d , “ M c C O R M I C K  J E W E L  C O L 
L E C T I O N  H E I S T E D ! ”

“ A ll th i s  is  th e  w o rk  o f  P ie r r e ? ”  I  
a s k e d . H o w  a n y  o ne  p e rs o n  c o u ld  
h a v e  l i f te d  so m u c h  in  su c h  a  s h o r t  
t im e  w as  b e y o n d  m y  k e n .

“ D o n ’t  fo rg e t ,” T e r r y  s a id  h o a rs e ly , 
“ t h a t  I  m a d e  P ie r r e  th e  perfect c ro o k . 
H is  in s t in c ts  fo r  c r im e  a r e  f la w le s s !” 

“ H o w  a b o u t  L a d y  A sh in g to n ,” I  
w o n d e re d . “ W h e re  d o e s  she  co m e in to  
th is  p ic tu r e ? ”

“ L a d y  A sh in g to n , a s  y o u ’ll re c a ll, 
w as  a  fe m a le  fe n c e  in  a ll m y  n o v e ls ,”  
T e r r y  re p lie d , h o ld in g  f o r th  a n o th e r  
p a p e r . “ S he  w a s  th e  g a l w h o  d is 
p o se d  o f  a ll c r im e  lo o t fo r  P i e r r e ! ”

I  s c a n n e d  th e  p a p e r  he  h a n d e d  m e , a  
c o p y  o f  th e  Her aid-American. “ P o lic e  
O n  T r a i l  O f G em  T h ie f ,”  ra n  th e  f irs t  
s t r e a m e r .  “ L in k  T r a i l  T o  T h a t  O f 
F e m a le  F e n c e ,” th e  se c o n d  s tr e a m e r  
d e c la re d .

“A drunken dowager-duchess type of 
woman, riding a milk horse and singing 
bawdy ballads through the loop, early in 
the morning hours, yesterday, tried to 
force her way into five of Chicago's larg
est jewelry stores.

Passersby who noticed her, told police 
that she insisted she carried untold loot 
which she wanted to sell to the proprietors. 
No one made any effort to stop her, and the 
stores all being closed, the strange woman 
rode away singing drunkenly before the 
police arrived.”

“ n p H I S , ” I  g a sp e d , “ is a w fu l!  S u p 
p o s in g  th e  p o lice  fin d  o u t t h a t  

L a d y  A s h in g to n ’s t r a i l  le a d s  h e r e ? ”  
T itw illo w  lo o k e d  g r a y  a t  th e  c o r

n e rs  o f  h is  m o u th .
“ T h e y  h a v e n ’t  a s  y e t ,  a n d  I ’m  h o p 

in g  th e y  w o n ’t . ”  H e  h e ld  f o r th  a n o th e r
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p a p e r , “ I f  th e y  d o ,”  h e  m o a n e d , i t  w ill 
be  b e c a u se  o f  th is  s o r t  o f  th in g . R e a d  
i t . ”

T h e  p a p e r  w a s  th e  Trib a g a in , a  
la te r  issu e . T h e  d ro p  re a d , “ M Y S 
T E R I O U S  S T R A N G E R  C A L L S  P O 
L I C E  T O  G IV E  T I P S  O N  C R I M E  
W A V E .”  T h e  s to ry  w e n t a s  fo llow s:

"Police today are narrowing down a 
number of telephone tips received in con
nection with the forty-eight hour crime 
wave ravaging the city. A cultured-voiced 
young man has made ten such calls to 
the Central Detective Bureau, offering his 
assistance in the solution of the crime 
wave. So far, police have been unable to 
trace the calls to their source. Last-min
ute leads indicate that they may have fur
ther information on this within twenty- 
four hours."

“ S n o d b u ry  S n ip e ? ”  I  s a id , k n o w in g  
d a m n e d  w ell th a t  i t  w as.

T e r r y  n o d d e d .
“ Y es. H e  sa y s  th a t  h e  c a n  offer 

h is  v a la u b le  s le u th in g  a b il i t ie s  to  th e  
lo ca l c o n s ta b u la ry  a n d  so lve  th e  th in g  
in  m o re  th a n  re c o rd  tim e . H e  sa y s  
h e ’s m e re ly  w a itin g  u n t i l  th e  m o m e n t 
w h en  th e y  a re  c o m p le te ly  s ty m ie d . 
T h e n  h e  w ill s te p  in to  th e  m y s te ry , v e ry  
d ra m a tic a lly , in  th e  b e s t  t r a d i t io n  o f 
m y  n o v e ls , a n d  u n s n a r l  th e  th in g  fo r 
th e m ! ”

“ B u t ,”  I  s a id , n o t  re a liz in g  h o w  as- 
s in in e  I  m u s t  h a v e  so u n d e d , “ th is  is  
a w f u l! ”

“ D o  y o u  re a liz e ,”  h e  sq u e a le d , a n d  
a ll o f th e  o ld  h y s te r ia  w a s  re tu rn in g
to  h is  v o ice , “ d o  y o u  re a liz e  w h a t th is  
w ill m e a n  to  m e , w h a t i t  w ill d o  to  m y  
re p u ta t io n , m y  c a r e e r? ”

“ B u t  why d id  th e y  d o  i t ? ”
“ T h e y  sa id  th a t  th e y  w e re  d isg u s te d  

w ith  m e ,”  h e  m o a n e d . “ M y  o w n  c h a r 
a c te r s ,  d isg u s te d  w ith  m e ! ”

“ D is g u s te d ? ”
“ Y e s , th e y  s a id  th a t  m y  p lo ts  w ere  

g ro w in g  m o re  a n d  m o re  s illy  w ith  
e v e ry  su c c e e d in g  n o v e l. S a id  th e y  w ere  
t i r e d  o f  d o in g  su c h  c h ild ish  th in g s  a s  I  
m a d e  th e m  do !

" T h e y  s a id  th e y  w a n te d  so m e  re a l,

h o n e s t- to -g o o d n e ss , re d -b lo o d e d  a c 
tio n . T h e y  sa id  I  w as  a c h a ra c te r  
w r ite r ,  a n d  n o th in g  b e t te r .  T h e y  
w a n te d  to  h u m ilia te  m e , D a n n y . T h e y  
d e lib e ra te ly  w e n t to  w o rk  to  c re a te  su c h  
a  h o rr ib le  m ess t h a t  a  g e n iu s  c o u ld n ’t  
u n s n a r l  i t ! ”

“ I  c a n  a g re e  w ith  t h a t , ”  I  m u tte re d .
“ A n d  th e n ,” T e r r y  ro se  to  h is  fe e t, 

a n d  as  h e  ro se  h is  vo ice  d id  lik ew ise , 
“ th e y  defied me to unsnarl the muddle 
they’d made!’’

n p E R R Y  w as so b b in g  now , a n d  h is  
■*" sm a ll, f a t  sh o u ld e rs  sh o o k  t r e m 

u lo u sly .
“ So t h a t ’s h o w  y o u ’re  g o ing  to  b e  a b le  

to  h e lp  m e, D a n n y ! ” h e  g ro a n e d  a t  la s t . 
“ T h a t ’s w h y  T c a lle d  y o u . Y o u  m a y  
b e  a  h a c k , b u t  y o u  h a v e  a n  u n h o ly  
a d ro itn e s s  a t  p lo t t in g . Y o u r  p lo ts  h a v e  
a lw a y s  b e e n  s u p e rb , D a n n y ! ”

“ B u t I  d o n ’t  s e e ,” I  p ro te s te d , ig
n o r in g  th e  u n f la t te r in g  r e m a rk s  a b o u t 
m y  h a c k  te n d e n c ie s , “ h o w  I  c a n  h e lp  
y o u . W h a t  u n d e r  th e  su n  c a n  I  d o ? ”

T e r re n c e  T itw illo w  li f te d  h is  h ead  
fro m  h is  te a r - s ta in e d  p aw s.

“ D o n ’t  y o u  s e e ? ” h e  b le a te d . “ T h e  
o n ly  w a y  I  c a n  c o n tro l th e se  . . . th e se  
c h a ra c te r s ,  is  o n  th is  in fe rn a l  ty p e 
w rite r . B u t  I ’m  e x h a u s te d , D a n n y , I ’m 
lo sin g  w h a t l i t t le  c o n tro l I  d id  h a v e  
o v e r  th e m . A n d  in  a d d it io n  to  th a t ,  
I ’ll n e e d  su p e r-c o lo ssa l p lo tt in g  to  g e t 
th e m  o u t  o f th e i r  h o rr ib le  m e s s ! ”

“ Y o u  w a n t me to  p lo t  th e m  o u t  o f 
th i s ? ” I t  w as  s u d d e n ly  d a w n in g  on 
m e.

H e  n o d d e d , h is  ro u n d , te a r - s ta in e d  
face  fixed  a n x io u s ly  on m e. A n x io u sly , 
w ith  a  p le a d in g -d o g  ex p re ss io n .

E v e ry  in s t in c t ,  f ro m  t h a t  o f se lf-  
p re s e rv a t io n  o n , w a rn e d  m e  to  g e t  o u t  
o f  th is  m ess w h ile  th e  g e t t in g  w as  good . 
T h e y  w ere  h is  c h a ra c te r s ,  n o t  m in e . I t  
w as  h is  m is fo r tu n e . I  c o u ld  le a v e  now , 
a n d  it  w o u ld  n e v e r  a ffec t m y  life  a g a in .
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B u t  m a y b e  i t  w a s  d u e  to  T i t  w illo w ’s 
u n c o n sc io u s ly  d i r ty  c r a c k  a b o u t  m e b e 
in g  a  h a c k , o r  i t  m ig h t h a v e  b e e n  h is  
f la t te ry  a n d  re s p e c t  fo r m y  p lo tt in g . 
I  d o n ’t k n o w . A t a n y  r a te ,  I  s u d d e n ly  
m a d e  m y  d ec is io n . I  to o k  th e  c h a l
len g e

“ O k a y ,” I  sa id . “L e t ’s g e t  d o w n  to  
w o rk  on  th is  th in g . I t 's  g o in g  to  b e  
a n  ag e -o ld  b a t t le  o f th e  l i te r a r y  w o rld  
— p lo tt in g  v e rsu s  s h a r p  c h a r a c te r iz a 
t i o n ! ”

CHAPTER IV

Lady Ashington Complicates Matters

’" jp E R R E N C E  T  I  T  W  I  L  L  0  W  
g ra b b e d  m y  h a n d , w h ile  c ro co d ile  

te a r s  ro lle d  d o w n  h is  fa t  c h eek s .
“ D a n n y ,”  h e  m u t te r e d  h u s k ily , 

“ D a n n y , I ’ll n e v e r  fo rg e t th i s ,”
I  w as  sm ilin g , in  a  su p e r io r  so r t  o f 

w a y , I ’m  a f r a id ,  fo r in  th e  b a c k  o f  m y  
b r a in  I  co u ld  a lr e a d y  see th e  so lu tio n  
b e g in n in g  to  sh a p e . T e r r y  m u s t  h a v e  
c a u g h t  th e  c a t - a te - th e -c a n a ry  lo o k  o n  
m y  p h iz z , fo r  he  b l u r t e d :

“ D a n n y , go o d  L o rd , D a n n y . W h a t  
is i t?  H a v e  y o u  g o t— ”

“ A  s o lu t io n ? ”  I  b ro k e  in . “ A b so 
lu te ly , o ld  b e a n . I ’v e  a  so lu tio n  t h a t ’s 
so  r e m a r k a b ly  s im p le , i t ’s a  p i ty  y o u  
d id n ’t  th in k  o f i t  so o n e r .”

I  f ish ed  in to  m y  p o c k e t  fo r  a  c ig 
a re t te .  T h is  w as  a  m o m e n t I  re lish e d .

I  l ig h te d  th e  c ig a re t te ,  t im in g  th e  
w o rd s  as  d r a m a tic a l ly  a s  I  co u ld .

“ K ill  th e m ,” I  s a id  s im p ly . “ J u s t  
k ill th e m , t h a t ’s  a l l  y o u  h a v e  to  do , 
T e r r y .”

“ D a n n y ! ”
I  lo o k e d  fu ll  a t  h im , e x p e c tin g  to  

fin d  r a p t  a d m ira t io n  a c c o m p a n y in g  h is  
e ja c u la t io n . L o o k e d  a t  T e r re n c e  T i t -  
w illow  a n d  g o t th e  sh o c k  o f  m y  life . 
H o r r o r  w a s  w r i t te n  o n  h is  face . 

“ D a n n y ,”  h e  r e p e a te d , a g h a s t . “ I

c a n ’t kill th e m . W h y , th e  v e ry  th o u g h t  
is h o rr ib le . T h e y ’re  alive, D a n n y . 
D o n ’t  y o u  u n d e r s ta n d ?  I ’m  th e  r e a 
so n  w h y  th e y ’re  a liv e . E v e n  on  a  t y p e 
w r ite r ,  k ill in g  th e m  n o w  w o u ld  be  like  
m u rd e r in g  a c tu a l  p e o p le .”

T h e re  w a s  su c h  u n sp o k e n  in d ic tm e n t 
in  h is  to n e s  th a t  I  s u d d e n ly  f e l t  lik e  
a  c o m b in a tio n  o f B lu e b e a rd  a n d  J a c k  
th e  R ip p e r . A n d  I  k n e w  th e n  th a t  m y  
h a c k  so lu tio n  w o u ld  n e v e r  d o . H e  
w o u ld  n e v e r  c o n d o n e  th e  w illfu l m u rd e r  
o f  h is  c h a ra c te r s .  H o w e v e r , I  t r ie d  one 
la s t  a n g le .

“ W h a t  h a v e  th e y  d o n e  fo r  y o u ?  W h a t 
h a v e  th e y  d o n e  fo r  y o u , e x c e p t m a k e  
t r o u b le ? ”

T e a r s  w ere  s ta r t in g  a f r e s h  in  th e  
e y e s  o f T e r re n c e  T itw illo w . H e  sh o o k  
h is  h e a d  s a d ly  f ro m  s id e  to  side .

“ D a n n y ,” h e  m u rm u re d . “ I  c o u ld  
n e v e r  b r in g  m y se lf  to  su c h  a n  a c tio n , 
n e v e r . I  k n o w  t h a t  th e y ’ve b ro u g h t 
m e  n o th in g  b u t  tro u b le . I ’m  a w a re  
th a t  th e y  d e lib e ra te ly  m a d e  th is  m ess 
to  ja m  m e u p . B u t  I  c o u ld  never k ill 
th e m .”

“ L e t  m e , th e n ,” I  o ffered . “ I ’ll 
b u m p  th e m  off o n  th e  ty p e w r i te r  w i th 
o u t so  m u c h  a s  b lin k in g  a n  ey e . T h e y  
w o u ld n ’t  b e  th e  f irs t  c h a ra c te r s  I ’ve  
k il le d  off w h en  m y  p lo ts  g o t to o  ja m m e d  
u p .”

H e  s h o o k  h is  h e a d  a g a in .
“ N o , D a n n y . I  c o u ld  n e v e r  p e rm it  

it . N o .”
“ T h e n  w h a t th e  h e ll do  y o u  e x p e c t 

to  d o?  T h e  cope  a re  g o in g  to  t r a c k  
th o se  th re e  m o ro n s  b a c k  to  y o u r  a p a r t 
m e n t so o n e r  o r  la t e r  T h e  lo o t w ill b e  
fo u n d  h e re , a n d  y o u ’re  g o in g  to  b e  in  
a  h e llu v a  m e s s ! ”

A n d  a t  t h a t  m o m e n t S n o d b u ry  S n ipe  
ch o se  to  s a u n te r  b a c k  in to  th e  ro o m . 
H is  g ra y  e y e s  sw e p t c a re le s s ly  o v e r  th e  
sc e n e , b u t  he  d id n ’t  s a y  a  w o rd . J u s t  
w a lk e d  o v e r  to  th e  te le p h o n e .

I  w as  a b o u t  to  s a y  s o m e th in g  to  h im ,
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b u t  h e  s ta r te d  d ia lin g  a  n u m b e r . S o m e
th in g  h e ld  m e m o tio n le ss  w h ile  I  
w a tc h e d  h im . T h e n  h e  w as  sp e a k in g  
in to  th e  p h o n e .

“ H e llo ,” sa id  S n o d b u ry  S n ipe , “ hello , 
o ld  boy . I s  th is  th e  p o lice  d e p a r t 
m e n t? ”

J  M U S T  h a v e  le a p e d  a c ro ss  th e  ro o m  
in  a sp li t  sec o n d , g ra b b in g  th e  te le 

p h o n e  fro m  S n o d b u ry ’s h a n d  a n d  s la m 
m in g  it  b a c k  on  th e  h o o k .

“ W haj. do  y o u  th in k  y o u ’re  d o in g ? ” 
S n ipe  g a v e  m e a  f ro s ty  look .
“ I  h a v e  d e c id e d ,”  h e  sa id , “ to  le n d  

m y  in v a lu a b le  a s s is ta n c e  to  th e  s tu p id  
po lice  o f  th is  m e tro p o lis .”

I  w as  a c ro ss  th e  ro o m  to  T itw illo w ’s 
ty p e w r i te r  in  a n  in s ta n t .  M y  fin g ers  
flew  a c ro s s  th e  k e y s . A  m o m e n t la te r  
a n d  I  lo o k e d  d o w n  a t  w h a t I  h a d  w r i t 
ten .

“ S n o d b u ry  S n ip e  a b a n d o n e d  a n y  
id e a  of te le p h o n in g  th e  p o lic e .”  

“ T h e r e ,” I  g a sp e d , “ th a t  o u g h t to  
h o ld  y o u .”

S n ip e  lo o k e d  u n d e c is iv e ly  a t  th e  
te le p h o n e  a  m o m e n t, th e n  s h ru g g e d  h is  
w e ll- ta ilo re d  sh o u ld e rs  a n d  w a lk e d  o u t 
o f th e  ro o m  o n ce  m o re .

“ T e r r y ,”  I  f a ir ly  sh o u te d , ru sh in g  
o v e r  to  th e  c o u ch  a n d  g ra b b in g  h im  b y  
th e  sh o u ld e r . “ I  c a n  c o n tro l  y o u r  c h a r 
a c te rs , to o .”

H e  ju s t  lo o k e d  u p  a t  m e  d u lly .
“ O f c o u rs e ,” h e  sa id . “ T h e r e ’s n o t  

m u c h  tr ic k  to  i t .  T h e y ’re  c re a tio n s  o f  
m y  b ra in , b u t  th e y  re sp o n d  to  th is  
d a m n a b le  ty p e w r i te r .”

A s h e  w as  sp e a k in g , I  h e a r d  a  s h a r p 
ly  in d ra w n  b r e a th  b e h in d  m e a n d  
w h ee led  to  face  P ie r re , th e  p e rso n a b le  
P a r is ia n . H e  h a d  e n te re d  th e  ro o m  a n d  
com e u p  b e h in d  m e  so  s o f t ly  t h a t  I  
h a d n ’t  b e e n  a w a re  o f  it.

“Monsieur,” P ie r re  b o w e d  g a lla n tly  
f ro m  th e  w a is t , “ w h e n  a re  th e  p o lice  
c o m in g ? ”

“ T h e  p o lic e ? ”  I  w a s  sh o c k e d  to  
th in k  t h a t  th is  k n a v e  c o u ld  s p e a k  so 
c a lm ly  o f  th e  co p s  a f t e r  w h a t h e ’d  d o n e .

“Oui, th e  gendarmes. W h e n  a re  th e y  
c o m in g  to  s u r ro u n d  th e  a p a r tm e n t? ” 

“ S u rro u n d  th e  a p a r tm e n t? ” 
“Precisement, w h en  a re  th e y  co m in g ?  

Monsieur T itw illo w  always h a s  th e  gen
darmes s u r ro u n d in g  m e  in  a p a r tm e n ts .” 

“ O h ,” I  s a id , n o t k n o w in g  w h a t  e lse  
to  sa y . “ O h , he  d o e s , d o es  h e ? ”

“ O u i, a n d , o f c o u rse , Monsieur, I  
always e sc a p e  z e m .”

“ W ell, t h a t ’s n ic e ,” I  a n sw e re d . 
“ T h a t ’s v e ry  n ice . B u t  I  d o n ’t  th in k  
th e r e ’ll be  a n y  po lice  fo r  a  w h ile  y e t ,  
P ie r r e .”

H e  lo o k e d  h u r t  a n d  s lig h tly  d is a p 
p o in te d .

“ B u t  Monsieur, I  ?ave s to le n  so 
m u c h ! ”

“ N e v e r th e le s s ,” I  s a id  firm ly , “ th e re  
w o n ’t  b e  a n y  p o lice  fo r  a  w h ile  y e t. 
G e t S n ipe  to  s u r ro u n d  y o u , if  y o u  re a lly  
feel th e  n e e d  fo r  su ch  a  th in g .” 

“ S n ip e ,” th e r e  w a s  o p e n  d isg u s t in  
P ie r r e ’s v o ice , “p a h !  E e t  is to  la u g h . 
H e  c a n  do  n o z in g . / ,  P ie r r e ,  th e  p e r 
so n a b le  P a r is ia n ,  a m  a  s u p e r - c r o o k ! ” 

W ith  t h a t  h e  tu r n e d  a n d  p a n th e re d  
o u t  o f  th e  ro o m , ta i l  fe a th e rs  ru s t l in g  
lik e  a  p e a c o c k ’s. I  w a tc h e d  h im  le a v e , 
w h ile  a t  th e  b a c k  o f  m y  b ra in  a n o th e r  
th o u g h t  w a s  p lu c k in g . I t  w as  b e c o m 
in g  p la in  t h a t  u p o n  th e  s lim  sh o u ld e rs  
o f  P ie r re , th e  p e rs o n a b le  P a r is ia n , 
r e s te d  th e  c a u se , e ffec t a n d  so lu tio n  of 
th is  p ro b le m . B u t  I  w a s n ’t  a b le  to  g e t 
i t  s t r a ig h t .  N o t  th e n .

r I " E R R Y  w as s t i l l  s lu m p e d  m o u rn -  
fu lly  on th e  c o u c h , so  I  tu r n e d  on 

th e  ra d io , fo r  w a n t o f  so m e th in g  b e t te r  
to  do . L is te n in g  to  th e  ra d io  h a d  o f te n  
b e e n  a  g re a t  h e lp  in  tw is t in g  o u t  p lo t  
s n a r ls .  I  l ig h te d  a n o th e r  c ig a re t te  a n d  
t r ie d  to  th in k .

I t  w as  o b v io u s  th a t  w e  c o u ld n ’t  ju s t
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s it  a ro u n d  w a it in g  fo r  so m e th in g  to  
h a p p e n . I f  w e d id  so , th e  c o p s  w o u ld  
p o u r  in  o n  u s  so  fa s t  t h a t  w e ’d  b e  o u t  
o f  lu c k  e n tire ly . A c tio n  w as  n e c e s sa ry , 
im m e d ia te  a c tio n . B u t  w h a t  k in d ?  A n d  
h o w ?

H e r e  w as  a  m ess  p ro p e r . A  fo r tu n e  
in  jew e ls  ly in g  a ro u n d  th e  h o u se , a  
s u p e r  th ie f  g e tt in g  re s t le s s  b e c a u se  o f  
in a c tiv ity . A  d a m n e d  fool so c ie ty  
s le u th  b e g in n in g  to  g e t th e  u rg e  to  tu r n  
u s a ll in  to  th e  fo rc e s  o f  la w  a n d  o rd e r , 
a n d  a  d ru n k e n  fe m a le  fe n c e  w h o  h a d  
som e b r ig h t  id e a s  o f  tu r n in g  o v e r a  
n e a t  b i t  o f  p ro f it  o n  th e  s to le n  s tu ff  ju s t  
a s  soon  as  sh e  co u ld  c o n ta c t  a  d is h o n 
e s t  jew ele r.

F o r  fig m e n ts  o f  a n  a u th o r ’s im a g in a 
t io n , th e se  c h a r a c te r s  w e re  c e r ta in ly  
c a u s in g  e n o u g h  tro u b le . T h e y  c o u ld  b e  
c o n tro lle d  o n  th e  ty p e w r i te r ,  b u t  i t  w a s  
to o  la te  fo r  th a t  now , D u r in g  th e  tim e  
w h e n  th e y ’d  d o n e  a l l  th e i r  m isc h ie f , 
T itw illo w  h a d  b e e n  d ru n k , a p d  th e y ’d  
ru n  r io t. N o w  w h a t g o o d  w o u ld  c o n 
tro ll in g  th e m  d o?

So f a r ,  i t  h a d  d o n e  n o th in g  b u t  p o s t 
p o n e  th e  in e v ita b le . I  fo u n d  .m y se lf 
w ish in g  a g a in  th a t  T itw illo w  w o u ld  le t  
m e k ill th e m  a ll  a n d  be  d o n e  w ith  i t .  
M a n y  a n  e d ito r  h a d  b e e n  less  s q u e a m 
ish  a b o u t  th e  b u m p in g  off o f c h a ra c te r s .  
T h e y  n e v e r  se e m e d  to  m in d , w h y  sh o u ld  
h e?

B u t  h e  d id , a n d  th is  lin e  o f  re a s o n 
in g  w as  g e tt in g  m e  n o w h e re  in  a  g r e a t  
h u r ry .

I t  o c c u rre d  to  m e , th e n ,  t h a t  th e  b ig 
g e s t p ro b le m  a t  th e  m o m e n t w as  th e  
lo o t. I t  w a s  in  th e  a p a r tm e n t ,  a n d  
w o u ld  se rv e  a s  im p o ss ib ly  d a m n in g  e v i
d e n c e , sh o u ld  a n y o n e  t r a c e  th e  th r e e  
c h a ra c te r s .

“ T e r r y ,” I  gav e  h im  a  s h a k e , a n d  h e  
lo o k e d  u p  a t  m e  fro m  h is  b ro o d in g . 
“ S how  m e w h e re  th e  je w e ls  a r e .”

H e  sh o o k  h is  h e a d .
“ I t ’s n o  u se , D a n n y , n o  u se . Y o u ’d

b e t te r  le a v e . I ’v e  re s ig n e d  m y se lf  to  
m y  fa te . I ’v e  b e e n  th in k in g  it  a l l  o v e r , 
fe llow . T h e r e ’s n o th in g  to  d o  b u t  ca ll 
th e  p o lic e  a n d  h a v e  i t  d o n e  w ith .”

T itw illo w , i t  w as  s u d d e n ly  a p p a r e n t ,  
h a d  fu n k e d  o u t  a t  la s t .  G iv e n  th e  
th in g  u p . B ro k e n  u n d e r  th e  s t r a in .  I  
c o u ld n ’t  l e t  th is  h a p p e n . I  w a s  d e te r 
m in e d  b y  n o w  th a t  w e ’d  see  it  th ro u g h . 
H o w , I  d id n ’t  k n o w . B u t  som ehow .

“ L o o k ,” I  sa id , “ s n a p  o u t o f  i t ,  m a n . 
T h e r e ’s so m e  w a y  o f  g e tt in g  o u t  o f th is . 
Y o u  g o t m e u p  h e re . I  a g re e d  to  see 
i t  th ro u g h . I ’m  in  it  n o w , u p  to  m y  
n e c k . T h e  le a s t  y o u  c a n  do  is  s ta n d  
b y ! ”

H e  s ig h e d , a  d e e p  lo n g , tre m u lo u s  
s ig h . T h e n  h e  ro se .

“ O k a y , D a n n y ,”  h e  s a id  w ith o u t  to o  
m u c h  e n th u s ia s m , “ I  w o n ’t  q u i t .  C om e 
w ith  m e  a n d  I ’ll sh o w  y o u  th e  lo o t .”

“ T T ’S in  th e  s tu d y ,”  h e  s a id  a  m o m e n t 
A la te r ,  a s  w e  s to o d  b e fo re  th e  c lo sed  

d o o r  o f h is  d e n . F ro m  in s id e , v o ices  
s p e a k in g  h o tly  d r i f te d  o u t  to  u s . O n e  
w a s  th ic k ly  a c c e n te d , P ie r r e ’s , a n d  th e  
o th e r  w as t h a t  o f  S n o d b u ry  S n ip e .

“ A ll th e y  do  is w ra n g le  a b o u t  th e ir  
re la t iv e  s u p re m a c y ,” T e r r y  e x p la in e d . 
“ B e e n  a t  i t  fo r  h o u r s .”

H e  o p e n e d  th e  d o o r  a n d  w e e n te re d . 
P ie r r e  a n d  S n ip e , w h o  fa c e d  e a c h  o th e r  
in  tw o  e a s y  c h a ir s ,  s u b s id e d  in to  s ile n t 
g la r in g , p a y in g  n o t th e  s l ig h te s t  a t t e n 
t io n  to  T e r r y  o r  m e.

“ I t  sh o u ld  b e  o v e r  h e re , in  P ie r r e ’s 
b r ie fc a s e ,”  T e r r y  o b se rv e d , w a lk in g  to  
a  ta b le  a n d  p ic k in g  u p  a  le a th e r  p o r t 
fo lio .

“ W h a t  is i t  Monsieur s e e k s ? ”  a s k e d  
P ie r r e ,  lo o k in g  u p  su d d e n ly .

“ T h e  lo o t y o u  l i f te d ,” I  s n a p p e d  a t  
h im . “ W h e re  is i t ? ”

P ie r r e  lo o k e d  a t  S n o d b u ry  S n ip e , a n d  
th e  su a v e  p la y b o y  s le u th  g r in n e d . 
S o m e th in g  u n s p o k e n  p a s s e d  b e tw e e n  
th e m . I  c o u ld  h e a r  T e r r y ,  a t  th e  ta b le ,
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e x c la im  in  s u rp r is e ,
“ I t ’s n o t  h e re ,”  h e  g a sp e d  h o a rse ly . 
“ W h e re  is  i t ,  P ie r r e ? ”  I  d e m a n d e d . 

“ H a v e  y o u  h id d e n  i t  u n d e r  a  r u g ? ” 
P ie r r e  s h ru g g e d , w h ile  T itw il lo w ’s 

s o f t  m o a n in g  a g a in  filled  th e  a ir .  I  
tu r n e d  to  S n o d b u ry  S n ip e .

“ O k a y , s u p e r - s le u th , w h a t’s h a p 
p e n e d  to  th e  s w a g ? ”

S n ip e  s tu d ie d  h is  w e ll-m a n ic u re d  
n a ils , a n  i r r i ta t in g  c h a r a c te r is t ic  T i t -  
w illo w  h a d  g iv e n  h im  fo u r  n o v e ls  ago , 
th e n  sp o k e  la n g u id ly .

“ R e a lly , o ld  b o y , I  b e lie v e  L a d y  
A sh in g to n  h a s  th e m .”

“L a d y  A s h in g to n !”  T e r r y  w a s  b e 
s id e  m e , g la r in g  d o w n  a t  S n ip e . “ W h e re  
is th e  o ld  s h e - fo o l? ”

“ S he  ’a s  fled  zee  c o o p , phffjft!” 
P ie r re  d e c la re d .

“ G o n e ? ”  I  b le a te d , “ y o u  m e a n  s h e ’s 
g o n e ? ”

“Precisement,” o b s e rv e d  P ie r r e  w ith  
re lish . “ N o w  m a y b e  th e  gendarmes 
w ill s u r ro u n d  m e , n’est-ce-pas?”

“ O h  G o d ,”  T e r re n c e  g ro a n e d  h u s k 
ily . “ O h  G o d , th a t  d r u n k e n  o ld  fo o l is 
p ro b a b ly  o u t  o n  th e  s t r e e t  a t  th is  v e ry  
m o m e n t t r y in g  to  p e d d le  th e  je w e ls  a n d  
th e  C o a n o r  d ia m o n d ! ”

CHAPTER V

Where It Lady AsHingten?

“ 'T 'H I S  is th e  e n d ,”  T itw illo w  w as 
m o a n in g  o v e r  a n d  o v e r  a g a in . 

“ T h e  co p s  a re  g o in g  to  p ic k  h e r  u p  t r y 
in g  to  g e t r id  o f th o s e  je w e ls .”  H e  
s h u d d e re d . “ T h e n  th e y ’ll t r a c e  i t  to  
h e re , a n d  w h a t  w ill b ec o m e  o f  m e ?  
L e a v e , D a n n y . Leave w h ile  y o u  h a v e  a  
c h a n c e .”

“ N u ts ,”  I  s n a p p e d . “ I  s ta r te d  to  u n 
ra v e l  th is  th in g  a n d  I ’m  a t  le a s t  g o in g  
to  h a v e  a  t r y  a t  i t .  B u c k  u p . W e ’ve g o t 
to  s to p  L a d y  A s h in g to n  b e fo re  th e  
p o lice  do . So g e t y o u r  c o a t  on  a n d

b r in g  th a t  ty p e w r i te r  a lo n g . W e  m ig h t 
n e e d  it. T h a n k  g o o d n e ss  a ll th e  je w e lry  
s to re s  a re  c lo sed . W e  m a y  h a v e  a  f ig h t
in g  c h a n c e .”

T itw illo w  h e s i ta te d ,  b e w ild e re d  b y  
m y  su d d e n  su rg e  o f  a c tio n .

“ G e t a m o v e  o n ,”  I  b a rk e d . “ G ra b  
y o u r  c o a t  a n d  th e  ty p e w r i te r .”

“ B u t  m y  p a ja m a s ,” h e  g a sp e d , “ I ’ll 
h a v e  to  c h a — ”

“ C h a n g e  t h e m  h e l l ,” I  r a sp e d . 
“ T h ro w  a n  o v e rc o a t  o n  a n d  n o  o n e  w ill 
k n o w  th e  d iffe re n c e . W e  h a v e n ’t  to o  
m u c h  t im e .”

P ie r r e  a n d  S n o d b u ry  w e re  w a tc h in g  
m e w ith  v is ib le  b e w ild e rm e n t.

I  tu r n e d  on  th e m .
“ Y o u  tw o  g o t c o a t s ? ”
T h e y  n o d d e d  in  u n iso n .
“ G o o d . G e t ’e m  on . W e ’re  g o ing  

p la c e s .”
P ie r r e  f lu sh e d .
“ B u t, M o n s ie u r , I  c a n n o t  le a v e . I  

m u s  w a it  fo r  zee  g e n d a rm e s . T h e y  w ill 
s u r ro u n d  ze a p a r tm e n t  s h o r t ly — ”

“ G e t y o u r  c o a t ,” I  o rd e re d , a n d  th e  
to n e  o f m y  v o ice  w as m o re  fo rc e fu l th a n  
a  ty p e w r i te r  o rd e r  w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n . 
T itw illo w  h a d  le f t  th e  ro o m  in  s e a rc h  
o f h is  c o a t, a n d  I  c o u ld  h e a r  h im  in  th e  
liv in g  ro o m  p a c k in g  th e  ty p e w r i te r .

I n  a  m o m e n t la te r ,  P ie r r e  s to o d  b e 
s id e  m e  in  a n  I n v e rn e s s  c a p e  a n d  a 
s lo u c h  h a t .  S n o d b u ry  S n ip e  h a d  d o n n e d  
h is  to p p e r  a n d  a  C h e s te rf ie ld  p lu s  w h ite  
g lo v es  a n d  m uffler. T h e y  lo o k e d  lik e  
th e  l a s t  scen e  in  a  c r im e  m o v ie .

I  s te e re d  th e m  o u t  in to  th e  liv in g  
ro o m , w h e re  T itw illo w , o v e rc o a t  o v e r 
h is  p a ja m a s , ty p e w r i te r  in  h is  h a n d , 
w a s  w a itin g  b e w ild e re d ly , y e t  h o p e fu lly , 
fo r  us.

“ O k a y , c h i ld re n ,”  I  o rd e re d . “ N o w  
l e t ’s g e t o u t  o f  h e r e ! ” I  g ra b b e d  m y  
o w n  c o a t  a n d  h a t  a s  w e  m a rc h e d  
th ro u g h  th e  h a ll  a n d  o u t  o f  th e  d o o r. 
W e s te p p e d  in to  th e  s e lf - ru n n in g  e le 
v a to r  a n d  p re s s e d  th e  b u t to n .
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O n  th e  w a y  d o w n  in  th e  e le v a to r  no
o ne  s a id  a  w o rd . W e m u s t  h a v e  been  
o n e  o f  th e  o d d e s t  a s s o r tm e n ts  im a g in 
ab le . A  h a ra s s e d , p lu m p  l i t t le  b a ld  
m a n , w e a r in g  a n  o v e rc o a t o v e r h is  p a ja 
m a s  a n d  c lu tc h in g  a  ty p e w r i te r  a n d  
sh e a fs  o f p a p e r ;  a  le e rin g , s le e k  a n d  
su a v e , w a x -m o u s ta c h e d  F re n c h m a n , 
d re s se d  in  a  c a p e  a n d  s lo u ch  h a t ;  a n  in - 
c re d ib ily  w e ll-g ro o m ed  y o u n g  m a n  
a b o u t to w n , w e a r in g  to p  h a t ,  w h ite  tie ;  
a n d  y o u r s  tru ly .

W e  w e re  so m e  c o lle c tio n .
“ O k a y , k id d ie s ,” I  sa id , as  th e  e le v a 

to r  s to p p e d  a t  th e  lo b b y . “ L e t ’s ge t 
o rg a n iz e d . W e  h a v e n ’t  a n y  tim e  to  
lo se .” I  tu r n e d  to  T e r r y .  “ G e t y o u r  c a r , 
i t ’s b ig g e r , f a s te r  th a n  m in e — a n d  in 
c id e n ta lly  a  h e llu v a  lo t  m o re  c o m fo r t
a b le .”

“ B u t  D a n n y , w h a t ’s th is — ”
“ N e v e r  m in d ,” I  b ro k e  in . “ G e t y o u r  

c a r . Y o u ’ll f in d  o u t la te r .”

1L T E  h e s i ta te d ,  lo o k in g  d o w n  a t  h is  
p lu m p  p a ja m a -c la d  s h a n k s  p e e p 

in g  fro m  b e n e a th  h is  o v e rc o a t. T h e n  
h e  g r i t te d  h is  te e th  a n d  m o v ed  a c ro ss  
th e  lo b b y  o f  th e  a p a r tm e n t  b u ild in g . I  
w a tc h e d  h im  s te p  o u t  o f th e  d o o r  th a t  
le d  to  th e  g a ra g e , th e n  tu rn e d  to  S nod- 
b u r y  S n ip e  a n d  P ie r re .

“ D id  th e  o ld  b a t  s a y  a n y th in g  a b o u t  
w h e re  sh e  in te n d e d  to  g o ? ”  I  a sk e d .

“ Y o u  m e a n  L a d y  A sh in g to n , o f 
c o u rs e ,” S n ipe  o b se rv e d .

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t .  S he  m u s t h a v e  h a d  
so m e th in g  in  m in d  w h e n  sh e  p a c k e d  
o u t  w ith  th e  lo o t. D id  she  s a y  a n y 
th in g ? ” I  in s is te d .

“Non,” P ie r r e  p u t  h is  tw o  c e n ts  in , 
“ ze  L a d y  A sh in g to n  sh e  ees  to o  d a m n  
d r u n k  to  s a y  a n y th in g .”

I  h e a r d  a  h o rn  to o t  o u t  in  th e  d r iv e 
w a y , so  I  s te e re d  m y  tw o  c h a rg e s  o u t 
th ro u g h  th e  lo b b y  d o o r , w h e re  T e r re n c e  
T itw illo w  w a s  w a itin g  in  h is  lo n g  b la c k  
lim o u s in e . I  sh o v e d  in  b e s id e  h im .

“ G e t a ro u n d  o n  th e  o th e r  s id e ,” I  
o rd e re d . “ I ’ll d r iv e . Y o u ’r e  g o n n a  b e  
p le n ty  b u s y  w ith  t h a t  ty p e w r i te r .”

H e  g o t o u t  a n d  c a m e  a ro u n d  to  th e  
o th e r  s id e , w h ile  I  s lip p e d  b e h in d  th e  
w hee l. O u r  tw o  f ig m e n ta ry  ch u m s 
w e re  s ti l l  s ta n d in g  n o n c h a la n tly  b e s id e  
th e  c a r ,  h a d  m a d e  n o  e ffo rt to  g e t in .

“You two,” I ordered, “pile in, 
pronto.”

T h e y  m a d e  no  m ove.
“ I  sa y , o ld  b e a n ,”  S n ip e  sa id , “ d o n ’t  

th in k  w e ’ll go  w ith  y o u . T h in g s  to  do . 
T h a n k s  j u s t  th e  s a m e .”

I  lo o k e d  a t  T itw illo w .
“Order them in,” I demanded.
H e  s lid  th e  co v e r off h is  ty p e w r i te r  

a n d  tw is te d  a  sh e e t  o f  p a p e r  in to  th e  
ro lle r . W ith  th e  m a c h in e  on  h is  la p , h e  
th e n  c la c k e d  off a  b r ie f  s e n te n c e . I  
sm ile d  in  s a t is f a c t io n  a s  S n o d b u ry  S n ipe  
a n d  P ie r r e  c lim b e d  in to  th e  r e a r  o f  th e  
c a r  w ith o u t a n o th e r  w o rd .

T h e n  I  th re w  th e  c a r  in to  g e a r , a n d  
in  a n o th e r  m o m e n t w e  w e re  b a r re l l in g  
w ild ly  d o w n  M ic h ig a n  B o u le v a rd , 
h e a d e d  fo r  th e  L o o p . T h e  c lo c k  on  th e  
d a3 h  b o a rd  s e t  th e  tim e  a s  s h o r t ly  a f te r  
m id n ig h t. T h a t  w as ju s t  a s  w e ll, fo r 
th e re  w o u ld n ’t  b e  a n y  je w e lry  s to re s  
o p e n . I  w a s  g a m b lin g  o n  L a d y  A sh in g - 
t o n ’s d e s ire  to  p e d d le  th e  stu ff to  th e  
m o re  w ell e s ta b lis h e d  g e m  h o u se s , a s  
sh e  h a d  d o n e  p re v io u s ly . W h ic h  w o u ld  
m e a n  th a t  w e ’d  p r o b a b ly  c a tc h  u p  w ith  
h e r  so m e w h e re  in  th e  L o o p .

A t R a n d o lp h  a n d  M ic h ig a n , we 
v e e re d  s h a rp ly  to  th e  r ig h t  a n d  ro a re d  
u n d e r  th e  “ L ”  s t r u c tu r e  g o in g  w e s t to 
w a rd  th e  c e n te r  o f  th e  L o o p . W e ’d  
ta k e  a  lo o k  a t  S ta te  S tre e t ,  f ir s t ,  I  
re a so n e d .

“ D a n n y ,”  T e r r y  h a d  g r ip p e d  m y  
a rm , “ s lo w  d o w n , D a n n y  1 C a n 't  y o u  
h e a r  th e  s i r e n s ? ”

I  le t  u p  a  b i t  o n  th e  a c c e le ra to r .  H e  
w a s  r ig h t .  I  m u s t  h a v e  b e e n  d e a f , fo r 
s ire n s  w e re  w a ilin g  w ild ly  b e h in d  u s ,
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a n d  a  s p o t th re w  its  f la sh  o n  th e  r e a r  
o f  o u r  lim o u s in e , i ts  g la re  b lin d in g  m e 
in  th e  r e a r  v is io n  m ir ro r ,

“ D a m n ,”  I  m o a n e d , “ if  w e ’re  p in c h e d  
fo r  sp e e d in g , w e will b e  o u t  o f  l u c k ! ” 
“Voila!” e x c la im e d  P ie r re , w h o  h a d  
b e e n  h o ld in g  h is  to n g u e  u p  u n t i l  now . 
"Voila! E e t  is ze gendarmes com e to  
s u r ro u n d  m e! I  a m  so  ’a p p y  I  co u ld  
sh e d  te a r s .”

I  ig n o re d  h is  w ish fu l th in k in g , a n d  
s lo w ed  p e rc e p tib ly , d ra w in g  c lose  to  th e  
c u rb . T h e  s ire n  sc re a m e d  lo u d e r , th e  
s p o t f la sh e d  a h e a d  o f  u s , a n d  to  m y  
u t te r  a m a z e m e n t tw o  s q u a d  c a rs  r a c e d  
past u s , c u t t in g  s h a rp ly  to  th e  le f t  a t  th e  
c o rn e r  o f S ta te  S tre e t!

“ T X / H E E E E W I  g a sp e d . “ C lose  
ca ll. E v id e n t ly  th e y  d id n ’t  w a n t 

u s .”  T h e n  th e  m o a n  o f  s ire n s  d a sh in g  
a c ro ss  th e  o th e r  s id e  of th e  L o o p  cam e  
w a ilin g  to  o u r  e a rs .

“ L o rd , D a n n y ,” T e r r y  e x c la im ed , 
“ so m e th in g  m u s t b e  p o p p in g . H e a r  
th o se  s ire n s ?  T h e re  m u s t b e  o v e r  a  
d o zen  c a rs  ra c in g  th ro u g h  th e  L o o p ! ” 

“ Y e a h ,”  I  sa id , “ y e a h . B u t w e ’ve 
g o t to  find  L a d y  A sh in g to n . W e  h a v e n ’t  
a n y  tim e  fo r  p ro b le m s  th a t  a r e n ’t  re — ” 
I  s to p p e d  s h o r t ,  a s  a  h o r r ib le  p re m o n i
t io n  b u r s t  loose  b e n e a th  m y  th in k in g  
c ap .

“ O m ig a w d !”  I  c r ie d , “ th o s e  s ire n s  
m ig h t be , c o u ld  b e , m o re  th a n  lik e ly  
are, fo r  L a d y  A s h in g to n !”

"Voila!” e x u lte d  P ie r re , “ ze  gen
darmes a re  h o t  o n  ze  s c e n t ! ”

“ C o u ld  h a v e  so lv ed  th e  c r im e  lo n g  
a g o ,” S n o d b u ry  S n ip e  g ro u se d , “ if 
th e y ’d  a s k e d  me in  o n  th e  c a s e ! ”

I  lo o k e d  s h a r p ly  a t  T e r r y ,  w h o ’s face  
h a d  g o n e  d e a th ly  w h ite . B u t  h e  d id n ’t  
sa y  a  w o rd . S m a sh in g  m y  fo o t d o w n  on  
th e  a c c e le ra to r  a g a in , I  sw u n g  th e  c a r  
o u t f ro m  th e  c u rb  a n d  s h o t th e  b lo c k  
f ro m  W a b a s h  to  S ta te  S tre e t  in  le ss  
th a n  a  h a ir -s p li t- s e c o n d .

“ W e ’re  g o in g  to  fo llow  th o s e  c a r s ! ”  
I  g r i t te d .  “ A n d  I  h o p e  to  J e u d a s  t h a t  
w e  w o n ’t  find  w h a t  I  th in k  w e ’r e  g o in g  
to  f in d .”

T h r e e  se c o n d s  la te r  w e  w e re  w h e e l
in g  d o w n  S ta te ,  a n d  in  le ss  th a n  a 
m in u te  I ’d  ja m m e d  o n  th e  b ra k e s .  T h e  
s q u a d  c a rs , d o s e  to  e ig h t o f  th e m  so  fa r , 
w e re  m a sse d  in  f r o n t  o f  a  S ta te  S tr e e t  
je w e lry  s to re !

S ire n s  s till  m o a n e d , in d ic a t in g  th e  
a p p ro a c h  o f o th e r  s q u a d s . P e o p le  h a d  
a lr e a d y  filled  th e  s tr e e ts ,  s to p p in g  t r a f 
fic , a n d  a b o v e  th e  tu m u l t  c o u ld  b e  h e a rd  
a  th r o a ty  b a sso , so m e h o w  fe m in in e , 
b e llo w in g  a n  e n t ir e ly  in d e c e n t  ballade 
d’amour. L a d y  A s h in g to n !

“ O h h h h h h h h ,”  T itw il lo w ’s  g a sp  w as 
s o f t ,  l ik e  t h a t  o f  a  m a n  w h o  sees  th e  
l a s t  s t r a w  b o b b in g  a w a y  o n  a  w a v e .

“ C o m e  o n ,” I  b lu r te d ,  o p e n in g  th e  
d o o r  o f  th e  c a r , “ l e t ’s find  o u t w h a t is 
h a p p e n in g ! ”

I  w a s  o u t  in  th e  s t r e e t ,  w a it in g  fo r  
h im  to  c o m e  pu ffing  a ro u n d  to  w h e re  I  
s to o d . S n ip e  h a d  s te p p e d  o u t b e s id e  
m e , a n d  P ie r r e ,  to o , h a d  p ile d  o u t.

W e  w e re  r ig h t  a t  th e  fr in g e s  o f  th e  
c ro w d , a n d  it  w a s  im m e d ia te ly  a p p a r e n t  
t h a t  w e ’d  h a v e  to  d o  a  lo t  o f  e lb o w in g  
to  fo rc e  o u r  w a y  th ro u g h  to  th e  c irc le  
o f  a c t iv i ty  in  f r o n t  o f  th e  je w e lry  s to re .

“ Z is  is magnifique!” b r e a th e d  P ie r re , 
sh o w in g  h is  w h ite  te e th  in  a  f la sh in g  
s m irk  b e n e a th  h is  w a x e d  m o u s ta c h e . 
"Voila! I  m e e t ze  p o lic e ,”  h e  fish e d  in to  
h is  p o c k e t , “ w ith  z i s ! ”

I  lo o k e d  a t  w h a t  P ie r r e  h a d  d ra w n  
f o r th ,  a n d  g a s p e d . H e  h e ld  a  sh in in g , 
k e e n -e d g e d  k n ife  in  h is  h a n d !

T e r r y  w a s  w ith  u s  n o w , a n d  h e  p a le d .
“ J e e e e u d a s , D a n n y ,”  h e  b re a th e d , 

“ m a k e  h im  p u t  t h a t  a w a y . I  t a u g h t  
h im  h o w  to  u se  i t  to o  w e l l ! ”

T h e r e  w a s  n o  t im e  fo r  q u ib b lin g . N o  
tim e  fo r  ty p e w r i t te n  c o m m a n d s . P ie r r e  
w a n te d  to  m e e t th e  c o p s  in  c o m b a t, h a d  
w a ite d  e a g e r ly  fo r  i t .  T h a t  w a s  e n o u g h
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fo r us. W e  m o s t c e r ta in ly  d id  n o t  w a n t 
P ie r re  to  m e e t th e m . N o t  r ig h t  n o w , 
a n y w a y . I  sw u n g , e ffic ien tly , i f  I  do
s a y  so.

P ie r r e  w e n t o u t l ik e  th e  L in d b e rg h  
B e aco n , to p p lin g  fa c e  fo rw a rd  to  th e  
p a v e m e n t. T h e  k n ife  s lid  a lo n g  th e  
p a v e m e n t to  a  g u t te r .  T e r r y  a n d  I  
b e n t  s im u lta n e o u s ly  a n d  p ic k e d  h im  
u p  lik e  a  sa c k  o f  w h e a t . I n  a n o th e r  
few  m o m e n ts— w ith  th e  a id  o f  m y  n e c k 
tie  a n d  se v e ra l b e lts — h e  w as  te m p o r 
a r i ly  o u t  o f th e  p ic tu re , t ru s s e d  u p  
n e a t ly  in  th e  b a c k  o f th e  c a r .

'T 'H E N  w e w e re  sh o v in g  th ro u g h  th e  
A c ro w d , e lb o w in g , th ru s t in g ,  u n ti l  w e 

w e re  n e a r  th e  c e n te r  o f e x c ite m e n t.
A  B la c k  M a r ia  ro lle d  c la n g in g  u p  to  

th e  scen e , w h ile  c o p s , sw in g in g  n ig h t
s tic k s  e x p e r tly , p a v e d  a  p a th  fo r  it 
th ro u g h  th e  c ro w d . T e r r y  a n d  I  w ere  
fo rc e d  to  r e t r e a t  a b o u t  te n  y a r d s  to  g e t 
o u t o f  th e  ra n g e  of th o se  n ig h ts t ic k s .

A n d  a ll th is  t im e  th e  b e llo w in g  vo ice  
of L a d y  A sh in g to n  c o u ld  b e  h e a r d  s in g 
in g  lu s t i ly  a b o v e  th e  u p ro a r . F in a lly , 
th e  c ro w d  p a r te d  e n o u g h  to  g iv e  u s  
a  v iew  o f th e  p ro c e e d in g s .

I  h a d  to  c lu tc h  T e r r y  b y  th e  a rm  to  
k e e p  h im  fro m  fa llin g  o v e r in  a  d e a d  
f a in t  a t  w h a t  h e  saw . T h e re  w e re  tw o  
h o rse s  on  th e  scen e , th e  f irs t b e in g  th e  
d is a r ra n g e d  a n d  b e llo w in g  L a d y  A sh 
in g to n , a n d  th e  se c o n d  b e in g  a n  a c tu a l  
a n im a l o f t h a t  sp e c ie s , lo o k in g  a s  
th o u g h  i t  m ig h t h a v e  b e e n  s to le n  fro m  
a  m ilk  tru c k !

L a d y  A sh in g to n , s till  in  c o n tro l  o f  th e  
s i tu a t io n ,  w a s  a s tr id e  th e  m ilk  h o rse !

I n  h e r  h a n d , sw in g in g  u n e rr in g ly , 
a b o u t  a t  th e  h e a d s  o f th e  sw e a tin g  
p o lic e m e n  w ho  w e re  t ry in g  to  d ra g  h e r  
d o w n , w as  th e  c a se  c a r ry in g  th e  s to le n  
je w e lry , in c lu d in g  th e  C o a n o r  D ia 
m o n d ! A  se c o n d  g lan ce  re v e a le d  th a t  
th e  d o w a g e r h a d  e v id e n tly  t r ie d  to  r id e  
th e  te r r i f ie d  a n im a l th ro u g h  th e  p la te

g la ss  w in d o w  o f th e  je w e lry  s to re . F o r  
th e  w in d o w  w as  u t te r ly  s h a t te r e d ,  a n d  
th e  m ilk  h o rs e  w as  re a r in g  m a je s t ic a lly  
a b o u t  in  f ra g m e n ts  o f  s p l in te re d  g la ss .

“ D a n n y ,” ’ T e r r y  m o a n e d . “ D o  y o u  
see  h e r ? ”

“ See h e r?  H o w  c a n  I  h e lp  i t ! ”
“ W h a t a re  w e g o ing  to  d o , D a n n y ? ” 

h e  b le a te d .
T h e  co p s  w e re  f in a lly , th ro u g h  th e  

s t r e n g th  of sh e e r  n u m b e rs , w in n in g  in  
th e  b a t t le  a g a in s t  h o rse  a n d  d o w a g e r. 
L a d y  A sh in g to n  w as s lip p in g  f ro m  th e  
b a c k  o f h e r  m o u n t. I  c o u ld  see th a t  i t  
w o u ld  b e  j u s t  a  m a t te r  o f m o m e n ts  b e 
fo re  th e y  h a d  h e r  in  th e  p a d d y  w ag o n .

“ T h e r e ’s o n ly  on e  th in g  to  d o ,”  I  
a n sw e re d , g ra b b in g  h im  b y  th e  a rm  a n d  
tu r n in g  h im  b a c k  to w a rd  th e  c a r . 
“ T h a t ’s g e t o u t  o f  h e r e ! ”

W e  tu r n e d , th e n , a n d  p u s h e d  a s  
r a p id ly  a s  w e  c o u ld  a w a y  f ro m  th e  
scen e . A  v o ice , sh r ill in g  e x c ite d ly  in  o u r 
e a rs ,  to ld  u s  t h a t  i t  h a d n ’t  b e e n  to o  
soon .

“ T h e y ’v e  g o t h e r ,”  s c re a m e d  th e  
v o ice  e x c ite d ly , “ a n d  n o w  th e y ’re  to s s 
in g  h e r  in to  th e  w a g o n ! ”

“ A n d  th e y ’ll find  th e  jew e ls  th e  
m in u te  th e y  o p e n  th e  c a s e ,” m o a n e d  
T e r r y .

F in a lly , i t  m u s t  h a v e  b e e n  fu lly  th r e e  
m in u te s  la te r ,  w e w e re  b a c k  a t  th e  s id e  
o f  th e  c a r . A  q u ic k  in sp e c tio n  to ld  u s  
th a t  P ie r r e  w as  s till  o u t  a s  co ld  a s  y e s 
te r d a y ’s g ra v y  in  th e  b a c k  o f th e  l im 
o usine .

“ C lim b  in ,”  I  o rd e re d . " E v e r y th in g  
h a s  b e e n  sh o t to  h e ll. W e ’v e  g o t to  p u t  
so m e  d is ta n c e  b e tw e e n  o u rse lv e s  a n d  
th e  g e n tle m e n  o f  th e  law . G ive u s  tim e  
to  fig u re  o u t a n o th e r  a n g le — th a t  is , if  
th e re  a re  a n y  a n g le s  le f t  to  th is  m e s s ! ”

I  w a s  in  th e  c a r  a n d  T e r r y  w as  b e 
s id e  m e  w h e n  h e  g ra b b e d  m y  a r m  
f ra n tic a lly . “ D a n n y !  W h e r e ’s S n o d - 
b u r y  S n ip e ? ”

I n  th e  e x c ite m e n t w e  h a d  fo rg o tte n
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o u r  so c ie ty  s le u th !
“ L o rd , I  th o u g h t h e  w as b e s id e  u s  a ll 

t h a t  t im e ! ”
I  ju m p e d  o u t  o f th e  c a r  a n d  d o v e  in to  

th e  c ro w d  a g a in , T e r r y  r ig h t  on  m y  
h e e ls . O n e  th in g  w a s  c e r ta in . T h in g s  
w ere  b a d , te r r ib le , b u t  th e y  w o u ld  b e  
p le n ty  w o rse  i f  S n ip e  g o t loose  am o n g  
th e  c o p p e rs !

T h r e e  m in u te s  la te r  one fa c t  w a s  o b 
v io u s . N o  S n o d b u ry  S n ip e ! M y  
s to m a c h  w as tu rn in g  c a r tw h e e ls  a n d  m y  
n e c k  w as  tu r n e d  in to  N ia g a r a  in  m in ia 
tu r e ,  w h a t  w ith  th e  p e r s p ir a t io n  ro llin g  
d o w n  m y  c o lla r . I t  w as h a r d  to  b e liev e  
t h a t  five m in u te s  b e fo re  h a d  se e m e d  
lik e  th e  c lim a x  to  o u r  m ise ry .

I  g ra b b e d  o n e  o f th e  b y s ta n d e r s .  I  
rec o g n iz e d  h im  a s  h a v in g  b e e n  u p  a t  
th e  f ro n t  o f  th e  t ro u b le  w h en  S n ip e  w as 
w ith  us.

“ W h e re  d id  th e  fellow  w ho  w as w ith  
u s  a  m o m e n t ago  d is a p p e a r  t o ? ” I  d e 
m a n d e d . T h e  lo o k  in  h is  ey es  to ld  m e 
h e  d id n ’t  g e t i t .

“ H u h ? ”
“ A  c h a p  w ith  a  to p  h a t ,  d re s se d  fo r 

m a lly , y ’ k n o w . R e m e m b e r  se e in g  
h im ? ” I  w as  s h a k in g  th e  h a p le s s  sa p , 
now .

“ Y e a h , m is te r . H e  w as  w ith  y o u se  
tw o .”

“ W h e re  d id  h e  g o ? ”  I  re p e a te d .
“ W h y ,” th e  b y s ta n d e r  lo o k e d  a t  m e 

a s  th o u g h  I  w a s  lo o n y , “ h e  w e n t o v e r 
th e r e ,” h e  p o in te d  to w a rd  th e  lin e  o f 
s q u a d  c a r s .  T h e n  h is  e y e s  lig h te d . 
“ S ee ,” h e  b le a te d . “ T h e r e  h e  is , now . 
J u s t  g e tt in g  in to  o n e  o f  th e m  s q u a d  c a rs  
w ith  th e  c o p s ! ”

I  tu r n e d , w h ile  m y  h e a r t  t r ie d  to  k ic k  
its  w a y  th ro u g h  th e  so les  o f  m y  sh o es. 
T u r n e d , a n d  saw  th e  ta i lc o a t  o f  S n o d 
b u r y  S n ip e  v a n ish in g  in to  a  s q u a d  c a r !

“ T e r r y ,”  I  s c re e c h e d . “ L o o k ! ”
B u t  I  m ig h t a s  w ell h a v e  s a v e d  m y  

lu n g s . F o r  T e r re n c e  T itw illo w  h a d  se e n , 
a n d  k e e le d  o v e r  in  a  fa in t!

CHAPTER VI 

The Stranger Again

H P  H E  re s p ir a t io n  w o rk  n e c e s s a ry  to  
A  re v iv e  T e r re n c e  T itw illo w  to o k  a  

l i t t le  b e t te r  th a n  five  m in u te s , d u r in g  
w h ic h  tim e  th e  B la c k  M a r ia  b o u n c e d  
m a je s t ic a lly  a w a y  c a r ry in g  L a d y  A sh- 
in g to n  a n d  fo llow ed  b y  a  s q u a d  c a r  d e 
ta i l  in  w h ic h  S n o d b u ry  S n ip e  w a s  r id in g .

T h e  re m a in in g  c o p p e rs  d isp e rse d  th e  
c ro w d  a s  r a p id ly  a s  th e y  c o u ld , a n d  
ju s t  b e fo re  s e v e ra l  b lu e c o a ts  w e re  a b o u t 
to  d e sc e n d  on T e r r y  a n d  m e , I  b ro u g h t 
h im  a ro u n d  a n d  h e lp e d  h im  in to  th e  
c a r .

“ T e l l  m e ,” T e r r y  b e g g e d , a s  I  w as 
s ta r t in g  th e  c a r , “ te l l  m e th a t  th is  is a ll 
a  g h a s t ly  n ig h tm a re , D a n n y ! ”

“ D o  y o u  h a v e  to  b e  to ld ? ”  I  sn a p p e d , 
fo r  b y  now  I  w as  g ro w in g  m o re  th a n  a  
tr if le  i r r i t a te d .  “ W h y ,” I  d e m a n d e d  as  
a n  a f te r th o u g h t ,  “ c o u ld n ’t  y o u  h a v e  
b e e n  a  w r i te r  fo r th e  k id d y  m a g a z in e s?  
O r  a  sc r ib e  fo r  a  re lig io u s  jo u rn a l?  T h e  
n e x t t im e  y o u  c re a te  c h a ra c te r s ,  m y  f a t  
c h u m , p le a s e  c re a te  d e c e n t,  n o rm a l, g o d 
fe a r in g  o n e s .”

“ I ’m  s o r ry  D a n n y . I  g u ess  I ’ve  
d ra g g e d  y o u  in to  a  p r e t t y  d e v ilish  m ess. 
Y o u  c a n  s te p  o u t  if  y o u  w a n t t o .”

“ S te p  o u t? ”  N o w  I  was b u rn e d . 
“ S tep  o u t? ” I  r e p e a te d .  “ A f te r  a ll I ’ve 
h a d  to  go  th ro u g h  in  th e  la s t  few  h o u rs?  
D o n ’t  b e  fu n n y . I ’m  g o in g  to  see  th is  
th in g  th ro u g h  if  i t  la n d s  u s  a ll in  A lc a 
t r a z ! ”

“ T h a n k s ,  D a n n y ,”  T e r r y  m u m b le d  
h u m b ly . “ I  w o n ’t  fo rg e t  a ll y o u ’ve 
d o n e .”

I  d id n ’t  a n s w e r , j u s t  th r e w  th e  c a r  
in to  g e a r  a n d  s h o t a h e a d  a lo n g  S ta te , 
g o ing  so u th . M o a n s  f ro m  th e  b a c k  o f 
th e  c a r  in d ic a te d  th a t  P ie r r e  w a s  c o m 
in g  o u t  o f  th e  fog.

“ W h e re  a re  w e g o in g , D a n n y ? ”  h e  
a sk e d .
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I  h a d  b e e n  d o in g  so m e  f a s t  a n d  f u r 
io u s  w e ig h in g  o f  p ro b le m s  d u r in g  th e  
p a s t  five o r  te n  m in u te s , a n d  n o w  I  h a d  
a n o th e r  an g le .

“ L o o k /7 I  to ld  h im . “ T h e  s i tu a tio n  
is a b o u t lik e  th is . T h e  p o lice  h a v e  L a d y  
A sh in g to n  a n d  th e  sw ag . O u r  p a l 
S n o d b u ry  S n ip e  h a s  fo llo w ed  th e m  to  
th e  lo c k u p  to  p u t  in  h is  tw o  c e n ts ’ 
w o rth . B e tw e e n  S n ip e ’s a m a te u r  e f 
fo r ts  to  m a k e  a n a m e  fo r h im se lf  a s  a  
S h e rlo c k , a n d  th e  d a m n in g  ev id e n c e  of 
th e  C o a n o r  D ia m o n d  a n d  th o s e  o th e r  
e x p e n s iv e  tr if le s , w e h a v e n ’t  a  c h a n c e  in  
th e  w o rld . R ig h t? ”

“ R ig h t .”
“ O k a y . W e ’re  in  a  h o t  sp o t n o  m a t 

te r  w h a t h a p p e n s . T h e r e ’s ju s t  one 
c h a n c e  in  a  h u n d re d  o f g e tt in g  th ro u g h  
th is  th in g .”

“ W h a t ’s t h a t ? ” T e r r y  h is se d  h o p e 
fu lly .

“ I f  w e fo llow  th e m  to  th e  s ta t io n ,” I  
sp e c u la te d  a lo u d , “ w e m ig h t h a v e  a  
c h a n c e  of s h u t t in g  u p  A sh in g to n  or 
S n ipe , o r b o th , b e fo re  th e y  sp ill th e  soy  
b e a n s .”

“ B u t h o w ’ll w e g e t n e a r  th e m ?  S u re ly  
th e  po lice  a re  g o in g  to  be  g rill in g  L a d y  
A sh in g to n  th e  m o m e n t th e y  find  th e  
lo o t in  th a t  b a g .”

“ O n c e  u p o n  a  t im e ,”  I  a n sw e re d , “ I  
u se d  to  w o rk  f o r  a  liv in g . A s a  p o lice  
re p o r te r .  R e m e m b e r? ”

T e r r y  n o d d e d .
“ I  sp e n t m o s t o f  m y  tim e  a ro u n d  th e  

C e n tra l  B u re a u , a t  1 1 th  a n d  S ta te . 
T h a t ’s w h e re  th e y ’re  ru s h in g  L a d y  A sh 
in g to n . I  k n o w  a  n u m b e r  o f  th e  c o p p e rs  
th e re . T h e  D e s k  S e rg e a n t ow es m e a  
fav o r. I  h u s h e d  a  n a s ty  l i t t le  m ess  fo r 
h im  a t  o n e  tim e . W e c a n  g e t in to  th e  
g rillin g  e a s ily  e n o u g h ,” I  a n sw e re d .

“Mon Dieu!” T h e  e x c la m a tio n  cam e  
to  u s  fro m  th e  b a c k  s e a t, in d ic a tin g  th a t  
P ie r r e  h a d  fin a lly  co m e a ro u n d .

“ W h a t  a re  w e g o in g  to  d o  a b o u t 
h im ? ”  T e r r y  a s k e d  in  a  s h a k y  vo ice .

“ T a k e  m e  t o  ze  p e e g  p o l ic e ! ” d e 
m a n d e d  o u r  c h a rg e  v e n o m o u s ly . “ I  
’a v e  a  z in g  o r  tw o  to  s e t t le  w ith  z e m ! ” 

“ S h u t u p ! ” I  s n a p p e d  a t  P ie r r e  o v e r 
m y  sh o u ld e r . T h e n  to  T e r r y .  “ W e  c a n  
s to p  a t  a  p a w n  sh o p  a  few  b lo c k s  d o w n . 
I ’ve a  c h u m  w h o  w ill se ll m e  a  p a i r  of 
b ra c e le ts . W e  c a n  s n a p  th e m  o n  th e  
f re n z ie d  F re n c h y  ju s t  to  m a k e  su re  h e  
d o e sn ’t  fo llow  u s  in to  th e  m id s t o f th e  
c o p p e rs .”

'" p H R E E  m in u te s  l a t e r  I  w a s  c lim b - 
A in g  in to  th e  c a r  o n ce  m o re , a  n ic e  

s e t  o f h a n d c u ffs  s tu ffe d  in  m y  s id e  
p o c k e t .  T h r e e  m in u te s  m o re  a n d  w e 
p u lle d  u p  in  f r o n t  o f  th e  C e n tra l  B u r 
e a u , a t  1 1 th  a n d  S ta te .

I  w as  j u s t  s ta r t in g  to  c la m b e r  o u t  o f  
th e  c a r  w h en  a  sm o o th , su a v e ly  fa m ilia r  
v o ice  p u r r e d  in  m y  e a r :

“ P le e z e , do  n o t  m o v e , tnon vieux.” 
T h is  w a s  th e  la s t  s tra w . I  tu r n e d  

s lo w ly  a n d  lo o k e d  in to  P ie r r e ’s b e a m in g  
b la c k  e y e s  a n d  sm ilin g  face . In  h is  
h a n d  h e  h e ld  n o n c h a la n t ly , a  sm a ll p e a r l  
h a n d le d  re v o lv e r .

“ Y o u  g o t lo o se ,”  I  s a id  s tu p id ly . 
“ B u t  c e r ta in ly ,” P ie r r e  b e a m e d  good- 

n a tu re d ly .  “ A m  I  n o t  P ie r r e ?  A m  I  n o t 
ze s u p re m e , ze in v in c ib le , ze m a s te r 
fu l c ro o k  o f c ro o k s ? ”

" Y o u  a m ,”  I  s a id  d isg u s te d ly . 
T e r re n c e  T itw illo w  w a s  s ta r in g  a t  h is  

b ra in  c h ild  in  u n d isg u ise d  d ism a y .
“ I  fo rg o t,” h e  s ta m m e re d , “a b o u t  th e  

re v o lv e r . I  p u t  in  a  sp e c ia l h o ls te r  in  
h is  s leev e  in  m y  la s t  b o o k .”

“ D a n d y  tim e  to  re m e m b e r  t h a t / ’ I  
s a id  so u rly .

“ P le e z e .”  P ie r re  h e ld  u p  a  s lim  h a n d  
in  a d m o n itio n , “ w e m u s t  n o t  q u a r re l .  
G eeve  m e  ze h a n d c u ffs  p le e z e .”

“ W h a t  f o r? ”  I  a s k e d  s tu b b o rn ly . 
P ie r r e  w a g g e d  a  fin g e r p la y fu lly . 
“ Y o u  sh a ll  s e e .” H e  m o tio n e d  w ith  

th e  re v o lv e r . “ P le e z e , ze  h a n d c u ffs .”  
T h e r e  w a sn ’t  a n y th in g  I  c o u ld  d o . I
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p a s s e d  th e m  o v e r to  h im . T h e n ,  to  
T itw illo w ’s a n d  m y  in te n s e  h u m ilia t io n , 
h e  w o u n d  o u r  a rm s  th ro u g h  th e  sp o k es  
o f th e  s te e r in g  w hee l a n d  cu ffed  th e m  
to g e th e r  a t  th e  w r is ts . W e  w e re  d e f 
in ite ly  g o in g  to  s i t  th a t  o ne  o u t to 
g e th e r .

P ie r r e  s te p p e d  fro m  th e  c a r  a n d  
b o w e d  g ra c e fu lly  to  u s .

“ S ince  ze s tu p id  g e n d a rm e s  w eel n o t 
s u r ro u n d  P ie r re , voila! P ie r r e  h e  s u r 
ro u n d  z e m .”

H e  tu r n e d  th e n  w ith  a n o th e r  su av e  
b o w  a n d  s lu n g  h is  In v e rn e s s  c a p e  a b o u t 
h is  sh o u ld e rs . P u llin g  h is  b la c k  s lo u c h  
h a t  low  o v e r  h is  e y e s  h e  s lu n k  u p  th e  
s te p s  o f th e  p re c in c t  s ta t io n  a n d  d is a p 
p e a re d  b e h in d  i t s  m a ss iv e  iro n  d o o rs .

“ T h a t  d o es  i t ,”  I  s a id  d e s p a ir in g ly , 
“ w ith  y o u r  th re e  lo o n e y  c h a r a c te r s  r u n 
n in g  a t  th e  m o u th  to  J o h n  L a w , y o u r  
goose is c o o k e d . T h e y ’ll b e  a t  y o u r  
a p a r tm e n t  fo r  y o u  in s id e  o f  a  h a lf  h o u r . 
T h e y ’ll  p ro b a b ly  h o ld  m e  a s  a n  a c c e s 
s o ry  a f te r  th e  f a c t .”

“ I  sh o u ld n ’t  h a v e  g o t y o u  in to  th is ,”  
T e r re n c e  g ro a n e d . “ I t  w as m y  p ro b le m . 
I  h a d  n o  r ig h t  to  m ix  a n y b o d y  e lse  u p  
w ith  it. T h is  d a m n a b le  ty p e w r i te r  a n d  
t h a t  sc re w y  sa le sm a n  a re  m y  w o rry . I  
sh o u ld  h a v e  k e p t  i t  th a t  w a y .”

A s h e  sp o k e  so m e th in g  p o p p e d  in  m y  
b ra in . I t  w a s n ’t a n  id e a  o r  a  d e fin ite  
p la n  of a c tio n . I t  w as  one o f th o se  w ild  
u n b e lie v a b le , sc re w y  h u n c h e s  th a t  a f 
flic t th e  b e s t  o f us.

T itw il lo w ’s te r r ib le  ty p e w r i te r  w as 
b e tw e e n  T e r re n c e  a n d  m e  o n  th e  s e a t. 
I  tw is te d  i t  a ro u n d  u n t i l  th e  k e y b o a rd  
fa c e d  T e r re n c e . H e  w as  lo o k in g  a t  m e 
in  s lig h t b e w ild e rm e n t.

“ W r i te ,” I  c o m m a n d e d  h im , “ w r ite  
e v e ry  b le sse d  th in g  y o u  c a n  re m e m b e r  
a b o u t  t h a t  c ra z y  ty p e w r i te r  sa le sm a n . 
D o n ’t  m iss  a  th in g . H is  to r to is e  sh e ll 
g la sse s , h is  s a d  sm ile , how  h is  v o ice  
s o u n d e d , e v e ry th in g . A n d  h u r r y ! ”

“ B u t  D a n n y ,”  T e r re n c e  p r o te s te d

w e a k ly , “ I  d o n ’t  see— ”
“ W r i te ! ”  I  a lm o s t s h o u te d  th e  w o rd . 

“ F o rg e t  a b o u t  w h a t y o u  c a n  o r  c a n ’t
se e .”

C  U L K I L Y , m u t te r in g  u n d e r  h i s
b re a th ,  T e r r e n c e  c o m p lie d  w ith  m y  

w ild  re q u e s t .  T o  te ll  th e  t r u th ,  a s ,  I  
l is te n e d  to  th e  k e y s  c la t te r in g  u n d e r  th e  
n im b le  fin g ers  o f  h is  f re e  h a n d , I  h a d  
se r io u s  d o u b ts  m y se lf  a s  to  ju s t  w h a t I  
w a s  try in g  to  d o  o r  p ro v e .

T e r re n c e  ty p e d  fo r  five  o r s ix  m in u te s  
w h ile  I  s a t  th e re  s te w in g  h e lp le ss ly . I n 
s id e  th e  C e n tra l  B u re a u , P ie r r e  a n d  
S n ip e  a n d  L a d y  A sh in g to n  w e re  se a lin g  
o u r  d o o m . B u t if m y  h a lf - fo rm e d , in 
c re d ib ly  w ild  id e a  w o rk e d  w e m ig h t 
h a v e  a  c h a n c e , a  b a re  th o u s a n d - to -o n e  
c h a n c e .

T e r r e n c e  h a d  s to p p e d  ty p in g .
“ I  c a n ’t  th in k  o f  a n o th e r  th in g ,”  h e  

sa id . “ I ’ve  g o t i t  a ll h e re . I ’ve  g o t 
h im  o n  p a p e r  to  th e  b e s t  o f m y  m e m 
o r y .”

I  re a liz e  th e n , w ith  a  h o p e le ss  s in k 
in g  fe e lin g , th a t  m y  v a g u e  p la n  h a d  
b e e n  u n im a g in a b ly  p re p o s te ro u s .

“ W h a t  w as  th e  id e a  b e h in d  th a t  b ra in  
s to rm , D a n n y ,”  T e r re n c e  a s k e d  r a th e r  
su sp ic io u s ly .

“ W h a t  d iffe re n c e  d o e s  i t  m a k e ,”  I  
a n s w e re d  g lo o m ily . “ I t  w as  ju s t  o n e  of 
th o s e  c ra z y  im p o ss ib le  id e a s  t h a t — ”

I  b ro k e  off a b ru p t ly ,  e v e ry  m u sc le  
s u d d e n ly  te n s in g .

F o r  b e h in d  u s  in  th e  b a c k  s e a t , a dis
creet cough had sounded!

F o r  a n  in s ta n t  I  w as  to o  s tu n n e d  to  
a c t  a n d  th e n  I  w h e e le d  a b o u t  in  th e  
s e a t  a s  f a s t  a s  m y  f e t te r e d  c o n d itio n  
w o u ld  a llo w . T e r re n c e  T itw illo w  tu r n e d  
a lm o s t s im u lta n e o u s ly  w ith  y o u rs  t r u ly .

M y  e y e s  b u n g e d  o u t a b o u t  a  fu ll in c h  
a t  th e  s ig h t th e y  b e h e ld  a n d  fo r a  t e r r i 
b le  in s ta n t  m y  h e a r t  s to p p e d  a l to g e th e r .

F o r  s i t t in g  c a lm ly  in  th e  b a c k  s e a t  
o f T e r re n c e  T itw il lo w ’s  lim o u s in e , w a s
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a  ta l l  g a u n t  s t r a n g e r ,  d re s s e d  c o m p le te ly  
in  b la c k  a n d  w e a r in g  to r to is e  sh e ll 
g la sse s  o v e r th e  b r id g e  o f  h is  nose .

T e r r e n c e ’s s t r a n g le d  c r y  s p l i t  th e  
sh o c k e d  s ilence .

“ You!” h e  c r ie d  h y s te r ic a lly . “ H —  
how  d id  y o u  g e t h e r e ? ”

“ M y  h u n c h  w a s  r ig h t ,”  I  c ro w ed  
ju b i la n t ly .  “ Y o u  b ro u g h t  h im  h e re , 
T e rre n c e . O r r a th e r  th e  ty p e w r i te r  d id . 
T h a t  w as  m y  id e a . T h a t  ty p e w r i te r ,  b y  
som e fa n ta s t ic  p ro c e s s , w h ic h  I  d o n ’t  
ev en  p r e te n d  to  u n d e r s ta n d , m a te r ia l 
izes a n y o n e  i t  w r ite s  a b o u t.  So h e re  w e 
h a v e  th e  g u y  th a t  g o t y o u  in to  th e  m ess 
in  th e  f irs t p la c e . I f  a n y b o d y  c a n  g e t  u s 
o u t, i t ’s h e .”

“ T h a t  so u n d s  lo g ic a l,” T e r re n c e  sa id  
b re a th le s s ly , h a r d ly  d a r in g  to  b e g in  to  
h o p e . “ H e ’s th e  b o y  w h o ’s go ing  to  
s t r a ig h te n  th is  m ess o u t .”

“ I  r e fu s e ,” th e  b la c k -c la d  c re a tu re  
sa id  in  a  ho llow  vo ice . “ G e t o u t  o f  th is  
m ess y o u rse lf . I  r e fu s e  to  a s s is t  y o u  
in  th e  le a s t .”

“ N o w  b e  r e a s o n a b le ,” T e r re n c e  sa id  
te a r fu l ly .  “ I ’m  in  a  te r r ib le  ja m . 
Y o u ’ve g o t to  h e lp  m e. Y o u ’re  th e  o n ly  
o ne  th a t  c a n .”

T h e  ta l l  m a n  sh o o k  h is  h e a d  w ith  
f in a lity .

“ I r e fu s e .”
“ I s  th a t  s o ? ” I  s n a p p e d . “ W ell 

m a y b e  1 c a n  c h a n g e  y o u r  m in d .”
I  w as  g e ttin g  d e s p e ra te , a n d  a n o th e r  

w ild  id e a  h a d  ju s t  p o p p e d  in to  m y  h e a d . 
I  sh o u ld  be  a b le  to  c o n tro l  th is  b la c k -  
c la d  s tr a n g e r  o n  th e  ty p e w r i te r ,  ju s t  a s  
I  h a d  b e e n  a b le  to  c o n tro l S n o d b u ry  
S n ipe  a n d  th e  o th e rs . I t  w as r e a s o n 
a b le  a n d  if I  co u ld —

I  sw u n g  th e  ty p e w r i te r  in  f ro n t  o f 
m e , w rig g le d  o n e  f re e  h a n d  to  th e  k e y 
b o a rd .

“ I s  th a t  y o u r  la s t  w o rd ? ” I  a s k e d  
h im .

“ A b s o lu te ly ,”  h e  a n sw e re d  w ith  e m 
p h a s is .

T  'I’Y P E D  o n e  s e n te n c e  a s  r a p id ly  a s  
A I  co u ld . B e fo re  I  f in ish e d  th e r e  w as  
a  w ild  y e ll f ro m  th e  b a c k  s e a t. I  
p e e re d  q u ic k ly  in  th e  d ire c tio n  o f  th e  
te r r o r - to r n  s c re a m  a n d  m y  h o p e s  b e g a n  
to  r ise . F o r  th e  in s c ru ta b le  ty p e w r i te r  
sa le sm a n  w as c ro u c h e d  in  a  c o rn e r  o f 
th e  s e a t— a s  n a k e d  a s  th e  d a y  h e  w as 
b o rn .

“ L o o k  T e r r y ,” I  y e lp e d , “ I  c a n  c o n 
t ro l  H is  N ib s  w ith  th e  g re a te s t  o f ease . 
T h e  s e n te n c e  I  w ro te  ju s t  d e s c r ib e d  h im  
w ith o u t  a n y  c lo th e s  a n d  p re s to !  VoUa! 
a s  P ie r r e  w o u ld  s a y . I t  is d o n e .”

“ W -w h a t good  w ill th a t  d o ? ” T e r 
re n c e  a s k e d  b e w ild e re d ly .

“ G iv e  m e b a c k  m y  c lo th e s ,” o u r t o r 
to is e -sh e lle d  c h u m  c r ie d  u n h a p p ily . “ I  
— I  feel c o ld .”

“ I ’ll d o  n o th in g  o f th e  s o r t ,”  I  to ld  
h im  s te rn ly . “ W e ’re  in  f ro n t  o f  th e  p o 
lice  s ta t io n  r ig h t  now  a n d  I ’m  g o in g  to  
s e n d  y o u  in  th e re . I ’m  g o in g  to  sen d  
y o u  in to  th e  p o lic e w o m e n ’s w a sh ro o m  
— ju s t  a s  y o u  a re . A f te r  y o u ’v e  s p e n t 
a  few  m in u te s  w ith  th e  la d ie s  o f  th e  law  
y o u ’ll be  g la d  e n o u g h  to  co m e b a c k  h e re  
a n d  b e  a  l i t t le  m o re  c o -o p e ra tiv e .”

I  s ta r te d  to  ty p e  a g a in  b u t  b e fo re  I  
h a d  c la c k e d  o u t  th re e  le t te r s  a  f ra n tic  
h a n d  g r ip p e d  m y  sh o u ld e r , sp u n  m e 
a ro u n d .

“ N o , n o ,” o u r n a k e d  n e m e s is  g a sp e d  
in  te r r o r ,  “y o u — y o u  w o u ld n ’t  d o  t h a t . ”

I  s ta r te d  to  ty p e  a g a in .
“ Wait!” h e  s h r ie k e d . “ S to p . I ’ll 

h e lp  y o u . S -s to p  ty p in g , p le a s e .”
I  s to p p e d , b u t  I  k e p t  m y  fin g ers  on  

th e  k ey s .
“ I ’ll g iv e  y o u  five  se c o n d s . A t th e  

e n d  o f t h a t  t im e — in  y o u  g o .”
“ A ll r ig h t, a ll r ig h t ,” he  g a sp e d . “ D o  

a s  I  say . T y p e  d o w n  th e  n a m e s  o f  
th o s e  p e o p le  w h o  w ere  a n im a te d  b y  th e  
m a c h in e .”

“ Y o u  m e a n  P ie r re , L a d y  A sh in g to n  
a n d  S n ip e ? ” I  a s k e d .

I  d id n ’t  w a it  fo r  h is  p e n d u lo u s  h e a d
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to  b o b  on h is  lo n g  n e c k . I  w e n t a h e a d
a n d  ty p e d  o u t th e  n a m e s .

“ W h a t n o w ? ”  I  a sk e d .
S k in -a n d -b o n e s  d id n ’t  a n sw e r. H e  

le a n e d  o v e r th e  b a c k  o f th e  f ro n t  s e a t  
a n d  w ith  h is  fo re fin g e r h e  p o k e d  on e  
k e y  o f  th e  ty p e w r i te r  so f a s t  th a t  i t  
so u n d e d  lik e  a  m in ia tu re  m a c h in e  g u n  
b a n g in g  a g a in s t  th e  p a p e r ,

I  p e e re d  d o w n  a t  th e  p a p e r  in  th e  
m a c h in e  a n d  saw  th a t  o u r  c h u m  h a d  
m e re ly  ty p e d  d ia g o n a ls  th ro u g h  th e  
th re e  n a m e s , a s  fo llo w s:

UM/tmmi
nmi/m/mmumuM

F o r  a  m in u te  I  c o u ld n ’t  sp e a k . I  w as 
c o m p le te ly  s tu n n e d  w ith  th e  m a g n if i
c e n t  s im p lic ity  o f h is  so lu tio n .

“ Y o u  m e a n , y o u  m e a n ,” I  g a sp e d , 
l ik e  a  d o u b le - ta lk in g  ra d io  co m e d ia n , 
“ th a t  t h a t ’s  a ll th e re  is to  i t ? ”

“ A ll? ” he  e c h o e d  in  a n  in ju re d  to n e , 
“ i s n ’t  t h a t  e n o u g h ? ”

“ W h a t ’s i t  a ll a b o u t ,  D a n n y ? ” T e r 
re n c e  T itw illo w  sa id  d a z e d ly . “ I  fee l 
l ik e  I  c a m e  in  in  th e  m id d le  o f th e  p ic 
tu r e .”

1 h e ld  u p  m y  h a n d .
“ L is te n ! ” F ro m  th e  to p  o f th e  C e n 

t r a l  p o lic e  b u ild in g  a  b a n sh e e  s ire n  h a d  
s ta r te d  to  m o a n  th ro u g h  th e  d a rk n e s s  

a n d  s ilen ce .
“ W h a t ’s th a t  f o r? ” T e r re n c e  a s k e d  

u n e a s ily .
“ E s c a p e d  p r is o n e r ,” I  to ld  h im  h a p 

p ily .

A T  th a t  in s ta n t  th e  h e a v y  d o o rs  o f  th e  
B u re a u  b u ild in g  b u r s t  o p en  a n d  a  

d o z e n  o r so b lu e -u n ifo rm e d  officers 
s t re a m e d  o u t. O n e  o f  th e m , c o n sp ic u 
o u s  b y  a  d a sh  o f  g o ld  o n  h is  s le e v e , h u r 
r ie d  to  th e  s id e  o f  o u r ca r .

“ See a n y b o d y  com e o u t h e r e ? ” h e  
d e m a n d e d . “ S ee a n y th in g  o f  tw o  
sc re w y  lo o k in g  g u y s  a n d  a  sc re w ie r  
lo o k in g  d a m e ? ”

“ I  sh o o k  m y  h e a d .
“ N o p e  officer, d id n ’t  see  a  sou l. 

W h y ?  S o m eb o d y  g e t a w a y ? ”
“ Y o u  m ig h t a s  w ell k n o w ,” h e  sa id  

b i t te r ly ,  “ th e  re p o r te r s  h a v e  g o t th e  
s to ry  b y  n o w . T h a t  w o m a n  w e fo u n d  
w ith  th e  C o a n o r  D ia m o n d  g o t aw ay . 
D is a p p e a re d  w ith o u t a  t r a c e . So d id  
t h a t  y o u n g  fe llow  in  th e  d re s s  s u i t  w ho  
w as  h e lp in g  th e  D .A . q u e s tio n  h e r . O n 
to p  o f th a t  a  n u t ty  F r e n c h m a n  d is a p 
p e a re d  f ro m  a  p a d d e d  ce ll in  th e  b a s e 
m e n t. H e  w as  w e a r in g  a s t r a ig h t ja c k e t  
a t  th e  t im e , so i t  m u s t ’ve  b een  a n  in 
side  jo b . I ’m te llin g  y o u  th o u g h , w e 
w o n ’t q u it  lo o k in g  till w e find  ’e m .”

“ G o o d  h u n t in g ,” I  sa id .
W h e n  h e  h a d  g o n e , T e r re n c e  b e g a n  

to  so b  w ith  re lie f . H is  f a t  sh o u ld e rs  
sh o o k  sp a sm o d ic a lly .

“ W e ’re  o u t  o f  th e  w oods, D a n n y ,” h e  
c r ie d , a lm o s t  h y s te r ic a l ly . “ W e ’re  sa fe . 
T h e y ’v e  g one , g o n e , g o n e .”

“ C a n  I  h a v e  m y  c lo th e s  nowr? ” I t  
w as  th e  so m e w h a t p la in t iv e  vo ice  o f  o u r  
th in - s h a n k e d  d e liv e re r .

I  tu r n e d  a n d  lo o k e d  a t  h im .
“ I  d o n ’t  seem  to  re m e m b e r  y o u r 

n a m e ,”  I  sa id .
“ O h ,” h e  a n sw e re d , “ i t ’s D r . E r a s 

m u s . I  a m  a  s c ie n tis t . I  c o n s tru c te d  
t h a t  ty p e w r i te r  b a s e d  o n  m y  fo u r th  d i
m e n s io n a l e x p e r im e n ts  a n d  I  n e e d e d  a  
w r i te r  w h o  c re a te d  f ic tio n a l c h a ra c te r s  
to  g iv e  i t  a  te s t .  T h a t  is w h y  I  chose  
M r . T itw illo w .”

“ H o w  a b o u t  h is  f ic tio n a l c h a r a c 
t e r s ? ”  I  a s k e d  h im . “ P ie r r e  a n d  th e  
r e s t ,  I  m e a n . A re  th e y  b la n k e d  o u t fo r
g o o d ? ”

“ U n ti l  M r .  T itw illo w  w rite s  m o re  o f 
th e ir  a d v e n tu re s  o n  m y  m a c h in e , th e y  
a re  a s  th o s e  n o t  b o r n ,”  D r .  E ra s m u s  
s a id  c o ld ly . “ N o w — m y  c lo th e s , i f  y o u  
p le a s e .”

T e r re n c e  h a d  b e e n  p ic k in g  a t  th e  
ty p e w r i te r ,  w h ile  I  w a s  ta lk in g  to  th e  
D o c to r  a n d  w h e n  h e  s to p p e d  I  lo o k e d
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a t  h im . T h e re  w as  a  fu n n y , c o m 
p la c e n t  e x p re ss io n  on  h is  face , l ik e  a  
c a t  le t  loose  in  a  b ird  s to re .

I  tu r n e d  a g a in  a n d  s ta re d . T h e  
b a c k s e a t  w a s  e m p ty . D r .  E ra s m u s  w as 
v e ry  m u c h  gone . A h o rr ib le  su sp ic io n  
c a m e  to  m e a n d  I  g ra b b e d  th e  sh e e t o f 
p a p e r  fro m  th e  ty p e w r i te r  a n d  s ta re d  
a t  th e  la s t  s e n te n c e . O r  la s t  w o rd s  I  
sh o u ld  sa y , w h ich  re a d  s im p ly :

m / m m  '
T h e n , b e fo re  I  co u ld  s to p  h im , T e r 

re n c e  T itw illo w  h u r le d  th e  ty p e w r i te r  
fro m  th e  w in d o w , in to  th e  p a th  o f  a  
ru m b lin g  te n - to n  t r u c k  w h ich  re d u c e d  
it  to  a  ta n g le d  m a ss  o f  s p lin te re d  w re c k 

ag e .
“ A n d  th a t , ”  h e  s a id , in  a  t i r e d ,  b u t  

t r iu m p h a n t ,  v o ice , “ is t h a t ! ”
T h a t  w as ju s t  a b o u t a ll th e re  w as to  

i t .  T e r re n c e  a n d  I  m a n a g e d  to  g e t u n 
cu ffed  a n d  w e h a v e n ’t  se e n  e a c h  o th e r  
s in c e  t h a t  u n fo rg e t ta b le  n ig h t . H is  
p u b lis h e rs  a n n o u n c e d  t h a t  h is  n e x t 
b o o k  w o u ld  b e  d e la y e d  so m e w h a t b e 
c a u se  M r . T itw illo w  w as  d o in g  a ll h is  
w o rk  in  lo n g  h a n d  now .

A s a  s o r t  o f la s t  lin e  I  m ig h t ta c k  on 
a  p u b lic  a p o lo g y  to  t h a t  ty p e w r i te r  
s a le s m a n  I  th re w  d o w n  th e  s te p s  th e  
o th e r  d a y . I ’m  s til l  a  l i t t le  j i t t e r y  I  
g u ess .

THE 
INVINCIBLE 

CRIME-BUSTER

TV/TARIE called him “ Doe” because those
were his initials. Yes, and he lived 

up to his nickname until he became “ the 
magnetic man”  and was forced to earn 
the title of “ the champion of right, and 
the enemy of crime.”  How Dr. Cramer’s 
machine made “Doe” a living 
magnet in reverse is revealed 
in this fascinating story of a 
superman who wasn’t as super 
as he might have been!

by Henry Gade
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| 0 0 D  G o d — !” th e  w o rd s  
b u r s t  b o m b lik e  fro m  T im  
K e r m it ’s t a u t  th ro a t .  “ S y l

v i a ! ”
S y lv ia  G a y n o r  d id n ’t a n sw e r . S he 

w o u ld  n e v e r  a n sw e r  a g a in . S he la y  on  
th e  c lo th -o f-g o ld  c o u c h , h e r  e y e s  c lo sed , 
h e r  h a i r  a  s ti l le d  s to rm  o f e b o n y , a n  
e n ig m a tic  sm ile  o n  h e r  lip s . T o  T im  
K e rm it  t h a t  sm ile  w a s  v a g u e ly  m o c k 
in g , a lm o s t  l ik e  a  t a u n t ;  fo r  S y lv ia  h a d  
b e e n  m u rd e re d —

A n d  th e  p o lic e  w e re  accu sin g  M m  o f  
th e  crim e.1

T h e  in ju s t ic e  o f i t  filled  h im  w ith  
sa v a g e  a n g e r . A n  h o u r  ag o  th e y  h a d  
a r r e s te d  h im  a t  th e  te le v id e o  s tu d io  
w ith o u t e v e n  g ra n t in g  h im  tim e  to  
le a v e  a  n o te  fo r  D u t to n ,  h is  b o ss . T h a t  
w a s  b a d  e n o u g h , s in c e  i t  m ig h t a d 
v e rse ly  a ffec t th e  p ro m o tio n  h e ’d  b e e n

*1h ere  w a s  o n e  th ing a b o u t ro b o t s ta v e s;  

th e y  cou ldn 't te ll a  lie— y e t  th is one 
d i d a n d  p u t Tim K erm it in a  m u rder cell
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p ro m ise d ; b u t  th is  p re s e n t  o rd e a l w as
w orse .

H o tly  h e  tu rn e d  on th e  h o m ic id e  s e r 
g e a n t to  w hose  w r is t  he  w as  m a n a c le d . 
“ Y o u ’ve no  r ig h t  to  b r in g  m e  h e re  to  
h e r  h o m e  a n d  m a k e  m e lo o k  a t  h e r  . . . 
lik e  t h i s ! ”  A n d  h e  t r ie d  to  k e e p  h is  
gaze off th e  u g ly  Q -ra y  w o u n d  th a t  
m a r re d  th e  w h ite  p e r fe c tio n  o f S y lv ia ’s 
b re a s t .

B u t th e  d e te c tiv e  s to lid ly  jo c k e y e d  
h im  a ro u n d  so  t h a t  h e  w as a g a in  fo rced  
to  s ta re  a t  th e  c o rp se .

“ W h y  sh o u ld n ’t  y o u  lo o k  a t  h e r , p a l?  
Y ou  w ere  in  love w ith  h e r ,  w e re n ’t 
y o u ? ”

“ O n ce , m a y b e ,” K e rm it  a d m itte d . 
“ N o t  a n y  m o re .”

“ H o w  do y o u  m e a n  t h a t ? ”
K e rm it  s a id : “ 1 w a s  lik e  a  lo t o f

o th e rs  a t  N a tio n a l  T e le c a s tin g  w h en  
she  w as a  s ta r  th e re . H e r  b e a u ty  h a d  
m o s t o f u s  in  a  d re a m .”

“ W e ll? ”
“ L a te r  w e w oke u p ,” K e rm it  m a d e  a 

g rim  m o u th  a ro u n d  th is .
“ W h a t  c a u se d  th e  so -c a lle d  a w a k e n 

in g , p a l? ”
K e rm it  s a id : “ S he m a r r ie d  a  m a n

w ith  m o n e y ,” a n d  fla sh e d  a  g la n c e  of 
c o n te m p t a c ro s s  th e  ro o m  a t  G eo ffrey  
G a y n o r .

G a y n o r , b e e f- jo w le d  a n d  sw o llen  
w ith  th e  a r ro g a n c e  of th e  w e a lth y , g av e  
K e rm it  a  f ro s ty  sm ile .

“ Y o u  th in k  i t  w as m y  m o n e y  th a t  
w on  S y lv ia ? ”

“ I ’m  su re  o f i t .”
T h e  f a t  m a n ’s sm ile  w in k e d  off. 
“ M a y b e  y o u ’re  r ig h t .  S h e  was a  g o ld  

d ig g e r ; I  fo u n d  th a t  o u t . A ll th e  sam e , 
she  j i l te d  y o u  a n d  m a r r ie d  m e. T h a t ’s 
w h y  y o u  m u rd e re d  h e r .”

R a g e  fe s te re d  u p  in to  K e r m i t ’s  g u l
le t . H e  s h o u te d :  “ I te ll y o u  I  d id n ’t — ” 

“ K e e p  y o u r  vo ice  d o w n , p a l ,” th e  
h o m ic id e  s e rg e a n t le t  th e  a d v ic e  d r ip  
o u t o f  a  c o rn e r  o f  h is  m o u th . “ Y e lls

w o n ’t  b u y  y o u  a n y th in g . W h y  d o n ’t 
y o u  com e c le a n ? ”

“ I  h a v e n ’t  g o t a n y th in g  to  com e 
d e a n  a b o u t!  W h y  sh o u ld  I  k ill S y l
v ia ?  W h a t w o u ld  b e  m y  m o tiv e ? ”

“J e a lo u s y ,” G eo ffrey  G a y n o r  a g a in  
th r u s t  in  h is  v e rb a l  o a r . “ B e c a u se  sh e  
to s se d  y o u  o v e r .”

K e rm it  p iv o te d  a n d  fe lt  s u d d e n ly  as 
a n  a b a t to i r  a n im a l m u s t  feel w h ile  
a w a itin g  th e  s la u g h te r e r ’s Q -b o lt.*

“ D a m n  y o u , a re  y o u  d e l ib e ra te ly  t r y 
in g  to  p u t  m e in  th e  le th a l  ra y  c h a m 
b e r ? ”

“ P re c is e ly ,”  th e  o ld e r  m a n ’s a n sw e r 
c u t  lik e  a  w in te r  w in d . A n d  h is  m a le v 
o le n t e x p re ss io n  s ta r te d  a sh u d d e r  in c h 
in g  d o w n  T im  K e r m it ’s sp in e .

H P H A T  s h u d d e r  w a s  sp a w n e d  o f fe a r , 
K e rm it  s e c re tly  a d m it te d .  H e  w a s  

n o  c o w a rd , b u t  h e  w as sc a re d . Y o u  
c o u ld n ’t  c o m b a t a  th in g  lik e  th is  w ith  
o rd in a ry  c o u ra g e ; c o u ld n ’t  f ig h t th e  
c h a rg e s  w ith  y o u r  b a re  fists . N o t  
w h e n  th e y ’d b e e n  m a d e  b y  a  m a n  o f 
G e o ffrey  G a y n o r ’s im p o r ta n c e . G a y 
n o r  w as  p re s id e n t  o f  G e n e ra l R o b o ts , 
In c . W h a t  c h a n c e  h a d  a  m in o r te le c a s t 
e x e c u tiv e  a g a in s t  t h a t  k in d  o f  e n e m y ?

H e  m u s t k e e p  c a lm , th e  a c c u se d  m a n  
to ld  h im se lf . A s so o n  a s  p o ss ib le  h e  
m u s t  c o n ta c t  D u t to n ,  h is  b o ss  a t  th e  
te le v id e o  s ta t io n ,  a n d  a r ra n g e  fo r a  
la w y e r . H e  lo o k e d  a ro u n d  th e  ro o m , 
f irs t a t  S y lv ia ’s c o rp se  a n d  th e n  a t  th e  
f ra g m e n ts  o f  a  s m a sh e d  G a y n o r  h o u s e 
h o ld  ro b o t in  a  fa r  c o rn e r , its  m e c h a 
n ism  w re c k e d  b y  a  tu b u la r  s te e l c h a ir

* Q-bolt—the emanation of a radium gun. An 
isotope of radium, radium-Q, discovered by Le- 
Temps in 1Q87, disintegrates, under propitious 
circumstances, nearly 10,000 times faster than 
ordinary radium. Thus, it is possible to use it in 
the form of a  ray which causes radium burns a t 
such an enormous rate that the result is an explo
sion of the flesh cells, A person hit with a Q-bolt 
is not very nice to look a t since the flesh struck 
by the holt is severely disrupted and burned.— 
Ed.
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th a t  so m e b o d y  h a d  u se d  a s  a  s le d g e 
h a m m e r . T h e n  h e  sp o k e  q u ie tly  to  th e  
h o m ic id e  s e rg e a n t,

“ E v e n  a  m illio n a ire ’s u n s u p p o r te d  
w o rd  isn ’t  e n o u g h  to  c o n v ic t a  m a n  o f 
m u rd e r . Y o u 'll  n eed  m o re  th a n  th a t . ”  

“ W e ’ve g o t m o re  th a n  th a t ,  p a l .” 
“ M e a n in g  w h a t? ”
“ I t ’s a  su rp r is e . E v e n  th e  n e w sc a s t

e rs  d o n ’t  k n o w  a b o u t i t  y e t. A  s e rv a n t 
ro b o t .”

“ T h a t  th in g ? ” K e rm it  in d ic a te d  th e  
ru in e d  e le c tro -a u to m a to n  in  th e  c o rn e r .

“ N a h , p a l. T h a t ’s ju s t  th e  o ne  y o u  
b u s te d  w h e n  y o u  re a liz e d  it  h a d  seen  
y o u  k ill in g  M rs . G a y n o r . Y o u  k n ew  
its  te s t im o n y  w o u ld  c o n v ic t y o u , so  y o u  
w re c k e d  it to  k e e p  i t  f ro m  ta lk in g .” 

K e rm it  fo rg o t to  s ta y  ca lm .
“ F o r  G o d ’s s a k e  q u i t  c a llin g  m e a 

m u rd e re r !  I f  y o u  th in k  y o u ’ve g o t 
p ro o f  o f  m y  g u ilt, d ra g  it o u t a n d  le t ’s 
h a v e  i t ! ”

“ S u re , p a l. K e e p  y o u r  tu n ic  on . 
F ir s t  le t m e  a sk  y o u  so m e th in g . D o  
y o u  a g ree  i t ’s m e c h a n ic a lly  im p o ss ib le  
fo r a  ro b o t to  te ll a  l ie ? ”

T h e  q u e s tio n  p u z z le d  K e rm it .  T h a t  
w as a lm o s t k in d e rg a r te n  stu ff. E v e ry 
b o d y  k n e w  th a t  an  e le c tro -a u to m a to n  
w as in c a p a b le  o f a n y th in g  b u t th e  
t r u th ,  u n d e v ia tin g  a n d  in f le x ib le *  I t

* Camera-like, the Gaynor robot viso lenses 
record all events and actions which might trans
pire within their focus; but instead of register
ing the scenes upon impermanent cetluplastic cin
ema film, all impressions are electrically conducted 
through a series of selenium converter-cells to the 
central magnetic braincoils

There the impulses are sorted and chrono
logically tiled on the robot’s memory discs, from 
which at any future time a playback can be ob
tained. By virtue of a complicated process called 
magneto-synthesis, this playback is audible rather 
than visual; that is, the automaton’s electrovox 
describes the selected scene verbally down to its 
minutest detail.

Obviously, because ol the tamper-proof nature 
of the mechanism, it is impossible for the slightest 
inaccuracy to slip into a playback. In brief, a 
robot simply can not lie. It records whatever it 
"sees” and repeats whatever it records.—Ed,

w a s  th e  w a y  th e y  w ere  c o n s tru c te d .
K e rm it  w a r ily  m e t th e  h o m ic id e  d e 

te c t iv e ’s g aze .
“ O f c o u rse  a  ro b o t te lls  th e  t r u th .  

So w h a t? ”
“ Y o u ’ll see , p a l ,”  th e  h e a d q u a r te r s  

m a n  g ro w le d . H e  tu g g e d  K e rm it  to  a  
c lo se t;  o p e n e d  it. “ T a k e  a  lo o k  a t  
w h a t’s g o in g  to  p u t  y o u  in  th e  ra y  
c h a m b e r .”  A n d  h e  g e s tu re d  to  a n  o r 
d in a r y  G a y n o r  ro b o t s e rv a n t,  a  c u r re n t  
m o d e l.

A w h ir r in g  h u m  e m a n a te d  fro m  th e  
a u to m a to n ’s m o tiv i ty  c e n te r ,  in d ic a tin g  
th a t  i t  w as in  fu n c tio n a l c o n d itio n . I ts  
p o lish e d  v iso  len ses  s u rv e y e d  K e rm it  
fo r  a  d is p a s s io n a te  in s ta n t ;  th e n , o m 
in o u s ly , i t  le v e le d  an  a c c u s in g  m eta l 
fin g er a t  h im  a n d  s a id :  “ Y o u  are th e  
m a n .”

T H E R M I T  fe lt h is  sc a lp  t ig h te n in g  
a n d  s w e a t fo rm in g  in  h is  p a lm s.

“ W h a t  in  h e ll’s  n a m e — ?” h e  g a sp e d .
A g a in  th e  a u to m a to n ’s e le c tro v o x  

d in n e d  a t h im  lik e  so m e fa n ta s t ic  n ig h t
m a re .

“ Y ou  sm a sh ed  th e  o th er  r o b o t, th en  
b la s te d  m y  la d y ’s b o d y  w ith  a Q -gun. 
Y ou are th e  m a n .”  A n d  as  th is  d o o m 
d ro n in g  m e c h a n ic a l m o n o lo g u e  c o n 
tin u e d , a  p ic tu re  le a p e d  in to  K e r m it ’s 
im a g in a tio n ;  a  p ic tu re  as  fu lly  s ta g e d  
a s  a n y  p ro d u c tio n  he  h a d  ev e r h e lp e d  
D u tto n ,  h is  bo ss , to  d ire c t a t th e  te le 
v id eo  th e a te r  . . .

. . .  H e  saw  h im se lf  on  t r ia l  fo r h is  
life , saw  th is  m e ta llic  m o n s te r  in  th e  
w itn e ss  b o x , its  p e r ju r e d  te s t im o n y  a c 
c e p te d  as  t r u th  b e c a u se  it  w as a x io 
m a tic  t h a t  a n  a u to m a to n  co u ld  n o t te ll 
a  lie . . .

“ B u t  th is  o n e ’s ly in g ! ” K e rm it  b e l
lo w ed  a s  h e  b ru s h e d  a w a y  th e  u g ly  v i
sio n  a n d  w h ir le d  on  G eo ffrey  G a y n o r . 
“ A nd  so m eh o w  I  th in k  y o u ’re  r e s p o n 
s ib le , d a m n  y o u ! Y o u  m a n u fa c tu re  
th e s e  ro b o ts  a n d  y o u  p ro b a b ly  k n o w
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so m e  se c re t  w a y  to  a l te r  th e i r  b ra in -  
co ils . I t ’s a  sc h e m e  to  f ra m e  m e fo r  
a  m u rd e r  I  d id n ’t  c o m m it! ”

T h e  m illio n a ire ’s m o u th  th in n e d .
“ Y o u ’ll n e v e r e v a d e  p u n is h m e n t w ith  

t h a t  r id ic u lo u s  th e o ry , m y  fr ie n d . N o 
b o d y  o n  e a r th  c a n  a l te r  a  r o b o t’s m e m 
o ry  d isc s .”

F r u s t r a te d ,  ra g e - la sh e d , T im  K e rm it  
tu r n e d  b a c k  to  th e  h o m ic id e  s e rg e a n t.

“ T a k e  m e  o u t o f h e re  b e fo re  I  go  off 
m y  c h u m p ! A n d  fo r  G o d ’s sa k e  do 
m e a  f a v o r ! ”

“ N a m e  i t ,  p a l. I ’ll le t y o u  k n o w .”
“ G e t in  to u c h  w ith  m y  b o ss  a t  th e  

s tu d io ,”  K e rm it  p le a d e d . “ H is  n a m e  
is D u tto n .  T e ll  h im  to  h ire  a  la w 
y e r — ”

“ B y  th is  tim e  th e y  w ere  o u ts id e  th e  
m a n s io n  o f  m u rd e r . A n d  th e  s e rg e a n t’s 
fa v o rs  p ro v e d  u n re q u ire d , a f te r  all. 
S om eone  c a m e  s p r in tin g  a c ro ss  th e  
s tre e t  from  a  p a r k e d  e le c tro g lid e r ;  a  
ta l l  w e ll-d re sse d  m a n  w h o se  m ob ile  
fe a tu re s  re v e a le d  d e e p  c o n c e rn .

“ T im !  T im  K e r m i t ! ”  H e  ca lled .
“ M r . D u t to n ! ” K e rm it a n sw e re d  as 

h e  fe lt a  su rg e  o f  re lie f  a n d  g ra t i tu d e  
le a p in g  th ro u g h  h im  lik e  a  w a rm  tid a l 
w av e . H e re  a t  la s t  w as so m e o n e  h e  
c o u ld  d e p e n d  on , th is  m a n  w ho  w as 
h is  s u p e r io r  a t  th e  te le c a s tin g  s ta t io n . 
N o w  h e  n e e d  no  lo n g e r fee l so  f r ie n d 
le ss  in  th e  face  o f G eo ffrey  G a y n o r ’s 
e n m ity .

H e  w as  a w a re  o f D u t to n  s tu d y in g  
h im .

“ T h e y  to ld  m e y o u  h a d  b e e n  a r 
re s te d , T im . I  c a m e  r ig h t  a w a y . Is  i t  
t r u e  t h a t— ”

“ N o ! ” th e  y o u n g e r  m a n  a n sw e re d  
th ro u g h  c le n c h e d  te e th . “ I  d id n ’t  k ill 
S y lv ia  G a y n o r , if  t h a t ’s w h a t  y o u ’re 
a s k in g  m e .”

“ B u t  w h a t a b o u t  th e  r o b o t’s te s t i 
m o n y ? ” D u t to n  sa id . “ Y o u  h a d  b e t te r  
sh o o t s t r a ig h t ,  T im . F o r  L o re e n ’s 
sake."

T h a t  w a s  L o re e n  L a n e  h e  w as  t a lk 
in g  a b o u t ;  h is  p r iv a te  s e c re ta ry — a n d  
T im  K e r m i t ’s f ian ce , i f  T im  e v e r s u m 
m o n e d  u p  e n o u g h  n e rv e  to  p o p  th e  
q u e s tio n . J u s t  th in k in g  a b o u t  h e r  
m a d e  K e rm it  a lm o s t fo rg e t th e  d e p th  
o f  h is  p re s e n t  je o p a rd y .

H e  s a id :  “ L o re e n  d o e s n ’t  th in k  I ’m  
g u ilty , d o es  s h e ? ”

“ S h e ’s w a it in g  to  fin d  o u t. So am  I ,  
T im .”

“ I ’v e  a lr e a d y  to ld  y o u ,” K e rm it  sa id . 
“ I n  sp ite  o f th a t  r o b o t’s s to ry , I  d id n ’t 
m u rd e r  S y lv ia  G a y n o r . B u t  I  th in k  I  
k n o w  w ho  d id .”

“ W h o ? ”
K e rm it  s ta r t e d  to  a n sw e r , b u t  th e  

h o m ic id e  d e te c tiv e  tu g g e d  a t  h is  h a n d 
cu ff; in te r r u p te d  h im .

“ N o  u se  a c c u s in g  G eo ffrey  G a y n o r  
a g a in , p a l. Y o u  c a n ’t  m a k e  i t  s tic k . 
C o m e a lo n g , w e g o t to  b e  g o in ’.”  A n d  
h e  b u n d le d  h is  p r iso n e r  in to  a  sq u a d -  
g lid e r ;  o p e n e d  th e  p ro p u ls io n  tu b e s .

T T  w as e v e n in g  w h e n  L o reen  L a n e  
c a m e  to  see  K e rm it  d o w n  a t  h e a d 

q u a r te r s .  A  tu r n k e y  e s c o r te d  h e r  to  
th e  cell, g ru m b lin g .

“ V is ito r  fo r  y o u , b u d d y .”  A n d  th e n  
L o re e n  h e rs e lf  w as  w a ilin g .

“ T im !  O h -h -h , T im , d a r l in g ! ”
K e rm it  se iz e d  h e r  h a n d s  th ro u g h  th e  

v a n a d a s te e l  b a rs .  H e r  n e a rn e s s , h e r  
f re s h  y o u n g  b lo n d e n e ss , filled  h is  v e in s  
w ith  th e  w in e  o f  e la tio n .

“ T h e n  y o u  g o t m y  m e ssa g e , s w e e t? ”
“ Y -yes, T im . I  h u r r ie d  h e re  a s  so o n  

a s  I  h e a rd  f ro m  y o u .”
H e  sm ile d  w ry ly .
“ T h a n k  y o u , b e lo v ed . I t  sh o w s y o u  

b e lie v e  in  m e .”
“ I  do  b e lie v e  in  y o u , T im !  B u t—  

b u t  I  d o n ’t  u n d e r s ta n d  w h y  y o u  h a d  
th a t  n o te  sm u g g le d  to  m e a s k in g  m e 
to  b r in g  a  p o w e rc a r  o u ts id e  th e  ja i l— ”

S h a rp  a n x ie ty  k n if e d  in to  h is  lo w 
e re d  vo ice .
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“W a it  a  m in u te , L o re e n . Y o u  d id  
b r in g  o ne , d id n ’t  y o u ? ”

“ Y -y e s .”
“ G o o d !”  h e  b r e a th e d  m o re  e a s ily . 

“ A n d  n o w , w ith  a  s p o t o f lu c k , w e ’ll 
b e  on  o u r w a y .”  W h e re u p o n  h e  le a n e d  
on  th e  b a r re d  d o o r  o f  th e  ce ll— a n d  h is  
w e ig h t sw u n g  i t  o p en !

L o re e n  d re w  b a c k  in  a m a z e m e n t.
“ T im — ”
“ S h -h -h ! T h e y  le f t  i t  u n lo c k e d  

w h e n  th e y  p u t  m e  in  h e re . So I  g o t  
t h a t  m e ssa g e  o u t  to  y o u  a n d  b id e d  m y  
t im e .”  H e  s lid  a n  a rm  a b o u t  h e r  s le n 
d e r  w a is t, g u id e d  h e r  a lo n g  th e  d e s e r te d  
c o rr id o r . “ T h e  e x it is  th is  w a y . I f  
n o b o d y  sees u s  w e ’ll b e  in  th e  c le a r  
a ro u n d  th a t  n e x t b e n d .”

“ B u t— b u t  y o u  c a n ’t  do  th is ,  T im ! 
I f  y o u  e sc a p e  i t ’ll se e m  lik e  a  c o n fe s 
sio n  o f g u i l t ! ”

S u b c o n sc io u s ly  h e  c le n c h e d  h is  c a 
p a b le  fis ts .

“ O n  th e  c o n tr a ry ,  i t ’ll p ro v e  m y  in 
n o cen ce  . . .  I  h o p e ! ”  T h e n  th e r e  
w as a  r e a r  d o o r d ire c t ly  a h e a d  o f th e m , 
u n lo c k e d , u n g u a rd e d . K e rm it  a n d  th e  
g ir l s c u r r ie d  to w a rd  i t ,  fled  n o ise le ss ly  
in to  th e  o u te r  n ig h t. D a rk n e s s  s p re a d  
a  c lo a k  o f  sh a d o w s a ro u n d  th e m .

A t th e  n e x t in te rs e c tio n  re s te d  L o - 
re e n ’s p o w e rc a r , c u m b e rso m e  a n d  
e a r th b o u n d  b y  c o m p a riso n  w ith  m o re  
m o d e rn  m o d e s  o f t r a n s p o r ta t io n  su c h  
a s  th e  sw if t  a n t ig ra v  ro c k e t  c r a f t  a n d  
th e  m o u ld e d  p la s t ic  e le c tro g lid e rs . B u t 
th e  p o w e rc a r  w as  p a r t  o f  T im  K e r m it ’s 
p la n — b e c a u se  i t  c o n ta in e d  lu g g a g e  
ro o m  a b u n d a n t  e n o u g h  fo r h is  sp e c ia l 
p u rp o se .

H e  s lid  in to  th e  o p e r a to r ’s c o m p a r t 
m e n t w ith  th e  g o ld e n -h a ire d  L o re e n  
b e s id e  h im ; to u c h e d  th e  c o n tro ls  t h a t  
s e n t  th is  o u tm o d e d  b u t  s p e e d y  v eh ic le  
sc o o tin g  fo r  th e  su b u rb s . L o re e n  n e s 
t le d  c lose  to  h im , sh iv e rin g .

“ T im , I ’m  f r ig h te n e d !  F i r s t  j a i l 
b re a k in g , a n d  n o w  ex cessiv e  sp e e d — ”

“ Y o u  c a n  a d d  b u r g la r y  to  th e  l is t  
b e fo re  I ’m  f in ish e d ,” h e  c h u c k le d  w ith 
o u t  m ir th .

“ Burglary?”
H e  n o d d e d  w h ile  g lu in g  h is  g aze  to  

th e  ro a d w a y  a h e a d . P r e s e n t ly  he  sw u n g  
a b o u t ,  a im in g  fo r  a  p a la t ia l  e s ta te  o n  
h is  le f t . I t  lo o m ed  d a r k  a n d  s in is te r  
a g a in s t  th e  n ig h t ’s b ro o d in g  b a c k 
g ro u n d , a  s i le n t  h o u se  w h o se  r e c e n t 
g u e s t h a d  b e e n  d e a th .

“ G eo ffrey  G a y n o r ’s m a n s io n ! ” L o 
re e n  w h isp e re d .

K e rm it  b r a k e d  h is  p o w e rc a r  to  a  
h a l t .

“ S ta y  h e re , m y  s w e e t,”  h e  s a id  
c r isp ly . T h e n  h e  s tro d e  off th ro u g h  th e  
b la c k n e s s .

T _T E  w a s  g o n e  a  lo n g  tim e . A ges, i t
1 s e e m e d  to  th e  w a itin g  g ir l . E v e n  

wTh e n  h e  r e tu rn e d , i t  w as  o n ly  fo r  a n  
in s ta n t .

“ C o u p le  m o re  t r ip s  sh o u ld  do  i t , ” h e  
re a s s u re d  h e r . T h e n  he  d e p o s ite d  a n  
a rm lo a d  o f m e ta llic  f ra g m e n ts  in  th e  
r e a r  lu g g a g e  sp a c e  a n d  v a n is h e d  a g a in .

A t lo n g  la s t  h e  f in ish e d  h is  b u r g la r i 
o u s m is s io n ; s e t t le d  h im se lf  o n ce  m o re  
a t  th e  p o w e rc a r ’s s te e r in g  k n o b . H e a d 
in g  b a c k  to w a rd  to w n , h e  g a v e  no 
th o u g h t  to  th e  p o s s ib ili ty  th a t  G eo ffrey  
G a y n o r  m ig h t b e  fo llow ing . I t  n e v e r 
e n te re d  h is  m in d .

“ A re  y o u  g a m e  to  see  m e  th ro u g h  
th e  r e s t  o f  m y  e x p e r im e n t, h o n ? ”  he  
a s k e d  th e  g ir l a t  h is  side .

H e r  c h in  c a m e  u p ;  she  s tr a ig h te n e d  
h e r  d a in ty  sh o u ld e rs . “ I  s h a n ’t  leave  
y o u , T im . E v e r .”

“ T h a n k s ,  b e lo v e d .” H e  w a s  s ile n t 
a  g ra te fu l  m o m e n t. T h e n :  “ W h a t  we 
n e e d  now  is a  p la c e  to  w o rk ;  a  p la c e  
w h e re  I  c a n  t r y  to  f it  th e  p ieces  to 
g e th e r .”

“ Y o u  m -m e a n  y o u  d o n ’t d a re  go 
h o m e ?  T h e  p o lic e  m ig h t h a v e  lo o k 
o u ts  th e re , h u n t in g  fo r  y o u ? ”
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K e rm it 's  f in g e rs  d ru m m e d  a  th o u g h t
fu l ta t to o  o n  th e  s te e r in g  k n o b . “ I  
h a v e  i t ! ” h e  su d d e n ly  e x p lo d e d . “ W e ’ll 
c a ll D u t to n .  D ia l  h im  n o w  o n  th e  
a u to ra d ,  sw ee tlin g . H u r r y  1”

S w if tly  th e  g ir l  re a c h e d  fo r  a  m in ia 
tu re  w heel o n  th e  in s t r u m e n t  p a n e l ,  a  
w h e e l p e r f o r a te d  a n d  m a rk e d  w ith  
c o u n tle s s  n u m b e rs  a n d  le t te r s .  T h is  
w a s  th e  p o w e rc a r ’s a u to r a d  d ia l w ith  
w h ich  c o m m u n ic a tio n  c o u ld  b e  e s ta b 
lish e d  w ith  a n y  c itiz e n  f ro m  o n e  b o rd e r  
to  th e  o th e r .*

P re s e n tly , f ro m  a  c o n c e a led  e le c tro -  
vox , th e re  c a m e  a  m e llo w ly  m o d u la te d  
re sp o n se .

“ D u t to n  sp e a k in g .”
“ T h - th is  is L o re e n  L a n e , M r . D u t 

to n . I — ■”
“ H e llo , L o re e n . Y o u  so u n d  w o rrie d . 

A n y th in g  w ro n g ? ”
“ Y -y e s  . . . a n d  n o . I t ’s a b o u t  T im . 

H e  . . .  h e  w a n ts  . .
T im  K e rm it  re a c h e d  o v e r, to o k  th e  

t in y  m ic ro p h o n e  fro m  h e r  g ra sp .
“ S o rry  to  d is tu rb  y o u , s ir . I ’m  o u t 

o f ja i l  a n d  I  n eed  a  p la c e  w h e re  I  ca n  
c o n d u c t a  c e r ta in  e x p e r im e n t.”

“ T h e y  re le a s e d  y o u , T im ? ”
“ N o , s ir . I  e s c a p e d .”
“ G ood  L o r d ! ”
K e rm it  s a id  r a p id ly :  “ D o n ’t  m is 

u n d e r s ta n d , s ir . I t  w as m y  o n ly  c h a n c e  
to  p ro v e  m y  in n o cen ce . T o  p in  th e  
k illin g  o f  S y lv ia  G a y n o r  w h e re  i t  b e 
lo n g s . A n d  I  th in k  I  c a n  d o  i t— if I  
c a n  h a v e  a n  h o u r  o r  tw o  o f  a b so lu te  
se c lu s io n .”

* Each adult possesses his own individual wave
length assigned to him for life, thanks to the 
scientific way in which radio channels have long 
ago been split up into vernier segments—thou
sands of them being crowded into each frequency 
formeriy allotted to a sihgle broadcasting unit.

Whether at home or in your private convey
ance, you always have some form of autorad re
ceiver-transmitter near you. And to contact any
one else you merely look him up in the tcledirec- 
tory, turn your autorad dial to the proper com
bination. At once your contact is established.— 
Ed.

“ Y ou  w a n t  a  p la c e  to  w o rk ?  C e r 
ta in ly ,  T im . H o w  a b o u t  m y  g a ra g e ?  
Y o u ’re  w e lco m e  to  it. A n d  i f  I  c a n  
h e lp — ”

T im  K e rm it  sm ile d  h a p p ily .
“ T h a n k s  a  m illio n , M r . D u t to n .  I ’ll 

b e  r ig h t  o v e r  th e r e .” A n d  h e  sn a p p e d  
off th e  a u to r a d  c o n n e c tio n ; p o u re d  
m o re  sp e e d  in to  th e  w h ir r in g  p o w e rc a r .

1~ ~ ^U T T Q N  w as w a itin g ; h a d  th e  g a r 
a g e  d o o rs  o p en  w h en  K e rm it  

n o se d  h is  c u m b e rso m e  v e h ic le  o v e r th e  
th re sh o ld . A t th e  f r o n t  o f th e  sm a ll 
o u tb u ild in g  a  w o rk b e n c h  h a d  been  
c le a re d  a n d  to o ls  la id  o u t  in  re a d in e ss .

“ I  d id n ’t  k n o w  w h a t y o u  m ig h t w a n t, 
so  I  d u g  u p  e v e ry th in g  I  h a d ,”  th e  
o ld e r  m a n  g r in n e d .

K e r m it ’s  gaze  sw e p t th e  a s s o r tm e n t. 
“ J u s t  th e  e le c tr ic a l  s tu ff  w ill be a ll 

I ’ll n e e d , s ir . Y o u  se e , I ’m  g o in g  to  
t r y  to  p a tc h  u p  a  sm a sh e d  r o b o t .”

“ Y ou  what?"
T h e  y o u n g e r  m a n  n o d d e d  g rim ly .
“ I  h a v e  a  th e o r y  th a t  w h o e v e r k illed  

S y lv ia  G a y n o r  w as c a u g h t in  th e  a c t  
b y  a  h o u se h o ld  a u to m a to n . T o  k e e p  
f ro m  h a v in g  h is  id e n t i ty  d isc lo se d  b y  
th is  ro b o t, th e  m u rd e re r  s m a s h e d  i t .” 

“ S u re , T im . B u t  t h a t  se c o n d  ro b o t 
c la im s  it  w a s  y o u — ”

K e rm it  b a lle d  h is  fis ts .
“ I  k n o w . T h e  se c o n d  ro b o t a c cu sed  

m e. B u t  t h a t  a c c u s a tio n  w as  fa ls e .” 
“ R o b o ts  c a n 't  lie , T i m ! ”
“ T h e y  c a n  be  fo o le d ,” K e rm it  a n 

sw e re d  te rs e ly .
“ F o o le d — ?”
“ Y es. I t ’s m y  g u ess  t h a t  th e  k il le r  

d id  h is  s tu ff  a n d  c o u ld  h a v e  g o t a w a y  
w ith o u t le a v in g  a  t r a c e ;  b u t  h e  w a n te d  
to  fra m e  me fo r  th e  c r im e .”

L o re e n  L a n e  cam e  fo rw a rd .
“ H o w  c o u ld  a n y o n e  f ra m e  y o u  w ith  

th e  se c o n d  r o b o t’s te s t im o n y , T im  d a r 
lin g ?  I t  s o u n d s  so  u t te r ly ,  h o p e le ss ly  
im p o s s ib le !”
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" I t  c o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  d o n e  v e ry  e a s ily , 
m y  sw e e t,”  K e rm it  sa id . “ A f te r  m u r 
d e r in g  S y lv ia , th e  k ille r  co u ld  h a ve  d is 
g u ised  h im se lf  to  re se m b le  m e . T h e n  
h e  su m m o n e d  th e  se c o n d  ro b o t a n d  a l
lo w ed  i t  to  w a tc h  th e  f irs t  o n e  b e in g  
d e s tro y e d .”

“ Y ou  m e a n — ”
“ I  m e a n  th e  m u rd e re r  m a lic io u s ly  

g a v e  th a t  seco n d  ro b o t  a  p h o n y  v iso- 
im p re ss io n . P e r m i t te d  i ts  se le n iu m  
‘e y e s ’ to  re c o rd  a  c o u n te r f e i t  scen e  so 
th a t  la te r  th e  p la y b a c k  w o u ld  m is 
ta k e n ly  rec o g n iz e  a n d  a c c u se  m e . S o m e
th in g  lik e  th e  o ld  m o tio n  p ic tu re  te c h n ic  
o f  a  c e n tu r y  ago  w h e n  o n e  a c to r  w o u ld  
‘d o u b le ’ fo r  a n o th e r .”

L o re e n ’s h a n d  flew  to  h e r  m o u th . 
“ B u t  w h o ’d  do  a  th in g  lik e  th a t?  

A n d  h o w  a re  y o u  g o in g  to  n a il  h im ? ” 
“ T h ro u g h  th e  w re c k e d  r o b o t ,” K e r 

m it s a id  g r im ly . “ I  h a v e  a n  id e a  i t  w as 
sm a sh e d  b e c a u se  i t  w itn e s s e d  th e  a c tu a l  
k illin g . A n d  if I  c a n  re s to re  its  b ra in -  
co il a n d  m e m o ry  d isc s  to  w o rk in g  o r 
d e r , i t  m a y  n a m e  th e  m u r d e r e r ! ”  H e  
tu rn e d  to  th e  w o rk b e n c h . “ E x c u se  m e 
now . I  h a v e n ’t  m u c h  t im e .”

L o re e n  a n d  D u t to n  fe ll b a c k  a s  T im  
K e rm it  c o m m e n c e d  h is  ta s k .  T h e y  
w a tc h e d  h im  b r in g in g  s h a t te r e d  b i ts  o f  
ro b o t m e c h a n ism  f ro m  th e  lu g g ag e  c o m 
p a r tm e n t  o f  th e  sp a c io u s  p o w e rc a r ;  saw  
h im  f i t t in g  th e  p ie c e s  to g e th e r  a s  if  th e y  
w ere  p a r t s  o f a  te r r if ic a lly  c o m p lic a te d  
jig sa w  p u z z le . S lo w ly  a n d  la b o r io u s ly  
th e  e le c tro b ra in  to o k  p a tc h w o rk  sh a p e  
u n d e r  h is  d e f t  f in g e rs ; tim e  a f t e r  tim e  
he  a p p lie d  w e a k  c u r r e n t ,  g o t no  r e s u lts ,  
sh o o k  h is  h e a d  a n d  s t a r t e d  a l l  o v e r  
a g a in . . . .

A n d  th e n  it  h a p p e n e d .

A S if  f ro m  n o w h e re  a  s c ra tc h y  w h ir  
so u n d e d . T h e  w h ir  g rew  s h r i l le r  

a n d  b e c a m e  m u s h y  sy lla b le s , m e ta llic , 
m issh a p e n .

— m y  la d y  is b e in g  s h o t— Q -g u n —

sh e  fa lls  o n  th e  c o u c h — d e a d — th e  m a n  
is  c o m in g  a t  m e— ”

L o re e n  L a n e ’s w h isp e r  w as  a lm o s t  a  
q u a v e r in g  m o a n .

“ T im !  I t ’s g o in g  to  n a m e  th e  m u r
d e re r !  L is te n !  I t ’s g o in g  to  n a m e  
G eo ffrey  G a y n o r ! ”

K e rm it  w a rn e d  h e r  to  s ile n c e  w ith  
h is  o u tf lu n g  h a n d . T h e  p a tc h e d  e lec- 
tro v o x  w as s t i l l  b la t t in g  o u t  i ts  h id e o u s  
m e ssa g e .

“— is  c o m in g  a t  m e— w ith  a  c h a ir —  
to  s t r ik e  m e— I  see  h is  fa c e — h e  is— ’’ 

“ N o  y o u  d o n ’t ,  b y  G o d ! ” a  v o ice  
ro a re d . S o m e th in g  a rc e d  a c ro ss  th e  
g a ra g e , sm a sh e d  in to  th e  ro b o t m e c h 
a n ism  a n d  a g a in  re d u c e d  it to  s h a t te r e d  
w re c k a g e . “ I  d e s tro y e d  th a t  d a m n e d  
th in g  o n ce  a n d  I  w o n ’t  le t i t  s e n d  m e 
to  th e  le th a l  c h a m b e r  n o w ! ”

T im  K e rm it  sp u n  o n  h is  h e e l. H is  
p a lm  c lip p e d  L o re e n  L a n e  on  th e  sh o u l
d e r , s e n t  h e r  s ta g g e r in g  to  th e  floo r in  
a  f lu r ry  o f p e r t  w h ip c o rd  s k i r t  a n d  
ta p e re d , k ic k in g  legs.

“ D u c k ! ” h e  y e lle d  a t  h e r .  T h e n :  
“ D r o p  th a t Q -gu n , M r . D u tto n !  T h is  
is  one tra p  y o u  w o n ’t  g e t ou t o f ! ”

H is  s tu d io  bo ss  w a s  c ro u c h e d  low , a  
d e a d ly  ra y -w e a p o n  in  h is  f is t, i ts  m u z z le  
t r a in e d  on K e r m i t ’s b e lly .

“ T r a p ,  e h ? ”  h e  p a n te d  in a  m a d m a n ’s 
k e e n in g , n a r ro w -c h illin g  w h in e . “ M a y 
b e  so. B u t  y o u ’ll be  th e  m e a t  fo r  b a i t .  
D e a d  m e a t ! ”

“ O h , n o ! ” K e rm it  s a id  q u ie tly . 
“ Y o u ’ll d o  n o  m o re  k illin g . Y o u  see , 
I ’ve  g o t a  h e a d q u a r te r s  h o m ic id e  s e r 
g e a n t h id d e n  in  th e  lu g g a g e  sp a c e  o f  
t h a t  p o w e rc a r  a n d  h e ’s g o t  y o u  c o v e re d . 
H is  w as th e  v o ice  y o u  th o u g h t  y o u  
h e a r d  f ro m  th e  p a tc h e d  ro b o t;  th e  v o ic e  
th a t  tr ic k le d  y o u  in to  m a k in g  a  m o v e  
t h a t  w as  a  fu ll c o n fe ss io n  o f  g u i l t ! ”  

D u t to n  s ta r e d  s tu p id ly  to w a rd  th e  
p o w e rc a r  a n d  sa w  th e  h o m ic id e  d e te c 
t iv e  e m e rg in g , g u n s  d ra w n .

“ M y  G o d  . . . ! ”
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“ Y e a h , p a l ,”  th e  h e a d q u a r te r s  m a n  
n o d d e d . “ Y o u ’d  b e t te r  s t a r t  p ra y in g  
b e c a u se  y o u ’re  a im e d  fo r  th e  c e m e te ry . 
W e ’v e  g o t y o u  d e a d  to  r ig h ts .”

“ Y — y o u  c a n ’t  p ro v e — ”
“ W e ’ve g o t o u r  p ro o f , D u t to n ,”  T im  

K e rm it  s a id .”  Y o u  g a v e  y o u rs e lf  a w a y  
to d a y , in  f ro n t  o f  th e  G a y n o r  re s id e n c e . 
Y o u  q u iz z e d  m e  a b o u t  th e  seco n d  
r o b o t’s a c c u s in g  te s t im o n y ; y e t  a t  th a t  
e a r ly  h o u r  no w o r d  a b o u t th a t seco n d  
r o b o t h a d  b een  re lea sed  to  th e  n e w s
c a ste rs . So how  c o u ld  y o u  k n o w  a n y  o f  
th e  in s id e  d e ta ils  u n less y o u  h a d  p la n te d  
th e  c o u n te r fe it scen e on th e  a u to m a 
to n ’s m e m o ry  d iscs  y o u r s e lf? ”

D u t to n  se e m e d  to  s h r in k  w ith in  h is  
c lo th e s .

“ I — I  d id n ’t — I  d id n ’t  in te n d — ”
“ O f c o u rse  y o u  d id n ’t  in te n d  to  g ive  

y o u rs e lf  a w a y . I t  w as  a  s lip . A  b a d  
one. T h e  s e rg e a n t  a n d  I  c o u ld  fig u re  
o u t  th e  Test o f  th e  s to ry  b e tw e e n  us. 
L ik e  a  lo t o f  o th e r  fe llo w s a t  N a t io n a l  
T e le c a s tin g , y o u ’d  b e e n  in f a tu a te d  w ith  
S y lv ia ; y o u ’d  b e e n  fu r io u s ly  je a lo u s  
w hen  sh e  m a r r ie d  G eo ffrey  G a y n o r. 
T h a t  w a s  y o u r  p r im a ry  m o tiv e  fo r  m u r 
d e r in g  h e r .

“ B u t  y o u  th o u g h t  y o u  c o u ld  k ill tw o

(Concluded from page 6)

T ATEST popular myth to  go out the window 
is the well-propagandized thesis of “Nordic 

superiority.” Just to correct the record, Dr. Ales 
Hrdlicka, the famous physical anthropologist of 
the Smithsonian Institute, called in ISO top-flight 
American scientists, members of the National 
Academy of Science.

Dr. Hrdlicka found, not long skulls and flaxen 
hair, but wide heads and brunettes. He also 
exploded the myth of high brows. Contrary to 
popular belief, the average man of science does not 
sport a bulging forehead and he is not a  screw- 
loose professor, with oversize head precariously 
balanced on a stoop-shouldered, reedy body. In 
fact, the scientists Dr. Hrdlicka studied were 
full grown and perfectly healthy.

b ird s  w ith  th e  sam e  s to n e . L a te ly  y o u r  
s tu d io  w o rk  h a s  s lip p e d — a n d  1 w a s  
s la te d  fo r  p ro m o tio n  to  y o u r  jo b .  Y o u  
k n e w  th is ,  so y o u  p la n n e d  to  g e t r e 
v e n g e  o n  S y lv ia  b y  k ill in g  h e r , th e n  
p u t  m e o u t o f  th e  ro a d  b y  f ra m in g  m e 
fo r  th e  m u rd e r .  Y o u  k n e w  G eo ffrey  
G a y n o r  w o u ld  p ro s e c u te  m e to  th e  lim it  
if  h e  th o u g h t  m e  g u ilty .

“ I t  w as  c le v e r , D u t to n .  N o b o d y  b u t  
a n  o ld - tim e  te le v id e o  th e a te r  a c to r  lik e  
y o u rs e lf  c o u ld  h a v e  u s e d  a  d isg u ise  
m a k e -u p  so p e r fe c t  th a t  i t  w o u ld  fool 
a  ro b o t in to  th in k in g  y o u  w ere  m y se lf . 
B u t  to n ig h t,  w h en  y o u  th o u g h t  a b ro k e n  
e le c tro v o x  w as a b o u t  to  m e n tio n  y o u r  
n a m e , f e a r  m a d e  y o u  t ip  y o u r  h a n d —  
a n d  n o w  y o u ’re  w a sh e d  u p .”

T h e  d e te c tiv e  s e rg e a n t  sn ic k e d  h a n d 
cu ffs on  D u t to n ’s l im p  w ris ts . T h e n  h e  
tu r n e d  to  T im  K e rm it .

“ T h a n k s  fo r  y o u r  h e lp , p a l. F ro m  
ja i lb r e a k  to  c a p tu r e ,  e v e ry th in g  w e n t 
lik e  c lo c k w o rk , eh ?  A n d  n o w  I  s u p 
p o se  th e r e ’ll b e  a  w e d d in g  p r e t ty  so o n .” 
H e  c a s t  a  s ly  g la n c e  a t  L o re e n  L a n e .

K e rm it  l i f te d  L o re e n  to  h e r  fe e t ;  
s lip p e d  a  p r o te c t in g  a rm  a ro u n d  h e r .

“ W e ’ll s e n d  y o u  a n  in v i ta t io n , s e r 
g e a n t ,” h e  p ro m ise d .

Another widespread fallacy is that a  scientific 
genius must have a huge brain in an oversize 
skull. A positive sign of inferior intellect is sup
posed to be a back-sloping forehead.

Dr. Hrdlicka found that seven percent of his 
scientific aces had just this type of head. The 
cause of a sloping forehead is generally due to  
enlarged sinuses over the eyebrows, which makes 
the skull wider at the base instead of narrower 
at the top. And even when this slope has resulted 
from other causes, brainpower doesn't necessarily 
have to join the rear rank.

IF you've enjoyed the stories in this magazine 
you might be interested to know that right now 

you can go to your newsstand and get a copy of 
the July Amazing Stories which features two of 
the finest stories we’ve seen in months. “Survivors 
From 9000 B. C.” by Robert Moore Williams 
is a grand novel, and “The Invincible Crime- 
Buster” by Henry Gade is about a new kind of 
superman, who isn't as super as you might think— 
in some respects! Recommended by Rap
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FUL DIXIE GUeSWftpE. 1rWAS.NCT UNTIL H35THAT 
BRANDT, A SlNSE, ISOLATED METWUCCOBAlJ, EXPLAIN

ED rrs PROPERTIES. (>RAMtS[5’5TlLLU5E COBALT 

, cmOUNCSTO MAKE eUJEGLASS AND PORCELAIN y  

AMD AS A SMALT IN OTHER PIGM0HT5, y /

N llC IK IE iL , AMAZINGLY 

LIKE COBALT IN MANY PHYSICAL 
AND CHEMICAL PROPERTIES, STILL 

IS FAVOREDfOR MANY INDUSTRIAL 

PROCESSES OVER THE MORE COSTLY 

HARDEV.-TO-GET METALUCCO0ALT

COBALT is number 27 in the International Table of Atomic Weights. Its symbol 
is Co  and its atomic weight is 58.94. It is a metal similar to iron. It usually 

occurs in combination with arsenic and sulphur. It is used in high speed steel, for 
tools, and in electroplating, and to s^me degree in coloring glass. It makes a very 
strong permanent magnet, and magnetos for ignition purposes in aircraft. 

NEXT M O N T H — The Romance of Columbium
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It was just an ordinary revolving door in 

a department store— except for one thing; 

people went into it, but didn't come out!

Ltf W illia m  P. AfcQiuebn

up the
a deter-MY City Editor hung 

phone and pointed 
mined finger at me.

“You’re it ,” he said. “That’s the 
fifteenth call I’ve had this morning 
about Barton’s Department Store. It 
would seem something very screwy is 
going on over there. Check on it and 
let me know the minute you pick up 
something that we might blow up into 
a column. Snap into it.”

“W hy?” I asked.
“One excellent reason,” my editor 

said with suspicious calm, “is that you 
are employed by this paper and hope 
to draw your check next week. An
other fine reason is that there might be 
a story there. I know this latter rea
son does not appeal to your idealistic 
nature, but for the sake of the first—  
scram !”

It is my opinion that editors see too 
many movies and consequently get to 
acting like Hollywood thinks an editor 
ought to act. Which is a sad state of 
affairs for reporters.

I climbed to my feet, like the wage 
slave I am.

“What seems to be popping over 
there?” I asked, starting to leave.
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“People,” my editor said distinctly, 
“are disappearing over there.”

“Are you kidding?” I asked suspi
ciously.

The slave driver shook his head. I 
could tell he was serious.

“T hat’s the report. It might be just 
a corny gag but I ’ve got a funny hunch 
it’s more serious than that.”

I got moving then . . .

W ENTY-TW O minutes later I 
walked into the office of Brixby 

Barton, President of the Barton Store. 
He was a plump, pink, harassed-looking 
little man with a nervous blink to his 
eyes. Surrounding him were a half- 
dozen assorted public-relations men, 
department heads, complaint managers, 
etc. Everybody looked plenty serious.

“It’s the press, gentlemen,” I an
nounced. “Ready to listen, look and 
tell all.”

Barton flushed a deeper shade of 
pink and tried to smile.

“N ow  Lansing,” he said weakly, “we 
don’t want any wild stories to get 
started. If you’ll just be patient we’ll 
try and give you the facts in the case. 
Above all we mustn’t have any unde
sirable publicity. Is that perfectly 
clear?”

I began to  feel my story pulse accel
erating.

“I won’t bother you gentlemen,” I 
smiled, as I backed toward the door. 
“I’ll just peek around on my own and 
see what’s up.”

“N o you don’t ,” Barton cried un
steadily. H e rose from his desk and 
hurried to my side, panting heavily. 
“I don’t trust you,” he said, with some
thing like desperation in his voice. 
“You’ll get your story from us and 
nothing more. I ’m not going to let you  
start any riot in this city. I carry 
plenty of advertising with your paper 
and you’ll print what I tell you.”

I looked at Barton closely. His eyes 
were widened with fear and his mouth 
was twitching uncontrollably.

“You’re in a jam,” I stated. “Some
thing is decidedly screwy around here 
and I ’ll get the story if I have to dyna
mite this building. If you want to play 
ball, I ’m willing. Give me the straight 
dope about what’s eating you and 
everybody else in the store and I ’ll treat 
you as gently as I can. If you’d rather 
play the role of Tough Executive, okay. 
Y ou’ll still read the story in tomorrow 
morning’s N e w s .”

Barton took a deep breath.
“You’re quite m istaken,” he said 

with an effort, “if you imagine that 
something— out of place is going on in 
my store.”

“What about the people disappear
ing?” I snapped. “Would you call that 
out of place?”

Barton clapped a hand over his 
mouth and peered fearfully about the
office.

“When did you find out?” he hissed  
to me.

“Come on,” I said irritably, “let’s 
dispense with the question bee. I know, 
that’s enough, isn’t it? D o you start 
cooperating now, or do I get this story 
in my own prying, snoopy, annoying 
fashion?”

Barton mopped his brow with a silk 
handkerchief and turned despairing 
eyes to the stooges grouped around his 
desk.

“I— I’ll go with Mr. Lansing and 
show— tell him the story,” he said nerv
ously. “We must cooperate with the 
press, of course. D — don’t give out 
any information on the phone while I ’m 
away, to anyone.” He turned then and 
opened the door. “After you, Mr. 
Lansing,” he said tonelessly.

T T E  followed me out of the office and
A led me to the elevators. On the
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way down he asked me a funny ques
tion.

“Lansing,” he said earnestly, “do you 
believe in— in ghosts or spirits?” He 
blurted the last two words out as if 
anxious to get them off his tongue be
cause they were hot.

I looked hard at him.
“Under certain circumstances I 

might,” I answered. “I remember one. 
night believing firmly in the existence 
of three elephants that had followed me 
home.”

He looked rather unhappy at my an
swer and nothing more was said until 
we reached the main floor and were 
walking toward the main revolving 
doors. I  broke the silence.

“W hat’s the matter with everyone?” 
I asked, peering about at the clerks and 
customers. “They all looked scared to 
death.”

“They probably are,” Barton said 
unhappily. H e had stopped walking 
and I saw that we were directly in front 
of the main entrance to Barton’s store. 
The four-paneled glass revolving doors 
were not in motion. There was some
thing vaguely disturbing about those 
doors. It might be, I decided, the odd 
manner that the sunlight bounced 
through them. The refraction was at 
a greater angle than the eye expected 
and the effect was somehow created 
that the panels might be out of true, 
or a bit warped.

Through the door I could see cars 
whizzing by on State street and knots 
of pedestrians huddled about in a pecu
liar manner in front of the entrance to 
the store.

“L O O K !”  Barton suddenly cried in 
my ear.

I followed his pointing finger and saw 
that a man was approaching the re
volving doors. Barton was staring at 
him, as if mesmerized.

The man stepped into the door and

shoved the panel, and the door began 
to revolve.

I saw the man clearly as he stepped 
into the door. I had been sober for a 
week. M y eyes are good. M ay Heaven 
be my judge if I am not stating things 
accurately.

T h a t m a n  va n ish ed  c o m p le te ly  in  
th a t re v o lv in g  door.

The door turned slowly and came to 
a stop, concrete evidence of the energy 
of the man’s shove. But the man had 
completely disappeared. I could still 
see the cars whizzing by on State street 
through the glass panels of the door. 
The man had stepped into the revolv
ing door from State street, but he had 
never entered the interior of the store. 
In some mysterious way he had been 
blotted up like a dew drop on a June 
day.

I turned shakily to Barton.
“D — did you see what I think I just 

saw?” I asked dazedly.
Barton nodded miserably.
“It’s been happening all morning,” 

he said dully. “Men, women and chil
dren have been vanishing in that revolv
ing door since we opened the store this 
morning. At first we thought it was 
some publicity gag some magician 
might be working. But before we had 
the doors open ten minutes our com
plaint department was stormed by  
wives, fathers, mothers, all yelling their 
heads off because some relative or friend 
disappeared in the door. W e’ve sent 
workmen in to inspect the floor and the 
mechanism of the door and they’ve 
vanished too. It’s terrible, absolutely 
terrible.”

“D id you call the police?” I  asked.
“Heavens n o !” Barton exclaimed. 

“I couldn’t stand that kind of publicity. 
It would absolutely ruin me.”

I heard a shrill wailing siren in the 
distance and I smiled at Barton.

“Consider yourself ruined,” I said.
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“ T h e  s tro n g  a rm  o f th e  law  w ill soon  
b e  ra p p in g  a t  y o u r  d o o r .”  I  s h u d d e re d  
a s  I  s a id  t h a t  l a s t  w o rd .

T N S T I N C T I V E L Y  I  g la n c e d  to w a rd
th e  re v o lv in g  d o o r.

“ L e t ’s f in d  a n o th e r  e x it ,”  I  s a id , “ a n d  
m e e t th e  law  w h e n  i t  a r r iv e s .”

B a r to n  n o d d e d  w o rd le ss ly  a n d  m o 
tio n e d  m e to  fo llow  h im . A s I  tu rn e d  
I  n o tic e d  a  h ig h -d o m e d  sa le sm a n  s ta n d 
in g  b e fo re  a  r ib b o n  c o u n te r  w h ich  w as 
a lm o s t d ire c tly  in  f ro n t  o f th e  re v o lv 
in g  d o o rs . H e  w o re  d a r k ,  d r a b  c lo th 
in g  a n d  p e rc h e d  on  h is  b o n y  nose  w ere  
h u g e  h o rn -r im m e d  g lasses . W h y  I  n o 
ticed  h im  T c o u ld n ’t  s a y . M a y b e  it  w as  
b e c a u se  h e  w as  w e a r in g  a  s a tis f ie d  sm ile  
on h is  face . T h e  o n ly  sm ile  I  h a d  seen  
in  th e  e n tire  s to re  th a t  m o rn in g . N a t 
u ra lly  i t  w o u ld  s ta n d  o u t.

I  h u r r ie d  a f te r  B a r to n . H e  le f t  th e  
s to re  b y  a  s id e  e x it a n d  b y  th e  tim e  we 
w a lk e d  a ro u n d  to  th e  m a in  e n tra n c e  on  
S ta te  s t r e e t ,  th r e e  b la c k  p o lice  c a r s  w ere  
p u llin g  to  th e  c u rb . I  a lm o s t  sw a llo w ed  
m y  cu d  w h e n  I  saw  th e  C o m m iss io n e r 
h im se lf  c lim b  o u t  o f  th e  f irs t  c a r  a n d  
s tr id e  to w a rd  th e  re v o lv in g  d o o r.

“ H o ld  i t ,  C o m m ish ,”  I  y e lle d . “ D o n ’t 
go  in  th e r e .”

“ W h y  n o t? ” he  b e llo w ed  b a c k  a t  m e.
I  c a u g h t u p  w ith  h im  a n d  g ra b b e d  

h is  a rm .
“ F u n n y  b u s in e ss  is  g o ing  on  in s id e ,” 

I  sa id .
“ T h a t ’s w h y  I ’m  h e re ,”  th e  C o m m is

s io n e r  sn a p p e d , “ w e ’ve  re c e iv e d  a b o u t  
tw o  h u n d re d  c a lls  so f a r  f ro m  h y s te r ic a l  
w iv es a n d  m o th e rs  an d  fa th e rs . A ll w ith  
th e  sa m e  s to ry .  A  lo v e d  o ne  h a s  d is 
a p p e a re d  w ith o u t a  tr a c e  in  th e  B a r to n  
s to re . W h a t  d o  y o u  k n o w  a b o u t  th in g s  
h e re , L a n s in g ? ”

“ I  d o n ’t , ”  I  sa id , “ e x c e p t th a t  th is  
re v o lv in g  d o o r  h e re  is a  v e ry  p e c u lia r  
p ie c e  of b u s in e ss . P e o p le  g o  in  on e  
s id e  o f  i t ,  b u t  d o n ’t  co m e o u t  th e  o th e r .”

“ Y o u — ”
“ I  h a v e  n o t b e e n  d r in k in g ,”  I  sa id , 

b e a tin g  h im  to  i t ,  “ b u t u n le s s  so m e  one 
e x p la in s  th is  th in g  to  m e in  w o rd s  of 
o ne  sy lla b le , e v e ry  n ig h t w ill b e  N ew  
Y e a r ’s ev e  w ith  m e fro m  th is  d a te  o n 
w a rd .”

T h e  C o m m iss io n e r g av e  m e a  lo o k  of 
in te n s e  d isg u s t.

“ I  m ig h t h a v e  k n o w n  i t  w o u ld  be 
som e c ra c k p o t  c ra n k  n o n s e n s e ,” h e  
fu m e d .

“ T h is  d e a l ,” I  s a id  w ith  g re a t  d is 
t in c tn e s s , “ is n o  n o n s e n s e .”

“ N o n s e n s e ,” b e llo w e d  th e  C o m m is
s io n e r . “ I ’ll b e t  y o u  a  n ew  h a t  I ’ll 
w a lk  th ro u g h  th a t  d o o r  a s  I ’v e  d o n e  a  
d o z e n  tim e s  b e fo re .”

“ D o n ’t  do  i t , ” I  p le a d e d . “ Y o u  d o n ’t 
k n o w  w h a t y o u ’re  u p  a g a in s t .”

W ith o u t  d e ig n in g  to  a n sw e r  m e, he  
w h e e le d  a n d  s tro d e  to w a rd  th e  d o o r. 
H is  s to u t ,  b lu e c o a te d  fig u re  w as v is 
ib le  fo r  an  in s ta n t  a s  h e  sh o v e d  th e  
p a n e l, th e n  h e  w as gone. T h e  d o o rs  
re v o lv e d  id ly , b u t  th e  C o m m iss io n e r 
h a d  d is a p p e a re d , v a n is h e d  l ik e  a  puff 
o f  sm o k e  in  a  b re e z e .

A  N  a n g ry , u n b e lie v in g  e x c la m a tio n  
ro se  fro m  th e  officers a n d  p o lic e 

m en  w h o  h a d  a r r iv e d  w ith  th e  c o m m is
s io n e r . A  few  su rg e d  fo rw a rd  b u t  I  g o t 
in  f ro n t  o f  th e m  a n d  d id  m y  b e s t  to  
h e rd  th e m  off.

“ T a k e  m y  w o rd  fo r  i t , ”  I  s a id  d e s 
p e r a te ly  to  a  s e rg e a n t ,  “ y o u  c a n ’t  lic k  
t h a t  d o o r. N o b o d y ’s r e tu rn e d  fro m  it 
y e t  a n d  n o b o d y ’s g o t te n  th ro u g h  y e t. 
B e s m a r t  a n d  th ro w  a  ro p e  a ro u n d  th is  
sec tio n . I t ’s th e  o n ly  th in g  y o u  c a n  
d o .”

T h e  s e rg e a n t h e s i ta te d  fo r a n  in s ta n t ,  
th e n  h e  b a r k e d  th e  n e c e s s a ry  o rd e rs . 
I n  a  few  m in u te s  a  ro p e  co rd o n  h a d  
b e e n  fo rm e d , c o m p le te ly  b lo c k in g  off 
th e  m a in  e n tra n c e  o f  th e  B a r to n  s to re .

“ T h is  is a  te r r ib le  th in g  to  h a p p e n ,”
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B a r to n  w a ile d , “ e sp e c ia lly  on th e  f irs t
d a y  o f m y  b ig  s a le .”

“ I s n ’t  i t  th o u g h ? ” I  m u rm u re d .
I  h u r r ie d  b a c k  in to  th e  s to re  a n d  

m a d e  m y  w a y  to  th e  m a in  e n tra n c e  
a g a in . T h is  w a s  w h e re  th e  n u b  o f  th e  
m y s te ry  w as lo c a te d , I  w a s  su re . T h e  
d o o rs  c o n tin u e d  to  d is tu rb  m e. S om e
th in g  w as  w ro n g  w ith  th e  lig h t th a t  
s tre a m e d  th ro u g h  th e m .

I  saw  th e  sm ilin g  sa le sm a n  a g a in , 
too . H e  w as s ta n d in g  in  f ro n t o f  h is  
c o u n te r , w h ic h , it seem ed , w as d o in g  
li t t le  b u s in e ss , a n d  g a z in g  a t  th e  re 
v o lv in g  d o o rs . H is  sm ile  w a s  m o re  
th a n  sa tis f ie d . I t  w as fo n d  a n d  p ro u d  
a n d  p a te rn a l  a ll a t  once. H e  ev en  
sh o o k  h is  h e a d , a s  if h e  w ere  a d m ir 
in g  so m e th in g  r a re  a n d  p re c io u s , w h ich  
o rd in a ry  m o r ta ls  co u ld  n o t  p e rc e iv e .

I  sho o k  m y  h e a d  a n d  fo rg o t h im . T 
h a d  e n o u g h  to  do  to  g e t so m e s o r t  o f 
a  s to r y  o u t o f  th is  m ess w ith o u t w a s t
in g  m y  tim e  w o rry in g  a b o u t p e c u lia r  
sa le sm e n  w ith  id io tic  sm iles  a d o rn in g  
th e ir  p a n s .

M y  ey es flick ed  a b o u t  th e  floo r, from  
c o u n te r  to  c o u n te r  a n d  n o tic e d  th e  u n i
v e rsa l w o rry  a n d  fe a r  t h a t  w as  s ta m p e d  
on  th e  faces  o f th e  c le rk s . F e a r  c a n  
g r ip  a  c ro w d  a n d  s p re a d  fro m  p e rso n  
to  p e rs o n  fa s te r  th a n  a n y  o th e r  em o 
tio n . W h ile  I  w as  th in k in g  th is ,  a  p e 
c u lia r  th o u g h t  o c c u rre d  to  m e. T h e re  
w as fu n n y  p a t t e r n  to  th is  w ho le  th in g  
b u t  I  c o u ld n ’t  m a k e  a n y  s e n se  o u t  o f 
it. T h e  cogs d id n ’t  m e sh  to g e th e r . I  
a lw a y s  a s k  m y se lf  q u e s tio n s ;  a n d  m y  
e y e s  w ere  ju s t  sw in g in g  p a s t  th e  sm il
ing , p ro fe s so r- lik e  sa le sm a n  w h e n  I  
a sk e d  m y se lf  th e  q u e s tio n , “ W h y ? ”

W h y  in d e e d ?
I  s a u n te re d  a c ro ss  th e  a is le  u n t i l  I  

s to o d  b e s id e  h im . H e  w a s  c e r ta in ly  
h a rm le s s  e n o u g h  lo o k in g , w ith  th in , 
s to o p e d  sh o u ld e rs  a n d  s p in d ly  a rm s . 
M y  l i t t le  q u e s tio n  w as  s ti l l  b o th e r in g  
m e th o u g h .

“ W h y  so  h a p p y ? ” I  a s k e d  h im  a b 
ru p t ly .

M y  v o ice  s ta r t le d  h im . H e  tu r n e d  
su d d e n ly , lo o k in g  p a th e t ic  n o w  in s te a d  
o f  h a p p y .

“ I — I ’m  s o r ry , o ffice r,” h e  s tu t te r e d  
b re a th le s s ly , “ I — I  sh o u ld n ’t  b e  d a y  
d re a m in g  lik e  t h a t ,  b u t  I  ju s t  c o u ld n ’t  
h e lp  it. I — I ’m  k in d a  e x c ite d .”

“ W h y ? ”  I  a s k e d  c o ld ly . A ll I  
n e e d e d  w a s  a  w h ip  to  p la y  S im o n  L e - 
g ree . B u t  a s  lo n g  a s  h e  th o u g h t  I  w as 
a n  officer I  d e c id e d  to  ta k e  a d v a n ta g e  
o f  it.

“ O h ,”  h e  s a id  v a g u e ly , “ ju s t  b e 
c a u s e .”

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  th in k  o f th e  w a y  
th in g s  h a v e  b e e n  g o in g  a ro u n d  h e re  
th is  m o rn in g ? ” I  a s k e d  h im . I  h a d  
a l r e a d y  g iv en  h im  u p  as  a  d e a d  d u c k .

H is  ey es  b r ig h te n e d .
“ F in e ,”  h e  sa id .
“ W h y ? ” I  a sk e d .
“ B e c a u se ,”  h e  sa id  h a p p ily , “w ith  

th e  m a in  e x it c lo se d  th e r e ’s no  tra ffic  
p a s t  m y  c o u n te r .  I ’m  n o t  so  b u s y  now . 
I  c a n  ta k e  th in g s  e a s y  lik e  a ll th e  o th e r  
fe llow s d o .” H is  e n o rm o u s  ey es
b u rn e d  b r ig h t ly  in to  m in e . “ I t  is n ’t  
f a ir  fo r  o n e  fe llo w  to  be s tu c k  a lw a y s  
in  th e  b u s ie s t  sp o ts  w ith  n e v e r  a  ch a n c e  
to  ta k e  a  slow  b r e a th .  T h a t ’s w h y  I  
c h a n g e d  i t . ”

“ Y o u  c h a n g e d  i t ? ”  I  a s k e d  c a u 
tio u s ly .

J _ J E  lo o k e d  d o w n  m is e ra b ly  a t  h is  
sh o es.

“ I  m ig h t a s  w ell c o n fe s s ,”  h e  sa id  
u n h a p p ily . “ I  w as  g o in g  to  h o ld  o u t 
lo n g e r  th a n  th is  b u t  I  m ig h t a s  w ell 
g ive  m y se lf  u p  n o w  a s  l a te r .”

“ G iv e  y o u rs e lf  u p ? ”  1 a sk e d . “ W h a t 
f o r ? ”

“ I ’m  re s p o n s ib le ,”  h e  s a id  e a rn e s tly , 
“ fo r th e  c o n fu s io n  a n d  m y s te ry  s u r 
ro u n d in g  th e  re v o lv in g  d o o r  a t  th is  
e x it. I  d id n ’t  h u r t  a n y o n e , b u t  th a t
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d o e s  n o t m itig a te  o r  e x te n u a te  m y  
g u ilt. Y o u  m a y  ta k e  m e in to  c u s 
to d y .”

T h is  is ty p ic a l  L a n s in g  lu c k . F o u r  
m illio n  p e o p le  in  C h ic a g o , b u t  I  h a v e  
to  p ic k  a  c ra c k p o t  to  g e t su sp ic io u s  of.

“ F o rg e t  i t , k id ,” I  sa id . “ T h e  e x 
c i te m e n t’s g o t y o u  d o w n .”

“ P le a se , o f f ic e r /’ h e  sa id , “y o u ’v e  g o t 
to  b e lie v e  m e. Y o u ’ve s im p ly  g o t to .”

I  s ta r te d  to  t u r n  a w a y  b u t  so m e th in g  
s to p p e d  m e. I  g u e ss  i t  w as th e  s in 
c e r i ty  in  th e  k id ’s vo ice .

“ S p ill,” I  sa id , “ b u t m ak e  i t  good . 
A n d  ju s t  to  k e e p  th e  re c o rd  s t r a ig h t  
I ’m  n o  c o p p e r .”

“ I n  th e  f ir s t  p la c e ,”  th e  k id  s a id  
e a g e r ly , “ th a t  re v o lv in g  d o o r  re a lly  
i s n ’t  a  d o o r  a t  a l l .”

“ O h , o h ,” I  sa id , b a c k in g  a w a y , 
“ sc h o o l’s o v e r. P ic k  u p  y o u r  m a rb le s  
a n d  go h o m e .”

H e  o n ly  sm iled .
“ I t ’s n o t  a  d o o r b u t  a  g e o m e tr ic a l 

fig u re  w h ic h  p h y s ic is ts  c a ll a  te s s e ra c t .  
A  te s s e r a c t ,” h e  a d d e d , “ is th e  v isu a l 
c o n c e p t o f  w h a t  w e ca ll th e  fo u r th  d i 
m e n s io n .” *

“ L o v e ly ,” T sa id , “ b u t  w h e re  does 
th a t  b r in g  u s ? ”

“ T h a t  re v o lv in g  d o o r ,”  h e  c o n fid ed  
in  a  w h isp e r , “ is re a lly  a  t im e  m a c h in e . 
T h e  p r in c ip le  is m y  o w n  id e a . A  te s 
s e ra c t  sh o w s u s  th e  fo u r th  d im e n s io n  
w h ic h  is a c tu a l ly  t im e  itse lf . B y  c o n 
s tru c t in g  a  te s s e ra c t  w h ic h  w ill tu r n  
a s  th is  on e  d o es, i t  is  p o ss ib le  to  b e n d

* A tesseract is constructed by assuming a point 
(on paper for a visual concept if you wish) and 
moving it a short distance so as to form a line. 
Then the whole line is moved in a plane at right 
angles to form a square. The square surface thus 
achieved (which is where you’ll have to leave your 
paper) is in turn moved at right angles through 
the third dimension. Now, theoretically, the next 
movement of your resulting figure, which is a  cube, 
is at right angles to all lines of the cube (the fourth 
dimension) so as to form the figure in question, 
a tesseract. This figure, purely imaginary, is used 
to  demonstrate tha t unknown place called the 
"fourth dimension."—Ed.

th e  d im e n s io n s  a n d  t im e  so t h a t  a  p a s 
sa g e  m a y  be  e ffec ted  fro m  th e  th i r d  
d im e n s io n  in to  tim e . D o  y o u  u n d e r 
s t a n d ? ”

I  d id n ’t .  I  d id n ’t  h a v e  th e  fo g g ie s t 
n o tio n  o f w h a t th e  k id  w a s  d r iv in g  a t .  
So d o es  th is  so u n d  to o  s i l ly ? — I  b e 
lie v e d  h e  w as  h a n d in g  m e th e  s t r a ig h t  
d o p e .

“ Y o u  d id  a ll th is ,” I  a s k e d  u n e a s ily , 
“ to  k e e p  th e  m a in  flow  o f tra ffic  a w a y  
fro m  y o u r  c o u n te r ? ”

“ W ell, w h y  e ls e ? ” h e  a s k e d  s u r 
p r is e d . H is  b u rn in g  ey es p e e re d  in to  
m in e  in te n t ly .  “ Y o u  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h a t 
it m e a n s  to  h a v e  th e  t im e  to  th in k  a n d  
p o n d e r .”

I  fe lt v e r y  o ld  a n d  h e lp le ss . I  
w a n te d  a  d r in k  too .

“ L o o k , V o lta ir e ,” I  s a id , “ su p p o s in g , 
ju s t  su p p o s in g  e v e ry th in g  y o u  s a y  is 
t ru e . W h e re  a re  th e  p e o p le  w h o  w e n t 
in  th a t  d o o r ? ”

“ T h e y ’re  there” h e  a n sw e re d  re a d -  
ily .'

“ T h e y ’re — where?” I  a sk e d .
“ In  th e  d o o r .”
“ O h ,”  I  s a id , a n d  s tu d ie d  th e  floor. 

T h in g s  w e re  g e t t in g  a  b i t  to o  d e e p  fo r 
m e . I  w ish e d  h e a r t i ly  t h a t  I  h a d  k e p t  
m y  m o u th  sh u t.

“ Y o u  s e e ,” th e  h o rn - r im m e d  w o n d e r  
s a id , “ th o se  p e o p le  a re  in  th e  fo u r th  
d im e n s io n . E v e ry  o ne  o f  th e m  is in 
s ta n ta n e o u s ly  re p e a t in g  th e  a c tio n  o f 
s te p p in g  to  th e  d o o r, s lip p in g  in to  th e  
fo u r th  d im e n s io n , s te p p in g  to  th e  d o o r, 
s lip p in g  in to  th e  fo u r th  d im e n s io n , e tc . 
N o  tim e  p a s se s  b e c a u se  th e y  a re  r e 
tu r n e d  th ro u g h  th e  fo u r th  d im e n s io n  
to  th e  e x a c t  se c o n d  in  tim e  w h e n  th e y  
s te p p e d  to  th e  d o o r  in  th e  f irs t  p la c e .”

“ L ik e  c h a in  sm o k in g ,” I  m u t te re d  
fo r  n o  re a s o n  in  th e  w o rld .

“ W h e n  th e y  s te p  o u t  o f th e  re v o lv 
in g  d o o r ,”  h e  c o n tin u e d  a v id ly , “ th e y  
w ill be  u n d e r  th e  im p re s s io n  th a t  th e y  
m e re ly  s te p p e d  th ro u g h  th e  d o o r. N o t
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o n e  o f th e m  w ill re a liz e  t h a t  a n y th in g  
u n u s u a l  h a s  h a p p e n e d  to  h im .”

T T  w a s  ju s t  a b o u t  th is  t im e  t h a t  B a r 
to n  p u lle d  u p  b e s id e  u s , w rin g in g  h is 

h a n d s  u n h a p p ily .
“ I t ’s  te r r ib le , a b s o lu te — ”
“ F o rg e t  i t , ”  I  sa id . “ Y o u r  w o rrie s  

a re  o v e r. A lm o st a n y w a y .”
“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n ? ” h e  s a id  sh a rp -

iy-
I  p o in te d  to  H o rn r im s .
“ T h is  y o u n g  m a n  c a n  e x tr ic a te  y o u  

fro m  th e  n a s ty  s i tu a t io n  in  w h ich  y o u  
find  y o u rs e lf .”

“ O h , th a n k  th e  G o o d  L o r d ,” B a r to n  
b re a th e d  fe rv e n tly .

“ I  d o n ’t see  w h y  I  sh o u ld ,”  H o r n 
rim s  s a id  su lk ily .

“ W h a t? ” B a r to n  d e m a n d e d  h y s te r 
ica lly .

H o rn r im s  s tu d ie d  h is  n a ils  w ith  m a g 
n ificen t n o n c h a la n c e .

“ I t  w ill c r e a te  a  g re a t  d e a l o f in c o n 
v e n ie n c e  fo r  m e ,” he  sa id  c a su a lly . “ A ll 
s o r ts  o f tra ff ic  ru s h in g  b y  a g a in .”  H o r n 
r im s  s h o o k  h is  h e a d  u n e n th u s ia s t ic a lly . 
“ N o t  m u c h  p o in t  to  i t ,  r e a l ly .”

B r ix b y  B a r to n  h a d  n o t a t ta in e d  h is  
p re s e n t  p o s it io n  w ith o u t th e  a id  o f 
s h a rp , sh re w d  b a rg a in in g . M y  re s p e c t  
fo r  th e  m a n  w e n t u p  a  n o tc h  a s  h e  
tu g g e d  th o u g h tfu l ly  a t  h is  lo w er lip .

“ T e l l  y o u  w h a t  ”  h e  sa id  r e lu c ta n t ly ,  
“ s in ce  th e re  w ill be  a ll th is  b u s in e s s  
a n d  tra ffic  b a c k  w h e n  y o u  o p e n  th e  
m a in  e n tr a n c e .  I ’ll d o  th e  h a n d so m e

FA N T A ST IC

EV ER Y  one of us know some person who 
can relate his own— or ano ther’s— per

sonal experience in which a dream  turned  into 
reality. In so far as psychology has been able 
to  determ ine, dream s have no factual basis in 
life o ther than serving as an odd outlet for 
subconscious em otions stored up during a day. 
H owever, not the least am ong those who had 
dream s th a t came true  was A braham  Lincoln.

I t  is a fac t tha t several days before his 
tragic assassination, Lincoln told a  friend and 
his wife of a dream  which he had  had on the

th in g  fo r  y o u .”  M r .  B a r to n  b e a m e d  
b ro a d ly , th e  p ic tu re  o f a  m a n  d is t r ib 
u tin g  la rg e s se  to  fa i th fu l  r e ta in e r s .  “ I ’ll 
p u t  y o u  on  a  c o m m iss io n  b a s is  so  y o u  
c a n  ta k e  a d v a n ta g e  o f  i t . ”

H o rn r im s  g ra b b e d  M r. B a r to n ’s  h a n d  
a n d  p u m p e d  i t  e n th u s ia s t ic a lly . H e  
s t r e a k e d  a w a y  th e n  a n d  c a m e  b a c k  in  
se c o n d s  w ith  a  la d d e r  u n d e r  h is  a rm s . 
L ik e  a  h u m a n  s q u ir re l  h e  w e n t u p  o v e r  
th e  ru n g s  a n d  c lim b e d  off o n  to p  o f th e  
rev o lv in g  d o o rs . I  d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  h e  
d id  to  th e m , b u t  th e n  I  h a v e n ’t  th e  fo g 
g ie s t id e a  o f  w h a t  h e  d id  to  th e m  in  th e  
f irs t p lace . I  o n ly  k n o w  w h a t h a p 
p e n e d  a f te r  h e  got th ro u g h  p u t te r in g .

H u m a n  b e in g s  o f  e v e ry  s o r t  a n d  d e 
s c r ip tio n  c a m e  p o u r in g  th ro u g h  th e  
d o o r , lo o k in g  lik e  th e  h u m a n  v e rs io n  
o f  th e  e x o d u s  f ro m  N o a h ’s a rk .

L a s t  to  e m e rg e  w a s  th e  s to u t ,  o v e r
c o a te d  fig u re  o f  th e  C o m m iss io n e r. H is  
face  w a s  w re a th e d  in  a  b ro a d , h a p p y  
sm ile .

“ Y o u  c a n  ju s t  b u y  m e a  h a t ,”  h e  s a id  
t r iu m p h a n t ly .  “ I  to ld  y o u  I ’d  w a lk  
r ig h t th ro u g h  a n d  t h a t ’s  ju s t  w h a t  I  
d id . I  w a s n ’t  d e la y e d  a  s e c o n d .”

“ I ’ll b u y  th e  h a t , ”  I  s a id , “ b u t  d o e sn ’t  
if o c c u r to  y o u  th a t  I  m a d e  p r e t t y  good 
tim e  to  g e t in s id e  th e  s to re  b e fo re  y o u  
d id ?  Y o u  le f t  m e  s ta n d in g  o n  th e  
s id e w a lk  y ’k n o w ? ”

T h e  e x p re ss io n  on  th e  C o m m iss io n 
e r ’s fa c e  w a s  so m e c o m p e n sa tio n  fo r  
th e  five b u c k s  I  s p e n t  o n  h is  n ew  h a t  
a  w e e k  la te r .

FO REC A ST?
previous evening. In  the dream , he related, 
he w andered from  room to room in th e  W hite 
House, seeing no one, b u t hearing the sound 
of sobbing. Finally  arriving a t the E ast Room , 
he saw a crowd of m ourners near a bier on 
which was a corpse w rapped in funeral vest
m ents. U niform ed soldiers stood guard be
side the bier. Lincoln then related  th a t he 
asked one of the m ourners w ho had died. 
“T he P residen t” , the person in the dream  an
swered. “H e was killed by an assassin.” Less 
than  a week la ter, the  fantasy  had become f a c t !
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ON E  of the m ost interesting m osaics in 
the B ritish  M useum  is a  sample of a 

R om an design called “O rpheus and the B easts”, 
and one of the m ost in teresting  factors about 
this mosaic is the fac t th a t it  was unearthed  
in E ngland itself. Behind the unearth ing of 
this ancient section of slab, however, there 
lies an even more fascinating tale.

I t  seems th a t an  English country rector hap
pened to  accidentally run across fragm ents of 
the ancient mosaic while w atching the grave
diggers a t work in th e  local churchyard. B e
ing absolutely certain th a t the pieces of m o
saic were authentic and of m uch scientific 
value the good rector realized th a t a thorough 
digging up of the church graveyard would 
result in reaching sections of old R om an pave
m ents of which B ritish science had h itherto  
been unaw are. B ut his task  was no t as simple 
as that. W holesale digging around the church
yard  would bring down the w rath  of his parish 
flock, m ost of whom had  ancestors lying in 
th a t graveyard, and who would naturally  resent 
such a sacrilegious disturbing of venerated 
tom bs.

Giving careful thought to the m atter, the 
pastor decided th a t science was m ore im por
tan t than parish feelings, and decided to  take 
a daring course to complete his plans. H e hired 
workmen from  far-off towns, giving them  dou
ble wages and swearing them  to  secrecy. These 
diggers hid in his rectory  by  day, and emerged 
only at night, to  dig up the graveyard. To 
insure his daring scheme against possible be
trayal by  curious tow nfolk who m ight go near 
the cem etery a t night, the pastor clothed him 
self in sheets and took a  position a t the gate 
of the cem etery while the diggers toiled. W hen 
any parishioners ventured near the churchyard, 
the good pastor flapped his sheets, howled hide
ously, and gave an A-Num ber-One im persona
tion of a ghost. Needless to  say, his plan 
worked perfectly!

C IG A R E T T E S  IN  T E C H N IC O L O R

IT  may no t be very long before the smoke 
tha t gets in your eyes from  your chum ’s 

cigarettes will be— colored! L isted in the
U. S. P aten t Office is a process for treating  
cigarettes so th a t they will give off smoke of 
various striking hues. Fem ale nicotine-ettes 
will be able to  select their favorite  brands w ith 
an  eye to the dress they’re wearing or the 
color of their nails, while gentlemen inhalers 
will be able to  pick up a  pack of coffin nails 
to m atch the color of the ties or suits they 
wear!

IN  the heart of G erm any, less than four 
hours from  Berlin, there is a little  group 

of villages lying in  the W arthe valley, called 
M idget America. In  these strange villages live 
the descendants of a band of G erm ans who— 
when setting out to colonize in America long 
ago— were forbidden to  leave G erm any by 
their then em peror, Frederick The G reat. In  
order to com pensate for the harshness of the 
restriction, and to please his som etimes pecul
iar sense of hum or, Frederick gave these peo
ple a sector o f land along the Oder. Then, 
giving all the villages in  the sector American 
names, Frederick said: “ T here’s your America 
fo r you.”

In  th is peculiar sector there are signposts 
bearing nam es such as New Y ork Road, M ary 
land S treet, Pennsylvania Boulevard, and even 
a  fire fighting division called the “Volunteer 
F ire Brigade O f F lorida” !

A R E  YOU S U P E R S T IT IO U S  A T ALL?

IN  A rkansas, John Ing ram ’s barn was struck 
by  lightning. T he entire struc tu re  and two 

mules were destroyed. Believing in the axiom 
th a t lightning never strikes twice in the same 
place, F arm er Ingram  pu t up another barn on 
the same spot. In  a little  over a m onth a fte r 
that, lightning struck the new barn, destroying 
it  and the newly bought mules ju s t as thor
oughly as i t  had the other.

And when General Em ilio M ola, one of the 
leaders in  F ranco’s Spanish forces, was taken 
from  the wreckage of the plane crash th a t 
killed him, it was discovered th a t he was clad 
in his stocking feet. An officer who knew him 
well related th a t G eneral M ola always rem oved 
his shoes when entering an airplane, because a 
Gypsy once told him th a t he would die with 
his boots on!

A  woman in M adison, Georgia, M rs. Will- 
m ore T ro tte r  Jones, has had a hobby of find
ing and saving four-leaf clovers fo r m any years. 
The four-leaf clovers she’s picked to ta l in the 
thousands. In  spite of this fact, M rs. Jones 
has been in five autom obile wrecks, lost three 
husbands, and been the victim  of alm ost daily 
m inor disasters.

A nd not so very  long ago M rs. Nelille Col- 
man, a  housewife, refused to  ea t w ith guests 
because there would then  be th irteen  people at 
the table. She waited until they w ere fin
ished, then sa t down for her own dinner alone. 
Before she had finished eating, M rs. Colman 
was stricken w ith a fa ta l heart a ttack !
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ROBERT LESLIE BELLEM

SOME guys are born to be hanged; others are 
predestined to a writing career. I'm one of 
the latter. Ever since I can remember, I ’ve 

been putting words on paper because I can’t help 
it. But the kind of words — action, gunplay, 
thrills—well. I guess that phase of it was shaped 
by environment and circumstances.

I recall vividly one occasion when I was a 
grammar school kid in Philadelphia, my home 
town, where my dad was a railroad dick. I took 
him his sandwiches that evening and finally lo
cated him out in the freight yards. He spotted 
me coming; veiled for me to duck the hell out of 
(he w<ay. I wondered why.

[ soon found out. From around the end of a 
freight car a gun biammed; “Bow t" and my dad 
staggered; grabbed at his side. Then he regained 
his balance ! sprinted forward. He vanished on the 
other side of that freight car. Presently he reap
peared with a freight-thief in tow. Dad had a 
bullet-crease across his ribs. Likewise he had the 
gun that had done the damage. He also had the 
trigger artist—and the trigger artist had a busted 
jaw. Dad always wa= handy with his fists.

To me from then on, cops were heroes; guys 
who fought through to victory with their brains 
backed up by knuckles were supermen; they still 
are. Sometimes I wish I ’d followed in the old 
man’s footsteps instead of becoming a newspaper

m an; but the closest I  ever came to wearing a 
badge was down in Tulsa, Oklahoma.

That wras in ’20 or ’21 when Tulsa had its 
famous race-riot. I was a special deputy for the 
first twenty-four hours of that nasty affair—until 
the National Guard took charge. I heard my 
share of gunfire then; saw my share of sudden 
death. As a member of the Tulsa Tribune, staff, 
some of the put I snapped of that trouble were 
used by dailies all over the country.

Fifteen years of newspapering took me to al
most as many places as those pictures had gone. 
Philadelphia, Atlantic City, Miami during the 
boom, New York, Memphis at flood-time, Albu
querque before it lost its glamour—I hopped from 
sheet to sheet like a bedbug with the hotfoot. 
Always gathering and storing experiences; con
stantly seeking the side of life that wasn't prosaic,

I helped cover Woodrow Wilson’s death for 
Universal Service during one of my tricks in 
Washington; I  can still feel the bitter cold oT that 
last night, with Cary Grayson, the ex-President’s 
personal physician, coming out of the somber 
Wilson residence on S street every hour to issue 
his grim reports.

A few doors away there was an excavation for 
the cellar of what was to be Herbert Hoover’s 
home. All the national wire services had led their 
lines into that shack; it was headquarters for the 
correspondents and telegraphers of the death- 
watch. Somebody hammered a couple of gallon 
oil-cans flat and made a fire on the resulting crude 
hearth. That was where we warmed ourselves— 
and almost burned the shack to  a cinder.

The Long Beach, California, earthquake was an
other of my high spots. Until the day I traded 
it, my car bore the dents of falling bricks from a 
collapsing building; if I hadn’t juiced the tripes 
out of all six cylinders I’d have been a gone goose. 
B r-r-rr-r!

But it wasn't all as exciting as that. There were 
years of drama-criticing, literary reviewing and 
the conducting of a daily column. And other 
years of selling advertising; of being classified 
advertising manager for papers large and small. 
There was a blissful period on the Fresno Bee in 
the hot somnolence of California’s San Joaquin 
Valley; an interval of radio announcing for 
K PSN ; a fling at Hollywood as a movie extra for 
Universal; and finally the quiet passivity of my 
last newspaper job on the Pasadena Star-News.

(Continued on page 145)
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TKb fo llowing quiz has b a e n  p r e p a r e d  as a p lea s 
a n t  m eans  of  t e s t in g  yo u r  know ledge  of th ings 
scient i f ic  a n d  p seudo-sc ien t i f ic .  W e  offer  it solely 
fo r  t h e  p lea su re  it gives you an d  with  th e  hope  
t h a t  it will p ro v id e  you with m any  b its  of  in fo r m a 
t ion  t h a t  will he lp  you to  en joy  th e  s to ries  in this 
m ag az in e .  If you r a te  5 0 %  c o r r e c t  in your answers , 
you are c o n s id e ra b ly  ahead of  th e  a v e r a g e .  G ive  
yourself  i n d ic a ted  po in ts  fo r  e a c h  c o r r e c t  answer.

that We're giving five points jor each correct an
swer. I f you know this one you can boost your 
score thirty points by breezing through it. I t’s 
a famous law of Newton’s and if you can fill in 
the missing words you’ll deserve the thirty points.

Every material body draws or attracts every 
other material body in a force which varies
------------as the product of t h e ----------  of the two
---------and ----------as the —■—— of the ——--------
between them.

INVENTORS MATCH
Here's a list of inventors and it's your job to 

try and link them up with the inventions which 
made them famous. Three points for each correct 
answer. Give yourself thirty if you hit the nail 
on the head each time.

1 Marconi ( ) Printing
2 Fulton ( ) Wireless
3 Colt ( ) Sim motor
4 Whitney ( ) Sewing machine
S Ericsson ( ) Incandescent light
6 Stephen* ( ) Torpedo boat
7 Howe ( ) Platform scales
8 Edison ( ) Cotton gin
V Fairbanks ( ) Railroad engine

10 Gutenberg (. |  Revolver

AUTHOR! AUTHOR!
This next might be called a literary workout. 

Under each of the following well-known hits of 
■poetry you will find the names of three authors. 
I f you pick the correct author it’s worth jive 
points to you. Toted for this literary gold course 
is twenty.

‘ To be or not to be, that is the question.'1 
(1) Shakespeare (2) Chaucer (3.) Dickens

‘ The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea.”

ID  Whittier ( 2 1  Gray (3) Longfellow

“Tell me not in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream.”

(1) Thackeray (2 1 Cowper (3) Longfellow

“Once upon a midnight dreary 
While I pondered weak and weary."

[1) Browning (2) Poe (3) Bryant

IT'S A LAW!
Here’s a really tough one now and because of

TRUE OR FALSE
Give yourself two points for each correct an

swer on this one.
1. A gallon of boiling water is heavier than 

a gallon of frozen water.
2. A steel bar is longer at the South pole than 

at the Equator.
3. A pound of gold is lighter than a pound of 

feathers.
4. A keg of wine frozen to within two inches 

of the center contains a two inch pocket of water 
only.

5. A frozen piece of iron repels a wet surface.
6. Cleveland Abbe was a renowned meteorolo

gist.
I. H. G. Wells was one of the first great fan

tasy writers.
S. In Grecian mythology, Apollo was called the 

“Lord of the Silver Bow."
0. Newton dropped apples from a tree and this 

stirred him to the study of gravitational law.
.10. The brilliance of stars is constant.
II . Electric currents are led around paths called 

trajectories.
12. Sirius is the brightest star in the heavens.
13. Sulphuric acid is an organic acid.
14. The Earth is slowly and gradually losing 

weight.
15. Spider’s webs are an indispensable material 

for war purposes.

SCIENTISTS MATCH
Match the names of the following scientists with 

the branch of science w ith which they are asso
ciated. Perfection here i 
correct answer.

(1) Copernicus
(2) Pythagoras
(3) Roemer
(4) J .  B .  Lamarck
(5) Darwin

(Answers

ten. Two points for each

( ) Medicine
( ) Astronomy
( ) Anthropology
( ) Zoology
( ) Mathematics

n page 145)
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R E A D E R ' S  PAGE
T H A N K  Y O U

Sirs:
Congratulations on going m onthly! The hest 

news I've heard in a long time.
Che lineup of new stories sounds g rea t: Binder, 

Schachner, Norman, and even Cummings. I hope 
“The Druid Girl’’ is not another version of "The 
Girl in the Golden Atom.”

Best stories in this issue were Wilcox, Binder 
and McGivern.

L. L. Schwartz,
229 Washington St., 
Dorchester, Mass.

A  N E W  READ ER
Sirs:

1 do not read magazines very often, because I 
like books better. The other day at a  friend’s 
house, I picked up a copy of your January mag
azine, I glanced at it, and read a few pages. I 
became very interested in it, and took it home, 
I have read every story in it, and I have become 
a fan of yours.

1 thought D. W. O’Brien’s The Floating Robot 
was a very thrilling story, one of the best stories 
I have ever read in a magazine. I enjoyed The 
Golden Amazon Returns, The Dynamo-use, The 
Horse. That Talked, and The Vanishing Witwsses. 
The only story which I did not enjoy was Dr. 
Kelton—Body Snatcher. Perhaps that was be
cause it was so short, just ten pages.

I  like humor in your stories, too, and The Dyna- 
mouse was an exceptionally good story.

I have found out your magazine comes out once 
every two months. Why? Surely this is too 
long. Why not once each month, or even twice?

Edward II. Ilolt, 
1409 W. 6th,
Little Rock, Ark.

Wrong! F a n t a s t i c  A d v e n t u r e s  comes out each 
m onth! We began monthly publication with the 
May issue. And we’re glad to welcome you as 
a new and steady reader. Write us again. We 
like to know what you think oj us.— Ed.

F U Q U A  C O V E R  LIKED
Sirs:

I just finished the May issue of F.A, The cover 
by Fuqua is excellent, wonderful, great—the best 
in a year. I rate the stories as follows: “Land of 
the Shadow Dragons”—Good, not exceptional; 
“Three Eyes in the Dark”—very good, let’s have

more like it; “The Masterful Mind of Mortimer 
Meek"—you couldn’t print what I think of that 
story. How come you let it take up so much 
room, and why did McGivern use the name of a 
radio character? “Moons of Death”—pretty 
good; “The Man Who Murdered Himself”, “The 
Machine From the Past” , and “ Mr. Duffy's Other 
Life” are no good; they’re too short.

The best picture inside the magazine is the one 
on page 138, in the ad for the June F.A. The 
picture for “Three Eves” is very good, but it 
doesn’t belong in a S.F. mag.

How do you pronounce ‘Robot’’?
Robert Greenberg, 
1860 Morris? Ave., 
The Bronx,
New York, N. Y.

Robot is pronounced ro-bot with the accent on 
the first syllable. The French pronunciation is 
ro-bow.— Ed.

A B O U T  FA CE!
Sirs:

Like most of your other readers, I was pleas
antly surprised to learn that you have returned 
to a monthly basis. Though it is probably asking 
too much, I wonder whether or not you are going 
to give us the old size again—but I presume you 
are not. The large size made your book more 
like a slick, bu t from your nice little comments 
on letters I  presume you are aiming at the usual 
pulp level of recent issues.

I do not like the idea of a Cummings feature 
novel. From the ad on page 138 I ’d bet an aster
oid it’s one of his frequent rehashes of “The Girl 
In The Golden Atom." Now, none of these re
hashes that I ’ve read has even remoLely appruached 
“The Girl,” etc., or its sequel. But enough nf 
tha t; let’s get to  the present issue.

The cover is not so hot. You’ve got Fuqua busy 
on A.S.; why can’t he lay off F.A. and make room 
for McCauley and St. John? Paul would be 'ap 
preciated, and, if Stockton Mulford can do some
thing with the power of May, '40, why, let him 
do i t !

“Land Of The Shadow Dragons.” A fine story, 
but I  think the Valley life should have been left 
as such for another sequel. I don’t think Binder 
should have made so much “mystery” out of the 
loaded plane, because everybody knew in advance 
it would be the Invisible Robinhood.

“Three Eyes In The Dark.” Somehow it went 
against the grain. First Wilcox tale to  do so.



Its picture was rotten too.
“Masterful Mind of Mortimer Meek.” G reat! 

Best story of the issue. Why don’t  you run more 
novel-length humor yarns?

“Moons of Death.” Second to  McGivern. Good 
idea, and excellent ending.

“The Man Who Murdered Himself.” Carry on, 
Carson. If the two shorts about him go over, 
how about a novelette?

“Machine From The Past.” Takes third!
“Mr. Duffy’s Other Life.” Too bad it was so 

short—would have made a wonderful novelette.
Special Requests: Bring back Paul. Toss out 

Fuqua—he belongs only in A.S. More McCau
ley, St. John, and Mulford (if possible). Give 
us the old size, and a back cover. And lastly, if 
you HAVE to have things like “Three Eyes," get 
Hannes Bok to illustrate ’em Don’t ever give 
us Magadan again!

Sincerely,
Paul Carter,
156 S. University St., 
Blackfoot. Idaho

Well, this letter reverses everything the preced
ing one said. We won’t try to figure it o-ut, but 
someone unce told us— if yost start an argument, 
you’re, on the popular side of the road!

Unfortunately. Hannes Bok’s illustrations are 
not suited to our requirements, since, he. specializes 
in a distinctly outre and weird type of illustration, 
too far from the credibility we try to achieve in 
our illustrations. And too, Magarian has made an 
instant hit, and his originals frankly aren’t safe 
from visitors to our office -unless under lock and 
key. In fact, Don Wilcox now treasures the very 
illustration you speak of as his most prized me
mento.

No, we intend to keep F a n t a s t i c  A d v e n t u r e s  in 
its present convenient format. We might give you 
an argument about that “pulp level" stuff. Our 
books are recognized for their quality among both 
our readers and by our authors. Ask any one of 
’em, if you doubt us. Good writing is found more, 
frequently in the so-called pulps than it is in the 
slicks.— Ed.

D O N  W IL C O X  S C O R E S
Sirs:

It seems that a sequel is never as good as the 
original story. So it is with the second Invisible 
Robinhood adventure. The story was good, how
ever, but not up to the level of the first one.

And while on the subject, can't Robert Fuqua 
read? I reEer to his cover Now don’t tell me 
that overdrawn tin can is an airplane. At that, 
an airplane that could take to the air again? Not 
that junk heap. And why is the pilot all dressed up 
like a Nazi soldier? 1 give up—completely.

The best story in the issue is Don Wilcox’s 
“Three Eyes in the Dark.” 1 have yet to read a 
poor story by him. In the illustration, Magarian 
shows promise.

McGivern’s story of Mortimer Meek hasn’t a 
new plot, but in the way it was told made fast

and enjoyable reading. Jackson’s drawings were 
clever and appropriate for this type of story.

“Moons of Death” was pure science fiction and 
had no place in Fantastic Adventures. But even 
then it was a good story. So, you’re excused this 

time.
Which about winds up the May issue. Except 

for the “fillers.” All were fair, but Famsw'orth’s 
yarn leads the others by a fair margin,

David Glazer,
12 Fowler St., 
Dorchester, Mass.

There’s a story behind that Fuqua cover. Orig
inally painted, it looked like an ordinary aviation 
Cover. So we changed the plane to a more fu 
turistic model, made it look as though it had 
crashed (as the. story iuis it) and gave the pilot a 
uniform, which also is futuristic and not Nazi. 
We’ve looked at. some Nazi uniforms and we don’t 
quite see how you can compare them.

Yes, Don Wilcox keeps pretty high in quality. 
We’re glad you Ihiirk so, loo!— Ed.

"SU R E  IS O K "
Sirs:

I have just finished reading your May, 1041 
issue and I must say it sure is ok.

Sometime ago I wrote your companion maga
zine Amazing Stories, and now I just couldn’t help 
writing you.

I sure enjoyed the return of Robinhood, and 
“Moons of Death" by Mr. Reed tied it closely.

When I read in The Editor’s Notebook that 
Fantastic was to be published monthly, I  sure 
was glad because good things should come often

”A  g o o d  polish an d  h e ’ll n e v e r  know my 
a n c e s to r s  c a m e  f rom  a  s c r a p  m e ta l  h e ap ! "



1 4 0 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

Here’s roses to  Fuqua for his excellent cover, 
and daisies to Krupa, Jackson, M agadan and Ruth 
for interior, not inferior, illustrations.

Give us another story by Don Wilcox; he sure 
is an excellent writer.

I  don’t  care how I try, I  just can’t throw brick
bats at you because you don’t give a very big 
target.

Weil, goodbye for now. I'll be writing again 
soon and in the meantime, good luck and con
tinued success

Ellsworth W. Snitcher,
2709 Bellevue Ave., 
Wilmington, Dela.

T W O  PLUS T W O  E Q U A L S  Z ER O !
Sirs;

In your May, 1041 edition of Fantastic Adven
tures, you made a statement in the article, 
“Strange, But. True’’, that to quote your exact 
words, “as yet no one has succeeded in adding 
two and two in a manner that totals zero.”

it  you look in your algebra book you will see 
that when using “signed numbers” you can add. 
plus two (-(-2) and minus two (— 2) and arrive 
at the answer of zero (0).

FA LS E TEETH
90 DAYS' TRIAL

T E S T  T H E M  
E X A M I N E  T H E M

___________ J W e  m ake FALSE TEETH  fo r^
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lava ftatlsfaction of MONEY BACK G U A R

A N TEE. Custom eta report sa tisfac tio n  but You be youi own ;

sen d  no Honey  wiu,e t,k’av "
Judge, . ... BTELEB 
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Hawaii Pharm a cal Co,
Dept, 609, St. Louie, Mo.

FREE
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[ NAME .........................................................................  |

I MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. !PM 
f National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C,
— ’AjT nil si Ttzviim, Ad.rvafTA e 'Tit —Vi

[ ADDRESS............................................................................................  |

[ C IT Y ................. ................................................................ S T A T E . . .

+  2 
—  2

- —■—  adding signed numbers 
0

Patrick Zabel,
1372 S. Orange Dr , 
Los Angeles, Cal.

Well, okay, Fat, but gee whit, algebra isn't prop
erly mathematics, just a means 0} mental calis
thenics, to be literal. And a heck of a lot of it is 
axiomatic, which isn’t scientific at all, because a 
scientist does not accept an axiom, or anything 
that must be accepted without proof.—Ed.

” 14" TO  THE G IRLS!
Sirs:

U.K., so I ’m only 13 (14 to the girls) and I
may be just a kid, but 1 still think F.A. is d------n
good magazine, worthy of the highest praise.

In rating the stories it is easy to see the  story 
of the month is Burroughs Carson Of Venus story 
which is truly a masterpiece as all of his Stories 
are. Not too far behind in second place is The 
Secret Of The Slone Doll which has that certain 
mystic touch and a very surprising ending. More 
power to Don Wilcox for it.

Here is something which may surprise you. I 
think that Oscar smells! Yes, I  said smells. The 
author’s—Norman’s—Zombies are the driest thing 
from here to Caledonia. M ay I suggest that he 
remember the title of this magazine, FAN TASTIC  
Adventures, and forget about those lousy detec
tive Stories.

I would also like to  comment upon 25th Cen
tury Sherlock) the best short in the book. As a 
short it is excellent, it is marvelous, it is abso-
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lutely a super-duper. I  am glad it was not made 
any longer. Let's have some more stories of the 
same type by the same author.

M arty Kenyon,
230 Huntley Rd., 
Woodmere, Long Island

Norman won't give us any more Zombies, 
M arly. But as for Oscar, he’s even got Adam Link 
beat for popularity!—Ed.

G IN G E R 'S  B A C K !
Sirs:

Just finished reading Don Wilcox’s “Three Eyes 
In The Dark” and found it a GRAND story . . . 
do give us a sequel to it.

All in all, the May issue of Fantastic Adventures 
was one of the best yet.

I mailed you a card complaining of the terrible 
service your Buffalo agent gives the “Small Town” 
readers. I t’s almost impossible to get any of the 
STF magazines no matter how many times we 
put in orders for them . . .  so can t you do some
thing about it ? No wonder there are so few STF 
readers . . .  we get the FIRST issue, then we can 
seldom get any later copies unless we go in to 
Buffalo . . . twelve mile drive . . . which is a 
very pleasant ride in the summer, hut so darn 
rotten with three or four feet of snow on the 
ground! How about giving us some service? 
Mr. Anthony, mayor and druggist of O.P. Is will
ing to do all he can—which is to ORDER the 
magazines and wait for delivery—which he 
DOESN’T g e t!

Thanks for giving us a monthly issue of F.A. 
We certainly appreciate it! And the BIG issue of 
Amazing was TOPS! I  haven’t a single complaint 
to make against the magazines. They are both 
still my FAVORITES.

Mr. Ahearn—Krupa happens to be a VERY 
good artist, but if you have an idea you can do 
better, why don't you send in your ATTEMPTS? 
You might find your figures extremely POOR in 
comparison! But then NO ONE can PLEASE 
EVERYBODY, so why try ? Only—I do HATE 
“chronic' fault finders.

Why not make a list of the GOOD points in a 
STF mag and one of the BAD points (if you can 
find any) then compare the lists? You’ll soon see 
that the good outmarks the bad—at the small 
price of twenty cents!

By the way—I think McCauley is good, too. 
As for FAVORITES—well, PAUL for me, but 
then again we can t ALL like the same people. 
Besides I  don't think I ’d care to have every 
woman MAD about MY husband!

Again—best wishes to the hest reading of the 
month,

Ginger Zwick, 
Just-A-Mere-Farm,
Box 284,
Orchard Park, N. Y.

We’ll see that your comment about the condi
tions there are relayed to our circulation depart
ment, and we're sure they will investigate. We
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certainly don’t want you Hulking miles through 
the snow and slush to get our magaiine^dllhough  
■we’re flattered to think you UiOuld^Ed.

G O IN G  M O N T H L Y  M A D E  A  HIT!
Sirs:

I have been reading Fantastic Adventures and 
Amazing Stories for quite some time, and I think 
they are both grand. First, let’s comment On the 
art department: January's front cover by Mc
Cauley was super-terrific, let's have more like it, 
As most of your other readers, I, too, would like 
to see Paul do a front cover.

As for the inside drawings, keep KRUPA doing 
the swell work. The more of him the better we 
readers like it. Fuqua is a genius at certain kinds 
of drawings but on others he falls down. Jav 
Jackson still does the Worst stuff in the whole mag 
His figures don't look lifelike; however, he pops 
up with a good one once in a while: The Secret 
of the Stone Doll in the March issue.

Your features are all excellent, the page by ve 
editor being my favorite.

As for the actual stories, they are swell. Don 
Wilcox has hit a winning streak with two swell 
stories, namely, The Secret of the Stone Doll and 
Three Eyes in the Dark. I  enjoy McGiverfi’s hu
mor stories very much, but keep him on them and 
not the serious stuff. Binder’s Invisible Robin- 
hood story was tops in the May issue along with 
Wilcox’s novelet. I  enjoy a good long story once 
in a while. How about it, ye ed?

I suppose we’re all looking forward to “Oscar” 
and the new Burroughs’ novel, but in between 
let’s have some more of those swell short stories 
by Cabot and Norman. Keep Up the swell work.

Alden Verity,
Beverly Hills, Calif.

P .S .: Fantastic’s coining out monthly is the 
most wonderful thing that ever happened.

How about “The Return of Circe” in our next 
issue? That's the longest complete story we’ve 
printed to date. How’s that for complying with 
requests?—Ed.

YES, SER V ICE  IT IS!
AT Y O U R  C O M M A N D !

Sirs:
The biggest news I have heard in s.f. since the 

start of F.A. was the announcement that your 
mag. is going monthly.

Last month I  wrote to A,S. and my only objec^ 
tions were that there were not enough cartoons 
and F.A was not monthly. Now A.S. has more 
cartoons and F.A. is going monthly. Boy, I call 
that service!

Before I forget (as if I could), your cover was 
the best on any F antastic  yet. I t was superb.

My rating of the stories is:
1— “Land of the Shadow Dragons.”
2— “The Masterful Mind of Mortimer Meek.”
3— "Three Eye* in tfa* Dark.”
4—  “ M oon  of D e a th .’’
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5— “The Machine from the Past.”
6— “Mr. Duffy’s Other Life.”
7— “The Man Who Murdered Himself.” 

Please keep your stories pure fantasy.
P .S .: I  am not in favor of trimmed edges.

Toby Kavanaugh,
227 So. Ashland Ave., 
Lexington, Ky.

Look! A reader who doesn’t want trimmed 
edges!—Ed.

M O R E  A B O U T  P H O E N IC IA N S
Sirs:

At the bottom of page 43 of the May Fantas
tic Adventures. The little write-up about early 
explorers seems to prove tha t the ancient Phoeni
cians were on this side of the world a long time ago.

Here is something else tha t might dear things 
up a little. I  have a book here called “ATLAN
TIS : THE ANTEDILUVIAN WORLD.” It says 
that the Phoenicians got the alphabet from the 
Mayas. Here is a  line or two from the bottom 
of page 222 of this book :

“We have seen in the table of alphabets that 
in every language, from our own day to  the 
time of the Phoenicians ‘o’ has been repre
sented by a rirde or a  circle within a circle. 
Now, where did the Phoenicians get it? 
Clearly, from the Mayas.”
We got most of our alphabet from the Phoeni- 

dans and it looks like they got the general idea 
from the Mayas.

Harold Leaman,
216 Meridan St., 
Pittsburgh, Pa.

TH E  M A C  G IR L
Sirs:

Have just finished reading the June issue of 
F a n t a s t i c  A d v e n t u r e s . Undoubtedly you have 
here the finest imaginative fiction magazine on the 
market. I  have never read your magazine before, 
but when I  saw the June cover, with that per
fectly magnificent fantastic painting of the Druid 
girl on the huge bird, I  simply had to buy it. And 
to my amazement I  found that here was a maga
zine with stories as fine, both in entertainment 
value and in quality of writing, as any magazine 
I ’ve read, and I read quite a few slicks each 
month.

How do you get such polished writers? Cer
tainly they could write for better-paying m arkets!

I  notice you call the girl on the cover the 
“Mac Girl.” Have there been other paintings 
featuring her—are there to be more?

Many thanks to you and to Chance, for intro
ducing me to a diet of grand relaxation. Keep 
it up!

L. Warren Hazlip,
12 North Parkway, 
Portage, Wisconsin.

Yes, cur January cover featured a "Mac Girl’’ 
and our cover in this issue does likewise.—Ed.

BACKACHE?
Try Flushing Excess Poisons 

And Acid Thru Kidneys 
And Stop Getting Up Nights

35 CENTS PROVES IT
When your kidneys are overtaxed and your blad

der is irritated and passage scanty and often sm arts 
and burns, you may need Gold Medal Haarlem Oil 
Capsules, a fine harmless stim ulant and diuretic 
that starts to work at once and costs bnt 35 cents 
at any modem drugstore.

I t’s  one good safe way to  put more healthy ac
tivity Into kidneys and bladder — yon should sleep 
more soundly the whole night through. But be 
sure to get GOLD MEDAL — it’s a genuine medicine 
for weak kidneys. Don’t  accept a substitute.

R U P T U R ED ?
Get Relief Th is  Proven W ay

Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your 
flesh - -press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening— 
fail to hold rupture ? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps 
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable Dad holds at real 
opening—follows every body movement with instant in
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at 
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath. 
Send for amazing FREE book, “Adviee To Ruptured” and 
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write: 

C L U T H E  SONS, Dept. 89, B loom field, N ew  Je rse y .

WHAT CAU SES  
E P I L E P S Y ?

A booklet containing the opinions of famous 
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent 
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing 
to the Educational Division, 535 Fifth Avenue, 
Dept. NF-6, New York, N, Y.

HOW GAMBLERS WIN
T w elve  w ays P ro fess io n a ls  w in  w ith  fa ir  d ic e . N o  sw itc h in g . N o  
p ra ctic e . O ne hundred keys a n d  co d es <m tw en ty -fo u r d ifferen t  
backs. SO c e n ts . B E A T  T H E  C H E A T , 28 p ages of exp oses. $1 .00 . 
T h e  great O PE N  B O O K , w r itten  in  w ords of Are, 156 p ages of 
exp oses , $3.50. F ree catalog Included.
Box 248S SPECIALTY EXPOSE Kansu City. Mo.

SEND NO MONCYI—S a v a  M o n ay f

i ■wi.i'winT /  — m m m
Dayo’Trlall k f  ROOFUM l . 0 . c |
mako PALSCTKKTH foe,ok hvMAM. I * t l  l

Pomyoor ownmomUfimpn/mon. Ww y  I to ti l l
FREE ^P r o f o s s lm U M ^ r ^ ^ ^
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PATENTS, TRADE MARKS 
COPYRIGHTS

Protect Your Valuable Assets. 
Expert Service.

LESTER L. SARGENT
Regia tered P atent A ttorn ey , 1115 K  St. 

W a sh in g to n , D . C .

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
Photography

FREE—ONE ROLL DEVELOPED AND PRINTED FREE. 
Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully develop and 
print your first 6 to 16 exposure roll FREE plus #x? Inch 
enlargement FREE, also sensational, new folding folio to 
frame your prints, all free with this ad. (Enclosing 10c 
for handling and mailing appreciated.) Dean Studios, 
Dept. 1054, Omaha, Nebraska.

8 ENLARGEMENTS AND FILM DEVELOPED, 116 SIZE 
or smaller, 25c ooin; enlarged prints 3c each; special offer: 
enclose advertisement and negative for hand-colored en
largement free with order 35c or more. ENLARGE PHOTO, 
Box 791, Dept. ZD, Boston, Mas3.

Correspondence Courses—Books

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES AND EDUCATIONAL 
books, slightly used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged, All sub- 
tects. Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses. 
Complete details and bargain Catalogue Free. Write NEL
SON COMPANY, 500 Sherman, Dept. G-262, Chicago.

EUREKA!
S in :

Eureka! At last Fantastic Adventures has come 
through with a tale that equals Eando Binder’s 
unforgettable “Little People.” In fact, the ultimate 
has been reached in the way of fantasies. The 
story which causes this outburst is “Secret of the 
Stone Doll” by Don Wilcox. Remember “When 
the Moon Died” way back in August, 1930? Right 
then and there, I  was positive that Don Wilcox 
was one of fantasy’s finest writers. “Secret of the 
Stone Doll” proves it. Wilcox took the difficult 
situation of human emotion and handled it mas
terfully. Any one who has written with any 
degree of success knows that it is only human 
tha t the weaker sex must be brought into the 
story. But also one knows that any slight overplay 
of this part of the story could turn a masterpiece 
into just so many pieces of paper. Don Wilcox 
had the right amount handled in the right way. 
I  am afraid that Mr. Wilcox will “graduate” into 
higher fields,—but that is—“Vling-gafi!” Truly 
F antastic Adventures has published its best story 
to date. I t  will be one of the best yarns of 1941 
and will long be remembered in years to come.

A novel tha t would ordinarily capture all first 
place honors in any issue except this one is “Slaves 
of the Fish Men.” This is Burroughs at his in
imitable best. I ’ll be looking forward with eager 
anticipation to the next Carson of Venus.

He came for a second visit. Who, Uncle John? 
Heck no, somebody we enjoy dropped in. Why 
Oscar, the guy with the sensitive nose, of course. 
The lovable little character returned to  mop up

a mess of zombies. Tell Norman to  give us Oscar 
in  something else besides his detective capacity. 
A change would help Oscar’s sensitive smell. (Very 
subtle hint there.) Anyways, the latchkey is out 
for Oscar anytime. “Beyond the Time Door” 
draws the fourth place, closely followed by 
“Adopted Son of the Stars.” Neither O’Brien or 
McGivern were up to their hilarious best. “Twenty- 
Fifth Century Sherlock” brings back memories 
of Thornton Ayre, who is a past master a t these 
scientific mysteries, Farnsworth shows promise, 
however so don’t discard him as a bad egg.

Don’t use J . Allen St. John so much, for several 
people have told me that he has a style which 
they easily tire of. Don’t overuse this fine artist. 
The cover for this FA isn’t  as good as the other 
St. Johns that have been done for Amazing and 
Fantastic Adventures. The interiors by St. John 
were good this time, but Krupa’s two had him 
beat. In  fact Krupa’s drawing for “25th Century 
Sherlock” is one of the best I ’ve had the pleasure 
to gaze upon for a long time. Use Krupa more 
than you do, willy a?

Harry Jenkins,
2409 Santee Ave., 
Columbia, S. Carolina.

Oscar comes back in our August issue. We think 
you’ll like his new adventure—out west! Glad 
to see Wilcox coming through so well with his 
fantasy effort.—Ed.

CONCERNING ZOMBIES
Sirs:

Except for the fact that every so often you 
find in Fantastic a story tha t I  term mushy lave 
tripe, I  do enjoy reading your magazine. I  do 
understand that love interest keeps a story alive, 
but it certainly should not drown the rest of 
the plot.

In  the March issue I  liked Burroughs’ novel 
by far the best. In second place "Beyond the 
Time Door” by O’Brien. Third I  believe “Death 
Walks in Washington.”

Concerning Norman's zombies in the above 
mentioned story, may I add a few facts with which 
I  am acquainted.

There is in the tropics, particularly in Central 
America and the islands thereabouts, growing 
a species of cactus of which the juice, or perhaps 
you would call it the elixir, has the most interest
ing property. When some of this juice is admin
istered to a person, he loses his will power. So 
complete is the loss of ego, self control, that the 
victim could very well indeed die if he were not 
commanded to eat.

These are the zombies as I have heard of them. 
Abo might I mention tha t even the slightest 
amount of salt will counteract the above condi
tion completely.

1 am not one to  scoff a t  black magic or the 
supernatural because too little is known about 
them. But the zombies I  speak of are not a
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supernatural manifestation.
Robert Byrde,
929 Pine Street,
San Francisco, Cal.

Thanks for your comments on zombies. We’re 
always glad to pass information on to our readers 
from those who have had experience, or knowledge, 
that we have not.—Ed.

QUIZ ANSWERS
(Quiz on page 137)

INVENTORS MATCH
10—1—5—7—8—2—'9—4— 6—3

AUTHOR! AUTHOR!
(1) Shakespeare (2) Gray (3) Longfellow

(4) Poe

IT'S A LAW!
(1) directly (2) masses (3) bodies (4) in

versely (5) square (6) distance

TRUE OR FALSE
(1) False (2) False (3) True (4) False

(5) False (6) True (7) True (8) True (9) False 
(10) False (11) False (12) True (13) False (14) 
False (15) True.

SCIENTISTS MATCH
4—1—5—4—2

C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  C O R N E R

Walter Tevis, 13 yrs., 700 Franklin Ave., Lex
ington, Ky., would like to buy old SF magazines; 
send list . . . Mrs. Dolores Lapi, 515 82nd St., 
North Bergen, N. J., wishes to correspond with 
anyone, anywhere, and will answer all letters im
mediately . . . Pvt. Samuel Bernstein, 18 yrs., 67th 
Materiel Squadron, Elgin Field, Valparaiso, Fla., 
would like pen pals from all over the world be
tween 17 and 19, interested in aviation, baseball 
and science fiction . . . Louise Holbrook, 71 St. 
Stephens Ave., Keasbey, N. J., would like to cor
respond with skating fans and those interested in 
bowling, photography, stamp collecting and trad
ing stickers from different skating rinks . . . Abra
ham Oshinsky is interested in contacting amateur 
astronomers who would like to join the Interna
tional Astronomical Society . . . Robert Hageman, 
Jr., 18 yrs., Sanborn, Minn., would like to com
municate with those interested in exchanging U. S. 
and foreign issues (stamp collecting); also will sell 
back issues of A m a z in g  S t o r i e s  cheap . . . S. M. 
Ritter, 1160 Simpeon St., N. Y. C., has a list of 
about 30 magazines to trade for 1941 issues . . . 
Louis Kopeny,2240 N.Kilpatrick Ave., Chicago, 111., 
would like to  hear from anyone of either sex about 
15 yrs.; preferably from outside Illinois . . . Nat 
Silberstein, 1826 Trafalgar PI., Bronx, N. Y., is de
sirous of buying, swapping and corresponding with

“nature” and “pet” fans over 14 yrs. . . . C. Hid- 
ley, 2541 Aqueduct Ave., N. Y. C., wants to buy 
perfect, inexpensive pre-1936 magazines; send price 
lists . . . R. John Gruebner, 2306-N. 40th St., 
Milwaukee, Wise., would like to hear from anyone 
around 14-16 yrs. interested in joining a science 
fiction club in Milwaukee . . . Jerry Gordon, 288 
W. 92nd St., N. Y. C., will sell to highest bidder 
H. G. Wells “The World Set Free” ; good condi
tion . . . William E. Shaw, Jr., Route No. 1, Box 
266, Rocky Mount, N. C., desires correspondents 
from all over the world, either sex, any age . . . 
Everett Robertson, 1140 S. 10th St., Slaton, Tex., 
would like to obtain the complete “Romance 
of the Elements” appearing in Amazing . . . Pvt. 
Weldon W. Robinson, 8th School Squadron A. C., 
Building 2-325, Chanute Field, Rantoul, 111., 22 
yrs., would like to correspond with boys and girls 
whose hobbies are outdoor sports, writing letters 
and stamp collecting . . . Bill E. Galloway, 1114 
Bandera Rd., San Antonio, Tex., 20 yrs., wants to 
communicate with girls about 18 yrs. in foreign 
countries; he was bom in Mexico and can write 
Spanish . . .

INTRODUCING THE AUTHOR
(Concluded from page 136)

Then, at long last, the thing I'd wanted always: 
a career as a free lance fiction writer.

Seven years I ’ve been at it, now, I've written 
and sold more than a thousand magazine stories 
and one novel, I  have an office on the eighth floor 
of a downtown Pasadena office building where I 
put in eight hours every day. When I ’m tired of 
city life I move down to my desert home in 
Twenty-nine Palms; spend my spare time explor
ing the back country and killing rattlesnakes. 
Once in awhile I go back east—by train, auto or 
plane. Flying’s best—maybe because I once took 
a short course and learned to handle an OX-5 
Travelaire after a fashion. I  never quite mastered 
the art of the three-point landing, though.

About my sole claim to fiction fame is my 
Hollywood detective character, Dan Turner, who 
has appeared in every issue of one certain maga
zine for nearly seven years without a single break. 
This, and the fact that I seem able to write prac
tically all types of stories with equal facility: ad
venture, detective, sport, horror, love, confession 
and even an occasional western. I  think I  like 
the adventure stuff best—which is why I ’m so 
thoroughly delighted to appear in the pages of 
Fantastic Adventures. This is my first yam  in 
the magazine, but I  hope it won’t  be my last. The 
lovely blonde wife of my bosom insists that I try 
again; who am I to argue?— Robert Leslie Bellem.

(Editor’s N o te : Mr. Bellem appeared in a great 
many pulp magazines along with your editor when 
he was pounding out free-lance fiction, and though 
we never knew him, we know of him as one boy 
we used to eye jealously—but not any more! 
Now we are tickled to see his name in our pages!)
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Will You Be Clerk or Manager
Ten Y e a rs  from  N ow ?

’’fVURELY, this could never happen to me." you say— 
“that I should be sitting at the same desk—be doing 

i j  the same work—for ten straight years!”
But wait a  minute—

Exactly that same thing has happened to thousands 
upon thousands of men. I t  has probably happened to 
men right in the company you now are working for. And 
—unless you fit yourself for a better job— there is a very 
good chance that it may happen to you!

Unthinkable? T hat’s what J. N. Dixon of Columbus. 
Ohio, said to himself. Yet lack of training kept him 
slaving away a t low wages for a long time.

TRIPLES INCOME
Here is Mr. Dixon’s own story—“Just after I returned 
from the war, one of your representatives found me
Blugging away a t a  bookkeeper’s job in Marietta. Ohio.

[e performed a real service and explained to me the need 
of further training, and Induced mo to tako the LaSalle 
training in Higher Accountancy. After a few months of 
study, 1 secured a position with the Trust Department 
of a National Bank. This was the stepping stono I needed 
to various responsible positions Including handling of 
receiverships and other important duties. That quickly 
boosted my Income several hundred percent."

ANOTHER AMAZING SUCCESS STORY
If yon think Mr. Dixon’s success story unusual, please 
read what J  H. Krouse of Memphis, Tennessee, says. 
irWheu I decided to take your training in Higher Accoun

tancy, I was a clerk. Today I am Chief Consultant Ac
countant Tor the U. S. Engineer’s Office in Memphis, 
Term. Whatever success or recognition 1 have had, I 
owe to your training. I have had no other specialized 
training along this lino. Your method of teaching is not 
only instructive but highly engaging. I have observed 
other courses, but firmly believe LaSalle has the best 
to  be had anywhere."

Another bit of evidence Is Mr. R. P. Barthalow’s experi
ence. Mr. Barthalow is Chief of the Sales Tax Section 
of the Tax Commission of Ohio. A department which 
handles over $50,000,000 a year. Mr. Barthalow attrib
utes much of his success to LaSalle training.

SEND FOR These Two Books and 
Start Toward Bigger Success

Need you hear more before you investigate the oppor
tunities in Accountancy?

Or will you face the problom of your future NOW— 
and send to  LaSalle and get further facta and particulars?

W ithout cost or obligation, the coupon will bring you 
two interesting books— one a  48-page book entitled. 
“ Accountancy, the Profession th a t Pays"; tho other 
“ Ten Years’ Promotion in One.”

How about those next ten years—will you wait or will 
you START TODAY to reallso the tremendous oppor
tunities that lie ahead of you through sound and practical 
home-study business training?

Measure your grit and ambition by what you do with 
this coupon—NOW.

L aS a lle  E x ten sio n  U niversity  A C?^nroioM,CB
Dept. 475-HR, CHICAGO

Omnit i l l H i i  In Accountancy—Check below and we will Bend you a copy of “Accountancy, the Profession 
r n t n i f ."  ^  copy of “Ten Years' Promotion in One," all without obligation.
QHigher Accountancy: 10 Audltor* Co,nP6roUer. certified Public Accountant.
Ocher LaSalle Opportunities: If more Interested In one of the other fields of business Indicated below, check that.

Business Management Expert Bookkeeping 
C. P. A. Coaching 
Modern Salesmanship

□ Traffic Management QStenorypy
□ Law: Degree of LL. B. □ Business English
□ Industrial Management Q Commercial Law
□ Modern Business Correspondence □ Effective Speaking

Name. Age.

Present Position. Address.

PRINT IN U.8.A.



RAIDERS from MARS
How would we combat a future invasion 
from the red world? What weapons can 
we use to beat them back; destroy them?

O X our back cover you will see the 
artist’s conception of raiding ships 
in countless numbers circling in from 

space preparatory to swooping down on an 
unsuspecting planet. If such a thing did 
occur, say in 1975, how might the people of 
Earth then combat it? Let us picture 
1975.

We have suspected, because space travel 
is now a reality, that another planet might 
try to invade us. So we have set up a base 
on the moon. From there we can watch 
for incoming spaceships with our powerful 
telescopes.

Xow we see them, a million miles away. 
We radio to Earth to be ready. This is to 
provide opportunity for them to descend 
into bomb shelters. They have no defense 
on Earth itself. Xo guns can lire that far 
from Earth.

But here on the moon we have set up giant 
anti-rocketship rides. And while the enemy 
is still a half-million miles away, we begin

Here is an imaginary conception of 
the giant anti-spaceship rifle of 

1975 that has a million-mile range.

firing huge projectiles at a certain point 
on the course of the invading ships, which 
has been computed for us by our astronomer 
rangefinders.

Due to the moon's slight gravity, and lack 
of atmosphere, we can aim with incredible 
accuracy. We might hit a ship ten million 

miles away, if we computed very care
fully. .So. even before the invading 

fleet gets near enough to see continen
tal markings on its objective, units 

of the fleet begin to blow up, 
silently, mysteriously.

Our concealed guns on the 
moon cannot be located, and 

we destroy the enemy. We 
have not lost a single man!

\-V-$ v
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rive hundred years from 
now, when space travel is 
commonplace, we may face 
warfare on a greater scale 
than any Earthly war could 
reach. We see here a fleet 
of rocket ships, raiding the 
Earth. A  fleet such as this 
could swoop down with 
devastating suddenness, 
unseen until they strike. 
Only observers,outposts,on 
the Moon could warn us in 
time. (See inside back cover)


