


FREE! 
Electric Lantern 

With Every 
2 Tires Ordered 

bau..riu and neWQit t:FDe 
'<-'""''-·-·- l���u::�l •=-�� 

WORLD'S 
LOWEST TIRE PRICES 

You'll marrel at these amazing savings! 
Thousands of smart, thrifty tire users all over the United Statee 
vouch for the gratifying. L011g, Hard Service given by our Standard 
Brand tires, reconditioned with high-grade tna.terials and latest 
methoda by our tire specialists. Order Now at •- prieea listed below. 

Our 22 Years' Experience 
Makee it !'06$ible for us to offer tLtea at lowest priceJ with legal 
agreement to replace at one-half prioe any tire that fails to give 
Twelwe (12) months' Service. 

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED 
BALLOON TIRES REGULAR CORD TIRES �i&h Preuure) 

n .... Tubes 
29x4.4Q-21 $2.15 11.05 
29<4.S0-20 2.35 1.06 
30x4.U0-21 2.40 1.16 
28<4.75-19 2.45 1.26 
29x4.75-20 1.SO 1.2$ 
29x5.0Q-19 2.15 1.26 

"WELL PLEASED" 30x5.0Q-20 2.15 1.25 

5.25-17 2.90 1.35 

tlr� J'"::e�� fl��o:"!\b�� 28x5.25-18 2.to 1.35 
29<5.2.';.19 2.95 1.35 

time a&;o, and would like tbree 30<5.25-20 2.U 1.35 

more like tbem. Enclosed find 13.00 31:<5.25-21 3.25 1.35 

depoelt.'' s.so-17 3.35 ).40 

W. N. Wil!Wna, Ut.ab 2Sx5.SO-IS 3.15 uo 
29x5.50-19 3.35 us 

"GOOD SERVICE'' 6.00-17 s..co uo 
liOxG.OQ-18 '·" 1.40 

'"The tire I ordered !rom you 3!x6.0Q-19 s..co 1.45 
aomelime ago ia giving good Krv· 32x6.00-20 s . .tS 1.55 

toe. Enclooed find prioe for an• 33x6.0Q-2l 3.65 1.55 

other eord tire, aiae 33z.4." 32x6.so-20 3.75 1.75 

C. L. Webb, W.Va. 6.0Q-16 3.75 1.45 

lin 
30x3� 
31x4 
32xf 
3:lx4 
34x4 
32x4� 

T l,.. u- Size Tires $2.35 l().95 33d� $3.45 
2." 1.25 Sb4� us 
2.35 1.25 80•6 3.CS 
2.95 1.26 

33<6 3.75 3.25 1.35 
3.35 1.45 36<6 us 

Tubes 
'1.45 

1.46 
1.65 

1.75 

1.75 

HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES 

Size 
30z5 
33<6 
34x5 
32x6 
86x6 

(HI&h Preuure) 
Tires Tu- Size Tirfl 
$4.25 $1.95 34x7 S10.SS 

3.95 1.75 
A.25 2.25 3S:t'l 10.9$ 

7.95 2% 30z8 u.cs 
9.95 4.45 40z8 13.25 

Tubes 
"-66 

4.65 
4.95 4.95 

TRUCK BALLOON TIRES 
Siz6 Tires TubHI Sin Tires Tu-
G.OQ-20 $3.75 $!.65 7.50-20 $6.95 13.76 
6.5Q-20 A.45 1 .95 8.25-20 8.95 U5 
7 .oo-20 5.95 2.95 9.00-20 10.95 6.65 

0.7�20 13.95 6.(5 
ALL OTHER SIZES DEAU:RS WANTED 

·----------------� 
SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT Please Use Order Coupon 

PIERRY·FIIELD TIRE A RUBBIER CO. 
2328 s. Mlchlcan Awe� Chlcaco. Dept. c-48 

Gentlemen; Ple&&e ahip at onoe to-

Name . . . . . . . .. . . . . ............... �········ . .  

Route & Box N o  .. . .... ... . ...... . .... ...... , •• 

City,.,, • . . . . . . • . . . .  , ... ,,,,, .StAte .. , . .• . • ••• 

Sjzc Qll!m. �riree Size 
Tubeo EAch Total 

�-� 

on each tire ordered. ($3.00 on each Truck 
Tire.) We ship balance C. 0. D. Deduct 
5 per cent if cash is sent in full with order. 
To fill order promptly we may substitute 
brands if necessary. ALL TUBES BRAND 
NEW-GUARANTEED- · 

ALL TUBES BRAND NEW 
FINEST QUALITY-GUARANTEED 

PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO. 
2328·30 S. Mchipn Avt. Dlfll C.U tbicap, I. 

_______________________ _ ;... _ ___ ..;.. _ ____ ;.;. __ _. 



MARVEL TALES 

Conquer Space, Explore the 
Universe with this l\1agic Eye 

60 .Power Teles·co:pe 
MOST POWERFUL MADE FOR ANYWHERE 
NEAR THE MONEY. N<miyoucorJotu7HJ genuine 

HJGH. POWERED TELESCOPE 
Only $2.19 for this ama�lng 
t�lru;cope .�a:ranteed to b1ing 
d1stant obJeCts, people, moon. 
stars, Qhips, sports events, 
etc., 60 times as close. 

l -� .,. 

Three 
Tak.e advartia.ge 
of this a maz-

11---;;e'iifo'F-;....:_\ ing offer 

Tele$copes 
and alUicroscope 

NOW combined in. one :instrument 
H:ts the new variable eyepiece giv in� three 

dill'erent powers: 20X�O:X:--6Q'X.. The 20 
power setting is for ultr.a-hrigllt images while the 

40 ana. 60 power settiJ1gll are 
for I!Xtra long. range. 5 sectiolls .. 

Appl'OX, a ft. long. Closes 1:0 �ess 
than 1 ft. Hlis • _J>Owerfu! gro�nd 

ahd polished lenses. W hen cQllap:�ed it 
makes a p()'ll)er/1d c171llp()Und. microsco� 
adjus�ble tq S different m�LgnlficatJ•ons 
See the W6nders of the tn"'iA11nl .. 
C<!m�lete directions ln�:ludled. 
shtpmcnt guaranteed. 

BROWNSCOPE CO., Dept • .1\,F , 

5 West 27th St., N� York, N. 'f. 
RUSH COUPON TODAY! 

J1RPWNSCOPE CO. Dept. AF 
5. West 27th Street, New York, N.Y. 

3 

.. Send mo. lmrnefllatety, JIO&tpald, your GO power 1 'telesco.po. Encloaod ·ftnd money order· for 'f2.t9. , 

'N.AME . . . . . . . .. , ............... -. •·•.· . . . . . . .. ... . . . 
ADDRESS . •• . . . • • .  , , , • , • . •• • . .•.•• . . . • . . . • . • • . • • •  

' 
' 
• 
• 
• 
.. <JITY, • • • •  "·' . .. . .. . .. . , ..... STATE • • •  , . , ...... 1 
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* * * EERIE BOOK-LENGTH HORROR NOVEL * * * 
Page 

Mistress of' Mcu:hlne-Made Madness • . • • , . • . . •  by Nil$ 0. Sonderlund 8, ?'( 
The ghastly flare of the SUBTERRANE'S disrupter disk thrust Weston Craig b�c:k four 
years to renduvouJ with Ann Ti!ncred's stork lov�linen, 11n<i neither the brain-sp'lln11Tng 
sc:ope of the mad s�iontist's met�tl rnolo nor the lu1ting devices of the fiend, could now 
solvago the world's greafe1t new indu1try and crown Ann queen of Satan'$ underground 
empire! 

* * * 4 BREATH-TAKING NOVELETTES * * * 
World Without s,x., . . . . . . . . . .. . .. . . . .. . .  by Robert 0. Wentworth 41� ;of 

In twenty·four houn tho male sex would end, th� last malo in the world would be dud-
unless R.ann Haddan faced the ruling females with the facti�:s hi, forefathers h•d u•c.d 
four thousand yca11 a!Jol 

"' 
The Test-Tub� Monster • • •  , • •  , . ,, • ••• , • • • • ••• . •  by George E. Clark IS. if 

Thls test-tube creature w;u no more miracle of ultr�·�ci�tnee, this was the most be•utiful 
girl Groem e Mansfield h�d ever known, an!� h•'d sell his SCllll to hell bt�fore he'd yield 
her to the ttst-tube monstor who chose her <IS hia mate! 

Princ;eu of Power • • • • • • ••• � • • • • • • • . • • • •  by Frederic: A. Kummer. Jr. 7� 7=
Here w•s Targash, mightieJt of the seven kingdoms of evil and tyranny, here was Zora, 
Pri"c;ess of Power! • , • Ayo, Ulf the Northman c:oqld �ave his c:o�quast now, could claim 
this sin-lost land for its own fear-frozen people, could claim the lovely Zora for his briqel 

Fresh Fiances for the Devil's Daughter • . . • • • • • • . . . •  by Russell Gray 87 
Th� unholy l11st, the unspeakable or9les,_ the hideous tortures would have suffieed to 
dam11 my 5PUI-but this vampir11 luring !!Ill worshiped evil, enshrined it, until virtue was 
t<� bo detpl,ed, and vllt�neu was all I lived fori 

FOR MORE GIUPPING STORIES READ TH� CURRENT ISSUES OF: 

Ullt:A/1/IY 
TAlES 

ANO 
NEW ISSUI!S 

NOW 
ON SALEI 



MARVEL TALES 5 

LOOK at this WorJd's Products Wholesale 
· 

Dealer! He is in business for himself. He 
drives this fine service car, supplying Laymon's 
Sc: a_nd 1 Oc Counter Display Goods to retail 
stores. He has several hundred steady c:us .. 
tomers. He makes a GOOD STEADY income. 
He is prosperous: his future is secure. 

Get Into a Business of Your Own -On $5 or Less! 
:r.Ir. E. J. Bohanan, pictured above with his 
:fine Service Truck, fs but one of hundreds of 
men who started with us in a small way and 
now own Big-Pay World's Products WholG
�ale businesses. Wesley Fall of Colo. turned 
$5.00 investment Into a $50,000.00 bUBiness in 
3 years. A. J. Visser, of Mich. started from. 
"scratch" and cleared over $3,000.00 his first 
12 months. Of course these cases are unusual. 
But many men sta.rt without experience and 
practically no Investment and quickly earn 
steady lncomea. our plan enables you to start 
with practically nothing, If you wish. We'll 
give you the opportunity to have a regular 
route or 100. to 200 l!!tores in your loca.Uty 
that will buy Laymon's Counter Display Goods 
from you regularly. Your customers wlll be 
Drug Stores, Re11ta.urants, Taverns, Hardware 
Stores, Recreation Parlors, Grocery Stores, 
Beauty Parlors, General Stores a_nd many 
others. 

Sold a New Way-Nationally Advertised 
You atoll these stor!)S a complete llnfl of prod. 
uelll thay need and mu&t kaep in stock-Dru(i 
Sundries, Hardware Goods, NotiOD!t_ Coamatlcs, 

Novelties, Household .t'roducts
a.lmost 200 do.l!y neceAs!ticl!l in all. 
Laymon's Products I).Tc nn.tlonally 
tamous--known to thoUS!J,nds ot 

retailer" In Gveey llne of buliinel!3. All ot Lay
mon's Products are sold 3 Better Way-put up on tlashin.g, attractive Self-Help Counter Dis· 
pla ys in Big-Value Packages at . &c and lOc 
prices. 

Up to-112% Profit for Merchants and You 
With Laymon's Counter Display Goods, a flt ore
kcepor Is able to nieet the competition of 5c and 
lOc 8tores. Layroon•a Counter Display Goods 
uauaJ!y sell TW!Cl!l as fa>Jt as the same kind of 
merchandise a storekeeper etocks on hill shelves. 
No wonder etorekeopcre eagerly buy World's 
Products Counter Di�play Merchandise-keep on 
buying month alter month anCI yea.r after year. 
Twenty na.tlnn-wide branches give quick Bervlce to our "\Yholeen.lc Dealers and tbolr customers 
in the United States.: Fourteen torelgn dls1.rlllo· 
utors sell Laymon's Products in every corner 
ot the globe. 

tlo bperieace Needed to Start 
'You ean start 48 a. World's Products Wholea&Ie 
Dealer In a small way and accomplish amazing 
re!lult e in Sales and Profit� the very flrst day: 
You'll h Fi. ve. the prestige or sell!ng the products 
of tbe oldc8t, largest company In the bualness. 
You will have the backing ot our NATIONAL 
.A.DVERTISI�G In the Saturday EveninG Po:st 
and other m&ga.zlnce. We have· started nun
dreds of men on thA road to big profits in Whole
sale Businesses of their own. LET US HELP 
YOU! "!>full. the cn1J.pon tor facts about the big· 
Kest .opportunity !or quick and permanent prot
ita In th� Direct Selling Field. 

WORLD'S PRODUCTS CO. 
De11t. SS·T s,..._.. lnd'-
r-_.TAlfTHEfiRSTSTEPTciWARD---1 
I A BUSrNESS Or TOUR. OWN I 
I :'.�r.lf;.lp�:!���.1.��iia. I 1 GenUomm: SOnll ""-' facto telll!JOl how I ca.n 1<\t lut� a bl.<· 1 
I po.y 'l'l'hole63lo Jlwlllcss oC my own with UW. CIJ' "" o&jllt!.l. I 1 Name ., ................................. , ................ l 
I Addrtos .................... .......... , .................... t 
I ctt7 ......... . .. .................... . s.au:...... .. . ... .. . .. ' 

�---------------��� 



6 MARVEL TALES 

.......... , .... u.SURE HAVE A SWELL 
OlD )'OU TRAIN FOR A 

LONG TIME! 
AISOLUTELY NOTt THI!' 

DYNAMIC TENSION s 
MAKES MUSCLES GROW 

Here's�fhe·ICind of 
ME·III Builcl I 

Wil. You &et Me PRO, 
I Can Malee YOU a New Mat 

MEN-Meet J. G. O'Brien, of C�lifornia, one 
of my Silver Cup Wi.nllersf Look at that 

strong•lleck-those broad, handsome, perfectly 
proportioned shoulders-that muscled chest and 
stomach. Read what he says: "Look at me 
NOW! Dynamic Tension WORKS! rm p�ud 
of the natural. easy way you have made me an 
'Atlas Chanlpion'I"-J. G. O'B'l'ierl. <ll. 

I, mnelf. was once a eklnn:v weak· 
llni of 97 lbs. · I didn't know wl;lat 
real health &nd strenrtl> wem. I 
was a1rald to :llght, ashallle!t to be 
eeen m a II'Winunln�: suit. 

c:b:� 1;,�1s�ri"f�h��=f.J�t:r.\�t 
P!lffectb' Deve!ope!J Map," the title 
I won twke and have held ever 
since, against all comers. My eecret 
Is DJnamU! Tom�on. It Is a natn• 
rat method. Ito pUJ1)ose is not only 
te !Jive :101.1 the poWerful. rippling 
����� t�rdJ��o�·��no���g:..'! 
systems IU'e slUS'lPsh from lack of 
proper eJ<erciae-.-to help tl;l.em tone 
up their entire bo<b', �aide acd out. 

Accept My 7 .. Day 
Trial Offer 

Do :ron want a better build? Are 
rou disaa.tiafied with your present 

FREE BOOK 
ON DYNAMIC TE�SION 
oJ,:; ::nfhf.'u r::,dtb;�es:if"J':,.U�:,� book, "EverlasUnu Health and stnmiJlh." It 
:'!a":..��· Wrli" � c:':: :::� 
sO!lliiJy �d�, I'll : your fre<l COPY ID 
:vru AT ON El Charles Atlas, Dept. 1455, 
116 East 23 Street, New York, N. Y. 
r•••••••••••••••• 
I ��t� 1fsTf.1ll�srd street, New Yort. N. Y. I befp "�e�e ���tbNJ�,":r":':'. ol.!l�;m��r;·�� I big "'.usc).& develo_pment.& Send m_o _leur FREE book� ••El 

tng Hea.ltll ,.nd StreiJilll" and CWI detalls aboUt rour : 1 1'r1al OA'er, 

: N&llle .. • '" ·" • . . • (PL;&a.; i>iiDi ;,r· irrliO Pi&iDIY'l" • . .
.. • 

I Addre� ......... . ...... ......... ... ....... ........ _, 

I • City . . . .. ... . .. ... . . . .. ... ....... . . . . . . Str.t• .... : ..... . 



MARVEL TALES 7 

THOUSA OS 0 PlAY 
who never thought they could I 

learned Quickly et Home Plays on Radio Wouldn't Take $1,000 for Course 
The lessons are 60 simi>le t..ba.t anyone ca.n 
understand them. I ha.ve loamed to PlAT b1 
noteinallttlamoretha.namontb. !wouldn't 
Uke a tJ,loUB&Ild dollars for mr cours&. 

I didn't drMm 1 ooUid aetu&Uy Ie•m to I om ·baP1>1 to tell you that for four .,. .. �o� 
I baH 'beeD on tbe a:lr oo;er our local ra· 
dio stAtion. Bo th&nks ro your Institution 
tor meh a' won<terM course. 

for" =l�ut �e�1�6icit:vN�Jt:!,
en JJ1a.{ 

lea.mcd to play so well io so short a time. 
•H. C. S., Call!. 

Surprised Friends 
I want to sa,y tha.t my friends ·are 
greaU.J �;urprised &t the dltrerent 
pieces I oan alre:ufy pb.y. I a.m. 
Yen h&PPY to have chosen your 
method at lE-.arnint. 

4B. F .• Bronx, N. Y. 

•w. n. s.. Alabama . *6. E. A., K...,.as City, Mo. 

You, too, can play a·ny !instrument 
By this EASY A·B-C Method 

YOU think It's diftlcnlt to lenrn music? 
Tha�·s what thow.and9 of others b&Te 

thought I Just like you. they loilJrCd . to 
play some instrument-the piano, violin. 
guitar. saxophone or other favorites. But 
they denied themselv<lB the pleasure:-be
cause they thought 1\ took months and 
years of tedloue study and practice to 
learn. 

And then tbcy made an amazing dis· 
COVCJ'Y 1 They learned about li ·Wonderful 
way to learn music .at home--without a 
private te8Cher�wl\hou� tedious study-. 
and In a snrpr!slngl:y short Ume. They 
wrote to the U. 8. School of Music for 
the facts about this remarkable short-cut 
method. And the facts opened their e.YCS 1 
'.ro cat> the climax 11. :free Print &nd Pie
turn Sample actually showed them how 
eaf;y it was to letU"n. · 

.The resu1f? �r 700,000 men and 

women have studied music at home thio 
Eimple, A·B·C Wn.y. Now. all over the 
WOrld. enthusiastic music-lovers are en
joying the thrilling satisfaction of ereat· 

· ing their o·wn music. They have found the 
key to c;ood· times, popularity .and profit-

And that's what you can do, ril;'ht now. 
Simply mall the coupon below. Get. the 
proof that you, too. can learn to play 
)'OUT favorite lnstrumenf,-.QuickJY, easily, 
in spare time at home. Never mind It 

,you have no musical knowledge. training 
or t3lent. Just read the fascinating il!uo
trated boo!Ilct that answers all your QUes· 
tione--examlne the Print and Picture 
SAmple. If lntereoted, tear out the coupon 
now, before you turn the page. (lostru· 
��tf.) supJ'�i't ��e�l �usi�k6'5 
llrunswlck BldJ:' .. New York City. 

l'ony.•ccond· oycdr. (E•tdbli•Tted 1898) 

FREE PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE 
•••••••n•-••••nn•.,.••••••••••••••••••••-••••••••-•••••••••••••••�ali!il!l.: ... at��:a-aEaaana• 

U. 5. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
2465 lnnt¥tlck Bldg., New York City 
you/ rra: �'il."t�·ii'o:'i�le:r!��':l"ifom�"t�J�.�t �����r!'I�J:.IIfl me 
PIANO BANJO FLUTE 
VIOLIN MANDOLIN PICC<)L0 

��l��
R
ACCOROION g:.\'.ttf' g:��� ANO TRAPS 

PLAIN ACCORDION TRUMPET MODERN ELEMENTARY 
SAXOPHONE HARP HARMONY 
CELLO CLARIIIET VOICE· CULTURE 
HAWAIIAN, GUITAR TROMBONE 

H'a?e yoG 
Name ....... .. , ................................................ 'l'hls Iostru.? ................... . 

Address .... . .... . . . · ... · .... · · · · .-...... · • ·, . . . .  · · · · ··• · · · · . . · · .................................. . 

Cl� ....... ..... . .. . . . .... .. . .. . .. . . . . ... . ... . . . . . ... , ....... statce .............................. . 
0 ('hcet !tore tor llooklet "A" If unda 16 yeors ot are. 



BY NILS 0. 
SOND£R1UND 
A11thQr of ''TI•� Angtl f1'otn Hdl," �� 

CHAPTER I 
TJiE Wo:MAN AND THE Waw 

S
HRIEKING with terror, and q. uite 

awate of her complete nudity, 
Ann Tancred appeared in a. 

second-story window. The weird green· 
ish glare of the laboratory conflagation 

MISTRESS OF 
Yawning in the side of the old brick 

house was a round, four�foot hole-as 
perfectly circular as if it had been cut 
out with a monster punch. Uncanny 
greenish flame Was gushing out of it, 
and {rom. the explosion-shattered doors 
a.nd ,yjndows on the ground floor. 

The fire department, as usual in the 
sleepy little u'niversity town, was late. 

Gigat:ttic in th� moonlight, th� b,ute c�me cltJ$e bel•ind bt:'l, his 

spotlighted the full roundness of her 
young breasts. 

In the laundry truck that he drove to 
pay for his engineering course, Weston 
Craig rounded the street corner and 
came upon the scene. Amazement drove 
his foot against the brakes. 

Singed and smoking from the accident, 
Professor Tancred was running back 
and forth in the street. A lean little 
wisp of a man1 he reminded Craig of _an 
excited ant. He was babbling franti� 
cally: 

"The disk-it's out of control! My 

GREAT BOOK-LENGTH SCIENCE.HORROR NOVEL OP SAT AN'S UNDERGROUND 

8 



MACH.JN.E--AGE MADNESS 
Like blood-drettched gravestones were those Subterr;me signposts to Satalt's underground empire, 
and Weston Craig 11'ould transcend the brain-spanning.scope of the mad §dentist's deadly· dis· 
rupter disk to sdlvage Ann Tancred'• stark loveliness from the fiend's lusting devices, and secure 

for the world of tomorrow ttwdem •cience's greatest invention! 

precious disk I" Keen enough to win 
the Nobel prize in physics, his mind 
seemed to have deserted him. "My 
notes! My daughter I My disk! Some-

possibilities of the invention. . 
The . .disk would liberate atomic 

power, to run all the world's industry. 
It would manufacture neutronium out 

serpent-like whip snatchit�g at her clothing, flaying her flesh 

body-do something!" 
Craig guessed what had happened. 

He was student assistant in Tancred's 
physics laboratol,"y classes. He had 
helped wire the weird-looking atomic 
disruptor disk, and he had listened to 
hours of Tancred's ravings about the 

of the disrupted atoms-a wonder-sub
stance, a million times. stronger than 
steel. It would bore mines to Incredible 
depths, cut tunnels under the oceans. 

So the excited little scientist had 
promised. 

Just now, ho;wever, something seemed 
...... .S.I 

EMPIRE AND .THE HANDMAIDEN FROM HELl- LUST CROWNED ITS QUEEN! 
9 



10 MARVEL. TALES 

to have gon.e very much wrong with 
the wonderful new invention. It was 
time indeed, Craig saw, for somebody 
to do something. 

For an instant his eyes clung to the 
screaming nude girl in the window. Ann 
Tancred was just sj�teen. He had re
garded her only as a dark-eyed, dark
h1tired little mouse of a freshman. But 
the slim softness of her young body 
kindled something in him. 

His foot went from brake to accelera· 
tor. The laundry truck veered across 
the lawn, beneath the deadly thrust of 
the disintegrating ray. Narrowly miss
ing the frantic scientist, Craig backed it 
against the burning building. 

He scrambled to the top ofit, beneath 
the window where Ann was leaning out. 
The cho]dpg green chemical smoke was 
now pouring out above her head. Pain 
added terror to ber screams. Still un
consdo\ls of her nakedness, she threw 
herself down into Craig's arms. 

Her slender body was still cool and 
dripping from the shower she'd been 
taking when the e�plosion ht�;d surprised 
her. They both fell off the truck, and 
sprawled together on the lawn. 

"Oh-'' she gasped at him. "Thank 
you-for saving my likl" 

They gat up. The girl turned away 
from Craig, trying to cover her breasts 
with small hands. Craig draped her 
with a bath towel that he grabbed from 
the truck, Slim and long-limbed in the 
green glare of the ray, she ran away 
from him, toward a neighbor's house. 

That was Commencement week, four 
years ago now. The disruption ray had 
sliced through trees and a neighbor's 
roof. There were damage suits, and 
Professor Tancred left the university, 
to cauy on his experiments in a more 
secluded place. 

C
RAIG graduated, and became a fel
low in the engineering department. 

He received several letters from Tan-

cred, postmarked somewhere in Ari
zona, requesting him to look up data or 
buy pieces of equipment. 

Craig wrote a few times to Ann. He 
received no answer. The girl, he 
guessed, had not recovered from her 
embarrassment. But he could not for
get her. 

Then ·came the last, strange appeal 
from her father. The frantic phrases 
of the scientist's letter haunted Craig : 

My dear Weston: 
Come to us-for Gad's sake! 
You will be interested to know 

that the disruptor disk, after all 
these years and disappointments, 
is at last perfected. I am install
ing the completed model on a new 
bol-ing machine. I know that the 
S1tbterrane will accomplish all that 
I have dreamed of. 

The new 11IDole," as we call it, 
can carry us down through Earth1s 
crust, to the mother lode of all 
treasure. The years of poverty 
and effort can soon be ended. We 
can all be millionaires-billionaires 
-there is no limit ! 

But we need you, Weston. All 
my years of work may lead only to 
tragic disl\Ster, unless you come to 
aid us. For I have reason to mis
trust my present associate---.Dr. 
Hugh Maddrey. 

Ann is afraid of M�ddrey. She 
believes the promise of unimagin, 
abl� wealth is transforming him 
into a madman. He is certainly 
becoming more and more violent. 
I must have the Mexican cook take 
this letter out, without his know� 
ledge. 

For Ann's sake, Weston....-.come 
at 01\Ce! 

Desperately, 
TANCRED 

Craig wondered about the Subter
rane. He had always been a little skep
tical of Tancred's invention. And the 
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letter sounded half crazy to him. Craig 
had no desire for millions. But he did 
need money for a new cyclotron. 

And, across four years, memory of 
Ann Tancred's long, full-breasted nude 
body, still tantalized him. He locked 
up his laboratory and caught the next 
plane west. 

The bus that he had to take from 
Phoenix stoped at a dusty, sun-faded 
ghost town at the desert's edge. Craig 
told the wrinkled, sun-blackened man 
at the gas pump: 

"I'm looking for old Professor Tan
cred. Know him?" 

The man stared, letting gasoline run 
on the ground. Crai� saw the shadow 
of fear darken the deep-sunken eyes. 
Suspicious mistrust brought the thin, 
sun-parched lips together like the jaws 
of a trap. 

"What's the matter?" Craig de
manded. "Don't you know Tancred?". 

The wrinkled desert rat stopped the 
wasting gas. He stepped back from 
Craig, his eyes narrowed watchfully. 

"Know him well enough," he mut
tered. "Him and that devil, Maddrey l" 
The words jerked out, violently. "That 
Maddrey-he's a c;oyote I A hydrophoM 
hia-skunk!" 

"I don't know Maddrey," Craig said, 
"Where does Tancred live?" 

"In that devil's den!" The man spat 
, ·the words. "If you got to go there� 

get off the bus at the mail box, twenty 
miles up. You'll see the road. And 
you'll meet Maddrey!" 

The sun was low when the bus left 
Craig at the mail box. There was no 
one waiting�he had decided not to 
send a telegram, lest it fall into the 
dreaded hands of Maddrey. 

The box stood on its post alone in the 
middle of a vast sweep of barren mesa. 
There was no tree or house in view. 
Craig could see no living thing-until 
he saw an ominous black bird wheelip.g, 
far away south. 

He looked at the box again. Black
lettered on the side of it was the name, 
Dr. Hugh Maddrey. Above was a thin 
smear of wet red paint. Dimly, through 
it, Craig could read Tancred's name. 

He shuddered, and his fingers groped 
unconsciously for the heavy little auto
matic that he had bought in Phoenix. 
Suddenly Craig wished that he had a 
more formidable weapon-and knew 
more about its use. 

He found two narrow wheel tracks 
that led straight south across the sere 
brown vegetation of the mesa. They 
ran between the monument-like sand
ston� buttes that towered here ,_and 
there, and on toward the black wheeling 
bird, 

Only now there were three of the 
birds. 

Uneasily, Craig started walking 
south, along the dusty tracks. He 
couldn't help wanting to turn back to
ward the safety of his laboratory, where 
problems could be solved with a slide 
rule, and uncertainties checked in a test 
tube. 

Always, Weston Craig had led a 
sheltered life. Always h� had been 
afraid, even of fear itself. Sometimes 
he had spurred himself to reckless feats. 
But he had never conquered fear, and 
he thought he never would. 

Now his whole body was tensed and 
goose-fleshed with an intuition of mon
strous peril waiting for him. His throat 
was dry. A cool wind of evening sprang 
up across the desert, and suddenly he 
was shivering to the chill sweat of fear. 

But he plodded ahead, gripping the 
little gun with sticky fingers. He had 
trained himself to go ahead, in spite of 
fear. Once, he remembered, he had 
saved Ann Tancred's life-with no 
thought of fear. 

He knew that he would risk a great 
deal for her, again. 

He counted the black specks again, 
that wheeled in the sunset sky ahead. 
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Now there were seven. He remembered 
reading how tne desert's carrion birds 
will gather above anything dead. Was 
their object just a rabbit or a coyote, 
he wondered. Or--something larger? 

�E face of the desert changed, as. 
the sun dropped lower. The naked 

buttes beca�e pillars of ominous red
they were like blood-drenched grave
stones, Craig thought, in a giants' ceme
tery. Purple light flowed' up, and 
drowned the red. And a dust-red moon 
rose beyond them. 

Craig�s feet were getting sore. Still 
he could see. no sign of any habitation. 
He began to wonder how much farther 
it could be to whatever dwelling or lab
oratory Tancred and his- alarming as
sistant l:tad established here,-and ab
ruptly he stopped. 

Listening. 
It cap1e from far ahead, a:n un

familiar· sound. n had the drumming 
quality of a powerful _aero engine. BQt 
Craig could find. no light in. the n:won
.ftooded sky. And he had a curiously 
disturbing impression that the roaring 
came from beneath. 

The ground seemed tQ quive�, under 
his a_ching feet. He dropped his ear to 
a boulder, and the sound was Iouaer. 
A quivering tension drew upon his 
nerves. His heart began tb skip. 

But it couldn't �not Tancred's 
Sub terrane I 

The0 he stared at the base of a purple 
butte, half a mile ahead. There was a 
flare of greenish flame-that carried 
him insta.ntly back four years; to that 
laboratory accident ·and the memory of 
Ann Tancred's naked childish loveli
ness. 

The flame died, and something burst 
out of the rock. A bulk.y, clumsy-look
ing meta1 thing, shining dully in the 
mo<;mlight. It rocked ponderously on 
massive caterpillar tracks, and came 
�liding down a talus slope. 

It was cylindrical, except for the 
tracks. It looked a little bit like a sub
marine, with conning tower and other 
obstructions removed. Except the nose 
of it, that was a palely glowing greenish 
d,isk. 

That was a disruptor disk, a huge 
·copy of the one he had helped Tancred 
wire. This strange machine was Tan
cn�d's "metal mole!" The Subterrane/ 

A small dark opening appeared in the 
side of it. Craig glimpsed two small 
figures moving swiftly. The machine, 
he realized, must be far larger than he 
had at first thought. 

That mighty drumming had ceased. 
Now another sound ripped through the 
moonlight-a scream, torn by the fangs 
of agony from a woman's throat! 

Crack! 
For an instant Craig was ·puzzled by 

that sharp, rifle-like report. But it came 
-again. And he knew, from the shriek 
that followed, that it was the souqd of 
a whip. 

Chill apprehension prickled along 
Craig's spine. He wished that he had 
taken time to practice with the little 
automatic. But he went forward, at a 
weary, stumbling run, and met the 
screan1ing girl. 

Long-legged and slender, she came 
fleetly across the mesa. Cruel mesquite 
and poisoned Spanish Bayonet ripped 
at her clothing. The full moon caught 
the flash of a smooth white thigh, and 
gleamed on the full roundness of a 
naked breast�and it was black on the 
whip's bleeding tracks. 

Crack! 
Gigantic in the moonlight, the man 

came close behind her. A bull-huge 
brute, black-haired, black-bearded. 
His breath was a hoarse bestial gasping. 
The whip. ran. through his hands and 
leapt out in the moonlight, a thin black 
serpent striking. 

The girl s!uieked again, and Craig 
knew the intonation of her vojce. Four 
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years had filled out her straight body 
with the lush curves of womanhood. 
But she was Ann Tancred. 
Craig lifted the inadequate little 

automatic, shouted hoarsely : 
"Hold on-you, there I" 

�AT sounded silly. He knew that 
he should have shot first. But then, 

unused to weapons, he might have en
dangered the girl as much as the man. 
The girl checked herself. Her dark 

eyes grew wide in the moonlight. Her 
hands lifted instinctively to cover her 
nudity. Craig knew, from the odd little 
toss of her disheveled head, that she re� 
membered their last meeting. 

"Craig!" She gasped the warning. 
"It's Maddrey-watch him I" 
The dark-featured, gigantic man 

came panting up beside her, trailing the 
whip. And Craig flinched before the 
eyes of Maddrey. They were blue 
against the moon, blazing-tnadl 
"Well� Mr. Engineer I" 
The voice of Maddrey was a deep 

hollow bellow, again bull-like. Craig 
shuddered from it. And the old fear 
flowed like an icy liquid in his veins. 
"I read Tancred's foolish letter, for 

the Mexican was my slave." It was an 
appalling, effortless roar. "And we've 
been waiting for you, Mr. Engineer. 
We may need you to repair the disrup
tor-disk, somewhere on the way. 
"Because you are going with us, 

down to the center of the Earth!" 
The girl came stumbling forward. 
"No-no!" 
Hoarse with fear, she flung quivering 

arms around Craig. Her firm breast 
brought him the rapid thud of her heart. 
He caught the perfume of her body. 
"Oh, Weston�he'll kill you I" 
Maddrey moved to follow the girl. 

The thin gleaming whip leapt forward 
like a live thing. Craig tried to ignore 
the fear shrieking in him. He thrust 
himself forward, lifted the little wob-

bling gun. 
"Stand back! )J he whispered. 
He hardly saw the swift movement of 

Maddrey's big hand, in the moonlight. 
He had time to squeeze the trigger of 
the little gun, just once. But he knew 
the bullet was going wild. 
And the tiny report was drowned in 

a thundrous crash. He saw the spurt 
of yellow fire from Maddrey's hip. 
Then crimson lightning splintered 
against his head. He felt the girl's fran
tic hands clinging to bitrt, as he slipped 
down. He heard, far•off, her anguished 
scream: 

"Don't! Don't! Not the whip!" 

CHAPTER II 

PASSAGE TO MADNESS 

C

RAIG came back to conscious
ness, lying in the dark. A dull 
wedge of agony was splitting his 

head. He fingered it, ·gingerly. Mad
dtey's bQllet must have plowed a long 
furrow through his scalp. The "'Ound 
had been roughly dressed, but the hair 
on his neck and the collar of his shirt 
were still stiff with dried blood. 
He sat up stiffly, fumbled about. He 

was in a cramped little cell. There was 
no article of furniture. The walls were 
riveted metal. A flimsy metal ladder 
ran up one of them. 

He would climb it, when he felt 
stronger. 
The metal walls quivered to a deep, 

drumming roar. Craig felt an uneasy 
sense of swaying motion. It made him 
feel a little sick. The noise was like a 
hammer, pounding the wedge of agony 
in his brain. 
He knew that he was a prisoner 

aboard the Subterrane. 
Bound� 
Where? 
A sudden blade of blue light fell from 
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above, painful to his eyes. ;rt widened 
to a shining pillar. A trap door was
opening in the ceiling of riveted steel, 
above the ladder. Craig saw a woman's 
foot, a trim bare ankle, 

Her skirt caught on the ladder. 
Smooth thighs flashed. Then the light 
was obscured, as she lowered the door 
back into place. Cr(!.ig waited, again 
in utter darkness. 

· 

She touched the floor beside him. His 
nostrils caught the. fragrance of her hair. 

''Ann?" he whispered. 
"Shhhhh!" she warned. "Maddrey 

thinks I'm asleep. He told me not to 
come near you. If he finds me here, 
he'll whip me again." She shuddered. 
"Oh, Weston l" 

"We must get away," Craig whis
pered. 

She was trembling. 
"But how can we?" Her voice was 

hoarse with dread. "We're on the Sub
terrane. Maddrey has been boring 
straight down with us, for hours." She 
clung to him. "We must be dozens of 
miles down ! " 

"Dozens of miles?" Craig shook his 
head, in the dark. "That would be im
possible. Volcanic heat would roast us. 
The pressure would crush the ma
chine-!" 

"But yo-u helped poor Dad build the 
first disruptor disk," she protested. 
"You know the disrupted atoms form 
a neutronic film that lines the tunnel. 
It is less than a thousandth of an inch 
thick. But it doesn't conduct hea,t. 
And it's so dense that the weight of 
ordinary matter is nothing at al� against 
it. It can stand thousands of tons, and 
thousands of degrees of heat!" 

Craig was interested� The agony of 
his wound was forgotten for the mo
ment, and their desperate plight. He 
was the engineer again. 

"What about tl:ie power?" he asked. 
"That comes from the disintegrated 

atoms," the girl told him. "Escaping 

electrons are picked up by accumula
tors at the edges of the disk, to charge 
the batteries. There is power to spare, 
for the refrigerator and ventilator sys
tems." 

A sob of fear came back into her 
VOlCe. 

"Oh, Weston--what can we do?" 
"Your father?" asked Craig. "Can't 

he help us?" 
She shuddered in his ar.ms. 
"I'm afraid-about Dad," she whis

pered. "One day he was gone. Mad
drey told me that he had been called 
suddenly to Washington, about the 
patents. But he would have surely 
waited to speak to me. I'm so afraid-" 

She sobbed again. Craig remem
bered the buzzards wheeling above the 
desert. He was certain that Dr. Tan
cred had not gone to Washington. 

"Twice I tried to run away," whis
pered the girl. "But Maddrey caught 
me, with the whip-" Her quivering 
hand& felt cold. "He's mad-a mon
ster!" 

"We must try to overpower him," 
said Craig. "If we can get out of here, 
and find something te use for a 
weapon-" 

SUDDENLY his voice seemed very 
loud, and he choked jt off. The 

drumming of the machinery had 
stopped. Heavy steps rang on a metal 
deck above, approaching. The girl 
trembled against Craig, voiceless. 

"Oh, Weston!" she sobbed. "He's 
coming-" 

The door was flung open above. Blue 
light flooded them. Leaning weakly 
against the metal wall, with his arm 
about the shuddering girl, Craig looked 
up. He saw Maddrey's bull-like, black
bearded mass. One gigantic hairy hand 
gripped a big automatic. From the 
other frailed the whip. 

"Well?" Maddrey's voice was a 
carele�s, triumphant bellow. "Mr. En-
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gineer, I see that I must warn you, too. 
You are not to associate with my ward, 
Miss Tancred. You two must keep 
apart." 

Craig stared up into Maddtey's black 
face. He tried to meet those cold, blaz� 
ing blue eyes. They seemed to shake 
his very soul, with an insane and ruth· 
less violence. 

"Nonsense, Maddrey!" Craig's voice 
trembled, in spite of his effort to keep 
it steady. "You've got to turn back." 

"Turn back, Mr. Engineer?" Mad� 
drey's voice was as ruthless as the 
booming of an angry sea. "Turn back 
-when we are bound for the center of 
the Earth! :Oo you know what the core 
of the Earth is?" 

Craig himself shuddered, from the 
mad violence of that voice. 

"Well, Mr. Engineer, I'll tell you I 
The heart of the Earth is a ball of pre· 
cious metals, separated by flotation. 
Gold, platinum, radium! 

"Your temporary prison, Mr. En
gineer, is also the treasure room of the 
Subterrtme. We have auxiliary disks, 
to cut sections of the Earth's heart to 
fill it. And your share can be your 
weight in gold-if you will promise to 
make any necessary repairs to the dis-
ruptors." 

· 

"I don't want any share�not from 
you," Craig told him. 

But Maddrey's insanely blazing eyes 
had left Craig. They moved to the 
girl's slim, whip-marked loveliness. And 
Craig saw the terrible glare of an in
sane lust kindle in them. Maddrey 
chuckled, thickly. 

"My darling, I told you not to come 
here." His voice had sunk to a thick 
gloating rasp. ''You have disobeyed 
me. I must punish you for that." He 
chuckled again. "Or perhaps you en
joy the taste of the whip?" 

Deliberately, the giant thrust the gun 
back into his belt. The sleek black 
serpent of the whip rippled through his 

enormous thick fingers. It came hiss
ing down through the narrow opening, 
and coiled around the girl's white 
throat. 

It left a red welt, and she screamed. 
"Don't you think that I am expert, 

Mr. Engineer?" boomed the great voice 
of Maddrey. "I used to skin a twelve
mule team, from the silver mines. I 
have cut off a Mexican wench's ear} at 
thirty feet." 

A crimMn rage tensed Craig. Rea
son told him he could do nothing. But 
fury drowned reason. Unarmed, sway
ing from that wedge of pain in his head, 
he swarmed up the flimsy ladder. 

Maddrey was waiting for him, chuck
ling thickly. A great hobnailed boot 
crushed against his temple. It drove 
that wedge of agony deeper. The pain 
was intolerable, paralyzing. 

Sick and dazed, Craig fell off the lad
der. He dropped back to the metal 
floor. His head struck the wall. New 
agony half-blinded him. He lay breath
less, half unconscious. 

But still he could hear Maddrey's 
voice, like the roar of far-off surf: 

"Darling� I see that your engineer is 
going to be no use to me. I think I'll 
shoot him." Craig heard no sound from 
the girl. But the bellow came again: 
"So you don't want hint to die? Then 
strip yourself, and stand up to take 
your medicine." 

Desperately, Craig fought to rise. He 
slipped back into a red sea of pain. His 
mind floated groggily on crimson waves, 
and he felt very ill. But he could see 
Ann, as if she were far�off. 

HE saw her slipping the garments 
from the rich�curved slimness of 

her r�d-welted body. Once she hesi
tated, with a little sobbing protest. And 
the whip flicked doWJ1. With a pistol
sharp repQrt, it cut a tiny silken strap, 
and left a tiny fleck of red upon her 
satin skin. 
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Then, naked, she stood up to wait for 
the whip. Craig heard the cruel hissing 
of it, and the vicious cracks. He saw 
red marks spring across the firm up
turned breasts of the girl, her smooth 
white back, and the gleaming columns 
of her thighs. 

She held her breath, and uttered no 
cry. Lifted up to Maddrey, her blood
less face was queerly composed. She 
was held in an ecstasy of pa,in. 

Wincing from every report, Craig 
counted the strokes of the whip. It fell 
nine times, and stopped. The girl made 
a soft, sobbing· moan, and dropped down 
upon the floor beside him. 

Maddrey chuckled, and coiled the 
red whip in his hands. Craig heard the 
far booming of his voice: 

"Remember, both of you-I am the 
master. The Subterrane is a little 
world, outside the law. And I am its 
king. Don't forget that. If you for
get, the whip will remind you-" 

Skk, helpless horror drove that agon
izing wedge deeper into Craig's brain, 
and once more extinguished his awar�
ness. 

CHAPTER III 

THE KINGDOM OF HELL 

C
RAIG was once more dimly con

scious, when the Subterrane fell. 
. Ann Tancred was gone from 

the little steel-walled room. His throb
bing head lay on a. pillow, and a blanket 
covered his stiff body. The girl, he 
knew, must have brought him those. 

The machinery was drumming again. 
That meant, he realized vaguely, that 
the metal mole was boring on down to
ward the Earth's core. And Ann was 
still at the mercy of Maddrey-insane 
with his Wlgoverned impulses, and his 
lust for unimaginable treasure. 

The drumming abruptly stopped-

and the Subterrane fell. 
Craig had a sick feeling in his 

stomach. He clutched wildly at the 
metal ladder. It seemed to him that the 
fall lasted an endless, terrible time. 
Somewhere above he heard Maddrey's 
bull-like voice, bellowing with fear and 
rage. 

Then the mole struck, with a savage, 
crushing force. Craig's splitting head 
was driven against the metal floor again. 
But this time he clung doggedly to con
sciousness. 

He heard the crash and shriek of tor
tured metal. He thought that the ma
chine must have fallen to the floor of 
some cave, crushed itself with the im
pact. But it didn't lie still. 

For a little time Craig suspected that 
the toss and pitch that sickened him was 
all in his own battered head. But the 
measured creak of metal plates and the 
roll of his body convinced him at last 
that the Subterrane was adrift upon 
underground waters. 

Nerved with a desperate hope that 
Maddrey might have been injured by 
the fall, he dragged himself up the 
flimsy ladder. But the door above had 
been locked upon him. His empty 
hands batter.ed upon it, in vain. 

He shouted, and listened. But there 
was no sound save the creak of the 
plates and the slap of waves. At last, 
exhausted, Craig dropped back to the 
steel floor of the little treasure-room. 

A TERRIBLE cold fear was growing 
in him. Was he the only one left 

alive? Was he doomed to slow death in 
a metal co�n, floating upon black bur
ied waters that no eye had ever seen? 

But, at least, Ann was freed from the 
whip. 

So Craig told himself. But pres
ently the iron deck above him rang 
once more to heavy foot-falls. Again 
he heard the bellowing tones of Mad
drey. He heard a vicious crack-and 
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then the scream of Ann. 
The old, numbing despair settled 

back into him. 
Again he climbed the ladder, battered 

against the door. But the only response 
was the distant bellow of Maddrey's 
laughter, and another scream from Ann. 

At last Craig heard the clang and 
grate of rocks beneath the. machine's 
steel shell. He knew that they must 
have drifted to the edge of this unknown 
water. The Subte.rrane lay still. 

Another time of intolerable suspense 
went by. Then Craig heard the click 
of a key in the lock above, and blue 
light blinded him. Maddrey's whip 
hissed, burned across his shoulders. 

"Wake up, Mr. Engineer!" bellowed 
the giant. "I've got a job for you. You 
had better get about it-unless you 
want your hide peeled off!" 

Craig blinked against the light, 
stared up into Maddrey's mad blue 
eyes. 

"What's the job?" he demanded. 
"The main transformer slipped off its 

mount, when we fell into this damned 
sea," Maddrey told him. "And the big 
disruptor disk burned out. It has got 
to be re-wired-or we'll all die in this 
damned bell.'' 

Hope kindled in Craig again. Mad
drey had never learned much about the 
invention he had stolen. Here was a 
chance to bargain for life. He caught 
his breath, and his shoulders drew 
straight. 

· 

"If I repair the disk," he said, "we're 
going to turn back to the surface. And 
you'll have to surrender your gun�and 
the whip.'' 

Maddrey's blue eyes glittered cun
ningly. 

"Perhaps I will," he said. "But first 
we'll inspect the damage. You must 
convince me that you know how to 
make the repairs. Come on out.'' 

Craig climbed up the metal ladder. 
Reeling with exhaustion, suddenly 

aware of torturing hunger, he walked 
ahead of Maddrey along a narrow metal 
deck. They peered down into the en
gine room, in the nose of the machine. 

A chaos of broken machinery and 
tangled cables lay tumbled about the 
huge rectangular case of the fallen 
transformer. Craig surveyed the dam· 
age, and slowly shook his head. 

Maddrey's voice was lowered, 
hoarse: 

"Can you fix it?" 
"Maybe," Craig told him. "But it 

will take weeks. Possibly months. !f 
you want me to try it, hand over the 
whip and the gun." 

Maddrey stepped back from him, 
and the mad eyes grew cunning again. 
He made an animal chuckle. 

"I think you'll fix it, anyHow, Mr. 
Engineer," he said thickly. "I think 
you'd rather do that than see my whip 
skin the girl alive-one square inch at a 
time." 

Cold blue eyes drilled into Craig. 
"Hadn't you, Mr .. Engineer?" 
Weston Craig tried to meet that sav-

age glare of ice and madness. Fear sent 
a prickling numbness over him. He 
tried desperately to remember things he 
had heard about how to deal with mad
men. Nothing very hopeful came to 
mind. 

"Speak up!" roared Maddrey. 
Craig started, swallowed. He. must 

pretend to yield. That was the only 
way. Perhaps he would have some op
p_ortunity to overpower ¥addrey. He 
licked his lips, and nodded slowly. 

"I'll tl::y to make the repairs;" he said. 
"You will make them I" Maddrey 

boumed. ''If you care about the girl-" 
A sudden apprenhension stiffened 

Craig. He peered into Maddrey's dark-
bearded face, gasping: 

• 

11Where is she? If you've-" 
Maddrey's answer was a bellowing 

call: 
"Darling-we are ready to dine." 
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ANN TANCRED came out of a nar-
row door, and across the metal 

deck. She looked pale with feari and 
her dark eyes were cast down. · She 
carded a tray, and the dishes on it rat
tled to the trembling of her hands. 

"Lively, now!" boomed Maddrey. 
"And don't spill it!" 

The whip cracked, rifle-like. The 
pale girl cried out, and started. A glass 
of water danced out of the tray, 
splashed and splintered on the deck. 
Maddrey chuckled thickly. 

"Darling-! warned you!" 
His terrible eyes stared thirstily at 

the front of her tight silken blouse, 
swollen to the full contours of her 
breasts. The whip flicked out, slashed 
the fabric like a knife. Firm white 
flesh pushed through the slit, marked 
with a line of red. 

· 

The girl choked back her sob of pail). 
Tears fell into the dishes on the tray. 
And fury rose against Craig's feat. 
Fists knotted, he swung upon Maddrey. 

The giant reached for his automatic. 
"Strike me, and you die I" he boomed 

thickly. "But she shall be the one to 
pay-" 

His roar was abruptly stopped. 
Clftn-n-n-n-ng! 
The iron hull above them rang to a 

crashiQg impact. It throbbed again, to 
a series of battering blows. Gripping 
whip and gUn, Maddrey moved uneasily 
aft, toward the valve. 

"It's something alive!" he croaked 
hoarsely. "We'll see-" 

. His great hairy hands spun a wheel. 
The small, massive oval door swung in
ward. There was an inrush of air. It 
was hot, heavy, musty-the fetid, over
powering breath of a rank and teeming 
jungle. 

Peering over Maddrey's great shoul
der, Craig looked out into the cave
and shuddered from a sense of evil 
nightmare. 

The Subterrane lay upon a flat dark 

beach. Beyond it was the jungle. A 
towering wall of livid, luminous, 
hostile forest. The shapes of the 
monstrous plants, and their pale glow
ing colors, were eerily strange. 

Above the jungle rose the cave's rug
ged wall. It was pitted with the dark 
openings of. cliff-dwellings. The glow
ing wings of huge, bat-like things flitted 
unpleasantly before them. 

The dark and cragged roof was low 
above the Subterrane. But, in the dis
tance, beyond a jutting salient of the 
cliffs, it lifted to an, illimitable arch. 
Beneath it lay the vastness of the under
ground sea. The uneasy waters shone 
darkly, like bleod made luminous. 

"The mother of caves!" Maddrey's 
whisper seemed apprehensive. "This 
is the sea into which the underground 
waters drain. It seems that the things 
of the Earth's abyss, like those of the 
deep sea, make their own light-" 

Horror choked off his voice. 
The automatic crashed four times, 

deafening in the heavy air. Maddrey 
stepped fearfully back, and Craig saw 
the thing that he had shot. 

A great, bat-like creature, like those 
soaring· before the caves. As it tossed 
on the beach, in the agony of death, 
Craig could see that it was reptilian. Its 
body was scaled. The broad, leathery 
wings glowed as if lined with green 
flame. The teeth were hideous fangs, 
the lower limbs armed with fearful 
talons. 

� thing still gripped a heavy cop
per sledge, with which it must have 

been hammering on the hull of the Sub
terrane. 

Craig swung protestingly on Mad
drey. 

"Why kill it?" he demanded. "Prob
ably it meant no harm. May have been 
trying to signal, with the hammer. But 
now-God knows what will happen 1 " 

Maddrey snapped a full clip into the 
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automatic. He gulped-a little fear
fully, Craig thought. But then all the 
roaring violence of his voice came back: 

"I'm the master, here! You say we 
may be here for months. Well, I'll show 
these winged devils who is their ruler." 

"You'll have your chance, looks as 
if," Craig commented. "Right now." 

With a trembling ann, he pointed. A 
horde of the bright-winged troglodytes 
were gliding down from the cliffs be
yond the jungle. Snarling, hissing, 
grunting, cackling, they swarmed 
about the machine. 

Maddrey fired half a dozen shots into 
the fantastic bedlam that they made. 
A copper spear came clattering through 
the opening. Hastily he spun the wheel, 
to close the valve again. 

Dry-voiced, Craig demanded: 
''What now, Mr. Conqueror?" 
"Frighterted?" Maddrey boomed 

scornfully. "The beasts have nothing 
better than copper. The Subterrane is 
an oyster they can't open-not in a 
thousand years." 

Craig tried to wet his throat. 
"I am afraid," he whispered. "May

be they can't open the oyster-but 
they're going to cook U$ in the shell! 
Didn't you see them-carr'ying torches, 
and broken branches? 

''We've no power to move the Sub
terrane. And fire, in the oxygen of this 
super-dense atmosphere, will be abollt 
ten times more effective than any blaze 
you've ever known. 

"Listen 1" 
Faintly, through the thick steel hull, 

they heard the eager crackling roar of 
flames. 

CHAPTER IV 

THE POISONED WHIP 

T
HE plates of th

.
e Sub terrane grew 

hot. Paint began to bubble and 
crack and smoke. The air be

came searin�, stifling. The fire outside 

made a steadily mounting roar. 
Maddrey paced up and down the hot 

metal deck, cursing in a hoarse and 
frightened voice. Ann Tancred had 
quietly fainted, from terror and exhaus
tion and heat. Her white body lay 
sprawled on the floor, beside the tray 
she had dropped. Maddrey, passing, 
cut at her viciously with the whip. She 
made a sleepy little moan, but did not 
move. 

"Stop it!" choked Craig. "You 
devil!" 

The mad blue eyes of Maddrey 
swung to him. 

"Well, Mr. Engineer," his thick voice 
mocked, "wha:t else do you suggest? I 
may die uncomfdrtably. But at least I 
intend to have the pleasure of witness
ing agony greater than my own." 

The whip flicked out again, to make 
a thin red matk on the exposed curve of 
Ann's white thigh. Her leg drew up a 
little, and she moaned again. Maddrey 
looked back at Craig. 

"Unless, Mr. Engineer," his great 
voice said, "ypu can repair the dis
ruptor disk and form a p.ew neutronic 
film to protect us from the heat." 

Craig's fists were knotted with im- . 
potent wrath. His lean body quivered. 
That old wedge of pain was driving into 
his head again, and he swayed from a 
weakness that he could not overcome. 

"I can't fix the main disk." His voice 
came faint and husky. "But I think I 
can do something else-if you'll leave 
Ann alone." 

The mad eyes of Maddrey gleamed 
cunningly� 

"What can you do?" 
"The auxiliary disks-the ones in

tended to cut samples from the rocks
don't seem to be injured," Craig told 
him. "And a rathei: simple change in 
the wiring will project the disruption 
field as a tubular vortex�" 

He was remembering the laboratory· 
accident, four years ago, and the green 
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ray that had ·cut through-the wal.l. Per
haps, he thought wearily, it would have 
been better if he hadn't come along to 
save Ann. 

"Then get at it I "  Maddrey's ruthless 
hand seized his sholilder. "Before we're. 
all cooked alive ! '' 

For an instant Craig resisted. He 
would only be saving Ann to face fur
ther tortures. Then a spark of hope 
came to his pain-dulled bJ;ail,t. Perhaps 
he could turn the new weapon upon 
Maddrey, first. 

But the cold eyes of ;Maddrey 
watched him, with a cunning a1ertness, 
as he dismounted the instrument from 
its armored .port, and labored to alter 
the wiring behind the shining, foot-wide 
terminal disk. 

The roar of flames without grew 
louder as he worked. The heat inside 
the hull passed the limit of endurance. 
Craig's clothing was drenched with 
�weat, then dried again. Hot metal 
blistered his fingers, and the air burned 
his lungs. A sick weakness dragged 
him toward oblivion. 

Ann moaned again, on the hot deck. 
Once she struggled, as if suffocating. 
Unconscious fingers ripped away her 
blouse. Her whip-scarred breasts stood 
out naked, jeweled with tiny drops of 
sweat, quivering to her gasping breath. 

Craig swayed over his task. Covertly 
he watched Maddrey. He hoped that 
the giant would collapse, give him one 
second's opportunity. But Maddrey 
seemed unaware of the heat. His blue 
cunning eyes never wavered. 

'rhat crimson wedge was driving 
deeper, dulling Craig's brain. His 
blistered fingers grew lifeless and numb. 
Maddrey's great hairy hands helped 
him make the last connection. 

And Maddrey seized the disk, gasp
ing: 

"Thank you, Mr. Engineer ! " 
Craig pitched limply down to the 

blistering deck, and Maddrey went out 

to fight the troglodytes. Dimly, Craig 
saw him open the valve. Darkly, as in 
a glass, he saw the blinding green finger 
that. probed from the disk-and cut a 
flapping beast-creature in twain. 

Then Craig's awareness mercifully 
faded. 

It was a long time before Craig was 
fully conscious again. Mere snatches of 
sanity broke his delirium. He knew 
that fever parched him, spreading from 
the throbbing agony of his wound. 

ANN was allowed to tend him for a 
·. time. Memories of her cool tender 

hands, and the terror-haunted eyes in 
her pale sweet face, mingled with his 
mad dreams. But nothing in all his 
delirium was more terrible than the 
sound of Maddrey's whip, and the 
sobbing of the girl. 

Presently her place was taken by an
other, monstrous nurse. 

A troglodyte I 
Craig knew, at last, that he had been 

carried out the Subterrane, to a flimsy 
little frond-thatched hut above the 
beach. The hideous, leather-winged 
reptile-thing waited on him there, bring
ing wa:ter and copper bowls of unfami
liar, ill-cooked food. 

The very odor of the thing was almost 
deadly. It was peculiarly acrid, revolt
ing. A concentrated essence, Craig 
thought, from the snake-house in the 
zoo. The hut was saturated with it, 
and the hissing monster haunted his 
delirium. 

In spite of the odor, however, Craig 
felt at last that the wound was healing. 
The wedge of pain was gone. Sanity re
turned, and .be began to realize what 
had happened. 

Maddrey had conquered the trog
lodytes. Their copper weapons had 
failed, against the terrible green ray 
from the disruptor disk. Maddrey was 
now the ruthless tyrant of a strange 
kingdom. 
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The reptiles, Craig thought, were 
about as intelligent as primitive man. 
They had a grunting language that 
Maddrey had learned. They hardened 
copper, to make simple weapons and 
tools. Dwelling in rock caves, they 
hatched their young from eggs, and flew 
across the scarlet sea to bunt for food. · 

They were just advanced enough to 
feel a superstitious awe for the beings 
whc;> had come plunging down through 
the roof of their world. Maddrey had 
established himself,· Craig discovered, 
as a sort of god. 

He exacted tribute from the tro
glodytes - ornaments of hammered 
gold, and red pearls that came from the 
shining sea. He compelled them to 
build him a rude, leaf-thatched palace, 
in a walled compound at the edge of the 
jungle. 

So Maddrey reigned, with ray and 
whip, over his strange kingdom-wait
ing for Craig to repair the wrecked 
Subterrane. 

Many times Craig had wakened, 
from his uneasy feverish sleep, to find 
the dark-bea�ded giant towering over 
him, the black whip trailing from his 
immense cruel hands. And Maddrey 
had stalked, beside the screaming tro
glodyte, through his delidum. 

"Well, Mr. Engineer ! "  
It seemed to Craig that he had heard 

that same mocking boast a thousand 
times-usually accompanied with an 
expert, agonizing flick of Maddrey's 
whip. 

"Perhaps you hope to get rid of me?" 
the great voice would boom. "Well, 
then-repair the Sub terrane! And I'll 
go on, with a crew of the trogs. Maybe 
I'll take t}le girl-if she can stand the 
whip so long. But I'll have to leave 
you behind, Mr. Engineer. We'll see 
if you can rule the trogs ! "  

Maddrey was crazy. No doubt of 
that. And getting crazier, as mad im
pulse met no restraint. But insanity 

didn't keep him from being very cun
ning, and very dangerous. 

Craig promised that he would set 
about repairing the Subterrane, as soon 
as he was able. He made the promise 
for Ann's sake-after a time when the 
steaming, fetid jungle wind brought 
her screams to him, from Maddrey's 
compound. 

In one way orily, Craig learned, had 
Maddrey's mad will been thwarted. 

Among the tribal treasures of the 
troglodytes were great crimson pearls. 
Maddrey avidly appropriated all that 
he could discover. And, learning that 
pearl-bearing mollusks lived in the 
luminescent sea, he made the creatures 
build a wooden canoe. 

He tried to force them to dredge for 
the precious shell. But the troglodytes 
displayed an invincible fear of the scar
let sea. Their few pearls had come 
from shells washed ashore. Maddrey's 
whip, and even the deadly ray, failed to 
·inake them enter the boat. 

At last a time came when Craig was 
able to stumble out of his"hospital hut. 
He walked swaying up the trail toward 
Maddrey's high-walled compound, with 
his reptilian nurse-maid flapping and 
hissing behind him. He hoped to see 
Ann. 

Bur a sentry stopped him, at the gate. 

The thing lookecJ, a little like an 
enormous, scale-covered bird. As tall 
as Craig, it stood upon the' spread talons 
of one foot, and clutched a long, copper
bladed spear in the other. Its huge 
eyes, yellow�n!d and phosphorescent, 
blinked at him with an alternate mal
evolence. 

And it hissed an angry warning. 
The massive wooden gate swung 

open. Maddrey appeared. He was 
trailing a new whip, that was purple 
and luminous. 

"Maddrey-" Craig gasped hoarsely, 
"I've got to see Ann." 
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The mad, icy eyes of Maddrey 
mocked him. 

"You're mistaken, Mr. Engineer," 
the great voice boomed. uy ou won't 
see her till the Subterrane is repaired." 
Maddrey chuckled hoarsely. "But, if 
you like, you may hear her I" 

He drew the shining purple lash 
through black-gloved fingers. 

"I've a new whip, you see," he said 
thickly. "The trogs are afraid of the 
medusae that float on the crimson sea. 
I have found the reason why. The ten
tacles are covered with thousands of 
tiny, poisoned hooks. I have braided 
the new whip from them. The pain-

"But taste it for yourself, Mr. En
gineer ! '' 

Lightning-swift, the thin purple lash 
darted out. . Craig flung up his arm, to 
keep it from his face. The touch was 
light. It hardly marked the skin. But 
sheer agony splintered through him. It 
was blinding, paralyzing. He was 
drowned in purple pain. It was a tor
tured eternity before he could move or 
see or speak. 

"Do you like the taste, Mr. En· 
gineer?" Maddrey was booming at him, 
thickly. "That is what the girl must 
drink-until you ·have the Subterrane 
repaired." 

He stepped back within. The com
pound gate creaked shut. The sentry 
blinked and snarled, and Craig turned 
trembling back toward the beach. He 
shuddered, to the knife-like scream that 
fallowed him. 

CHAPTER V 

MADMAN'S DREAM 

C
RAIG began the difficult repair, 

and time went by. Maddrey had 
carried away the other auxiliary 

disk, so that it could not be rewired into 
a weapon. And he remove� the power 

tubes, that were essential to the opera
tion of the main disk. Sometimes he 
came, with his monstrous retin1.1e, to 
mock at Craig's helpless toil. 

Craig had no measure of the time 
that passed. Maddrey had taken his 
watch, and the cave knew neither day 
nor night. He ate when hunger im
pelled, the strange foods the monsters 
brought him. He slept when he had 
to. And toiled as long as he was able 
-for the hot, heavy, humid air often 
brought him the piteous screaming of 
Ann. 

But the long wound on his head had 
completely healed. He felt that the 
cave's stern life had toughened him a 
little. He found hDpe sometimes to 
plan against Maddrey's harsh dominion 
-but the talons of his old fear had 
never quite released him. 

Months, he thought, had gone. The 
great transformer had been laboriously 
hoisted, bolted back into place again. 
His task was almost done, on the day 
that Ann came. 

She came running down the jungle 
trail, from Maddrey's palisade. Craig 
heard her .eager call, aboard the Sub
terrane, and ran anxiously to meet her. 
His eyes devoured her tall, sweet-curv· 
ing loveliness. 

All Maddrey's torture, he saw, had 
not broken her. Time had smoothed 
many of the marks of the whip from 
her white body. She had made new 
clothing for herself, of soft skins. 

But the brown leather jacket was 
ripped across the shoulder, and Craig 
could see that one of her breasts was 
beaded with scarlet drops. 

"Oh, Weston ! "  she sobbed. ((Weston 
-we've got to do-something!" 

Held close in his arms, she shuddered 
with terror. The bleeding cushion of 
her breast was hot against Craig's torn 
shirt. The red drops wet his skin. 

"My darling! "  He kissed her. uwe 
must-" 
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"He's insane I "  She quivered in his 
aims. ccHe's planning terrible things. 
He's planning to take .back an army of 
the trogs-and attack the world with 
your disruptor ray. He says he can 
change the main disk, like the one you 
rewired." 

Holding the girl's hot, pliant body 
close·, Craig tried to repress his own 
shudder. But he knew what the main 
disk would be, as a weapon. Frightful 
instrumentality I Its beam of green 
annihilation would probe for forty 
miles. .Slice through any fortress ! Sink 
any battleship ! 

The Subterrane would be almost in
vincible. It could always retreat to 
safety underground. It could strike 
unawares, at any point. In the midst 
of an army, the center of an unwarneq 
city. 

"Oh, Weston! "  The girl's dark eyes 
were bright with tears. "I'm so afraid ! 
Can't you run the machine, so that we 
can get away? Or turn it on Maddrey 
___,.somehow?" 

Craig's fists were clenched. Quiver
ing with desperation, he looked at the 
huge helpless bulk of the Subterrane, at 
the margin of the dark-shining sea. He 
peered toward Maddrey's palisade, at 
the eldritch jungle's edge. · 

Hopeless� baffled, he shook his head. 
"I'm afraid not, Ann," he muttered. 

"Maddrey carried away the auxiliary 
disk. And he got the power tubes too
so I couldn't start the machine, even if 
I finished the repairs sooner than he ex
pects. Once I tried to slip into the com
pound. But his monsters are always on 
guard-" 

He bit his lip. 
"But, \Vest ! "  sobbed the girl. "We've 

got to do something. We must try to 
get away! "  She shuddered and turned 
pale. "If he takes me again-" she 
whispered faintly. "That poisoned 
whip-don't let him take me ! "  

Craig caught his breath. 

"My darling," he promised, "I'll do 
my best ! "  His shoulders .lifted res
olutely. "Anyhow," he said, "Maddrey 
won't attack the Earth. In five min
utes I can tear loose the wiring from 
the disk. I know he can't repair it." 

His arm drew hard around her trem-
bling body. 

• 

"Then we'll try to get away from 
him," he breathed. "But I don't know 
how-" 

"Hurry! "  sobbed the girl. 

FRANTICALLY, Craig labmed to 
.undo the work of weeks. He tore 

wires from their terminals, smashed 
again the delicate instruments he had 
rebuilt. Maddrey must not carry out 
his scheme of mad conquest. Now, he 
would not. 

Ann's frightened voice brought Craig 
back out of the Subterrane. Nerveless, 
pale with terror, the girl stood by the 
red water's edge, paralyzed. Her 
glazed eyes• were staring, toward Mad
drey's palisade. 

"Oh, West ! "  she breat.hed faintly. 
''It's too late ! "  

For Maddrey came stalking down 
the trail, from his compound in the 
phosphorescent jungle. King of the 
cavern world ! He wore a rude gold 
crown, set with the red malevolent eye 
of a scarlet pearl. 

The mighty barrel of his body was 
covered with the black-and-yellow fur 
of some animal the troglodytes had 
caught in the mysteriou..s land beyond 
the scarlet sea.- His belt was the broad 
skin of a crimson serpent. 

His automatic was thrust in that belt, 
and a long copper knife. The disruptor 
disk was slung from his shoulders. 
Swinging from his black-gloved hand 
were the purple-shining coils of the poi
son whip. 

Screaming behind him, hopping a!Vk
wardly on their taloned feet, spreading 
green-glowing wings to balance them-
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.selves, came four of the troglodytes. 
The heavy wind carried ahead their 
sharp, sickening stench. 

"Well, darling! "  
Cold and bright and terrible behind 

the tangle of black beard, the eyes of 
Maddrey sought the terror-stricken 
girl. 

"I told you not to leave my palace," 
his great voice said thickly. "I don't 
need to tell you, dear, what your pun· 
ishment will be." 

Like a live thing, the purple whip un
coiled itself across the hard black sand. 
Frozen with terror, t).le girl uttered a 
mute, frantic little cry of protest. 

Trembling, Craig stepped forward. 
"Maddrey-" His voice came low 

and husky, past the fear that choked 
him. "You'll have to give up your 
plans of conquest. Because I have just 
dismantled the main disk. I've undone 
all the repairs. 

"The Sub terrane won't move again I"  
Behind the black beard, Maddrey 

went livid with rage. 
"You-" His b e 1 1  o w choked. 

"You'll complete the repairs." 
Craig gulped. 
"I won't do it, Maddrey." His 

voice was dry with fear. "You can 
do anything you like. Whip me. Kill 
me. But I'm through taking orders 
from you. That's all. Through 1 "  

The cold mad eyes of Maddrey 
glittered again, craftily. 

"Big talk, Mr. Engineer ! "  Drawing 
the thin shining length of the whip 
t h r o u g h  black-gloved fingers, he 
laughed thickly, maliciously. "But I'm 
not at your mercy. I'm still the kin'g ! " 

The ice-blue eyes went from Craig 
to the girl. She shuddered before Mad· 
drey's eyes, and made a dry sob of fear. 
The whip cracked explosively. An
other red drop oozed out of her white, 
quivering flesh. And she made a dull, 
hopeless little whimper of agony. 

Maddrey coiled the whip, turned 
r 

back to Craig. 
"I'm a scientist, Mr. Engineer," he 

boasted. "I can compare the two aux
iliary disks, and discover what you 
did-it was merely a change in the wir
ing. I can learn how to rewire the main 
disk-into a scourge that will conquer 
the planet I " 

He gestured with the whip at the 
grotesque monsters standing behind 
him, blinking huge luminescent eyes. 

"The trogs are natural artizans," he 
boomed. "I'm teaching them modern 
science. They'll build me a fleet of 
Subterranes. So I don't need you, Mr. 
Engineer." 

He licked his thick lips. 
"I'll give you a choice." Maddtey 

chuckled, and leered at the fear-frozen 
girl again. "You can complete the re
pairs, if you like. Or you and the girl 
can take the canoe the trogs made, and 
go dive for pearls I "  

. Craig awayed to a stunning impact 
of horror. 

"Kill us, if you like." His voice was 
hoarse and flat. "But we won't go out 
on the sea. You know why. You've 
seen the things in that red water. Even 
the trogs are afraid-" 

"Take your choice," Maddrey re
peated thickly. "Repair the disk. Or 
dive ! "  

Craig's fists were clenched. 
"I told you, Madrey," He choked. 

"I'm through ! "  
But Ann Tancred's quivering fingers 

clutched· his arm. 
"We'll go," she whispered faintly. 

"Tell him we'll go out for pearls." 

CHAPTER IV 

SCARLET PEARLS 

J\ T the compound's gate, Craig fl.. lifted the canoe to his shoulders. 
It was a frail shell of hardwood. 

The troglodytes that made it had dis-
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played an amazing skill. Could they 
really build more Subterranes, as Mad
drey's mad brain planned? 

One of them was watching at the 
gate. It shifted its balance from one 
taloned foot to the other, blinked its 
enormous evilly shining eyes, and 
hissed at him unpleasantly. 

Could Maddrey's flapping reptilian 
hordes overcome mankind? It was not 
likely, Craig knew. Maddrey's twisted 
mind would blunder, somewhere. But 
there was a nightmare possibility, that 
haunted him. Wings of horror, over 
the world! 

Craig carried the canoe down to the 
beach. Lapping against the black sand, 
the red water seemed thick and heavy· 
as oil. Its luminescence, he knew, was 
due to billions of microscopic organ
isms, perhaps akin to N octiluca Sci1ttil
lans. But still it seemed to him a sea 
of blood. He trembled with dread of 
the monstrous life that dwelt beneath it. 

Ann came staggering behind him, 
laden with paddle and basket and an
chor rope. l\1addrey stalked behind 
her. She stumbled once, and the pur
ple whip cracked, and she screamed. 

Craig set the canoe down, trembling. 
"So you don't like her to be 

whipped ?" l\Iaddrey laughed at his 
futile anger. "Well, Mr. Engineer, if 
you want her to know what whipping 
means-jl.j.st come back without a 
pearl ! "  

Craig snatched the paddle from the 
girl, started back toward Ma.ddrey. 
Maddrey reached for his automatic. 
The troglodytes screamed ominously 
behind him. Ann caught Craig's arm. 

"Come on," she urged. "He'd kill 
you ! "  

And Craig turned back. They piled 
the equipment into the canoe. Ann sat 
in the bow. He pushed it out on the 
oily red surface, stepped aboard, clip
ped the paddle. 

"Remember I "  Maddrey b o o m e d 

after them. "A pearl-or the whip ! "  
With long deep .strokes, Craig drove 

them out across the dully shining water. 
The dark, cragged roof sank toward the 
crimso� surface behind them. The jun
gle became a narrow blur of blue, above 
the thin black line of the beach. 

Suddenly Ann's bare white arm ges• 
tured ahead. 

"Oh, West I "  she cried, huskily. 
"Let's never go back ! "  

Craig sat as i f  frozen, with the pad
dle lifted. His gray eyes stared for 
a long time into the vaulted gJoom, 
above the mysterious scarlet infinity of 
the sea. His lean face lit slowly, to an 
eager hope. 

"There's land ! "  he whispered at last. 
"Beyond-somewhere. It can't be so 
very far. Because the trogs fly across, 
to hunt." 

His eager eyes came back to the 
girl. 

"There might-" His voice shook. 
"There might even be a way-out
side ! "  

Ann was breathless. ('Outside ?" 
"The living things here," he said 

slowly, "are akin to those in the world 
above. They must have come down, 
through some opening-if we could 
only find it ! "  

"But-West ! "  she protested, doubt
fully. "Everything here is so different 
--so terribly strange ! "  

''I know," he said. "Evolution has 
changed everything here, to live in 
darkness and humidity and high air
pressure. The adaptation must have 
taken ages. And the passage may have 
been closed a million years ago,'' 

He stared again, into the dark arch 
of mystery ahead. 

"Most caverns are formed by the 
carbonic acid gas in water, dissolving 
limestone rock. Underground rivers 
must flow down into this sea. If we 
could follow them up, we might find 
some passage to the surface"'-" 
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H
E HEARD Ann's muted cry, and 

saw the terror glaze her eyes. 
"See, WesU" she gasped. "He won't 

let us go ! "  
Looking back, Craig found the dark 

line of the beach, with the rust-red
dened cylinder of the Subterrane lying 
athwart it. Against the luminous jun
gle, he could see Maddrey's palisade. 
Green wings were spread above it. 

A troglodyte was flapping after 
them. 

Trembling, Craig dipped the paddle 
again. 

"No�" he whispered, "Maddrey will 
never let us go. Because he still wants 
me to repair t_he Subterrane. He 
thinks fear will drive me to do it. But 
I won't ! "  

He wet his lips, gulped. 
"Ann-I mustn't!" 
The soaring reptile overtook them. 

It wheeled low above the canoe. Each 
green-shining leathery wing was weird
ly splotched with a lurid yellow mark
ing, like a yellow eye. They seemed to 
blink, as the great wings beat. The 
fanged beak opened, as the creature 
dived. It hissed viciously. 

Ann shuddered. 
"No, West," she whispered, "you 

mustn't repair the Subterrane-and let 
Maddrey lead these things against the 
world ! "  

Craig paddled on, beneath the flap
ping hissing monster, until Subterrane 
and palisade were tiny with distance. 
He sounded with cord and stone to find 
a shoal, and at last dropped the 
weighted basket over the side. 

Fighting a silent battle with his fear 
of the red depths, he prepared to dive. 
Stripped off the worn remnant of his 
shirt. Thrust a copper knife into his 
belt. 

Suddenly Ann flung her arms around 
him clung to him. 

"Don't, West ! "  she sobbed. "You 
may be-killed ! Let's go on�in spite 

of the monster ! "  
Craig shook his unkempt head. 
"It would follow," he whispered. 

"More would come. We could never 
get away. We must wait, for a better 
chance." 

He kissed her cold lips, and dived. 
The water was like a thick, shining 

mist of blood. It stung his opened 
eyes. He searched along the rocky bot
tom, amid g r o t e s q u e sharp-spined 
phosphorescent creatures. 

At last he found a giant shell. A 
huge, age-old oval, it was black itself, 
but encrusted with tiny luminescent 
things. He detached it with a quick 
slash of the ·copper knife, lifted. it into 
the basket. 

Already his lungs were aching. But 
he found another great shell. Another. 
And a fourth. Rotten with time, they 
crumbled under his fingers. In one he 
thought he felt the smooth round of 
a pearl. 
' Four shells filled the basket, · and his 

lungs were throbbing, bursting. He 
grasped the rope, heaved himself to 
the surface. The watching troglodyte 
dived low again; and screamed. 

Craig clung panting to the gunwale, 
getting back his breath. Beneath the 
oily c r i m s o n surface, something 
touched his feet. He kicked out, and 
a needle of agony drove into his knee. 

Hastily he tumbled into the boat, and 
hauled up the basket of shell. Ann 
took the great black mollusks, as he 
opened them, to probe the decaying 
flesh for pearls. His eyes lifted an
xiously to her white1 frightened face. 

"None." 
She shook her head, and her dark 

eyes rested sadly upon Craig. Her fin· 
gers tossed the last rotting shellfish 
back into the crimson sea. 

"None," she repeated. 
Craig's heart constricted with fear. 
"I thought-thought I felt one ! "  he 

protested anxiously. "Now I must dive 
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again." 
"Wait, Weston 1 11 

HER voice was· urgent, tense with 
dread. Her frightened fingers 

closed hard on his arm. She pointed at 
the red water beside the canoe. Craig 
saw a swirl of crimson foam. 

Hideous, hairy yellow limbs were 
fighting for the mollusks they had 
thrown back! "  

'1Let's go on! ,  begged the girl. u0n 
across the sea�'1 

But Craig jerked his head at the 
wheeling troglodyte. 

"We could never get away.1' 
He kissed Ann's cold tense lips, and 

dived again. 
Three shells were in the basket, 

when something touched his shoulder 
with scarlet flame. He twisted to face 
his attacker. It was a water spider, 
larger than him-,elf ! 

In the stinging scarlet water1 its 
body was a glowing yellow moon. Its 
huge eyes shon� purple. Its limbs were 
hairy, taloned, frightful. 

Craig slashed at it desperately. B\lt 
the dull copper blade slithered harm
lessly from the fe&.rful linlh that gripped 
him. He caught the shank in his 
hands, wrenched with a f r a n t i c 
strength. 

The talon came free from his 
shoulder. Agony shocked him, and a 
new blinding red was in his eyes. He 
caught the rope, heaved desperately. 
With a maddeQing slowness, he came 
upward. 

He felt the rush of the thing beneath 
his feet, and it came to the surface al� 
most as quickly as be. Great hairy 
yellow a�:ms broke the water, groping 
for him. The sinister purple eyes 
shone just beneath the surface. 

Frantically, Craig scrambled aboard. 
Panting with pain and terror and ex
haustion, with red water streaming 
down his arms, he hauled desperately 

a.t the basket rope. 
But a new furious col.tlnlotion broke 

the water to scarlet foam. A terrific jerk 
tore the rope from his fingers. He fell 
in the bottom of the canoe. 

'�Weston ! '' Ann was sobbing. "Oh, 
Weston-you're hurt! �� 

Then she shrieked. Hideous yellow 
arms came over the gunwale. A fright
ful black talon caught her jacket, tare 
it half off her. 

· 

Craig dragged himself back to his 
knees, seized the paddle. A swift blow 
broke t�at fearful limb. He dipped the 
paddle, pulled the canoe desperately 
away. The troglodyte dived on shim
mering green wings, hissing insidiously. 

"Your shoulder l "  Ann was sobbing. 
"West-your shoulder!>) 

Craig flung away the red drops that 
ran down his arm. 

{'Doesn't matter," he gasped. "No 
pearl. Can't dive again. Not without 
basket and rope/' His red shoulders 
straightened. "So we�ve got to go on-
in spite of the trog! '' 

· 

A new eager light shone in his eyes. 
'tAnyhow, we'll try.11 
Ignoring the blood seeping down 

from his lacerated shoulder, Craig 
drove the canoe forward again across 
the shining scarlet sea, toward the black 
illimitable mysterious arch ahead. 

'1I'm glad, Weston ! "  brc<lthed the 
girl. ttG)ad-even if we dieF' 

Above them, the green-winged trog
lodyte hissed and screamed its. fllenace. 

CHAPTER VII 
T:s:E RIVE:R OF TElUtOR 

F

EAR rode the canoe. Craig knew 
In his heart that it was one grim 
pursuer that he and the girl could 

never escape. But he dipped the paddle 
swiftly, fighting weariness and pain. 

t'West ! H  screamed Ann, from the 
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bow. ''Behind you ! "  
Craig felt the dip and swing o f  the 

canoe. Twisting, he saw that the trog
lodyte had· dropped upon the stern. 
Great black talons gripped the gun
wales. Shimmering green wings were 
still half spread, for balance. The 
toothed beak was hissing. 

Craig balf rose in the boat, and 
·brought the paddle over his head with 
a swinging blow. A green wing lifted, 
caught it harmlessly. The be�k seized 
the deflected paddle, tore it from his 
fingers, flung it into the da.rkly shining 
water. 

Disarmed,. Craig trembled. 
The huge yellow-red eyes blinked 

alternately. The creature hitched itself 
forward. The ianged beak struck and 
screamed and struck again. 

Craig shrank back, chilled with sweat 
of fear·. 

''H:ere ! "  Ann whispered. 
He felt the hilt of the long copper 

knife in his hand. Surging to his feet 
on the bottom of the canoe, he lunged. 
The scaly body was bard beneath tlie 
dull blade. The leathery wings folded 
about him, suffocating with their sick
·ening reek. Black talons raked· at him 
murderously. 

The monster swayed with him. They 
toppled out of the canoe. -Craig gasped 
for breath as they sank in ·scarlet water'. 
l{e stabbed, stabbed again and again. 
Still the wings wrapped him, still fangs 
and talons slashed. 

Abruptly, then, sometl1ing was rip
ping at the wings. In the painful, 
blinding scarlet dimness of the water, · 
he glimpsed hideous yellow limbs. He 
�w an evil yellow moon, and evil orbs 
of purple. 

The spider had followed. 
The troglodyte writhed in agony. 

The great wings unfolded. Craig drew 
up his feet, kicked against .the scalep 
body. A ,hairy yellow limb readied for 
.him, He slashed at it with the copper 

blade, fought his wa.y .upward. 
Ann had retrieved the paddle. She 

drove the canoe toward him. He clam
bered shakily aboard, and she paddled 
away from the increasing confusion in 
the foaming red water. Craig saw the 
black, ntutilated body of the troglodyte 
flung clear of the surface, dragged back 
again by fighting yellow limbs-scores 
of them. 

As soon as he could, Craig relieved 
Ann. Wjth splinters from the canoe's 
hard wood, she pinned her torn jacket 
together again, to cover the curves of 
her blood-stained breasts. 

And they went on across the scarlet 
sea. 

The black roof lifted above them, 
until it was lost in murky gloom. Now 
and again they steered away from 
cragged black walls that rose abruptly 
from the darkly shining water. How
ever long the cavern might be, Craig 
supposed, it was never very wide. 

Sitting in the bow, Ann kept an ap
prehensive watch behind. But no green
winged troglodyte appeared to follow 
them. Until at last a confused tremen
dous roaring came to them across the 
luminous waters, and then a vague new 
light was visible against the black and 
lofty vault ahead. 

Presently a new wall of jungle was 
visible, a barrier higher and more omi
nous than that upon the shore they had 
left. Far along it, miles in the distance, 
a bright pillar of scarlet stood up above 
the red sea. 

The roaring came from that pillar, 
endlessly. 

They reached the shore. Overlean
ing the dark water, weird plants thrust 
themselves fifty feet upward. The jun
gle was a flat-topped wall of menace. 
Blood-red tentacles writhed from im
mense, bell-shaped violet blooms. Tre
Q'lendous fungi were chQked in masses 
of twisting creepers. 

uwe could never cut a way through 
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that ! ,, Craig muttered apprehensively. 
11Even if there's nothing to attack-and 
probably there is I "  

CLOUDS of fire drifted above the 
jungle. Eerie colors shimmered 

through it-yellow and purple and 
flaming green. A luminous mist settled 
toward them. And Ann gasped with 
pain. 

Suddenly they were both slapping 
furiously at faces and bare arms and 
the numerous rents in their clothing. 
For the cloud consisted of tninute, lumi
nous insects, whose stings were liquid 
agony. 

Craig drove the canoe back until the 
torturing swarms diminished. Then 
they paddled on toward that roaring, 
enigmatic pillar of red. The low wall 
of weirdly shining jungle presently be
came higher. The marshes were broken 
by lofty cliffs, that shone with blue 
lichens. Beyond were mysterious, dark
ly glowing hiils. 

The roaring had become a crashing1 
incessant thunder. At last, rounding a 
dark headland, they saw the crimson 
fall. Over a sheer precipice, hundreds 
of feet high, came a long wall of water. 
A sheet of lambent scarlet, it tumbled 
into a maelstrom of shining foam. 

Craig caught his breath to shout 
above the din: 

"Above the fall-must be a river. We 
can go up it-toward the Outside I If 
we can get around the fall ! "  

He paddled in again, toward the foot 
of a mossy cliff. They dragged the 
canoe up upon a narrow scrap of beach, 
and then climbed inland. The wonder 
and the terror of this new world awed 
them to silence. 

Far away, beyond a shining purple 
cloud, the cragged wall of the cave was 
visible. Ranges ()f hills rolled down 
from it, to their feet. Fantastic tyorld! 
Everything was luminous. 

The soil was covered with a softly 

glowing, yellow-green m o s s. And 
stranger plants scattered it. Here and 
there thick brown stalks towered out 
of low dense clumps of greenish fronds. 
Each stalk bore, a hundred feet above, 
a swollen sphere of elfin blue, 

"Blue moons," Craig whispered. 
"Growing on stalks ! n 

He rememberecl a lecture on animal 
luminescence. The speaker had des
cribed two wonder-chemicals. The pro
tein1 lucijerine. And the enzyme, luci
jerase. The first is oxidized, he re
called, in the presence of the second. 
The chemical products are oxy-luci
ferase and water. And light is emitted 
by the most efficient process known to 
science. 

Strange illustration of scientifi,c fact I 
Creeping apprehensively, side by 

side, Craig and Ann came to the sum
mit of the hill. Beyond the forest of 
moon, winding away like _an unimagin
able crimson snake, they saw the river. 

The river of terror ! 
Craig shuddered to a cold shock of 

fear, and drew Ann's trembling body 
close to his :;;ide. The bend of the 
river spread vast, almost, as a second 
scarlet sea. Its flatness was alive with 
dull red light, scattered with floating 
masses of decaying fungi and patches 
of greenish scum. 

Above it drifted weird-hued clouds of 
many-colored fire. The farther shore 
was faintly visible, a gleaming line of 
metallic blue and frigid violet, radiant 
with deadly plants. 

Far-off, the river came out of another 
dark arch of mystery. Craig stared 
for a long time into it, as if trying to 
see every peril and heartbreak and dis
aster that might await them there. 

Abruptly he shook himself, as if 
breaking from an unpleasant trance, 
and caught his breath. 

"We may get through a1ive,'l he 
whispered. "We must! But there's 
such a lot to do. We'll have to bring 
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the canoe up throu.gh the jungle, and 
over the hill-we'd never make a mile, 
without it. But first we mus·t have a 
fire-a smudge to keep away those in· 
sects. And food-" 

So began another. epic of frightful 
risk and desperate eff@rt and unineas• 
ured agony. They searched for dry 
wood, to make a fire by friction. Craig 
pitted the coppei· knife against poison
dripping yellow fangs, and killed a ten
foot greenish lizard. They dried and 
smoked its flesh for food, dressed its 
skin for clothing. 

THE dell..<!, heavy air, reeking with 
1 the rot of the swamps, was hot and 

fetid as sorne unclean monster's breath. 
Despite the smudge, the stinging in
sects made rest impossible. Gigantic 
black spiders swung down from their 
webs -in the forest of moods, to silent 
and deadly attack. 

Exhaustion becanie a kind of ano
dyne for fear. A time came even when 
the continuity of Craig's mind was 
broken. He toiled in a dull gray haze. 
He knew only that peril pressed on be
hind, and awaited them ahead. 

Behind, the horror of the troglodytes, 
and the madness of Maddrey's· ven
om�d whip. 

Ahead, unguessed danger, guarding 
the undiscpvered passage-if any pas
sage did exist-to the sanity and the 
sunlight of the world above. 

Sometimes, when be had rested, his 
mind was very vivid. He saw Ann's 
slender dark-eyed loveliness, without 
her ra.gs apd her half-healed s.cars arid 
the fear that was like a shad.ow over 
her. It was as if he had never seen her 
before. 

"I love you, Ann," he told her. "And 
I know we'll find a way!'' 

�U€;h lucid moments, however, were 

1'� 
Craig iived in a haze of exhaustion. 

For lte had little rest. He hacked with 

the duJl copper knife at the teeming 
river jungle. He dragged the canoe 
over hot mud that quaked with hideous 
unse.en life beneath. 

And the world outside see!Ued remote 
beyond imagination. 

A brief elation mounted in him, when 
at last they pushed the canoe out upon 
the river. Ann sat in the bow, tending 
the smudge that held back the swarm
ing midges that looked and felt like 
douds of fire. 

The shining, hostile jungle wall fell 
away behind. And the eldritch forest 
of moons, beneath which they had 
fought so long. Silence seemed strange, 
after the endless thunder of the fall. 
Darkness pressed upon the red waters 
ahead, hiding both menace and hope. 

"We're on the river 1 "  
Craig shouted with . elation, a s  he 

·paddled. 
1'And water runs downhill. If we go 

up-and ke�p on going up-we've got 
to come to the top of the ground ! "  

His answer was a raucotis, hissing 
scream. 

Ann looked up, and her face went 
suddenly white. Craig stopped pad-
9ling. Trembling, he stared. Two 
troglodytes flapped low above them. 
Gr_een flame lined the blackness of their 
wings, and orange spgts winked like 
monstrous evil eyes. 

"Maddrey's beasts ! "  whispered Ann. 
"And - see ! "  Terror choked her. 
"One of them is going back to tell him 
where we are ! "  

Neither o f  the creatures attacked. 
But one of them, indeed, with a last 
vicious hiss, flew back toward the crim
son sea. The other still followed-im
placable, green-winged nemesis 1 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE BLooM oF DooM 

· G toiled at the paddle. Time 
t its meaning. There were no 

days, no nights. The darkly 
shining current ; the heavy, enervating 
heat; the tiny, leaking canoe ; the slick· 
handled paddle ; their r&gged· tortured 
bodies; the tormenting midges ; the 
monster screaming and wheeling above 
-such things were the only realities. 

They lived with but a thin shell of 
wood between themselves and death. 
The choking smudge was never out of 
their nostrils. The scant food that 
chance brought them they cooked in 
the smudge-fire. They slept but sel
dom, half·sitting, cramped. They never 
left the canoe and the river. 

Another troglodyte carne at last to re· 
lieve the first, and a third to take the 
place of that, and another, until Craig 
no longer counted the changes. 

uWhy do they do it, West?" Ann 
once whispered fearfully. "Why do 
they just haunt us? They're getting 
my nerves." She shuddered. "Almost, 
I'd rather they attacked! "  

Craig's tired eyes lifted to the flap
ping monster. 

"I can think of just one �eason," he 
said slowly. ''Maddrey must be follow
ing, himself!'' Despite himself, the 
tremor of fear came into his dried, 
husky voice. "He must send them 
ahead, to watch us and guide him." 

Craig looked down at the girl. His 
gray eyes met her frightened dark ones. 
Together, they said: 

'jHe won't take us!" 
Time there was none. But the scar

let river changed. , It narrowed. The 
opposing current ' was swifter. The 
weird life along the b�s became dif
ferent, although no less hostile. 

Ann sometimes paddled, while Craig 
slept. But she could make little gain 

against the strengthening current, and 
more often they anchored in shallow 
water, near the shore. There she had 
only to watch, and tend the smudge. 

It was on such a time that Craig 
came awake, cold and tensed from some 
intuition of horror. He saw that Ann 
was asleep, over the smudge. Sickened 
with an icy, paralyzing dread, be saw-

The bloom ! . 
The plant was drifting toward the 

canoe, as if some slow eddy .moved it 
through the stagnant shallows. Its 
broad leaves, yards across, lay flat upon 
the water. Thick green pads, filled 
with air-cells, they formed a raft that 
supported the enormous, luminous 
bloom. 

Amazing, fascinating, was the beauty 
of that flower. 

Yet the first sleep-drugged glimpse 
of it filled Craig with monstrous dread. 
Shimmering with a blue that was cold 
as arctic twilight, the petals formed a 
wondrous ten-foot bowl of sapphire 
radiance. 

A bowl of hellish fire I 
Twin black filaments reached like 

living whips above the bowl's rim. At 
their tips hung brilliant little spheres of 
frigid violet. The whips crawled and 
wavered. The little globes lifted and 
felL 

They lifted and fen. 
Lifted�feU-
Craig watched them. He followed 

their slow, .monotonous motion. They 
seemed presently to be returning his 
gaze. He began to wonder dimly if 
they were really eyes. 

A vague alarm stirred him faintly. 

HE WAS getting sleepy again. It 
must have been the swaying of the 

spheres that had made Ann sleep at 
her post. He tried to turn, to look at 
her. He was shocked with a cold sud
den impact of apprehension, for Ann. 

But he couldn't move. 
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His eyes could not leave the little 
violet orbs that rose and feU, waxed 
and waned, slowly rose and fell. 

Then he preceived the perfume. It 
was sweet, almost insipid. Vaguely, he 
saw that it had been sprayed toward 
him. It came �n a pinkish, shining 
cloud, from some unseen source within 
the giant, bright calyx. He drifted 
away into the roseate mist of it-

Into shining pinkish cloud-caverns bf 
sleep. 

He sighed and dosed his eyes. The 
flower had commanded him to sleep. He 
was exhausted, from eternal effort with 
the paddle. It was Ann's duty to keep 
watch. It was right for him to sleep-

But he heard Ann's sleepy little 
whimpering sob. A sudden sharp 
alarm penetrated his deadened mind. 
He forced his eyes open, against a 
leaden weight of sleep. 

And saw black horror crawiing out 
of the water I 

Like slender cruel black snakes, the 
roots of the plant writhed out from be
neath the broad floating leaves, and 
lifted evil coils into the canoe. 

The tentacles were creeping toward 
Ann. 

Craig tried to shout a warning. But 
that strange perfume had paralyzed 
him. No sound came from his dry 
throat. And the coJd light of the 
swaying, hypnotic orbs was suddenly 
stern. 

They looked angry. They were like 
Maddrey's insane glacial eyes. And 
Craig was afraid of them. It was fear 
that stiffened an his body with a para
lytic rigor. 

The black tentacles writhed about 
Ann's white, sleeping body. Thin shin
ing coils whipped around her limbs. 
Black circular suction disks-that 
looked like Qgly serpent-heads-fas
tened to her soft flesh. 

She woke, abruptly. 
4'Weston! Ob, West-n 

The sheer, sobbing horror of her cry 
sent a ripple of agony through Craig's 
tense1 fear-chilled body. Desperately, 
with all his v.-111, he fought that strange 
hypnotic rigor. But he could not 
break it. 

Ai; if clutched in some nightmare, he 
watched helplessly. 

The black tentacles lifted Ann. She 
screamed again, and struggled frantic
ally. The clinging black coils yielded 
to her struggles, and yet held fast. The 
suction disks clung, lifted her out of 
the canoe. 

Nerveless, rigid, drenched with cold 
sweat o f  horror, Craig could only watch. 

He saw the little horny black finger 
that opposed the suction disk, at the 
end of each thin tentacle. Those fingers 
began to explore Allll's body, moving 
with a slow horrible undulant motion. 

Deliberately, they stripped off her 
ragged clothing. Curiously, they 
carressed her long white thighs, all the 
smooth curves of her body, the full 
ivory bowls of her breasts. 

Slowly, cruelly, the black coils grew 
tighter about her white, fighting loveli
ness. Like black wires, they cut into 
her flesh. Red drops oozed from about 
the black disks cupped against her long 
white limbs, her breasts, her throat. 

Once more she screamed, with the 
breath forced from her lungs by that 
crushing pressure. It was a choked, 
bubbling, awful cry; 

"West-\Veston l ' '  
The horror of that appeal, somehow, 

cleft Craig's bonds of dread. Perhaps
the hypnotic attention of those icy vio
let orbs had momentarily shifted from 
him. He dragged his eyes from them. 

He was free ! 
Snatching the copper knife, that Ann 

had dropped in the bottom of the canoe, 
be surged to his feet. She made a last 
little sob of agony, as those torturing 
tentacles drew convulsiveiy tighter. 
about her long nude body. 

1 
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A black whip struck, snake-like, at 
Craig. 

He ducked under it. Catching up the 
paddle, he drGve the canoe with one 
deep stroke between those thick float
ing pads. And he leapt from it, into 
that great bowl of sapphire flame. 

�E shining petals closed upon him. 
They were like cold, boneless flesh. 

They were silken-soft. Yet they 
pressed about him with a crushing, 
smothering strength. And black fila
ments whipped about his throat, like 
garroting wires. 

Craig gasped for breath. He kept his 
arms free of the whipping, clinging ten
tacles. The copper blade slashed 
again and again, ripping at the heart 
of the monster calyx. 

The struggles of bright petals and 
black whips became convulsive, as if 
with agony. Craig was drenched in a 
viscid, sickly-sweet liquid. It was like 
unpleasant blood. 

Abruptly t h e smothering petals 
opened again. He was flung out into 
warm red water. Maddened black 
limbs were beating it to crimson froth. 
A writhing coil gripped him, dragged 
him beneath the surface. 

Strangling, he clutched it with one 
hand, hacked at it desperately. Some
thing snatched at his foot�some dead� 
ly, unseen denizen of the river. He 
kicked free of it. The clinging tentacle 
parted. 

Half drowned, he fought his way up
ward. 

The sentient plant had become a 
frightful mass of agony and death. 
Black tentacles were rending the thick 
green pads. The giant, ice-blue bloom 
had toppled into the water. Swiftly, 
uncannily, the blue glow died. The 
petals withered, blackened. 

1'Ann ! "  Craig was b r e a t  h 1 e s s, 
hoarse with an awful apprehension. 
<�Ann-Ann I "  

The empty canoe was floating away. 
Bubbles broke out of the frothy crim
son water. The dying tentacles had 
dragged Ann under. 

CHAPTER IX 

FLIGHT's E111n 

A GAIN Craig felt the brush of some rl.. alert, quick-moving thing be-
neath the unquiet water. Un

seen jaws closed on his ankle, with an 
agonizing pressure. Once more he was 
drawn beneath the red-frothing sur
face. 

He doubled himself, slashed down 
with the copper blade. It raked against 
an armored body. He kicked out des
perately, came free. Back at the sur
face, gasping for breath, he searched 
for Ann again. · 

And still she was gone. 
Chilled with apprehension, <;r�ig 

caught his breath. He dived agam. 
His eyes were open, but he could see 
only a few feet through the stinging 
murky crimson. Gripping the knife, he 
pl).lled himself down. Down. He felt 
the foul mud of the bottom. 

Then a slender, greenly shining an
tenna touched him with stinging pain. 
He glimpsed the hideous, black�arm
ored thing where frightful jaws had 
caught Ann's naked body. A mon
strous, crab-like crustacean. 

Huge stalked eyes peered at him, 
above her feebly struggling limbs. They 
were crimson moons of evil. Craig 
swam toward them, stabbing with the 
copper knife. Green antenn�LC whipped 
at him, agonizing as Maddrey's ven
omed lash. 

His dull blade failed to penetrate the 
tough black armor. His breath was 
gone. Fire was in his lungs. The 
water was a crushing, oppressive 
weight. It flowed into his nostrils, 
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stranglingly. 
'Then a twisting mass of win�-1ike 

coils sank down through the dusky red� 
ness-black tentacles torn from the dy� 
ing plant. They touched the hideous 
dark�armored crab-thing, struck, clung. 

Frightful jaws released the nude 
girl, flashed at Craig. He slashed at 
the stalked eyes. One evil red moon 
was severed. The monster let him go, 
fighting the dying tentacles. 

_'Craig seized Ann's arm, fought to
ward the surface. They came up, at 
last. Ann still clung to consciousness. 
For a little time they floatc:d in the oily 
red foam, gasping for breath. 

Then Craig saw that the canoe's 
anchor rope had been cut or broken, in 
the battle. It was drifting out, toward 
the swift cu�rent that swept back to
ward the crimson sea. He released the 
girl, overtook it,. paddled frantically 
back to pick up Ann before she was at� 
tacked again. 

She screamed in the red water, be� 
fore he could reach her_ 

"Oh, West--something-" 
He drove the canoe to her side, 

pulled her safely aboard. She was 
shivering with exhaustion �d shock. 
One ankle was marked by the jaws of 
the giant crustacean. Her white 
throat, her back, and her breasts, all 
were marked with little red circles, 
from the sucking disks of the deadly 
flower. 

Craig gave her his wet jacket. 
"I .think we had better paddle upriver 

a way, before we rest again,'� he said 
breathlessly. '1To a quieter vicinity." 

She saw his little weary grin. 
"You aren't angry, Weston?" she 

whispered. ult's all my fault ! I saw 
the flower coming. But something made 
me go to sleep.'' 

Craig managed to smile. 
ul'm glad/' he gasped. 11Almos.t glad 

it happened. You know, Ann-I wasn't 
afrai� when I dived .after you. It's the 

first time I haven't been afraid." 
The troglodyte rose again. Squatting 

on a snag near the bank, it had watched 
the struggle in the river, blinking evil 
yellow-red eyes. It flew low above, as 
they paddled on, hissing and screaming. 

B
ENEATH those green, ominous 
wings, Craig and Ann went ahead. 

They fought an ever-swifter current. It 
wa& impossible to advance against it in 
the middle of the stream. They were 
forced back into the perilous shallows, 
in the shadow of the walling, many
colored jungle. 

Always they were tired, and always 
tense with an unresting alertness. They 
were often hungry. Always sleepless, 
cramped and aching. But they strug
gled on, beneath the evil wings. 

• A time came at last when their flap� 
ping follower was joined by two others. 
Looking back across a mighty bend of 
the dark river, they saw a wheeling 
swarm of the green-winged troglodytes. 

On the water beneath was a little 
black dot. 

Craig bent hard to the paddle, and 
Ann took turns. But the swarm gained 
on them. The dot grew larger. At last 
they could distinguish Maddrey's great 
bulk, bent over his flashing paddle. 

'1Maddrey I "  
Ann was hoarse with a chilling dread. 
1'We'll never get away from him-

and his whip I �· 
They had no measure of their flight's 

duration. But they had eaten and slept 
imnumerable times. Their flesh had 
been wounded, healed, freshly wounded 
and healed again, until each of them 
bore many old scars. 

Craig knew that his body had been 
hardened by his batt!� with the river. 
A kind of daring hardihood had been 
born in him, when he fought the black 
spiders on the hill of moons, and when 
he dived under the river for Annl and 
on a hundred like occasions. 
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He h.ad even hoped, sometimes, that 
fear was gone. But always, listening 
again to the hissing of the troglodyte 
above, he had felt that man's grim her
itage still clung to him. Now-when he 
saw that it was Maddrey indeed in the 
canoe behind-he knew that fear had 
been only sleeping. 

It came upon him with a sickness that 
left him weak and trembling. Then it 
touched him with a terrible strength. 
He dipped the paddle again, and began 
a desperate race. 

Maddrey, with his swarm of mon
strous allies, gained steadily. Still he 
had a madman's strength. But the race 
was not ended when. they reached the 
second fall. 

Ann gasped at the spectacle that 
marched out of the arch of gloom ahead. 
A white pillar of water came down out 
of utter darkness. It made a cloud of 
snowy spray upon the center of a broad, 
jungle-rimmed lake. The surface of the 
lake was queerly mottled, with white 
froth and dull blood-red luminescence. 

The voice of the water was a deafen� 
ing thunder. 

Craig stopped paddling. His eyes 
were fearful. 

"Looks like the end," he shouted to 
Ann. "It's the end of the river." He 
peered about, with frantic eyes. "And 
we can't get through that jungle. We're 
caught-between Maddrey and the 
fall ! "  

"There must be a way ! "  
Ann's dark, frightened eyes looked at 

the white booming column that dropped 
through the roof of the cave. It must 
fall a thousand sheer feet. No way 
there ! 

Then hope stiffened her. 
"There ! '� Her eager cry cleft the 

voice of the waters. "Beyond the 
fall-" 

St11ring through that terrible, thun
dering curtain, Craig dimly saw the 
shore beyond. l'here was a break in 

the jungle. A mysterious dark slope 
mounted into black infinity. 

"That's the way·! " he shouted. "If 
we can pass the fall.,-" 

The flapping swarm of troglodytes 
was close behind him. Faintly, above 
the thunder of the waters, Craig could 
hear their sinister screaming. Paddling, 
he could not look back. But Ann's 
white face was drawn and terrible with 
fear. 

Dimly, above the roaring, he heard 
Maddrey's voice. Rusty, it seemed, 
and strange, as if from lack of use. And 
it held all of the mad violence of an in
furiated bull. 

"Wire the disk-and you may live ! "  

CRAIG raced on. He read the warn-
. ing in the streak of white that ab

ruptly cleft the scarlet water. But there 
was no escape. Maddrey was too close 
behind. Craig bent his back, shot the 
canoe into the deadly current. 

"Stop! "  
Maddrey's bellow was faint, beneath 

that tremendous sound, as the whisper 
of a child. 

"StoP'-Or perish I "  
Craig caught his breath, and drove 

ahead. A great hand flung the .bow 
aside, so swiftly that he could hardly 
keep them upright. The deadly jungle 
swept past in a racing blur. 

Ahead lay the swift white road of the 
current, running straight into the fear
ful, crashing turmoil of white water and 
smothering mist beneath the fall. Toss
ing mountain5 of spray hid all beyond. 

Desperately, Craig fought to cross 
that deadly current. 

The roaring drowned all sound of 
Ann's voice. But he read the words 
from her pale, frightened lips : 

"He came on-he's close behind ! "  
Fainter than a breath, he heard a 

troglodyte's scream. 
His muscles cracked to the effort of 

his paddle strokes. Yet all his strength 
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s�med in vain against the terrific force 
that hurled them toward the fall. 

White foam broke over the gunwales. 
Cold spray drenched them. Violent be
yond the meaning of sound, the vibra
tion of crashing tons of water battered 
and deafened and dazed them. 

Ann was bailing frantically. Despite 
all Craig's efforts, the canoe was swept 
aside. It spun like a top. He lost all 
sense of direction. 

Snap! 
The paddle was a useless stick .in his 

hands. The splintered, smooth-worn 
handle dropped from nerveless fingers. 
Craig looked up helplessly, to face the 
white death of hurtling water. 

But that pillar of supernal sound and 
fury was suddenly behind. Another 
freakish current had $Wept them away. 
One moment of safety ! 

Craig bent again. Frantically he pad
dled with his hands, toward the low 
dark shore. Another mad torrent caught 
the canoe. A white plume of spray gave 
him warning of the rock. 

He stood up, swayed to grasp Ann's 
arm. 

Crash! 
The canoe struck the rock, with a 

shocking, splintering force. Craig leapt 
at the impact, lifting Ann. Amid flying 
fragments of the shattered canoe, they 
were flung over the rock. 

Cold black water swallowed them. 
Still clinging to Ann, Craig battled 

back to the surface. He found himself 
in the eddy beyond the rock. Behind 
was the fall, with savage currents racing 
into the chaos of spray beneath it. 
Ahead was the dark slope they h�d 
glimpsed-

The way, might it be, to the world 
above? 

His frantic feet touched bottom. Ann 
found her footing, and they waded 
ashore. Shivering with unaccustomed 
cold, they looked back. Ann uttered a 
little sobbing moan of fear. 

A long canoe drove out of the mist, 
attended by a green-winged, monstrous 
horde. 

"Maddrey! "  whispered Ann. ''He'll 
never give up I " 

They stumbled up the dark slope. It 
was barren of any luminiferous life. A 
faint light came up across it, however, 
from the dully shining jungle beyond 
the fall. 

Rugged, water-carved rocks grew 
steeper ahead. The sheer, cragged walls 
narrowed upon them, and the black roof 
pressed lower. The way became an 
appalling, constricted maw of darkness. 

"A tunnel?" Still Ann was hopeful. 
"A passage?" 

"Once it was a passage." Craig 
peered into the blackness, doubtfully. 
"Once the river flowed through here. 
But the water has stopped. The pas� 
sage may be close<;l-" 

Another apprehension turned his 
glance behind. 

HE saw Maddrey's canoe. The 
black-bearded giant steered it 

around the menace of the rocks, drove 
it across the eddy, beached it safely. 
Maddrey followed them up the slope, 
with his horde of flapping reptiles. 

Craig broke icy fetters of fear. Gasp
ing for breath, he seized Ann's arm. 
Panting, they stumbled up the slope. 
Soon their bodies were aching from the 
unwonted effort of running. 

A wall of black granite halted them. 
Frantically, they searched to right 

and left, peered above. But the boulder 
blocked the way, with a million tons of 
stone. 

"So this is the end! " 
Craig's whisper was faint and dry 

with dread. 
"This was the way-once. Until that 

boulder fell-maybe a million years 
ago. The river found a new way-down 
through the roof. 

"But we-we're cor�ered I "  
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They waited beneath the rock, for 
Maddrey and his monsters. 

CHAPTER X 

THE MAN AFRAID 

B
ATHED in a weird, flickering 

green, from the flapping wings 
of his hideous retainers, Mad

drey came plunging up the dark slope. 
Blackened from exposure, scarred from 
old wounds, his huge hairy body was 
still powerful. His bearded face was 
seamed, haggard. Into his mad blue 
eyes had come a new feral wildness. 

In one great hand he gripped a mas
sive club of black wood, copper
studded. A copper knife gleamed in his 
broad crimson belt. The shining purple 
whip was looped at his side. Slung from 
his shoulders was the heavy rusted 
mechanism of the disruptor disk. 

A hundred feet beneath Craig and 
Ann, Maddrey paused. Above the hiss
ing screams of his wheeling reptiles, his 
mighty voice bellowed at them: 

"Come back with me. Repair the 
Subterrane. Or die-both of you-by 
the whip ! "  

Craig held Ann close to him. 
"No, Maddrey," he shouted. "We'll 

fight to the finish." 
Ann sensed a new calm in his voice. 

She felt the steadiness of his arm. Won
der came into her dark, frightened eyes. 

"West?" she breathed softly. "You 
aren't afraid?" 

Craig smiled down at her, briefly. 
"Something has happened," he whis

pered. "It was· the same, that time I 
dived. I am afraid, of course-because 
he may kill u� both. But it's different. 
I'm not afraid-of fear." 

The girl made a breathless sob of 
dread, and he looked back down the 
rugged slope, at Maddrey. The shaggy, 
haggard giant had lifted the rust-red-

dened · disruptor disk in both great 
hands. He was swinging it, threaten
ingly, at the flapping reptiles. 

His voice hissed and screamed, in 
their own strange speech. The monsters 
squalled and hissed back at him, as if 
protestingly. But at last a dozen of 
them came flapping up the slope. 

Gripping the copper knife, Craig 
stepped a little forward. He drew Ann 
close behind him. Warm against him, 
her body was quivering with fear. 

"Oh, Weston ! "  she sobbed. "He 
can't take us back-not after we've 
come so far! "  

The shrieking .reptiles dropped upon 
them. Their acrid, snake-house stench 
was sickening. Their bright wings 
whipped up choking dust .from the 
rocks. Half blinded, Craig thrust with 
the copper blade, slashed and thrust 
again. 

But the monsters evaded his ·blows. 
Their dives were always checked, above 
him. No talon raked him, and he felt 
no fang. The knife was a feeble weapon, 
yet the reptiles seemed to fear it. 

Then Ann screamed J 
Craig wheeled, beneath the threaten

ing wings. And horror paralyzed him. 
For a diving monster had snatched the 
girl from behind him. it soared up, 
with her struggling form dangling from 
its talons. 

Breathless with apprehension, forget7 
ting his own defense, Craig stood star
ing. For Ann's sake, he knew, he would 
sutrender. For her, he would become 
the slave of Maddrey's madness. He 
would even repair the Subterrane. 

Ann fought desperately, against the 
talons of the monster. It had gripped 
her by the shoulders. The worn skins 
of her clothing ripped. Her long
limbed body fell out of them, white and 
nude. 

C�:aig:s heart stopped. 
The creature had carried her scores 

of feet �hove the rocks. Her naked, help-
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less body spun in the air, falling. 
Craig's horror-dazed mind saw her 
lovely shape broken hideously, man
gled. 

She screamed once, in the air. 
Then the troglodyte dropped her torn 

garments. It dived after her. A few 
feet above the rocks, its talons caught 
her again, by arm and thigh. It 
checked her fall, lifted her. again. 

The green flicker of its wings turned 
her to a statue of living jade. The 
strange light shimmered on the curves 
of her slim body, made full jade bowls 
of her pointed breasts. 

The monster carried her down to 
Maddrey. 

It hovered, in the air, with her green
lit body dangling. The purple-glowing 
serpent of the whip struck again, and 
dark marks of pain leapt once more 
across her jade perfection. Blood 
looked black, against the green. 

She sobbed, piteously. 
"Let her go I " 

CRAIG was amazed at the clear 
strength of his shout. Clutching 

the dull copper blade, he went plung
ing down the slope, toward Maddrey. 
Against the giant's great mace, against 
the green flame of the disruption ray, 
and the horde of troglodytes, the cop
per knife was a futile weapon. But 
Craig's old, crippling fear was gone. 

Maddrey hissed a command. The 
winged monster dropped beside him, 
still clutching the nude, whimpering 
girl in its talons. Then his great hands 
leveled the rusty disruptor disk at 
Craig. 

"Stop! '' he bellowed. "Or die ! '' 
Craig's leaping body tensed with ex

pectation of that green, dazzling finger 
of death. Time had been when its threat 
might have checked him, with shudder
ing fear. But now he sprang aside, 
crouched, ran on. 

And Maddrey dropped the disk. 

The disruptor weapon was dead, 
Craig realized elatedly. Useless. The 
cavern's hot, humid atmosphere must 
have corroded the terminals. Mad
drey's dominion of the troglodytes now 
lay upon an empty threat. 

But nothing was wrong with Mad
drey's copper-studded club. Bellowing 
with rage, he swung it high. Craig 
darted to meet his lumbering rush. 

The club came down. Craig caught 
it with a stiffened arm. He slashed with 
the copper blade at the great hairy hand 
that clutched it. Howling with pain, 
Maddrey dropped the club. 

His bleeding fingers snatched for the 
purple whip. Viciously it lashed out. 
Craig slashed again with the copper 
blade. The glowing, venomed serpent 
dropped lifeless on the rocks. Maddrey 
stood with the butt in his red hand. 

A slow, stupid bewilderment came 
over his black-bearded face. 

"Make them turn her loose! "  Craig 
gasped. 

Maddrey flung away the whipstock, 
clenched his red empty hands. 

"No I" he bellowed. "The trogs can 
take you ! "  

He stumbled back from the menace 
of Craig's copper blade, screaming and 
hissing in the language of the reptiles. 
The monsters dropped about him, in a 
baleful circle. They flapped green wings 
for balance, and blinked malignant eyes 
at Craig. 

But they didn't attack. 
Gripping the knife, Craig advanced 

suddenly upon the monster that held the 
naked girl. Croaking and spitting 
evilly, it released her and retreated. 
Lovely as an awakened statue of green 
jade, she ran trembling back to Craig. 
He gave her his jacket. 

"Weston! "  Her whisper was electric 
with hope. "They're afraid of you! " 

Gray eyes shining, Craig nodded. 
"Yes, they're afraid. They'll never 

1 attack mankind." 
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He stepped confidently toward the 
glowering giant. 

''Maddrey I "  His voice was low and 
even. "I've been afraid of you. I used 
to obey your orders, because I was 
afraid. It was fear that drove us up the 
river. B�t now I'm not afraid of you, 
any more. 

"I could kill you, Maddrey." 
His thumb was testing the copper 

blade. 
"But I'm not even afraid to let you 

Jive," he added softly. "You may go 
back, if you like. And take your mon
sters with you !" 

Maddrey's clenched hands opened. 
Suddenly he was trembling. Wild, 
blood-shOt, his eyes rolled about the 
drcle of hissing, blinking troglodytes. 

Maddrey was afraid I 
He fell on his knees and began to 

sol;>: 
"I want to go with you I Please take 

me with you I The trogs want to keep 
me. I can never escape them-upless 
you take me. But they're afraid of you. 
They would let me go with you." 

"What's this?" Craig gasped. "You 
;tren't the master?" 

Maddrey whimpered, on his knees. 
"They found out long ago that the 

disruptor disk was dead," he whispered. 
"And they knew that you had built -it. 
That made them set you above me. And 
they have feared you, since you killed 
one of them and fed it to the water 
spiders. 

"They want to keep me, for a slave." 

�E blinking t�oglodytes were flap· 
pmg and hoppmg closer. Maddr-ey 

cowered away from them. His sobbing 
voice rose to a fear-tortured shriek : 

"Don't let them carry me back 1 "  
Craig was touched with pity. He 

looked at Ann, saw compassion on "her 
white face. 

"You may stay with us, Maddrey," 
he .said. "If _you like. But the way out 

is blocked. Perhaps we'll nevet-" 
The ring of troglodytes stalked closer 

upon Maddrey. They flapped and 
blinked at him, cackled and hissed and 
screamed. He flung himself flat on the 
rocks, shrieking : 

"Don't-don't let them-" 
The clamoring circle .closed upon 

him. Maddrey's frantic cries changed 
to the language of the troglodytes. 
Green wings flapped heavily, and the 
dread swarm lifted. Maddrey's big 
body hung limply from great black 
talons. 

So the troglodytes departed. 
They glided down toward the scarlet, 

foam-flecked darkness of the river. 
They passed the thlindering white pillar 
of the fall. They soared over the flat, 
hostile wall of shining jungle beyond. 

The one that carried Maddrey wear
ied. Another flew close, and took the 
burden. They became black motes. 
They vanished, returning with their hu
man slave to the far-off dwelling-pits 
beyond the scarlet sea-. 

Solemnly, Craig drew Ann to- h�m, 
and kissed her. 

"We are free," he told her gravely. 
"Even if we die. here, we wtm't be afraid 
again." · 

P.reseQtly they searched �nee more 
for some crevice in the ancient rock-fall 
that blocked the way. They found 
none. Ann was groWing hopeless and 
depressed again, when Craig led the 
way back to the rusty disruptor disk 
that Maddrey had flung away. 

"It's dead," she said wearily. "It 
doesn't; work." 

"The terminals probably ju·st need 
cleaning," he told her. "If Maddrey 
had known-" 

He repr.essed a little shudder. 
They carried the disk back down ,into 

the glow of the jungle. Craig too� it 
apart, scraped the terminals. He as
sembJeg it again., touched the switch. 
A dazzling lance of emerald stabbed 
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down into the jungle. 
The green beam stabbed its uncanny 

way through the black barrier of gran
ite. They made torches, and packed a 
little food that they found in Maddrey's 
canoe. Eargerly, they climbed into the 
forbidding darkness of the caverns. 

For a long time they clambered up 
through utter, choking blackness. They 
wandered through endless labyrinthine 
corridors, where their torches flickered 
against unimaginable crystal splendor. 
They forded cold black rivers. They 
swam the length of an icy lake. 

Their food was gone. The last torch 
went out. They crept blindly ahead, 
hungry, weary, desperate. They stum
bled upon the lip of some unthinkable 
abyss, and the disruptor disk was lost. 

They climbed black boulder-slopes. 
Climbed vertical ledges. Climbed nar
row chimneys. Climbed into an eternal 
nightmare of weary despair. Climbed 
and staggered, climbed and rested, 
climbed and wept. And climbed. 

Then came the time when Craig 
sniffed the long-forgotten aroma of 
tobacco, and came fumbling in the dark 
upon the butt of a cigarette. Beyond it, 
they found a low curb o'f stone, a 
smooth, well-trodden trail. 

Eagerly, incredulous, they stumbled 
upward. 

· Light met them, and magical human 
voices. 

They came upon a tall man in uni
form, leading an awed and foot-sore 
throng. 

"Yes, sir," the ranger-guide was in
forming a perspiring and somewhat ap
prehensive merchant, "the Carlsbad 

Cavern is the largest in the world. Just 
below us is the Big Room. It is 348 
feet high, 625 feet wide, and over 4,000 
feet long-" 

P,E ranger'.s mouth fell open. He 
staggered back against the mer

chant. A curious whisper ran through 
his flock. A fat woman shrieked and 
fainted. Craig grinned. 

"We've been lost in the caves," he 
said. "Some of them, below, are even 
larger than the Big Room. We've been 
lost a long time. We need food and 
clothing. And Ann is very tired. We've 
no money, but-" 

Ann laughed at him, gaily, saying: 
"But we will have money! " 
She loosened the black shining mass 

of her hair, and found a little pouch, 
made from the skin of that great lizard 
that Craig had killed with the copper 
knife. She unrolled the pouch. Out 
poured four splendid moons of scarlet 
opalescence. 

"Pearls ! "  gasped Craig. "Red pearls I 
But-where-?" 

"They were in the shells you dived 
for," she told him. "I hid them when I 
found them-so that we couldn't go 
back to Maddrey's whip ! " 

Laughing softly, she sank into his 
arms. 

"I'll forgive you, this time," whis
pered Craig. "But, any more deceit-" 

She shuddered deliciously. 
The rangers helped them up the 

trail, into bright New Mexico sun. Craig 
asked the date, and learned that it had 
been four years since the Subterrane 
carried them into the Earth. 
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WORLD WITHOUT SEX 
BY ROBERT WENTWORTH 

Ar�thor of "The Key lo Doom," elc. 

Could Rann Haddan stn'e the male sex fre»n utermination-would the tactics his 
forefathers had used four thousand years ago sente to calm the fury of the ruling 

females? 

Rann 1Vtesled tlze atom-pistol 'from tlze girl's hand t:lfd clouted her witfz it 

rpiE courtroom looked as cold and _j_ �
t
�rd as the inside of a machine. 

Its silvery ferrochromium walls 
and ceiling reflected chillily the day
light from a big triple window. That 
window framed a vista of the city out
side, of colossal cubical buildings and 
swarming fliers. And underneath that 
window at a square ferrochrornium desk 
the four female judges sat and looked 
down on the last twelve men on earth. 

The twelve men were clad like all the 
others in the room in the hygienic white 
shirts and shorts everyone had worn 
for centuries. They stood in a silent, 
dejected little group ex�ept for one of 
the younger men. He stood a little in 
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front of �is fellows, a sturdy young fig
ure whose feet were planted wide apart, 
whose hands were clenched, and whose 
dark head was thrown back as with 
bitter hate and defiance in his strong 
face and black eyes he stared back up at 
the judges. 

On either side of the twelve prisoners 
was drawn up a column of female 
guards armed with stubby atom-pistols. 

The chief hJ.dge lifted her austere, 
perfect face from the papers before her 
and addressed the men. 

"You have been found guilty of re
belling against the orders of the Ruling 
Council/' she stated. 

"Have you anything to say before 
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sentence is pronounced on you?" 
Rann Haddan, the defiant young man 

in front, took a step forward, looking up 
at her with burning eyes. 

"I have something to say, yes," be 
said in a taut, controlled voice. "Some
thing I've long wanted to say to all you 
females." 

"What is there to say, Rann ?" asked 
Berk Ennel, the blond young man be
bind him, hopelessly. "Let them get it 
over with." 

"Yes, let them end it," murmured 
white-haired old Kim Ivan wearily. "I 
grow tired standing." 

Rann Haddan did not heed them but 
looked up at the j udges with the bitter
ness of his dark, strong face deepened. 

"What I have to say is this : By what 
right do you females doom the last of us 
to death ? "  

"We rebelled against your Ruling 

ual association between men and women 
died out, even then we males were will
ing to share the world amicably with 
your sex. But you desired dominance, 
you schemed and planned so that the 
laboratories produced more and more 
females and fewer and fewer males. 

"And when we saw that production 
of males had stopped entirely, that only 
a few thousand males were left, and de
manded of the Council that it order 
more males produced, it refused. We 
were justified in rebelling then, in try
ing to seize some of the birth-labora
tories ! Yet for that, for trying to pre
vent the extinction of our sex, your 
guards killed all of us except we who 
stand here ! " 

The chief judge's chill face was com
pletely unmoved as Rann Haddan's 
passionate voice stopped. 

Council, it is true. But why should we SHE said metallically, "All of this is 
not when your Council was set on end- , beside the point. You are not here 
ing our sex?" as males but as citizens of the World 

The chief judge answered coldly, State. 
"Your accusation is entirely baseless. "You have rebelled against its Rul
The Council's decisions have in no case ing Council, and that crime carries with 
been motivated by sex-animosity." it the penalty of death." 

A bitter smile crossed Rann Had- She paused, and even the cold, silent 
dan's face. "You females say that now courtroom seemed to become a little 
that you have deliberately brought our more silent before she spoke again. 
sex to its end." "It is our sentence that you be exe-

"Why, it was we males who long ago cuted by a firing squad at the end of 
gave you the power to do this ! It was the usual twenty-four hour interval. 
male scientists who four thousand years Guards, return them to their cells." 
ago discovered how to isolate the female Rann Haddan, his face flushed dark 
germ-cell or ovum in the laboratory and red and his hands working, moved to
fertilize it artificialfy there without need ward the judges' desk. Quickly an 
of the male principle. atom-pistol prodded his back and a 

"It was male scientists who devel- guard's voice snapped an order. He 
oped the process so that the resulting slowly stepped back and joined the 
infant's sex could be controlled at will, others, but his deadly black eyes did 
and who so perfected it that within a not leave those of the chief judge as 
thousand years all the children in the they were marched out of the court
world were being_ born in birth-labora- room. 
tories, and natural birth had ceased. A few minutes later, down in the arti-

"When gradually, in result, the sex- ficially-lit world of cement and metal 
ual instinct became atrophied and sex- beneath the big building, he and the 
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others were thrust back into the two 
cells from which they had been taken. 
The girl-guards watched, their hard 
young bodie� alert and their hard eyes 
vigilant, until the heavy ferrochromium 
doors were locked on them. 

Rann Haddan walked over to the 
high, barred window of the cell and 
looked up at its square of sunset sky, 
his inflexible face set like dark metal. 
The other five men in the cell seated 
themselves on the bunks silently, old 
Kim Ivan uttering a weary sigh. 

The guards could be heard marching 
away out in the hall. Rann Haddan 
turned, looked from one of the silent 
men to another. 

"Twenty-four hours," he said, softly 
and slowly. "Twenty-four hours and 
then we end, the male sex ends." . 

They remained silent. On every face 
as he shifted his gaze he saw weary 
hopelessness and despair. 

"But we're not going to end l "  he ex
claimed tautly. "Those damned females 
are not going to put an end to our sex 
forever! "  

Old Kim I van stirred a little and 
spoke. �<J know how you feel, Rann," 
he said, his voice heavy but kind. "But 
there's nothing we can do now. 

"We had but one chance and lost it 
when we were unable to seize any of the 
birth-laboratories. Now it's all ended 
and over." 

"It's not overl "  Rann Hadden in
sisted fiercely. �'We're not going to let 
our sex come to an end like this. We 
males who for a half-million years ruled 
the world, who pulled humanity up out 
of animalism and savagery, are not go· 
ing to be wiped out now forever." 

His dark face set hard and he spoke 
in hard, deliberate syllables. "We're 
not going to face that firing-squad. 
We're going to get out of here and sur
vive-the male sex is going to survive." 

They sat without answering in the 
semi-dusk of the darkening cell for 

some moments. Then blond Berk Ennel 
spoke slowly. 

•�what good would it do us if we did 
escape the firing-squad·? How could we 
twelve hope to seize a birth-labora
tory?" 

"Yes," said Don Noston, another of 
the men. "We could not do it when 
there were some thousand of us. How 
do it now?11 

Rann Hadden leaned toward them, 
his black eyes snapping with purpose. 

"We would not try to seize any birth
laboratory. We would escape to the 
hills beyond the uninhabited plain, and 
once established there we would pro
duce new males ourselves." 

�EY stared at him. "Impossible! "  
Kim Ivan said. ��why, only the 

scientists who are trained for years for 
the task are able to carry on the com
plex work of producing children. 

"How could we, without laboratories 
or equipment, without the necessary 
knowledge and formulae, ever hope to 
do it?" 

"We would not have to produce chil
dren as they do," Rann Haddan an
swered. ''We could do it in another 
way." 

"Another way?" 
Rann's mouth set. "Yes, the way they 

used four thousand years ago. We 
could take females with us by force, 
mate with them, and they would pro
duce children in the old natural way." 

The men stared at him in incredulity 
with which was mingled a horrified dis
gust. 

It was as though he had suddenly 
flung into their midst a suggestion of 
something uterly indecent, utterly re
pulsive. 

Berk Ennel was first to voice their 
feelings. "Mate with females as they 
did in the old days? Faugh ! -it would 
be beastly I " 

"it would be a way to keep the male 
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SGX living; and the only way ! "  lashed 
Rann Haddan passoniately. 

"Do you thirik that I like the .idea? 
But it's the one way open to us and if 
we want our sex to survive we've. got to 
take it." 

"Out there in. the hills we can slowly 
bulid up a little hidden commuQity, with 
more and more males. When our num
bers and power are great enough, we 
can come back to the cities and force 
the laboratories to prodUce more males 
in the normal manner, can come back to 
see. aut sex again a pqwer in the world ! " 

They were silent, their reaction of 
disgusted distaste struggling with their 
recognition of the force of his words. 

Berk Ennel said, "But after all, we're 
locked up here under death-sentence. 
How do you expect even to get .out of 
here?" 

"I think we can do that," Rann Had
dan ap.swered. "But some of us are 
going to die in trying it." 

They looked unspeakingly at- him for 
a little. Then Don Noston said, "We're 
all .to die in any case tomorrow. What 
is your plan?" 

Rann Haddan rapidly explained. He 
saw their faces change as they heard . 
. But all agreed to join irt it._ 

· 

They waited in �ilence until complete 
darkness had .fallen ap.d the buzz of 
swarming fliers in the sky had lessened. 
Then R.ann Hadden gave a silent signal 
and he and Berk Ennel took their places 
just ·inside the ferrochromium door of  
the cell. 

They began to argue, gradually rais
ing their voices. Berk En:nel accused 
Rann of leading them into the revolt 
that would now cost them their lives. 
T.hey raised their voices to angry, semi
hysterical pitch and then fell to a strug• 
gling bodily, wrestling and striking. 
Berk ��mel began to utter gasping, 
choking sounds. 

A guard came running outside the 
door, listened, and then called aloua. 

"Luse ! N orua! "  
They heard other female guards 

hastily arrive. "What is it, Ala? "  asked 
the authoritative voice of one. 

"The prisoners kill each other I 
Quick, open the door and stand on 
guard ! "  

The door clicked open and a half
dozen female guards appeared in it, 
their atom-pistols raised alertly. 

Two bent over the struggling Rann 
Haddan and Berk Ennel while the 
otpers kept the other four men covered 
with their pistols. 

The cell suddenly exploded with mad 
action. Rann Haddan seized the pistol
wrist o f  one of the girl-guards bending 
over him and that touched off a swift, 
wild struggle. Atom-pistols blas.ted 
white streaks of fire as the four other 
men leaped for the guards, and two 
males went down but the others reached 
the females and grappled with them. 

Rann Haddan got the stubby pistol 
from the girl's hand and clouted her 
head with it. As she crumpled he scram
bled up and fired at one of the guards 
who had got free and was aiming at him. 
Berk Ennel and the other males had 
knocked out all the other guards but 
one, who ran out into the hall yelling 
the alarm. 

RANN HADDAN ran out after her 
and fired down the hall after her. 

As she fell, he leaped to the door of tpe 
next cell and blasted open the lock with 
his pistol. 

The six men in that cell came tum
bling out, white-faced and tense. Rann 
Haddan ran back to the door of the 
other cell. 

"Come on, we've got to get up to the 
roof and seize a flier before the alarm 
spreads ! " he cried, 

"We'll take these four females -
we've not time to try to capture more l " 

They grasped the four girl-guards, 
who were wholly or partially uncon-
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scious, snatched up the atom-pistols, 
anQ started on a stumbling run along 
the hall toward the elevators. 

Two female guards emerged from an 
elevator suddenly as they reached them. 
Their pistols whizzed death and two 
males went down in scorched heaps be
fore Rann Haddan and Berk Ennel 
fired and dropped them. 

They slung their captives hastily into 
the metal chamber of the elevator, were 
the next instant whizzing upward. Cries 
of alarm were sounded in the vast build
ing, and an alarm bell began to ring 
sharply. 

When they burst out onto the roof 
and into sight of the vast blinking lights 
of the huge city, domed by the blinking 
stars, pursuit was clamorous in the 
building beneath them. 

Rann Haddan led the way to one of 
the big, torpedo-shaped fliers parked on 
the roof. They tumbled in and Berk 
Ennel slammed shut the door as Rann 
leaped to the controls. Under his fran
tic hands the controls clicked, white 
atomic fire shot back from the propul
sion-tubes. 

The flier jerked sharply up into the 
night, throwing its occupants into a 
heap. It screamed low across the roofs 
of the city, its white fire-streams plum
ing behind it, Rann Haddan hunched 
tensely over its controls. 

Behind it was diminishing clamor 
and uproar. Rann heard Berk Ennel cry 
something about pursuit and glanced 
back to see gleaming dots that jetted 
tiny fire-threads curving up after them. 
He headed the flier straight west. 

A lithe, muscular young arm sud
denly circled his neck from behind and 
squeezed fiercely. The flier dived sick
eningly as he released the controls to 
claw at the choking arm. 

Berk Ennel leaped over and smote 
with his pistol-butt the girl-guard who 
had come to and tried to strangle R:,J.nn. 
She sank down. 

"Keep those damn females quiet, will 
you?" cried Rann as he grabbed the 
controls and sent the flier climbing 
steeply again. 

"What about the fliers behind?" he 
cried a moment later. 

"We're almost out of sight of them! "  
Berk Ennel answered. "Give her all 
she's got." 

The propulsion-tubes blasted deafen
ingly as be opened the power to the last 
notch. They rocketed at tremendous 
speed from over the great city, out over 
the dark, uninhabited plain. 

As they cometed onward through the 
night, the great bed of blinking lights 
behind contracted quickly. It became a 
mere glow back in the darkness, and 
then that too disappeared. They had 
apparently shaken off all pursuit, but 
the craft continued to arrow on over the 
dark plain at unabated speed. 

Morning found them still flying over 
the green flat expanse that lapped the 
horizon in east, so1,1th, and north. In 
the west, ahead of them, dim and dis
tant rocky brown hills rose to break the 
skyline. 

In the gray morning light they were a 
tired, weary-looking company. The 
eight men were nearly all a little 
scorched or bruised, and the four fe
males· were in the same condition. Old 
Kim Ivan was sleeping exhaustedly in a 
corner of the craft while his companions 
watched. 

The girl who had almost throttled 
Rann Haddan during their escape, and 
whose relentless young face and chill 
blue eyes still blazed witP. cold fury, 
watched him like a trapped young 
tigress. 

"You males will not live two minutes 
when our fliers find you, for this ! " she 
told him. 

"Why did you bring us with you? 
Why did you not kill us as treacherously 
as you killed the others?"  

"Quiet, female, or  I'll quiet you,'1 
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said Rann Hadden dangerously, raising 
hi& pistol by the barrel. 

"Be quiet, Ala," said one of the other 
girl-guards calmly. �<They will not live 
long to hold us prisoners." 

TIE gir� Ala subsided, her eyes still 
blazing her defiance. Rann Had

dan peered down with Berk Enncl at 
the terrain below. 

They were flying now over dense, un
broken forest.s that covered the shelv
ing ground between the plain and the 
rocky hills. These forests extended 
clear to the edge of the brown rock 
cliffs. 

He changed their course and they 
flew along the edge of the cliffs, looking 
anxiously for some inviting opening, 
and at the same time keeping watch on 
the eastward sky for fliers. 

"There's a crack in the cliff l "  Berk 
Ennel suddenly exclaimed. "It's gone 
now but I saw it." 

"I saw it too," Rann said. "We'il 
land and see what it's like." 

They landed a few minutes later in a 
forest glade near the crack B�rk Ennel 
had glimpsed. It was invisible from aU 
but one position. 

Rann Haddan and his companion 
left the other mep. to guard their cap
tives and went to investigate it. They 
soon came back. 

"It's an ideal place for us," Rann 
said rapidly. "A stream has worn that 
crack through the cliff and at one place 
has hollowed out a series of small inter
connecting caverns. 

"We can live in them without much 
fear of discovery and we will have a 
water supply .and be near the forest for 
hunting." 

"What about the flier?" Don Noston 
asked. 

"\Ve'Il hide it in the forest some dis
tance from here," Rann said. "It will 
be impossible to see it from above." 

They found a hiding place for the 

craft beneath the dense foliage of great 
trees a half mile from the crack in the 
cliff. They left it there and started 
back toward the cleft, Rann leading and 
the other men urging the captives along 
with menacing pistols. 

The cra.ck in the cliff was a mere nar
row split in the solid rock, at the bot
tom of which a tiny stream trickled. 
Far overhead gleamed a thread of day
light. They splashed along, at times 
forced to go sidewise, until they 
emerged into a series of caverns the 
stream had hollowed where had been 
pockets· of softer rock, dusky rock 
chambers. 

Rann Haddan stopped and waited 
until Berk Ennel and the others had 
come up. He extended his hand then 
to the connecting caves. 

"This will be our home," he said. 
"We can hunt with our atom-pistols in 
the forest for food and we have water 
here. 

"It isn't much like the cities, I know. 
But we can stand it when we consider 
wl)at depends on it." 

The other men looked around, their 
faces showing no enthusiasm as they 
gazed at the rough rock walls of the 
dusky caverns. 

One of the four captives, the girl Ala 
who had tried to strangle Rann Haddan, 
spoke to him through her teeth. 

"And what about us, male? How 
long are you going to wait before you 
kill us?" 

Rann Haddan looked at her coldly 
furious young face. He had to choke 
down the bitter hate that rose in him, 
before he replied. 

"We're not going to kill you at all," 
he told her. Then he added slowly, 
"We're going to take you for -our 
mates." 

The girl Ala stared at him with sheer 
amazement drowning for the moment 
her fury, an amazement that wrinkled 
into an expression of disgust as at some-
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thing loathsomely unclean. 
The same shrinking revoltedness was 

on the faces of the three other girl
guards, and it shadowed the faces of the 
men. 

"Yes, you heard all right ! "  flamed 
Rann Haddan in an anger that he felt 
partly at his own uncontrollable feel
ing of repulsion. "We're going to mate 
with you and you're going to bear chil
dren as they did in the old days, natural 
children, male children ! "  

"Mate with you-as males and fe
males did in the animalistic past?" 
breathed Ala. Then she choked, "Will 
you kill us here and now?" 

"Yes, kill us before-that!" cried an
other of the girls. 

"Rann, we can't do it," said Berk 
Ennel sickly. "It's too atavistic, ani
mal-" 

"We will do it ! '' Rann Haddan 
shouted. "No matter how beastly it is, 
it's a way to save our sex from extinc
tion and we're going to take it." 

"We'll draw lots for these four 
females here and now. Four of us will 
take them as mates, one to each of us. 
It may be that later on we can capture 
more females for mates for the rest of 
us." 

SILENTLY they obeyed. Kim Ivan, 
who excluded himself from the 

drawing, prepared the lots for the other 
seven men. 

Rann Haddan drew from the seven 
sticks the one that represented Ala. 
Berk Ennel got that of Luse, the dark, 
calm woman who had been leader of the 
guards. 

Don Noston and Birt Tinnis, the 
other two men to draw mates, drew re
spectively the females Linni and Norua. 
Juss Hull and the other two men who 
had drawn no women breathed sighs of 
relief. 

When the drawing was finished Rann 
Haddan stood up and strode abruptly 

to the captives. They had stood under 
guard watching the drawing with unbe
lieving horror on their faces. His face 
stony-hard with resolve, Rann grasped 
the wrist of the girl Ala. 

"You have fallen as my mate," he 
told her, his voicf) as hard as his eyes. 
"Come with me." 

She struggled to free herself, fury and 
horror in her eyes, as he jerked her to
ward ope of the neighboring caverns. 

Rann felt in himself a terrible shrink
ing as from something ancient and un
clean. Yet he dragged her along, his 
set face unchanged. 

The other men and the horror
stricken girls watched as he disappeared 
with her into the connecting cav
erns . . . .  

The next day Ala snatched Rann 
Haddan's pistol out of his belt and al
most succeeded in killing him with it. 
A little later Don N oston's mate tried 
to brain him with a rock. The mad 
anger of the females was such that the 
men had to watch them every second. 

Rann Haddan tried to establish or
der. He commanded that one of the 
men should always stand guard in the 
entrance of the caverns, and that t}le 
men should leave their weapons wit'h 
him on entering. Another man he posted 
on top of the cliff to give warning of 
the approach of female fliers. The rest 
of the men were to go into the forest 
each morning to hunt and gather fruits 
and berries. 

A dozen times in the next few days 
the sentry atop the cliff gave the alarm 
as fliers were sighted. Each time the 
men all retreated hastily into the cav
erns, from which they could hear the 
whining scream of the craft passing 
overhead. The fliers were in strong 
patrols, and their frequency indicated 
the intensity of the search. 

Rann Haddan sensed the utter pre
cariousnes.s of their position. But it 
only deepened his resolve to keep his 
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little community alive. His sex was not 
going to die! His determination made 
him ruthless with the women, a,nd in
deed he found it necessary to bind Ala 
and the others to prevent them giving 
the alarm when fliers approached. 

The searching fliers seemed. to grow 
fewer as days went by. And the situa
tion inside the caverns changed too. 
The first flaming fury of the four girls 
changed into a sullen, smoldering hatred 
that seemed only biding its time. They 
never spoke to their mates except when 
spoken to: Rann saw that Ala sat 
brooding, hour after hour. 

She and the others thrust aside the 
meats and fruits the men brought back 
from tl).e forest, and it fell upon old Kim 
I van to do the cooking and to work the 
hides into skins. For a time the women 
had refused even to eat, but hunger had 
conquered them that m1,lch. 

11Rann, it's use1ess," said Berk Ennel, 
shaking his head. nThings can't go on 
indefinitely this way, with tis and the 
females."· 

"We're going on with it," an�wered 
Rann Haddan with unshak:lble deter
mination. "We've got to." 

Berk Ennel shook his head. "We've 
been here weeks and I think they hate 
us worse than ever. Luse makes me 
cold the way she looks at me some
times, and Ala. hates you even worse." 

That .night as Rann Haddan slept be
side Ala he dreamed a monstrous crea
ture had slipped a tentacle around his 
throat and was choking him. 

He choked, gasped, awoke-to find 
the strangling thing around his throat 
still tightening. It was Ala who with a 
crude rope made pf cloth strips was 
strangling him in the dark. 

Rann struggled, clawed at the stran
gling rope, but she cltmg to him like a 
fierce young tigress in the dark. He 
tried to shout but achieved only a chok
ing whisper� He was rapidly growing 
unconscious, 

With blind last effort he. drove his 
elbows back into her body. She cried 
out, and the pressure relaxed a little. 
He got his fingers under the cord, tore 
it loose, and then turned and grasped 
her furiously. 

"Go ahead and kill me ! "  she cried. 
"I'd rather that than to undergo this 
degradation any longer ! "  

"I'm not going to kill you," rasped 
Rann through his teeth. "But I'm go-
ing to give you a lesson." 

· 

She struck fiercely at him but he held 
her wrists with one steely hand, and 
then for five minutes he cuffed her hard 
.in chastisement. 

WIIEN he finished, breathing hard, 
his throat still sore, he waited for 

Ala's fierce maledictions. 
Instead Ala put her face down and 

sobbed, her whole body quivering. 
· 

Rann Haddan was astounded. He 
had never seen her exhibit such weak
ness before and he was a little discon
certed. 

He lay down again and pretended to 
ignore her, but rapidly her quivering 
sobs got on his nerves. 

He raised himself on his elbow. "Stop 
itl " he ordered harshly. 

She continued to sob. "If you don't 
stop-" he threatened, but she paid him 
no heed. 

He extended his hand angrily to 
grasp and shake her. In the dark -his 
fingers touched her tear-wet face. 

He paused. He felt suddenly a prey 
to strange emotions, dim promptings of 
pity that came from he knew not where. 
Slowly, without knowing why he did it, 
he stroked her che�k comfortingly. 

Her sobs checked a little. Rann Had
dan, astonished by his own actions, put 
his arm around her and drew her to 
him. She resisted a little, then buried 
her sobbing face against his shoulder. 
Holding her, he felt an unfamiliar new 
warmth at his heart. 
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Ala was different after that, and soon 
the other women too were different. 
They accepted their new life gradually, 
talked and sometimes laughed around 
the stone fireplaces where now they did 
the cooking. Old Kim Ivan dozed con
tentedly in the sunshine now. 

The searching fliers came less and 
less often. Rann Haddan lost his first 
fears of their community being found, 
and visioned it growing into a larger 
and larger force of males who would 
some day yet be able to seize a city and 
establish the male sex again. 

· 

Nights they sat around the fire in the 
biggest cavern, a strange yet not un
happy little company. Kim Ivan told 
tales of the dim past when all humanity 
had lived in this fashion. Rann Had
dan, sitting with Ala's head against his 
knee, dreamed of the time when they 
should go back and again seize domi
nance for his sex. 

He came home one night to find that 
Ala was not in the main cavern. He 
found her in their own, sitting in a cor
ner staring into the dark. 

"What's the matter, Ala?" he asked, 
putting his arm around her. 

She pushed him fiercely back. "Go 
away from me, male! "  

He was astonished, puzzled. "But 
Ala-11 

She would not speak, and he went 
puzzledly baJ:k to the main cavern. The 
others looked strangely at him, the 
the women accusingly. 

"Whafs the matter with her?11 he 
asked. 

When they told him, his mind lit with 
soaring exultation. 

"A child? But that is wonderful ! 
And it is only the first that will be 
born! "  

He went back to Ala and tried to 
comfort her. "Do not be afraid, Ala. 
Once all children in the world were born 
this way." 

"It is horrible-I wish you had killed 

me/' she choked, and then began to cry. 
He held her and petted her. His 

mind was full of plans. The child 
would be a boy, must be a boy. The 
first new male I " 

He could think of nothing else after 
that but the coming birth. He built 
endless new plans. This would be the 
male sex's first step back to power. 

But when it came, when he heard Ala 
moaning pitifully inside the cave where 
Kim Ivan and the wornen did what they 
could, Rann Haddan did not think for 
a time of .his plans. 

He could only think of how much Ala 
was being hurt. He was shaking a little 
when Kim Ivan came out and gestured 
him to enter. 

Ala lay very whlte and weak on the 
skin couch beside the fire, clutching a 
shapeless little 'bundle to her. 

She looked up tiredly but con� 
tentedly as he bent over her, touching 
her clumsily and searching for words. 

But when he sought to lift the little 
bundle she held, she clutched it tighter. 

"No, you must not-you will be too 
rough! "  She exclaimed anxiously. 

''But I can see, can't I?" Rann Had� 
dan exclaimed. 

SHE unwrapped the ragged coverings 
a little and let him see. He stared 

fascinatedly at the baby. 
It seemed to Rann red and scrawny 

in comparison with the birth-laboratlfty 
infants. 1t squalled lustily, though. 

"Isn't she beautiful?" asked Ala, her 
tired eyes radiant with pride. 

A horrible suspicion came to Rann at 
her words. "She?" he repeated. 

Kim Ivan coughed apologetically. 
"The child is a female, Rann. It is un
fortunate but-" 

Rann did not hear· the rest. He 
straightened, walked out of the cavern, 
his mind sick with bitter shock of dis� 
appointment. 

The irony of it Sank into his soul. 
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He had never dreamed for a moment 
that the child would be aught but a 
male. lt had seemed that after the 
superhuman efforts he had made, sim
ply that new males might be produced, 
it would have to be male. 

And it was female ! His vi�ioned first 
step back to power, his high-built plans, 
were shattered for the time. He sat 
brooding by the fire, and for two whole 
days he would not go into the cavern 
where Ala and the child were. 

He finally conquered his bitter disap
pointment enough to go in. After all, 
it was not Ala's fault. 

But when s1le extended the baby to
ward him ·he thrust it back. 

1'I don't want it. Why couldn't it 
have been a lll<ile?" 

"I am sotty, truly I am sorry, Rann," 
said Ala. "Perhaps the next one will 
be a male." 

"Besides;" she added w'ith a little de
fiance, "she is beautiful even though she 
is. a female." 

Rann Haddan st�r�d. gloomily down 
at the little w.retch. He could see �oth
ing beautiful about it, and said so. 

It slept, and in its sleep moved its 
little limbs jerkily, aimlessly-. It looked 
ridiculously soft and helpless. 

One of its hands to'uched Rann 's 
wrist, as he stood th·ere. The tiny fin
gers clutched it warmly. 

Rann stood looking down and sud
q�nly he seemed to see the child fo� the 
first. time. For the first time there came 
to hfh1 a realization th::tt this was his 
and Ala's. 

He, he and Ala, had created it them
selves out of nothing, without labora
tories or formulae. Somehow that 
seemed vastly important, seemed to 
dr:aw him illogically to it. There was 
no reasdn why it should, he told him
self, but it did. 

He stood staring .down at it until Ala 
noticed that it had clutched his wrist. 
She anxiously sought to withdraw its 

fingers. 
" I  did not know she had don!! that," 

she said apologetically. 
Rann stopped her. "Let her alone/' 

he said, and then added severely, uno 
yqu want to wake her?" 

They called the little girl Teena. 
Soon it was crowing loudly, rolling fat 
and laughing in the corner of the 
cavern .. 

And soon there \vere other infants in 
the little community, too. Berk Ennel's 
dark wife, Luse, and Don Nosten's 
mate, Linni, gave birth and both of 
them to sons. 

Rann Haddan was glad. They were 
the first males born on earth for many 
years, and they meant the beginning of 
the reali7..ation of his dreams of going 
ba�k. Yet he was not �s overjoyed as 
on(,:e he would have been. 

"Berk Ennel's child and Don Nos
ten's are fine children and they are 
males but they do not seem to have 
Teena1s intelligence," be told Ala. 

Ala nodded, holding up the fat little 
gid-baby fondly. "How could they 
have? Teena is an unusual child." 

Rann agreed seriously. "Anyone can 
see that. Still, it is good that they are 
males-the more males are born, the 
sooner we will have power to assert 
again our sex." 

They were all more occupied than be
for-e, now. The men had the problem of 
procuring more food, and Rann devised 
bows and arrows and spears to conserve 
thefr pistpl-charges. The women were 
engrossed in the rearing of the children, 
exchanging advice and information, 
running at each lusty infant howl. 

�EY made the caverns comfort-
. able, with fittings they took from 

the interior of the flier and with de
vices of their own invention. There 
was a certain zest in the life, Rann 
found. It was good to swing with Betk 
Ennel through the morning, dew-wet 
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woods, with eyes alert for game, good to 
come back and sit beside the fire and 
roll the gleefully crowing, chubby 
babies on their ·backs while their moth
ers hurried to prepare the evening meal. 

J uss Hull and the other two men who 
were without mates began to complain. 
They had at first congratulated them
selves on not drawing any of the wo
men, but now they complained that they 
had no one to prepare their food and 
that their caverns were not often 
cleaned. At last they demanded that 
they be allowed to go back to the cities 
of the females and steal mates .. 

"We can do it easily ! "  Juss Hull 
insisted to Rann. "We can start in the 
flier at nightfall and be back before 
morning-We'll simply swoop down on 
the city and snatch up three females." 

Ran.n Haddan shook his head. "No, 
it's too risky ! You'll either be captured 
or followed here and you know what 
that will mean. The females will de
stroy the lot of us." 

usome time in the future there will 
come a chance. Meanwhile, we have to 
play safe and build up our community 
to so strong a position that it not only 
can hold its own but can go back to the 
cities in force and reassert our sex." 

"If you were really intent on re
storing our sex to power you'd allow us 
to go," said Juss Hull. 

"Yes, it's all very well for you," said 
one of the other two sullenly. "You al
ready have mates." 

ui say you shan't go! " Rann Had
dan repeated. "I'm not going to have 
what we've already accomplished de
stroyed now." 

That night when he sat down with 
the others in the main cavern to eat, 
he saw three faces missing. Instantly 
his brain sounded alarm. 

"Where are Juss Hull and lan Las 
and Dirk Or?" he demanded. 

Kim I van raised his head. "They 
went out hunting this afternoon just be-

fore you returned. They said they'd be 
back soon." 

Rann jumped to his feet and ran out 
the cleft and through the woods to 
where the flier had been hidden. He 
had a fatal foreknowledge, though, of 
what he would see, and was not sur
prised when he found the flier gone. 

He went slowly back through the 
cleft to the caverns, his face set. The 
others were waiting in surprise. 

uThey have gone to steal mates des
pite my forbidding them," he said. 

Ala clutched the gurgling Teena in 
sudden alarm. 

"Rann, there is danger?" 
He tried to smile. "Perhaps not. 

Th�y may be able to steal women and 
get away without being caught." 

uof course," reassured Berk Ennel. 
"They'll be back before morning, never 
fear.'' 

· 

.AU the rest of that night Rann Had
dan watched outside the cliff, peering 
into the eastern sky. The hours 
passed slowly. He longed to see the 
flier return as he had never longed for 
anything in his life·, thinking of the 
others sleeping ther:e in the caverns. 

But he saw no longed-for flier whin
ing with white fire-pulmes through the 
moonlight. Gray dawn came and 
flushed rose and still it had not come. 
He waited until the sun was well up in 
the heavens, then made decision and 
went quickly back in to the caverns. 

"Juss Hull and the others are cap
tured or dead," he said rapidly. 
"There's no doubt of it-theid never 

have st'ayed till after dawn otherwise.'' 
"The females will wring the secret of 

this place out of theni if they're still 
alive and will come here to destroy us. 
We've got to bide for a while." 

"Where?" asked Berk Ennel. "The 
woods?" 

"They'll comb the woods with atom
blasts if they come," Rann answered, 
"Tha:t projecting ledge up atop the 
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cliffs is the best place. We'll be hidden, 
there, and have a chance to fight." 

"We'll take the children and our 
weapons up there and then food and 
water. Be quick, now�we mustn't lose 
a moment." 

Pale faced, yet without losing time 
in talk, men and women began the task 
of moving to the ledge high up on the 
cliff. It was a mere long recess under 
an overhanging shelf of rock, to be 
reached only by a risky climb up zig
zagging narrower ledges. 

The women carried the children, the 
men following with all their available 
weapons. As he climbed behind Ala, 
watching her anxiously as she climbed 
with the fat, sleeping little Teena in 
her arms, glimpsing. her taut, pale face, 
Rann cursed Juss Hull and his com
panions from the depths of his heart. 

�y had reached the ledge and the 
men were starting back down after 

the food and water when Ala uttered a 
cry. 

She pointed eastward. "Rann, fliers 
come ! "  

He stopped, stared east. A little 
swarm of half-dozen black midges was 
coming out of the east, growing rapidly 
bigger. 

"They're coming straight here and 
that means it's us they're looking for," 
he said. 

"No time to get the food and water 
now. Get back under the shelf there, 
all of you, where they can't see us so 
well." 

They hurried back into the shadows 
beneath the looming overhang of the 
great rock shelf. The women crouched 
down in the darkness at the extreme 
back of this space. The child of Berk 
Ennel awoke and began to cry, and his 
mate hastily soothed it. 

Rann Haddan and Berk Ennel and 
Kim Ivan and the other two men lay 
flattened just inside the shadows of the 

overhang, watching the fliers approach, 
their atom-pistols tightly clutched in 
their hands and their spears and bows 
beside them. 

The six fliers came on in a long down
ward slant toward the base of the cliff, 
their atom-streams sounding in a dimin
uendo scream. They slanted down out 
of sight and Rann and his companions 
crawled out to the edge of the ledge 
and looked down. They saw dozens of 
white-dad figures pour quickly out of 
the fliers, and into the cleft in the cliff. 

"They caught Juss Hull and the 
others all right," Rann gritted. "They 
know just where to look for us." 

"Maybe when they don't find us 
there they'll think we've gone away 
completely, and won't look further," 
Berk Ennel said hopefully. 

Rann laughed mirthlessly. "Our 
fires are still smoking in the caverns. 
They'll look further, never fear." 

They saw the white-clad figures 
emerge from the cleft again in a few 
moments, look this way and that. Then 
they entered their fliers. 

Rann lfaddan and his companions 
shrank back again into the shadows, 
They heard the fliers rising. 

Then as they crouched they heard 
the fliers moving along the cliffs, search
ing every opening in them. 

One of the fliers went slowly by, but 
without their being perceived. Hope 
rose in Rann. And ironically it was 
crushed in the next moment as another 
flier came, suddenly stopped and 
hovered. 

They saw faces peering from it, star
ing straight at them. Then the flier 
darted quickly away, and they heard 
calling cries. 

"They've found us," Rann said. He 
got to his feet. "We'll meet them out 
on the open ledge." 

Ala clung fiercely to him. "You must 
not! I will go with you if you do!" 

He put her hands gently from him, 
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pushed her back to the child. l:Iis heart 
seemed stone as he turned away. 

He went out and stood on the ledge 
with Berk Ennel and the others, his 
pistol raised, his pulse thudding. He 
heard a strangled cry from Ala and sobs 
from the other women but did not turn. 

With roaring thunder of their atom
streams, up sprang all six fliers, hovered 
at the edge of the ledge, came to r�st 
on it. Their doors opened, and as fig
ures poured out Rann Haddan aimed 
at the first. 

His finger hesitated at the very mo
ment it was about to pull the trigger. 
That first figure he saw over his sights 
was a familiar figure and surprise 
stayed him. 

"Jus� Hull ! "  he cried. Juss Hull and 
the other two men were running toward 
them and behind came a group of armed 
females. 

"Don't fire, Rann t "  cried Juss Hull. 
"It's all right-they'.re friends r" 

Bewildered, Rann and his friends let 
Juss HulJ's trio and the females ap
proach. Juss Hull was bursting with 
explanations. 

"They came back with us, Rann I 
We couldn't find you in the caves but 
knew you'd be somewhere near/' 

"You see, when we went back to the 
city we found that things had changed. 
There's civil war between the females, a 
revolt of all the western cities against 
the Ruling Council's strict rule ! "  

-

"The females there are no longer 
hunting us, and they want us to come 
back. And they say that if we come 
back, they'll agree to have the birth
laboratories produce more males 1 "  

RANN HADDAN turned in incredu
lous amazement to the female 

leader. urs that true?" 
"It is," she said instantly. "We need 

fighters now and you men are that
you proved it when you made your es
cape. 

''You're no· longer under sentence 
and if. you come back and help us we'll 
agree that as many males shall be pro
duced in future as females." 

Rann Haddon stared at her, unable 
to speak. It was his dream come true, 
not after the slow lapse of many years, 
but here and now. Once again the 
males should rise as a sex, once again 
his sex shoilld share the world with the 
other. 

All that he had fought and schemed 
and toiled for here-it had fallen into 
his hands now, like this. He saw the 
cities of the future, more and more 
males produced in them, his sex again 
co-equal with the other. 

Something clutched his sleeve and he 
turned. It was the child Teena, held by 
�-' who had come out to his side. 

It brought a sudden new thought into 
his mind and he turned again to the 
female leader. 

"But what about our children and 
wives'-what about Teena and Ala?" ' 

The leader gla.JJ,ced indifferently at 
the. child. "The children will be placed 
in the State Nurseries, of course. No 
one will ever know but what they're 
laboratory children." 

"Yout wives can re-enter the service. 
We'll be willing to overlook this atavis
tic sexual association that has been 
going on between you and them." 

Ala clutched the baby tight, her eyes 
flaming wrath. "Teena in a State 
Nursery? But you can't put her there 
-not her ! "  

"No, o f  course not," said Rann Had� 
don bewilderedly. ''And Ala and J .can't 
-be separated.'' 

· 

"You mean that you two want to 
continue this association of yours?" the 
female leader asked in incredulous dis
gust. 

Rann's arm went around Ala. "Of 
course we dol Do you think we're 
going to be separated now?" 

The leader glanced from him to the 
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others. "You all feel this way? But 
in that case you can't return.'' 

"In that case we don't want to re� 
turn ! "  Rann shouted. And suddenly 
without reason at all he felt joyful, con� 
fident. "We want to stay right here." 

Old Kim Ivan was aghast. '1Rann, 
do you realize what you're doing? 
Turning down the thing you've worked 
for for months, the chance to go back 
and reass«;!rt the male sex?" 

"Why, I nevel," beard of such a 
thing! "  

"You never had a family, either," 
Rann told him. 

The female leader shook her head 
hopelessly. "You're all mad. Stay 
here in your savagery, then." 

She turned, and her female followers 
moved with her toward the fliers. All 
but three who hesitated beside Juss 
Hull and his two companions. 

"Well, why are you lingering?" 
snapped the leader to her three hang
back followers. 

They looked down, ashamed. ''We 
want to stay here too," said one. "We've 
been talking to these three maleS' and 
they want us to stay." 

The leader's jaw dropped. "Is this 

be-we'd better get out of here before 
all of us catch it.u 

"Into your fliers, the rest of youl 
We return I'' 

In the main cavern that night Rann 
Haddan sat by the fire "With Teena 
sleeping in his lap, and Ala drowsing 
at his side. Across the cavern the 
others were laughing and chatting in a 
group. Now and then their bursts of 
merriment came to him as he sat. 

He dreamed over the fire, looking 
into its embers of crimson and rose. 
Ala's head dropped lower and lower 
against him until suddenly she awoke 
with a jerk, and then looked at him and 
rubbed her eyes. 

She put out her hand to his. "You 
are not sorry that we stayed, that we 
did not return to the cities?" 

He laughed. '1We'll return some
time. Maybe not you and I, maybe 
not even Teena, but her children or her 
children's children." 

"Let the females fight their wars be
tween themselves and exhaust them
selves. Our two-sex:ed little world here 
will grow and grow until it rules the 
whole earth again ! "  

repulsive atavism contagious? It must The End. 
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Ultra-science had created this beautiful test-tube girl Graeme Mansfield Joyed, and 
ultra-science would wed her to the test-tube monster who chose her as his mate! 

Mansfield tried to break his full by twisting in mid-air· 

CHAPTER I 

BIRTH OF A SUPER-MAN 

ited every moment of his life from the 
discoveries of such men as this old pro
fessor. Yet even the projected flight 
to Mars, which after years of planning 

G

R A E M  E MANSFIELD re- was scheduled to begin today, had 
pressed a slight shudder as he failed to lure him from his glassite
pushed the button beside the domed stuc.lio, where he worked pas

shining door of the scientist's labora- sionately over his own problem of the 
tory. The wild, eager expression on fourth-dimensional element in his latest 
Professor Thorndile's face, as it had ap- painting, that of a superb golden god
peared in the television mirror, .and the dess. 
uncontrolled squeak of his excited voice But old Thorndile had summoned 
had prepared him for a distasteful half him, pleadingly, and here he was. 
hour. · · They had. nothing in common ; ill 

Mansfield was an artist ; scientific fact, he had found the scientist a 
matters bored him. He cheerfully ad- rather irritating person. Nevertheless, 
mitted that he, like all humanity, prof- despite his artistic seqsitivenes1 he Wali 

G6 
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tolerant of human shortcomings. If he 
disliked Thorndile, if there was some
thing queer, something slightly sinister 
in the professor's personality, Mans
field was ready to excuse it on the 
grounds of scientific preoccupation. 

He pressed the button again. A blue 
light flared in his face from the mirror
like surface of the chromium steel door 
that guarded the scientist's sanctum. 
He was, he knew, visible to Professor 
Thorndile in his radionic-vision reOec
tor, even though his own eyes could not 
pierce the steel partition. He frowned; 
it seemed strange that a man who took 
such precautions against unwelcome 
visitors should wish to see him. 

The heavy door rolled back silently 
into the wall. Mansfield blinked his 
eyes. The laboratory appeared to be 
dark; but as he stepped forward he 
made out numerous reddish glows
ruby lights. 

"Ha, you have come, my friend! 
Splendid, splendid I "  

Professor Thorndile touched a but
ton and some electrically controlled 
mechanism rolled the huge door shut 
behind Mansfield. Again he felt like 
shuddering. 

He glanced around. The place had 
the atmosphere of a hell, to his sensitive 
imagination; he didn't enjoy the feeling 
of being locked in here. Everything 
had a reddish hue-the scientist's bald, 
egg-shaped head and lean face, with 1ts 
sunken cheeks and eyes that peered at 
him through thick-lensed spectacles ; 
his shriveled old body; the walls and 
ceiling; the complex maze of benches, 
scales, test tubes and other parapher
nalia-all tended to create a wierd illu
sion, diabolically unreal. 

"What is it you wish to tell me, Pro
fessor?" he aSked, shaking the scien
tist's bony hand with attempted cordi
ality. 

"Tell you ! My friend, I got you 
here to show you, not tell you I I am 

about to reveal-for the first time- to 
anyone but myself-the greatest mir
acle of scientific achievement since the 
year 1968 1 Do you know what out
standing discovery marked that year, 
Mansfield?" 

"No," the young man confessed, 
"I'm afraid not. As you know, I'm an 
artist, not a scientist. I could tell you 
a number of advances that have been 
made in the field of art. For instance, 
in the ten years since 1968 the fourth
dimensional element, which I am now 
working on, was introduced into the 
works of Van Devere and Molct to a 
degree that makes our old concep
tions-" 

Professor Thorndile checked him. 
"Art ! "  he scoffed. "I know nothing 

of art-care nothing for it ! I, Mans
field, am a, scientist, the greatest scien
tific mind since Alterbetg, the physicist, 
who gave the world his theory of eter
nitivity. I am even greater than Alter
berg-as you shall be privileged to see 
for yourself ! "  

MANSFIELD avoided meeting the 
piercing gaze of those fanatical 

old eyes. As an artist, he had learned 
to be tolerant of the flaming ego-supe
riority of creative men. It was neces
sary, he supposed, for a man to have an 
exaggerated feeling of his own impor
tance, at least privately, in order to 
put down all obstacles and accomplish 
the seemingly impossible. Even in this 
day of wonders, one who attempted 
radically new things had to contend 
with the incredulity of others. It was a 
race-instinct, apparently, to doubt 
whatever the imagination could not 
readily grasp. Yet Professor Thorn
dile's cackling voice and over-confi
dent manner made him stir uncom
fortably. 

"Why have you chosen me, a lay
man, to be the first one to see this thing, 
whatever it is?" he asked, a trifle ir-
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ritably. 
"Ha, we will come to that later, my 

young friend J To understand, you 
must first view the miracle to which I 
an;t about to introduce you. Mansfield, 
my boy, the efforts of my bands and 
brain, of twenty·seven years of ex� 
haustive study and toil, are today in 
the final stage of fulfilment 1 But, come 
-follow me ! "  

He led the way to a tall object which 
loomed up like a shrouded piller in the 
semi�darkness. Then he jerked a cord, 
and the shroud arose, revealing what 
seemed to be a giant test tube. 

"Look! "  hissed the professor. "What 
do you see?" 

Mansfield pressed forward, straining 
his eyes. Dimly he could make out a 
network of wires, tubes, valves; a com
plication of tanks and wheels and agita� 
tors ; and attached to the outside of the 
great test tube were numerous dials, 
regulators, indicators a n  d moving 
graphs. He shook his bead apolo· 
getically. 

"What is it, Professor?" he asked 
politely, not wanting to appear rude by 
revealing his lack of interest. 

The old man did not answer at once. 
He touched a switch, and soft rays of 
indirect light flooded the laboratory. 

"Look again I "  he urged. 
Mansfield's indifferent gaze fell on 

the interior of the great glassite tube. 
He recoiled, gasping. 

"Great Caesar-a man!" 
Professor Thorndile chuckled. "Yes, 

my friend, you are right !  That fellow 
is a man, as much as yourself, but with 
a great difference. You, M&nsfield, 
were born of a woman, "in the normal, 
orthodox fashion. This fellow-" He 
waved a hand to indicate his laboratory, 
then straightened his dwarfish body 
proudly. "This fellow," he said, "is 
the product of my brain ! "  

Mansfield drew a deep breath, still 
staring. The creature was half floating 

in some kind of liquid. Manst.ield dim� 
ly recalled hav.ing read somewhere that 
the mother's body provides her off· 
spring only protection, water, food, 
oxygen; the embryo developing its own 
blood and tissue. This liquid, then, 
must be a blood-substitute containing 
oxygen and bacteria-destroying prop� 
erties; the tube attached. to the crea� 
ture's navel supplied food. The rest
the flexible wires joined by suction caps 
to certain muscles, the tubes running to 
nose and mouth and ears, Mansfield did 
not understand. \Vhat amazed him 
most was the size of the supposed in
fant; he was at Ie�t eight feet in 
height:! 

''Robot?" Mansfield asked hoarsely. 
"Robot ! "  the scientist mocked scorn� 

fully. His voice sen� a little chill qown 
Mansfield's spine. "Would a robot have 
flesh and blood? Would it kick-would 
its heart beat? You, my young friend, 
are se�ing � full�grown specimen of 
lzomo sap-iem, scientifically developed ! "  

The artist's face showed his per� 
plexed increG.ulity. 

"Surely," cried the scientist, "you 
can see for yourself !  Even a layman 
today knows that science has long been 
experimenting with the test tube baby! 
You must be aware, Mansfield, that to
to bring to birth rabbits and cats arid 
dogs and cattle-even monkeys-out� 
side the mother's body has become com� 
monplace in the last decade ! Only the 
human being, the most complicated of 
all vetebrates, has continued to defy 
tlrat inevitable accomplishment ! "  

M
ANSFIELD roused himself out of 

his amazed' stupor. 
"The· test tube baby! "  he muttered, 

<;atcbing at the familiar phrase to 
steady h i:m s e I f. ':Yes, certainly. 
They've ·been talking about that for 
half a century. I've read how C-olonel 
Lindbergh, away back in 1936, gave up 
aviation and began to experiment with 
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the possibilities of developing an infant 
in a test tube. Yes, and everyone 
knows that Dr. Leicester recently sue� 
ceeded in bringing the Morrell sextup
lets into the world after seven months 
in an incubator of some sort. But 
this-" He wiped his brow. 'This, 
Professor, is not a-baby!" 

"Of course he's not a baby! He has 
the physical development of a thirty� 
year-old adult. See those radionic vi
brators ? They have produced in three 
years muscles that no human ever pos
sessed before ! And his brain ! He has 
the intellect of a man of fifty, yet his 
mind has the plasticity, the teachable
ness o f  a young child!  He will be 
known as the wonder of the age--of all 
time ! Mansfield, you are looking at 
the long-awaited super-map. of this 
planet ! "  

Mansfield gasped. 
"Did I not tell you that I am greater 

than even Alterberg?" cackled the sci
entist. "What do you think now, heh?" 

"I -I can scarcely credit my own 
eyes with the truth I "  whispered Mans� 
field. "I've learned to believe anything 
is possible to man's ingenuity, and 
yet-" 

"And yet your eyes do nbt lie I" the 
old man chortled. "When you learn 
the potentialities of my super-man, you 
will be still more amazed, my young 
friend. Do you know how old that fel� 
low is? Four years old ! 1 developed 
him from a mass of protoplasm to his 
present perfection in four years and 
eighteen d11-ys. Do you believe me?" 

Mansfield tore his gaze from the 
quietly pulsating figure to look at the 
scientist.' He felt a little faint, his brain 
reeled, his mind was staggered at what 
he was witnessing. 

"Tell me," he demanded hoarsely, 
"how yo\1 did it ! Is he-is he human?" 

"Yes and no ! "  chuckled the old man, 
delighted at his guest's stupefact.ion. 
"He is a controlled variation, just as the 

race of mankind is a nature-evolved va� 
riation from the ancient Pithencanth
ropus erectus, the once so-called miss
ing link from the ape man to homo 
sapiens. If you were a scientist, Mans
field, I could readily make you under
stand a great deal. Do you know any
thing about embryology, histology, 
anatomy, morphology, physiology or 
psychology?" 

Mansfield shook his head regret
fully. 

"Right now I wish I did," he said. 
"Of course my artistic training in� 
eluded elementary anatomy and physi
ology, and nowadays every layman 
knows a little psychology. But may
be I can grasp a little of what you say. 
How on earth did you-" 

"I will explain, then, such scientific 
details as you can understand, but not 
yet. First, my friend, let us examine 
another wonder which my brain has 
created. To you, an artist, this one 
will be of extreme interest, no doubt, 
because-" 

He checked himself, obviously un
willing to reveal his secret beforehand. 
They passed into another part of the 
laboratory, where Mansfield beheld an
other curtained test tube. Thorndile 
raised the shroud. 

"Darkness has been essential to em
bryonic development," he remarked, 
"but now it does not matter. In a short 
time--" He glanced at his watch. "In 
exactly fourteen minutes they will be 
ready to be born." 

"They." Mansfield gaped at the test 
tube. "Is this another?" 

The professor moved a switch and 
again hidden lights flooded upon them. 
Mansfield caught his breath sharply, 
staring. 

"A-a woman ! "  he cried. "A beau
tiful maiden ! Why, great Caesar." 
His stare widened, incredulously. "It's 
-it's the golden goddess! 
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CHAPTER II 

THE SECOND MIRACLE 

G
RAEME MANSFIELD knew 
that he was looking at the most 
beautiful female his eyes had 

ever beheld. Her· mass of golden hair 
bore a striking resemblance to the hair 
he had tried to produce on his canvas ; 
but a second glance disclosed that his 
conception had been far short of the 
matchless vision he was now staring at. 

She was a young girl, apparently 
about eighteen or nineteen, according 
to normal standards. Mansfield in all 
his life had never seen such glorious 
physical perfection in any creature. 
The most ideal models who had ever 
posed for him were crude and ill-shaped 
in comparison with this maiden. From 
the top of her golden head to the bot
tom of her shapely pink toes, which no 
shoe had ever marred, she was the acme 
of perfect womanhood. 

Yet Mansfield realized sickeningly 
that she must be abnormal, like the 
giant super-man he had just seen. She 
had the same tubes at navel, nostrils, 
mouth and ears, though the muscle de
velopers were missing from her shapely 
figure. 

"She's not-not human-not nor
mal, I mean, is she? "  he asked, feeling 
a sudden unreasoning hatred of the 
professor. 

"Yes, she is," Thorndile said. "I 
have not experimented with her beyond 
the most elementary matters of embry
onic culture. She is a fully developed 
girl, · Mansfield, the equivalent of a 
twenty-year-old woman, but her great 
beauty makes her look younger. To 
me, she is of secondary importance. I 
have not cared to over-develop her, as 
she will serve my purpose in her nor
mal state, with all its normal func
tions." 

"Your purpose ?" echoed Mansfield. 
"What purpose ?" 

"I was referring to the part she will 
play in life, as- the wife of my super
man. The union of a super-male with 
a highly gifted normal female is sure to 
result in-" 

Mansfield caught his bony arm. 
"You're not going to do that I" he 

cried. "This girl - that monster I 
You're going to mate them-like cat
tle?'" 

The scientist stared at him, sur
prised. 

"What is wrong with that ?" he 
squeaked. "That has been my great 
dream-my lifelong ambition, which 
the world .has laughed at! You, Mans
field, have never laughed at me. I like 
you. You alone, even though you are 
not a scientist, have been tolerant, un
derstanding. That is why I have. 
brought you here, why I have shown 
you the astounding secret which I have 
hidden from the world. Mansfield, I 
am going to create a new race of beings. 
-a super-race of mankind ! Mans
field, the race of normal humans is 
doomed-the world is doomed-the 
world which has laughed at me and 
scorned me as a fool! You, Mansfield, 
shall not be destroyed. I have brought 
you here to show you, to instruct you. 
I am sparing your life, Mansfield I" 

The 
·
artist stared at the grotesque 

face before him. The man was mad, 
he felt sure, now. His eyes blazed with 
hate, his wizaned features were dis
torted with a lusting for revenge. He 
seemed more inhuman than the giant he 
had brought to life in the test tube. 
Mansfield felt bis flesh crawling with 
horror ; but apparently the scientist did 
.not observe his reaction. 

"The World is ruled by dictators," 
Thorndile went on passionately. "Luc
cini, the master of United Europe-Sin 
Tao, the master-mind of the Oriental 
League-Channing, the President of 
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Federated North and South Americas. "Two hundred yearsl" 
Super-men, the silly masses call them. "Certainly! Now, listen to me, 
Super-n}en, Mansfield! Ha, I'll show Mansfield. You have observed grass
them ! They shall all be destroyed. hoppers, have you not?" 
There will be one world dictator, one "Grasshoppers? Certainly! "  
super-man. You bave seen him. In a "You have seen them leap great 
few moments you will talk with him. He distances. A man who could catapult 
·win rule all beings on this planet, my himself a corrcspqnding distance for 
friend, and from his loins will spring a his size would be killed by the fall, 
new race, a super-race which shall hold would he not? Furthermore, a normal 
such humans as are permitted to live in man would jerk his own legs off if he 
subjection, as slaves ! "  could spring from the ground with 

With an effort, Mansfield got a grip . enough force to equal the grasshop
on himself. He decided to humor the per's feat, for his size. Or think of an 
old professor. The thing he was talk- enormous house fly, the size of a man. 
ing- about was absurd. Destroy the Think what a monster he would be, 
nations of the earth, except for a hand- Mansfield-his strength, his relative 
ful of slaves; cteate a new race ! Why, invulnerability! Think of any insect, 
the idea was preposterous-lunacy! the ant, for instance. How does it com

AND yet-He glanced back at the 
test tube containing the lovely 

young woman. Thorndile had done 
this. Using ·his great knowledge of the 
very Jatest developments in many 
branches of v,ltra-modern science, he 
had accomplished a seeming miracle. If 
he could do the thing which other 
�dentists had deemed impossible---if 
be bad created a new scientific Adam 
and Eve-why not the rest? 

"How, Professor, will you proceed 
to set up this super-man as world dic
tator?" he asked·, trying to make his 
voice sound natural. ''\Vhat of the 
armies, the forces on land and sea and 
jn the air? It seems to me an impos
sible undertaking I ,  

The scientist tapped Mansfield's 
chest with a bony finger. 

uYou are talking nonsense ! "  he 
scoffed. "Armies, navies, airplanes ! 
Of what use will they be against my 
super-man? Bullets will JJOt harm him; 
poison gas will not kill him, any more 
tha:n it can kill certain bacteria with 
which he is inoculated. The fellow is 
invulnerable, and I estimate his life
spar} at two hundred years I "  

pare with man, considering the differ
ences in size between them?" 

Mansfield wore a puzzled frown. 
".What are you getting at, Thorn

dile ?" be asked. 
((Just this ! Years ago I discovered 

how the flesh and blood and bo1,1es of 
a human infant could be treated in the 
embryonic stages as to develop the best 
characteristics of insect life, yet leaving 
the brain all its highest functions of 
thought, will power and imagination. In 
fact, in the case of my super-man, I 
have been able, by the means of gland 
secretions, to give him a gigantic brain 
and a mind that transcends even my 
own ability to realize its powers I "  

"Mansfield shook his head slowly. 
"All this sounds incredible,'' he said, 

''yet I am forced to believe you know 
what you are talking about. If I hadn't 
seen with my own eyes-" He paused, 
glancing at the sleeping'beauty. "'What 
of her?" he asked, with a slight choke in 
his voice. She seemed so sweetly inno
cent that it pained the young artist to 
regard her as being in any way con
nected with all this scientific madness. 
uis she, too, invulneraWe to ordinary 
death-dealing instruments?." 
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Thorndile jerked his egg-like head 
decisively. "No," he sneered, "I have 
little interest in her, Mansfield. As 
soon as she has served my purpose she 
will be destroyed." 

"Destroyed! "  Mansfield drew back. 
The scientist crackled with amuse

ment. "Ha, your artistic sense is 
shocked at the idea of destroying such 
beauty!11  he laughed. "But it will be 
quite necessary to kill her, Mansfield. 
You see, my super-man must not be 
allowed to form any silly affection for 
her. It would seriously interfere with 
the future which I have so carefully 
mapped out for him. No, she is only a 
woman. I need her only that a new 
creature may be created, in my test 
tube. It will be, in a way, her child; 
but it will be a super-human, like its 
father. I shall make it a woman. As 
you know, science has discovered the 
origin of sex, though I am the first sci
entist to achieve a method of positive 
control. You see, the oocytes from 
which ova develop, and the sperma
togonia which becomes sperms-" 

A tremendous crash drowned out his 
shrill voice. Mansfield jumped. He 
heard the sound of falling glass, then an. 
inhuman roar. 

"What was that?" he cried. 
The scientist's gaunt face had turned 

ashen; his eyes bulged. 
"The glassite-the test tube ! ,  he 

shrieked. "He has brqken out through 
a wall of solid glassite I Quick, Mans
field-the super-man has been born!" 

CHAPTER III 

THE MoNSTER TAKES CHARGE 

M
ANSFIELD, his legs stiff with 

horror, followed the running 
professor. Arriving at the 

smashed test tube he halted, staring in 
mingled artist admiration and human 

dread and antipathy at the towering, 
dripping giant that confronted the sci
entist and himself. 

The naked super-man was even taller 
than he had appeared to be while in the 
test tt.tbe. Wet black hair clung to his 
huge head, but be was beardless and his 
elephantine torso was smooth and hair
less. A silver valve at his navel took 
the place of a button. His muscles, 
still bearing the imprint of suction cups, 
rippled beneath thick ivory skin, as he 
took a step toward them. 

Instinctively, Mansfield drew back. 
He was not by nature a timid person, 
yet the sight of this giant chilled his 
spine. But Thorndile, far from being 
afraid, appeared delighted with the 
spawn of his weird brain. Without fur
ther hesitation, he approached his off
spring in an affectionate manner, and 
they stood together, the wizened old 
scientist and the super-man, like pigmy 
and elephantine Goliath, regarding each 
other. 

"Ha, you decided to come out ! »  said 
the scientist. "You should have waited. 
You have ruined a very expensive ap
paratus. I should not have forgotten. 
In my conversation with Mansfield, the 
time for your birth ·slipped by un
noticed. But you should have waited
you might have injured your knuckles 
on the glassite!" 

The super-man writhed his face into 
a terrible scowl that seemed to frighten 
even the professor. . 

"I wait for no man ! "  he boomed, in 
a voice like thunder. 

"But I am your master," squeaked 
the scientist. "I created you. You must 
obey me ! "  

The giant stretched out one long arm 
and caught Thorndile by his skinny 
neck;. With· the ease with which a cat 
tosses a helpless mouse into the air, he 
lifted the professor above his head. The 
old man's shriek was cut off by the big 
thumb on his throat; his legs ·kicked 
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and dangled, and he tried weakly to tear 
the giant hand from .his neck. Suddenly 
the super-man opened his hand, and the 
scientist dropped some ten feet to the 
floor. 

�'You, my master-you!" the super
man sneered. Then he threw back his 
head and laughed so loud that Mans
field was almost deafened. The scien
tist recovered himself enough to get to 
his feet, where he stood swaying. Mans
field supported him. 

11There is nothing you can teach me," 
asserted the giant proudly. 111 hav.e 
been in communication with your brain 
for over two years. How do I know 
how to speak? I have learned it tele
pathically. You are only a mortal�! 
am a super-man. Of what possibile use 
can you be to me? Your ment_al pro
cesses are childish in comparison with 
mine. I know the plans you .have made 
for me. Your mind has taught me 
everything; you do not need to tell me. 
I have felt the impressions Of your 
thoughts, of your emotions. Tell me, 
you weakling, what good can you do 
me ?" 

111-I-" quavered the professor, 
and stopped. He couldn't tbink a thing 
to suggest ! "But you can't kill me!" 
he protested. "Common decency--'-a 
man's loyalty to his creator, his own 
father-'; 

"Are you trying to insult me." thun
dered the monster, advancing threat
eningly. 

Mansfield turned to flee, and the pro
fessor did likewise; but the super-man 
seemed only to find amusement in their 
terror. 

"Mice ! "  he sneered, then chuckled. 
"I'm going to have a lot of fun with you 
while I let you live. I have one thing 
w}lkh you n.ever gave me, Thorndile-a 
sense of humor. That's a human trait 
I inu�t have inherited from my human 
ancestors. But your talk of loyalty is 
nonsense, Thomdile I You have instilled 

only hate and malice in my impression
able mind; it's too late to change now. 
I'm what I am. You made me this way 
-ies only right for you to reap your 
reward." 

The scientist was speechless; he 
seemed paralyzed with fear. 

"I am reading your minds right 
now," the super-man asserted, his face 
expanding in a wolfish grin. "You, 
Thorndile, are trying feverishly to think 
of some way to control my -uetions-it 
has even flashed into your contemptible 
mind to try to destroy me. But-" He 
chuckled with satisfaction. "But you 
can't think of anything that could kill 
me I "  he laughed. 

"And you, Mansfield, are wondering 
about that girl-what I'm going to do 
with her. Well, you'll soon find out. 
Thorildile, I have absorbed most of 
your psychology, but there's one point 
on which I do not agree with you. I 
want that girl, Thorndile, and I'm going 
to have her. And that reminds me, I'd 
better take a look at her; I've only re
ceived the false impressions of your 
warped, woman-hating brain to tell me 
what she's like 1 "  

HE advanced with great strides, and 
the two men flung themselves des

perately out of his path. He ignored 
them and went straight to the test tube 
containing the sleeping golden-haired 
maiden. 

Mansfield picked himself up from he 
floor and stared after the naked giant. 
Anger surged up in him, displacing fear 
and caution. 

"He's not going to touch her ! "  he 
gritted. "That girl is-human ! He's 
a monster, Thomdile-an inhuman 
monster, Thorndile-an inhuman mon
ster ! I'm going to kill him! 
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CHAPTER IV 

DEATH oF THE MAo SciENTIST 

S

EIZING a stout surgeon's scalpel 
of dura-steel, Mansfield crept 
along the floor toward the new

born monster. 
"Come back ! "  hissed the professor. 

"You can't harm him-he will kill 
you ! "  

But Mansfield went on, unheeding. 
He saw the super-man bending his huge 
back and peering in at the slumbering 
girl ; and he knew only one thought� 
he must annihilate the inhuman freak ! 

Apparently the monster's clairvoyant 
perceptions were momentarily sus
pended by his conscious mind. He was 
deeply engrossed in his study of the un
born beauty, and Mansfield crept up 
within seven or eight feet of him with
out attracting his attention. Mansfield 
realized then that despite his super
human powers of mind the giant could 
scarcely receive impressions from all 
persons in the _world at once ; the result 
would be confusion and perplexity, 
chaos. There were limitations to the 
fellow's perceptive powers, then; and 
that discovery gave Mansfield en
couragement. 

Slowly, cautiously, he rose to his feet, 
raised the knife to strike. The giant did 
not move. Mansfield brought the blade 
down with all the strength of his right 
arm. 

The · m o n s t e r grunted, whirled 
around. Mansfield's arm was numb. 
The knife lay on the floor. The impact 
with the super-man's flesh had pro
duced only a slight dent, as if his skin 
were the hide of a rhinoceros I 

For one awful moment Mansfield had 
the feeling that he was facing certain 
death. The giant's black eyes blazed 

with fury; then, surprisingly, his gaze 
took in the scalpel on the floor, and he 

threw back his head and roared with 
laughter. 

"You-you puny ant ! "  he bellowed. 
" You-tried to kill me!" 

The creature's perverted sense of 
humor kept him laughing for a full 
minute, big drops of tears rolling down 
his great cheeks. Finally he ceased, and 
the thunderous echoes died away. 

"But," he said, wiping his eyes with 
a huge forefinger, "even ants have cour
age. I like your courage, Mansfield. I 
shall show you a special favor." 

Mansfield held his breath ; he could 
not speak. 

"I'll let you choose your own manner 
of dying," said the giant. He turned 
back to his inspection of the girl, quite 
as if he had not been interrupted. 

Finally he grunted, and began to 
fumble at an air-tight door of the test 
tube; a moment later he flung it open. 
Mansfield watched him remove the 
mechanical connections from the girl's 
body, then pick her up in his huge arms, 
as if she were a tiny infant. Holding 
her by the ankles in one hand, he ad
ministered a sound slap, as a physician 
spanks a newly born babe to clear its 
lung passage and close the placental 
circulation artery. 

The girl screamed-the cry of a 
woman, not ·an infant. Mansfield 
clenched his fists in helpless rage. Yet 
the giant seemed to know what he was 
about. He turned her right side up and 
set her on her feet. She swayed weakly, 
then got her balance, Her lovely blue 
eyes were wide with wonder. She looked 
all around, bewildered. 

"Ha," said the super-man, imitating 
the expression used by the scientist, 
from whose consciousness he had 
learned his speech, "you are not so bad. 
Thorndile gave me a wrong impression 
of you. Too bad you are not a super
woman. But my mentality is not lim
itpd to that runt's conceptions ; I shall 
devis_e a way to improve you, make you 
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a giant like me. Already I have a 
theory:" 

She stared at him, wide-eyed, timor
ous, apPrehensive. 

MAN-SFIELD was so ravished by 
her appealing beauty that he al

'Jllost forgot his dread of the monster. 
"Y.ou lovely, lovely creature I "  he 

breathed. "You llre my golden god
dess-only far more perfect than my 
conception of you I How did it hap
pen? Why is there such a resemblance 
in you to my imaginative painting?" 

She turned and regarded him silently. 
The lQok in her blue eyes melted .his 
heart. .Suddenly he ctied out. 

11I have it! I understand now! You 
are-" 

The monster interrupted him. 
"You are right," ·he rumbled. "Your 

inferior mind has hit upon the truth. 
Thorndile visited you at your studio 
while your mind was intensely active 
with your inspiration of a super-woman, 
a goddess. He carried away an uncon
scious impression of maidenly perfec
tion which has been conveyed to the 
sub-conscious mind 9f this girl, influ
encing her development. You, not 
Thorndile, are the author of her pul
chritude. Mansfield, I find it possible 
to be grateiul to you. I shall Jet you 
live for an indefinite period. I shall 
put you temporarily to work as my 
slave." 

The _maiden spoke for the first time 
in her life, falter!ngly. 

"Mansfield - Mansfield," she re
peated_ slowly, in a soft, musical voice. 
"Graeme-Graeme Mansfield?" 

"Yes,'1 whispered the artist. "You 
can speak I And-and you know me 
already?" 

"1t-it seems to be in my mind-that 
name," she said. "i can hear the name 
-it is associated with beauty-lovely 
things ! "  

The super-mal! frQwned horriblY. at 

her, then he withered Mansfield with a 
glance of jealous rage. 

"When I have performed an opera
tion oil certain of your glands," he in
formed the girl, "you will not waste 
your thoughts on trivial ideas of art. 
You will be coldly intellectual, as I am, 
except for my sense of humor. While 
I appreciated your beauty) it is your 
mental possibilities and the attraction 
of the opposite sex that really matter to 
me. I will raise you above the normal 
limitations of ordinary mortals; you 
shall grow to be a giant, physically and 
mentaJly, for I need a super-woman 
companion." 

Mansfield shuddered. He tried to 
repress a thought; saw the monster 
turn upon him, grinning horribly. 

"You are thinking of killing me
again! "  he growled. The words were 
followed by another burst of roaring 
laughter. He broke off suddenly, gave 
a tremendous leap that carried him 
clear across the long laboratory. 

Mansfield spun around, just in time 
to see him land beside the professor, 
who had opened the door and was try
ing to escape outside. The monster 
clutched him by the scruff of the neck 
and carried him back, arriving beside 
the wide-eyed girl and her amazed com
panion ip two bounds. 

"Now I wjli have some fun,'' 
chuckled the giant. 

He tossed the trembling scientist on 
the floor, where the old man cringed, 
whining piteously. 

"Thorndile," rumbled the super-man, 
"i am going to kill you with your own 
device. As I told you, I am familiar 
with all your plans. Your cosmo-wave 
is designed to end the life of every hu
man being responding to a certain vi
bration. You intended to raise your 
own physical vibration, and Mans
field's, to protect yourself, leaving the 
majority of humanity to die instantly 
from this ether-wave. Your idea is � 
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good one. I shall employ the high
frequency vibrator to protect my mate 
and also Mansfield, for the time being. 
I shall not need that protection, having 
the vibration of certain bacteria. But 
you, Thorndile, shall perish by your 
own invention I "  

"No, no ! "  quavered the scientist. 
"Let me live-you need me-to assist 
you ! There are many things which 
you still need to learn, consciously. You 
have inherited only instincts, like a 
chick that comes from the shell and in
stinctively crouches in the grass at the 
shadow of a hawk ! "  

"You compare me with a low form of 
life, a chick ! "  sneered the monster. 
"Have I not demonstrated super-intel
ligence, super-physical prowress? A 
baby chick is not invulnerable. I am!" 

Pride was in his rumbling, arrogant 
voice-the pride and self-esteem of his 
creator, Thorndile. The giant bent 
down and picked up the surgeon's 
scalpel, snapped the dura-steel between 
his thumb and fore-finger, opened his 
huge mouth and swallowed the broken 
instrument with a single gulp·! 

"If you would wait for me to die," he 
grinned at Mansfield, "I should have 
to prolong your life to equal my own 
span-two hundred years ! "  

HAVING delivered this proud state-
ment, he seemed to mellow a trifle 

with self-satisfaction. A look akin to 
condescension and scornful pity came 
over his face. He stooped and picked 
up the scientist, who squealed in terror. 

"Shut up ! "  growled the test tube 
monster. "I've decided not to torture 
you. I'll subject you to a painless 
death at once." Before either of them 
could move out of his reach, he swooped 
up Mansfield and the dripping-wet 
maiden in his other arm and walked in 
three-yard strides to a far corner of the 
laboratory. 

"It will soon be. over/' he comforted 

the scientist. "You said I should have 
a son's reverence toward you. I am 
therefore making this compromise. 
Thorndile, you may pull the lever that 
will bring about your own end ! " 

He set his victims down in front of 
a glass-metal machine. The old man's 
eyes were popping out in terror as he 
was forced to look at his own diaboli
cal invention. 

Mansfield felt sick with horror. In 
his imagination he could see millions 
upon millions of men, women and chil
dren sinking lifeless to the streets and 
the floors of their homes. He felt him
self on the verge of insanity. 

"No, no ! Thorndile ! You can't do 
this-it's fiendish, ghastly ! You can't 
Thorndile, you can't!'' 

Beside him the maiden stood looking 
from one to the other in innocent won
der. 

'-'I don't--don't understand," she 
complained, touching Mansfield's arm 
with an instinctive feminine appeal Jor 
masculine protection. "Will people
like us-stop living?" 

Mansfield's arm went around her. 
He nodded silently. 

"Will we-will you, Graeme, and I 
stop living? "  she pursued. 

"Some day, if not now," he told her 
hoarsely. "But this-thi� is murder!" 

The super-man threw him a scornful 
glance. "What sentimental nonsense I "  
he scoffed. "Here--you two-in here I '' 

He caught them up and shoved them 
inside a glassite cabinet. Mansfield 
tried to struggle, but it was like a kitten 
pitting its strength against an elephant. 
Before the giant locked them in, how
ever, he had time to hear the professor 
shrieking at him. 

"Mansfield ! He is not invulnerable ! 
There is one weakness-all animal life 
is sustained by-" 

The door slammed shut, cutting off 
the professor's frantic voice. With the 
girl clinging to him in instinctive fear, 
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he stared through the glassite at the 
seen� before them. 
Enraged at the scientist's statement, 

evidently divining his thoughts, the 
monster jerked away from the door, 
which he had paused to lock. He 
reached the old man in a single bound, 
but not in time to prevent the down
-ward blow of the fire-axe in the scien
tist's desperate grasp. 
No sound penetrated the cabinet, but 

Mansfield saw a pane of ordinary glass 
break, saw the �xe cut into the heart of 
the delicate mechanism of the cosmo
wave machine. 
The giant caught up the mad stientist 

and promptly tore his head from his 
shoulders. Mansfield turned away, feel
ing that he was about to swoon. With 
a violent effort of will, he kept his 
senses. He looked down at the girl, 
whose head was against his chest, 
thrustingly. He was thankful she had 
not seen the thing .he had just wit
nessed. She was so young, so devoid 
of earthly understanding ! ;He shud
dered at the thought of what the test 
tube monster intended to do to her
transform her into a female monster 
like himself I 
"Darling," he whispered. "I love 

you, and I'll save you-somehow!" 
She looked up into his eyes. 
�'Love i "  she repeated softly. "I 

seem to 'know that beautiful word. It 
is connected with you in my mind. Do 
I love you, Graeme?" 

H
IS lips pressed hers, and her startled 
eyes looked into his with a new 

emotion shining in them. 
"I feel-toward you, Graeme-some

thing! Is it-love?" 
"Yes, darling! "  he w .h i s p e r e d .  

�'Nothing .shall ever part us now! Wait 
:-this machine I " 
He began to examine the complicatt::d 

mechanism in the corner of the cabinet, 
wishing desperatelY. that he bad more 

scientific knowledge. 
"This changes the vibrations of pro

toplasm," be muttered. "If it is adjust
able, it could lower the vibrations of 
even ordinarily indestructible bacteria 
to the frequency of human vibrations. 
But to destroy him, I'd have to be able 
to repair the cosmo-wave generating 
machine, and'--" 
Suddenly he realized that he must 

not transmit his thoughts to the mind 
of his captor ; so he began to think, over 
and over : "I do not know how to kill 
him- I do not know bow to kill him !" 
Yet in his sub-consciousness a half
formed idea had impressed itself. 
At that moment the door opened and 

a mighty hand dragged him out. 
"You are trying to conceal your 

treacherous thoughts from me, you mis
erable man-animal ! " snarled the mon
ster. "Now I am going to kill you
just as you saw me kill Thorndile ! " 
Mansfield was hoisted above the 

giant's head so quickly that his senses 
reeled. Obviously, he was being poised 
preparatory to being dashed into life-. 
less pulp against the opposite wall. 

A faint cry came from the girl. The 
monster lowered his victim a trifle to 
turn and look at her. She was lying 
insensible in the doorway. He care
lessly dropped the artist and hastened 
to pick up the maid. 
Mansfield tried to break his fall by 

twisting in mid-air and throwing out 
his arms, but be only partially suc
ceeded. His head came into violent 
contact with the hard floor. 

CHAPTER V 

THE MONSTER EMPLOYS HYPNOTISM 

M
ANSFIELD gained cons

.

cious
ness to find himself clasped in 

- the arms of the woman he 
loved. Disregarding his throbbing 
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head, he struggled into an upright sit
ting posture ; she was too inexperienced 
to restrain him. 

"Graeme;'' she whispered tenderly. 
"You are-you live?" 

He groaned, which brought to her 
beautiful face an expression of pity and 
slight perplexity. 

"What happened?" he asked, look
ing around. He had been reclining in 
an arm chair in the late Professor 
Thorndile's library, the girl kneeling 
beside him and embracing him. "I was 
afraid," he muttered, "that something 
had happened to you-that vibration 
instrument, or something-" 

"I was faint with hunger," she said 
soberly. "The man giant sent for food, 
which men brought.. The men ran 
away, frightened. We both ate, and 
now I am well." 

Mansfield jumped to his feet, sway
ing as the blood left his head ; then his 
faintness passed away and he went to 
the single door of the library. It was 
unlocked. 

"Where's that monster?" he asked 
the girl. 

"He is repairing the killing machine," 
she said. "He said he is soon. to mak' 
himself world dictator. I do not under
stand, even yet, Graeme.'; 

Mansfield turned toward the win
dows without replying. 

"We've got to get out of here," he 
whispered hurriedly. "We can't leave 
by the door, for then we'd have to go 
th.rough the laboratory, where he would 
catch us. Come, sweet-we'll climb 
down from this window and ·escape I 
Here, wear this ! " 

He snatched up a robe from the arm 
chair and draped it hastily over her 
shoulders. "Some people are still op
posed to nudism," he explained. "We'll 
get you some clothes ; I'm an anti
nudist myself, except for art purposes. 
My, how beautiful you are-Daphne ! "  

"Daphne?" she echoed. 

"Yes, I'm going to call you Daphne. 
Tell you the story some day, about the 
IQvely nymph Daphne. But come-we 
must hurry I " 

Opening the window nearest him, he 
caught her up and was just helping her 
over the sill when he heard a step out
side the door. He leaped toward the 
door, locked it, then dashed back to 
the window. 

There was a fearful .crash, and the 
door was torn from its hinges. The 
super-man, ducking his head to pass 
through the doorway, reached the pair 
in a flying bound, caught one in either 
hand, and jetked them back into the 
room. 

"So you thought you could escape I " 
he growled. 

The monster was fully clothed, in a 
well-cut suit that did justice to his mar
velous physique. Despite his disap
pointment, Mansfield felt an-artist's ap
preciation of his. splendid figure. 

The giant, seeming to read his 
thoughts, looked down at himself and 
smiled with self-satisfaction. Evidently 
his pleasure at his victim's admiration 
had temporarily allayed his wrath. 

"You are wondering," .he rumbled, 
"how I procured these garments. I 
will satisfy your curiosity, Mansfield. 
Thorndile had these clothes made for 
me some weeks ago. He was not con
siderate enough of his other experiment 
to provide her with attire. That is be
cause he intended to destroy her pres
ently." 

Mansfield started to open his mouth 
to speak. 

-

"Now you are wishing to ask why I 
have spared your life, what I intend to 
do with you. The first part of that ques
tion I will answer. You will be of 
momentary use to me, Mansfield. My 
size alarms people, so I am going to 
send you out with the girl you have 
presumed to call Daphne to purchase 
suitable clothing for her." 
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Here he burst into uproarious laugh
ter. 

"You think you see a way to escape 
me ! "  he said, when he had controlled 
his humor enough to speak. "Mans
field, is there no limit · to human folly? 
You should know that what you are 
thinking is silly. Come here, Mans
field ! "  

The artist · recoiled from his super
human master in revulsion. The mon
ster's black eyes were fastened on his 
in a penetrating gaze; he felt his mind 
going blank, as if he were going under a 
spell. Hypnotism/ The word flashed 
upon his weakening consciousness. 

"Graeme l Graeme ! "  called the 
girl. Her voice sounded faint, distant, 
fearful. "Don't sleep, Graemel I 
need you, Graeme l "  

TEARING his gaze from the mon
ster's terrible eyes, Mansfield sought 

to hold on to consciousness. 
"You· can't hypnotize me I "  he 

gritted, surprised that his own voi!=e 
seemed so far off. ''Only a willing sub
ject, o.r one paralyzed by fear, can be 
hypnotized ! "  

':And you," mocked the super-man, 
"are utterly afraid of me I Mansfield, 
you are partially hypnotized at this 
moment. You can still act independ
ently to some extent, which will enable 
you to carry out my orders in a natural 
manner; but you are powerless to with
stand my will, Mansfield. See! I 
beckon. Come here, Mansfield ! "  

At the sound of that booming com
mand, Mansfield found himself obeying. 
He went straight toward the monster, 
surprised at his own action, but unable 
to conceive an impulse to disobey. He 
knew that he was under mild hypnosis, 
yet it didn't seem to matter. 

The super-man opened a drawer in 
the dead scientist's desk, held out a 
pistol. "Here, Mansfield," he said. 
"Shoot l "  

Without knowing why he did it, 
Mansfield took the weapon, turned and 
leveled it at the wide-eyed girl. 

"Awaken, Mansfield I "  commanded 
the giant hypnotist. 

Mansfield blinked his eyes, stared at 
Daphne in horror; the weapon slipped 
from his nerveless fingers. 

"Daphne I "  he cried. "I was about to 
kill you ! "  

Thunderous laughter drowned out his 
voice, made the walls vibrate. 1'Ho-ho
ho l "  roared the monster. "How white 
you are, Mansfield! Ho-ho-ho! Now 
do you think you can disobey me?" 

Suddenly he sobered. '1Y ou will do 
what I tell you," he said. "I shall work 
on the cosmo-wave generator. I am 
having difficulty with it, because that 
fool scientist left no spare parts. Yet 
I shall devise means. My intelligence 
is superior to that of any man living. 
Meanwhile, you will take my Daphne 
-I find that name as good as any other 
-to the best shops and purchase 
clothes for \her. Look at me, Mansfield. 
You will return here in exactly one hour, 
do you hear? Look at me, I said!" 

But Mansfield was not looking at 
him; with all the power of his conscious 
mind be was concentrating on the 
weapon on the floor. He wanted to 
pick it up, but he felt himself already 
going under the spell again, and it 
seemed strangely impossible to bend 
down and snatch up the gun. 

"All right-pick it up," said the 
giant, and Mansfield was suddenly able 
to reach down and grab the pistol. 

He aimed it straight at the monster's 
heart, pressed the trigger. The roar 
that shattered the silence of the room 
was followed by a slight groan. The 
giant lay on the floor I 

Then, to Mansfield's amazement and 
consternation, he got to his feet and 
towered over the artist. There was a 
small round hole in the monster's coat, 
but he seemed to have recovered al-
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ready. He opened his shirt and revealed 
a pink spot where the bullet had flat
tened itself against his skin. 

"I have not yet gotten my full 
strength," he growled, "or that bullet 
would not have had even that effect. 
In a day or two-" he frowned, listen
ing. Mansfield listened, too, but heard 
nothing but his own breathing. 

He watched while the giant stepped 
to the radio-vision set and dialed in a 
station. Evidently his telepathic pow
ers had divined something that was be
ing broadcast. The VISIOn-mirror 
showed a scrambled scene, which clari
fied as the giant brought the station in 
more clearly. Mansfield saw a scene at 
the airport. A man's voice was speak
ing. 

((The attempted flight through s�ce 
to Mars has been postponed," the voice 
said. ('The rocket-ship which you see 
is in readiness for the attempt, but at 
the last moment Professor Wingford 
has refused to fly it. This is a sad dis
appointment to us all, because there 
seems to be little doubt that the venture 
would be successful if an intelligent and 
fearless person could be found who 
would risk his life for the glory of sci
ence and our great nation ! The Mars 
Expedition Committee has asked me to 
announce that any person wishing to 
volunteer for this great undertaking 
should <;ommunicate with them im
mediately. Every safeguard for the 
life of its occupant which modern sci
ence can provide is contained in the 
rocket-ship. 

"As my listeners all know, we have 
received recently what seem to be 
radio messages from the inhabitants of 
Mars. Our best linguists and coqe ex
perts have not yet succeeded in inter
preting these messages, but we have 
reason to believe that the Martians are 
aware of the projected flight to their 
planet, and that they wish to encourage 
the enterprise. 

"It will be a great disappointment to 
them, no doubt, as well as to all Earth
men if this experiment ends in failure, 
owing to the unwillingness of scienti
fically trained men to volunteer to pilot 
the ship. 

"Somewhere. within the sound of my 
voice such a person may exist. I urge 
such person or persons t o  get in touch 
with this station or the airport com
mittee at once. There is no time to 
lose. The liquid air, which provides the 
cooling medium to offset atmospheric 
friction, bas already been released in 
the walls of the ship-" 

fROWNING, but with a thoughtful 
gleam in his black eyes, the giant 

shut uff the radio-vision set and the 
announcer's voice was stilled ; the gi
gantic rocket-ship and the throng s]lr
rounding it soon vanished from the mir
ror. 

((Fools ! "  scoffed the monster. "Puny
minded idiots ! "  

-"You are the person for that job ! "  
cried Mansfield. '(You alone could suc
ceed. Think of the admiration you 
would arouse, not only among men but 
among the Martians I You would be 
the greatest hero ever born I You 
would be made a king-ruler of two 
planets ! You would-" 

But the giant silenced him with a ter
rible look. 

"I was born to destroy," he said. "I 
am what I am. It pleases me to wipe 
out the inhabitants of this earth, to in
stitute a super-race of my own.. Only 
a few thousand will survive the cosmo
wave, and they shall become my slaves. 
I need not leave this r9om, .Mansfield, 
to subjugate the entire population of the 
earth. There are no physical limitations 
to the powers of my mind-! can influ
ence the present rulers by simply pro
jecting my will, and they will have to 
obey me, just as you do l I hold in my 
hands the destiny of every living being 
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on this planet. Later, I myself will at
tend to Mars ! The Martians, too, shall 
be destroyed ! " 
He turned and glared at Daphne. 
"You are in love with this foolish 

artist ! " he scowled. "You hate me, as 
he does ! Very well, I will waste no 
more time ! I will alter your glands at 
once. When you need clothes, they will 
be large ones. And your lover I will 
kill. I shall find other slaves ! "  
The girl recoiled fearfully as he ad

vanced· in a single stride and lifted her 
roughly in his arms. 
With the speed of a panther, Mans

field sprang forward, thrust the muzzle 
of the pistol in the monster's ear, and 
fired. 
The giant fell on his face. Swiftly 

Mansfield fired into his ear again. The 
monster half rose, then fell forward. 
Pulling the girl to her feet, Mansfield 

ran with her across the fallen door and 
through the laboratory to the street, 
still clutching the gun. 
"I'm afraid he's not dead even yet ! " 

he gasped. "I heard him stirring ! " As 
they ran, he recalled the scientist's dy
ing words. If the monster still lived
if only cutting off his supply of oxygen 
could kill him-
"But who can..overpower that fiend?" 

he thought. "If glassite can't hold him, 
neither could a steel prison I It's a job 
for scientists, not an artist like me I "  
He hailed an autoplane taxi. 
"Come on, Daphne ! "  he gasped. 

"We're going to volunteer to fly that 
rocket-ship ! We're going to Mars!" 

CHAPTER VI 

A DESPERATE ATTEMPT 

M
OST of the spectators had left 
the airport when they arrived, 
though a considerable crowd 

of curious, disappointed onlookers still 

surrounded the mighty, gleaming space
ship. Mansfield and Daphne pressed 
through and encountered a group of im
portant-looking individuals who stood 
talking together. Their gloomy coun
tenances brightened when Mansfield ex
plained his business. Mansfield waved 
down their questions concerning his 
qualifications to pilot the ship and send 
back messages concerning the flight. 

"I can manage it ! "  he shouted, glanc
ing apprehensively over his shoulder. 
"There is a giant-a monster-a super
man- I tried to kill him, but he may 
be alive yet. He will annihilate man
kind unless he is somehow destroyed ! " 
One of the officials caught the eyes 

of the other. He tapped his forehead 
significantly; then smiled. 
· "I'm afraid we can't use you," said 
one. "You see-" 
"Listen to me ! " pleaded Mansfield. 

"I'm not crazy I This monster was 
brought to being in a test tube. He is 
�uper-human. Professor Thorndile-" 

"Ah ! "  cried a chm·us of voices. 
"Thorndile?" 
"Yes ! He is dead ! His own test 

tube monster killed him. He will kill 
you, too-all of us, unless-" 

"Thorndile's mysterious e xp eri
ment!" murmured one of the officials 
thoughtfully. ''A brilliant scientist, un
til a few years ago, when he announced 
that-" 
"Quick ! " yelled Mansfield. "How do 

you operate this ship? I have warned· 
you about Thorndile's monster-the 
rest is up to you gentlemen of science I "  
He helped Daphne climb up the ladder, 
entered the rocket-ship after her. 
H op e ,  perplexity, consternation, 

doubt, fear-conflicting emotions were 
written in the scientists' faces. The 
leader suddenly decided to seize the op
portunity afforded them by this lunatic. 
He nodded. The chief inventor mounted 
the ladder and showed Mansfield the 
most important details of the control 
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mechanism. 
"Full instructions are printed on this 

chart," he said. He was looking regret
fully at the beautiful girl beside the 
amateur pilot. "Who is this young 
lady?" he asked. "Must she join in this 
hazardous enterprise?" 

A blood-curdling roar interrupted 
him. 

Mansfield caught a glimpse of a giant 
grasshopper in human form soaring 
over the heads of the cringing, aston
ished spectators-straight toward the 
rocket-ship 1 

"Get out l "  he yelled, touching the 
acceleration-button. The space-ship 
quivered, as gas escaped through the ex
haust. While Mansfield fingered the 
control lever:, trying frantically to re
member what he ·had been told, the 
official tumbled out of  the compart
ment, terrified at the thing he saw 
bounding toward them. Mansfield 
touched a second button in feverish 
hope, gave a cry of triumph as the ship's 
exhaust emitted a thunderous series of 
explosions that moved it slightly. He 
was getting the hang of it-this third 
button for the take-off; the rest to in
crease the speed-

He delayed the fraction. of a second 
too long. With an ear-splitting bellow 
of mad rage, the monster leaped to the 
door of the rocket·ship, disdaining the 
ladder, and hauled the frightened girl 
out;;ide. Mansfield, seeing the woman 
he loved torn from his side, did not press 
the take-off button. Life without 
Daphne-

Throwing open the door on the op
posite side, he flung himself out in a 

wild effort to elude the menacing hands 
of the monster, who bounded baek into 
the space-ship, murder blaz\�g in 11is 
black eyes. But again he was too late. 
A g�ant band caught his coat-tail as he 
fell; Mansfield dangled in mid-air. 

The explosions of the exhaust sud
denly became a mighty roar - the 
rocket-ship shot skyward ! 

Mansfield found himself on the 
ground. He heard the gasping cries of 
the throng, stood up and gaped, just in 
time to see a silver streak vanishing in 
the clear blue heavens. 

No one eise moved; no one could 
move. All eyes were turned upward in 
stupefied amazement. 

"He accidentally touched one of 
those buttons,'' Mansfield muttered. 
"That sent the ship off .... ripped my 
coat. Is his band caught in the door, 
held by wind-pressure? ,But no-he's 
practically beyond our atmosphere by 
now, and-" 

Daphne stumbled toward him; he 
took her in his arms. 

"That monster won't menace you 
any more," he consoled ber. "He's on 
his way to another planet l "  

"I'm glad, Graeme-glad!" cried the 
girl, clinging to him. 

"So am I, sweet," he agreed. "Now 
I can make you my wife. Yes, I'm 
mighty glad, but-" 

He grinned at the officials, who had 
gathered their wits and were coming 
forwatd to ply him with the questions 
that trembled on their lips. 

"-but r sure feel sorry for the people 
on Mars l "  Mansfield said. 
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Downward a taloned claw swept, tearing at the girl's body. 

T
HE rain swept down like a flight eyes. 
of silver arrows, slashing with Striding onward, Ulf's gaze swung 
relentless fury at the towering from side to side in search of shelter. 

masses of dark, igneous rock. Ulf the At the l!ase of the cliffs, however, were 
Northman picked his way along the only small gnarled trees, queer orchid
narrow mountain defile, shield raised like flowers, shrubbery and underbrush 
over his head iiS he bent into the gale. beaten down by the fierce rain. Far 
Like some fabled god of the storm he ·different from his homeland to ·the 
seemed, yellow hair whipping about his north, this land of Mu ; here were no 
face, rain-soaked jerkin clinging closely great. forests, wild and thick, to pro
to his powerful torso, lips, bitten by the teet man from the storm. 
cold wind from the sea, as blue as his The ravine along which the pathway 
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ran was more tortuous now, winding in 
and out among the mighty crags. Ulf 
wore under the wind's lash. Even a 
shepherd's. hut, a cave, would be wel
come . . . Suddenly he stiffened to at
tention, listening. Somewhere, very 
faintly, he could hear the sound of a 
harp! Music, as haunting as some half
forgotten memory, its sweet notes rais
ing above the howl of the storm! Weird 
it was, yet somehow sublime; Ulf felt 
himself irresistibly drawn toward the 
source of the melody . . . but with 
echoes flying back and forth among the 
walls of basalt, this source was hard to 
determine. 

The N orthman wiped rain from his 
eyes. All at once he noticed a poorly 
defined trail, a mere goat-track, thread
ing off between two black and glistening 
boulders. Along this he made his way, 
arriving at last in a grove of stunted 
tamarisk trees. Here, huddled against 
the face of the cliffs, was a small hut, 
from the half-open door of which came 
the furtive music, each note as poignant 
as a sob of pain. For a long moment Ulf 
stood listening, gripped Qy the strange 
melody; it tore like a jaguar's claw at 
his heart. Then, as a new gust of rain 
scourged }1im, he beat upon the door. 

At once the sound of the harp ceased, 
and a breathless silence fell over the 
hut. Again Ulf knocked, shivering 
with cold. A patter of footsteps 
sounded inside, the door swung open. 

Upon the threshold stood a girl. Slen
der, simply dressed, her glossy blue
black hair and old-ivory skin pro
claimed her a woman of Mu. Here was 
an erect, upright beauty, with pride in 
the lift of her chin, in the tilt of her firm 
young breasts, in the glance of her 
dark, deep eyes. Like heady perfumed 
wine, Ulf thought, driving cool logical 
thought from men's brains, quickening 
the beat of their hearts. 

"What do you wish?" the girl asked, 
giving him a curious half-frightened 

glance. 
"Warmth and shelter," Ulf replied 

in the sibilant Murian he had. learned 
aboard the galley during the long sea 
voyage from Kesh. "Is there no hos
pitality in this land?" 

The girl hesitated, her appraising 
eyes sweeping the N orthman's huge 
form. Before she could reply, how-: 
ever, a man's voice, rich and vibrant as 
a tolling bell, echoed through the hut. 

"Let him enter, Zora. Why should 
we, who possess nothing, be a prey to 
fear?" 

"True." The girl stood· aside. "En
ter and welcQme, stran�er." 

The yellow-haired giant, stooping, 
entered the hut. Its interior was poor, 
and roughly furnished. Beside the fire 
that guttered on the hearth sat a bent, 
slender man, a golden harp between his 
long tapeting fingers. The harpist's 
eyes were covered with pale. opaque 
films ; Ulf realized at once that he was 
blind. 

"Ah ! "  The man with the harp swung 
his sightless eyes toward the new
comer. "An outlander, and one of 
mighty size I "  

Ulf halted in his tracks, a look .of 
amazement on his face. 

"By Wotan ! "  he cried. "What dark 
arts are these? In this land do the 
.blind see?" 

"Only with the ears." The harpist 
smiled, his cheeks ruddy in the· nre
light. "Your accent reveals you an 
outlander, and the floorboards creak as 
under great weight. Zora" . . . he 
turned to the girl. . . .  "let the stranger 
have wine." 

� girl nodded, took a flagon from 
.the shelf. Ulf drained the cup she 

gave him at a gulp, moved nearer the 
fire. A huge and barbaric figure he 
made, with his leathern jerkin, his 
bright bronze sword, his cowhide san
dals, the straps of which criss-crossed 
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hi!\ muscular legs halfway to the knees. 
"Who are you?" the girl asked. "And 

from what far country do you come? 
Never have I seen one with _such fair 
skin, nor eyes the color of distant 
hillsl "  

The N orthman grinned, brushed 
back his long bright hair. 

"Ulf1 I atn called," he said. "Ulf 
the Ganger, which in our speech means 
'the Rover'. From the great forests of 
the northla·nds I come. There the peo
ple are many and game is scarce. Al
re�tdy some of our tribes are mqving 
into the valleys of Ind. Others have 
gone northward, toward the sea, and 
still others have turned toward the isles 
of Hellas. I, hearing of the mighty 
people of Mu, came south through Car
chemish, through Eridu where the men 
of Sumer -dwell, across the :deb land be
tween the rivers to the six-walled city 
of Ormuz, taking passage there in a 
galley for Mu. Three rnoons we sailed, 
touching at many isles of the sea, u.tltil 
we reached your port of Zac. Thence 
jnlapd I have come, seeking the mar
vels which men say lie here among 
these Lemurian hills." 

''Eh? Marvels in plenty! "  The 
blind man frowned, a,nd the dark shad
ows flickered across his face. "Here 
in Targash, mightiest of the seven king
doms of �u, is evil and black tyranny! 
Ethu, the City of Fear, ruled by Harg, 
master-mage, who steals men's souls! 
lJnless we find the Place of Power . . •  " 

"Hush, Memar I "  The girl rose, a 
pale wraith, her eyes wide with dread. 
She opened the door, peered into the 
sodden, �ain-swept darkness, then re
turned. "_Speak not of Harg, while his 
servants roatn the hills 1 " 

"By Wotan ! "  Ulf laughed, gripping 
the hilt of his sword. "Harg . . . the 
City of Fear . . .  Place of Power? What 
old wives' tale is this, with talk of spells 
and necromancy?" 

For a long moment neither the blind 

man nor the girl spoke. Then Memar's 
voice rose in a deep whisper. 

"Old is Mu, outlander, older than 
man's reckoning. And here are things 
beyond all understanding. Laugh not 
at the black arts. Even I can cast 
spells . . .  of a kind." He picked 
up the golden harp, ran his fingers over 
its strings. u Judge for yourself if there 
be sorcery in M u. See now with the 
eyes of the blindl See your home in 
the north I " 

Then music was pouring from the 
golden harp . . •  soft, nostalgic music, 
weaving a - dim pattern of dreams. 
Throbbing notes, quivering like tear
choked voices, rose above the scream of 
the gale and T.nf, chin in hand before 
the fire, felt memories crowd his brain. 
Now the harpist, the slender, dark-eyed 
girl, were fading from his gaze. The 
room itself seemed to disappear, giving 
way to strange fantastic shapes far off. 
Slowly these shapes took form, and Ulf 
could see the dark forests of the north, 
the rough-hewn huts of his people, the 
long rows of ox-carts setting out in 
search of new lands, new homes. Fig
ures were emerging from the huts . . .  
tall maidens with ftaxen hair, huge and 
powerful warriors carrying spears and 
axes, bearded chieftains in horned hel
mets. 

Softer grew the music of the harp and 
Ulf seemed to smell the first wood flow
ers at the time of snow-melting�. hear 
the lowing of oxen, feel the warm sun· 
light scattering through the great firs 
and pines. The home-camp, the fair 
lands of the north . . .  

Abruptly the melody changed, and 
the scene faded from Ulf's eyes. Now 
the music was wild, fierce, and the 
flames on the hearth leaped as though 
in exultation, causing the shadows to do 
a black mad dance against the walls. 
Louder and more furious grew the 
sound of the harp, till it seemed to UU 
that he could hear the clash of weapons, 
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the shouts of warriors, the groans of sprang fro,m the shadows, sword m 
the dying. Of war, of battle, the harp hand. 
sang, and a red mist clouded the North- . "Ha t "  The black-bearded captain 
man's gaze. Suddenly he was on his 
feet, clutching the hilt of his great 
sword. 

"Out arms I ,  he cried. "Out arms I 
Let the death-ravens . . .  " 

'4Peace, Ulf the Ganger." Memar 
smiled, laying aside his harp. 44Now do 
you know there is magic in this land of 
Mu t "  

"Eh?" Ulf gazed about, bewildered, 
then shook himself. "By the True 
Gods I I thought myself at Nieperheim 
again, with the arrows flying, the little 
dark men of the south creeping through 
the taU grass . . . Magic indeed, Blind 
One! Rather would I face a dozen 
wolves than touch yon.der harp! Surely 
such playing would make a coward 
brave ! Even . . . .  , 

"Wait ! Hush ! "  Memar arose with 
a sweep of his robes, raised a hand for 
silence. "Men come along the path ! I 
hear the clink of armor, the sound of 
footsteps I May the gods grant they be 
not the followers of Harg I "  

ULF listened, but his keen hunter's 
ear could catch no sound above 

the whine of the wind. Old Memar's 
powers of hearing, the eyes of the blind, 
were, however, not deceived. A hoarse 
shout echoed outside, followed by a 
thunder of knocks upon the door. 

Memar stood very still, gripping his 
harp. Zora was an alabaster image, 
hands pressed to her breasts, eyes like 
the pits of hell. Suddenly, the rude 
wooden door burst open, and a dozen 
red-cloaked warriors swept into the 
room. 

"By Koth l "  their black-bearded, 
dark-skinned leader shouted. "The 
Princess Zora and Memar, the royal 
harpist! At last! Seize them! "  

Two of the swarthy Murians leaped 
forward • . . and as they did so, Ulf 

spun about, aghast at sight of the grim
faced giant plunging toward him. "Slay 
me this outlander I " 

Ulf laughed in berserk exultation as 
his long blade lashed out. Through 
armor, through bone, it sheared, and 
one of the scarlet-cloaked followers fell 
to the floor. At the same instant the 
Northman's heavy bronze-bossed shield 
swung wide, crashing into the face of a 
second warrior. With a groan the man 
dropped his spear, staggered back. 

41Behind me, girl ! "  Ulf shouted. 
"Lead the Blind One! ,  

Swiftly Zora obeyed, drawing Me
mar to a corner of the hut. Before 
them �tood Ulf, legs wide, crimsoned 
sword raised. 

With a roar of rage more of the war
riors surged forward, urged on by their 
leader. Blows rained upon Ulf's shield 
like hammers on an anvil, sweat beaded 
the giant's brow. Whistling, his sword 
descended, and a stocky Murian, split 
to the waist, fell apart like the two 
halves of a nut. In that instant a 
curved blade darted above the North� 
man's guard, tracing a red furrow 
ac:ross his shoulder. 

Still the men of Mu pressed for
ward, clambering over their comrades' 
bodies. The floor of the hut was slip� 
pery with blood, the clash of arms, the 
groans of the dying, made the place 
hideous with noise. Zora, standing be
hind the Northman1 stared at him in 
amazement. 

"Never has mortal man carried on 
such a fight l "  she whispered. 14Y et 
against a score of warriors there is no 
hope . . . . 11 

Even as she spoke, Ulf tensed his 
hardy muscles. 

"Stay close, girl l "  he gasped. "You 
and the Blind One! We must cut oor 
way out of this trap I Aie l "  He flung 



76 MARVEL TALES 

up his shield to ward off a savage blow. 
'1Tonight the death-ravens shall 

have their fili i "  
Forward the huge Northman leaped, 

his sword cleaving a path through the 
scarlet-cloaked men. Rising and fall
ing with terrible regularity, the blade 
hewed through armor, shield, and bone. 
The Murians, their dark eyes flecked 
with. fear, retreated toward the door
way, aghast at the fury of this blond 
giant. Marked by a score of wounds, 
his fierce featut:es set in a wild smile, he 
seemed ap apparition from another 
world. 

"Gods of Ethu I "  the gorgeously�ap
parelled captain muttered. "Is this 
some familiar of Memar's?" 

Uif laughed, a deep booming laugh, 
pressed forward again, Zora and the 
blind harpist close behind. Back, the 
Murians fell, driven by the huge sword 
as cattle by a lash. Two paces more 
a.nd he had reached tqe doorway, and 
freed,om . . . but at that moment a 
scream sounded behind him. Ulf 
glanced over his shoulder. Two of the 
Murian warriors, driven outside, had 
circled the hut, forced open its shut
tered window, and leaped into the room 
at his rear. Now they were dragging 
Memar -and Zora away. 

"Ulf ! "  the girl cried despairingly. 
"Ulf !" 

The Northman saw her lifted toward 
the open casement, then a sword, lick
ing 'toward his chest, forced him to face 
his opponents once more. In vain he 
leaped backwards toward the window; 
Zora .and· the blind man, ·in the hands 
of their assailants, had already- been 
dragged from the room. 

Hoarse orders sounded in the dark
ness ; at once the warriors who had held 
the door sprang through it, into the . 
black rain-swept night. Ulf, a panting, 
bloody figure, dashed furiously out in 
pursuit. Already the party of Murians 
had disappeared in the whirling storm, 

and Memar and Zora with them. Ulf 
swore. Who were these men? Their 
leader had called the girl a princess . . . . 
Anq who was Harg? 

Sudc:lenly far down the ravine, Ulf 
heard a scream . . . a woman's voice ! 
Hot rage filled the N orthman; he had 
been outwitted, tricked by the little 
brown men of Mul Sword in hand he 
set out along the ravine in grim pursuit. 

CHAPTER II 

F
OR hours Ulf followed the rocky 
path . . . but the little mountain 
men, familiar with every trail, 

every by-path, eluded him. Dawn 
brought an end to the rain; ruddy sun
light struck fire from the wet rocks. 

The path widened as Ulf pressed on, 
showing signs of constant travel. Sud
denly, upon reaching the top of a small 
rise, a cry of wonder broke from his 
lips. Before him lay a staggering spec
tacle, bizarre, unreal. 

Far below, at the base of the cliffs 
upon which he stood, lay a vast city, a 
mass of marble, of green Egyptian 
porphyry, of dark obsidian. Terrace 
upon terrace, columned halls, broad 
streets along which the chariots of scar
let-cloaked warrio�s dashed, drawn by 
horned, deer-like creatures, swifter 
than horses. Between the stately build
ings were flowered gardens, silver 
fountains, marble-lined pools, giving a 
rare exotic beauty to the scene. In
credibly old, this great city, and of such 
cyclopean proportions as to seem the 
work of titans. Temples, fortresses, 
palaces, loomed immense, gigantic 
above the lesser buildings; they were 
grim, implacable, somehow awe-inspir
ing. 

Ulf shook his head, bewildered. Even 
more vast than the city itself were the 
cliffs which surrounded it. On all sides, 
rising sheer from the plain, they 
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towered, hundreds of feet in height, 
with the city at their base seeming but 
dregs in a gargantuan wine-cup of sable 
stone. At Ulf's feet a path wound zig
zag down the face of the precipice, but 
beyond this one roadway he saw no 
means of reaching the valley below. 
Shaking off the eerie spell of this rock
bound city, the N orthman began the 
steep and perilous descent. 

The sun was high in the heavens be
fore be had completed it. Striding 
sWiftly along,. oblivious to the curious 
stares of passersby, he crossed the gar
dens and flower-strewn fields of the 
suburbs and entered the city itself. 

Broad streets stretched before him 
. . .  streets crowded with throngs pass
ing from shop to shop, from bazaar to 
bazaar. Goods from a hundred ports 
lay upon the stalls and counters. Here 
were rich silks from China, as gossamer 
as woven spiders' webs ; swords and 
daggers from Uighur, keen blades, their 
handles richly encrusted with coral and 
l�pis-lazuli ; sweet scents and ointments 
from Magan and Punt; cunningly
worked gold ornaments from the land 
of Ophir; fragrant spices from the isles 
of the sea. A rich city, it seemed and 
powerful. 

Yet on the faces of the people who 
crowded the streets, one emotion was 
predominant . . .  fear ! Uneasy whisper
ings ran from mouth to mouth, nervous 
eyes glanced over shoulders as though 
in terror of being followed, sudden 
tense silence greeted the passage of 
Harg's red-cloaked warriors. Fear . . .  
fear that froze the lips of garrulous age, 
hushed the gay laughter of youth, 
stilled the shouts of children. Fear 
that made life-long friends suspicious' 
of each other, fear like a dark cloud 
swirling through -the streets of the city, 
relentless, all-enveloping, terrible I The 
blind harpist's words flashed across 
Ulf's brain. "Ethu, City of Fear, ruled 
by Harg, master-mage, who steals 

men's .souls . . .  " 
Suddenly a big chariot dashed along 

the street, its driver clearing a path 
through the throngs with blows of his 
long whip. Men, women, and children 
felt the stinging lash, yet none so much 
as raised a voice in protest. 

"The cowards ! " Ulf cried. "They 
outnumber these tyrants a hundred to 
one I Why don't they rise, throw off 
the yoke ! "  

"Hush, outlander ! "  An old man be
hind a coppersmith's stall plucked at 
Ulf's arm. "Quiet, as you value your 
life ! "  

"Eh," The Northman turned. "Is 
courage forbidden in this place?" 

"Aye, stranger." The a n c i e n t  
glanced about, spoke in a hushed whis
per. "This much I may say, since your 
skin and speech proclaim you no crea
ture of Harg's. Great was Ethu, once 
the most powerful of all the seven cities 
of Mu. Until Harg came. Terrible in 
war, a master of the forbidden secrets, 
he gathered about him the discon
tented, the ruthless, the ignorant, and 
seized the throne of Ethu, slaying our 
kindly ruler, }actor, driving the Prin
cess Zora into exile. Only a handful 
follow Harg, yet the people dare not 
rise, for he has stolen their souls. Nay, 
not by his spells or dark arts. By fear I 
Everywhere are his spies, so that no · 
man dares trust his neighbor. A grum
ble of discontent, a mutter of rebellion, 
and that one disappears into the mines, 
the dungeons. Tbe spirit of even the 
bravest warriors is broken and they 
submit, not daring to resist. So Ethu 
.bas become the City of Fear l "  

�E NORTHMAN nodded, his eyes 
brooding on the dreary faces of the 

p�sersby. 
"Aye," he muttered. "So a grey wolf 

rules the pack. Should the others turn 
upon him, he must surely die. Yet be
cause they fear their leader, he com-
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mands. Is there no way of breaking 
this spell of terror?)) 

'J'he old coppersmith glanced ner
vously about once more, his rheumy 
eyes narrow. 

"One way there is," he said softly. 
"The Place of Power ! Somewhere 
among these cliffs it lies, a sacred spot, 
an ancient shrine. And who finds it, so 
runs the legends of our people, shall 
rule all Ethu. Five years have passed 
since Prince�s Zora and Memar, the 
harpist� -escaped Harg, fled to the hills. 
Sfnce that time, it is whispered, a 
strange and beautiful girl has .been 
seen, leading a .blind man along the 
diffs as though seeking something. Day 
after day, year after year, they appear, 
smiling on the goatherds and shepherds 
of the hills, avoiding the followers of 
Harg. Perhaps they are Memar and 
the princess Zora, searching for the 
Place of Power. If they should find 
it . . .  " The old man stopped, shrank 
back into the shadows of his shop, as 
a tramp of marching men echoed along 
the street. 

Ulf shook his bead, frowning. These 
prophecies, spells, and strange fears 
were beyond him. A well-balanced 
sword, the trail of a wounded stag, the 
scent of wood-fires in the forests . . • 
they were the things he knew, under
stood. He turned to glance over the 
heads of the crowd at the procession 
. . . and his, heart leaped. 

Warriors, fully ·a score of them, wear
ing brazen helmets and breastplates, 
marched along in double ranks. And 
between the files of men walked Zora, 
leading the blind Memar, her head 
high! 

"Mighty Wotan ! "  Ulf muttered. 
Then, gripping the arm of the man who 
stood next to him. "\Vhere do tbe 
guards take them?" 

''I . . .  I . . . " The man cringed as 
.as Ulf's fingers tightened. "To the 
temple of Koth 1 Where dwells the 

Winged One, Lord of Evil !" He 
pointed, his finger trembling. 

Ulf followed the man's gaze. At the 
end of the roadway rose a great sable 
str:ucture, a six-sided pyramid. Hoary 
with age, tomb-like, its immense blocks 
covered with queer symbols, the build
ing seemed to breathe tht very spirit 
of death ! 

"I can tell you nothing! "  the man 
whimpered. "Ask me no more . . . " 

":!lab I "  Ulf released his victim with 
a contemptuous laugh, glanced at the 
crowds that lined the streets. They 
turned away, eyes averted, as the pro
cession passed. Ulf spat scornfully. 
Cowards ! Afraid to give even a sigh of 
sympathy lest it be overheard by Harg's 
spies. United they might sweep these 
scarlet-cloaked warriors from the city 
. . .  black fear gripped their brains, kept 
them silent. 

The guards were abreast of him, now, 
their eyes fixed sternly ahead. Sud
denly in the dense throng of people 
Zora observed Ulf, and an involuntary 
cry broke from her lips. 

"The outlander! "  she exclaimed. 
At once the leader of the guards spun 

about, caught sig},� of Ulf standing in 
the shadow of the coppersmith's door
way. 

"It is bel 1' the Murian shouted. "The 
one who fought us in the hills ! Seize 
him ! "  

Ulf leaped forward, drawing .his 
sword. No chance of escape with a 
dozen of the little brown men converg
ing on him. But perhaps, by resisting, 
he might kindle a spark in the breasts 
of these timorous townsfolk . . .  With 
a ringing war-cry he faced the foe, 
shield on arm, great bronze blade 
raised. 

The Murians, however, had a wea
pon new to him . . . long cords at the 
ends of which hung roWid metal 
weights. Like striking snakes the 
ropes shot Qut, coiling tightly about the 
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Northman's body. In vain Ulf tried 
to cut them, free himself. Even as he 
struggled, more ropes encircled him, 
pinning his arms to his body. Within 
the space of three breaths he was help
less. 

"So 1 "  The captain of the guard 
laughed mockingly. "This time it is 
we who win t Take the sword from him. 
He also will meet judgment at the tem
ple of Koth ! The Winged One shall 
feast!" 

CHAPTER III 

T
HE great hall of the temple was 
cloaked in gloom; a myriad 
flickering blue lamps threw gro

tesque, sprawling shadows across the 
tessalated floor. Weird bas-reliefs, 
monstrous bestialities, half-roan, half
beast, writhed in obscene procession 
along the walls. From countless jew
elled braziers coils of aromatfc smoke 
rose, serpent-wise, disappearing at 

.length in the dim reaches far above. 
The rear of this immense room was 

strangely bare. Here were two mas
sive bronze doors, securely barred. Be
fore them stood a block of stone, an al
tar, perhaps four feet square; the black 
grime of centuries obscured its rough
hewn surface, giving it an air of vast 
antiquity. 

The front of the temple was crowded 
with a dark mass of humanity. Guards 
in crimson cloaks and burnished brass 
helmets were ranged along the walls . . •  
vulpine priests of Koth, their sable 
robes marked with cabalistic designs, 
chanted a weird, moaning melody. 

Upon a carved jade throne near the 
center of the hall sat Harg. Tall was 
the ruler of Ethu, and powerful, with 
hair and beard lil\e jet. A man in the 
prime of life, yet his eyes seemed as 
'Old as time, bottomless pools in which 
lurked strange desires, monstrous long-

ings, the dim atavistic secrets of those 
who have passed beyond the dark river 
of death. Corpse-like in the blue light 
of the lamps, he sat motionless, oblivi� 
ous to the slaves who fawned at his 
feet. 

Somewhere in the shadows a bell sud
'denly tolled, the chant of the priests 
ceased. The file of guards pushed 
through the throng, urging their cap
tives forward. Reflectively H a r g 
studied the three figures, th�n his voice 
broke the hollow silence. 

"I bid you welcome, Princess Zora." 
Harg':s gaze swept the girl's slender, ex
quisitely-modelled figure. "Five years 
have changed a frightened child to a 
woman of rare beauty." He turned to 
the harpist, who stood before the 
thr�me, smiling the patient, sublime 
smile of the blind. i'And you, Meroat l 
Have you forgotten the day we passed 
the bowl of molten copper before your 
eyes, then turned you, sightless and 
cringing into the streets? Yet we should 
have slain you, since you somehow 
managed to free the Princess Zora, es
cape with her to the hills. This time 
we wiU make no such mistake." Harg 
turned to Ulf. "This outlander I do 
not know:, yet he fights in your cause.'' 

"No I "  Zora pleaded. .'He bas no 
knowledge of these matters. A stran
ger only, to whom we gave wine and 
shelter." 

"The blood of ·my warriors is upon 
his hands," Harg said harshly. "He 
too, shall face the Winged One I "  

Ulf made no reply; his glance roved 
the dark temple. If he could free him
self, seize a javelin from one of the 
guards, there might be a chance. Slow
ly, imperceptibly, he began to work at 
his bonds. 

Harg, staring at the prisoners, gave 
a mocking laugh. 

"By Koth l "  he cried, turning to the 
parchment-skinned priest beside biro. 
"See, Sagan! Three o.f them, like the 
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three virtues ! Beauty, Wisdom and 
Strength I Let us amuse ourselves by 
testing their several powers! " He beck
oned. to the guards who held Zora. 

The girl stood erect before the 
throne, her sheer robes clinging to her 
lithe young body like petals to a lotus 
bud. 

"So." Harg played with his ebon 
beard. "What says the first of our three 
virtues? Can Beauty save herself and 
her companions from the vengeance of 
Koth?" 

Zora swayed slightly, choked by the 
thick., dulling incense that filled the 
·hall. 

uFree them," she whispered, "and 
my beauty shall be yours ! " 

"Thus speaks w o IP a n." fl a r g 
laughed, motioning to the three female 
slaves who crouched at his feet. Obe
diently they stood up, their near-nude 
bodies gleaming in the lambent blue 
light. "See, Zora, here are three more 
lovely at}.d desirable thai) you ! The 
most perfect pf Egypt, Ind, and Mu ! 
Shall I trade their love for your hate? 
Nay! The first of our virtues, Beauty, 
has failed I Let Memar speak 1 "  

TO the foot o f  the dai� they dragged 
the blii;1d ha,.rpist. Ulf paused 

momentarily in his struggle to loosen 
his bonds. as a wild, inhuman screaming 
sounded from behind the great bronze 
doors. 

"The Winged One grows impatient ! "  
Harg murmured. "So much the greater 
his rage when the moment comes I You, 
Memar, are the second of our three op
ponents . . .  Wisdom ! Match your skill 
against my sorcerers, overcome them, 
and you and your compa.Qions go free I "  

"Nay, mock me not," the blind �an 
whispered. "I am no wizard . . .  only 
a maker of music . . . ·� 

"True I" Harg nodded. ur had for
gotten. Bring him his harp I "  

Servants ran from the hall, returned 

with the golden lyre, thrust it into Me
mar's hands. The old man raised his 
sightless eyes, and his lips moved. 

"Oh Gods of the Sombre Heavens ! "  
he cried. u Aid me ! " 

Now Sagan, the yellow-faced priest, 
was facing Memar, a thin smile about 
his mouth. A vulture-like figure in his 
black robe and hood, the necromancer 
bent over a glowing brazier, tossed a 
handful of powder upon the red coals. 

Ulf, watching, felt the hair at the 
back of his neck stiffen; Zora's hands 
fluttered to her throat in a vain attempt 
to choke her frightened cries. 

Great pillars of smoke were rising 
above the brazier, smoke that writhed 
and twisted as though alive. Sagan was 
muttering, making strange motions 
with his hands. Ulf felt a curious ting
ling run through his veins and ·his body 
seemed held in an iron grasp; try as 
he might, he could not turn his head. 
The steady monotonous movement of 
Sagan�s long hands was somehow irre
sistible. Slowly the great hall, the 
flickering lamps, began to blur, to 
whirl in kaleidoscopic patterns. Part 
of him, Ulf felt, was leaving his body, 
entering the dark folds of smoke that 
seemed the gateway to another world. 
Infinite reaches of time and space 
stretched before him, a grey void filled 
with tortured faces, dark miasmic 
shapes, hideous intangible spectres 
that were at once as large as the uni
verse and small as a mote of dust. 
Deeper and deeper he entered into this 
dark world ; in another moment the thin 
conscious thread linking him to his ma
terial body would be snapped and he, 
Ulf, would be lost . . .  lost forever in 
this timeless, limitless cosmos . . . .  

Then suddenly Sagan was speaking; 
his taunting voice seemed eons away. 

"Play, harpist ! "  he cried. "Weave 
your magic melodies to counteract this 
spell ! "  

Ulf, as though gazing down from a 
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great height, saw Memar raise the 
harp, seek to strike its strings. Sagan, 
the veins of his forehead standing out 
like taut cords, leaned forward, the 
force of his will flowing like a dark river 
to engulf his opponent. In vain Memar 
tried to touch the strings; invisible 
bonds held his hands still. 

"Play, harpist, if you can ! "  Sagan 
mocked. "Koth, Lord of Night, would 
hear your tunes I " 

Again Memar sought to pluck the 
lyre, and again the supernal power of 
Sagan's will held him motionless. 

"It is no use," the old man whispered 
brokenly. "I cannot play ! "  

Then Harg's voice pierced the black 
.mists about Ulf's brain. 

''So Wisdom, too, has failed I "  it said. 
"Give them back their souls, Sagan! "  

The priest stretched out his hand, 
and the blue flames leaped like storm
lashed waves, the swirling smoke dis
appeared. Ulf heard a mighty voice 
calling him back . .. . back . . .  and the 
formless spectres clutched at him in 
vain. The grey mists faded, the wailing 
cries died away, and all at once he was 
in the hall again, with Harg like a si
lent statue on his dais, grinning sardon
ically. 

"Wisdom and Beauty have failed ! "  
Harg paused as from beyond the mas
sive doors came once more the weird 
demoniacal screaming. "Strength shall 
now be tested! Barbarian, do you fear 
the Winged One?" 

Ulf shook the cobwebs from his 
brain, squared his shoulders. 

"We of the north knc;>w no fear, 
black-beard," he laughed. "In our for
ests men are free to fight, to love, to 
laugh as pleases them ! Loose my 
hands, give me a sword, and I meet 
death as man should I " 

"So speaks Strength, ever boastful ! "  
Harg murmured. "Grant him his de
sire I At once I "  

Swiftly the guards led their three 

captives before the square block of 
stone at the far end of the room. Arms 
outstretched, as though crucified, Zora 
huddled against. it; at her side stood 
Memar, grave, erect, his groping· .hands 
touching the ancient altar. Now the 
guards loosened Ulf's bonds, placed his 
great bronze sword in his hands. Spears 
raised menacingly, they forced him for
ward to join his companions. 

The big N orthman had just reached 
the altar stone when a clanking of hid
den mechanism �e to his ears. Whirl
ing, he ·saw a huge portcullis, its bars 
as thiek as a man's arm, drop slowly 
from above; dividing the square hall of 
the temple in two. On one side, Zora, 
Memar, and himself, grouped before 
the black stone . . .  on the other, Harg, 
and his followers, gazing with avid fasi
_nation through the metal bars. 

Suddenly a shout went up. The pon
derous doors behind the black altar 
were beginning to swing ()pen. The 
priests of Koth began a mystic chant. 

Ulf gripped his sword, waiting. From 
behind the doors came strange, inhu
man .S()unds.. Memar gasped a�d his 
face went pale. 

"Moa, the Winged. One I "  he mut
tered. "It is Moa l "  

Ulf tensed his muscles. Somethjng 
huge, unbelievable, was s t a 1 k i n g 
through the darkness of the doorway. 
A .stench of carrion, a scrabble of 
claws . . .  and then Moa, the Winged 
·One, stood before him, blinking in the 
blue light of the lamps. 

"Mighty Wotan I "  UI£ cried, gazing 
in wonder at the apparition. Huge, it 
was, towering twice the size of a tall 
man ; twQ immense feathered legs sup
ported a clumsy bird body, while its 
long neck termi.nated in a narrow bead, 
a cruel pointed beak. Sma11 red eyes 
glittered wickedly as, fluttering it$ shor.t 
but powerful wings,. the gigant}c bird 
strode forward, loathsome, savage as 
some denizen of the pit. 
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Suddenly Zora s c r e a m e d. The 
Winged One sprang toward her with 
incredible swiftness. Downward a tal
oned claw swept, barely grazing the 
girl's body. Zora slumped to her knees, 
the creature drew back its huge 
pointed beak for .a swift deadly blow. 

With a shout Ulf leaped forward, 
brushing past the blind and helpless 
Memar. 

At sound of the Northrnan's deep
throated war-cry the Moa hesitated, 
turned to face its new antagonist. A 
huge claw lashed out and Ulf was 
barely able to leap safely aside. 

Cautiously he circled his immense 
opponent, seeking an. opening. Then, 
as the Moa's beak stabbed down at him, 
it came. Again Ulf dodged, stepping in 
with a swinging stroke of his sword. 
Feathers flew, and a red gash appeared 
upon the bird's breast. 

Now the Winged One, mad with rage 
and pain, was lunging furiously at the 
Northman, seeking to drive him into a 
corner. Against the square black altar 
Zora and Memar crouched, their faces 
grey with fear. Harg and the priests 
of Koth, on the other side o£ the port
cullis, were waiting, silent, eager . . .  

Suddenly the Moa, with a flutter of 
its stubby wings, plunged again. Pant
ing, Ulf side-stepped . • . but one of 
those short, immensely powerful wings 
struck his shoulder, sent him sprawling 
upon the floor. With a shrill scream of 
triumph, the huge bird sprang for the 
Kill! 

Stunned, Ulf watched the sharp beak 
draw back, swing downward like some 
gigantic battleaxe. . . . The stench of 
decay, the fiery, furious eyes, the flap
ping wings. . . . J Blindly he raised 
his sword in an effort to ward off the 
blow, held it firm . . .  and a roar of 
rage went up from Harg's followers. 
The Moa's down-sweeping neck had 
struck the edge of the raised blade ; the 
huge bird had decapitated itself I 

Dazed, Ulf heard tbe short head 
crash upon the marble floor, saw blood 
gush from the severed neck. Thrashing 
convulsively, the mighty truncated 
body fell against the portcullis. 

CIUJf I " Zora ran toward him. "Gods 
of Mu! You are not hurt?" 

The shouts of the priests of Koth 
drowned the girl's cries. 

"Moa is dead! He has slain Moat 
Death to the barbarian I Death to them 
all! Mighty Harg, let us kill ! "  

Harg arose, his face dark with fury. 
"Freedom I promised them if they 

could best my servants," he cried. ((And 
it shall be theirs! Free them, followers 
of Koth I Free their spirits from their 
earthly bodies l "  

A roar of assent answered him. 
Slowly, inch by inch, with a clanking of ' 
chains, the heavy portcullis began to 
rise from the floor. 

Ulf faced the dark figures who 
waited, knives gleaming, eyes red with 
hate. 

"A tyrant's word ! "  he said scorn
fully. "Better the promise of a slave! "  
Then) raising his dripping bronze blade, 
�'before I fall many of these shall also 
be . . .  freed! Make peace with your 
gods, Zora, Princess of Ethu ! Tonight 
we pass beyond . . . .  " 

"Nay." It was Memar's voice, ris
ing high with triumph. "See I The in
scription upon this slab. . . . " 

ULF whirled. The old harpist was 
still crouched beside the square 

altar, his hands pressed against its side. 
The Northman frowned; he could see 
nothing on the black, grime-encrusted 
stone. 

"Eh ?" he muttered. "Inscription? 
Are you mad, Blind One? There are 
no markings here I " 

"Not for you who rely upon your 
eyes," the old man said impatiently. 
"Yet can my fingers trace the glyphs 
which dirt obscures. A message it is 
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� • . a message from the ancient ones, 
the builders of Ethu! 'Through this 
rock may the Place of Power be gained.' 
Hear, outlander! The Place of Power 
for which I have sought so long! 
Quick I Smite now this stone I "  

One glance Ulf threw over his shoul
der. Already the great portcullis was 
two feet from the ground. In another 
minute the priests and warriors would 
be able to pass beneath. . • . 

"Stand aside, harpist ! "  he cried. 
�<And pray your sense of touch has_ not 
played you false ! Wotan, give me 
strength I "  

Legs planted wide, muscles knotted, 
Ulf lifted his massive bronze sword. 
The rock, he noticed, was of glassy ba
salt, and might therefore split. . • .  

"Ulf I " Zora cried. "They come I '' 
Once about his head the N orthman 

whirled the sword, making the keen 
blade whistle through the air. Then, 
with every ounce of his strength Ulf 
brought it down upon the blackened 
stone! 

· 

With a sound like thunder the crash 
of bronze on hflsalt echoed throughout 
the hall . . .  followed by a shout of 
wonder from the onrushing priests of 
Koth. .The Northman's blow had split 
the altar in two I And the two sections, 
.toppling apart, revealed a dark open
ing . . . a passage I 

"Down I "  Ulf cried. "Make haste ! "  
Zora seiged Memar's hand, led him 

down the rough-hewn steps of the tun
nel. Ulf paused long enough to hurl a 
fragment of shattered rock at his fore
most pursuer, then leaped into the 
opening at Memar's heels I 

CHAPTER IV 

T
HE passageway along which the 
three fugitives ran was cloaked 

in stygian gloom. The thick 
dust of centuries was stirred by their 

thudding feet. Ulf could hear behind 
them the hoarse shouts· of their pursu� 
ers, the clatter of arms. 

"On I "  he exclaimed. "Haste ! "  Here 
is no room to fight I "  

Forward they raced, all three as 
blind as Memar in the darkness. Any 
step, Ulf knew, might bring them to 
some pitfall,. some trap, but with Harg's 
men on their trail they must risk it. 
Hearts pounding, breath coming in 
gasps, they stumbled on. 

The passage was broadening now; it 
seemed to Ulf that they passed through 
·vaulted rooms peopled with towering 
statues, through ancient dungeons, on 
the walls of which hung mouldering 
chains, through massive crypts, tombs 
of long-dead kings of Mu. 

Suddenly Ulf felt the gallery turn 
sharply, slant upwards. Zora gasped, 
stumbled from exhaustion. 

"Courage, girl ! "  Ulf caught her, 
helped her on. "This mole's burrow 
must end soon ! "  

Half-supporting, half-carrying the 
girl, he s4\ggered up the steep incline. 
Old Memar, with strength surpri�ing in 
his slight frame, managed to keep pace. 
Harg's followers were drawing closer 
with each moment ; the red flare of their 
torches danced like witch-fires upon the 
andent wall of the gallery. 

All at once Me�r, in the lead, gave 
a cry. His outstretched hands had en. 
countered a tangle of vines; be drew 
them aside and Ulf could see pale 
streaks of light before them. 

"Free I "  Memar gasped, plunging 
through the mass of vines. Ulf, still 
carrying Zora, followed. 

Blinking 4t the brilliant sunlight, the 
Northman g�anced about . . .  and his 
heart sank. They were on a shelf. pro
jecting from the face of the cliffs that 
surrounded the City of Fear I Above 
them the rocky wall rose sheer for a 
hundred feet; below, it dropped straight 
in a terrifying precipice to the plain. 
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Ulf could see Ethu, its shining marble 
buildings bright against the green grass 
and trees. No sound of lutes, no hum 
of voices, no cheerful noises of every
day life, rose from the City of Fear. 
Still, silent, it lay, shrouded in a cring
jng, soulless dread. 
Ulf's gaze lifted from the city to the 

ledge on which they stood. Some twen
ty paces in length, it broke off sharply 
at either end, precluding any chance of 
escape. A short distance from the tun
nel's mouth was what appeared to be an 
ancient shrine, cut into the face of the 
cliff. Worn by wind and rain, it was 
no more than three broad semi-circular 
steps, leading to a large niche formed 
like some immense sea-shell and carved 
from the black basalt. The niche, al
though of the type in which a statue 
or altar might be placed, was empty. 
Gazing at the shrine, the t]orthman 
shook a hopeless head. 
Then old Memar was speaking, quer

ulously. 
"Where have we come?" he asked. 

"Is this the Place of Power?" 
"A rocky shelf, no more," Ulf 

snapped. "Here is no Power ! The in
scriptions of the anciept ones lied, 
harpist ! We die ! " 
Exultant shouts issued from the 

opening in the face of the cliff. Sud
denly a wild-eyed priest of Koth leaped 
from the tunnel, knife in hand. Down
ward swept Ulf's gleaming blade and 
the priest crumpled. A red-cloaked 
warrior sprang through the narrow en
trance, only to fall before the North
man's sword. 
"Come from your hole, rats ! " Ulf 

laughed. "The dark ravens of death 
circle low I " 
From the tunnel rushed more war

riors, their spears darting out like 
snake's fangs. Deliberately, warily, 
they · fought, driving the Northmen 
slowly back . . . back . . . until the 
mouth of the passage was clear. Now 

Ulf was forced to retreat along the 
shelf, toward the ancient shrine ; dog
gedly he fell back, leaving a trail of 
dead and wounded in his wake. 
Zora, watching, gave a gasp of des

pair ; the struggle could have but one 
end. She glanced at Memar, an abject 
figure, still clutching his beloved harp; 
the old man's face was dark, despon
dant. 
"The inscription was false I "  he mut

tered. "The old one lied !- So shall 
Ethu remain the City of Fear, and its 
princess perish at the hand of Harg I 
Doomed is Targish I Doomed, the 
greatest of the seven kingdoms of M u I "  
Back fell UH, fighting with berserk 

fury, yielding stubbornly before the 
weight of numbers. Zora could see 
Harg, a tall sepulchral figure, battle
axe in hand, urging his followers on. 
The girl sighed hopelessly. If only 
something, some miracle, would oc
cur . . . Weakly she stumbled toward 
the old, weatherbeaten shrine, fell to 
her knees on the first of the broad steps. 
"Gods of Mu I "  she cried. "Aid us ! "  

H ARDL � had the ?irl spoken when 
her vOice, magmfied a thousand 

times, rolled through the valley below. 
"Gods of Mu t "  the mighty echo 

thundered. "Aid us ! " 
Stunned at the forces she had un

wittingly loosened, Zora crouched, fro
zen, before the shrine. Then Memar 
was groping his way toward her, his 
face exultant. 
"The Place of Power l " he cried. 

"True were the worqs of the old ones I 
People of Ethu, awake I "  And like 
the tolling of some mighty bell, his 
words reverberated through the valley. 
"Awake ! Awake ! " 
At once faint cries of amazement, of 

wonder, rose from the great white city 
below. Crowds of men and women were 
pouring into the broad streets, seeking 
the source of the great voice that called 
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them. 
Tall and erect as in his youth, the 

blind harpist stood on the first of the 
shrine's three steps, the wind whipping 
his tattered robes, his long grey hair. 
Swiftly Memar's fingers swept the 
strings of his harp, his voice rose in the 
ancient war-song of Ethu. 

To Ulf, bleeding from a score of 
wounds, the savage melody was like 
spiced wine. Standing before the three 
massive steps, he held back the red
cloaked warriors with a rain of blows. 

"Sing on, Memar I "  he cried. "Hai, 
Wotan I "  His sword lashed out, split
ting a guardsman's helm. "Thus fight 
we of the north I " 

With a roar of rage the warriors 
pressed toward him. Ulf was driven 
back onto the first of the three broad 
steps leading to the shell-shaped shrine. 
As the tide of battle surged over the 
lowest level, Zora and Memar climbed 
up to the second. 

If the mighty voice had been loud 
upon the bottom step, it was now deaf
ening. Redoubled it its volume, the stir
ring song rolled across the valley, a paen 
of courage, quickening the blood, lift" 
ing men's souls until they felt them
selves one with the gods. Zora could 
hear those in the city below take up the 
mighty, surging chorus! Sunlight 
flashed on knives, swords, as the 
aroused people swirled through the 
streets. No longer was Ethu a City of 
Fear; its people, caught in the spell of 
Memar's fierce war-song, had thrown 
off the yoke of dread. 

There was fighting in the city; the 
furious populace were attacking those 
who had been left to hold Ethu. It was 
a matter of minutes only until the city 
was in the hands of its people. Now they 
were streaming across the plain toward 
the Place of Power, bearing ladders, 
ropes, for scaling the cliffs. Zora bit her 
lips. Would the Northman hold back 
their opponents until the men of Ethu 

arrived? 
Wilder grew Memar's playing, rais

ing above the echoed clash of swords, 
the war-cries of Harg's guardsmen. Ulf 
swayed from exhaustion, yet somehow 
managed to hold the first of the three 
broad steps leading to the niche. 

"Cowards ! "  It was Harg's voice, 
deep with scorn. "Will y:ou let one man 
put you to flight? And with Zora, the 
Place of Power, so nearly in our grasp ! 
Stand aside I "  · 

Face waxey, pallid, luminous eyes 
aglow with hatred, Harg raised his 
heavy battle-axe. 

"So, barbarian ! "  he smiled gloomily. 
"One of us dies ! "  

"You, then ! "  Ulf cried, with a swing
ing stroke of his sword. 

six hours before, his blow had been 
fatal ; now, weary, weak from loss 

of blood, Ulf barely touched Harg's 
chest. Teeth bared in an exultant snarl, 
the dark Murian swung his axe might-
ily. . 

Instinctively Ulf threw up hls shield 
. . . but the force of the blow sent him 
staggering backwards, stunned. He 
toppled heavily onto the second step, 
lay there, lacking the strength to rise. 
Dimly he could see Harg spring for
ward, lift the gleaming axe. . . . 

AT that instant the blind harpist, 
now standing on the third level, in 

the very center of the hollowed niche, 
struck the harp strings with savage 
force. Thunderous, deafening, the 
mighty chords echoed with terrifying 
violence. Here in the center of 
the shrine was indeed the Place of 
Power, magnifying the waves of sound 
until the shelf of rock, the black wall of 
basalt, trembled . . . quivered like the 
strings of Memar's harp. 

Ulf, crouching dazed upon the steps, 
felt the mountainside rock under the 
stupendous cacophony of sound. Harg 
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reeled· as though struck a physical blow, 
and the axe fell from his band. The 
scarlet-cloaked warriors, the pries_ts of 
Koth, staggered, clutching at one an
other for support, their faces pale, pan
icky, as the cliffs heaved an_d swayed. 

Still Memar played. An ominous, 
rumbling was audible above-, a rattle of 
pebbles and loose stones. Ulf, recollect
ing the snowy passes of the Caucasus 
where. a voice raised in song might bring 
down tons of snow, dragged himself to 
his knees. 

-

S uddenly Harg,  wild-eyed, lips 
twisted in fear aqd rage, found voice. 

"Kill the harpist ! "  he screamed. 
A maddened priest of Koth drew 

back his arm . . . but before he could 
hurl his knife, the storm broke. With 
a terrible crackling roar, a huge section 
of the cliffs above crumbled. Stones, 
earth, slid down in' great slabs, clouds 
of dust blotted out the brilliant sun
light. The Place of Power heaved like 
a storm-tossed sltip. 

Dimly Ulf remembered Zora drag
ging him up to the third level, into the 
shelter of the niche, while the rumbling 
avalanche poured down from above. 
One glimpse, he had, of Harg, a bloody, 
agoni�d figure in the rain of boulders, 
calling wildly on Koth, then all sight 
was lost in the choking billows of dust. 
Protected by -the deep-cut niche, the 
three fugitives huddled against the wall, 
listening to the crash of falling rock. 

Suddenly, almost as quickly as it had 
begun, the shaking of the earth ceased. 
A gust of wind swept away the dusty 
mists and Ulf, staring down, gasped. 
The precipice that had lain before them 
was gone I In its place was a long, 
rough slope stretching down to the plain 
below,_ where the people of Ethu_ were 
assembled. Freed from the grip of fear, 
they advanced up the rubbled incline, 
voices raised in acclaim. 

Of the array of warriors who had 
crowded the rocky shelf a tew moments 

before only a tattered red cloak, a dark 
fist still clutching a spear were visible 
in the de];)ris to give silent evidence of 
their- fate. 

"The Place of Power has destroyed 
Hargl "  Memar exclaimed. Then, as no 
echo swelled his voice, "And in so do
ing lost its mighty force I The chang
ing in the cliff's contour has stilled the 
echo ! "  

"Aye." Ulf nodded. "Great and ter
rible have been your deeds this day, 
Blind One I A city freed of the spell of 
fear, a tyrant and his followers swept to 
death, the very face of the precipice 
changed ! More, you have given Ethu, 
all Targash, a new ruler ! A queen! "  

Zora's gaze shifted from the cheer
ing throngs to the tall, muscular North
man at her side. 

"Only a queen?" she whispered 
softly. "No more?" 

Ulf studied the girl's vivid face and 
the blood leaped through his veins. 
Then from the east a puff of wind 
stirred, bearing a scent of strange blos
soms, of fragrant spices; cool and 
haunting, it blew through Ulf's soul, 
whispering of the blue horizon, the ad
venture that lay beyond . . • . always 
beyond . . .  

"By Wotan! "  The N o r t h  m a n  
breathed deeply. "Sweet is woman's 
voice, yet the call of far lands is 
sweeter ! What palace could fail to be 
a prison to Ulf the Ganger? Follow 
your destiny, Queen of Targash, as I 
follow mine I "  

"My destiny . . .  " the girl whispered. 
Then, lifting her slight shoulders, she 
took Memar's arm, advanced toward 
the cheering throngs. 

Ulf, leaning upon his sword, no 
longer saw their two figures; his gaze 
was on the snowy hills beyond. Ma
jestic, awe-inspiring, they spoke of mys
tery, of new wonders. Tomorrow, when 
he had rested, he would fol�ow the trail 
to the east. . • •  
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CHAPTER ONE of the apartment-until that woman 
suddenly appeared. 
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I
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once men closed in around her, pouring 
for her. 

l!elen, my wife, and I Roland Cuyler, 
the Author, and his wife Clara were 
standing near a window in an attempt 
to get a breath of air. We had ceased 
our conversation when the woman had 
entered. All of us looked at her:. 

'�Who's she?" Helen asked. 
Roland Cuyler licked his lips and 

swallowed hard and said : "Never saw 
her before." 

He was a bad liar.· He'd become jit� 
tery as soon as he had been aware of her 
presence;· looking at her a few minutes 
ago, some of the liquid had spilled from 
his cocktail glass. I wondered why he 
didn't tell the trQth, then dismissed it 
from my mind. As his literary agent, 
it was my business to sell his novels, 
not to delve into his personal life. 

Our little group at the window broke 
up. Helen moved away to talk to Por
tia Teele, whose love novels sold by the 

· hundreds of thousands, and I found my
self alone.. But only for a moment. I 
turned and there was the woman in 
gold. A cocktail glass was raised to her 
lips, and above its rim I saw gray eyes, 
flecked with gold, calmly appraising 
me. 

"You're Lester Marlin, the literary 
agent, aren't you?" she said. "I'm Tala 
Mag." 

Curious name. And curious woman. 
She could have been called very beauti
ful if you liked them that way-exotic, 
with eyes slightly slanted and extremely 
long and narrow brows and hrgh cheek
bones, and a body so vibrant that each 
motion was a sensuous invitation. Not 
my type, however. I preferred the pure 
fresh young beattty of Helen. 

Tala Mag dropped the glass from her 
.lips and suddenly I realized that she was 
so close to me that her pointed breasts 
almost touched my chest. Over her 
left shoulder I saw Portia Teele and 
Helen staring at us. Helen smiled. She 
l!new that a literary agent of my rep-

utation, who, by accepting to handle a 
writer's manuscript, practicaJly assured 
its sale, was always being annoyed by 
women authors who tried to use their 
bodies as substitutes .for lack of literary 
talent. This Tala Mag was probably 
one of those. 

Tala Mag glanced over my shoulder 
and coldly studied Helen. Then she 
turned back to me and intimately 
tucked a hand through my arm a.nd 
leaned against me so that J felt the soft 
yielding of a breast. 

"Your wife appears jealous," she 
whispered. 

Somebody must have told her who 
Helen was, and it was because my wife 
watched that she was trying to make 
me. What the hell was her game? 

"Of course she's not," I told her. 
"Why should she be? She knows that 
no other woman could mean anything to 
me." 

Her gold-flecked eyes looked up at 
me challengingly. "She is rather attrac
tive." 

I let her have it right where I knew 
it would hurt. "By far the most attrac
tive woman in this room," I said. 

I had expected her not to like the 
indirect insult, but I hadn't thought that 
such utter rage would flood her face� 
With a thin cry of fury she dropped my 
arm and stepped away from me. I 
smiled as I watched the indignant sway 
of her hips as she moved across the 
room. Helen was smiling also. We un
derstood each other, my wife and I. 
That was why we were so incomparably 
happy together. 

A COUPLE of minutes later Helen 
and I left the party. As we walked 

down the two flights of stairs to the 
street, Helen observed with that rip
pling laugh of hers : "Poor darling, hav
ing so many women after you. How 
do you bear Up under it?" 

"Easily, sweet. I think of you and 
then they appear like hags before my 
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eyes. This Tala Mag-that's her name 
-was so obviously wanton that she was 
funny." 

And both of us laughed quietly, in
timately, as if only we could understand 
the grand joke we shared. 

Then suddenly our laughter died in 
our throats. We had turned the land
ing and there, with her back against 
the wall, stood Tala Mag. It was im
possible for her not to have overheard 
us. 

She said nothing but her expression 
told us plenty. I think that if she had 
had a weapon in her hand she would 
have killed us both on the spot. She 
drew her cape tighter about her. We 
passed quickly. 

In the street Helen shuddered. "Did 
you see the way she looked at us?"  

"Forget it, darling," I said. "There's 
nothing she can do about it." 

By the time we had reached home, 
we had dismissed her from our minds. 

The following morning there was a 
gold-tinted envelope in my mail, sent 
special defivery. It contained two notes. 
One, from Portia Teele, read : 

Dear Les: 
I''¥e ne'¥er before asked you to 

do me a personal favor. Tala Mag 
told me what occurred last night 
and feels that it was a .misunder· 
standing on both your parts. She 
had no opportnnity to tell you 
that she is a writer and would de· 
sire your assistance. I have read 
her manuscripts; she has a great 
deal of talent. Please see her for 
my sake. 

PORTIA. 
The second note was heavily scented. 

It contained but a single line : 
Dear Mr. Marlin: 

Please come to my apartment at 
four this afternoon. 

TALA MAG. 
I was in something of a spot. I 

couldn't afford to antagonize Portia 
Teele who was my best client, and I 
didn't want to have anything to do with 
this Tala Mag. And why insist that I 
come to her apartment? The proper 

procedure was for her to come to my 
office. 

By the afternoon I had made up my 
mind to go, solely, I assured myself, be
cause Portia Teele had asked me to. Yet 
in back of my mind was a vagrant desire 
to see this exotic Tala Mag again. Any
way, what bad I to be afraid of? I'd 
never had much trouble putting a de
manding woman in her place. 

I arrived there twenty after four, 
deliberately, to show her that I wasn't 
in the least anxious·.. She lived thirty 
stories above Park Avenue in a pent
house. Well, one thing was certain : she 
certainly wasn't an improverished 
struggling writer. 

The biggest man I had ever seen ad
mitted me. Not the tallest, although he 
must have been a least six-six, and not 
fat either, but simply built in a huge, 
powerful mold. He was, in addition, 
ugly as sin, with hardly anything in the 
way of a brow or a chin. I'm of average 
size and build, but he made me feel like 
a pigmy as he stepped aside to let me 
by. 

TALA MAG came forward to receive 
me in the foyer, and she was wearing 

a spider-web blue negligee and a pair 
of blue mules and not another thing. 
A pleasing combination-blue against 
the rich gold of her skin, and there was ' 
plenty of skin showing, and the rest of 
it, voluptuously curved, shimmered un
der the negligee. 

So I She was taking up where she had 
left off yesterday. As I followed her 
into the 'iibrary, I determined to get out 
as soon as I could. 

She said nothing about last night and 
made no attempt to come near me. She 
took a sheaf of typewritten pages from 
the desk and nodded toward a comfort
able leather chair. l sat down and 
started to read. She retreated to the 
other end of the room and mixed high· 
balls. She handed one to me and then 
offered me a cigarette. As she applied 
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a match to my cigarette, she leaned over 
and her negligf;!e fell away from her 
throat and there W!lS no covering over 
her breasts. They were golden and 
rose-tipped and dangling with the bend
ing of her torso. I dropped my eyes 
quickly to the manuscript. 

A sensation of mingled horror and 
revulsion crept over me as I read. How 
can I describe the story she had writ
ten? It wasn't quite pornographic 
and yet it was more than that. There 
was not a sentence or a paragraph 
which st;tnding alone, could be called 
obscene, yet the effect of the whole 
was incredibly vile. It concerned un
holy lust and unspeakable orgies and 
hideous tortures, but it was chiefly the 
point of view that shocked my hard
boiled soul. She revelled in evilness, 
extolled it, until virtue was to be de
spised and vileness all that made living 
tolerable. 

I went to the desk and tossed the 
papers down and turned to her. She 
was looking at me expectantly, with 
mouth half-open. 

"You like it?" 
I shrugged. 'IPut it this way: no pub

lisher would touch it." 
"But if you, with your reputation, 

took itto-a publisher?" 
"That won't help either," I said. 

"Sorry." I started to go. 
She came to meet me, and somehow 

her negligee had fallen open and was 
trailing behind her. No doubt that she 
was startlingly attractive, but the only 
effect of her nudity on me was one of 
anger. 

She -caught my arm as I tried to pass 
her. "Mr. Marlin-Lester-you know 
that you are devilishly handsome." 

I said tightly: "You're wasting your 
time." And I jerked my arm roughly 
away from her. 

She ran around me so that she was in 
front of me again and threw her arms 
about my neck. I admit that as I tried_ 
to pull her off, pulses pounded in my 

veins. The memory of Helen blurred 
with the furious agitation of her torso 
and thighs against me. But not suffi
ciently to make me succumb to her. 
Violently I tore her arms away from 
about my neck and, with an exclamation 
of rage, threw her to the floor. 

She sat up, glaring up at me, her 
bared breasts rising and falling. When 
I was a step from the door, she called 
out: "Emil i "  And a split-second later 
her servant's enormous body filled the 
doorway. 

I was too angry to be afraid. I said 
in a voice that quivered :  "Let me pass." 

He stood there as solidly as a rock. 
And as if she were telling a dog to fetch 
something, she ordered: "Get him, 
Emil." 

I stepped backward as he came at me 
with his great arms apart. Realizing 
that my only chance was an attack, I 

threw myself forward, plunging my 
right fist into his midriff. My knuckles 
felt as if they had struck corrugated 
iron. 

And then his arms were around me, 
and I knew that I was through. I 

thrashed in his grip, but I might as well 
have tried to struggle in a steel vise. 
Slowly his arms tightened, constricting 
my ribs, my lungs. Breath choked up 
in me. The motion of my kicking legs 
grew feebler, then stopped .altogether 
as, my face pressed against his massive 
sweaty chest, I sank into unconscious
ness. 

CHAPTER II 

THE RooM OF ToRMENT 

W
HEN I opened my eyes, I 
found that iron chains, dan
gling from the ceiling, were 

fastened about each of my wrists. My 
feet just about touched the floor, so 
that I had to stand erect. My clothes 
had been taken from me ; they lay 
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neatly piled on a chair nearby. 
For dazed moments I thought that 

this must be a nightmare ; that Tala 
Mag's huge servant must be a figment 
of my imagination ; that perhaps even 
Tala Mag was only a dream of d1!rk de
sire. And then I saw that I was still in 
the library where I had read her curi
ously vile manuscript. Furniture had 
been pushed from the center of the floor 
where I hung from the chains. 

This was ridiculous, of course-to 
have something like this happen in a 
modern apartment house in the heart of 
the c,ity. · I took a deep breath and 
called for help at the top of my lungs. 

Behind me somebody laughed. 
Twisting my head over my shoulder, I 
saw Tala Mag, still clad in that di
aphanous blue negligee, coming toward 
me. 

"It may interest you to know that this 
room is soundproof," she said. 

My voice broke off. I was staring 
with bulging eyes at the murderous whip 
she held in her hand. Part of its black 
length wriggled like a live snake on the 
floor behind her. 

"What are you going to do?" I de
manded harshly. 

"Teach you respect for Tala Mag," 
she said. "And break your stubborn 
spirit until you grovel at my feet." 

I cursed her then, hoarsely, steadily, 
and I tore hopelessly at the chains, 
while she stood off a little way and 
watched me with a half-smile on her red 
lips and hellish lights dancing in her 
g�;ay-and-gold eyes. Then she stepped 
toward me and ran !J. hand oyer my 
chest, letting her fingers drag so that the 
nails pierced and ripped skin. 

"You are a handsome man, Lester 
Marlin," she said. "There is much that 
we can do together, you and !-star
tling ecstasies which we may attain. 
Forget that prosaic woman who is your 
wife. Say the word and I will have Emil 
remove the chains frqm you, and then · 
you and I-" 

The rest of her words were cut off by 
her agonized grunt as I brought my 
knee up into her stomach. She fell 
away from me and her face became a 
hideous mask. She straightened up and 
stepped around me and I tensed for the 
bit of the lash. When it came, curling 
around my back and cutting through 
skin and into flesh, it felt }ike a band 
of living fire encircling. me. A cry· of 
pain rose to my lips, but I choked it 
back, determined not to give her the 
satisfaction of hearing me scream. 

I .swung around from my wrists and 
kicked out at her again. But she was 
prepared now and jumped out of the 
way, and again the cruel lash snapped 
against my body. 

I went through a queer frantic dance 
as I tried to get at her with my feet, 
but she was nimble and always just out 
of reach, moving slowly around me, her 
arm swinging back and forth as the ag
onizing leather thong kept curling about 
me. And so I ceased al,l effort to kick 
her because my gY'l'ations added to her 
diabolical enjoyment and I hung there 
from the chains as the whip .formed a 
mantle of: anguish about me. 

"Scream! "  she panted. 
But I would not give her that added 

pleasure. Blood trickled down frqm 
where my teeth sank into my lower lip. 

"Scream ! "  And the whip cracked. 
Her negligee fell open in front. Sweat 

glistened on her golden skin, trickled 
down between her heaving breasts, 
soaked t1lrough the material. Encum
bered by the negligee, she savagely 
ripped it off and, naked, continued to 
apply the lash. 

I must have hated her more than any 
man hated anybody to have the strength 
not to give. voice -to the agony which 
was trying to force screams past my 
lips. 

Suddenly the lashing stopped. 
Through a mist of pain I saw her stand
ing before me, her flesh twitching and 
quivering wfth terrific emotional exer-
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tion. But the fury had gone out of 
her face anq her eyes were suddenly 
soft. 

SHE dropped the whip and came at 
me, throwing her arms aQout me 

and mashing herself against my an
guish-tom body. 

"You are the man for me," she whis
pered. "You have the proud, stub. 
born spirit. Love me agd I will bathe 
your wounds and make you whole again 
and teach you such passion as you never 
dreamed existed." 

It would have been simple then to 
submit, to possess this exotic creature 
·and have done with unendurable an
guish. But I knew that I could not. 
It had gone beyond mere physical faith
fulness to Helen. It was a relentless 
struggle between good and evil ; for my 
immortal soul, if you care to put it that 
way. If I gave in to her, I would al
ways thereafter consider myself Jess 
than a man. Better to die of torture 
than to let her triumph over me. 

Through swollen, bloody lips I said : 
"Go to hell ! "  

''You stubborn fool ! Do you prefer 
to be cut to pieces?" 

I tried to jab my knee into her again, 
but she was too close to me and I was 
too weak. She dung to me, digging 
her teeth into the side of my neck, and 
the whole weight of her body pulled 
down on my strained arm muscles. Then 
she slid away from me and picked up 
the whip . 

<�I won't kill you," she said in a voice 
that shook with fury·. "Not yet. I 
would not accept you now if you came 
crawling to me. Before I am through 
with you, I shall make you suffer in
finitely more than any whip can make 
you suffer." 

· 

And again I felt the hellish sting of 
the whip. She danced around me, ap
plying the lash wherever the skin was 
still whole; and as through a shimmer
ing veil of torment I eaw her magnifi. 

cent breasts bobbing and sweat form a 
sheen over her golden skin. After a 
while the mist grew thicker until I could 
no longer see her or the room or any
thing at all. But I could feel. Every 
quivering nerve throbbed under the 
whip which had become a white-hot rod 
of flame. 

And yet I kept my voice locked with
in my throat. It was no longer physi
cal effort which kept me from shriek
ing1 for I had none of that left. It 
must have been something rooted deep 
in my subconscious which deprived her 
of her final triumph. 

And then I sank into a world in which 
nothing existed but pain. . . . 

Dawn was painting the city sky a 
dull gray above the East River when I 
awoke. I was propped up against a 
warehouse on South Street. Several 
men, going early to work, passed with
out so much as glancing at me, think
ing, no doubt, that I was a drunken 
bum. I was again fully dressed. She 
had spared my face with her lash, and 
save for dried blood on my chin I looked 
more or less presentable. 

When I tried to rise, bands of agony 
held me. I clenched my teeth and 
clawed myself erect along the side of 
the building. Each step was angui:�h. 
Finally I made my way to the curb and 
hung onto a lamppost until a ta'ti cab 
passed. I bailed it and flopped into the 
back seat and muttered my address on 
Washington Square. 

When I reached my home, I told the 
taxi driver that I was sick and tipped 

.him generously and he helped me up to 
my apartment. After considerable 
ringing, Helen came to the door in her 
sleeping pajamas. She took one look 
at my greenish, pain-twisted face and 
screamed and ran to me. 

"Darling, what happen�d to you? I 
went to bed early, thinking that you 
were out late on business, and not un
til the bell rang just now did I realfze 
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that you hadn't come home. Darling, 
you're sick ! "  

She led me into the bedroom where 
I dropped down on the bed. I did not 
tell her the truth; I had resolved not 
to tell anybody, especially not the po
lice. This was strictly between Tala 
Mag and mygelf. And if any o.f this 
came out, the newspapers and the gos
sip eolumnists would have a field-day. 
I said that I had been walking along 
a dark street last night when I had 
been waylaid by a couple of men whose 
faces I had not been able to �ee and 
they had beaten me. I didn't know 
why, I said; perhaps I had inadver
tently injured somebody and this was 
his or her revenge. 

GENTLY Helen removed my clothes. 
And when she saw what the whip 

had done to my flesh, she cried out and 
went into a semi-hysterical fit of we.ep
ing. But she maintained enough self
control to call a doctor and bathe my 
wounds until he arrived. 

For a week I lay il). bed. I made 
Helen and the doctor promi�e to tell 
nobody, saying that I did not want the 
newspapers to get the story. And un
der Helen's tender care, I was soon as 
good as new save for certain parts 
where the lash had struck too many 
times and where l would forever have 
ridges on my skin. 

When I had recovered, I obtained a 
permit to purchase a pistol, and then 
I went to pay a visit to Tala Mag. The 
pistol was for the huge servant Emil ; 
Tala Mag I could handle with my bare 
hands. 

From the building superintendent I 
learned that she had moved the day 
after my beating. She had left no for
warding address ; he had no idea where 
she might have gone. I looked up Por
tia Teele, but she was out of town. 
Not even Sam Spaulding, her publisher, 
knew where Portia Teele could be 
found. 

So there was nothing for me to do 
but bide my time. I was .convinced 
that I had not seen the last of her. She 
had told me, in the fury of her hatred 
at my refusal to submit, that she had 
a worse fate in store for me than the 
whipping. Well, this time I would .be 
prepared for her. 

.CHAPTER Ill 

INVITATION TO DEATH 

_ 

O
NE morning I received a letter 

from Roland Cuyler, the au-
thor : 

· 

Dear Les: 
A friend of mine, who has gone 

on a journey, has been good 
enough to allow me ·the use of his 
char.ming upstate place until he 
returns. PYe been staying here 
with Clara and working my head 
off. J'ye completed my noYel, and 
rather than send it down to yo11, 
how abom you and Helen driYing 
up here to spend a weekend or 
longer with us? 

It's an ideal place-swimming 
atJd tennis, and only a three hour 
driYe from the city. Don't bother 
to reply. I'm assuming �hat you 
and Helen will arriYe some time 
Saturday. 

It sounded good. The city was in 
the grip of one of those heat waves 
which made New York unbearable. 
When I tole! Helen about it, she was 
enthusiastic. 

So that Saturday afternoon we 
started out in my car. After three 
hours we found ourselves in a rather 
wild and isolated valley. Following the 
directions which Cuyler had enclosed, 
we turned off to a dirt road which ran 
through a deep woods and was only 
wide enough for one car. Seven miles 
of bumping over ruts brought us there. 

Frankly, the place surprised us. We 
had expected a faii:'ly sumptuous cot
tage at the most, but this looked. like a 
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vast estate in tbe heart of the woods. 
A seven�foot fieldstone fence endosed 
it entirely. 

I drove up to the twin massive solid 
iron doors and got out of the car. 
There was a telephone on the wall. I 
lifted the receiver and spoke into the 
mouthpiece. 

"Your name, please?" a man's voice 
asked. 

I told him, then returned to t4e car. 
The two doors swung open. 

"Pretty swanky," Helen commented 
as I drove through. The doors clo.sed 
behind us. And thirty feet ahead of 
us, to our astonishment, was another 
stone wall, this one at least four feet 
higher than the first and rirn:rned for a 
couple of feet more with barbed-wire. 
A second pair of doors swung open at 
Jur approach. 

Helen frowned. uneasily. "This place 
looks like a. fortress.'' 

"Millionaires go in for this sort of 
thing," I said. ('Probably there are 
armed guards about the place also. The 
rich are always afraid of kidnappings 
and intrusions on their privacy. The 
Cuylers certainly fell int(l something 
soft." 

The second pair of doors also shut he
hind us. As we drove along the gravel 
road toward the large stone house1 I 
·ijotice<l that the grounds had been al
lo�d to run pretty much to seed. The 
lawns which must once have been vel
vet smooth, were overgrowd and the 
flower gardens were a chaos. We 
passed a tennis court which evidently 
hadn't been cared for in years and then 
a swimming MOl which was absolutely 
dry. 

Queer. Was this what Cuyler had 
raved about? And where Wa$ every
body? No sign of guards or servants. 
Both doors had been opened by un�een 
eloct�ical control. 

Helen shifted closet to me. '�This 
place gives me the creeps, Les." 

"They're probably all in the house,u 

I �aid. "Ah, look, there are a numbet 
of parked cars, and there's somebody 
on the side terrace." 

I stopped the car behind four or five 
others and Helen and I got out and 
walked to the stone terrace. Frank 
Bord, the publisher, and his exquisite 
little wife, Lillian, wer� lounging on 
easy chairs and sipping drinks. 

. 

BORD waved a hand toward us. 
· "HI, folks. So it's going to be a 

party after aU. The Rooneys are some
where inside. Haven't seen bide or hair 
of anybody else save a moody servant 
named Si who brought us drinks." 

uWhere are the Cuylers?" I asked. 
{'Search me. All we could get out of 

the servant was that they'd be down 
eventually. Hell of a way to receive 
guests. Look for Si and you can get 
some drinks.'' 

Helen apd I passed into the house. 
We found ourselves in an enormous 
drawing room. Sitting on a couch at 
the farther side were Victor Rooney, 
the Broadway producer, and Jane, his 
wife, a charming redhead. 

As we entered, Jane was sayi11g! "I 
don't like it. There's an atmosphere 
about this place which-�ll, makes me 
uncomfortable. There seems to be only 
one servant in this huge plaqe and the 
Cuylers don't seem to be about and we 
haven't eyen been shown to our rooms." 

Victor Rooney saw us and. stood up. 
41Greetings, folb. Lo!lks like a ga.th
er�ng of the elan. Guess Ro.and want$ 
us all in on the re·ading of his new 
book.1' He raised his voice. c�ey, Si I 
Drinks for four." 

Several minutes later a squat ·man 
with shoulders the width of a. barn door 
came in with a tray on· which were four 
cocktail glasses. If the s�rvant had 
J!lixed th� d,rinks hitQself, he cotlld b4ve 
made a fqrtune as a bar.tender. It was 
the smoothest liquor I had eve.r tM� 
and had a curiously exotic ftavor. 

By the tiJne we had finished the 



FRESH FIANCES for the DEVIL"S DAUGHTER 95 

drinks, we heard another car pull up. 
The four of us went out to the terrace 
and joined the Bords. The latest ar
rfvals were Bob and Inez Spaulding. 
He was also a producer, a friendly rival 
to Frank Bord. His wife had been a 
former showgirl-a statuesque blonde 
who made up in figure what she lacked 
in brains. 

We called for eight more cocktails 
from Si and stood about drinking and 
raking the Cuylers over the coals for not 
having come down to receive us. 

"Damn them, I'm going up to find 
them," Bord announced. 

"Let's all go," Inez Spaulding put in. 
We started into the house. And as 

we entered the drawing room, we saw 
Roland and Clara Cuyler coming to
ward us. 

"It's about time you two paid some 
a t t e n  t i o n to us," Victor Rooney 
growled. 

Suddenly we all stopped dead, star
ing at Roland and Clara Cuyler. Some
thing had happened to them-to their 
faces which seemed to have become 
lined and flabby with age within a 
couple of weeks; to their bodies which 
drooped in attitudes of utter hopeless
ness. And they stopped also �nd moved 
close together, each holding to the other 
as if in that way they found the cour
age necessary to face us. 

"I couldn't help it," Roland Cuyler 
muttered across the room to us in a 
weak voice. "She made me write those 
letters to you and invite you to this hell. 
I held out as long as I could, but 
she--" 

"Whom are you talking about?" I 
demanded, feeling my heart turn to 
stone. 

"Haven't you guessed?" a voice said 
softly. 

"Yes, I had guessed at Cuyler's first 
words; and now, turning my head to
ward another door at the side of the 
room, I saw that my worst fears were 
justified. 

Tala Mag stood just inside of the 
doorway, a self-satisfied smile playing 
on her red lips. Her gold-flecked eyes 
glowed with an exalted sense of victory. 
She moved toward us a few steps, and 
her body was a glorious blue-and-gold 
flame. She was clad in a blue evening 
gown which was spun of incredibly del
icate silk so that it covered her without 
hiding her voluptuously curved flesh. 

I felt the pressure of Helen's hand 
tightening on my arm. We all stared 
at Tala Mag with a kind of dreadful 
fascination, and I realized, somehow, 
that all the other men in the room had 
met her, and had had some sort of un
pleasant experience with her. 

TALA MAG laughed. "I have told 
each of you men that you shall see 

me again. I am not one to be spurned 
or insulted. You, Frank Bo�d, would 
not .publish my manuscript and called 
me vile names. You, Bob Spaulding, 
read my manuscript and returned it 
with a nasty note and then absolutely 
refused to see me. Victor Rooney, you 
would not produce a play of mine and, 
when I offered myself to you, took me 
and then spurned me. Lester Marlin, 
you I bate with all the depth of my be
ing. Indeed, I hate and despise all of 
you and your pretty, vapid wives." 

I bad resolved that the next time I 
saw her I would beat her witltin an inch 
of her life. But I found a great weak
ness stealing over me which kept me 
rooted to the spot. Not � physical 
weakness so much as something insidi
ous inside of me which robbed me of the 
power of action. It was fear for what 
this creature of hell might do to Helen, 
and at the same time it was something 
else. Through my mind flickered the 
thought that the cocktails I had drunk 
might have been drugged. That must 
have been it, in part, because like my
self none of the others uttered a word 
or made a movement. We stood 
bunched like statues, 
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Tala Mag wM speaking again. "Tell 
them, Roland Cuyler, how completely 
they are in my power." 

Cuyler shuddered. "You cannot 
escape. There are two walls, neither of 
which can be surmounte�. And then 
those terrible servants. Believe me, I 
didn't w�t to lure you here. But she 
would have found another way and
and they whipped Clara." 

Clara Cuyler moaned and �wayed 
against her husband. She was weadng 
a sleeveless dress, and sunlight, stream
in! through <\ window, glinted on a bare 
white shoulder, and I saw a.n ugly welt, 
like a ragged finger, inar her flesh and 
disappear under the dress. 

The sight of that whip mark brought 
vividly home to me the torment I my
self had suffered and what mercy Helen 
and I and the other� could expect from 
Tala Mag; and I snapped out of my 
trance and hurled myself at her. My 
hands were on her at the moment when 
she cried out. My :fingers closed about 
her throat. I felt her body thras)l 
against me; 1 saw her gray eyes almost 
pop· from their socket! as I bore her 
down to the floor. And all about me 
voices �creamed in fear and horror, but 
I ignored them, conscious only that I 
could save Helen from hell only by 
ridding the world of this creature. 

Sllddenly my fingers were torn away 
from Tala Mag's throat, and I was 
plucked off her as if I were a child in 
a strol')g man's grip. I W3.li lifted high 
in the air and tossed down to the hard 
floor. Stunned, I lay there, trying to 
clear the fog from my brain. 

The screams went on. Painfully I 
sat up and looked about at a nightmare 
scene, 

Emil, Tala Mag's huge servant, had 
torn me away from his mistress, and 
there were three other men in the room, 
as big as Emil or nearly as strong. One 
was Si, the squat. �rvant who had 
brought us the drinks1 and his massive 
shoulders gave him the _QOWer_ of Emil. 

And there were two others, hulking 
brutes, against wltom our average hu· 
man strength was puny. 

�REE of the servants were each 
holding Bord and Spaulding and 

Rooney, while the fourth bad a whip 
in his hand with which he kept O\U' four 
wives in a screaming huddle in a comer 
of the room. Tala Mag ha.d risen to her 
feet and was holding her throat where 
my fingers had bruised her and her body 
trembled with e�citement. Roland 
Cuyler offered no resistance; be stood 
holding his wife to his chest, both their 
spirits utterly broken. 

I bounded to my feet and hurleQ. my
self at Si, who was holding Bob SpaultJ .• 
ing. My :fist drove into his face. The 
blow hadn't the slightest effect. He 
d r o p p e d Spaulding, whom he bad 
knocked unconscious, and turned to me. 
He crushed me in a bear's hug, pinning 
my arms to my side, and he lifted my 
tbra:)hing body and carried me il\to an· 
other room. There he shoved me again�t 
a wall and held me with one hand in 
spite of my most violent struggle;, 
while with his free hand he fumbled 
with something. I heard the rattling of 
chains, felt gyves snap &bout Jny wrists. 
He left me there more helpless in the 
chains than ever I ha.d been in his tre
mepdous grip. 

I noticed tben that I was in a bare 
stone room. On either side of me other 
chains were imbedded in the wall. One 
by one the other men were brought in 
and their wrists were fastened to chains, 
Evel} Roland Cuyler who had no resist
ance left in him. 

When we were all chained, our wives 
were driven in by the .servant who had 
the whip. I cried out when I saw the 
murderous tip bite into Helen'� back 
as she stumbled; futilely I tore at the 
chains. Then the fi.ve women cowered 
�oa.ning against the wall on the op
posite side of us. not making a motion 
ior fear of the whip. 
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"Les I "  Helen wailed. "Oh, God, 
Lester! "  

And terror tore from the throat of 
each woman the name of her husband, 
and none of us men could do anything 
to help them. 

Tala Mag entered the room. Tri
umphantly she ran her eyes over all of 
us and laughed. In my despair I saw a 
fragmentary hope to save Helen and the 
others. 

"Tala I "  I cried. "You wanted me 
once. Let them go and I will be your 
slave." 

Ber lips curled. "You are too late 
by several weeks, Lester Marlin. I 
could have loved you more than any 
man was ever loved. Now I hate you." 
She turned to one of the servants. 
"Wick, bring in Portia Teele." 

There was an interval of suspense, 
during which the wailing of the women 
continued and the groan of the men. 
And then Portia Teele, the writer of 
sentimental love stories, was led -into the 
room by the servant called Wick. 

She was a plump woman, past the 
bloom of youth. She stopped in her 
tracks when she saw us and a moan 
passed her lips. Wick closed a big hand 
over the back of her neck and thrust 
her forward so that she came stumbling 
to the center of the room. 

Tala Mag stood there waiting for her. 
Portia fell on her knees before her and 
clawed at her dress. 

"Tala, for God's sake, haven't I al
ways been your friend?" 

·"Friend! "  Tala Mag sneered. "Yes, 
you helped me with my literary style, 
but would you publish my masterpiece 
under your name?" 

"I couldn't, Tala. My reputation." 
"Let the fact that your reputation 

remains unblemished console you now," 
Tala Mag chortled. "Clops, attend to 
her." 

TIE fourth servant lifted Portia. 
Wick stretched a band toward the 

ceiling and pulled down twc;> chains on 
pulleys, like those to which I had been 
fastened in Tala Mag's library. Portia 
shrieked wildly as she struggled in that 
powerful grip. Wick secured her wrists 
to the chains and pulled a rope over 
the pulleys, lifting Portia's writhing 
body from the floor. And she hung 
there, her face frightful with terror, her 
eyes pools of impending madness. 

"Tala I "  she shrilled. "In the name 
of heaven ! I'll do anything you ask." 

Tala Mag shrugged her bare shoul
ders. "The time for mercy is past. Be
sides, my dear Portia, I require some
body to be made an example of for my 
other guests, and you have been 
selected." 

I knew then that her statement that 
she hated U$ because we had not helped 
her advance her literary career was a 
lie. She hadn't cared about th,at at all. 
Her manuscript, at least where 1 was 
concerned, had been simply an excuse 
to thrust herself at me. Her literary 
pretensions had been simply an act to 
inculcate in herself hatred for us. Be
cause soe wanted to hate and find ex
pression for hatred. Something sub
human and diabolical in her demanded 
that it be sated by the torment of others. 

She stepped to where Portia Teele 
hung. cty ou are about to experience 
sensations which are denied to most of 
us. For long, long minutes you are go
ing to live as fully· as any person has 
ever lived, with every nerve quivering 
and throbbing, every atom of your be
ing fully alive." 

And with her own hands she ripped 
the clothing from Portia Teele. Then 
she stooped and pulled off Portia's shoes 
and stockings, and Portia hung naked 
from the chains, sobbing and shrieking 
and writhing. 

"All right, Clops," Tala Mag said. 
All heads turned to the door through 

which the giant Clops was coming. Be
fore him he wheeled a brazier in -which 
irons glowed white-hot in burning coals. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE DEVIL'S DAUGHtER 

I
T is said tha:t there is no pain as 
great as the pain inflicted by fire. 
Seeing how Portia Teele suffered, 

I can believe that. The whipping I had 
received from Tal;;�. Mag was nothing 
compared to what the servant Clops 
did to Portia with those hot irons. 
We all turned om; eyes away, of 

course, and our wives sank to the floor 
and buried their faces in their arms, but 
we couldn't shut out her inhuman 
screams. .Some of us had to look now 
and then, as if invisible wires drew our 
gazes. 
After a while one of her large breasts 

melted away under the iron as if it had 
been ice. There was no blood, for the 
heat: cauterized as it burned. Clops 
shifted the iron to a fresh spot; mo
mentarily it sizzled as it touched the 

· clammy perspiration covering agonized 
flesh. Then the stench of burning flesh 
grew heavier. 
And Tal'a Mag watched intently with 

bosom heaving and nerv�s twitching 
under her high cheekbones, her stare 
missing no detail of the torture. 
Minutes or hours may bave passed 

before the screams stopped. Horror 
drags time out to its utmost. But I do 
know that night had fallen when Clops 
wheeled the brazier to a corner of the 
room. 
The thing dangling fr9m the chains 

was no longer a woman. Its skin .had 
been replaced by a mantle of smolder
ing scar tissue. The head hung forward 
with long hair cascading over .fattened 
chest where breasts had been. Nausea 
churned in all of us. 

I glanced across at Helen and saw 
that she had mercifully fainted. So 
had two of the other women, but they 
were not permitted that method of 
escape; One .of the servants threw 

water on them, reviving them. 
What now? What new hellishness 

would the degenerate mind of that she
fiend conceive? Would she serve Hel
en and the other women the same way 
as she had Portia Teele? God ! 
There was a sudden silence as Tala 

Mag started to speak. Even the wom
en ceased moaning, for it was plain that 
she was to announce the fate of the rest 
of us. She stood next to that dangling 
horror, and she was tall and beautiful 
in that blue evening gown that revealed 
more of her golden-skinrred body than 
no clothes at all would have. 
"You have seen how this foolish 

woman suffered," she said. "You real
ize that at a word from me each of the 
other five women will share her experi
ence and worse." A cry went up from 
our wives. Tala Mag lifted a hand and 
continued : "But I am magnanimous. 
I shall spare you on one condition
that you follow to the letter every com
mand I utter. If you refuse-" She 
waveq significantly to the dangling 
<;:orpse. 
We all held our breaths, knowing 

that whatever she would propose would 
be more fiendish than what had been 
done to Portia Teele, yet daring to hope 
that somehow what passed for her heart 
had been softened. 
"Clara Cuyler, come to the center of 

the room," Tala Mag ordered. 
As if in a dream, Clara rose and 

moved away from the group of women. 
Her face was ugly with fear. 
"Remove your clothing." 
"No ! " Clara screeched. "Please! " 
1'You will follow my order without 

protest." 
Clara glanced at the hideous corpse 

and began frantically to undress. Clara 
had been selected first because she had. 
been longest under the domination of 
Tala Mag and feared her most. Her 
husband sobbed like a child. When she 
was utterly nude, she. was allowed to 
return to the other women. I saw now 
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the cruel whip marks which criss� 
crossed her white skin. 

"Helen Marlin," Tala Mag called. 
"Come here and strip." 

I ground my teeth with helplessness·. 
One by one she would make each worn� 
an undress before her four servants and 
four other strangers while the woman's 
husband was forced to look on. And 
that would be only the beginning. 

�E modesty in Helen's nature dom-
. inated the fear which must have gib

bered within her. She stood up, straight 
and proud and defiant, but did not come 
forward. 

"I refuse,'' my wife declared firmly. 
Tala laughed with glee. "The same 

stubborn streak as your husband, I see. 
Well, it will be all the more fun break
ing you. You realize that you will be 
stripped · anyway-not only ei your 
clothing but of your skin as well. . . • 
Clops, the brazier. Emil, put her in the 
chains." 

Helen chewed on her knuckles as she 
saw Clops start wheeling the brazier 
from its corner and Emil advancing to
ward her. A whimper trickled from 
her throat, rising higher and higher. 
As for me, I was shouting something, 
but I cannot remember what it was. 
Perhaps I was cursing Tala Mag ; ,per
haps urging Helen. to give in rather than 
suffer the inevitable torment of fire, 

When Emil actually had his hands on 
her and was dragging her forward, Hel
en cracked. The memory of what Por
tia Teele had endured was still too vivid 
in her mind to make resistance pos
sible. 

"I'll do it I "  she cried. "Please tell 
him to let me go." 

God, if I could have strangled Tala 
Mag then and there for the smug smile 
on her lips as she told Emil to release 
my wife ! The giant stepped away and 
Helen was left alone on the floor with 
dl eyes in the room on her. 

Slowly, as if her hands were obeying 

a will divorced from her own, Helen 
pulled down the zipper in the side of her 
dress and drew the dress over her head. 
It fluttered to the floor. Momentarily 
she hesitated as she stood clad only in 
strips of silk about hips and breasts ; 
then her hands went behind her back to 
the snaps of her brassiere. She re
moved it and it followed her dress to 
the floor and, her entire body suffused 
with pink, she cupped her palms over 
her splendid bared breasts. 

"Continue," Tala Mag said . 
Helen tugged at the elastic of her · 

step-ins, changed her mind and kicked 
off her shoes instead. Bending over, 
she rolled down her stockings and 
straightened up. again, her arms once 
more coming up to cover her breasts. 
Choking whimpers of shame came from 
her lips. 

The four mighty servants of Tala 
Mag had carnal eyes fixed on my wife 
and their ugly features were slack with 
degenerate lust. And even the hus
bands of the four other women became 
suddenly quiet as they stared avidly at 
her. 

"I said strip -completely," Tala Mag 
rasped. 

And so Helen had to remove the last 
wisp of silk from her hips, and that too 
joined the rest of her garments. Com
pletely naked she stood there, while 
four sub-human creatures and four 
other men feasted their eyes on her 
loveliness which bad never before been 
exposed to any man's gaze but mine . 
She was truly magnificent as she stood 
there, with pride returning to her; and 
she faced Tala Mag defiantly, knowing 
that however beautiful Tala Mag might 
be, it faded before the beauty of her 
own body. And Tala Mag knew that 
also and venom twisted her face. 

"You may return," Tala Mag or
dered savagely. "Next, Lillian Bord." 

One by one the three remaining 
women came to tl1e center of the room 
and, thoroughly cowered, removed 
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their clothing. When they were an 
naked, Tala Mag looked the crouching 
women over coldly and said: 

"Before the night is over, one of you 
five will endure the same fate as Portia 
Teele. Which one that will be depends 
on your husbands." 

P,E women were wailing again, their 
eyes drawn against their wills to 

where the thing that had been Portia 
Teele still hung from the chains. Which 
one was it to be? She had said that it 
depended on us men. Would she make 
us draw lots? No, her diabolical brain 
would think of something infinitely 
more horrible. 

Tala Mag turned to us. "We shall 
have a hunt," she said with that com
pletely dissolute smile of hers. "It will 
be great fun, I promise you. You men 
will be the hunters, your wives the 
hunted. The women will be let loose 
in the grounds, and then you men will 
be given guns. Not real guns, of course, 
shooting lead bullets ; they will contain 
tiny pellets which will dissolve when 
striking the naked skin, leaving a blue 
mark. The game will last for two hours. 
At the end of that time you will all be 
rounded up and the blue marks on the 
bodies of the women will be counted, 
and she who has been hit the most times 
will be handed over to Clops for the 
caress of his hot irons." 

We gaped at her, finding it hard to 
understand that even this woman could 
have conceived of ariything so diabol
ical. 

"It will be a fascinating game," she 
went on. "Those of you who win, and 
there will be only one loser, will be per
mitted to depart unharmed." 

"We won't do it! "  Victor Rooney 
shouted. "You can't make us I "  

Tala Mag shrugged. aThat is en
tirely up to you. You are all completely 
in my power, yet I am making a mag· 
nanimous gesture by promising free
dom to all five of you men and four of 

the women. If all of you prefer to· die 
unpleasantly instead, very well. But I 
think that you will all play the game 
with no further protest." 

W'hat could we do? It was all our 
lives or the life of only one. We had 
no choice. 

1'As. in all games, there are rules in 
this one;" Tala Mag said. "You women, 
you h:unted, will use all your skill, all 
your ingenuity, out there in the grounds 
to avoid being shot by the hunters. Not 
for a moment will you forget the ter
rible price you will have to pay if you 
are shot more times than the others. 
And you men, you will do your best 
to shoot and hit any woman but your 
wife, because the more times the others 
are hi�, the greater chance your own 
wife will have of bearing the fewest 
marks on her skin. There will be but 
one bullet in your pistol; when you have 
shot that, you will return to the ter
race where I will hand you another. 
We must play fair, gentlemen; if I gave 
you a supply of bullets in advance, you 
might be unsporting enough to hold a 
woman and fire repeatedly at her. You 
must realize that it will be futile to 
attempt to escape over the walls. One 
more rule : you may not attempt to pro
tect your own wife from the others. My 
servants will be everywhere with flash
lights, and there will be severe penalties 
for unsportsmanship." 

Almost it was funny, her talk of 
sportsmanship. Ii was when she had 
finished speaking that the full diabol
ical cunning of the 11game" became 
clear. Each of us men would have to 
do our best to condemn one of the other 
women to appalling torture in order to 
save his own wife. 

"We are ready," Tala Mag an
nounced. �<You women hide yourselves 
well before we release the men. You 
know what is at stake." 

They did not move. They crouched 
there against the wall in a frozen mass 
of naked flesh. One of the servants 
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went to them with a whip, and then, 
shrieking, they leaped to their feet and 
scampered across the room. 

WE were relea,?ed from our chains 
and led out to the terrace. We 

moved with slow, shambling steps, with 
our eyes fixed on the floor, not 'one of 
us looking at the others whose wives 
each of us would hunt like wild beasts 
in order to save the woman we loved. 
And although we were no longer in 
c�hains, we made no attempt at resist
ance, because we knew that our strength 
was that of babies as compared to that 
of the monstrous servants. We needed 
our energy-for the hunt. 

A full moon hung above the estate, 
so that we could see the waterless pool 
and the overgrown lawn and the hedges 
and the trees and sections of the wall 
topped with barbed-wire. On a table 
on the terrace lay five toy-like pistols. 
One was handed to each ()£ us . It was 
like a child's BB gun, with a small bole 
on top of the barrel where the pellets 
were inserted. Tala Mag seated herself 
at the table. At her right hand was a 
cardboard box filled with tiny blue pel
lets, the size of a Bl3 shot. She gave 
one to each of us and we loaded Ol!r 
pistols and were ready. 

Across the track of the moon a white 
figure ran. Moonbeams flashed on 
blonde hair and Bob Spaulding cried 
out, calling frantically to his wife to 
hide herself. She threw a glance at 
us over her shoulder, then stumbled 
among some trees. There was silence 
out there now and no sight of any of the 
five women. 

"Go," Tala Mag said. 
And we five hunters of naked women 

set OIJt. 

CHAPTER V 

HUNT OF THE DAMNED 

I 
AM certain that the drinks we had 
several hours before must have beep 
drugged. However much our minds 

bad been affected by the sight of Portia 
Teele's horrible fate and fear of the 
giant !lervants and the frenzied urgency 
to keep our wives from frightful tor
ment , all of that would not have been 
sufficient to make of us the relentless 
savage hunters which we became. Yes, 
it must have been drugs which stripped 
of us the last veneer of civilization. 
Without mercy we hunted the wives of 
our friends, the little pellets in our guns 
crueler in the end than leaden bullets 
would have been . 

We set out when Tala Mag gave the 
command. It struck me that most of 
the women would have run around to 
the other side of the house. And as 
soon as I turned the corner, I glimpsed 
moonbeams dancing on a white arm. 
The rest of the body was hidden be
hind .a rose bush. 

Swiftly I ran ,up to the bush . When 
I had almost reached it, the woman be
bind the bush uttered a terrified cry 
and leaped to her feet. I saw the blond 
hair of Inez Spaulding. She put out 
her bands as if to ward off the pellet. 
Deliberately I shot at the smooth ex
panse of her abdomen, 

She screamed shrilly then and fell 
to the ground, writhing and clawing 
at the blue spot which had appeared on 
her white skin. God, the pellets con
sisted of acid which burned the skin ! 
Even those four women who would, in 
the end, be spared the torture of the 
white-hot irons, would still suffer un
told a g o n y from numerous add 
burns. 

Feet pounded behind me. Victor 
Rooney came up, gawked for a m.Jment 
at Inez Spaulding, then bent close to 
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.her and shot a pellet against her thigh. 
Her screams rose higher. In spite of 
her pain, she bounded up and stumbled 
off. 

I had said we were not quite human. 
We raced :back to the terrace to get 
more pellets to inflict mdre pain on 
other men's wives. As I inserted a pel
let Tala Mag handed me into _my pis
tol, J heard' a shriek from the swim

appeared to be the best hiding :places 
an·d went to them. In a copse of birch 
trees I came across Jane Rooney and 
let her have it. I ran back to reload 
and returned to the hunt. J got Clara 
Cuyler and then Inez Spaulding. I had 
Lillia_n Bord trapped against a corner 
of the wall when her husband appeared 
suddenly and threw himself at me. 

riling pool. Whirling, I saw that a AS we struggled there in the moon
naked woman had fallen or jumped light, a sharp beam of light spread 
over the side and she was crouching over us and one of the servants pulled 

· there on the dry bottom, trapped, while us apart. Now it was Frank Bord who 
Spaulding and Cuyler were taking aim received a lashing. Lillian had fled. I 
at her. rose and went in search of a fresh vic-

The woman was Helen. tim. 
Shrilly I cursed those two men, al- Time lost all meaning. Two hours 

though a minute before l had shot at . the hunt was to last, and five minutes 
Spaulding's wife as he was now shoot- or an hour might have passed. The 
ing, at mine. They both shot and Hel- night air was shattered by the occasion
en's body leaped erect, spun, am� then al shrieks of the women; and now and 
she was trying to clamber over the side, then across my vision wol.Jld flash a 
her voice hoarse with pain. Rooney naked running woman, or a clothed 
had reloaded his pistol and was racing man in pursuit or returning to the ter
toward where she was trying to climb race to reload, or a huge servant with 
out. Thinking only that Helen must whip in one hand and flashlight in the 
not be hit again, I threw myself at his other to impose "sportsmanship" on us. 
feet, and we went down together. Running across what had been a 

The next moment fire burned across lawn, I almost stumbled over a white 
my pack, One of the ser-Vants stood body which lay pressed fiat, hidden in 
over me, lashing me with a whip. the tall grass. The woman leaped to 

He let up at last and I lay there in her feet with breasts bobbing crazily 
a welter of anguish. Helen -was no and 'flesh quivering as she realized that 
longer in the dry swimming pool. None she could not escape and waited with 
of the men and women were in sight, shrinking body for the searing pain of 
but from other parts of the grounds I the acid pellet. 
could hear screams. 

· 
I lifted my pistol. Then for the first 

"1 mentioned sportsmanship," Tala time I saw her face and my arm dropped 
Mag's voice came from behinq me. "I to my side. 
trust you have learned your lesson.'' "Helen I "  

I managed to push myself .up to my She stumbled to me and my arms 
feet. Bord and Cuyler were coming closed about the sweet, abused body of 
around the side of the house. They my wife. 
snatched pellets. from Tala Mag and "Helen, perhaps we can get out of 
dashed off again. I bad to go on, .to here or hide before it's all over. Let's 
inflict pain on other women so that try to get into. the house. They'll never 
Helen could be saved. think of looking there for us." 

1 became crafty-a hunter. In�tead We rau across the lawn. We had al-
of rushing about wildly, I chose What mDst reached the rear of the house 
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when the form of Roland Cuyler came 
rUnning toward us. 

"Let him shoot you," I whispered. 
"We mustn't become separated again, 
and if I try to stop him they'll tear us 
apart." 

She nodded and waited. for him, set· 
ting her teeth. I swung a short distance 
away from her. In spite of the blue 
marks which pitted her skin, ·she looked 
breathtakingly lovely as she stood 
there in the moon,Iight. Cuyler came up 
to her, and glanced at me, then went 
close to her so that he would not miss. 
His lips were pressed tightly together 
and his eyes glint�d with the joy of the 
hupter who had cornered his quarry. 
He was no longer quite human, and 
neither were the rest of us. 

He shot a pellet at her sleek hip and 
raced .off. Helen winced, but did not 
cry out. Then we ·were holding each 
other.'s hands again and continuing to
ward the house. 

The sight of the windows shattered 
my sc�Wne. They were all barred. 
Doubtless the front door was locked. 
There had to be another way. I had 

· counted the blue acid marks on her and 
there seemed to be eight or ten. And 
the hunt was still young. 

"Perhaps the wall," I said desper
ately. "I might be able to lift you to 
the top. The barbed-wire will tear you, 
but it will be no worse than the pellets 
and what might follow. Sotpehow you 
might manage to get over the second 
wall." 

We ran across to the wall. For a 
while w� were in the O,Pen and she was 
seen by R<:)Qney; so we had to stop 
while she submitted to being shot again·. 
I went through a hell of helplessness 
watching. Then we wt:re at the wall. 

I had hOped that there might be a 
tree close enough, but Tala Mag had 
taken care of that. Sticking my pistol 
in m}" belt, I pressed against the wall 
while I!elen climbed up to my shoul
ders. She could just about reach the 

top of the wall with her fingers. I 
grasped her ankles and, exerting every 
ounce of strength, lifted her slowly. 
She got her elbows on the wall, was 
pulling herself up-

A flashlight beam covered us. With 
a groan of despair l knew that I ha.d 
failed. The whip curled around my 
back. I stumbled and Helen lost her 
hold and we both dropped to the 
ground. Panting under the pressure of 
Helen's soft body, I ]ay waiting for the 
whipping. 

But what happened then was worse 
than any whipping would have been. 
The servant Wick dropped his whip 
and flashlight and plucked Helen from 
the ground. Holding her with one 
hand, he pulled from a pocket a pistol 
containing a number of the acid pellets, 
and five times he shot at various parts 
.of Helen's body. 

HER screams of agony formed a mad-
dening din in my brain. This was 

our punishment for attempting to es
cape. Not only did the five pellets at 
once cause her unendurable anguish, 
but, counting the two other marks she 
might have avoided if she had not met 
me, she was seven marks behind the 
others. God, what a fool I had been! 
She had had one chance in five of los
ing. Now her handicap was terrific. 

She writhed there on the ground, 
clawing at her flesh, and her screams 
attracted other hunters. 

"Runt, I.,. shouted. 
With an effort she managed to stum

ble to her feet and choke off her voice. 
She cast a frantic glance over her shoul
der and plunged in amo�g a nearby 
copse. Frank Bard and Bob Spaulding 
raced after her. 

Wick picked up his whip and flash
light and strode off. It struck me that 
I was wasting valuable time, that the 
only way to make up for those marks on 
Helen was- to redouble my own efforts. 
And so I ]Jecame a bunter again. 
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Several times more I came across 
Helen, and each time I kept my dis� 
tance. With despairing heart I saw that 
her skin was literally pitted with those 
cruel, damning mq.rks. 

And so the nightmare continued. 
Running to the terrace to reload, shoot� 
ing the pellet at a naked body>, return
ing to the terrace. And always Tala 
Mig was behind that table, holding out 
the pellets one by one, that unholy smug 
smile fastened to her lips. Sometimes 
none of her servants was near, and it 
did not occur to me or to any of the 
others to strangle her then and there. 
We were too thorl:>ughly cowed; too 
thoroughly savages intent only upon 
the hellish hunt. 

Toward the end the five of us were 
so exhausted that we could scarcely 
stumble along, and our wives were 
weaker still, so that they made hardly 
any effort at flight any more. 

Finally, after the passing of an eter
nity, the two hours were up. When we 
came to reload, two of the servants were 
waiting for us. We were taken into the 
chamber where Portia Teele had been 
tortured, and we were chained once 
again. The corpse had been removed. 

Next the women were rounded up. 
They entered the room on legs which 
could scarcely bear them up, and they 
flopped on the bare floor and lay there, 
their bodies twitching with pain. 

Then one by one they were dragged 
to the center of the floor and the blue 
marks on their skin were counted by 
Tala Mag while Emil kept a record. We 
men dared hardly breathe. Looking at 
Helen, my heart stopped within me .. 
She seemed to have marks more than 
any> of the others. 

She was the third to be cou,nted, after 
Clara Cuyler and Jane Rooney. Yes, 
she had many more than the others. 
And then Lillian Bord, and Helen was 
still the first. 

Clops was at the brazier, blowing on 
the' coals to heat the irons. 
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her body grew still save for involuntary 
spasms which shook it. The acrid smell 
of burning flesh clogged our nostrils. 

It was over at last, and what hung 
from the chains was a grotesque carica.· 
ture of Inez Spaulding. 

Frank Bord's voice came weakly: 
"And now, for God's sake, let us go. 
You promised." 

'Tala Mag faced him and laughed. 
"Soon," she said. "You will have to be 
patient." 

Quit Using Tobacco ! 100,1101 It was odd that it had occurred to 
��,,r��ool'IC: ��� lttilll.. none of u s until that moment that Tala 

n t�.':t�:�,ot""'ll1"0"'" col't�t!'.Yr. Mo. Uaen Mag could not keep her word to us--
����---.!'.:..�:.!!�===..1 even if she had wanted to. The drugs, 

CHAPTER VI perhaps, and the mental tension under 
PAsSION IN HELL which we had been, had obscured the 

I
NEZ SPAULDING saved Helen's 

life. Because she had two more of 
the tiny blue acid dots OQ her skin 

than Helen, it was sh� who was sus
pended by her wrists from the ceiling. 

I leaned back against the wall, feel
ing like a wrung out rag. Bob Spauld
ing went stark raving mad, and his 
shrieks as he tore against his chains 
mingled with those of his wife. Helen 
sat on the floor with head buried in 
her arms, shoulders quaking. 

The brazier was wheeled from its 
corner by Clops. Inez watwed him 
with eyes which were no longer those 
of a human being. Tala Mag placed a 
hand on Inez' quivering flesh and whis
pered words to her which I could not 
hear, but I knew by the sadistic light 
in her face that she was taunting the 
poor girl, telling her in detail which she 
was soon to endure. 

Then Tala Mag stepped back and 
Clops set to work with the glowing 
irons. 

It was a r epetition of what happened 
to Portia Teele. For a long time Inez' 
statuesque body jerked in midair like 
a marionette and her screams rasped 
against our eardrum�. Then little by 
little the screams turned to moans and 

fact that our release would send the po
lice of the nation after her and her 
servants. She did not have to take that 
risk. 

So that !hideous degrading hunt had 
been in vain I 

Despak clouded our faces. We were 
helpless to do anything but wait for 
whatever fate Tala Mag announced. 

Tala Mag gestured to Emil. He 
released me from the chains. Was I the 
next to be tortured? It did not mat
ter, greatly. I was beyond car mg. 

Holding my arm, Emil dragged me 
up a flight of s tairs and into a bed
room. In a dresser mjrror I saw my
self for the first time since I had en
tered the estate. My eyes were wild, 
my face grimy, and my shirt, ripped by 
whips and bushes, hung in tatters from 
my shoulders. · 

A minute later Tala Mag entered. 
She stood regarding me critiCally, with 
a strange excitement in her face and 
her practically bared breasts panting. 

She said : "You are still very hand. 
some, tester Marlin. You shall be my 
lover, and after that you and your wife 
may leave. Emil will be outside the 
door, so do not attempt violence. And 
I may add that if you touch me, that 
if you attempt to harm me in any way 
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while we are alone, yo\!.r vvife will suffer 
ten times the agony of those two other 
women .... Emil, you lllay go." 

WE were alone then, th!!.t creature 
of hell and myself. I looked at 

her provocative, voluptuous body in 
that blue gown which did not hide it 
from my gaze. Many a man would 
have given his soul to possess her, btit 
my hatred of her made her repulsive 
in my eyes. 

I went to her, saying: ''You promise 
we shall be released-after?" 

"I promise," sQe said, moving inti> 
my embrace. 

I had to restrain myself to laugh the 
lie back into her face, I brought my 
mouth down to her red lips, and she 
was vibrant against me. For a mo
ment she stepped away from me; the 
blue gown fluttered to the floor. I 
swung her nude body up in my arms 
and bore her to the bed while she 
m<;>aned words of passion into my ear. 
I fondled her golden flesh, my hands 
moving up her body. She lay purring 
with ecstasy. My fingers reached her 
throat, caressing-then tightened. 

She made the mistake 'of believing 
that threats of torturing my wife could 
any longer affect me. Threats can be 
effective only if there is a choice. 
Whatever I did or did not do, Helen 
and I would die. Perhaps we could ex
pect a quicker or more merciful death 
from her monstrous servants than from 
her. 

She writhed under me and her fingers 
clawed up at my face. Grimly I held 
on until her struggles ceased. But I 
did not quite kill her. A ray of hope 
flickered across my mind-a plan. 

When she was unconscious I ripped 
a bed sheet into strips and tied her 
hands and feet and crammed a gag into 
her mouth. 

Silently I moved to the door. There 
was no lock. Listening against the 
panel, I could not hear Emil. I ven-
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tured to open the door several inches. 
and peered down the hall. No sight of 
anybody. 

A woman cried out hoarsely. Not 
downstairs in the torture chamber, but 
in one of the rooms along the hall. And 
then I knew. Four naked women down 
there, guarded by four monsters! 
Without Tala Mag there to hold them 
back, th� result was inevitable. Tbat 
was why Emil bad for once disobeyed 
her orders. 

I shut the door and returned to the 
bed. As I thought of Helen in the em
brace of one of those hideous servants, 
I went frantic with impatience. But I 
had to take my time if I wanted to save 
Helen and the others at all. 

In my pocket I found a couple ot 
matchbooks and a package of crumpled 
cigarettes. I lit a cigarette, then went 
into the adjoining bathroom and got 
water and revived Tala Mag. She 
glared up at me with all the fury of 
hell. 

I sat down on the bed. "Listen," I 
said. "Somewhere in this house there 
must be weapons. Perhaps also an ex
tra key to the chains downstairs. You 
will tell me where they are." 

Her eyes wete contemptuous. 
I puffed on the cigaret and then 

crushed tlie lighted tip against her ab
domen. Her torso arched and fell back 
on the bed. I lit another cigaret and 
kept the match alive, letting the tiny 
flame trail between her heaving breasts. 
And when that match died, I lit others, 
and I also kept a cigaret constantly 
glowing. 

I had not thought that I could so 
calmly torture any woman, no matter 
how evil she may be; but she had tnade 
me into a creature akin to herself, and 
Helen's life, and· more than her life, was 
at stake. 

�E contempt in her face gave way 
to fear-and pain. She squirmed 

and thrashed on the bed, but cquld not 
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escape tbe steady to�:ment of the match� 
es and cigaret tips . And at last she in
dicated that she was ready to talk. 

I kept one hand about her throat 
while with the other I removed the gag. 
Even then she thought to betray me, as 
I bad expected, but my ready fingers · 
choked off her shriek before it could get 
started. 

"Don't raise your voice," I said. 
"Now start talking." 

''The third door to the right down the 
hall," she gasped. "There are guns in 
the desk drawer, and the key." 

I shoved the gag back between her 
teeth. Noiselessly I let myself out into 
the hall and !tood there. She was lying, 
of course; her first attempt would be to 

· lead me into a trap. I heard sounds 
come from down the hall which froze 
my blood. No doubt the third room on 
the right was where the monsters bad 
taken the women. 

When I returned to the bedroom, 
Tala Mag's eyes widened with surprise. 
She had imagined that by now I would 
have walked into the monster's den. 

I dropped down on the bed and 
struck a match. Her head wagged fran� 
tically, signalling that this time she 
would tell the truth. I ignored her; I 
could not afford to take a.nother risk. 
I let the flame lick the bare soles of her 
feet. Her body tied up in a knot and 
whimpers dribbled through the gag. 

Present I said; "If you fool me once 
again, I will return and set fire to the 
mattress." 

I pulled out the gag. She had to clear 
her throat several times before words 
would come thr.ough. uln that dresser 
-a bunch of keys. One for the chains 
-another unlocks the room-across 
the way-a gunroom. It's the truth. 
Please, don't-don't torture me agaln." 

"So you can't take it yourself!" I 
said, replacing the gag. 

The bt.mch of keys were in the dress
er drawer all right. I had to take the 
chance that they we�e th� Pgh� �mes. I 
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stood over her and pointed to each key 
in turn. She nodded when I indicated 
the o_ne for the .chains and the one for 
the gunroom. 

Th�s time she hadn't dared to lie. No 
sound came through the door of the 
room across the hall. The key worked 
and I found myself in a cozily furnished 
den. Stuffed animals and fish were on 
the walls and on a rack were a dozen 
hunting rifles and shotguns. I selected 
five rifles, found cartridges to fit, and, 
burdened with the guns, went down
stairs. 

All the servants were occupied with 
the women. In the torture ch&inber I 
found the four men still in their chains 
and the horrible' 

corpse of lnez Spauld
in,g dang�ing from the ceiling. The men, 
knowing what was happening to their 
wives upstairs, seemed more dead than 
alive. 

For a while they refused to believe 
the testimony of their eyes. But when 
I at last had them all free and was dis
tributing the rifles, their expressions 
changed from hopeless to relentless 
thirst for vengeance. 

"God, I Vi'ant just one shot at them!" 
Victor Rooney exclaimed, stating what 
all of us f�lt. 

"Hur;ryl" Frank Bord urged. "Our 
poor wives up there I" 

We had to leave Bob Spaulding be
hind, because he would be no use to 
us. He crawled over to the dangling 
corpse of his wife and jabbered 1:1p at it. 
He was utterly mad. 

I led the way to the upstairs room 
and kicked in the door. The other 
three crowded behind me, and momen
tarily we froze with horror. 

T!;E four huge creatures were on the 
floor, each with one of our wives. 

In order to whet their bestial appetites 
they were toying with them, slobbering 
f)ver their quivering bodies. An_d the 
women were still going through the 
futile motions of struggling, so that I 
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knew, with a lifting of my heart� that 
we had not anjved too late. 

Emil was with my wife, and it was he 
who first became aware of our presence. 
Bellowing, he rose to his feet and 
charged at me like an enraged bull. I 
was ready and put a bullet in his mas
sive chest before he was halfway ac:ross 
the room. And still he came on I 

We had prepared our strategy while 
c;oming up the stairs. 1 slid away from 
tbe doorway and Cuyler took my place. 
His bullet dropped Emil. Then Rooney 
was in the doorway, his gun ready. 

The servants were unarmed, and as 
they plunged toward the door one of 
us was always there to meet him with 
a bullet. By the time four bullets had· 
been �ed, it was again my turn at the 
door. In the interim I had reloaded my 
rifle. T'vo were dead and one wounded. 
The fourth, Wick, was crouching be
hind Lillian Bord, using her as a shield. 
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white teeth. Her· nnger tightened on 
the triggi;r. 

We did not notice the shape that 
·loomed up behind her. We saw only 

an· arm whip about her neek and yank 
her backwards. The �n thundered; 
the discharge tor� into the ceiling. Ap.d 
then Tala Mag was on the floor, thrash
ing .in the grip of Bob Spaulding. 

He had come up after all, and now he 
was repaying, to some measure, for the 
honible (Ieath of his wife. We did not 
interfere. I doubt if all of us could 
have torn away the hands of the mad
man fr<;>m Tala Mag's. throat. 

Het face turned blue. The thrash
ing of her body ceased. And still Bob 
Spaulding held on. 

In the end we l,lad to pull him away 
· from the dead woman. He struggled 

with us, raving that he wanted to tear 
Tala Mag's body apart, but at last we 
quieted ,him and led him downstairs. 

Our wives waited out on the terrace 
while we went for the last time into the 
torture chamber and took down .Inez 
Spaulding's body and gathered up the 
clothing. While the women dressed we 
found the switches which controlled the 
ponderous gates. Then silently we got 
into our cars and drove away in the 
night from that living hell. 
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oi; illtimate, intriguing information, from the 
first awakening of youthful love to the full flow• 
ering of tl\e grand passion-answering many 
que!ltions yo11 hesitate to ask even your closest 
friends. There is nothing wrong or obscene in 
understanding and leading a delightful and vig. 
o.roua sex life! Do yoq know all about sexual 
anatomy and techniqqe ? Hl.'ve Y0\1- experienced 
the rapturous thrill& of a perfect and passionate 
sex .union ? You must know the real facts and 
ways of love attd sex or be cheated out of life's 
most :precious pleasures I 

Let Us Send You Thl$ Book 
On Trlall 

Send no money �ow. Jqst mall th• coupon. 
When book �rJ,'ives, depo�it with polltm.Q only 
98c plt�s abipping_charge81 under �� M:ONEY 
�.ACK GUARANTEE. Yo\1. risk nothine. M�l 
c::oupon now. 
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r;;SoNAZJ'o-;i(i-;"v�f:o;�,;;;"---1 
) 26"�1t 17th St., N-Yarf(, N. Y • f I \ Bend 111• "SECRI!n'S OF LOVE � M.UIDTAGE.'' !n J>l(l.!n 

I wraaper. l '11'\U pay P0$1QIIIll 98c plus sb!vtdnli co$ts i>n <tellvery. I 
can return the book. i! not sa.tisftcCL and my money will be retum.ed.. 
(I IJil o'er. 21  years of aa-e.) 

I �:..; · : : : : : :::: : : : : : ::: : : :::�::::::: :::: : : : : : :  ::: : :: : : : ::: : : : :: 
• PERSOIAL BOOK SERVICE l Clty,�:.d.· ·;,;�·;; ·;�··�: ·�cl.;;l�··i:O�· · ... t:·':;� ·���-·� 
: 21 E. 17 St., Dept. M-17, New York O=='Tt.;m."•BX&�<iv=t�� - oom. poalpotd ,..,.. .. 

• 
• ! oanulaR anll fl!'fiiiH S.nf 11.2& with erd•rl 

He�w to ettract the oppostto 5ex-How to 
hold lov-How to develop Sex App,al .... 
Whet l M01rried Man Should Know-The 
Love Problems of a Wife-Leemlng the Art 
of love-P,.Iimln{lrles In the Le�ve Pl<�y
The druc;tur• of the m•l• end female sex 
orgens-St•p by step txplonat!on of th«! 
pr<IP.•r pr<1c:edure of the se� act-The vtrious 
posotions In the so� union-How conception 
takes place-How to 4[1Waken l "frigid wife" 
-How to correct the "o.,.er.so�ecl" or "under· 
atxed" person-Special core of the first 
marital vtnture-Undentonding Birth-control 
-Why marriages fail-Sex · o subject to be 
le4!rned-Chert of sofe periods-Frequency 
of rn.srltal relotio"s--Pr9blvms of J'hysieal 
mismetching-Cese of the under-sexed wtfo 
-�ample of the over.demollstrativ�t wife
Problem of the philandering 'husband-How 
to keep lova aliv-.\ skllf�o�ll wo9er con over
come tlmidities-lmportance of prolonged 
c�Jumhip-What is darilization-What is fer· 
tilizatio'n-ls it wise to pet to be populor
How • baby is born - Attaining highest 
cornpotibility in marriage-Leading o sane, 
healthy and happy marrie'd end sex life-and 
hundreds of other Important facts of Love, 
Romence, Merriege, Sex, etc:., reve�led. 
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tTt- �fmldm S'ecr� �· ·A'FA:t.Tou(IUDG� . · . :": 
. . Jn.t · · , UYSi THA;t' lo46ST ·· . • . . f �IVO�aSARE,CAU1�p · ; . .' . ; ': . ·._" 

· · . · IY StX !GNOtANa I : : ; : ·· 
· · • Wllca � m�fa a.ad womao �ho ha\'e been Stx (t1l£ nant«•l:. flew� •:r.�:.��.��·o:::.:::�::�� -�� u�gi< mi•undcutaod•••· io moot uou cbu 

AWAY With false -l!lode<'il Ai lait·a-AnRACf -THE OPPOSIIE SEx.! IDi>110dcr.u.o4ios •• duo to SCO< I$tloc&4co. 
�a.!"o�docto.rhos.cold .. llthe sc�ets.of !(no

. 
w how. lo m/�y th$ thrillln_g C'!'J!etl· � � frank, dar�ng b,llguas�· No _ l>rudJSh tnces that are yo_ur bmhtJght • •. , kilo,.rhow be�tlng aboul r&� busb,.no v�Lied hrncs, but to atuact the opposite sex· • • •  bo-.; IO· hold nrorn, blazing through 576 pages of love. . -

atr>.lghtfonv.ud laru, Are you All ·awkward oov_ice iii tbe an of 
love-making? Or, a .master oi its difficult 
cecht\iquel K11o""ledge is the ba.Su of the 
perlm:; misfyi!lg Jove life. :lgoor:u�ce lead� 
to �. 'I"'�ry, diseue ·lllld shame •. End 
Ignorance lou,. �ou-9we li .co yourself-.,.co the oiiC.}n lovc- read cllh lxlbk ·NOW! 

Love I� lbe most magnificent ust4t1' Jn the wo'rld . • •  kno,w how to hold your Jo,·«< 
o�e. &c't !;lean bolf·truths ftom \lnreliable 
sources. No:w you cac kcow ·how to end igriqraoce • • •  fear • • •  and �If d�nia£! . 

Evorylbing .Pertaining· to sex is discmsed' "io daring language. All t6c. things yb._ 
have wanted to kn'ow .about y�ur ••x life, 
ii!formation .about wbich. Other bpQks oaly1 
vas.uoly hint, is )'otiro ·at .l:m. · 

MORE THAN.100 YIYII;).PICTVRES 
The 106 lllustra'lions leave \i.ltle to the Imagination • • • knol'( how to oven:ome physical mismatics . . .  know ·what to dd on 

your wedding night to avoid the torturing results of ignorance. -&rnc Will ·be offended by the amazing frnnbiess of this book and its ,;..;d il!u5tra· 
ticins, but the w�rld }las no Ioeser any- use 
fer prudery and fa� m?<lcs!y, Don't be a slave fo ignoranc� and !ear •. 
��eohf��e rapturous d�llghls of the perfect 

Lost love • • • . sc:mdal • • •  divorce • • •  can .often be pre�en ted by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful pen!Uti.s of wion� sex practiCes. R�ad the fa�t&, cla_rly, ,starlhng]y lDld • • •  study these •llustraban5 'land �rope ·!ri darklle$5 no longer. 

·sEND NO MONEY 1· 
'To •h6w )'oucinir faith in YO\Ir�olisf;.n:io1t .,.irh thb- amazing� book, "'e ·a.:c offorir.g .it 

to. )'Ou on trial. You .send no moQey- juot .· fill out the coupon below and' then when it 
-arrives, la plai.a wtapper, ·pay' the ·po.mnan $2.98 rtu. J'Q>IOC<;·

. 
K

.
··••.P.D tbe.l:o<ik :iivc. days, then i you-arc nof·co;opleielf. sius6•d, 3<DCI 

it 1>zck· and .,. .• 'will refun4 )'Qilr money .;,;,. 
Wdiattly 'v.(ithout questio�. "EusCI!ic6 aad ·� J;larmony" will bot be �Jd to 111in.12rs.� 
Snt D.WIIG .AGE$ 

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOU.LD' IKNO W 
Tt.e SP-')I:uef li:mbro��ce can· Vitil!.!71 88 
���:::'o�h�!W;4l&�"·$ex�0a"J·���-son· v.!���l Di-..uu ��·c"�;;{hd .f�u:"l��� 
WHAT EVERY WOMAN Sl;fOULI;I KNOW �:t o:O P:r1•::: a.Ml�� �c�:e: Attraet �bel Hoi� 
lnt�m�� lfcmlnln& i:.".Unat�.,�a��"t���OfMn 
ltj��r,lll n':a�ll�&!) .. ' � 

PlonMr P'ublieations, lnC., J270-6t� Ave.,·Dopt. � IS,Now York. N.Y. 
l'lease send tne, �1El.l!!t'llic� Mri Sex .Ha.nnouY'' in -pla.in w:ra,pper. It: I arn· not ·com pint, b' p;a. .ti..�cc.l� r e�n retu:rn- the. booJr ·and thi!J enUre Jr.Jr<'hnsA ortpo will 00 rc.•runded imm�diate\1. Also send 
me fre� o! t'!ha.rao $'0llr· book en 4".,New ]Jhth ·control 'Ji"&ct!."O.Seud C.!),D. plu:r llOstnr;e. Ol endoso S2.V8, ohlp i>oslll&l4. 
-N•m·�--�------------------------------------
�tn·----------����------��------------
Cit1 tlrul St�tll•--------------------"'G<----� 
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FREE J .AMAZIN<fNEW BOOK ON 
N.A TURAL METHOD OF BIRTH CONTROL 
'A WAY 't\•jth lllttilit-!d. &viees r N�;...,e OR'ers a 

dcpeodabl�, + �tbfbl tqetbod of (OD.trnllin8 
cooctption n m:c-mly pi'OYrta; M sta.rdl.aJ: s�iemifk rem. The foU��DUS Ogiao-Kmut·1heory of tbyd'lmiC 
birth conuot is :ecpbiPed In dcnil an4 lnch.idc:' .• 
cum pi<" <tl>lo ol footiJ<e 'pdlo�•· Thlt bock u· FREK 
"''itb Ot"dcrl for•"Eap:ofo met Sa lfatmocui"' 
P I  O N  E E  R .P u ·e l l  CA·Tli:H H •• 1J.'cJ 

RO<!io Clly; 1210 Sildll Ave., How 'York City 
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E A R N  M O R E  M O N E Y  
-·. . . When opp,.,rtvnlty knock• 
you h•vo to be ruqy. A Royal 
Portab Ill: htlpcd Oll make • cor• 
tupondehet coune pay teal 
dh·idtnd• . .  

G E T  A H E A D  F A S T E R ! 
u. • • A Ri))'al Portable IQ'Ilku 
• 11udent .and hit work ltllnd 
nut. Buidu what hcttu time 
to perfed • Money-.amioa a('· 
oompli•hment lilte cypm.t" 

M A K E  W R I T I N G  F U N ! 
". . . I never realized until I 
tried a Royal bow lirnpfe typ
iaJ_llw 'Actua1ly, tince we traded 
in bUt old typewriter on • New �I Portable, beln11 oeaetary 
t.o my entire famil)' i1 fun.'' 

ANYONI CAN USI IT • • •  ANYONE CAN 
TURN OUT llAUTIFUL WORK 

AND HERE'S WH!_� Only Royal gives 
you "v!AGIC Margt!l,-it sets the mar· 
gin outomolically J I i m � • fdster; 
Locked Segment Shift Freedom, Touch 
Control,• Touch-set Tabulator, Time
Saver Top and features. Standard, 
full-sized keyboard and all controls. 
Tested, proved, guaranteed. Made by 
Royal, world's largest company de
voted exclusively to the manufacture of 
typewriters. 

F R E E ! 

Maybe you've never used a type· 
writer-never thought of owning 
one • . .  Then it's high time you 
tried a New R o y a l Portable. 
You owe it to yourself, your fu· 
lure, to see with your own eyes 
the fine typing, the beautiful let· 
Urs you-yes, YOU-can ttlrtl out. 

SEND NO MONEY! Spond no money! 
Try a New Royal Portable right in your 
own home-FREE! See how it thrills 
the children-helps students, grammar, 
high school or college--makes their 
writing faster, easier, more interesting. 
See how quickly everyone in the family 
takes to it-statts setting down ideas, 
letters, reports. Know witlzout Tisking o 
pemJy exactly what a Royal can mean 
to YOU-now-a01d in the doys ond 
yeaTJ to come. Get the FACT5-they 
cost you n o t h i n g--t h e n  decidd 

Roy•(', Instant 
Typina Chart 
ahowt yuu how 
to type RIGHT. 

Tell me how I c:.n &tt a genuine New Royal Pottable io FREE HOMB TRIAL; allo 
coli rno how I. con own one loz ONLY A FEW CENTS A DAY. 

I N C L U D E D  
With evuy Roy. 
al Portable 11 no 

NAME • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • •  STIIf.'f."T • • • • • . • • . • • . . • • • • • • • • • • . . .  

CITY • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • •  COUNTY • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  STAT/f. 
•""" coot - a  M A K E  T H AT OLD TYPEWRITER HELP PAY ! 
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h•ndao111o Cart")'· I '--in_a_c_ .... _. ---....11 -�a: :C: !a�� •.!!_o;_a= ,:.n,! � �-� ·�· .!>':':�· ::�.:� ·,;,; �-� � - .I 



DoN'T LET RINGS AND VALVES 

WASTE OI L A N D  

Th�trt>"a oo cu�t.ui. abouc U., rtfiUJta 
,,, u.,. .. ,. &Dd .In \ldllf'd.'• Wlthln t•• 
mlnut� afa•r thl� n·m.uUble t�wd•l•'t 11 Uitd In )Otlr mocor. )Uil l'&n ••'\• u,,. bl'm·ftta both tn 1nf·rutt•l t·otua•reulon 
autl un ,our ""'''lJ, met('f_ :\ Ktu..:h-t au 
t•Uea.llOD Ia.._,, •bvut Jfl,u•�J mtlt"l F'ttllJ Ul \lt.\�"Tl:.:J::D ·� a II d Ul'!W' 111 ' U.t100 ln'illrLD<"e In on11 01. tlu• World'a 
Larte.t lnaurance U1ul�rwrl1en. U..loyd� 
of l.oa.doo.) 

Exclusive Money
Making Territories 

Open! 
for District Managers, 
Distributors, Salesmen 

Tu llll'll Qf amWttrm, tw·t••H-n th•· • .,,. 
of 25 •nd till, \H'" c•tfl't an .nrPOrWnlh ru rttiLI I� ,.,1tb a Tt'(''IIU•I&ed. \\ell ll'$11b
IW.,.d. fut-li[niWII'lC nroWzatlon, lnat• 

l.ttl� a produo:t •�I· t-d � zt:Ol • 

��� •,�::,r:;· r:t;t ����.;inr:;rt:,.��_. m..C'nt and aplJIOU.I or autc•rnofllt •iul tlll, trufk ot�·rv·ora and Dli.IHIIJ•·turt>r:l 

:::; J�i ��o!j:���r. ����.·r�\l;;�11�b�.�� ptl•-t<d rlJibt t.nd IOIIIttll\ ll. D•lbf'd ( Sdl• for ldlll rban •r: t•lla.a. 1 If )W ••·tit to 4'a. h tn "'' 1.u<� t'r1Ur runUi dc!maml for "(' and Ja-,.· lflld 
lhf' t'\IUI)OD toda1' tnr fUll d�-u1b, 

· - - - - - - .... ... - ... .... .. ... .... . 

Naa-.. , .  

c.:u., • • • • • • • • • • • • , • •  • •  • • • • &tate • • • • • •  , • 
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Before you spend a lot of money, tearinc down your 
motor, buying new rlnars and 11rinding valves, use 
this proved method of purclnc cum, wax, stud��:• and 
sticky carbon from rings, valves and oil lines. Send 
coupon belpw for 

FREE OF RISK FULL-SIZE PACK-
AGE TEST OFFER 

SAVE O I L  and GAS 
It )'otn ruolllf ha� lu!it J)O\\t•r. J)('JJ and top "Det'd If oil and �a� bills &ff' 
kPq1ln��e lOU broke-it t.·owpr��"lon b low dut' t.o �tut.·k rinl" and vah'e!'., 
u� Uti ,. E I rn nu'th � ot n·tn ''Ina: power.stt•ulln& �ubst.Ances pfi>knt In 
oil� and ���.oliur S 1ple alld qukk to u� "io ���·t·lal tulll'i ne<-l.lfod 

Endorsed By Me· 
chanics and Auto

motive Engineering 

l'ht' "(' •nr! Jay :MeUu>d" ha� heen 
fiiiJ .. eJally dt�l�ntd to t a k t' 1 h f'l 
plat·e of oJd-fa..,hloru rl, rostly mt'Lh· 
odi rtf rurln:: do\\tJ 11 o(M' l'rt' 
atf!'d b) t'\)JE"fll'nrf'fl automothe t:D• 

,;lnt'f'rlll Pt1t throu�.:h 111 o "  t \'X· 
hau:o�tiu." l.!lborarot)' and road tt>its 
«:1\·t• )·our car nt·\� ptmt'r, p('p and 
top �llt'l't.l Cut oil aod Cft!i C'on� 
"UIIlJJtwn. tncJYa� the lite and u� 
,, \OtJr mutur. 

5end Coupon for Full 
Size Free-of-Risk Offer 

!�o{�::� ,�!�ti�� �-� :�� ���he�� 
want )uu to te•t .t full-!i!IZf' pal·k· 
age or thf! "(' and Jay �Jt"thod" 
without rl�k on yuur 11.1rt. Lt·t at 
pru'� tn }"Ot.J., a� ll ha..., to thou· 
untl:t ol 4•Lher t-ar aud truck U'.'U
tn. hu\\ }'OU Citn t'flnrlltfon your 
motor in a ftw mtnUk""' timeo •lth
out nn} �Jreclal tool-.. � e n d  uu 
mone) Ju�t mail tht!l coupon or 

!,rnct tc pv�t cud t()(lay, 

BACKED BY 20 YEARS' EXPER IENCE! 
Th• ,_., •oa l)r 'rattl anct Jl\ tLau' bt-.· ra  h.1orabh kla�n t o  l.hfl aut.<otuotl•e 1Ddu.a.tr' 
tor n#.Jith' • qr.ar.a•r of a u·otun. Thf' •·(,." anti J11)· .Mtthnd-• ,.,..,.. tit r kiPtd ao.d ll<trf•'ftotl t<• ru ... tt tla '!..manibt "' Jadllll•IIJ or moruru<111 \O.Ilh �ll and au t>:.I:JDt c:nr.. eautt"li In· Jo.\HI .. tuck rJnt;:s and Uh" w .. 11 olllt'�l 1" mu·hahiC'ot, f'li.f and ft,·u 
o•nor·• .. on, or ,,.,. """' dl•· PHONE. WR ITE O R  WIRE!  
CO\'trlt'JI 10 I<Mt'r ('Kr UJ keep C'Di'la 
Sfolla ror less ; \an • ad or ,.JA.rk 

,.tuc--•ud mabs fl'knd<t wntr· 
1'\�r lnt.rodured. !:"lcindu• terTI· 
INtt•• t•l•·u uu 1t tulh LIJ'Ottf'(td 

'••""* In rhoh-t hw·41th111ot 

�!� ur...:oo..: :·:,'..,.h'!::U)'O.:.!:r �����'*!, w,!!,'; 
nt.tril"t ).tanac---• ·lh•lr• '" hl·· and .. 1.-..crwn. t"hf' marktot u Ou -w(· r .. , .• Ulto prodi.K1. You 
may bt· or•• "' th• �MT nu •• u�. Wrl1 .. , 
wt" CF{:VE•R��- CORP .. Ot�l. 741 Kanau City, Mo 

R�flol'f'neu-any bartk or trust eo"'tl•)' 

I 


