
I APRIL 
1 MAYEVERY STORY COMPLETE

25$ IN CANADA

AND



L *  this F r e e  B o o k
a World Pamous Flier shows 

Kow X&U can get into

__ _____, ERE is the book that tells you
straight from the shoulder what Aviation 
offers YOU. You’ve been wondering how 
to break into the field—wanting all the 
facts, all the information. Here it is ! A  
story more exciting, more thrilling, more 
inspiring than fiction—yet a man-to-man 
message of FACTS from cover to cover. 
Walter Hinton—hero of history-making 
flights—gives you the brass tacks of Avia
tion Today. He shows you exactly where 
your opportunities lie—exactly what to do 
to make the most of them—exactly how 
to fit youself for them. Here is a book for 
men with too  much backbone to stay chained to a small- 
pay job— too touch adventure in their blood for a hum
drum grind— too much good sound business sense in their 
heads to let this opport unity of a lifetime outgrow them I

The Richest Fastest 
Growing Industry the 
World Has Ever Known
You haven’ t  heard any
thing about this being a 

"bad  year" for Aviation! 
Men like Ford, DuPont 

— Millionaires —  are In
vesting fortunes in the 
field. Cities everywhere 
are building more a ir
ports; 24-hour shifts are 
racing construction on 
new plane and 
e q u i p  m e  n t. 
plants. A ir lines, 
air service of 
every kind is 
doubling and re
doubling itself a l
most while you 
watch! There’ s 
n o  doubt about 
there being 151(1 
P A Y  plus a real 
future for YOU 
in Aviation. Your 
one sure move is 
to  get the right 
training— Q u ic« !

Y o u  M ustB e 
16 or Over

T o take an active 
part in Aviation 
you must be at 
least Hi years of 
age. If you are 
under 16, please 
do not ask for 
Lieut. H inton’ s 
Hook because it. 
w ill not interest 
you.

Aviation Is Ready, 
Hinton Is R eady- 
Now It’s Up to YOU
Right at home in  spare
tim e Hinton w ill teach 
you all the essential facts 
about plane construction, 
rigging, repairs, motors, 
instruments, t h e o r y  o f 
flight, navigation, com 
mercial Aviation. Whether 
you plan to fly, or 
to  cash-in on one of the 

more than forty 
B ig -P a y  ground 
jobs, you must 
have this ground
work to land the 
job you want at 
the pay you ex
pect. Learn just 
where you stand 
and what first 
steps to take. 
Tli is Free Book 
tells how. Clip the 
coupon and send it 
T O D AY . Hinton 
will rush your book 
by return mail.

A viation  In stitu te  o f  U .S .A .
Walter Hinton, President 

1115 Connecticut Ave., Washington, D. C.

40
Jobs onthe Ground 

for Each One in 
the Air

Fliers are in  demand— 
certainly! But fo r  every  
man in the a ir, trained 
m en are needed in over 
UO highly-paid jobs on 
the ground. H inton’s 
training g ives you your 
ground-work to  earn 
real m oney as one o f 
th ese :
Engineers, Designers and 
Draughtsmen, P ilots, E n 
gine and Plane Mechan
ics, Riggers, Electricians, 
W elders, I n s t r u m e n t  
Makers, W ood and Metal 
W o r k e r s ,  P lane and 
M otor Inspectors, A irport 
Operators, Radio Experts, 
Assemblymen, A e r i a l  
Surveyors and Photog
raphers, Aerial Transport 
Managers, Salesmen.

Walter Hinton
Trail-blazer, pioneer, ex
plorer, author, instructor, 
AV IA T O R . The first man 
to  p ilo t a plane across 
the Atlantic— the famous 
NC-4— and first to fly 
from North to South 
America. The man who 
was a crack flying in 
structor for the Navy dur
ing the W ar; who today 
is training far-sighted 
men for Aviation. H in 
ton is  ready to  back YOU 
up to  the lim it. H is 
Book Is yours F R E E  for 
the coupon below.

Rush Rack to Washington ?
H

Walter Hinton. Pres.,
Aviation Institute of U. S. A.
1115 Conn. Ave., Washington, D. C.

Dear Lieut. H inton: Send me your F R E E  Book telling how I  can
train under you right at home for Aviation.

375-X |
! 
i
I

Name ................................................................................................................................. |

Street .........................................................................................A g e .............................. I

[M ust be over 16] J 
City ......................................................................... State................................................ J



Some Say
It Can't Be Done; others ask; ^  

144Was It a motorcycle, auto or aeroplane?** 
[Many Try VIX, Report Amailnl Record#
G. W. Williams. Okla., U. S. A , reports 
87 mites o o  I gallon will* V IX  on 1924 
Ford T.
C. F. Ware, Pa., U. S. A., reports (sworn) 
61.4 miles on one gallon in Ford A Tudor 
with VIX.
F. V. Parks, Africa, reports 110 miles on 
2 1-2 gallons gas in 1928 Chevrolet 
Touring with V lX .
The Royal Stables o f the King o f Spain, 
reports on His Royal Majesty's Packard 
Car a saving of 30 liters gas in 600 Kilo
meter run with VIX.

Thousands o f Other Similar Reports 
From All Parts o f the World. j  

The Inventor and Manufacturer h*x 
agreed te send his new Invention VIX 
offer for trial on your own car at his risk 
if you fill out a&d mall him the coupon 
below at once.

\ t £ o s s i b f

MO,000 Cash Prizes FREE
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Fur Best Gas Saving Records Made 
In 1931 With This V I X  Invention.
'T o  quickly Introduce this wonderful invention the 

Inventor and Manufacturer offers $10,000.00 cash 
frices for best economy records with his VIX patent.

This is open to  everyone—any age— any 
State or Nation— with any make auto, truck, 
motorcycle, engine— all can try on  equality 
without cost for these prizes.

N o entry required— no special qualifications 
— make as many trials as you like— prizes will 
be awarded on the percentage (% ) o f  gain 
shown over previous gas. petrol, spirits, benzine.

etc., required—every one who can test will 
have an equal chance.

T W O  A U T08 F REE 
A Special Promptness Prize of latest near 

Chevrolet given Free or $700 cash if you prefer, 
A  Special Greatest Number of Entnes Prize 

of latest new Ford Auto will be givea Free or 
$600.00 cash if you prefer money.

It is possible for one person to win three 
Prizes—Cash Prize— Promptness Prize—Great
est Number o f Entries Prize—ALL FREE.

The Inventor and Manufacturer will furnish at 
his risk, direct from Factory, a suitable VIX 
Model on trial for you to try out on your owa 
Car to see what gains you can make.

Fill out and mail the coupon below QUICK for full 
details and FREE VIX offer. ALL SENT FREE.

WALTER G . CRITCHLQW
INVENTOR and MANUFACTURER, 41S-B Street, Wheaton, Illinois, U. t . A,

MAKE $350.00 TO $1,500.00 A MONTH
Choice Territory available. I want to appoint County, State* 
Province, National. Salesman and Distributer, and General 
Agencies to  make $350.00 to $1,500 00 month, filling the great 
demand bouncf to arise for this wonderful invention wherever 
introduced. One Distributor already made profits o f $4,939.66 
in 3*£ months. BIG MONEY can be m adeFITTIN G Engines 
,withVIX.8startling. stunning,convincing demonstrations make 

sales EASY. Write quick for all 
details; full proof. ALL SENT 
FREE. Mall FREE VIX Offer 
Coupon TODAY,^

Address................................................ .............. Car.

u with SalMOUM OF Distributor* 10 d*y, Ajj on., R«ar>

Here is a picture o f  Model 
"B ”  VIX on my own Ford 
A Fordor. And believe me 
it's some car now. By act
ual engineering tests the 
mileage was increased from 
21.35 miles per gallon to 27.2. 
It now has unbeaten pick
up; with a topspeed o f 75- 
76 quickly reached. Will do 
equally well on all other 
makes. You can now try 
one on your own car for 10 
days at my risk. Mail the 
FREE VIX  offer coupon 
today ALL SENT FREE.

WALTER G . CRITCHLOW,
INVENTOR and MANUFACTURER,

4 19 -8  Street, W heaton, Illinois, U. S A,
Please send me without obligation or cost your $10,000 00 iii Cash 
Prizes F REE oiler and yOW 10 days Trial FREE V IX  offer. ALL 
SENT FREE.

Please mention M an Story Maoazinbs when answering advertisements.
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W IN  F A M M O K T U N E ,
“ R A D I O /

Don’t spend your life slaving away in some doll, hopeless Job! Don’t be sat* 
isfied to work for a mere $20 or $30 a week. Let me show you how to make

^ IE°OrF K ^ TEST-GR° ^ ING-B,GGEST
THOUSANDS OF JOBS ARE OPEN
Paying S6o, $70 and on up to $2oo a Week
Jobs as Designer, Inspector and Tester, paying $3,000 to $10,900 a year—aa 
R®dio Salesman and in Service and Installation W ork , at $45 to $100 a week

,000 a year
----- , -------------------------- ---------------or Sound

Paying $60, $70and on up to $200a WEEK!

Learn Without Lessons in  10 Weeks
You learn ALL branches of Ra> production equipment, Code prac* of Radio that haa juBt started to growl
dio at Coyne—in 10 short, pleas- 1 tice equipment, etc. You don't L” ^n?ti^Le^nR^oTo"odwork 
ant weeks—NOT BY CORRES- need advanced education or pre- « C o y n e ? o n  a c tu a lT a k in g  picture 
PONDENCE, but by actual work vious experience. We give you— and S ou n d R ep rod u ction equ ip m eu t. 
on actual Raidio, Television and right here in the Coyne Shops r A V k l E 1
Sound equipment. W e don't waste all the actual practice and expe- $ ^ U X J N l i l
time on useless theory. We give rience you’ll need. _  „  f t , .
you just the practical training T IT T  F V T C I A M  *  C a rs  O lu
you’ll need in 10 weeks’ time. v  A 9 A U P I  Don’ t worry about a job ! CoyneTrahi-„ Tc lV n w  h e r e f  Ingeettlee thejobqueetlonfor life. Y o u
No Books - No Lessons . . soon r0uHr“Sfcn^i?-toeXC
A U  Practical W o rk  a t  Coyne

Covne is NOT ft Corrpsnondpnce learns Television NOW  can make a FOR- 32 years o ld ! Coyne Training is tested 
q 5 ? 5  w l  >+f ^ V r o ! T U N E  in thiB SSMt new field- Get ir>on —proven beyond all doubt. Y6u can findoCnOOl. W  6  d o n  t teach you from the ground-floor o f  this amazing new R a- out everything absolutely  free. Just books or lessons. We train you on dio developm ent! Learn Television a t Mail C o u p o n  fo r  M y B ig  Free B ook , 
the greatest outlay of iCadio ^ S & S S ^ S T ** r T " - — — ■
Television and Sound equipment V T u r  m /iT T rn rc  I H-c: LE*!S;President
in any school—on scores of mod- A A L& lfl u  r  11 A U K la  I Radio Division, Coyne Electrical School 
ern Radio Receivers, huge A G reat F ield  ■ 500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 4i-5E,ctiicago,lU.
Broadcasting equipment, the Talking Pictures and Public Ad- 2 Send m e yo u r  Big F ree Radio B ook 
verv latest Television a n n a r a t n s  drf f B SyatemB ° ^ er thousand^ o f  I  and all details o f  you r S pecial Introdnc- 
^ i n g  K c tu ^ r d  S S S d &  [  g o f fe r .  This does ^  obligate me
H. C. Leeds, Pres. R a d i o  Division  Founded 1899 I

Coyne Electrical School i*“
500 S. Paulina St. Dept. 41-5E Chicago, UI. | reM......................................
SŜ m m m ^ City...................... State................

Please mention Man  Story Magazines when answerino advertisement*.



Our file* contain hundred* of lot-] 
tors like those, which Drove that! 
the hotel Industry fe the Held o f ; 
biar opportunity today.
WARREN P CROCKER: “ I ami 
to start my duties as Steward. 1] 
wish to .thank you for your co- \ 
operation and 1 am sure 1 will 
prove that Lewis 8tudenta are all; 
yoa recommend them to be.'* 
JAMES P. DORROB: “ I have 
secured the position o f Auditor 
you so kindly notified me o f. ”

B L  ws&a. o n e  billion dollars' worth of NEW  UOTF.ES, A l’ AK T- 
M E XT HOTELS, CLUBS and INSTITU TIO N S being 

built this year w ill need over 100,000 trained men and 
*  women. Hotels start you at salaries up to $2,500 a

m ,  year. Fine living, luxurious surroundings. C. O. 
. . m  W ebb, Jr., says: “ Have taken the position of execu-

tlve secretary and house manager. Tour instruction 
is  helping me wonderfully."

eV''1
P rev io u s  E x p er ien ce  U n n ecessa ry

U 2 ! f  ; • S ^ i ^ x ' o u  can have one o f these fascinating, big-pap
cN0, c K&gggSr positions. Our Personal Coaching Plan, which W  

it '* ’ adapts the training to your own personal needs and «
\N°V<e.T» requirements, trains you for a w ell-paid position, right «

H If \ M\ at home in your spare time. Age no obstacle. Lewis Train- 1 
l & \  Ing Qualified W illiam  J. Kennedy. 62. for a position at double
k c b i s  previous salary. A  good grade-school education is all you need.

W o Put Our Stud ants in Touch With Positions
W e train you and put you in touch with b ig  opportunities. National 

Employment Bureau F R E E  of extra charge. A ll of your training individ
ually directed by hotel experts under the personal supervision of Clifford Lewis, 
who has been appointed Managing Consultant by over 300 hotels throughout the 
United States. Our students employed by leading hotels everywhere.
Send today for Free Book. “ Your B ig  Opportunity," explaining our M oney-Back 
Agreement, and showing how we can train you for one of these splendid positions.

LEW IS H O TEL TRAINING SC H O O LS
Room OB-JIOI CLIFFORD LEWIS. Preeldent WASHINGTON. D. C.

The Original and Only School of lie  Kind in the World 1

Lewis Hotel Training School*,
Room DB-3I0I, Washington, D. C.

Send mo the Free Book, "YOUR BIG 
OPPORTUNITY,”  without obligation, and 
details of your Personal Coaching Plan.
Nama

Addreet

S0KG RfQyiREMCKTI
tALKIHG PICTURE!

HOTEL/
POSITIONS

OPEN/

0NG WRITERS
Advance Royalty Payments, New
T a lk in g -P ictu re S on g  requirem ente, 
e t c . ,  fu lly  exp la in ed  in ou r f r e e  instruc
tiv e  b ook . W ritere o f  W ord s or  M u sic fo r  
son gs m ay subm it th eir  w ork  fo r  fr e e  ad 
vice. W e  revise, com pose , a rra n ge a n d  
cop yrig h t m usic. W rite  today.
Newcomer Associates, 1678- A JJroedway.NewTork

EMININE HYGIENE
Why worry about delayed periods from unnatural 
causes. Get Quick Result* using FEMINESE—> 
Liquid-Tablet Relief. Used hy doctors. Moves cases 
long overdue. Pleasant, safe, no interference any 
dutiei. Satisfaction guaranteed treatment $2.95. 
Postage if COT). Specially Compounded for Vary 

Cases $5.00. Illustrated Folder Free with 
order. PETONE CO. Dept. 2 GS St. Louis Mo.

THE CRIMINAL OUTWITTED
H E R C U L E S  T E A R  G A S  “ F O U N T A IN  P E N ”

affords Instant protection fo r  every 
"" man, wom an and child. ■■

Make Up to $25 Dally

■tare, bank, motorist and many others.
MILLIONS WAITING

.  A natural ssllar, fall time or aid* Una. Unlimited 
Bald. Cboioe of colors and prices.
No stock Investment. Your pay dally In advance. We deliver.

s P,JJ3 Hf<Ei specl.l Limited FREE Oiler. Write Quick. —
• • I ia.tu.ti, HERCULES GAS MUNITIONS CORP.

^[J^ll^^^^^lversey^Parkwa^^^ept^JSO^^hHcaijio^
ns

'Get Into
The Shoe Business

ffi. start $6(1. Inexpert* 
toced* »workers earn big 

money with our direct to wear* 
r plan. Easy to take orders. Just

__ow the famous Tanners line ol
Shoes and hosiery for Men. Women 

And Children We tell bow and 
Where to sell Patented measure* 

fbent system Insures perfect Ot Big 
facilities guarantee prompt deliveries.

Jr on tolled Four pm, dailf We furnish *40.00 
dot At containing artual shoe* end actual hoaiary 

d»* larger variety of atylaa aod auea than any ,to,at 
'hared lor tro« Booh G.ttioa Ahead" ajtf (all 

*-------  ■ -  ------------i. Writaoowl

TOBACCO
H a b i  t  O v e r c o m e  O r  N o  P a yOver 500,000 men and women uied Buperba Remedy to help atop 
Cigarette*, Cigar*, Pipe, Chewing or Snuff. Write for full treatment 
on trial. Contain* no dope or habit forming drugs. Cotta $2.00 If 
successful, nothing If not. 8UPERBA CO. A-15, Baltimore, Md,

m o n e y  for Yau
i .  A T  H A M  E _
| Y O U  can earn good money in spare time at 

1 . home making display cards. No selling or 
■ 1 canvassing. W e Instruct you, furnish com* 

| plete outfit and supply you with work. 
| Writ* to-day for free booklet.
-1  The M BNHENITT CO M PAN Y, Limited 
1 1 “j| 960 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Ont. fg -

1
i n f w  ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■  ■ ' ■ ^ a J

Please mention Man  Story Magazines when answering advertisements. *



»* .u n til you ’ve sent fo r  our
FREE dem onstration lesson

T IME and again you’ve wanted to 
learn to play your favorite instru

ment ; you’ ve longed to get your share 
o f  the popularity and personal pleas
ure that every good musician enjoys 
—to  know the thrill that comes with 
being able to entertain musically.

Yet. so far, you've been “ scared" to 
start.

W hy? Is it because you’ re under the 
impression that learning music neces
sitates long years o f  uninteresting 
study— lesson after les
son crammed with dry- 
as-dust theory and end
less practicing ? Has 
somebody told you that 
you need s p e c i a l  
talent to  become 
musician ?

Then you’re in for  the 
surprise o f  your life.
For, now, thanks to the 
famous U. S. School o f  
Music, the reading and 
playing o f music has 
been made so downright 
simple that you don’ t 
have to know one note 
from  another to begin.

Easy As C a n  B e  
The lessons coma 

to you by mail. They 
consist o f  complete

printed instructions, diagrams and all 
the music you need. Compulsory prac
tice? No. You study only when you 
feel like it. Personal teacher? No. If 
you make a  mistake you correct it 
yourself and continue. Monotonous 
scales and harsh-sounding finger exer
cises? Never. From the very first les
son on you are playing real tunes by 
note. It’s as easy as A-B-C. For before 
you strike a note, you are told how a 
thing is done. Then a picture shows 
you how. Then you do it yourself and 

hear it. Little theory. 
Plenty o f  accomplish
ment.

A  few  short months 
pass quickly by. Almost 
before you realize it, 
you are playing selec
tions that fit your mood 
—you are entertaining 
others with wonderful 
classical compositions 
. . . lighter airs and 
ballads o f  haunting 
b e a u t y  . . . d a n c e  
music that thrills with 
the fascination o f jazz. 
No wonder that this 
remarkable method has 
been vouched fo r  by 
over 600,000 people from  
all part# o f  the world.

Bear fin mind no mat
ter which instrument

you select— the cost of learning in each case 
w ill average the same— just a few cents a day!

Get Proof Free!
D on't let a lot o f false impressions and 

silly bugaboos delay your start toward musieal 
good times. I f  you really want to learn to 
play— if social popularity and increased in 
come appeal to you— then reserve your de
cision until we send you a Free Demonstra
tion Lesson and a copy of our free illustrated 
book which describes in detail the famous 
U 9. School print-and-plcture method. Then 
it 's  entirely up to you. You’re the Judge 
and jury. No obligation involved, o f course.

When writing, kindly mention your favor
ite instrument. Forget that old-fashioned 
idea that you need talent to learn music and 
fill in and mail the coupon now. Instruments 
supplied when needed, cash or credit. D. B. 
School of Music, 863 Brunswick Bldg.. New 
York City.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
863 Brunswick Building, New York City

Please send me your free book, "M usic 
Lessons in Your Own H om e." with introduc
tion by I>r. Frank Crane. Free Demonstra
tion lesson  and particulars of your easy 
payment plan. I am interested in the fol
lowing course:

Have You
..................................................... Instrument t .........

Name

Address

City ...................................................State.

Pick Your Instrument
Piano Violin
Organ Clarinet
Ukulele Flute
Cornet Saxophone
Trombone Harp
Pieeolo Mandolin
Guitar ’Cello

Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Sight Singing 

Piano Aecordion 
Italian and German 

Aecordion
Voice and Speech Culture 

Harmony and Composition 
Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger 

Control
Banjo (Plectrum, 5- 

String or Tenor) 
Juniors’ Piano Course

Please mention Ma n  Story Magazines when answering advertisements.



Would you mail 
a coupon — to 
become this

Hame . •

C H A R L E S

A T L A S

Address.................................

City & State ................

Holder of the title :
"W orld’s M ott 

Perfectly Developed Man”

T T  HOUSANDS o f  men, young
*  and old, skinny and fat, mailed
*  coupon like the one below— and 
found the quick, sure way to get 
ft handsome, healthy body and 
amazing muscular development.
A ll it costs you is a 2c stamp— to mail this 
coupon for a free copy of my large illus- 
toated book, “ Everlasting Health and 
Strength— to learn how my secret of 
Dynamic-Tension works— the secret that 
changed me from a weak, run-down, no- 
muscle victim of any bully that came along, 
to  the powerful physique you see in my 
new photo— the secret that won for me 
Uie championship title “ The World’s Most 
Perfectly Developed Man.”

YOU can be this NEW MAN
l l y  free book tells just how you can add 
weight or smooth off the fat spots— how to 
get my kind of powerful evenly-balanced 
muscles— how to get a figure you w ill be 
proud of. whether dressed in street clothes 

In a bathing suit. But you get more than 
just right weight and a handsome, husky 
Body when you use my personal methods.
Tou get new tireless energy, new nerve 
force, new will power. You conquer tim idity, 
get a new, more forceful personality.
My method goes right to the source o f your 
troubles and rebuilds inside and out. You get 
through-and-through health— health that ban
ishes disagreeable ailments like constipation, skin 
eruptions, frequent colds and headaches.

FREE— Large Illustrated Book
My free book will tell you how you can quickly 
and easily make this N EW  M A N  of yourself—  
giving just a few minutes of your time each day 
— doing what I tell you— right in your own home 
— without trick apparatus or “ machinery”  of any 
kind, special foods, pills, " ra y s ,"  or any other 
unnatural means.
Send at once for a free copy o f my book. Take 
this first step to become the new man that I  
promise you can be. Gamble a 2c stamp by m ail
ing the coupon to me— NOW. Address CHARLES 
ATLAS. 133 East 23rd Street, (D ept. IOC), New 
Vork, N. Y.

“ " “ rVTa<t 133 East 23rd Street,
fSAt. IOC). N«w Vork^ N. Y .^  o( „ Everlsstlne
Send me that tells how I  can rebuild
S r ’b o V "»n d  d m l S  new health and strength.

Please mention M an Story Magazines

A G E N TS :$14 A  DAY
Get into the big money class!
Amazing chance to make $14 
in a day. W onderful new plan.
350 High Quality Products at 
low prices. Every one a  house
hold necessity. All fast sellers.
Big orders in every home. R e
peat business. Steady income 

New Plan— Big Profits
W e show you new way to build 
permanent business. B ig  profits 
from  the start. Spare or full time.
No capital or experience required.
Ford Tudor Sedan free to pro
ducers as extra reward. W rite now.

AM ERICAN  PRODUCTS CO.
7431 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

New Adding Machine 
Fits Vest Pocket!
Adds, subtracts, multiplies, and divides 
like $300 machine— yet it costs only 
$2.50. Weighs only 4 ounces. Not a 
toy — guaranteed for lifetime. Per
fectly accurate, lightning fast. Sells 
on sight to business men, storekeep
ers, homes —  all who use figures. /
Write at once for Free fl^ C ilT C  M h c t c  Sample Offer and Mon- H u fcll | 
ey-Making Plan. 100% Profit!
C. M. CLEARY, Dipt. 503 903 V. MoamSL, Chlcaw

Your N O S E
Improve your appearance with the 
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only $1.97 for the two. W ith free full 
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postage on delivery. Satisfaction or money refunded. You can be 
L U C K Y ! Order yours T O D A Y !
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Get This Strong Man’s Library
& Mold Mighty Muscles

You can be strong! T h li atrong m an'i library is what every man need*— It la 
Just the thing to ahow you how to develop every part of your body, lnalde and out 
— It la really a complete phyiical culture training course written In easy to under
stand language ao that you w ill make quick progress by following the suggestions 
these precious volumes contain. Bach look  specializes on and deals with a different 
subject and each book Is profusely illustrated and contains simplified diagrams 
showing you the short cut to muscular progress. The price on the set of 6 books 
is ofTered to you at the amazingly low cost of only $1.00. Any single volume only 26c.
I f  you want to bubble over with health and strength— if you want to line that body 

c f  yours with real stael-llke cables o f muscles— sign your name and address to the coupon below and rush your order.

COMPLETE COURSES ON
Molding a Mighty A rm —Molding a Mighty Chest—Molding a Mighty B ack -. 
Molding Mighty Legs—Molding a Mighty Grip and Strong M an Stunts M ade Easy
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a 15 Inch forearm and an 8 "  wrist, my book “ Molding a Mighty 
Arm”  la what you need You w ill want a mighty chest— you will 
want 48 Inches of colossal, muscular strength— you w ill want 
massive and powerful lifting  force. My book "M olding  a Mighty 
Chest" shows you how to quickly have and enjoy all of this. I w ill 
fill your back fu ll of solid muscle so you w ill have backbone and 
strength— so you w ill be admired In ordinary street clothes, in 
a gym outfit or in your bathing suit— my book "M old ing  a Mighty 
B ack" tells you how to achieve this part of your body perfection. 
In "M old in g  M ighty L e gs ."  I give you leg exercise based entirely
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By Geo. F. Jowett (Champion of Champions)

George F. Jowett, Champion of Champions, is the author o f all 
o f these books. After you have read and practised what he tells 
you. you w ill be a two-fisted, fighting man with nerves of steel 
and muscles like Iron. You w ill find this to be the greatest health 
investment you ever made In your life— that’ s why you should order 
the entire set of six  at the bargain prioe of only $1.00.

Rush Coupon— Limited Offer!
This offer Is made to help those who want to be strong and want 

to possess strength at a bargain price. The complete set of 6 
books, all o f which are profusely Illustrated, w ill be sent to you 
by return prepaid mail for only $1.00. I f  you want to pick out 
any single book, you may do so and secure it  for the small sum of 
25c. For promptness I  w ill include a copy of my book titled "T h e 
T hrill o f Being S trong ." This is crowded with photos of world's 
famous strong men and other valuable physical culture information 
which w ill interest you.

Sign your name and address to the coupon and rush it  to  me 
with your remittance— do it now. because this is a special lim ited 
effer.

upon new principles. I give you legs for speed and enduranoe. 
Your character is revealed in  your hand shake. I give you a grip 
of steel which will permit you to easily and quickly become master 
of stunts done with the hands. My book, "M olding  a Mighty G rip " 
w ill amaze you because o f the valuable information it contains and 
the short cut method it reveals. Every strong man has his own 
special stunts. I reveal 12 sensational stunts to you. I make it easy 
for you to master them all in my book "Strong Man Stunts Made 
E asy ." You will marvel at the sim plicity and ease with which 
I show you how to master them.
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5c'o  then I 
told Marge how 
the Hawaiian Guitar 
had made my ambi- 
tions all come true

* A "

t i t t  :  s h e  e x c l a i m e d . .

X  WAS just a  plain dis
couraged "wash-out.” No tal
ent, no friends. No “social pres
ence," no worthwhile pros
pects at my job ; no hard, solid 
cash salted away at the bank.

And then what could a girl 
see in m e? No matter how 
much X thought about girls—  
the way I felt about Marge, for 
example— I couldn’t do any
thing about it.

One night I tried reading a 
magazine. I began spinning the 
pages past my thumb.

And THEN it Happened!
Somehow one page flashed 

out from  the rest. “ Learn the 
Hawaiian Guitar at Home,” it 
read. And it urged me to send 
for a Free Book. That was 
three months ago.

Now let me tell you about 
the other night.

I asked Marge if I could 
call. She told me to com e over 
after supper. Excited? I ’ll say 
I was!

Marge came out in a few 
minutes. I couldn’t restrain 
myself any longer.

“ M arge!” I cried, “ I ’ve got a 
surprise for you !” I reached 
down and lifted up my Guitar. 
Even in the semi-darkness I 
could see Marge’s eyes grow 
big.

"why didht you tell
me that before ? ”

Guitar at the ’Y .’ They went 
wild, Marge! Paid me ten dol
lars for it.

“ Since then I ’ve played at 
two dances there, too, and 
Johnny Farrell says I start with 
his orchestra the first o f the 
month. Think o f it! It will 
mean doubling my salary.”

Marge was quiet again. Then 
looking at me with level eyes, 
she said— “ Jim, you ’ve found 
yourself. I didn’t know it was 
in you. I’m so happy.” * * * * *

You can be the popular mas
ter of this thrillingly beautiful 
instrument— in 1 to 3 short 
months. W ithout one bit o f 
previous musical knowledge or 
experience, you can begin play
ing actual tunes right from  the 
very start.

Here at last is the unlimited 
O p p o r t u n i t y  for making 
friends. Here is the chance 
above all others to make $15 
to $25 a week and up, for.part- 
time or full-tim e playing.

Get the FACTS now. With 
the very first lesson of this 
time-tested Course you re
ceive a full-size, sweet-toned, 
genuine Hawaiian Guitar, 
picks, bar, tuner, etc. And we 
give you Phonograph Records 
which demonstrate every les
son in the Course— 55 in all.

The coupon below brings 
your copy o f "The Hawaiian 
Way to Popularity and Big 
Pay.”  We want you to read it, 
that’s all— then make your 
own decision. Do as Jim did— 
get that coupon into the mail
box tonight.

I played to her. Dreamy 
"A loha” ; throbbing “ Carolina 
Moon” ; all the blues of "M oan
in’ Low”— a n “  two others. 
When I stopped, Marge didn’t 
say a  word for a full minute.

Then she exclaimed excited
ly, “ Jim! W hy didn’ t you tell 
me before ?”

I swallowed hard. "B e
cause— ” I began, “ because, 
Marge— well, I guess there 
wasn’ t so very much to tell—  
•before.’

“ But now,”  I rushed on—  
" I ’m started for the biggest 
things that ever were opened 
up to me! Listen, Marge! I’ve 
done it at home, without a 
teacher, by a wonderful new 
method.

“ I took a trip over to Bridge- 
ton one night and played my

FREE B ook
w ill open  

your eyes
Send for it

A. F. BLOCH, President 
Hawaiian Studios 216-031 of 

New York Academy of Music
tOO Fifth Avenue NEW YORK CITY

a n d  M a i l  W O W !
A . F. BLOCH, President 
Hawaiian Studios 216-031 of 
New York Academy o f Music,
100 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

Yes— without obligation I want to read “ The 
Hawaiian W ay to Popularity and Big Pay.”  Rush 
my copy.
Name .................................................................... ....................

Address

City ................................................... ..S ta te ......................... J

Please mention Man  Story Magazines when answering advertisements.
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I flung Orne at the Professor—they went down in a heap.

Valley of Sin
A Double Book-length Novel

By DOUGLAS M. DOLD

CHAPTER I
T he Passing  of “ W ings”  P oints

A  WET wind s i g h e d  and 
moaned out of the side streets 
driving before it hissing 

sheets of sleet that bit and slashed at 
my face. My coat leaked; I was lonely 
and depressed; miserable both in 
body and mind and feeling like a gnat 
in infinity.

From the river, foghorns tooted 
and moaned dismally. From beyond 
the pall of sleet-filled dark came the

10

dull sounds of explosions. I wondered 
if it was a bursting tire or a back
firing carburetor. As the shot-like re
ports were repeated but much nearer, 
I decided that it must be the latter.

What lunacy to drive a car at that 
rate of speed I thought but stopped 
and peered ahead. I could see no 
lights, yet just back o f where invisi
bility ceased roared a wide open mo
tor. Then the noise suddenly died and 
I, more mystified than ever, stared at 
the car which sped into sight.

It a p p e a r e d  a commonplace
MS— 170



Trapped in a strange valley, four men and one girl battle for free
dom and sanity. A  story by the world-famous Mr. Dold, writer, 

scientist and explorer, is a real treat . . . .  and to be able to 
present you with his latest book complete in this issue is 

indeed a rare pleasure. Here is a man who holds one 
spellbound by the glamour, the speed, the realism of his 

stories laid in faraway, unknown places. It is some
thing to be at once accurate as to locale and data, 

and at the same time produce such absorbing 
yarns. W e recommend this novel from the 

bottom of our hearts— a $3.00 book in one 
issue of this magazine.

enough taxi that rushed along now something unrecognizable crouched 
silently, and without lights. A small beside him.
figure leaned over the wheel Snd Above the howling and shrieking

11
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of the wind rose the dry, hot whine 
of brakes. I saw as through a glass 
darkly, the car skid, bump the curb, 
bound back, and once more ram the 
curb then turn completely over. It all 
occurred so quickly and silently, due, 
no doubt to the storm’s clamor that 
I had the curious sensation of it being 
an illusion.

I hurried across the street just as 
two cars passed on the avenue both, 
going too fast for safety. I found a 
smashed, twisted wreck piled up 
against the brownstone stairs o f a 
dark deserted looking house. The 
reek of low grade gasoline permeated 
the air then as I bent over to peer in
to the smashed taxi, a low growl 
immediately followed by a moan 
arose.

“ Hello there,’ ’ I called in a loud 
tone.

“ Not so loud, bo— ” croaked a voice 
under the car. It added: “ You ain’t 
on de force are yu?”

“ No, I’m Doctor Anthony Penn—  
just the man for you.”

The voice again spoke:
“ Dat’s on de level ain’t it? If 

’twasnt I’d set Violet on yu or strike 
a match and send us both to hell. De 
gasoline tank’s got a hole in her big- 
ger’n my fist.”

I wondered who Violet was till 
leaning and peering I saw a dog’s 
head wedged under one of the wheels.

“ Did you see a couple o’ cars pass
ing on de avenoo after I done the 
humpty dumpty act?”

“Yes,”  I answered as I worked try
ing to free the idiot inside.

“ Dat’s good,”  said the man under
neath. “ I would’a shook ’em 0. K. i f  
dey hadn’t got me wid a bullet.”  

“ Can you crawl or wriggle out 
now?”  I asked.

“Nope—I ain’t able to do nuttin’ 
’cept talk. I’m shot through one 
shoulder and when de old bus turned 
over I tink it broke me back. I feel 
sort o’ numb like.”

I pulled and hauled until I had him

from under the menace of the top
pling wreck. His back was broken 
and I felt that he had only a short 
time to live. He too, was aware of it.

Just as I was setting out to get help, 
he stopped me.

“ It ain’t no use, I’m goin’ to croak, 
you know it and I know it. Wish I 
could smoke but dis gas ain’t no lady 
when it comes to matches. You acted 
white, Doc and I ain’t seen so many 
as would a done what you done. De 
bulls what was chasing me will be 
here soon.”

He lay where I had propped him 
against the area door. At his direc
tion I had torn up some papers taken 
from his pocket. With his uninjured 
arm he held a pocket flash, by its light 
he examined me and smiled. .

“ My name is Jim Points,”  he 
chuckled and by the flash I saw he 
was a weazened ferret-faced man 
whose ears were so large and so thin 
they caught one’s immediate atten
tion. “ Dey call me ‘Wings’ ’count o’ 
me ears.”  As he had been speaking 
he had been fondling the dog's head.

“ Say, Doc,”  began the little man, 
he hesitated and his voice had grown 
weaker. “ Could you sort o’ keep an 
eye on Violet after I kick the bucket? 
He’s a’ good mutt and smarter’n hell.”

“ I will take care o f the dog,”  I said, 
knowing it was foolish, for in my 
little two-room apartment I had no 
place for a dog.

“ Shake,”  said Points. “ I guess the 
police’ll let you have him. De stuff 
dey want is back in de bus. Violet and 
me’s alone. Take dese keys, one’s de 
front door, one’s de room—first floor 
back to de le ft Nobody won’t ask you 
no questions.

“ De address is F—  East Fifty-sec
ond Street. What’s dere is mine, it 
will help pay for keeping Violet. Vio
let, dis here gent is going to be your 
boss. He ain’t no yegg like me, but 
he’ll treat you right.”  The dog looked 
at me and whined.
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FROM down the street came the 
sound of men’s voices; a shout as 

they discovered the wrecked car.
“ It’s dem,”  chuckled the dying 

crook.
I shouted to the men a warning 

about lights.
“ Here’s the stuff,”  called one of the 

Police in a deep bass.
“ I’m here too— dat is what youse— 

fellers left o’ me. De Doc, here, gets 
the reward ’cause he captured me. I 
give him de mutt.”

Three men, two in uniform stepped 
into the areaway and carefully scru
tinized our curious group with their 
flashes. I explained rapidly and in a 
low tone, ending with:

“ The man is dying, we’d better get 
him to some hospital.”

“ Youse ginks wouldn’t a pinched 
me if my arm hadn’t a been hurt.”

I did get the reward later, thanks 
entirely to the little crook’s own 
efforts before he died the next morn
ing. The newspapers published far 
and wide lurid accounts of the cap
ture “ at the risk of my own life”  of 
the celebrated crook “Wings”  Points. 
This flattering overpraise— for which 
the Lord bless them—brought me 
many patients. I began to prosper at 
once. Never before had I realized 
how lonely I was until the sadly mis
named Violet took up his residence 
with me. For days he mourned his 
master, eating little. Already I loved 
the dog and I think he soon grew to 
love me.

Having a guilty feeling in regard 
to the keys and address which Points 
had given me, I waited four days be
fore venturing to visit what had been 
his quarters, now a legacy for Violet 
and me.

I found the house a drab, unpre
tentious "^brownstone replica of a 
thousand other New York homes. It 
stood quite near the East river. Vio
let rushed up the steps sniffing.

I had the sensation that half the 
block was staring at me, yet as I let

myself in with the door key I saw no 
one and walked through a dirty hall 
permeated by the odor of hamburg 
steak.

Finding the trunk keys was not an 
easy matter from the rather meager 
directions I had, but once opened, a 
tin dispatch box rewarded me. It con
tained several thousands in Liberty 
bonds with conclusive evidence that 
Points had bought and paid for them.

In the trunk I found a quantity of 
cocaine which clinched my suspicions 
that Points had been an addict.

CHAPTER II
T he  Secret in  Green

I CAUGHT sight of a Malay Kris 
sheathed in an ornamental Tap- 

hang wood sheath, I decided to take 
it with me. It lay back of an oblong 
greenish brick cut with hieroglyph
ics. This Egyptian brick looked too 
new to be the real thing though I 
knew little of such things.

In pulling the Kris from behind the 
brick I knocked the latter off the 
mantelpiece, it fell with a sharp 
splintering crash on the stone hearth. 
With annoyance I noted that it was 
broken in half. Violet sniffed at it 
interestedly as I unsheathed the blue 
wavy-edged Malay dagger. I packed 
the Kris, rolled and lit a cigarette, 
then walked about the apartment.

Near the hearth my foot accident
ally struck the broken green brick. 
Something which looked like a white 
stick held the fragments together. 
Wondering I stooped and picked it up 
with mounting interest.

I noted that the white object in the 
middle was not a stick but a number 
of thin ivory tablets. These, after some 
difficulty I was able to pull out o f. 
their hiding place, shreds of their silk 
wrappings still clung to them and 
each tablet was chained to its fellow 
by thin gold links.

My curiosity grew in leaps and 
bounds when I found eath tablet
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thickly covered with Arabic charac
ters which however I was unable to 
read. I wondered why Arabic writing 
on carved gold-linked, ivory tablets 
should have been hidden, and in a 
green brick inscribed with Egyptian 
hieroglyphics which wrere, if real, 
copied from something, or placed on 
the brick to mislead. It seemed to me 
that Arabic inside the Egyptian was 
putting the cart before the horse 
with a vengeance.

I got up and searched the mantel 
for further knowledge concerning 
the broken brick and the ivory secret. 
Oddly enough I was successful for 
behind a very poorly done water 
color of an elephant with the Taj 
Mahal as background was a letter. 
On the envelope was written:

“ About Brick.”
The letter inside read:
Hello Wing. Merry Christmas and a 

Happy New Year. Yours truly is here in 
Wady Haifa, dusty, hot hole. Don’t let no 
guy tell you you can get away wit nuttin’ 
in Africa. I had a “ good lay in Cairo” but 
after I “ pulled it off” I couldn’t get away 
to Alexandria so had to come up here which 
ain’t no place to die in even.

I am sending you a funny looking green 
brick. It ain’t much on looks but there’s 
guys as tink a heap of it. I know you are 
nuts on stuff like it so I send it duty paid.

I was snooping around, there ain’t nut- 
tin to do in Wady Haifa except that and 
get stewed and sleep. You ought to see the 
mosquitoes and gnats and scorpions!

Well, I was snooping around late at night 
and I seen an old gink in a white night
gown, running, carrying a bag. I got be
hind a stone pillar and a bunch o’ fellers 
with their faces covered and what looked 
like bandaged jaws came running after 
him.

He made no sound, neither did they only 
the pat plunk, pat plunk, of their feet in 
the dust. Believe me that gink’s face looked 
scared when I seen it under the moonlight 
and he was a white man too. Then they got 
him. They croaked him so quick I couldn't 
help him. I never seen such knife work. 
Well when he fell the bag sort o’ slid my 
way and I picks it up thinkin’ anything a

bunch would knife a feller for would be 
worth lifting. Then I beat it out of the 
scenery.

Inside the bag was this brick. I was sort 
o’ hot for I was wise they’d give me the 
knife too if they’d a caught me and 
’twasn’t no use gettin' carved for no brick. 
Well the old gink with the beard turns out 
to be some feller by name of Gamier—a 
great thug on mummies and ancient dope.

They say the fellers that got him was Tou- 
aregs— a kind of wild and woolly desert guy.

Here’s hoping to see you soon back in old 
Noo York. A feller I know is taking the 
brick to Alexandria where I wish to Gawd I 
was, and he’ll mail it there. So long . . . .

A. L. M.

Clipped to the back of the letter I 
found a short notice. “ A. L. Michels 
suspected of robbery which occurred 
on November last found dead of knife 
wounds in native bazaar.”  There was 
much more about the man who was 
evidently the author o f the letter.

So the brick had caused the death 
of one, probably two white men. Had 
the Touaregs known of the ivory se
cret?

SOME days later having moved all 
o f “ Wing”  Points amazing leg

acy to my two room apartment, I got 
a letter of introduction to Professor 
Adrian Vandeen, E g y p t o l o g i s t .  
Another was given me directed to 
Professor Virgil Sharp of the great 
museum.

I had little difficulty in interview
ing Prof. Vandeen, who was a portly 
gentleman with a myopic squint and 
an evidently high blood pressure.

My brick fragments were pro
nounced by him of Moorish origin 
and not Egyptian. However, he went 
into raptures over the glazing and 
color telling me that the art of mak
ing such tiles was lost. I asked him 
if he could give me the approximate 
age of the brick.

“ Certainly no less than six hundred 
years,”  he said, and then with a start 
asked, “ What was in here?”

He looked curiously at the hollow
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in the fragment which had so long 
sheathed the ivory tablets.

“ Professor,”  I said, “ this brick 
was not procured in Algiers or Mo
rocco but from what information I 
have, came from Waldy Haifa and was 
brought there from the south.”

“ Impossible,” he answered, “ I don’t 
mean to doubt your veracity but you 
have been hoaxed. Oh, it is common, 
let me assure you— even we who 
study this kind of thing are often—  
what do you call it? taken in?”

I let the answer go and asked him 
If it was usual for Touaregs to visit 
Wady Haifa? He answered that he 
idid not believe so but was not in any 
way an authority on such matters.

“ Would it be possible to read those 
hieroglyphics on the brick?”

He smiled. “ Oh, yes,”  he answered, 
“ they are well known. The originals 
are even now in the British mu
seum.” Then he added with a frow n: 
“ They were found near an oasis to 
the southwest o f Khartum. No one 
ever explained that— ”

I had been much disappointed un
til he added the latter half o f his 
statement.

“Then my brick too, may have 
come from back of Khartum,”  I said 
with a smile.

“ Anything is possible in Africa,”  
he said solemnly. “ The hieroglyphics 
are ascribed to Migah Chirop one of 
the earliest Pharaohs. It is a terrible 
curse and is delivered against a 
tribe of black magicians which 
threatened the very power of the 
kingdom. He curses them mind, 
body and soul. Here is the literal 
translation.”

I read the words wondering what 
my tablets contained and if they in 
any way related to this diabolical 
tribe of magicians.

“ May I copy this?”  I asked.
“ Certainly,”  he replied. Adding: 

“ These priests were a curious lot, 
they were far beyond their times in 
some ways but depraved and vicious.

It is stated that they were addicted 
to hemp and opium smoking.

“ The curse as you notice speaks of 
them as ‘Spawn of the Crocodile.’ 
The tribe had a curious idea that all 
had descended from a crocodile. 
Pharaoh it seems believed it and 
banished them to the Vermilion Val
ley. Grim and grewsome, eh?”

“ Did you ever hear o f a man by 
the name of Garnier?”  I asked.

At the question his hands which 
had been toying with the brick, 
fumbled, the fragment dropped and 
again broke. I stopped and was 
amazed to see bulging out of one 
piece of ill-fated brick a glittering, 
fiery point of quivering light.

I said nothing about it for the pro
fessor’s manner had grown hostile 
and almost insulting. He turned on 
his swivel chair more quickly than I 
thought it possible for a man of his 
bulk, boring me with his eyes which 
had grown keen and hard he asked.

“ Where were you in the fall of 
Nineteen Sixteen?”  his voice was 
low and suppressed.

“ In that year I was an interne at 
the post graduate h o s p i t a l , ”  I 
answered feeling mystified and just a 
little angry. The Prof, wrote this 
down.

“ Were you ever in Africa?”  he 
asked.

“ No,”  I replied brusquely, adding, 
“What has this to do with Garnier?”

“ This,”  he answered, glaring at me. 
“ Garnier was a great man and my 
best friend. He was murdered some
where on the upper Nile. Just where 
and how we do not know. Now do you 
understand?”  He flung his words at 
me excitedly, he had lost his Dutch 
phlegm, his lazy lethargic manner 
was gone, his hands blotched with 
cloasmic spots dug into his fat legs 
as he leaned staring at me.

“ I believe when you look back on 
your treatment of me, you will feel 
that your rudeness was unwarranted. 
It was because of this very brick that
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Prof. Gamier was killed. I have here 
a letter which may explain how I 
happen to know what I do.”

Silently with trembling fingers he 
took the letter I have already quoted. 
I saw that there were tears in his 
eyes as he read and my heart softened 
toward him. I knew he loved Gamier. 
I also began to understand why men 
might murder for the secret of the 
brick, for even now my hand touched 
the cut edges of the great jewel 
which protruded from the broken 
edge of the brick on whose brilliant 
facets I had seen the sun shining.

CHAPTER III
T he  Clash  of W ills

THE professor spoke more to 
himself than to me.

“So, so Gamier was murdered in 
Wady Haifa and by Moslems,”  he 
sighed. “ Another riddle o f the desert. 
Sharp and Ome were right and Gar- 
nier, poor fellow, he was wrong!” 

“ What was Gamier wrong about?”  
I asked.

The professor jumped at my ques
tion and looked at me suspiciously, 
“ You must excuse me, Dr. Penn. I f  
you knew the facts— ”

“ It’s all right,”  I hastened to say. 
“But won’t you tell me more about 
it all? I have been frank with you.”  

“ Have you?”  he asked. “ Then how 
long have you had this letter and the 
— er—brick as you call it?”

“Just five days, both the brick as 
I call it and the letter.”

Irrelevantly he said, “ I am sorry 
that I broke it again.”

“ Oh, I’m glad,”  I said.
“Eh? what’s that— ? Doctor, my 

friend Gamier was in the employ of 
Prof. Sharp o f whom you have no 
doubt heard. Sharp is not only an 
Egyptologist but a student o f Arabic. 
Moreover what little I know is really 
his affair and not mine to tell. I f  I 
were you I should seek an early inter

view with him. I have no doubt but 
that you both will find it interesting.” 

As I left the Professor said, “ If I 
were you I would take any offer for 
the— er—brick made me by Sharp ; 
he is a man whom it is not wise to 
disappoint. I fancy this object you 
have and the information with it has 
been the link lost to him through 
Gander's death.”

MORE mystified than ever I 
closed the door but was firmly 

decided on seeing Prof. Sharp at the 
first opportunity; also that I would 
not tell him where I had secured the 
brick. On my way home I arranged 
for a safety deposit box in a vault 
not far from my “ diggins.”

Once back I took from my pocket 
the fragment on whose surface I had 
seen the twinkling, gleaming lights. 
Cracking away the hard almost vitre
ous clay I was soon holding in my 
palm, a stone which I knew to be a 
valuable diamond. It was larger than 
my thumb nail and inlaid on one side 
with a small black head. It had been 
roughly polished and lay in my palm 
a living ball o f fiery lights. The 
thoughts o f what this stone might 
be worth made my heart gain a beat.

It moreover decided me not to de
lay putting my valuables which had 
increased mightily into the safety of 
the bank vault. Taking a bundle of 
the bonds I decided also to include all 
but one of the ivory tablets. After 
this was accomplished I felt easier 
and when Violet and I had had our 
supper and I had attended to quite a 
roomful o f patients, I phoned Prof. 
Sharp of an interview.

THE museum informed me that 
Prof. Sharp had gone home and 

when I called the house number I was 
answered by the sweetest voice I 
have ever heard; a girl’s voice, young 
and vital.

“ What is it?”  floated to me over 
the wires.
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“ I am Dr. Anthony Penn and I 
would like to speak to Prof. Sharp if 
it is convenient.”  I answered saying 
just what I had intended not to say.

“ I’m sorry,”  she said, “ but father’s 
not in. Is there any message?”

I was about to ask for an appoint
ment when she cut in with,

“ Here he is and so anxious to speak 
to you, Doctor.”

“ That you, Doctor Penn?”
“ Yes,”  I answered.
“ Vandeen sent me word about 

your extraordinary information con
cerning Garnier’s murder. It is 
immensely important to me that I 
see you at once. Bring the tile and its 
contents. I must get them immedi
ately.”

“Professor Sharp,”  I interrupted, 
the man’s voice was so peremptory 
and impolite that I got hot. “ This 
afternoon I gave a considerable 
amount of information to Prof. Van
deen which from his manner must 
have been important, and I was 
treated in a very unsatisfactory man
ner.

“ I own the tile, or whatever it is 
and everything it contains. However, 
I shall be only too pleased to tell what 
I can but in return I shall expect help 
or if you consider it expert advice, 
I shall be pleased to pay for it.”  

There was a roar at the end of the 
wire.

“ It’s my Stele. My employee took 
it from the Mosk of el Kuruba. He 
was killed for it.”  Here he paused.

“ Yes,”  I said, “ and he lost it and 
but for me you would have never 
heard of it again. It is not yours 
Professor. Take it or leave it on that 
basis. Tomorrow morning I shall call 
on you if you desire it, if not I shall 
get some other Arabic scholar to help 
me translate the ivory tablets.”

I could hear the man breathing 
deeply and someone speaking to him. 
At last he said, “ All right, tomorrow 
morning at my office in the museum, 
ten o’clock.”

<<rT"'HIS way Doctor, right in
•A. here.”  An old employee at the 

museum ushered me into the private 
office of Professor Sharp. The large 
room was in subdued light due to the 
tinted transparent p h o t o g r a p h s  
which hung all about giving to the 
place an oddly church-like effect.

The odor was much like that of 
Vandeen’s office. On the floor was a 
deep-piled green carpet. Two men 
and a girl sat staring at me evidently 
having stopped some conversation at 
my entrance. Yet in their gaze was 
no hostility, only impersonal, well- 
bred interest.

In my turn I stared at the elderly 
man speaking. But for the difference 
in our ages we might have been 
doubles. I think he caught the re
semblance at the same moment for he 
sat straighter and peered at me, 
smiling through the red-gray beard 
and mustache.

“So you have come for informa
tion?”

“ Yes,”  I said, “ for which I am 
willing to pay and also to acquaint 
you with your friend Garnier’s man
ner of death.”

“ Sit down,”  he ordered.
“ I’d rather stand—now,”  I said 

tersely walking over to the table be
hind which Prof. Sharp sat.

CHAPTER IV 
Shadowers

I HANDED him the letter from A.
L. Michels. His knuckles grew 

white as he gripped the paper; on 
his face appeared an exultant light as 
he looked toward the big man who 
still stared at me out of his tawny 
eyes.

“ Vandeen was right,”  explosively 
ejaculated the Professor. “ T h i s  
clinches it, it can’t be a hoax. Garnier 
was on the track—it’s to the south
west— I was right. This letter i3 
genuine.”
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The big man said nothing but nod
ded slowly.

“Where did you get that letter and 
what happened to Michels?”  asked 
the Professor suddenly turning to 
me, eyes bright as a bird’s and burn
ing with excitement.

“ Michels was found dead of a 
knife wound in the bazaar some days 
after he wrote that letter. I found it 
and the green brick among the effects 
of a dead friend.”
* “Who was he?”

“ I don’t see what that has to do 
with the present business.”

His face grew red till the freckles 
were almost invisible. In a mirror I 
saw that my eyes too, blazed; that my 
freckles were almost lost in the angry 
red which dyed my cheeks. I un
wrapped the brick or what was left 
of it.

“ I’m not here to be catechised. I 
came here to get, not to give informa
tion.”

“ Information about my brick, as 
you call it?”  he said sarcastically.

“ You mean MY brick,”  I snapped.
Professor Sharp bounded up and 

gazed at me, his fist crashing down 
on the desk top.

“ You are interfering with my 
plans. Tell me, I say, tell me,” he 
choked. “ Where are the ivory tablets? 
There should be seven of them in
scribed in Arabic—there should be a 
stone with a head of the‘River God.”

I was amazed by the accuracy of 
his knowledge as to what the brick 
contained. I was also angry for his 
tone; it was insulting.

I choked back a quick retort and 
answered, “ By chance I have honestly 
come into possession of certain in
formation. The man, Garnier, gave 
his life for the brick which you say 
he stole, but for a chance I should 
never have discovered it. When I 
come to you witlj it, you bully and 
insult me and give me no satisfac
tion.”

Out of my pocket I took one of the

seven tablets which I had laboriously 
copied. Professor Sharp reached a 
trembling hand for it and devoured 
the writing with his eyes. How I 
longed for his knowledge so that I, 
too, might understand the mystery. 
At first he was exultant, rumbling.

“ It’s off the White Nile, just as we 
suspected and there is no doubt that 
they existed as late as fourteen two 
A. D.—There’s a map on one— ”

“ Careful!” said the big man, but 
it was too late. I had already seen and 
speculated as to the scrawled dia
gram which was on the seventh tab
let. The Professor suddenly ceased 
and looked at me his beard bristling.

“ Oh, I knew there was a map,”  I 
said bluffing shamelessly.

“ I can make it disagreeable for 
you, Doctor Penn, better be careful. 
I have had your record looked up,”  
came from the tall man speaking in a 
flat, unemotional tone. Angry as I 
was, the tempest aroused by my 
accidentally acquired information, 
seemed out of proportion to its im
portance.

“ In looking up my record you’ve 
done a most impertinent thing. Who 
are you?”

“ My name is Hubert Orne. I am 
Professor Sharp’s assistant.”

I was taken back. Hubert Orne was 
a very great explorer. I had read his 
work on the Troglodytes of Tunisia 
with interest. I knew Professor 
Sharp by reputation to be a million
aire and perhaps the world’s greatest 
archeologist.

“ Will you tell me, Professor Sharp, 
what was written on the tablet?”

“ No,”  he shouted, “ I will not, it’s 
none of your business.”

“ I’ll make it my business,”  I ex
ploded, adding before I thought of 
what it entailed, “ I’ll go and find out 
for myself!”

“ You stole my secret, the work of 
years.”

“That’s a lie,”  I snapped. Orne’s 
voice interrupted:
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“ I’ll give you ten thousand dollars 
for the remaining six tablets and any 
further information you may have.”

“ No use now,” I said.
“Twenty-five thousand,”  snapped 

the professor grasping at the straw.
“ If you offered me a million I 

should refuse. I don’t change my 
mind and I’ll find out what it’s all 
about if I die for it,”  I said.

“ You will die,”  said Ome in his 
flat inflectionless tone.

“ Give me my tablet and I’ll go.”  
As I leaned forward the Professor 
snatched at it and jumped away from 
the table. There was a slight sound, 
and I turned to see Orne standing be
hind me with a cane raised. He was 
a most silent man in his movements. 
He was smiling a little and I was 
struck at the time by the flashing 
beauty of his long sharp teeth.

I picked up the two brick frag
ments and jumped back; the Profes
sor leaned forward holding the ivory 
tablet far behind him as if it alone 
were precious.

“ So,”  I said, watching Orne. “ You 
too, are a thief, Professor.”

The Professor roared something 
but I had seen the soul o f Hubert 
Orne wake as it stared out balefully 
at me from the twin dens of his eyes, 
as he struck.

Simultaneously I threw the brick 
fragments and leaped back. Ome 
crumpled; the cane fell with a clat
ter; Professor Sharp laid the ivory 
tablet down and charged.

Picking up Ome I flung him at the 
professor; they went down in a heap; 
the girl had risen. I jumped toward 
the desk, snapped the wire on the 
phone receiver, picked up my tablet 
and ran to the door. Inside was a key. 
I took it and opening the door, slipped 
out locking it just as the Professor 
jerked at the knob.

ON MY way home I bought a 
number of maps of the upper 

Nile and its sources; what books I

could find on the region, and secured 
an Arabic dictionary. After thirty- 
one years of what I felt was hum
drum life I had been suddenly swept 
into mystery and adventure and I 
can’t say with sincerity, that I liked 
it, for I had an uneasy feeling that 
Ome and Sharp were men hard to 
beat.

I had expected some legal action 
would be taken against me for my as
sault on the Professor and his assist
ant but in this direction they had 
made no move. I on my part had no 
wish to call in the police.

The existence I was leading was 
not comfortable. I was being shad
owed day and night and my every 
move for knowledge was blocked.

IT WAS now my intention to start 
for Africa as soon as I could put 

my affairs in order. To let grass grow 
under my feet when pitted against 
such men as Sharp and Ome would 
be playing into their hands. I made 
all my actions as mysterious as pos
sible hoping it would worry them and 
thus force their hands. But the day 
that I made inquiries at the steam
ship office, I was attacked.

As I say, Violet and I were at
tacked by three men, two of them 
escaped but I captured the third who 
proved to be the employee o f a well- 
known private detective firm. I took 
his card and before I let him go, 
forced the confession from him that 
it was Ome who had made arrange
ments for my robbery and surveil
lance.

They had been ordered to take no 
money but all papers and most par
ticularly were they to search for 
ivory tablets!

CHAPTER V 
T he H ousebreakers

ON THE evening of the hold-up I 
bought two big trunks and a 

heavy steel and leather collar for Vio
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let. Going to the vault every time I 
■wanted to look at the tablets was a 
bother yet my person was no safe 
place to keep them. Finally I hit on 
the plan o f making minute tracings 
on glazed linen with waterproof ink. 
These, together with the maps of the 
region, I secreted inside Violet’s col
lar which fastened with a small but 
very strong padlock. I knew that no 
one would be able to break the collar 
while the dog lived. So Violet became 
the carrier of the secret.

My preparations were evidently 
well known for on the evening on 
which I received my passport, I had 
a personal phone call from Professor 
Sharp in which he begged me to come 
to his house for a few minutes. I was 
surprised to find myself accepting the 
invitation. Really I wanted to look at 
Miss Sharp again and have her per
haps speak to me.

At his house I saw signs of pack
ing and wondered idly who was 
leaving. He led me into a great shad
owy library more than half museum, 
redolent of sandalwood and tobacco 
where he offered me a cigarette as he 
began to talk.

“ Doctor, you don’t realize what it 
is you are embarking on, nor would 
you treat me in the manner you are 
doing if you knew that you have 
virtually stolen— ”

“ I’ve stolen nothing,” I interrupt
ed angrily. “ But that’s more than 
you and Ome can say. I’ve been at
tacked by detectives in his and your 
employ; I have been ha massed in 
every way; my apartment has been 
rifled not once but three times and 
you talk of stealing!”  Angry as I was 
I had to confess the Professor’s face 
showed only furious amazement.

“ You must be insane,”  he splut
tered.

“ I can prove that Ome had me 
held up and had I not been stronger 
than the average and accompanied 
by my dog I should most certainly 
have been robbed. Of course I took it

for granted you two worked to
gether.’*

For a long time he looked at me, 
then said, “ I had nothing to do with 
it, my methods are different. I asked 
you here to give you fifty thousand 
dollars for the ivory tablets.”

“ I refuse,” I answered.
I really had no actual enmity 

against the Professor but hated Orne 
just as he did me, perhaps one of 
those innate instinctive hatreds that 
nearly everyone has. But now I was 
beginning to feel that the Professor 
would fight fair. Somewhere a phone 
rang. The Professor left the room to 
answer it but hurried back saying: 
“ It’s for you, Doctor.”

“ Hello, dis is Mike. Dat you Doc?” 
Mike was a penniless patient who 
cleaned my apartment and generally 
made himself useful. I had asked 
Mike to watch my apartment and told 
him where I was going so that he 
might call me if anything out o f the 
usual took place.

“ Yes, this is Dr. Penn at the 
phone.”

“ Listen, Doc, a swell car stops at 
de comer of Sixty-fifth, a tall gink 
wid a fur coat makes a sneak fer yur 
number, he opens yer door wid a key 
he had an’ toins de light on. Den he 
goes out and calls de skirt wot was 
sittin’ in de car, she comes in wid 
him and dere bot’ in de waiting room 
now.”

“ What did the man look like?”  I 
asked.

“ De guy is bigger’n Dempsey and 
he’d eyes you could put yur fist bee- 
tween dey was dat far apart.”

“ And the girl?” I asked growing 
angrier and angrier.

“ She is some jane wid about a mil
lion dollar fur coat on.”

“ Thanks, Mike,”  I said. “ I f  he 
goes into the other room he’ll get the 
surprise of his life for I left Violet 
guarding the fort. I’ll be right 
around.”

I thought fast as I rejoined the
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Professor. Had he gotten me here to 
make this offer while his daughter 
and Ome gave my effects a personal 
search? Certainly they must have 
both been aware of my coming here.

I looked at the Professor somberly 
for in spite of what had happened I 
liked him, and we looked so much 
alike that I detested the idea of the 
man being dishonest.

^Professor,”  I said. “ Did your 
daughter or Ome know that I was to 
be here at this hour?”

“ What the devil? My daughter 
knew nothing about it but Orne sug
gested raising the stakes. I told him 
it would be no use.”  He added with a 
wry smile.

“ I’m glad,”  I said.
“ About what?”
“ Glad that she didn’t know that I 

was here.” Then I told him the facts.
He jumped up, “This is impos

sible!”
“ Come with me and see for your

self, it’s only six blocks. If he’s hurt 
my dog, by God, I’ll wring his bull 
neck!”

INSIDE my apartment we could 
hear Orne's flat high-pitched voice 

talking very loudly for him, now and 
then answered by the determined 
sharp tones of a woman.

In the dark hall Mike joined us. 
“ All right, Mike.”  He turned and 
silently went downstairs.

I whispered to the Professor, “ I 
left my door locked. Ome must have 
had keys made.”

Occasionally the deep rumbling 
growls of Violet made the triologue 
complete.

“ If you hurt that dog, Hubert, I 
shall tell Father—I’ll never speak to 
you again!”

“ But— ” expostulated the voice of 
Ome, “ if I don’t disable the brute, 
Penn will find us in this ridiculous 
situation.”

“ I don’t understand why you came 
here, how you got in or what led you

to intrude into Dr. Penn’s bedroom,”  
she spoke tartly.

“ All’s fair in love and war and I’ll 
explain everything.”

“ Then suppose you do,”  I said 
opening the door.

“ Yes, by all means,”  said the Pro
fessor whose eyes flickered over the 
scene.

What I saw was too much for my 
sense of the ridiculous. For a moment 
I did my best then burst into peal 
after peal of laughter in which I was 
joined by the Professor.

The girl stood on top of my sitting 
room table, the delicate sharp splen
dor of her face vividly etched against 
the shadowy walls. She turned her 
eyes on us but there was no laughter 
in their depths.

Standing in the open door his head 
turning slowly, guarding his two 
prisoners was Violet, his long white 
fangs bared, flashed in the gaslight. 
Perched on the bureau top was Ome 
looking more immense than ever.

A portion of his overcoat was tom 
away and one trouser leg was ripped; 
his face was positively fiendish as he 
stared unwinkingly at me; in his 
hand he held a heavy glass paper 
weight. It was easy to see that Violet 
had driven my two visitors to these 
ridiculous perches and held them 
there.

Having no humor in him, Orne 
would never forgive me for this 
affront to his dignity. Suddenly I 
stopped laughing.

“ Come here, Violet,”  I ordered. 
“ Good boy!” patting his big scarred 
head. As he looked up I could have 
sworn he grinned. Deliberately he 
walked over to his cushion and sat 
down.

“ May I help you, Miss Sharp?”  I 
asked meekly.

“ No thank you,”  she said attempt
ing to jump down, but her abomin
able French heels caught in the tom 
table cover and she tripped. I caught 
her in my arms and thus held her for
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a moment I am never likely to for
get, then set her down.

I knew that I blushed and it made 
me angry, the warm thrill of her 
firm, satiny, little hand seemed to 
linger where it had pressed my neck. 
In falling her hat pin had made a 
long scratch on my cheek. Her eyes 
blazed up into my face, the hard light 
died as she gasped and before I knew 
what was happening she was dabbing 
with a microscopic handkerchief at 
the bleeding scratch.

Never had I felt like such a fool!
“ It’s nothing,”  I stammered.
Eve Sharp ceased her dabbing; 

Orne had left his perch, the Professor 
faced him belligerently and I stood 
embarrassed, cutting a far from he
roic figure. Violet was watchfully 
waiting.

“ Well, sir?” rasped the Professor.
Orne’s Adam’s apple bobbed up 

and down excitedly, yet his face re
mained calm. “We— ”

“ Speak for yourself,”  interrupted 
Miss Sharp. “ You asked me to come 
in while you got a prescription. It 
was too dark to read the sign and 
until you told me, I did not know 
whose quarters these were.”

“ I came here to see if I could dis
cover anything that would throw 
light on this man’s plans. To me,” 
Orne added, “the end justifies the 
means. I had keys made; I was doing 
everything in the Professor’s inter
est.”

“ You knew I should never counte
nance house-breaking and burglary,”  
exploded the Professor.

“Yes, I knew that, therefore I, who 
hesitate at nothing when I want a 
thing, took the responsibility,”  said 
Orne.

“ Did you find anything interest
ing? Any ray of sunlight to guide 
you?” I taunted.

“ No,”  he said unemotionally, “ I 
found nothing !”

“ Then let’s forget it,”  I said.
I rather pitied Orne. Being sensi

tive I had the feeling that he must be 
suffering horribly. Eve Sharp’s lips 
had lost their curves as she con
temptuously measured him with her 
eyes.

“ I understand everything so far as 
this matter goes,”  I said to the Pro
fessor, “ and I think Violet has 
handled the situation.”

“ Good-bye Professor,”  I said as we 
shook hands. “ You’ll hear from irife.” 

“ Au revoir,”  he said. His firm hand
clasp remained a sensation af+er they 
were gone.

CHAPTER VI 
T he  S harps A gain

NEXT morning just before the 
steamer sailed I mailed a letter 

to the Professor in which I explained 
that he could find me at Khartum 
or el Obid.

I reasoned that I was selfish in 
keeping from him what I knew, yet 
I would have told him all had it not 
been for his own conduct. After I 
had posted the letter, I sat watching 
the passengers arrive.

I felt rather like a fool setting out 
on this adventure with little or no 
knowledge as to what I should find 
and only knowing one definite fact, 
the location. The ship I traveled on 
was the La Paloma whose first port 
was Marseilles where I intended dis
embarking and from there on my 
route was hazy.

No obstruction hindered my em
barkation and so far as I could see no 
one was interested in me. I found 
Violet comfortably housed between 
decks and took him for a walk.

The lunch gong beaten frantically 
added its turmoil to the already noisy 
La Paloma’s clamor. Upon strolling 
into the dining saloon the head stew
ard asked me my name and then 
smiled obsequiously and to my amaze
ment said “ that my friends were 
already seated.”

Thinking he must have made some
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mistake, I followed him and found 
myself staring into the smiling faces 
o f Professor Sharp and his daughter, 
both looking rather anxious despite 
their smiles. My face must have been 
easy reading for they burst into a re
lieved laugh.

“ Welcome,” said Eve Sharp, “ you 
see the two bad pennies will turn 
up.”

“This is a pleasure,” I stammered 
as I sat down.

“You do the unexpected, my friend. 
Eve and I had visions of stern anger, 
the turning of a haughty back and 
something Like this, ‘Why have you 
followed me, your conduct is out
rageous’ .”

“ It is, too,”  said Eve.
“ I mailed a letter to you, Professor, 

telling you where you could find me.”
He smiled at this delightedly then 

frowned. I heard him mutter some
thing about hoping Ome didn’t fall 
foul o f it.

That lunch changed everything for 
me. I felt like a kid thinking of the 
Christmas Holidays. I talked non
sense.

“ Now,”  said the Professor, after 
we had lighted our smokes, “ let’s ad
journ to my sitting-room.”  Eve was 
rather silent and I noticed that she 
shot oblique glances at us now and 
then.

“Professor,”  I began, “after I got 
to know you last night, I felt selfish 
and stupid and rather mean and I 
want to tell you the whole story of 
how I got into this and I want to 
show you the tablets.”

“ You haven’t got them with you?” 
he asked.

“ No but I have w a t e r p r o o f  
tracings.”

“ Do you think,”  “ asked before I 
began my explanation, “ that Violet 
would be allowed in here? I need him, 
he’s one of the most important prop
erties.”

“ Certainly,” said the professor and 
sent for him.

They brought Violet in and I final
ly got her collar off, the key had to be 
turned twice, which fact was hard to 
remember and with some difficulty I 
extracted the oiled-silk package.

“Why, that’s a splendid hiding 
place,”  said Eve.

There was a knock at the door and 
I put Violet’s collar in my pocket as 
the Professor called “ Come in.” 

“ Open de doh please, I is encumb
ered,” came a rich, deep voice. The 
Professor agilely sprung for the door 
and flung it open.

A small wrinkled negro stumbled 
into the cabin carrying a roll o f what 
looked like maps. “ Dah de is, Marse 
Virgil and I suh hopes you ain’t 
gwine to make me tote ’em back from 
where I had to git ’em— ”

“ Hannibal,”  said the Professor, 
“Doctor Anthony Adam Penn is to 
be with us on this trip.” I wondered 
how he knew the second A in my 
name stood for Adam, but turning to 
me, he continued, “ Dr. Penn, Hanni
bal goes with me on all my little 
jaunts. He cooks and is a generally 
handy man to have about.”

“ Dat I is, ain’t nuttin’ I don’t do.” 
Hannibal had a face canyoned and 

fissured by wrinkles, arms like a 
chimpanzee, wise, bright eyes set in 
a glistening black face and the 
shiniest gold teeth in his mouth that 
I ever saw. I learned after that he 
used metal polish on them.

“ Yessuh, I has traveled. I been 
whar de Inkuses died, in Egypt, in 
China whar I ain’t gwine no moh, to 
de Easter Island and to de Mesopo
tamia wha God lived while he writ de 
ole testament. I tell yu, Doctor Adam, 
de place I hasn’t ben to, ain’t !”

“ Eve will leave us at Cairo,”  said 
the Professor, “ and I believe, Doctor, 
that you will get all the adventure 
you want on this particular trip.”

“ I may go all the way with you,”  
broke in Eve. “ I’m twenty-one and 
over and if I want to go— ”

“ We’ll settle that later,” sighed the
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father. “ I assure you, Doctor, that the 
hardest portion of our adventure will 
be leaving her behind.”

“Yes, I know it will,”  I said, not 
realizing how it sounded. But he 
spoke again.

“ You know Orne’s a determined 
chap. A valuable man, but I wish just 
the same that you hadn’t written 
that letter to me, particularly since 
Eve and I had the row we did with 
him.”

I did not answer but looked at her 
left hand where she had worn a huge 
solitaire emerald ring, catching the 
flash of her eyes as she followed my 
gaze.

CHAPTER VII 
Secret E gypt

I HANDED the Professor t h e  
sheets of tracings with the map. 

His excitement was infectious.
Eve leaned forward staring at her 

father with breathless interest. It 
was easy to see they were of the same 
clay. She, too, was fond of difficult 
things. My heart dropped; for the 
moment, there was nothing difficult 
about m e!

“ My knowledge of this cursed 
country will help us vastly, for we 
shall go equipped or at least as pre
pared as mere humans can be, 
against such a land of Sheitan. It lies, 
by the way, not far from where the 
Egyptians mined much of their gold. 
In those days it was the hinterland 
of Ethiopia.

“ I ran across the excerpt twelve 
years ago while studying the Papyri 
in Turin. Ptolemy Philadelphus 
seems to have been aware of the site 
and shunned it. Herodotus alludes to 
it under the name of ‘There is a place 
where the dead live, a Valley of Sin.’ ”  

I was intensely interested but 
dizzy with the Professor’s quotations 
and asked him, “What is ‘The Wall’ ?” 

The Professor looked startled, then 
laughed.

For many years it has been my be

lief that somewhere among the chaff 
of superstitious legends there existed 
the grain of a great secret which the 
centuries have kept. Yet here and 
there a student bent on its riddling, 
sees some small facet or clue.

“ Gamier, whom I e m p l o y e d ,  
stumbled on the answer from data 
given him by me. That it is still guard
ed by Islam, you know, for Garnier 
and Michels were murdered. If it was 
known that we hold the keys, we too' 
would pay the price. That is why I 
so dislike Ome having any inkling. 
He hates you, Doctor Penn.

“ Khufu Cheops, a powerful Pha
raoh of the fourth dynasty, the build
er of many pyramids, speaks o f the 
growing power and wickedness o f the 
Priests of Set on a Stele which I de
ciphered.

f f O E T  was the Devil of the nether
>3 world. Khufu complains that 

they had hidden the Mummy of 
Menes the earliest Pharaoh we know 
of. Ppy, the first o f the fifth dynas
ty, a powerful monarch who fought 
with and conquered the Ethiopians, 
caused these Priests of Set to flee.

“ With them they took their vast 
treasures, their women and their 
slaves. The Priests were magicians 
and growing proud and wicked, blas
pheming against all but their Devil 
God Set and Osiris and Horus to 
whom they gave debased qualities.

“ Ppy pursued the Priests of Set into 
the desert and far into the bowels of 
the earth. Here by their magic they 
loosed a great river which swallowed 
the warriors of Ppy, so the hiero
glyphics have it. Here in some retreat 
the Priests of Set lived, yet they had 
spies in the land and won recruits.

“ Flinders Petrie ran across their 
trail in Papyri found at Luxor and 
Thebes. Then we lose sight of them, 
that is, directly, until after the 
Hyksos were expelled. I am merely 
giving you a resume. My data is more
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voluminous. It has cost me thousands 
and the work of years.” '

“ By Jove, Professor, I don’t wonder 
you were ready to scalp me when I 
wouldn’t turn over the tablets,”  I 
said.

He smiled as he resumed.
“ Now we come to the new kingdom 

at Thebes. About 1550 to 1202 B. C. 
during the eighteenth to twentieth 
dynasty we hear again of the Priests 
of Set, this time in the shapes of ani
mals, as having the power of invisi
bility.

“ They descended, on a raid, and cap
tured vast stores of Papyri; the 
Mummies of Pharaoh, treasure in 
gold and precious stones. It was Tut
ankhamen who pursued them. He dis
covered the entrance to their moun
tain lair and it was he who wrote the 
curse you have read; he who walled 
up their exit so securely.

“ We hear nothing more directly un
til the Arab invasion. Under Omar 
the first in 640 A. D. now comes the 
most astounding news, later spoken 
of by Moizz Eddim Allah the founder 
of Cairo. It seems that Omar’s forces 
fought the Touaregs.

“More than that he built a great 
dam across the Kor onto whose 
floor the valley exit opened. A ‘Kor’ 
as you know, is a dry river-bed which 
flows only during the times of flood, 
occurring in the rainy season. This 
wall or dam was inscribed with 
Pharaoh’s curse and to it Omar add
ed a potent one of his own.

“ Slowly the valley filled with water 
and now the entrance to the ‘Valley 

"of Sin’ is deep under the surface of 
the lake. To think of it,”  he said with 
a sigh, “ we—you and I may live to 
talk with Egyptians of the ancient 
regime. Why, they are living Mum
mies! Think what secrets they can 
reveal; think of their Papyri; of their 
treasures; of their arts lost to us. 
Isn’t the risk worth taking?”

“ It is,”  I said.
“ Omar, to show his trust in the re

maining Touaregs, had given them 
the sacred tile, inside of which was 
written by Omar himself on tablets 
of ivory, the history and everything 
pertaining to the ‘Valley of Sin’ and 
its inhabitants so far as he knew it.

“ There was also a map and in
structions as to how this place could 
be reached. On the tile in which were 
hidden his tablets, Omar had in
scribed the hieroglyphic curse of the 
Pharaoh. We had heard of a tile at 
el Kurana on which was inscribed 
pictures.

“ Gamier stole it and was evidently 
pursued and killed. But for the pres
ence of Michels, the crook, it would 
now be back from where it had been 
purloined. The lake is known as the 
‘Lake of the Red Moon.’ The region 
is taboo.

“ Do you still want to go?” asked 
Professor Sharp.

“ More than ever,”  I answered.
“ You may never come back. If 

these Priests o f Set survive they may 
have powers we know nothing of. I 
don’t believe in magic, yet there are 
many forces of which we are still 
ignorant. I know that we scientists 
are like men who stand looking in 
through the windows of the house of 
knowledge.”

CHAPTER VIII
Sim ba  Screams

IT SEEMED as I lay in my bunk 
that night that our expedition 

was all but a ghost hunt, yet I 
knew Professor Sharp was no spook 
collector but a man whom the whole 
archeological world looked up to. I 
understood that he intended to pene
trate into this “Valley of Sin”  where 
he hoped to find survivors—men who 
lived and brehthed; who spoke hiero
glyphics, a language which had been 
dead thousands of years.

We arrived uneventfully in Mar
seilles, uneventfully I say, yet for me 
the greatest event of my life had
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taken place. I was miserably, delight
fully, deliriously in love with Eve 
Sharp. I had long since ceased pity
ing her husband to be, and longed 
with all the hope I had in me to be 
that man! Violet, too, had become her 
slave.

At Marseilles, Professor Sharp be
came a dynamo of energy.

Soon the expedition was ready to 
embark, a mountain of luggage all 
packed in fifty to sixty pound loads. 
As I hurried to the hotel from the 
dock I could have sworn I saw Van- 
deen’s face peering at me from be
hind the door of a wineshop.

When I spoke of this to Eve and Pro
fessor Sharp, they looked at each other 
with frowns. Eve, it seems, had 
caught sight o f a man resembling 
Orne. This, together with the fact 
that Professor Sharp had received no 
word from his assistant, made him 
feel sure something was up, yet he 
allowed nothing to block our plans. 
That very night we slowly steamed 
out of the harbor in a small tramp 
which was to be ours until we dis
embarked at Port Sudan.

EVE had insisted that she should 
come with us as far as Khartum 

or el Obid where she would possibly 
join her friend, Evylin Millard, who 
was at Thebes. Professor Sharp was 
the best executive I have ever worked 
with, despite the fact we were in the 
tropics where we dealt only too often 
with venal officials and natives who 
hardly realize that time exists, yet 
Professor Sharp kept us on the move.

Eve made no objection to leaving 
us at Khartum and this made me 
deeply dejected, as I had the feeling 
she wanted to be out o f my company.

Professor Sharp now piled work 
on my shoulders which kept me from 
being as unhappy as I might have 
been, for Eve had given me not one 
really kind word for several days be
fore her departure and had skillfully

kept me from telling her what I felt 
she knew.

The heat had become terrific, yet 
I carried on my duties without let
ting out any squeals, for I knew I 
was being tested by the Professor of 
whom I was growing fonder day by 
day.

As we progressed, the country 
had grown into a succession of rocky 
ridges, bare, blistering s u m m i t s  
where the horizon d a n c e d  and 
trembled under the biting rays of the 
vertical sun.

In the valleys were streams to be 
forded, many swamp-bordered, the 
abiding place of crocodiles. Our little 
army continued to move on steadily, 
our bodies tortured by flies and mos
quitoes which in the valleys were 
terrific.

I worked hard at acquiring a smat
tering of Swahili and Arabic terms. 
Professor Sharp was proficient in 
both tongues.

The majority of our men were 
tall, long-legged river “Shenzi”  (wild 
savages) a number, however, were 
Sudanese and Mohammedan, yet 
these were illiterate, and the profes
sor who had chosen them from tribes 
living far distant from our destina
tion, hoped that they had never heard 
of the “Valley of Sin.”

I had grown my beard and looked 
like a younger replica of Professor 
Sharp, the natives called us “ Red 
Beard”  and “Son of the Red Beard.”

I believe my proficiency with a gun 
delighted the Professor as well as 
surprised him for I hadn’t spoken of 
my marksmanship.

When I overcame the deceptiveness 
of the African atmosphere I was 
lucky enough to bring down three 
running hartebeest with my two 
twenty-six Mannlicher.

“ Why didn’t you tell me you were 
an expert shot?” he asked.

“By Jove, I’d hate to stand up 
against you!”

On that night, upon reaching the
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Sivo, we built a boma of thorns for 
we heard the roar of many lions. 
Donkey meat to them is most delect
able so our fires were kept high. 
Later I lay in my bunk thinking of 
Eve. I had visions of her in Luxor, 
Thebes or Cairo with men, handsome 
men, all paying her court—A  bird 
hooted dismally and as regularly as a 
mechanical toy.

Outside the sentries clicked and 
chattered, it was so dismal that the 
air seemed pigmented with soot; far 
away yelping and howlings told of a 
jackal or hyena kill. Then amongst 
all other sounds I could have sworn 
I heard the high-pitched scream of a 
human being—  the sound a man 
might make in an agony of terror.

I sat up, grasped my rifle, swung 
my feet over the edge o f the cot— 
being careful of scorpions, I was 
learning Africa’s way. The Shenzi 
sentries had ceased chattering and 
listened. Again the high wailing 
notes broke through the silence.

I jumped out by the fire and heard 
beyond the zeriba a mighty snarl. The 
donkeys made the night hideous with 
their terrified braying and squeals.

•With eyes rolling the sentries chat
tered something about “ simba”  to me 
and began piling wood on the fires. 
A strong reek blew in through the 
piled acacia boughs which formed our 
zeriba upon whose long thorns the 
flames glinted. It was a familiar odor 
yet I did not immediately place it. 
Violet snuffled, then growled.

As I stepped forward with my 
rifle cocked, I was amazed to see the 
wall of thorns suddenly bulge as if 
at some tremendous impact. Almost 
simultaneously a man’s head ap
peared over the top— how he climbed 
that terrific rampart o f thorns I have 
never understood.

He was a very tall black Shenzi 
and seemed entirely oblivious of the 
thorns which tore at him as he 
clamored over the top and rolled 
down almost into the crackling fire.

A  terrific wound in his shoulder 
spurted blood; he paid no attention 
to us but twisted his head back and 
stared behind him.

The zeriba walls cracked and there 
appeared over the top of the partially 
broken wall the huge head of a lion. 
He did not look at me but down at 
the wounded native who stared up at 
him, his green-yellow claws hooked 
at the branches as he hoisted his 
bulk higher, lips drawn out and up 
from his teeth, his eyes glared. The 
flames lit the tawny shoulders under 
whose skin the muscles rippled and 
bunched. I raised my rifle and put 
four shots into the lion’s brain.

I had carried a full clip in my left 
hand and as rapidly as I could I re
loaded the rifle but found the precau
tion unnecessary.

“ That was good work, Adam,”  said 
the Professor, and for the first time 
I saw his striped pa jama-clad figure 
holding a heavy double-barrelled cor
dite rifle just behind me. “ That re
loading was what I liked best o f all 1 
Now let’s see to the Shenzi.”

The natives began a great “ chauri” 
(talking and singing). I was busy at
tending to the wounded man’s shoul
der, a similar injury to a white man 
would have certainly caused death for 
he was a pincushion of long needle
like spines. The Professor, who had 
been carrying on a conversation with 
him, rose suddenly.

“This boy was bringing a letter to 
us, he says our boats are being at
tacked by Arabs. This man’s a ‘Ny- 
am Nyam,’ he continued. “ I wish I 
had their dialect better.”

“ Do you think he can be right? 
This is no Arab country, is it?”

“ No,”  said the Professor thought
fully. “ But you can never tell in 
Africa. From what he says I think 
they are Touaregs— it’s serious and 
we must relieve the situation. The 
most curious news the fellow has is 
that a white man is fighting to save 
our supplies and the boats. It was
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this white man who wrote the letter 
which the boy lost when the lion 
stalked him.”

I was even more perplexed, “ Can it 
be Orne?”

“No, I thought of that, Mgongo 
says the white man is small!”

CHAPTER IX 
Safari

DAWN found us speeding as fast 
as the nature of the land and 

the donkeys would allow. Mgongo 
asserted the boma where the fighting 
was going on was not over seven 
hours’ march away.

Professor Sharp drove and cajoled 
the men on, now and then using the 
hippo-hide kiboko (whip) on some 
malingerer. Papyrus swamps lay 
about us and the Sivo coiled its way 
sluggishly between the swaying 
apple-green reeds; great flocks of 
Egyptian geese arose about us.

We had not found the letter which 
Mgongo had tied to his spear. Violet 
trotted by my side. I had made for 
him moccasins as his paws had be
come cracked from the hot sand; he 
also wore a spine pad.

Vultures wheeled in the tight- 
stretched, green blue sky. Professor 
Sharp was untiring, and in spite o f 
the heat and the flies his temper re
mained steady, but his face wore a 
worried expression. I caught him 
listening and often he swept the hori
zon with his field glasses.

Who in the world could this white 
man be, I wondered, and why did he 
protect our property and jeopardize 
his life by so doing? I couldn’t help 
feeling that in spite of Mgongo’s 
words the stranger would prove to be 
Orne.

Soon after we resumed our march 
we heard distant reports, but as yet 
we could see nothing of friend or foe. 
We had entered a region of greyish- 
yellow grass in which grew a thorny 
vine which tore at our legs as we

waded through. Professor Sharp 
came back to me with orders relative 
to the coming fight.

He walked beside me, his eyes 
staring ahead.

As we reached the edge of the 
ridge the sound of firing grew louder.

In the background a loop of the 
river glittered like burnished brass, 
drawn up on a sand spit fringed on 
one side by fever-green sedge were 
our boats, anchored in midstream 
was our launch, another was tied 
close in to shore. Behind a rampart 
o f crates and boxes knelt the figure 
o f a small white man in riding 
breeches and light shooting coat, a 
huge topi hid his face.

He was deliberately covering an 
ant hill with his rifle behind which, 
we from our positions could see a 
number of hooded black burnoose- 
dad figures, others were fanned out 
in hiding about the landward end of 
the sandspit.

“ Touaregs as I feared. Somewhere 
there has been a leak,”  said the Pro
fessor.

The desert tribesmen saw us as we 
streamed down the sides o f the nulla, 
perhaps four hundred yards away. 
Without a shot, without a sound they 
slunk away. For a short distance 
only we followed them, for something 
about their black and blue burnooses, 
their bandaged jaws and faces hid
den by “haiks”  made my skin creep.

Our launch on the river began a 
frantic tooting and the besieged men 
flowed out toward us wildly jubilant. 
For the most part they were long- 
legged Shenzi but amongst them were 
a few giant-headed Nubians.

The white man did not come to meet 
us. We, however, hurried behind 
a rampart o f boxes, crates and goods 
o f all kinds, some of which contained 
dynamite and it made us shudder to 
think of the danger. Probably they 
had no idea that a stray bullet in one 
o f the dynamite cases would have 
sent them to kingdom come. I was



VALLEY OF SIN 29

thinking this when I heard Profes
sor Sharp shout. His tone had in it 
anger and joy. Imagine my surprise 
when I saw him take the slight figure 
of the European into his arms and 
hug him!

“ You little fool— ”  he was saying; 
even then I had no suspicions. “ You 
disobedient little— ”

I gasped with amazement, fear and 
joy for I looked into the face of Eve 
Sharp.

“Why did you do this, Eve? 
Didn’t you know the danger you were 
in? Good Lord, Adam, what am I to 
do with this girl?”

“Aren’t you glad to see me, Doc
tor?” she said.

“ Of course,”  I began. “ But—”
She broke in. “ If it hadn’t been for 

me those Arabs would have stolen 
everything. Your boys have the 
hearts of gazelles. I found them on 
the point of deserting the landed 
baggage.”

“ I give up,”  said the Professor. 
“ How did you manage it?”

“ It was easy enough. You men 
were too busy to notice my prepara
tions. I bought a launch and here I 
am. Yesterday afternoon I sent 
Mgongo to you with a ‘chit.’ He knew 
the country and I told him I’d turn 
him into a jackal if he didn’t find 
you. I kept the searchlight going all 
night and the enemy were wretched 
shots. I hope I didn’t kill any.”

CHAPTER X
T he  Seventh  K or

TWO weeks passed, days of joy 
for me. My admiration for the 

Professor had grown into a real 
affection, while I loved Eve Sharp 
with all my heart and soul. During 
the days we puffed and panted up 
against the river’s current as rapidly 
as we could as the water was falling, 
days of fierce heat and glaring light, 
insects tortured us at times but I was 
gloriously happy.

Stretches of forest now had to be 
crossed, then would come rocky roll
ing plains interspersed with tama
risk, tall grass which cut us cruelly, 
and many aloes and euphorbias, 
stunted doom palms fringed the 
banks. As the river dwindled it grew 
hotter and more like the inside of an 
oven.

We had passed six Kors or dry 
river beds and numberless minor 
gorges and crevices. The last portion 
of our journey had been gruelling 
work, yet Eve had been the best sport 
in the crowd, always bright and 
cheerful. We were all excited for we 
expected soon to enter the Seventh 
Kor and somewhere blocking its 
course was “ The Wall.”

Now we had to dig for water and 
often had difficulty in finding it and 
at best it was nasty alkaline stuff. 
Impalpable dust rose about us. A red 
hot twilight seemed to fill the Kor up 
which we wound our way looking like 
a line of driver ants. On each side 
towered cliffs, tilted and twisted, 
seamed with black and white but of a 
general ruddy brown.

Suddenly Eve interrupted my dis
mal foreboding thoughts.

“ I know it opens up behind that 
obelisk.”

I knew she meant the Seventh Kor, 
but she had made the same assertion 
before.

We reached the huge pillar of por- 
phyritic rock which stood just beyond 
a reaching buttress. This time she 
was right for, rising up at nearly 
right angles ran a narrow but much 
smoother gorge. High up on its edges 
were hair-like patches of green; these 
I knew were trees. Three thousand 
feet of space separated us.

Back of us toiled the snake-like 
line of our safari. The men marched 
silently, which in their case was a 
bad sign. So for four long miles we 
hurried on. The Kor instead of nar
rowing grew broader, then it sud
denly ceased. My heart sank.
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The Professor’s frown of anxiety 
broke into a twisted smile.

“ Come on,”  he said. “ This place is 
well hidden.”

We found that the Kor did not 
cease but only appeared to. A but
tress of rock jutted out and hid the 
angle at which the gorge turned. Be
yond appearing through blood colored 
dust there rose “The Wall”  utterly 
blocking the Kor. All doubt left my 
heart.

For a long moment we stood gasp
ing as we stared up at the immense 
obstruction which loomed above us 
two hundred feet high and not less 
than three hundred yards wide.

CHAPTER XI 
T ouaregs

BACK of us the cliffs hid the re
mainder of the safari; on either 

side, towering sheer and seeming to 
bend in on us, rose the Kor walls. For 
a moment, we forgot ourselves and 
shouted and danced.

“ It’s a fact, a bona fide fact!”  
rattled the Professor.

“ See! the sand is damp by the wall,”  
laughed Eve excitedly.

“ I smell water,” was my addition 
to the general babble.

“You see,” almost sang the Pro
fessor, “ this is man’s work, note the 
hewn blocks. Took advantage qf a 
natural dyke or dam and built on it.” 

Our position was dangerous in the 
extreme, for if the lake overflowed, 
we should be drowned like rats in a 
trap. There was no high place to take 
refuge on. For this same reason we 
could not blow our way through the 
wall for through the breach would 
rush the lake water which would 
drown us. Beyond the wall the cliffs 
drew back and the Kor became wider.

“ It will take us some time,” said 
the Professor slowly. “ A dangerous, 
ticklish piece of work. It’s lucky I’ve 
got the ropes, tackles and ladders.” 

Often I had wondered why he car

ried so many sections of light strong 
ladder. Now I understood' and ad
mired his forethought.

The Professor talked on intently 
and concentrated on the task at hand.

“ I fancy that once we reach the 
summit of that wrall we shall be faced 
by another problem.”

“ What do you mean?” I asked.
“ If I am correct in my deductions,” 

stated the Professor, sweeping the 
upper edge of the wall with his bi
noculars, “there will be a lake with 
no banks but the cliff sides, as they 
are here, sheer. Before we can begin 
demolishing this dam we shall have 
to construct rafts which can be made 
from the trees which no doubt 
will be found growing at the far 
end of this lake. I hope I am not 
wrong on this point. In any case we 
have our collapsible boat, yet it’s no 
small problem and the less time we 
waste over it the better.”

“ D&d,” asked Eve, “ on what side 
o f the cliff will the entrance to ‘The 
Valley o f Sin’ be?”

“ It’s back of the southern wall.” 
His voice grew happy and proud. “To 
think of success so near—so near— 
after years of ridicule— I’ve been 
called a fool for my belief in this very 
wall.”

FROM behind the shoulder of rock 
which jutted into the Kor there 

suddenly came cries and shouts. Sub
consciously, I wondered why the first 
of our safari had not rounded the cliff 
buttress. The pandemonium made up 
of squealing donkeys, screaming, 
shouting men all amplified by the 
echoes, continued. I was already run
ning down the Kor. I had expected 
some trouble for days.

Just as I appeared there came from 
above the report of a rifle sounding 
like a cannon. Below, the men’s faces 
were raised toward the spot from 
which had come the shot. This was a 
fissure which ran into the gorge one
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hundred and fifty yards above the 
Kor floor.

In this narrow black opening stood 
a figure which almost melted into the 
shadow which packed the crack. A 
patch of powder smoke floated in the 
reddish twilight air of the gorge. The 
distance separating us was over two 
hundred yards.

One of the donkeys which was bear
ing a pack of explosives had been hit. 
These were painted bright red. Luck
ily the little beast had fallen over and 
lay quiet amid his frightened com
panions.

“ He’s going to shoot again,”  called 
the professor.

His voice more than his words 
brought my rifle up. I held the sights 
on the figure who had raised his rifle. 
Then I squeezed the trigger. My first 
shot took no effect, my second caused 
him to look up and my third whirled 
him about. The figure above slowly 
bent forward, fell face down with one 
hand hanging limp over the brink.

“ It’s a Touareg,”  exploded the Pro
fessor. “ I feared something of this 
kind. You’ve settled him though, 
Adam. It was splendid shooting. Don’t 
seem to be any more of them,”  he 
added. “ I wonder if  that brute was 
aiming at the dynamite— if he’d hit 
it, it would have played merry hell— ”

My ears rang from the sounds of 
my own shots and I had a gone feeling 
at the pit of my stomach. It’s one 
thing killing men in battle, quite an
other standing up, aiming and shoot
ing a chap.

Eve came to me and said in a low 
voice,

“It’s awful! But you saved us, Doc
tor. It just had to be, you couldn’t 
help it!”

Up there in the cliffs the dead Toua- 
reg’ s hand protruded over the edge 
and seemed to point menacingly.

The vivid vermilion case contain
ing the explosives was gingerly set on 
the back of Eve’s Abyssinian mule 
and held there by the headman, Ka-

sami— At a word the loosely articu
lated line once more began its snail- 
like serpentine progress.

“ See this rifle,”  growled the Pro
fessor, frowning as he scrambled over 
to the northern cliff edge under the 
cleft where the dead man’s gun had 
fallen.

I looked, carefully at the broken 
twisted thing he carried. All the cart
ridges in the clip had exploded at the 
rifles’ impact.

“ It’s a modern Springfield 303, 
isn’t it?” I asked.

“ Yes, a late model of American 
make! Where did he get it?”

“ Couldn’t he have bought it?”  I 
queried.

“No, I don’t think he bought this 
gun.”

“Well then, how did he get it?”  I
asked.

“ I’d wager it was given him for 
just this purpose. I would give a good 
deal to search that dead body up yon
der.” His tone was low and troubled. 
Both of us looked up, already a num
ber of vultures were gathered over 
the corpse.

“ One thing’s sure,”  said the Pro
fessor. “There aren’t any more live 
ones up there or those scavengers 
wouldn’t light in that way— I wish 
you hadn’t written that letter.”  His 
tones were worried.

“You mean that you think Orne 
had something to do with that Toua- 
reg’s presence?”

“Yes,”  almost whispered the Pro
fessor, “he knows this Gehenna and 
the Touaregs; it was his idea to paint 
ammunition and explosive cases ver
milion, a good idea too. The Touaregs 
waited till we were away, then shot 
at the box. There’s too much coinci
dence in this, it can’t be accidental!”

“ I see,”  I said, “ but where is Orne?”
“ God only knows, but not far off 

I’m afraid. What we will have to do 
is watch and put on steam—”
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CHAPTER XII
Crocodiles

W E FOUND the men sullen and 
fearful. The wall amazed and 

somehow filled them with premon
itions and camp was pitched with 
none of the usual chatter and noise. 
This in spite of the fact that they had 
fresh donkey meat and good water. 
It looked bad! The Professor and I 
decided to stand watch that night.

Before dark, however, we unpacked 
ladders, drills, ropes, tackles and all 
paraphernalia with which we in
tended to scale the wall. Below the 
dam was a pit-like gully washed and 
eroded out of the solid rock, worn no 
doubt by the waterfall.

It was like a giant washbowl. The 
ascent of the rock wall was not so 
difficult as we had at first feared. The 
ladders almost reached the artificial 
portion composed of blocks. It was 
comparatively easy driving the long 
spikes into the cracks where the huge 
squared stones joined.

The night passed comparatively 
quietly, yet both the Professor and I 
heard the distant rubbing boom of 
drums. Each of us felt they held a 
message which menaced us. I felt that 
the Professor was expecting some
thing, and I knew I was. God knows 
what Eve felt.

Ten of our men had deserted and 
for some reason the others were on 
the verge of a stampede. They would 
say nothing except that “ this place 
was bad and the dwelling place of 
demons.”

The Professor was taciturn, but he 
worked at the drilling and the ladder
placing himself. Again and again I 
marveled at his energy.

Soon it grew stifling, yet we worked 
on and before noon the Professor 
clambered over the upper edge of the 
dam and stood looking like a pigmy 
gazing over the western vista hidden 
to us.

Eve and I joined him as soon as the

heavy wooden-runged rope ladder 
was set securely and fastened at 
either end. The sight that met our 
eyes was stupendous.

The dam top was ten feet wide and 
lapping its very brim were the wa
ters of a lake; it lay there like a mir
ror of coppery red; sickle shaped; 
twisting slightly so that we could not 
see its upper point. Fringing the fur
ther end as far as it was visible grew 
palms and thick bush.

I tested the water and found it 
potable but slightly saline. On either 
side the lake shore was formed by 
sheer cliffs with no foothold just as 
the Professor and I had feared. 
We would have to transport all our 
baggage over the lake to its further 
end before beginning operations on 
blowing away the dam on which we 
now stood.

“ Isn’t it beautiful?”  said Eve. “ Just 
look at those trees and the palms.”  

“ And down there only a couple of 
hundred feet is the entrance to ‘The 
Valley o f Sin’,”  I said.

“ Yes,”  said the Professor with his 
eyes glowing, “ You’ll have to confess 
the old timers hid it well.”

I nodded my head.

A LL the stores were unloaded and 
piled against the dam wall in 

easy reach of the tackle hooks. The 
boat was found and with liberal use 
o f tongue and a sparing thwack or 
two of the “kiboko”  I was able to 
force a half dozen men to ascend the 
ladder, for they were needed to help 
in the hoisting.

Like an army of ants we worked, 
pack after pack was pulled creaking 
up to the top of the dam. Eve worked 
like a Trojan seeing the boxes prop
erly stacked by the lake’s edge.

At a shout from the professor I 
swarmed up the ladder.

“You look as if you had been work
ing in the Inferno,”  said Eve.

“ Yes, it’s not far short of it. I see 
you’ve got the boat launched,”  I said.
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It was a small canvas affair and lay- 
tied by a light rope to one of the pack 
handles.

A slight breeze had arisen. Three 
of the six porters who had been haul
ing at the hoisting tackle began the 
descent of the ladder, from below the 
others watched. When they got half 
way down, the last of the three to be
gin the descent—the highest man—  
screamed, a wild terrified shriek that 
rocketed down the Kor.

I leaned over; saw him clutching 
at the rungs of the swaying rope lad
der; hit the next man below; grasp 
him, tear him loose; saw with helpless 
horror the two crash onto the head 
of the third, who was scampering 
down like a terrified ape.

Then the three figures fell the re
maining seventy odd feet. As they hit 
the dull crash was clearly audible, a 
cloud o f deep red dust rose like a 
bloody fog. We, who crouched leaning 
over the edge, saw the wooden ladder 
slowly slide, then fall with a break
ing, smashing sound.

From the porters rose a wailing 
scream, their eyes rolled up at us, 
beyond us, then to a man they turned 
and ran with hands over their ears. 
Below now only remained a portion 
of the luggage and the still black 
forms and over all was settling the 
dark red ̂ ust.

“ Let me down,”  I called, “ by the 
block and tackle. I’ll try and catch 
them.”

Rapidly I was lowered by means of 
the block and tackle. I attached the 
hooked ends to the fallen ladder which 
was not badly smashed. Making sure 
that the fallen porters were past help, 
I ran after the fleeing blacks.

After two miles of terrific going, 
I came to a reach where one got a 
fairly good view; here far below and 
beyond me I saw the men trotting and 
loping along looking back over their 
shoulders now and then, and with 
them were the donkeys. I turned back. 
Upon passing the cleft where had lain

the Touareg’s body I glanced up; he 
had totally disappeared!

On the floor of the gorge something 
caught my eyes. I walked over and 
found it was the dead man’s torn bur
noose, and had probably fallen when 
the vultures fought over the body. 
In one pocket was a scrawl in Arabic 
on good linen paper and on the top 
in Gothic letters was printed “ Memor
andum.”

I heard a shout, and stuffing the 
paper and other odds and ends into 
my pocket, I ran. On top of the dam 
there seemed to be excitement con
cerning something on the lake.

I made excellent time up that lad
der in spite of its wobbly position. 
When my head topped the margin, I 
saw with a sinking heart what it was 
that caused such excitement; floating 
perhaps one hundred and sixty feet 
from the dam was the boat. How it 
came untied we did not discover, at 
any rate the slight breeze was blowing 
it further and further away.

Professor Sharp with eyes blazing 
and beard bristling shouted orders at 
the porters, “ Swim out—swim! I tell 
you!”

“ We cannot swim in the Magic Wa
ters, Bwana,” they wailed, backing 
toward the other edge of the parapet. 
“ There be crocodiles, we smell 
them— ”

Hurriedly I began pulling off my
shirt, boots and socks.

For the first one hundred and twen
ty five feet nothing happened. The 
water, however, had an oddly un
pleasant odor once my nose got into 
it. For some unaccountable reason I 
grew nervous and quickened my 
stroke.

Now the boat floated some fifty feet 
or so beyond me, its reflection mir
rored in the surface of the lake. Sud
denly under my foot I felt the swirl 
of water, something large had turned 
at speed below me.

Back on the dam I heard cries. A 
cold slippery length touched my bare
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leg. Then I felt a sharp stinging sen
sation below my right knee. I grasped 
the gunwale of the boat feverishly. 
I worked to the bow and crawled in. 
On looking over the sides I saw a num
ber of dark shapes deep down in the 
water. I looked down at my leg, and 
saw that a neat chunk had been bit
ten out at the calf of my leg.

CHAPTER XIII 
Su n k en  P ylons

THAT night camp was made un
der an immense fig tree close by 

the margin of the upper end of the 
lake, which we found was really a 
mile long and shaped like a broken 
new moon, and near us was a splendid 
spring. From our camp site we sat 
looking over the lake which resounded 
with the echoing splashes of fish.

It was safe here amongst the for
est trees so far as floods were con
cerned, for it was above the Kor, 
which ran at a lower level to one side 
— only the presence of the spring and 
its rivulet of clear cold water made 
the thicket possible.

Mgongo was badly stung by a scor
pion that night and between attend
ing to him and my leg, which was not 
serious, but which still annoyed me, I 
found sleep impossible. Far back in 
the thicket I caught the sighing cough 
of a leopard and wondered what the 
big cat was hunting.

Slowly a sound was born. It came as 
if filled with some terrific message ; 
as if the notes struggled back to the 
present out of the dead past; sound
ing like the hollow, metallic booming 
of an immense bell. It.might have 
arisen from the rocks or the water; 
from above; from below; from any
where. It made me turn and look 
about, it was not loud yet everyone 
awakened. Seven times the notes shiv
ered the silence. I shuddered.

“ Did you hear that?”  asked the 
Professor excitedly.

“ Yes,” I answered, “and I hope it's 
for the last time.”

“ Ditto,” said Eve, shivering.
“ Did you locate the sound?”  asked 

Professor Sharp, turning to me.
“ No,” I answered. “ It seemed to 

come from everywhere.”
“ It was unnatural,”  whispered 

Eve.
The Professor broke in. “ It was a 

bell, and if I’m not mistaken it was 
rung somewhere from the south.”

“ That reminds me,”  I interrupted. 
“ What do you make of this?” I handed 
him the torn piece of paper, explain
ing where I had'Yound it.

Excitedly he took the paper from 
me.

“ Got your flash, Eve?”
“ Here,”  she said, handing it to him.
A ghost of a breeze rustled the 

leaves, mimosa blooms spattered 
down, s drenching the air with fra
grance. A moth with beautiful silvery- 
green wings flapped by.

“ I knew Orne was at the bottom of 
this,”  growled the Professor. Eve 
leaned over.

“ Why,” she said, “ that sheet came 
from a memorandum book I gave 
him.”

“ It’s part of a note,”  said the Pro
fessor. “This is what it says:”

—from above. Watch for the safari o f 
the red-bearded one. Kill the beardless 
■white but have care to shoot only when 
the red-bearded one is not about. Aim at 
one of the colored vermilion packs. The 
gun which I send as a gift will 6hoot 
straight and far. I come—

“ That’s all there is to it, the rest 
is torn. We’ve got to work fast. It’s 
a tight pinch and out here Orne 
would stop at nothing,”  finished the 
Professor.

FOR the next* two days, we toiled 
like navvies, paddling our clumsy 

raft up and down the lake laden with 
our luggage. At last everything had 
been transported and the charge of
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dynamite laid. Each night the bell 
had tolled—

Discharging the dynamite I insist
ed was my work, the Professor want
ed to risk it but I was determined. 
So after lighting the long fuse I raced 
back up the lake as fast as I could 
drive the collapsible boat, to the 
safety of the jungle. I had time to 
spare, still all met me with set, white 
faces as I jumped out of the boat and 
with their assistance hauled it high 
up on the bank.

It seemed to us hours passed be
fore a terrific crashing report shook 
the air. Far down the lake we saw a 
spout of water leap high. Before the 
crashing thunder of the echoes sub
sided the lake, like a thing of magic, 
vanished!

Now our camp seemed to be on the 
top of a hill. The rivulet from our 
spring now leapt in a bold little 
waterfall into the steamy stinking 
bed of the drained lake. Hideous 
jelly-like things crawled about blind
ly looking for water.

That afternoon by another and 
Smaller charge of dynamite we were 
able to drain the last drop out of the 
lake. The mud of a reddish color soon 
dried and cracked. Pools in which 
dead things floated still dotted the 
lake bed. But our attention was 
focused on the partially exposed pil
lars of a small pylon set in the cliff 
beyond one of the deepest pools.

Here the professor set us to work 
digging after we had crossed in the 
collapsible boat. I never did any hot
ter, nastier work. By moonrise we 
had cleared a square rock-filled door
way which led directly into the wall 
of the cliff.

The Professor stood gloating, be
side himself with triumph. This ob
session of his which his world had 
scoffed at, was proving itself a fact.

I confess that the walled up door 
with its fat squat pilasters made me 
shudder. It was like some hideous, 
wise but evil old eye which I feared

to see open. I think Eve shared my 
feelings but neither one of us thought 
of backing out. The water would not 
drain out for the very good reason 
that it lay deeper than the Kor be
yond. It was forty feet wide and in 
order to get to our work we had to 
carry the folding boat down here and 
use it for a ferry, as I have said.

The porters absolutely refused to 
* touch the stones at the door. There

fore we set them to work carrying 
our supplies down from the woods. 
Meanwhile, Professor Sharp and I 
worked with drills, picks and crow
bars and twice were able to use small 
shots of dynamite. The wall blocking 
the door was not so thick as I feared, 
yet it was three days before we broke 
through.

All this time Professor Sharp's ex
citement had grown for it was plain 
to us that the sound of the mighty 
bell was from beyond the door. I had 
the supplies ferried over despite the 
Professor’s objections. He was like a 
kid, hardly sleeping, working late and 
early to enlarge the opening suffi
ciently.

CHAPTER XIV 
C hamber  of th e  Gods

INSIDE there seemed to be a small 
antechamber, which was damp 

when we first entered. It had been 
ornately carved but the water which 
must have trickled in had all but de
stroyed these.

Where and how did the passage 
open? Was it some trick, some turn
ing, some sliding stone? Of this the 
tablets had told nothing. The fourth 
night found us scraping and cleaning. 
The ceiling which was low seemed 
solid as did the walls and floor.

“It it’s necessary we’ll blow our 
way in,”  gritted the Professor with 
set teeth.

I do not know what sixth sense, 
what premonition made me have all 
the water bags, jars, cans and every
thing capable of holding water, filled
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at the spring. But I felt that some
thing was about to happen.

I was studying the rock anteroom 
by the aid of a flash light looking for 
seams and cracks which would guide 
me toward the secret.

The professor was twisting and 
working at the frieze of cobra heads 
and lotus buds which had, amongst 
the many entirely gone, a few still 
recognizable.

Our three porters had gone up the 
valley for more water and to carry 
back fresh meat, for early that morn
ing I had successfully stalked and 
shot a gazelle.

“ Look here, Adam,”  the professor’s 
voice was intensely excited and 
boomed in the confines of the rock 
chamber.

I saw that he strained at the two 
“ bosses” of the outstanding figures of 
the frieze. Again I heard the grit
ting, grating sound from above.

“ I think I’ve got it. Pull this cobra 
head, push against that knob of rock 
and twist the lotus button.”

“You’ve got it, professor,”  I began 
when a volley of shots followed by the 
distant cries of our blacks echoed 
down the valley. I heard Eve move 
through the narrow opening.

“ Quick! It’s the Touaregs!”
I picked up my rifle and rushed out 

to the edge of the pylon. Running as 
fast as they could were two of our 
porters; the third was nowhere to be 
seen. Behind them ran figures in 
burnooses who fired from time to 
time.

Next to fall was Mgongo, he slid 
with legs stiff, then fell on his back. 
I saw his feet beating a tattoo in the 
caked mud. Touaregs poured out of 
the woods’ edge, there must have been 
more than a hundred. The last of our 
porters, a long-legged fellow with a 
shaved head that caught the sun’s 
rays like a polished brown egg, fair
ly flew. He was, however, hit badly 
when a couple of hundred yards from 
our position.

I had begun shooting long before 
this and had accounted for at least 
four of the running Touaregs before 
they realized what was up. As I load
ed I heard Professor Sharp’s voice.

“ Let them have it!”  His rifle 
jetted spitefully.

Several more of the Touaregs fell, 
a guttural shout sent the survivors to 
cover behind rocks, from there they 
kept up a continual fire which thun
dered up and down the gorge in a 
dinning clamor. Eve had taken refuge 
inside the rock chamber.

“ It’s lucky we’ve got the moat,”  
barked the Professor. “ Adam, your 
hunch as you called it was a good 
one.”  He paused, took careful aim at 
a booted foot, fired, followed a cry of 
pain.

“ Now what we want to do is to get 
the supplies into the passageway up 
yonder,”  he jerked his head toward 
the ceiling and I saw that he had 
opened the sliding rock.

“ We’ve got water, food and every
thing we need. If we can get in there 
the Touaregs can whistle for we can 
pile the things and break the lever 
handles.”  Then he added, “ When they 
go we will get out— that is after we 
have explored the ‘Valley of Sin’.”

DURING the remainder of the
day, they lay closely besieging 

us. One or the other of us kept guard 
and shot at anything that moved. 
They were unable to retreat or close 
in. Our moat protected us and our 
own persons were absolutely hidden.

While one of us guarded, the other, 
with the aid of Eve, hoisted package 
after package into the blackness of 
the rock chamber over us, which was 
brilliantly painted with pictures of 
Set, Horus and Osiris, and over in one 
corner appeared the first of a series 
of steps.

These ascended to a platform 
where they narrowed and began to 
descend. I had no time for anything
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but the most cursory glance. It was 
fascinating though, even that glance.

That afternoon we did a vast 
amount of work. The Touaregs, just 
as the ruddy, bloody twilight set, held 
up a white rag and one of their num
ber stalked to the edge of the little 
moat which was being rapidly dried 
up by the violence of the heat.

“ Speak!”  said the professor who 
stood behind a pillar.

“Ye have come,”  began the tall 
veiled figure and as he spoke his 
‘haik’ billowed till I saw his wide 
falcon nose and dark fierce eyes, “un
bidden to the place which is cursed 
in two tongues and which I guard.”

“By whose orders? Who are you, 
man of the Touaregs?” queried the 
Professor.

“That ye shall not hear for it is 
forbidden.”

“ The other Touaregs are crawling 
to closer positions,” I whispered to 
the Professor.

“ Tell your men to get back, treach
erous one, or I shoot,”  declaimed the 

'Professor in crashing tones.
“ Give the beardless dog to us and 

you may go and take with you all.”
I suppose he meant me by the 

beardless dog!
“ That cannot be,” said the Pro

fessor. “ Go now!”
The Touareg turned without a 

word and leaped behind a porphyry 
block. It was a signal, for a hail of 
shots concentrated on our doorway. 
Our position was, however, too good. 
Dusk fell while the sound of our fir
ing crashed about the gorge.

We watched closely and got our big 
acetylene searchlight ready. It was on 
the moat that we depended most. We 
had'‘almost the last of our possessions 
into the rock crypt above the vesti
bule in which we now had our retreat. 
Later in the evening we intended 
burning our bridges; closing the rock 
panel after we had taken refuge 
above.

“ Hubert Orne is at the bottom of

this,”  said Eve positively. “ Those 
Touaregs would never have delivered 
any such message had it not been 
born in his mind!”

The Professor’s eyes blazed. “ He 
caused them to follow and pursue us. 
I’ll have a score to settle with him!” 
Then he added, as he chewed 
voraciously at some sandwiches Eve 
and Hannibal had concocted, “ What 
do you make of the odor?”

“ It’s a combination o f smells, but 
I have detected camphor, sandalwood, 
frankincense, bitumen, flower fra
grances and— opium smoke! and I 
think burning hemp!”

“ That’s it!”  exclaimed the Profes
sor. “ It was the blend of hemp and 
opium that evaded me. There are 
other odors, some kind of musk, es
sential oils probably. I think we had 
better make masks of some kind for 
I feel an oddly exhilarating effect al
ready. I don’t like it! The stuff’s 
toxic.”

It had now grown very dark. I 
heard creeping, stealthy, movements 
amongst the rocks and waited intent
ly listening, wholly surprised and be
wildered when I heard a voice say in 
an English whisper:

“ Wait, you fool, not now! Not this 
w ay!”

I called Professor Sharp and told 
him what I had heard. I don’t think 
he believed me at the time and I can’t 
say that I blamed him. He had been 
rummaging about and was enthusi
astic in regard to the wall paintings 
and what was more to the point had 
discovered a mechanism which slid 
the rock ceiling back into its former 
closed position.

“ No use in holding the fort any 
longer,” he said. “ We might as well 
take to our hiding place.”

“ Crawl in the hole and pull it in 
after us,” I said.

It had been silent but for the 
squeaking of bats who had gathered 
in large numbers and evidently found 
food of sorts in the dry lake bed. Sud
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denly there burst out a volley of rifle 
fire. At first we thought it was one of 
our porters who had escaped and that 
the Touaregs were pursuing him. But 
we soon heard shouts, “ Help, help!” 
Another voice which we both recog
nized called loudly:

“Don’t shoot! It’s Orne and Van- 
deen!”

CHAPTER XV 
T he  Crocodile God

FOR a moment I think both the 
Professor and I had the same 

thought to hurry back and vanish in 
our hiding place, yet decency forbade 
such a course. Moreover neither of us 
had any real grudge against Vandeen. 
The shots grew nearer. We could hear 
the guttural cries of the Touaregs.

Then very near a gun crashed and 
two figures almost rolled down into 
the moat, half swimming, half wad
ing, they crossed. Behind rattled a 
fusillade o f shots mingled with shouts 
and angry maledictions.

We literally dragged the gasping 
figure of Vandeen into the inner room. 
Orne took his place beside us and fired 
deliberately with a rifle he carried at 
the flashes from the Touaregs’ guns. 
For a short time the gorge spurted 
crimson points of light and rocked 
with the detonating thunder-like re
ports.

Suddenly the attack ceased, a 
breathless silence reigned. It closed 
over us smothering in its menace then 
slowly the bell, much louder since the 
rock panel was open, tolled. Seven 
times. It was a kind of sound that 
made your teeth hurt and made a 
chap wish his ears would cease func
tioning.

“ God in Heaven, what’s that?”  chat
tered Vandeen. “Look at me! I came 
to rescue you, Sharp, at the urge of 
Orne. Just look at me! My specialty 
is cuneiform, not the hieroglyphics. 
Here I am damn near helpless,”  he 
gelded bitterly.

“ How did you happen to find us?”  
I asked Orne.

He turned his face and stared at me 
with those odd un-focussing eyes.

“The Touaregs are talking much. 
I opened your letter— ”

We had to make the best of a bad 
business and soon we had all clam
bered into the upper chamber, lit the 
lamps and closed the sliding panel of 
roclL I did not trust Orne and instead 
o f the locking pin of bronze I snapped 
a heavy padlock over the lever. Eve 
saw me and I believe Orne was aware 
of my act but he showed no hostility, 
only a cold courtesy.

Eve by her frigidness made it plain 
that she had little joy in the coming 
of the new arrivals.

PROFESSOR VANDEEN a n d  
Sharp had forgotten everything 

in their excitement over the cunei
form inscriptions, for it seems they 
settled some moot point upon which 
both men agreed.

Vandeen’s face was peeled by the 
sunburn and now had grown almost 
purple with excitement. In a corner I 
rigged up a curtain for Eve and she 
thanked me with a look that made 
Orne’s knuckles grow white.

I felt a bit dizzy and tingling all 
over. Suddenly my mind recollected 
the fragrance and I wet a handker
chief and breathed through it. The 
tingling at my toes and finger tips 
soon left and the pounding of my 
heart grew slower. The others follow
ed my example.

Below us we heard shouts and ex
clamations. The Touaregs had dis
covered our absence. Then we sat 
waiting. I suspected Orne’s manner 
of meeting us and I was afraid of 
what he might do. For had he not told 
the Touaregs of our presence and was 
he not their friend?

I knew the whispers I had heard 
had been Vandeen and he crawling 
past us from the Kor. The shooting 
and shouting was all a bunch of bunco
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to hoodwink us, yet uppermost in my 
mind and what I really most feared 
was the secret that lay beyond those 
steps which after rising to the plat
form led down as far as our powerful 
light revealed.

What made me suspect the truth 
I don’t know, possibly the fact that 
the sounds grew fainter. I looked at 
my wrist watch, it was five A. M.

“Professor Sharp,”  I called.
“ It’s more a notion but I should like 

to slide the rock panel back a bit, all 
sound has ceased.”

Vandeen grew terrified at once and 
voiced my fears.

“ Do you think those devils have 
blocked us in again?”

I said nothing as I was working 
feverishly over the lock, then slowly 
I pulled the ponderous lever, the rock 
gritted, hardly moved, finally bulged 
and slid back. Below us lay piled tons 
of rock. How those Touaregs must 
have worked!

We looked at each other. Orne’s 
face blanched, he too, had been 
tricked, hoisted by his own petard, 
but this did not make me sorry for 
him.

“ 0 God, I knew you’d bring me 
into something like this,”  groaned 
Vandeen. “We’re blocked in here, 
we’re walled in ! We’ll die like rats in 
a trap! My God, why did I come ?”

Eve looked at me, her face white, 
but none of Vandeen’s panic was on 
it. I confess I was terrified but her 
courage made me ashamed.

“We’ll find a way out—”
Orne grimaced at my platitude, 

Sharp frowned and set his jaw firmly. 
“We might as well lock that slide 
again,” he said.

Orne, however, sprang up and 
shouted down in Touareg. Far away 
an answering howl of derision and 
triumph came.

With as much food and supplies as 
we thought we would need we began 
the long descent, hoping for escape.

I BELIEVE everyone of our party 
felt some o f the fear that seized 

and shook me. The most terrible of 
all fears was that of the unknown. 
We were very quiet— Orne was gaz
ing somberly at Eve with whom he 
was endeavoring to hold a conversa
tion.

Eve pressed close to my side and 
leaned toward me.

“ Don’t trust that man,”  she 
breathed, “ He’ll do anything, any
thing, I tell you!”

I forgot the smothering sensation, 
the knowledge that in all likelihood 
doom lay ahead for us, that with us 
was a treacherous scoundrel who had 
stopped at nothing and who would 
go to any length to accomplish his 
ends.

I knew as Eve knew that the main 
purpose of Orne’s life was to win 
Eve Sharp as his wife. I forgot even 
the fact that we were walled in alive 
just as the Touaregs of Omar the 
First’s reign had been, that just as 
they had never been heard of again, 
so in all likelihood would we be for
gotten after a short period o f search 
and excitement.

Our procession halted . . . .  Ahead 
Vandeen and Sharp prodded at the 
walls and floor of the platform be
yond which the stairs descended.

“ Just as I thought,”  exclaimed 
Sharp, “ These stairs are guarded!” 

The steps descended, worn now on 
one side, now on the other as if count
less feet had trod them. The walls on 
either side were ornamented with 
vivid paintings, long battle lines, ves
sels setting out crowded with con
ventionally drawn warriors’ pictures 
of animals; pictures of gods with 
birds or beasts’ heads, some with 
beasts’ bodies. Here and there were 
niches and twice before we had de
scended a hundred steps, narrow 
stone-blocked passages led to right 
and left.

“ isn’t it odd how muffled our voices 
sound in here?” asked Eve.
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“ The acoustics are peculiar, I don’t 
know how to account— ”

“ Oh, my God, watch out,”  cried 
Vandeen in a cracked falsetto.

I saw Vandeen’s mottled cheek 
blanch as he leapt forward over Pro
fessor Sharp’s body that was dis
appearing. Vandeen fell and bumped 
thumping down the long flight of 
stairs, vanishing into the darkness, 
screaming and shrieking like a hys
terical woman.

“Pull up the steps, they’ll break my 
back if you don’t hurry.” The Profes
sor’s tones were low and packed with 
the agony he was enduring.

Orne did nothing but flatten him
self against the wall. The acetylene 
lamp still burned but the arc of light 
did not fall on us.

“Watch out, Adam,”  called Eve, 
her voice clear, “ Watch out!”

I knew she meant watch out for 
Orne. As I bent above the professor 
and tugged at the stones which 
pressed on his back I felt them yield
ing. The steps which had turned on 
a pivot rose and as they did so Orne 
pushed me violently, only the edge 
of the steps which I grasped saved me 
from pitching headlong into the pit 
which yawned directly before me and 
out of which Professor Sharp was 
crawling aided by Eva and Hannibal.

Again Orne pushed me but this 
time I had edged back qnd was able 
by a sweeping movement of my right 
arm through the dark to swing him 
off his balance. He made no sound 
but followed Vandeen down the steep 
flight of steps. Professor Sharp sat 
leaning weakly against the wall. Eve 
had her arm about him and was wip
ing his face and head with a hand
kerchief.

CHAPTER XVI 
L iving  Mum m ies

I WAS able to reach the lamp and 
by its light we saw that the 

treacherous steps once more had 
swung into normal position and but

for one fact they looked like all the 
others. They, unlike the remainder, 
were not worn by footsteps. I tried 
the mechanism and saw that four 
steps hung equally balanced on a 
bronze beam, when trodden on they 
swung either way letting whatever 
was on them drop into a pit whose 
bottom the lamp did not reveal.

“ Nice sort of welcome to our city,”  
I said facetiously. “ Professor, when
ever we see a large picture of the man 
with the big crocodile head—you 
called him Sebek— it seems to mark 
one of their devilish traps or murder 
devices.”

“ Yes, I remember, and I believe 
you’ve got the key. There is always a 
warning to the initiated.”  He winced 
as he spoke. I insisted on examining 
him and was thankful to find no pal
pable injury.

“ I think,” I said, “you’ve not been 
seriously damaged, Professor, only a 
strained back and badly bruised.”

“Thanks to you,”  said the profes
sor. I stammered something for I 
caught Eve’s look and it made my 
head whirl with happiness, and she 
had called me “Adam” too. If she said 
it again, I’d love the name.

“ But,”  said the professor his voice 
edged with anger and scorn, “ I saw 
Orne’s attempt to push you into the 
pit and Vandeen’s cowardice. It 
would serve them both right if their 
necks were broken.”  As if to dis
approve any such luck, Vandeen’s 
voice arose from far below, high 
pitched, querulous and angry.

“ Let’s move,”  said the professor. 
“ There’s no danger till we reach Van
deen’s resting place.”

I loosened my forty-five and walked 
with Professor Sharp’s arm thrown 
over my shoulder. Eve walked direct
ly behind us holding the lamp so that 
its white glare fell ahead of -us. I 
strained my ears and narrowly 
watched the wall pictures for our 
danger signal which I believed to be 
the crocodile-headed God.
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A FTER we had descended two 
hundred steps and had come 

across no sign of either Vandeen or 
Orne, we began to grow worried, not 
for their health but because we 
feared some-fresh deviltry on Orne’s 
part. At the two hundred and for
tieth step the descent ceased and six 
smaller passages branched.

Here, too, was a large picture of 
old Sebek carrying a sarcophagus in 
his jaws; the ceiling was set with 
round gilded disks. Professor Sharp 
called them “ The Winged Suns of Ra.” 

On pushing the steps directly be
neath these they suddenly dropped 
with a thud then jerked back into 
their sockets in the ceiling.

“You’re right, Adam. Sebek tells 
the tale.”

“ I am going to look into those pas
sages, Professor,”  I said, “ I want to 
see if they are hidden.”

“ Take a look but be careful.”
The passages proved to be one and 

all walled up. Gagged and bound 
Vandeen lay far up inthe fifth. He be
gan cursing and raving against Orne 
the minute I removed the gag.

“ He’s gone on ahead,” whined Van
deen. “ He knows more about this 
place than you think. The Touaregs 
told him many of their legends—  
there was another tile too— He’d have 
left me here, I’d have rotted but for 
you!”

I found that his leg was not broken 
but that he was badly cut and bruised 
and worst of all his ankle was 
sprained.

“We’ll leave you here with a lamp,”  
said Professor Sharp coldly.

“No you won’t !” whined Vandeen 
sobbing in his terror. “ No you won’t. 
I’ll manage to keep up— I can limp 
along.”

Once more we resumed our careful, 
slow progress watchful of “ Sebek the 
Crocodile God,” and “ Orne, the 
human beast,”  alike. In our wake 
limped Professor Vandeen groaning 
dismally from time to time.

The path continued to descend then 
grew level and finally sloped up 
slightly, curving and looping always 
to the west.

“ I see a light!”  cried Eve, “ Way off 
yonder.”

“ Some trick o f Orne’s to murder 
us all,”  groaned Vandeen.

I saw it, a pin point of far-off bril
liant white, like a tiny twinkling star. 
We all hurried. Suddenly it vanished 
then appeared again.

“ What could have done that?”
“ The light was either turned out or 

a body moved between us and it,”  I 
ventured.

“ I think it was Orne,”  chattered 
Vandeen.

“ That is daylight,”  joyously called 
the professor and so it soon proved 
to be, for as we drew near we saw 
that an oval hole of some kind, cov
ered by reticulated bars of metal, lay 
before us.

FIFTY yards or so before it was 
reached we noted a stone door

way. An open but still serviceable 
door of metal, which was black with 
age, swung open. It had been forced 
quite evidently and just beyond lay a 
cigarette butt still smoking. Orne had 
been here recently.

By the lanterns light we saw the 
room beyond was small; heavily gild
ed with life-sized paintings of human 
figures with animal heads. The place 
was cut from living rock. In the mid
dle of the chamber lay a huge black 
stone sarcophagus. Its lid had been 
removed and scattered about the floor 
were splendid gold beads and jewels. 

“ What was Orne about?” I asked. 
“ Nothing good,”  replied Vandeen 

who was eagerly scanning the walls 
and almost ready to forget his ankle 
and Orne for the moment. “ Those are 
the forty-two assessors and there's 
Osiris,” he added.

What amazed both professors was 
to find that the mummy which lay 
inside the inner coffin whose lid had



VALLEY OF SIN 43

been carefully ripped off then re
placed, was naked; all his wrappings 
and clothes had. been removed; on 
the floor lay a pair of broken cracked 
sandals—the mummy’s.

Then as I leaned far into the stone 
sarcophagus, I touched something 
piled at one end and found to my 
amazement it was Ome’s clothes, sun 
helmet, trousers, coat, everything in 
fact but his underwear.

“ What do you make of this?”  I 
questioned showing the group my 
find.

“ I think,”  said Eve,”  That for some 
reason he has decided to dress up as 
a mummy.”

“ That’s it, but ‘by the cats of Bast,’ 
why?” snapped Professor Sharp.

“ Orne knows something that he 
wouldn’t tell me and it will be the 
death of us.”

“ Shut up, Vandeen or stop those 
jeremiads,” ordered Sharp.

I didn’t believe as Sharp suggested 
that Orne had gone suddenly insane. 
I believed that where there had been 
one brick with ivory tablets inside 
there might have been two with ad
ditional information.

We walked along toward the day
light which streamed in like a glar
ing white flame on the passage which 
was here thick with poppy-red dust. 
In this we all saw and noted Ome’s 
footprints.

Professor Sharp came close to me.
“ Keep a sharp watch,”  he said in 

low tones which were troubled. “ I 
wish Eve was out of this.”

“ So do I,”  I breathed. “ I know 
Orne’s up to something devilish.”

“That mummy was no Egyptian, it 
was Touareg!” he whispered.

“ But what does that mean?”
“ I don’t know, Adam, but there’s 

devil’s work afoot.”
Through the oval window sighed a 

steady current of air freighted with 
the heavy intense sweetness of 
mimosa, hybiscus, oleander, temple

flowers, but still underlying it was a 
sickening quality.

“ Oh, look!”  said Eve who had 
rushed to the window, “ Isn’t it per
fect?”

I joined her and stood looking for 
the first time into the “ Valley of Sin,” 
through the bars of heavy metal 
shaped like twining snakes. The 
whole grill was on hinges. In this way 
Orne had escaped, a broken hasp lay 
in a corner.

Orne was nowhere visible but I 
could see that he had descended the 
steps outside.

Suddenly Eve turned with a shud
der from the scene which lay before 
us: “ It’s lovely, wonderful, but it’s 
dead, it’s horrible and I don’t know 
why, but I hate it!”

Outside lay a grove of geometri
cally planted date palms and a 
variety which even ,the professor did 
not recognize, their stems were util
ized as Supports for flowering vines, 
these were gorgeous in a perfect 
abandon of riotous color.

There was an unearthly quality, 
for in all this living place there 
seemed nothing alive, not even a 
lizard, not a fly, no birds, absolute 
stillness. All about, hemming us in, 
loomed sheer cliffs whose beetling 
summits frowned down on us and 
under whose deep red walls clustered 
shadows, inky, uneasy shadows.

Yet on the steps which led up from 
the deep ruddy tinted earth of the 
valley, there were many small naked 
footprints, obliterating some were 
the large, stockinged ̂ impressions of 
Orne’s feet.

“ Odd,”  murmured Professor 
Sharp. “ Eve, you were right—it is 
horrible.”

“ I wonder what children made 
those footprints ?”  I asked to change 
the subject for I saw Eve’s shoul
ders trembling in the reaction.

Violet was growling and snarling 
and gave every indication that he
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loathed everything which had to do 
with this valley.

The Professor leaned over more 
carefully to scrutinize the slim small 
footprints.

“ My God!”  I heard him exclaim.
I bent over but he said: “No, not 

that one, to the left.” Here the deep 
red dust was thicker and in it I saw 
that the toes of what appeared like 
children’s feet were tipped by long, 
deeply curved claws.

“ Claws like a wolf. What in God’s 
name could live in this dead place 
where there are not even flies ?”

“Let’s go back before it is too late,”  
sobbed Eve.

“ I wish we could, Eve, but how 
can we?”

“ It will be in the night— I have a 
feeling, they’ll steal on us and it—■” 
she sobbed.”

“ Never mind,”  comforted her fa
ther but I knew by his expression 
that he believed what Eve said about 
their coming in the night would prove 
true.

“ The bell only tolls at night,”  said 
Eve.

“ It is a nightmare,”  whispered 
Vandeen whose eyes bulged and 
whose mottled face was grey. “ We’re 
buried alive; walled in with the liv
ing mummies.”

CHAPTER XVII 
A Bell T olls

MY FIRST action was to take the 
lock off Violet’s collar and with 

it secure the grilled door. As I have 
said in spite of the small size, it was 
very strong and luckily the catch was 
not bulky.

After having attended to Vandeen 
and what few stores we carried into 
the sarcophagus room, I said, “ I 
am going to hurry back for more 
supplies, we may want rifles tonight. 
Then I intend to put those death 
traps on the way out of business. We 
need more carbide and the big

searchlight. Whatever you do, don’t 
get too near that grill after dark. I 
have a hunch!”—

The Professor grinned, “ You 
needn’t worry.”

“ I’d have that door ready to bolt 
if necessary,”  I added. “ We’ve got to 
remember that Orne is out there and 
there’s no telling what he may do. 
Hannibal, will you come with me?”

“ I’m coming too,” said Eve.
I was delighted to have her and I 

felt she would be safer with me.
As we came to them, I rendered the 

traps harmless.
When we had reached our stores 

and had unlocked and rolled back the 
rock ceiling, we could still hear work 
going on. It was a welcome sound 
despite the fact that they were shouts 
of the Touaregs bent on walling us 
in alive, for they at least were human.

I loaded myself like a longshore
man, even tied a load on Violet who 
rolled and did his best to be rid of it. 
Then we began to retrace our steps.

Just as we reached the turning 
stairs, stable enough due to four 
strong wedges, the first deep stroke 
of the bell boomed by us, quivering 
through the hot air like some invisi
ble body. Six followed. We hurried, 
panting and frightened still with 
absolutely no reason. Then far be
yond us I heard cries, animal sounds, 
yet recognizable. On we ran panting.

“ Look down, Adam,”  Eve’s voice 
was full of loathing.

I looked and saw a wavy, creeping 
line of dark opaque smoke that crept 
and writhed along the passage floor. 
It was fascinating yet horrible for 
it looped coiling along like a thing 
alive.

Beyond us, acting like crazy men 
were the two professors, dancing, 
yelling, laughing and singing. Their 
voices had taken on an animal tone 
which slurred their words into al
most inarticulate mouthings. The 
smoke had reached their shoulders.
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Beyond the barred door the small 
oval things grew recognizable.

We saw that they were faces, 
cadaverous, hawk-nosed with thick 
wide-open nostrils, small mouths and 
huge dull lack-lustre eyes set wide 
apart. Always they swayed across the 
grill and made no sound. Now and 
then the disheveled head of Profes
sor Sharp or Vandeen would vanish 
under the pall of black smoke which 
made us dizzy.

I knew the fumes were poisonous, 
some terrific mixture o f hashish and 
opium. It exhilarated and made my 
every nerve tingle delightfully.

“ Quick!” I shouted to Eve. “ Cover 
your mouth with a wet handkerchief, 
with anything. Get out the camphor 
or smelling salts.”

She did as I told her without a 
word, yet she staggered.

I thanked God that we found the 
door of the rock room closed.

“Eve,” I said, “fix rags to close the 
cracks when we get them inside. Take 
Violet in there too.”

She nodded.
“You’re a brick,”  I whispered to 

her and leaned forward and kissed 
her cheek. For a moment, she swayed 
against me and then slipped into the 
rock room.

Not a muscle on the faces that 
swayed beyond the grill changed; 
they appeared devoid of mimetic 
muscle yet I seemed to know they 
were angry, hideously, fiendishly an
gry. That in their own way, they were 
fighting more fiercely.

Below them, winking like sap
phires in the black shroud I caught 
the glint of flames. The smoke must 
be coming from there. The two profes
sors pulled and pounded at the pad
lock, the hasp, they were evidently 
doing their best to open the grill and 
let those creatures in !

I rushed into the smoke, grasped 
Vandeen, who fought, kicked and 
screamed like a maniac. I was forced 
to beat him into insensibility. Stag

gering back to the door, I hurriedly 
opened it and flung him in ; grabbed 
the big searchlight and set it so the 
powerful glare fell in the direction of 
the door.

I heard Professor Sharp talking, a 
strange foreign stuff that had a stiff, 
twisted sound as if a man’s tongue 
had to be hinged to get the syllables 
out. Then for the first time I thought 
I caught answers-in low, twittering 
whispers. He worked hard with the 
lock, wielding a yellow bar and 
thumping with it viciously at the 
small padlock.

His face was that of a devil. I dived 
at him, he whirled and savagely 
struck at me, the blow numbing my 
shoulder but I strove with him des
perately, clinching, staggering to and 
fro. He did his best to brain me with 
the heavy metal bar and I was final
ly forced to save his life and my own 
—to knock him unconscious with my 
revolver butt.

He collapsed without a sound. The 
smoke swirled grey-black and heavy 
like gaseous oils, it polled smoothly 
twisting and curling. I saw that the 
faces at the oval door were fewer and 
that their heads moved more rapidly. 
Then I began shooting; one bullet 
struck a bar, the other five must have 
done their work.

I loaded again. Now there were no 
faces. In the passage, the reports of 
the forty-five had sounded heavy and 
jarring but out in “ The Valley of 
Sin” they rushed off like vicious 
missiles of sound. Now only the 
billowing smoke remained, sickening, 
sweet, full of living death and sin.

A T THE time I could not under
stand why my actions seemed so 

retarded. I thought slowly and with 
immense effort. I stooped and picked 
up the bar with which the professor 
had done his best to brain me. It was 
heavy and carved at one end with a 
kite’s head with a row of tinkling 
gold beads attached.
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I did my best to decide why the 
faces moving outside the grill had ap
peared so unnatural; they had eyes, 
ears, noses, mouths, then I had it! It 
was eyelids they lacked, the lids 
seemed to be unable to close entirely, 
to be partially atrophied. It was this 
which gave them their ophidian stare.

Were they human beings? I didn’t 
believe in ghosts, yet I longed to see 
the sight of even a dead body, or some 
proof that they lived and breathed 
like me.

With this end in view, I picked up 
the searchlight and flashed its beams 
down the steps, and into the rock 
room there I saw that Storm and Van- 
deen had recovered their senses.

When I entered the rock room a 
few minutes later, I asked as cheer
fully as I could.

“ How are the invalids?”
Professor Sharp answered me.
“ My God, Adam, what did I do? I 

have a faint recollection of hitting 
you.”

“ You did put up a lively scrap while 
drugged by that smoke. It’s got hash
ish and opium in it and the Lord 
knows what else,”  I said.

Vandeen groaned and wheezed, then 
went off into violent spasms of cough
ing which racked his fat body with 
pain.

For a time I though Vandeen might 
die from mitral stenosis but I pulled 
him through. Both men suffered from 
terrific headaches which persisted. 
Eve and I were similarly afflicted but 
to a much lesser extent. I told them 
just what I had done and witnessed.

“ Did you see any sign of Orne?” I 
asked.

“ Yes, we saw him,”  said Vandeen 
looking unhappy. “ He was with those 
atavistic remnants—those dwarfish 
living mummies.” he spoke with 
loathing in his voice.

I was busy making gas masks as 
best I could with what material I 
had at hand, Eve helping me and mak
ing several good suggestions. Over in

one corner Violet lay pawing contin
ually at his nose as if it hurt him.

Professor Sharp spoke, “ We had 
gone out into the corridor where the 
air was a bit cooler and there we be
gan to read the papyri which we 
found in one of the chests. You re
member, the one with the lotus and 
hippo head carvings. They were ex
ceedingly interesting and shed much 
light on this place.”

Then the bell boomed from some
where up the valley. It was dark. We 
sat on the floor and from the further 
side of the silence came something 
slowly, insidiously, I grew exhilar
ated, finally I saw the smoke and 
the faces. They seemed to speak in 
Egyptian and I answered. They spoke 
of mysteries and delights if  we would 
only open the door.”

“ So that is what you and Professor 
Vandeen were talking about,”  I ex
claimed.

“ The rest I don’t recollect except 
that I was angry just as they were 
when you came back. I would have 
killed you, Adam.”

CHAPTER XVIII 
P illars and  P ylons

THE next day found all but Pro
fessor Vandeen feeling better. 

My first act was to hurry to the grill, 
intending to remove that huddled 
hideous body and the pools of blood, 
not wishing Eve to see them. To my 
astonishment the steps were clean! 
Not so much as the impression of a 
foot remained!

I unlocked the grilled door and 
stepped out and found that by worm
ing my shoulder through the largest 
o f the interstices of the metal bars, I 
could reach and unlock the padlock. 
This relieved me for I did not wish to 
leave the key with Vandeen.

Not that I feared treachery from 
Vandeen but I did fear the cunning 
of these dwellers in the valley. Out
side not a breath of wind stirred.
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Yet under the cliffs the shadows 
bulged and swam, blue-black and 
green, appearing cool and wet. With 
a shudder I felt that those shadows 
would mark danger.

Eve, the professor and I started 
soon after breakfast; we were heavily 
armed and it was our intention to ex
plore the valley but return before 
dark. We took water, food and one of 
the acetylene lamps as well as our 
pocket flashes, neither did we forget 
our gas masks.

Carefully, we made our way toward 
the exit of the narrow gorge into 
which the oval door had its exit. The 
last thing we saw was Hannibal’s face 
peering at us through the bars.

All about rose cliffs which fell in 
sheer abandon, unbroken, hemming 
us in. No sign of life was visible ex
cept a thin blue column of smoke 
which rose from behind the trees.

“ I never felt such heat, it’s wither
ing,”  gasped the Professor.

All about were fields o f white 
poppies but not a petal moved, not a 
butterfly, not a bee buzzed, not even 
the thin screech of a cicada could be 
heard yet the air was sweet, too 
sweet, with the perfume of the many 
flowers which grew and clambered by 
the cliff edges.

We did not venture there for the 
shadows sprawled and slid blue- 
black.

“Look at the irrigation ditches and 
see the sluice gates,”  said Eve.

“Yes,”  said her father, “and that 
field’s hemp and over yonder where 
you see water glimmering, that's a 
rice paddy. There’s not a weed any
where. They tend the place well. See 
the sluice gates are o f wood and mod
ern, yet they bear hieroglyphics.” His 
voice was filled with awe. “ Hiero
glyphics which have been a dead lan
guage for thousands of years.”

“What’s that tasseled stuff?”  I 
asked.

“Sorghum and Dhurra grain, 
there.”

“ Oh look, just see,” exclaimed Eve. 
Out of the dirt of a ditch trench she 

pulled a fillet o f dull yellow metal set 
with pearls and emeralds and having 
an asp carved from some blue stone, 
probably lapis lazuli, beside it, 
strung on fine gold wire, was a neck
lace of huge and perfect turquoise.

“ These are worth a fortune,”  said 
the professor, handling the find.

“ It looks as if they didn’t think 
much of jewels and gold,” I mur
mured.

“Aren’t they exquisite?”  said Eve.

HERE and there we caught sight 
of footprints and once I saw the 

stockinged tracks of Ome. I was glad 
to see from the spoor that he limped.

We passed four smaller coves which 
were narrow and choked by trees but 
we did not explore these for they were 
shrouded in shadows.

Further on as we entered a less 
dense grove of huge trees which were 
figs of a variety unknown to the Pro
fessor, Eve who was staring up into 
the glossy green leaves, cried out:

“I saw a face looking down from 
that big limb!” she shuddered. “The 
eyes were far apart and dull and had 
red streaks like twisted veins in 
them.”

We threaded the grove but kept 
carefully from under the shadow of 
the immense trees which was hard for 
it looked cool and inviting like pools 
of blue darkness. I tasted the water 
from the irrigation ditch which had 
grown in size; it was pure and sweet, 
but warm.

As we came to the edge of the trees, 
w;e saw the further wall of the valley 
formed by a huge crescent of sheer 
cliffs. At its base lay a lake, its waters 
glaring white as they reflected the 
sun. At one side and partially fring
ing the shore was a high growth of 
papyrus. The waters o f the lake dis
appeared under the cliff wall. But 
what interested us most was the fact
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that on one side of the lake squatted 
a building.

In the hot still air was a tint of 
musky scent mingled with the same 
sickening, sweet stench we already 
knew so well.

Professor Sharp stopped and stared 
at the Temple.

“ To think of it, just to think o f it,”  
he breathed.

It was squat and built of red and 
white stone. From one of the pylon 
towers the thread of blue smoke 
spired. Slowly we walked forward un
til we reached the pylon. Great carved 
pillars ran in triple ranks about the 
central square of solid masonry. The 
walls were of immense thickness, a 
spiral motif of serpents was employed.

One figure, that of “ Set the Demon” 
was carved over the large square door 
which yawned darkly ahead o f us. 
The main hall was empty of life and 
devoid of ornament but opened direct
ly on a steeply descending ramp.

By the aid of our flashlights, we 
saw it slowly spiraled to the left in 
which direction lay the lake.

We endeavored to enter the pylon 
tower from which came the smoke 
but found this impossible for there 
was no door. Suddenly I grew con
scious that the shadows were creeping 
out from the cliff walls and that soon 
it would be dark.

“ It is nearly five-thirty,” I said.
I was uneasy and worried. Already 

the western side of the valley was 
quite dark. Fingers of purple gloom 
clutched at us. Had I been alone, I 
would have run.

“This is ridiculous,”  snorted the 
Professor, then ceased suddenly. 
From the direction of the oval door, 
there rose the most terrific screams, 
hideous, high-pitched, r o c k e t i n g  
screeches, packed with terror, pain 
and despair. They seemed to slice the 
air. We looked at each other with 
blanched faces pausing just as the 
gloom touched us.

“What can it be? Oh, hurry 
hurry!” cried Eve.

Each of us had recognized the tones 
as those belonging to Professor Van- 
deen. Suddenly the shrieks stopped, 
followed by a succession of quickly 
fired shots- which echoed away in 
thunder. Then fell complete silence.

CHAPTER XIX 
Beasts of N ight

I BELIEVE it was the succeeding 
stillness which terrified us most. 
“ You run and see what’s happened 

and I’ll take care of Eve and follow,” 
suggested Professor Sharp.

“ I locked the door. Vandeen can’t 
have got out. Maybe he’s become de
lirious— ” I ventured.

“ Please hurry. I feel something 
awful has taken place,” begged Eve.

Fast as I could I ran toward the 
oval door. On turning into the palm 
grove I saw spidery shadows slink
ing away. In front of the oval door 
itself pressed a jostling silent mob of 
the “ living mummies" as I had 
learned to call them.

Now they wore head coverings 
which were in the likeness of animals; 
jackals, hyenas, leopards, crocodiles, 
hares, hawks and ibis, all turned 
staring expressionless masks toward 
me as I shouted.

They were bending bows in my 
direction and I stood for a second de
bating whether or not I should turn 
back. I pulled up my gun and emptied 
the magazine into the close huddled 
group. They leaped apart rolling and 
tumbling down the steps in soft 
thumping bumps, the larger number, 
however, springing silently down and 
gliding noiselessly into the gloom of 
the palm grove. I reloaded and 
poured shot after shot at them. On 
running forward, I found only a few 
still, sprawling, figures.
. I stepped on one of the head masks. 

It smashed with a dry crackling note.
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It was like the smashing of an in
sect.

“ Hello in there, what’s the mat
ter? It’s Penn.”

A low gasping moan answered me.
As I reached in and unlocked the 

door the moans continued. The bars 
as I grasped them to pull the door 
open were wet and sticky. Also there 
was a length of fine chain tangled in 
the mouth of one of the metal ser
pents forming the bars.

“Where are you, Professor Van- 
deen?”

Only another muffled moan an
swered me. My heart full of terror, I 
asked: “Who’s there?”

I switched on my flash and saw by 
its pencil of light that no one was in 
the passage; only a gun, Professor 
Vandeen’s helmet mashed, stained to
gether with torn strips of his cloth
ing. I shuddered wondering what it 
meant yet already half guessing.

Running to the rock room, I saw 
in one corner a moving, moaning 
shape lay with its head covered. As 
the light fell on it the man sat howl
ing like a dog. I saw the face of Han
nibal, our cook who had insisted on 
following us.

“ De Professor was took.”
“ How could they take him when I 

found the door locked ?” I said angri
ly. “ Wake up Hannibal, you’ve been 
having a nightmare.”

“ I wish to Gawd it was a night
mare. Dey dun took him spiten de 
bars.”

He spoke in a singsong monoton
ous tone yet his body trembled like 
an aspen.

“We was settin’ not so far from de 
doh, he was readin’ one o’ dem rolls 
of Pappyryrus— picture writin’. Den 
de shadows come and just den we bote 
look up and see folks wid bird and 
animal faces lookin’ in on us. I yells 
and draps back into de rock room.

“ De Professor he yells awful, dey 
say nuttin’ but begin a shooting wid 
bows what had arrars wid chains on

’em. De points dey unfold when dey 
git in. I got one in my laig now but I 
bust de chain or dey would a got me. 
I runs foh a gun and I picks up dis 
yere axe.

“ When I gits out of de room I see 
de Professor being dragged toward 
de doh, dey hauls him to it screeching 
and clawin’ at everythin’. I would a- 
gone back foh a gun but I was afraid 
that I would hit de professor i f  I shot. 
Den— den— oh Gawd, dey jes’ tear 
him wid dere clawed han’s, little 
clawed han’s dey was.

“ Dey tore him to pieces and pull him 
through de bars; dey had a kind o’ 
knife too. I ain’t sure what I don nex’ 
but dey shoot me and I bust de chain 
wid de axe and den I heah you a 
shootin’ and I come back in heah.”

I stood frozen by the horror o f it 
all. I remembered the wet sticky bars, 
the shreds of clothing and I did not 
doubt Hannibal’s story. I could see 
the whole hideous picture. I felt that 
I knew why they wanted the pro
fessor’s dead body. I remembered that 
we had not seen a live bird or even a 
fly in this valley of very real sin.

What I have told took less than five 
minutes and at the end of that time I 
was once more unlocking the barred 
door in spite o f Hannibal’s weeping 
protests.

I WAS tremendously worried about 
Professor Sharp and Eve. They 

must have heard my shooting and I 
felt should have been close to the door 
by now unless— something had hap
pened ! I carried the larger acetylene 
lamp this time as I ran, rifle cocked 
and every sense on the alert. Silence 
which held an awful menace greeted 
me. I shouted.

“ Where are you Professor? Oh, Oh, 
Professor!”  Only my own mocking 
echoes answered.

Far ahead of me I suddenly heard 
the explosion of a rifle then the bark
ing, sharper explosions of Eve’s auto
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matic. A thin high-pitched scream, 
“ Adam, Adam, Help! help!”

I ran on like a crazy man. There 
must be some good reason why they 
had not answered me when I called. 
Why had Eve’s scream come from 
the further side of the valley from 
the direction in which I had left 
them?

Something tinkled on a rock be
hind me " then began dragging and 
thumping. I whirled, flashed the light 
and saw it was an arrow gleaming 
like gold in the glare. A hawk’s mask 
was peering down from a palm’s 
crown, framed by drooping fronds. I 
fired; something fell with a snapping 
sound. I swept my light around and 
saw without terror that I was sur
rounded by a ring of flitting shapes all 
masked like animals.

I must win through. For Eve was 
in peril, perhaps even now was in the 
hands of these monsters and— Orne 
would be there, too!

I don’t believe that I missed a shot. 
One after another they crashed, 
crunching from their hiding places. 
Now I slowly retreated toward the 
oval door for in my heart I knew that 
only in the daylight would I stand 
any chance of rescuing those I loved.

Night belonged to these beasts. 
From somewhere came the sickening 
sweet reek of their poisonous smoke. 
I quickened my steps not knowing 
what fresh deviltry they might spring 
on me. I was without fear which goes 
to snow what love will do for a man 
who is naturally timid. My life must 
be cared for if not— I shuddered to 
think of Vandeen’s fate.

I began a jog trot, halting now and 
then. Something whizzed near me: I 
felt a jerk at my coat; a bang against 
the lamp; I snatched at the chain and 
tore the arrow free of my coat; I 
shouted until the gorge rang with the 
sound. I think these shouts hurt them 
and it somehow made me feel more 
like a real man instead of a shadow 
fighting hideous nightmare.

I reached the steps. Something dark 
and furry dashed between the groups 
of little devils that crept closer. A 
dog barked. I was glad yet it clinched 
the knowledge that Professor Sharp 
and Eve had fallen into the hands of 
the “ living mummies,” for I had left 
Violet with them.

The bulldog and I backed up the 
steps, he growling and making 
charging rushes, I shooting with all 
the accuracy I could muster. I reached 
and found the key, then leaned 
through the bars and unlocked the 
oval door. Then, because I had been 
forced to let up firing, the little fiends 
charged; they swept up the steps in a 
wave.

The door was open, I felt them— 
lean, puny creatures. I fought them 
desperately, they prodded and jabbed 
at me but their very numbers im
peded them. I swung my rifle butt and 
felt it crash through masks and 
skulls. Down the steps they fell, roll
ing grotesquely. Violet bit and 
munched at their spindling, hairy 
legs. Yet by weight of numbers they 
bore me down. I fell to my knees call
ing, “Hannibal, Hannibal!”

“ I's cornin’ ,” he screeched. He ran 
out beside me, his eyes rolling, swing
ing an axe with which he mowed 
them down, for he seemed endowed 
with the strength of many. It was the 
strength and ferocity of a cornered 
rat.

CHAPTER XX
Sounds of S ilence

1 STUMBLED to my feet, backed 
into the door followed by Violet, 

Hannibal limping after me, his hand 
still holding the dripping axe. Not 
once had these creatures made a 
sound. They seemed to live and die 
silently. I closed and locked the door 
and could see them running about al
most on all fours while others, 
huddled under cover of the deepest 
shadows, might have been whispering 
to each other.
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I felt sure Violet would be able to 
follow Eve’s trail. I also knew that 
my actions would be determined on 
the spur of the moment. Of one thing 
I was positive, I would follow Eve 
while my life lasted.

Violet lay watching me and licking 
a slight wound in his shoulder which 
I had already attended to. Hannibal 
sat huddled in one corner in a hope
less apathy of terror.

Out in the night a breathless si
lence hung. I could not keep still. On 
walking out into the passage and 
creeping near the oval door I saw one 
of the blacker heaps, which I knew 
was the body of one of the “ living 
mummies,” slowly move and begin a 
silent progress toward a clump of 
palms.

My hair rose— for the thing was 
sliding head first and was not moving 
its arms. Suddenly with a sigh of re
lief I realized it was being drawn 
away by means of the harpoon ar
rows. I raised my rifle and waited, 
saw something flicker and fired. Then 
followed a dull thud and the body 
stopped moving.

As I stood there I became conscious 
that my feet were growing wet. By 
means of my flash I saw that back 
where the passage dipped the tunnel 
was filled with water, then I under
stood.

The Touaregs had been able to 
temporarily repair the wall. Unluck
ily for us there had been a cloud
burst somewhere back in the hills. 
The water had collected and had 
penetrated into the tunnel. All our 
provisions and supplies but the few 
we had here were shut off from us, 
ruined for the most part by this time.

Eternity passed before the stars 
lost their radiant glitter, before the 
dawn crept over the sky. Then from 
over the red cliffs there spread like a 
growing bloodstain the first beams 
of the new sun.

It found us some little distance up 
the valley in spite of the fact that I

had been forced to turn back for the 
gas masks which I had forgotten. 
Hannibal slouched beside me carrying 
two rifles and a large pack strapped 
on his shoulders. The sky grew hot, 
brassy turquoise blue.

Violet led me to a jumbled welter 
of tracks, among them I saw Eve’s, 
the professor’s and on the outskirts 
behind a baobob, those of Orne and 
all about were a great number of 
small bare footprints. It was easy to 
read the story. The professor had evi
dently seen a number of the little 
fiends and had retreated in order to 
escape or at least get a wall of rock 
back of him. I found empty cases 
where they had rushed him but no 
corpses. *

From there after a trampled 
place I found Eve’s trail walking be
side her father who was limping bad
ly, soon the big-stockinged impres
sions of Ome’s feet joined them.

The trail led straight to the squat 
red Temple. Here I found Eve’s hand
kerchief— I felt sure she had dropped 
it on purpose. Of life or marts of vio
lence there was no sign. I could hear 
nothing but the ceaseless almost in
audible spinning thump. My heart 
pounded as I slowly began the descent 
of the evil-smelling ramp.

Hannibal and I donned our gas 
masks, I cocked my rifle, looked back 
at the glaring daylight and, after hav
ing lighted the lamp for which I car
ried a quantity of carbide, I began 
the descent.

I heard Hannibal’s teeth chattering 
behind his mask, his eyes glared show
ing the sclera making them two bull’s 
eyes. I felt the tingling, the exhilara
tion which the air below was burdened 
with and here the sickening, sweet 
odor was mingled with another, more 
abominable. It was now dark—

I heard Violet’s toenails clicking on 
the naked rock beside me. He growled 
continually, deep in his throat. I bent 
and touched him, the hair along his 
back stood straight.
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ABOVE the sizzling hiss of the 
lamp I began to hear the bub

bling, sputtering sound as if pitch was 
burning. Here the ramp twisted to the 
right in which direction lay the lake. 
My heart was filled with a concen
trated cold rage which left no room 
for fear yet I realized that by enter
ing the dark which was their realm, I 
was putting myself at a tremendous 
disadvantage.

I crept in their direction. They did 
not light the darkness but showed 
only shadow shapes directly about 
them. I seemed to hear sounds so faint 
that they were like ghosts of sounds. 
I felt they spoke to me yet I could not 
understand them.

Back of me Hannibal screamed, 
then I heard him strike something 
and immediately slipped off the lamp 
shutter. Its white glare revealed a 
sight that made me utter a shout of 
fury.

A ring of the little fiends hemmed 
us in. They evidently saw in the dark. 
They were of both sexes and abso
lutely stark naked. I never saw any 
more loathsome sight, their lacklustre 
eyes stared at us; their yellow white 
toad-skinned bodies—they w e r e  
warty and had huge pores, were 
sparsely covered with thick, wiry, 
black hairs.

For a time all three o f us went 
mad with rage and abomination. It 
was as if we did what we did instinc
tively. I felt only the urge to kill the 
vermin.

I clubbed my rifle and each of us 
set to work. The light of my lamp 
danced and whirled at my efforts. I 
felt bones smash; I grew wet with 
blood and sweat. They were puny and 
offered little resistance for they were 
drugged.

The fight led me toward the blue 
flames, which burst with an oily splut
ter and from them poured thickly, 
black smoke which rose into a hollow 
sphere of metal from which ran long 
tubes. I battered several wretches

from these who were inhaling fumes.
I turned to see the survivors flee

ing by way of a passage which led off 
this hall o f orgies at an acute angle.

I ran down the winding, dark cor
ridor which, when the blinding rays 
of my lamp fell on it, I saw was gor
geously painted with figures which 
appeared to stare malignantly at me 
as I pounded along.

The air was striated with coiling, 
weaving stratas of oily black smoke. 
I should have felt hopeless for I knew 
there was no retreat, that our refuge 
was flooded, our supplies were lost. 
And I could not hope to kill everyone 
in this valley of sin and then, too, 
there was Orne.

I knew well he would kill me when 
he could. I felt unscathed after the 
melee and ran on, behind came Han
nibal.

The air was not so fetid now and the 
darkness seemed less intense. Beyond 
me the passage branched, both paths 
led upgrade. I took the left one as 
it seemed lighter. In here we saw none 
of the creatures, but I had an intui
tive feeling that there were many not 
far off.

A  diffuse green-blue light grew 
stronger and seemed to flow down 
the path up which we proceeded. The 
air kept growing cooler and carried 
the thumping spin which had now 
grown much louder.

Suddenly I ran full tilt into a wall 
which completely blocked the passage. 
Twenty feet above me at the mouth of 
what seemed to be a shaft was an
other level. I could see the floor edge 
but above that only a more intense 
green-blue light. For a moment I felt 
we had been driven into this cul de sac, 
that the creatures would find it easy 
to pen us here.

I was on the point of turning and 
running back to the other passage 
which was not far away, when I 
touched a metal rung embedded in the 
wall of the shaft.

I whispered my intentions to Han
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nibal, then carefully climbed the lad
der set in the wall. When I got near 
the surface I slowly raised my head 
and peered around. What I saw 
amazed me yet made m^the more de
termined on my course of action.

Far above me the hazy blue light 
grew grey then merged into flickering 
cloudy shadows. An odor which 
haunted me crept into my nostrils, 
pungent and sweet and musty, hold
ing a hint of the charnel house. It 
was familiar yet I did not place it 
then.

Before me lay a sheet of water 
stirred into ceaseless, sapphire, fac
eted ripples by a swirling snake-like 
jet of water which poured from the 
open mouth of a huge stone crocodile 
on the southern side of the subter
ranean lake.

These waves lapped and licked at 
the stone banks like a million little 
smooth tongues. It was from the 
stream of entering water that the 
spinning sound arose, also the dull 
thumping. Above the stone saurian 
hung a huge ball.

CHAPTER XXI 
A rena  op the  Gods

BETWEEN the lake and the south
ern wall ran a narrow path 

which disappeared on the far side 
into the darkness. Above the path and 
swallowed in the obscurity of the up
per cliff ascended spidery steps.

To the north almost at the level of 
the water ran a line of white wrinkled 
flame or at least I thought so until I 
recognized it as sunlight. Then I knew 
just where we were. This was the 
hidden end of the lake. We had seen 
the other portion which lay outside on 
our first visit.

The origin of the blue light was 
solved; sunlight reflected directly 
through the water. The cliff which hid 
this part of the lake was like a great 
curtain of stone.

Dimly seen there rose polished black

tablets cut with hieroglyphics which 
were in turn inlaid with vermilion, 
above these, vanishing in gloom, fell 
away tier after tier o f black seats, 
like an arena.

Gigantic statues brilliantly painted 
and set with shimmering stones stood 
here and there. Osiris, Horus and a 
great white Bull, a number of 
sphinxes, a child sitting on a lotus 
leaf with fingers to mouth, Throth, 
an Ibis head figure and a monstrous 
crocodile, all stood scattered about.

This last I supposed to be the guar
dian of Set’s Hell. There were many 
statues of Sebek, in fact crocodiles 
were the motif in this huge cavern. It 
was such a vast place that my heart 
sank for how was I to discover where 
Eve and her father were imprisoned?

Beyond and partially back of me on 
a raised platform crowded a packed 
mass of the hideous little cave dwell
ers. They were silent and their backs 
were turned and all leaned gazing into 
the open mouth of a passage. I was 
sure it was I they were expecting, that 
this was the exit taken by the other 
path.

All were armed, some with boom
erangs, some with short dagger-like 
swords and many with long slender '  
spears. So still did they stand that 
they too, looked like a portion of the 
mural paintings. I noted that a few 
were gorgeously clothed but the ma
jority were naked.

I beckoned to Hannibal, climbing 
down myself far enough to grasp Vio
let whose heart pounded like the pis
ton of an engine but who licked my 
hand. Then we crept behind the statue 
of a group of figures. As yet the mul
titude had not seen or what was more 
curious winded or heard us. Violet did 
not bark or in any way reveal our 
presence.

All this time I was torn with anxi
ety. Even now unspeakable things 
might be claiming Eve. I saw no sign 
of Orne. Why had these “ living mum
mies”  not killed him and why was I
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so sure he had not been injured? If I 
only knew where to go in this maze—

I had once more put the cover over 
the acetylene lamp. It was hot and 
burned me for I had it slung on my 
left chest.

I looked to the four hundred and 
five rifle I carried, loosened my guns. 
Back of me Hannibal breathed hard. 
If possible I now intended to gain the 
narrow path which led under the 
black bell to the other side of the lake. 
There we could not be surrounded.

Cautiously we crept and crawled 
from pillar to statue always in the di
rection of the narrow path. Our backs 
were turned on the lake; the huddled 
mass did not stir from where they 
stood on the platform whose level was 
above us.

Inadvertently I stepped on a pile o f 
fish bones, the crack with which they 
snapped was sharp and clear. My 
heart sank for I felt it was our death 
sentence. Before and above me the 
black heads of the mob turned as if 
impelled by the same muscle. A sea of 
white faces stared down at us with
out expression, yet they made no move 
to charge as I had expected them to 
do. My heart leaped with hope.

“Run!” I shouted. “ Run for the 
path!”

Then with no warning Hannibal 
sprang past me screaming:

“ Look out behin’ yuh, Marse 
Adam.”

I turned instantly, forgetting the 
crowd. A huge crocodile was charg
ing us. It ran fast. Now I recognized 
the familiar musky reek. Its long, 
serrated tail was held high, while its 
mouth, set with immensely long and 
gleaming teeth, was open. There was 
nothing of the belly-dragging crawl 
about this saurian for it ran with the 
agility of a lizard.

I raised my rifle; fired straight into 
the mouth three times. The terrific 
force of impact at this point blank 
range stopped the crocodile dead in 
his tracks; slued him around while in

this position I was able to put a bullet 
into the spine. At this last shot he 
grew rigid and suddenly rolled over, 
thrashing.

The sound of my shots echoed like 
blasts, rattling and shaking the air. 
I felt my ear drums bulge in. From 
the crowd rose a long dry sigh. All 
had cupped hands over their ears. I 
reloaded as rapidly as I could. Violet 
stuck to me but I saw Hannibal rapid
ly scuttling up the spidery stairs.

SLOWLY I moved toward the path.
The second crocodile came to 

the surface not ten feet from me as I 
walked by the water’s edge. I saw its 
unwinking baleful stare and saw that 
a portion of its long snout had been 
bitten away.

It was even larger than the first and 
must have been of immense age. I let 
the brute have it just back of the eyes 
where I hoped it would rake back 
breaking the spine and incidentally 
extracting what little brains it pos
sessed.

It sank lashing and twisting down 
until I lost sight of it. The third by 
this time had crawled in a more leis
urely manner in my direction. I took 
advantage of this and slipped in a 
fresh clip.

I retreated until I stood directly 
under the black bell which hung just 
above my head. The crowd was now 
streaming around toward the stairs. 
From far above I heard Hannibal call
ing me, what he said I could not un
derstand because of the echoing tur
moil.

I fired again but did not seriously 
injure the beast. I must have angered 
him for his impetus became greater 
and he rushed along the path a truly 
terrific sight. On and on he came. I 
used the last cartridge in the clip.

Yet though mortally wounded he 
ran directly at me. I heard Profes
sor Sharp’s voice shouting far above 
me. The crocodile was less than a yard 
from me, Violet at this point rushed
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forward and before the saurian could 
seize him the bulldog had the lizard’s 
front leg between his jaws.

The big reptile crawled closer but 
more slowly. I was about to take to 
the water for I did not dare turn 
when I happened to glance up, saw 
that the frame on which the bell hung 
ran along the wall in such a way that 
by jumping I might be able to reach it 
and draw myself up out of danger till 
the crocodile passed when I hoped he 
would either die from the terrific 
wounds which I had already inflicted 
or this failing I should be at least 
given the opportunity to load.

I sprang just in time for the great 
jaws snapped with a wet smacking 
sound. I jerked my feet up, then to my 
consternation I felt the metal arms 
of the support slowly buckling. I sup
pose age and the corrosive effects of 
the water had weakened the frame.

The bell itself must have weighed 
two or three tons. It boomed softly 
and deeply as my feet kicked at it. 
Below me I saw Violet running in and 
out just beyond the monster’s still 
viciously-snapping jaws. Past the 
corner of my eye I saw something 
bulky flash then splash into the lake 
with a terrific impact.

I had no time to see what it was, 
for with a terrific din that seemed to 
shake the very walls and which made 
my rifle shots seem noiseless, the 
great black bell fell, with me on top of 
it, onto the crocodile’s back. Then the 
three of us rolled into the water.

Burdened as I was it was no easy 
task to crawl out onto that slippery 
path. As rapidly as I could, however, 
I reloaded my rifle which had par
tially fallen in the water. Then and 
only then, with Violet close by my 
heels, did I begin to retreat in the di
rection of the stairs. Far above I could 
hear Hannibal's cracked screeching.

“ Adam, help me, will you?”  I 
turned quickly for the voice was Pro
fessor Sharp’s. “ I’m here back of you.

There’s a pipe or something with a 
devilish suction.”

I waded out and extended the gun 
barrel.
> “ Can you reach this?”  I asked. He 

took hold and after a struggle I suc
ceeded in dragging him onto the bank.

“ Good boy, I knew you’d come. I 
told Eve so before Orne took her 
away.”

“ What’s that? Where are they?”
“ I saw your battle with the cro

codiles. It was a good fight. These lit
tle devils worshipped those brutes., 
Now you’ve killed them and pulled 
down their sacred bell to boot!”

“ Come on, Professor for God’s 
sake, come on! He may—Where is 
she?”  My heart was agonized to think 
of Eve helpless in the power of these 
little fiends and Orne. To me it 
seemed that her father was heartless.

Far above us huddled at the top 
of the stairs was Hannibal I could 
barely see him but his voice left no 
doubt as to his identity.

“Hannibal has the spare rifles.”  I 
said.

Professor Sharp shouted, “ Come 
back Hannibal, bring the guns.”  Then 
turning to me said smiling grimly, 
“ We’ll meet him on the way up.”

CHAPTER XXII 
R umbles op T error

I WAS almost wild when I thought 
of Eve’s peril. Above me the Pro

fessor—nearly naked, for they had 
taken his clothes—limped on and 
up brandishing my revolver. Present
ly he was joined by Hannibal who 
handed over one of the rifles.

“ For God’s sake let’s hurry.” I 
said.

“ I can’t go any faster,”  said Pro
fessor Sharp. “ I know they won’t be 
able to get through before we catch 
up. Orne’s got to fight for he’s lost 
prestige because of you, Adam.”

“ I don’t know how it came about
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but I do know that much,”  he added 
after a moment’s thought.

I heard Violet sniffing behind me.
“Aren’t you afraid that they will 

roll a stone down on us and wipe us 
off those steps?” I asked.

“ We’ve got to chance it. It’s the only 
way up and out,” said Professor 
Sharp between panting breaths. He 
went on, “ After they had taken us 
prisoners, which was Orne’s doing, 
they carried us above. I’m taking you 
there now. It’s where the Priests of 
Set live, their Holy of Holies. Orne 
tried to tempt me, said he’d lead us 
out if we’d leave you and Vandeen 
and Hannibal. Where’s Vandeen any
way?”

“ They killed him,”  I blurted.
“ Yes, I suspected as much. They put 

me in a cell that had a window which 
was barred and looked out on the 
lake. Watched you fight the crocs and 
was afraid that you’d never find my 
prison, so jumped down— I know the 
way for a short distance.”

We had come to where the stairs 
dived into the cliff wall, a passage
way which rapidly broadened led 
spiraling in.

“Violet ought to be able to trail 
them,”  I whispered to the professor.

“You’re right—that solves the 
worst of our difficulties.”

For a few moments we stood listen
ing and hesitating. An unearthly 
quiet was broken only by the cease
less spinning thump and the sly rust
ling movements rising from the pitch 
dark beyond. Behind us the ant-like 
figures had once more begun their 
tedious ascent of the stairs.

“ Orne knows there is another exit, 
he told me that much,”  panted the 
professor. “ The hound got his addi
tional information from a mosque of 
el Kurana. He’s masquerading as the 
reincarnation of some Touareg Savior 
whose coming was prophesied. That’s 
why he stole the clothes. It wasn’t an 
Egyptian mummy but that of a 
Touareg.”

“ Hurry,” I cried, “ I can’t stand 
this any longer. To think of her in 
that devil’s power.”

“ For the present he’s not going to 
harm her and I believe her danger is 
not imminent,”  jerked the Professor 
who was hastily donning the extra 
riding breeches, boots and shirt Han
nibal carried. I was engaged in re
charging the carbide in the search
light and adding more water.

W E STARTED, the Professor led 
with lamp slung to his chest, 

then Hannibal, with me as rear guard. 
Almost at once the passage which we 
followed forked when not more than 
a hundred yards had been covered.

“ How do you know the way?” I 
asked in surprise after the professor 
had chosen a particular passageway 
from amongst the four bifurcations.

“ Easy enough,”  he said with a 
chuckle, “ when I passed before I 
scratched a groove in the wall with a 
nail I happened to have in my pocket.” 

The place in which we wandered 
was a labyrinth.

“ You’ll notice too,”  said the Pro
fessor, “ that in every case the pas
sage leads up, also that there is a pic
ture of Sebek or Set just beyond the 
forking. It is on these two clues that I 
hope to win through after we pass 
that portion of these warrens which 
I know. These in case we don’t reach 
Eve before Orne’s made his plans.”

“ If he had taken Eve and gone 
with her, Violet will be able to follow 
them.”  I said. I was not frightened 
at this time. I think my heart was too 
full of anguish on Eve’s account to 
think of our own peril.

I seemed to see her face ahead of 
me forming and reforming before my 
eyes against the curtain of ink which 
closed behind us and which even the 
powerful searchlight was barely able 
to banish. Strange odors drifted along 
the passageways, some fragrant, some 
aromatic, yet all holding a hint of the 
charnel house. I longed to cry out, to
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fight, to kill, to do anything to take her 
from them. It was awful to think of 
her alone amongst such fiends.

“Odd they haven’t made an attack,”  
cried the Professor harshly.

We made no secret of our progress, 
knowing it to be useless with these 
creatures. Abruptly we came to an
other forking. Three passages met 
ahead of us at acute angles. From 
somewhere beyond we heard a bound
ing, crashing sound, rapidly growing 
louder.

“What the— ”  began the Professor.
“ Sounds like an avalanche— ” I in

terrupted.
“ Listen and try to determine which 

passageway it is coming along.”
“She’s a cornin’ down de middle one, 

Marse Virgil. An ef we don git outen 
de way sh$ gwine bust us wide open,” 
spouted Hannibal.

Now the rumbling note had grown 
into a bounding crashing thunder.

“ Quick, in here,” shouted the Pro
fessor. “ We’ll have to chance it.”

W E ALL dashed into the right 
hand passageway and just in 

the nick of time, for with a whizzing, 
grating crash a large round boulder 
like a huge cannon ball raced by, 
sending out sparks as it sped along.

“ Must have been a last resort, 
Adam,” called the Professor over his 
shoulder. “ You notice it smashed and 
scarred their walls.”

“That explains why there were none 
of the little fiends about. I’m glad they 
timed their juggernaut poorly. It 
seems to me if  we follow its course it 
will lead to their Holy of Holies as it 
very likely guarded their most pre
cious or sacred place.”

During this talk we had been walk
ing onward and I confess my ears 
were strained for another distant 
rumble. It came too—

We saw no less than four of these 
huge black balls rushing through the 
tunnels through which we made our 
molish way ever upward.

“Somewhere in the narrower pass
ageways below those stones will stick 
and block the tunnel,”  I said.

“ Yes,” answered the Professor. “ I 
think that was their main purpose 
also as well as very efficient exterm
inators to anyone meeting them as 
they descended. Now we know why 
the floor is slightly concave.”

“ What’s that? Hark!”  the Profes
sor’s harsh tones trembled.

I froze into a crouching attention. 
There it was again, a high, shrill and 
powerful, a woman’s scream.

“ I can’t understand you,”  shouted 
the Professor as he began running in 
a lumbering, limping gallop which 
caused the searchlight arc to bound up 
and down. To me his gait seemed a 
snail’s pace. I shouted.

“ Hurry, hurry for God’s sake, she 
needs us.”

“ Can’t go any faster,”  yelled the 
Professor. “And we’d best stick to
gether.”

The wall paintings seemed to run 
with us; to come to life ; our shadows 
sped before us like grotesque black 
scouts. I passed Hannibal who puffed 
and blew like an Orca.

Once again Eve’s shriek reached 
us, a thin ribbon of sound. Now we 
could distinguish words or parts of 
words. My heart swelled.

“ Be careful of the doors— he’s tak
ing me up to— Set—  Suddenly her 
voice ceased as if a knife had cut it. 
I almost saw Orne’s big hand closing 
over her mouth. At that moment I 
could have killed him. I seemed to be 
bursting with a terrible fear for Eve.

The last time she had screamed her 
voice sounded much nearer. My breath 
whistled for the path ascended steep
ly. Suddenly before I knew it it had 
ceased and we found ourselves pound
ing along the floor of a great hex
agonal room, six doors all open gaped 
wide. We stopped, then I began a 
frenzied shouting.

“Eve, Eve, where are you?"
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CHAPTER XXIII 

T he  Cave P eople

THE Professor wheeled slowly in
specting the doors whose arches 

were peaked like inverted V ’s and 
had a peculiar look about them which 
I did not then understand. Violet 
darted across the floor and stood bark
ing in one of the openings and turn
ing his head toward us, where we 
stood undecided, listening intently.

Then a long wailing scream arose 
from beyond the door next to the 
one in which Violet stood. It rose 
filled with pain and terror. I rushed 
like a goaded bull straight through 
the doorway. Hannibal, Professor 
Sharp and finally Violet followed, the 
dog barking continually.

As we ran, from four of the six 
doors streamed a mob of cave people; 
spears whizzed about us, Hannibal 
screeched as he turned and fired. I 
paid no attention to the little fiends 
but dashed into the small rock room 
which appeared to have another of 
the queer V-shaped doors.

At its further end gliding under it 
with Eve’s head held close to his 
body, I saw Orne. Eve must have 
known we were close for she uttered 
a muffled scream and struggled. I saw 
Orne hit her brutally. I bounded on 
only to see the V shaped pieces of 
stone which I had thought door 
arches, swing down and clang to
gether. I caught Orne’s laugh as the 
door leaves ground.

Now that it was too late I under
stood five’s shriek about the doors 
for on running out we saw that four 
of the other gates had closed leaving 
only two open and from these 
streamed an ever-increasing mob of 
the little fiends.

“Back, back!”  called the professor 
who stood in the smaller rock chamber 
from which Orne had escaped. “ They 
may close these doors!”

I RAN back'through the room a 
maniac for the time being, beating 

and tearing at the heavy stone leaves, 
all to no avail, shouting threats and 
feeling as if I would burst. If I could 
only lay my hands on Orne—

Quickly Sharp loaded while I fired 
into the close packed mob.

The damage we inflicted was ter
rific. It was impossible to miss and 
e a,p h high-powered mushrooming 
soft-nosed bullet meant for a rhino’s 
hide, expanded and literally tore 
them to pieces.

Desperately the Professor and I 
fired and reloaded. Where did they 
all come from? Now they climbed 
over the bloody bodies of the slain.

“ We’ve got to close the door,”  I 
yelled. “ Give them hell while I see if 
I can manage it.”

The Professor nodded his head as 
he fired. The silent throng moved on 
slowly doing no execution with their 
arrows for they were packed too tight 
to utilize their weapons. Our light 
danced on short sword-like daggers 
and turned them into silvery fangs. 
Some held long, slim spears.

I had been wounded by one of these 
but it "was not serious. The echoing 
thunder of our shots seemed to daze 
and entirely deafen the creatures who 
yet in spite of the carnage we wrought 
on them, advanced. I wondered was 
it the press of numbers behind that 
drove them on to death?

I sprang back and by the electric 
torch I examined the wall above the 
inverted V stones of the door. There 
seemed to be chains which held the 
corners up and the peak of the arch 
was pivoted. Then I noticed there 
were wedges of metal really holding 
the huge stone leaves back, that the 
chains no doubt had been used to draw 
them open again.

“ Hurry,”  called the Professor in a 
cracked dry voice as he stood firing. 
I kicked at the nearest wedge, it did 
not budge. I dashed about looking for 
some heavy object to use as a hammer.
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Saw nothing but a metal box. With 
this in my arms I ran to the wedge 
and drove down blow after blow.

I FELT the wedge give, with a creak 
the remaining half of the door slid 

down crushing the leaders flat as it 
fell.

Professor Sharp and I turned to
ward each other, both dirty, powder 
grimed and bleeding. Making sure 
that they could not open the doors I 
climbed up on the battered chest and 
chopped at the chains till I had them 
severed.

“We’ve used more than two-thirds 
of our ammunition,”  I panted.

“ Yes, we can’t stand them off like 
that again.”  Laboriously the words 
came from Professor Sharp’s heaving 
chest and working throat. “We seem 
safe for the present but prisoners as 
well. Hello, we have stumbled into 
their treasure vault.”

Rubies, diamonds, emeralds, sap
phires, and many stones I was not 
enough of an expert to recognize lay 
winking up at us like little constel
lations from where I had tumbled 
them out of their chest when I had 
picked it up to use as a hammer.

Automatically I began to gather 
some of them and just as mechanically 
to fill my pockets with them. Hanni
bal had set the lamp down and was 
gazing in wonder into one of the other 
chests.

The reaction after the fight was 
wearing away and once more the 
paramount question of where Eve and 
Orne were filled my mind.

Carefully I * examined the door 
through which they had gone. Its 
leaves swung on a pivot outside our 
vault-like prison. Pry and pull as I 
would I could not even stir them.

“ No use that way, Adam,”  said the 
Professor. “ We’ll have to think of 
some other plan.”

I saw that he was sorting precious 
stones in the same careless way. Even 
then I thought of how differently we

should have greeted this find under 
other circumstances.

“ God, but where can Orne have 
taken Eve?”

CHAPTER XXIV 
P riests of Set

FROM the two small openings 
which appeared high on each side 

of the door and from under its edges, 
I caught the glimmer of light. Violet 
began barking.

“ Keep still,” I said to him.
I peered through and saw a flight of 

short steps leading down to the door 
through which Orne had borne Eve. 
Standing at the head of the steps, 
holding a smoking torch which threw 
a flickering light on his face, stood the 
man himself.

Where was Eve and why was he 
alone?

Orne waited; Violet growled from 
time to time. I knew the man had no 

•idea he was being spied upon. I 
watched his face grow troubled, then 
he moved toward the hole through 
which I peered directly into line of my 
fire. Had I shot I could have broken 
his leg or shattered his face for he 
was leaning over, and putting his 
mouth near the aperture called;

“Are you there, Professor Sharp?” 
His tone emotionless and cold. The 
Professor answered him tersely. 

“ Yes, I am here.”
“ Then listen to me, for this is your 

last chance. But none of this applies 
to your doctor friend, his dog or Han
nibal.

“ I’ve got you all trapped. The game 
is mine and only by my aid and by 
meeting all my requirements can you 
escape.”

“ What are your terms?”  questioned 
the professor in a grating voice.

<<T AM not heartless. I love your 
A  daughter. She is safe now al

most at the threshold of the second 
exit— on the way— My explanations
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to her have made her see the light of 
reason, how unjust she was to me.

“ We shall be married on reaching 
civilization. I have enough jewels to 
make us rich beyond the dreams of 
Croesus. She wishes me to save your 
life. I also desire to spare you, but 
this depends entirely upon yourself 
and the swine with you.”  His flat voice 
paused.

I withdrew the revolver barrel from 
the cranny and saw that he was peer
ing about, then he lighted a fresh 
torch from a bundle which I had not 
seen before.

“ Where are you talking from?” 
asked the professor in an inflection
less voice.

“ It doesn’t matter,”  replied Orne. 
“ Eve is comfortable. My terms are 
these! Arrange with Penn, shoot him, 
or do anything so that you accomplish 
his disarming, also that of Hannibal. 
Kill the dog at once.

“ Bind the two men, then give me 
your word of honor that you have 
complied. They cannot come with us. 
Then you must promise to forget all 
that has happened in the ‘Valley of 
Sin’ and confirm any story I shall tell, 
with your word.”

“ You mean to have Penn and Han
nibal left to the mercy of those little 
fiends ?” asked the Professor.

“ Yes and no,” answered Orne. “ Our 
path is a peculiar one, by taking it we 
open the floodgates and the valley 
will be flooded. Therefore I believe 
that your companions will drown—

“ I shall give you approximately five 
minutes to decide, Professor. To be or 
not to be a martyr, proteid food for 
the famished priests of Set and the 
disciples of Sebek, or what I consider 
the lesser evil, that of being drowned.

“ Vandeen’s fate must be fresh in 
your mindsr I discovered at el Kurana 
and from my friends the Touaregs 
that there were other tiles and from 
them I learned of this prophecy. I de
cided to become the reincarnation of 
Sheik el Mora Ber, that is after Van

deen’s hysteria forced my hand. Then 
I was compelled to slow up your work.

“ I should have never come at all 
had it not been for my love for Eve, 
my hate for your swine doctor and 
my need of money. I was a complete 
success until Penn began his cam
paign.”  For the first time his voice 
grew higher, brittle with rage. “Now 
they want to make me a mummy 
again, claiming that my coming has 
been a curse instead of a blessing.

“ They have starved for animal food 
so long and smoked their devilish 
Mirra, as they call it— Opium and 
hashish—that they have no minds, 
only a few debased instincts.”

Orne continued, his words were 
cruel, they tore at the silence like 
vicious insects, I could see that his 
face worked with mingled fury and 
fear.

“ You’ve had time to consider. 
Quick, choose. Th^r want to make a 
mummy of me, ME. I tell you it’s be
cause o f your doctor. He killed their 
sacred crocodiles and lost their bell 
and because he slaughtered them they 
say I am responsible, because they 
believe I am the mummy and now be
cause of the calamities which have be
fallen they’ll torture me and kill me 
and make ME into a damned grinning 
mummy! Choose now! I can’t wait.”

His voice rose high and cracked.

HAVE chosen, Orne,”  the Pro- 
fessor’s tones were cool and con

temptuous. “ If you were not a dirty 
dog and a coward you would have 
spared your breath. Now Orne, hold 
up your hands. Fire if he doesn’t 
obey.”

“ Then you can go to Hell. I hope the 
priests of Set make it interesting on 
the way.”

“ Fire!”  Sharp’s tones spurted but I 
had squeezed the trigger before the 
word was half uttered. I felt the Colt 
jump. The sound of its report was 
muffled. Six times I fired and prayed
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that one of the bullets would find 
Orne.

At the second or third shot I fan
cied there came a scream but not until 
I ceased firing did I realize that Orne 
was running up the steep corridor 
screaming in long high accents of 
agony. One arm held the torch which 
streamed sparks behind the fleeing 
figure. The other arm flopped by his 
side, boneless and limp.

“ You broke his arm, Adam,”  said 
the Professor. “ He’s leaving an easy 
trail behind him.”

The empty cases tinkled on the rock 
floor. I slipped six fresh cartridges in
to the cylinder, as I did so I felt the 
bulk of my pack. Somehow it re
minded me of something. My brain 
was groping for a solution to our dif
ficulties and I believe this was the first 
time I got a clue toward our release.

W E COULD no longer hear 
Orne. I w$s profoundly de

jected and nearly lost my head as my 
imagination got busy when I thought 
of what that coward might do to Eve 
before we could get out of this hole.

“ He will have to hurry. Unless his 
arm is attended to he will bleed to 
death.”

Then coolly and systematically we 
began our search. We pried into 
cracks, we sounded the floors, walls 
and even ceilings. From beyond the 
outer doors came scraping notes 
which we could not understand.

Meanwhile back in the dark re
cesses of my brain a spark of a plan 
was burrowing toward my con
sciousness. It came to me as I pried 
and scraped at a big stone which 
formed a portion of the floor. The rest 
was solid living rock. We endeavored 
to lift this to see why it had been so 
placed, just as it trembled and stirred 
under our united efforts I had the idea 
and it frightened me.

As the rock was lifting a rushing, 
swirling sound rose to our ears and 
we saw by the lamps rays far down,

a foam flecked, black racing stream of 
water.

“ No chance there,”  said the Pro
fessor with a grimace.

Over a half hour had passed and 
time as we were well aware was of the 
very greatest importance. For none 
of us could guess what these priests of 
Set had in reserve and we knew that 
wounded though he was Orne was 
capable of anything.

“We can get out o f this. I don’t 
know why I haven’t thought of it be
fore. The chances of its killing us are 
great, though,”  I said in a low voice.

“What is it? Quick, hurry man,”  
excitedly exclaimed the Professor. 
For the first time I understood what 
self control he had been exercising 
and was ashamed of myself.

“You remember the dynamite? 
Can’t we blow down the doors?”

He looked at me with his bright 
eyes blinking seemingly weighing our 
chances carefully. I continued.

“ Couldn’t we place a charge against 
the leaves of one of the doors, cover 
ourselves up and tie the rest of the 
explosive on a string and hang it 
down yonder so even if it does ex
plode, it won’t be so likely to hoist 
us?”

“ It’s our only chance and we’d bet
ter try it, Adam,”  he answered simply.

“ It’s not quite suicide and our situa
tion warrants desperate measures if 
one ever did!”  After he had spoken 
he walked over and began kneading 
our last loaf of bread into dough by 
the addition of water.

By the aid of this putty-like sub
stance we placed the dynamite against 
the stone. I inserted a fuse and cap 
and was surprised to find that I had 
no fear though I had a curious feeling 
as if I was the executioner preparing 
my own scaffold. Hannibal 'moaned 
and was already covered by a pile of 
empty chests into one of which he had 
stuck his head.

The two remaining sticks of ex
plosives I tied to a string and lowered
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them till they dangled just above the 
surface of the swirling, spinning 
black water.

Our supplies we gathered conven
iently together, and took positions at 
separate corners of the room farthest 
away from the charge so that should 
the ceiling fall in one spot the other 
might be spared to care for and save 
Eve.

Just before we lighted the fuse the 
Professor gripped my hand and said: 
“ We've been through a lot together,”  
his grip tightened, “you’re a good 
comrade Adam. If you win through 
you’ll take care of Eve if it can be 
done.”  I nodded my head as I was not 
able to speak. “ You love her I know,”  
he said, “ and I am glad.”

After that I lighted the fuse and 
crept into the furthest corner, watch
ing the tiny red spark whose hissing 
was audible as it rapidly ate its way 
toward what might prove our sudden 
death.

CHAPTER XXV
T he Crimson  Spoor

THE scratching which we heard 
before grew suddenly louder. 

Violet growled. I supposed the living 
mummies were in some way of their 
own attempting to dig us out. I re
member smiling at the thought of 
their shortly coming surprise. Never 
for an instant did I forget Eve and I 
prayed to live so that I might save her 
from Orne and his allies.

One— two— three— four, I felt the 
dynamite would go off at seven. I 
counted more slowly, five— my tongue 
was so dry I could hardly articulate. 
Six— S—

I NEVER finished the word, a sound
less blast of awful energy, a wind 

that deafened and pressed me, shook 
and twisted me, until I was in 
torture. I heard no sound of the ex
plosion, only the rushing roar of what 
seemed like a cyclone that was kill

ing me by the pressure of its awful 
strength.

Beyond me in the dark some one 
moaned. I reached for my flash and 
swept its finger of white light up. A 
great crack yawned in the ceiling. 
Sharp sat beside a fragment of rock 
that had barely missed him; he 
moaned as he tried to pull his coat tail 
out from under it

I managed to crawl over to him and 
set to work freeing his head. Stone 
fragments lay all about him and I felt 
more than ever the wonder of our sur
vival.

LONG before I had his head free, 
he asked if  the charge had 

worked. Was our path open to follow 
Eve and rescue her? I had been so 
dazed and shocked that I had not 
even thought to look.

I turned the searchlight on either 
end of the rock vault and was amazed 
to see the havoc. The door which we 
ourselves had closed was badly 
cracked while the door which had 
borne the full brunt of the dynamite 
had all but vanished tearing away a 
large portion of the steps which led 
up and into the corridor beyond. 

“ Yes, the way is open,”  I said. 
Professor Sharp was not a pretty 

sight when I had freed him. He was 
bruised and cut and covered with 
blood.

It was ten minutes before either 
Hannibal or Professor Sharp could 
even limp along after me up the steep 
corridor. Our pace was a slow crawl 
and the Professor would not listen to 
my scouting on ahead, claiming that 
our success depended entirely on not 
getting separated again.

From ahead there came no sound. 
I think we all felt as though we had 
clambered out of a tomb as we limped 
panting along the corridor.

“ Light the acetylene lamp, Adam,” 
whispered the Professor as we 
paused. I was able to do so after a 
great deal of trouble, at first my heart
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sank for I was afraid it was broken.
The steep passage was blocked by 

a wall o f blackness. Behind us from 
beyond the doorway arose the soft 
spin of the water and a thin scratch
ing, picking note that grew louder and 
ate into the menacing silence.

The scratching, picking sound had 
evidently been made by the survivors 
prying at the loose fragment. They 
were like bull dogs in their tenacity of 
purpose.

By the glare of the light I saw that 
they were squeezing through the hole 
made by the fallen section of door. 
Notwithstanding that several of their 
number lay under the stone with their 
legs twitching, they made no effort 
to rescue the injured and maimed.

IT WAS as if  some terrific urge to 
kill us drove them on, yet their 

efforts had been weak and futile as if  
they were only partially conscious 
and had all but forgotten just how to 
fight. They had never seemed brave 
to meJtmt like automata with no feel
ing. They were like snakes or scor
pions to me, less than human and 
utterly odious.

“ Quick!”  shouted the professor. 
“They’re after us again.”

A spear flew by us jangling on the 
rock passage ahead o f us. I picked it 
up and hurled it back. Followed a 
snapping thud then more crawling 
scratchings.

“ Come on, Adam.”
“ It’s easy to follow Orne’s trail,”  I 

said passing along at the head o f our 
little procession. “Lord but the man 
bled!”

The passageway was now growing 
much more narrow with all its walls 
gilded so that it looked as i f  we 
walked through a tunnel of burnished 
gold. Our forms were mirrored in 
grotesquely twisted shapes while our 
shadows fled before us. As we pro
ceeded the grade grew steeper and we 
suddenly came to a flight of steps.

Orne’s bloody trail zigzagged up 
these.

“See, he is weakening, he staggered 
and here’s where he rested; the pool 
o f blood shows that. Humph! He’s 
bandaged himself or managed a tour
niquet.”

Beyond there was hardly any blood 
only a drop here and there. Behind us 
the sounds of pursuit grew louder.

“ Yes, I think that’s it.”
The draft blew by us freighted by 

the black fumes not by sight but by 
the tingling exhilaration which I felt. 
Then I noted that the air was grow
ing grey and that it swirled like a 
horror growing slowly visible.

“ Get your masks on,” I said pulling 
mine out of my bulging tunic pocket.

They followed my example as the 
air grew darker and the dry rustle of 
pursuit louder.

“ I wonder if we’ve got to kill ’em 
all?”  I asked bitterly.

“ We will unless we can escape,” 
said the Professor, adding gravely, 
“There certainly are many more of 
them than we first suspected!”

“ Hello, what’s that?”
I think the three of us saw the dan

ger simultaneously, for like sprinters 
at the starter’s pistol we all sprang 
forward. Then just as suddenly I 
stopped and raised my rifle.

I loaded, fumbled with a clip, my 
fingers seemed clumsy. Then as I fired 
the men at the ladder top crumbled. I 
saw Hannibal begin clambering up 
and under his arm dangled the leg3 
of Violet.

At the top a figure leaned over and 
struck at the Professor, i  saw him, 
through the fog of black, duck his 
head then reach up and jerk the crea
ture over the wall’s rim; he fell and 
nearly brushed Hannibal off. I ran on.

Something struck my right shoul
der, I felt a stabbing pain and as I 
turned saw that the pursuers were 
upon me; raising my rifle I fired 
again; they cowered where they
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crawled and crept up the steep steps, 
yet they did not retreat.

As I ceased firing I screamed and 
noted that they covered their ears as 
if the loud noise hurt them. I dashed 
forward with rifle clubbed, slipped on 
the stairs and was immediately 
clutched by claw-like hands that tore 
at me and jabbed with short dagger
like swords. Struggling up I swept 
the rifle about me flail-like. I thanked 
God they were puny and weak, if it 
had not been for this fact I should 
never have gained the ladder’s foot. 
I backed up the steps.

CHAPTER XXVI
D read Sarcophagus

OUICKLY turning I dashed for 
the ladder and began climbing, 

encumbered as ‘I was with the bulky 
lamp and the rifle the bandolier being 
broken, my progress was of necessity 
slow.

“ I’ll take care of them,”  Professor 
Sharp’s voice cut the air like a knife.

The little mob crowded about the 
ladder below jabbing at me with their 
spears. At the time I did not feel any 
of the wounds they inflicted. Under 
me the ladder moved and swayed. I 
felt as if  I should never be able to 
reach the top. How interminable that 
climb seemed no one can guess.

I felt the rush o f air beside me 
and heard something smash amongst 
the horde below; another and another 
missile fell among them yet slowly 
but surely the ladder was slipping. I 
I heard Professor Sharp panting and 
sensed his struggles just above me. 
Now my head was over the rim but 
under me the ladder slipped faster 
jerking back.

“ Your arms, quick, hold up your 
arms!”

I felt them grasp just as the ladder 
slid from under me. Felt myself 
hauled up over the edge and lay gulp
ing and sobbing for air. My mask suf
focated me and I longed to take it

off. From below came a crash. I got 
to my knees and saw by the lamp’s 
light that the ladder together with 
many of the mob had vanished. I 
hoped with all my heart that in falling 
it had broken. Evidently it had slid 
far down the steps.

“ There is no time to lose, Adam,”  
said the Professor his voice anxious 
and sounding muffled and far away 
behind the mask. “ I heard Eve scream 
a moment ago.”

His words brought me back to ac
tual consciousness, but for them I be
lieve I should have become a raving 
madman for the time at least. I fancy 
this was due to the smoke which our 
masks could not entirely keep out.

As we drew nearer the saffron 
lights I saw that they $vere lamps 
containing oil which reflected the 
flames of the floating wicks. Over 
them hung carved pots in which liquid 
thickly bubbled. From beyond a heavy 
curtain of black shredding the silence, 
arose low moans.

About the fire and paying little at
tention to us, but running and*leap- 
ing as if life and more depended on 
their actions, shuffled and glided men 
whose faces were hidden by croco
dile masks; men whose robes were of 
black and who wore shapeless bags 
over their heads. We stood at a loss 
for a moment.

Three of the creatures who looked 
like hideous demons—half man, half 
reptile—grasped one of the pots and 
glided with it under the curtain.

A LL ABOUT the chamber, which 
was walled by gold and black, 

stood open sarcophagi. Thick as the 
black smoke had become it smelled of 
bitumen and aromatic oils in which 
was blended a pitch-like odor. Strange 
glass and porcelain shapes stood out 
as I swept the lamp over the cham
ber. Nowhere was there any other 
door or exit.

For a moment in the room beyond 
the moaning ceased. I knew it was not
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Eve and really had not been curious 
who had been making the sound so 
intent had I been on locating the girl 
I loved.

“ I think it’s Orne,” said the Profes
sor as he whirled and brought his 
rifle down with a smashing crash on 
the head of a crocodile-masked man 
who had crept back of him with a 
bowl of something oily and reddish 
which he had been about to fling on 
Sharp.

As the man went down the stuff 
spilled and there arose a biting acrid 
odor. Another from a greater dis
tance hurled a dish and a few drops 
fell on my wrist and made me leap 
away. It was as if  I had been sprayed 
by fire.

“ It is acid, or—”
My words were cut short for from 

beyond the heavy black curtain a ter
rible scream—a blood-curdling sound, 
burst out. At the same moment a 
group of black-clad priests as I took 
them to be, rushed us, all armed with 
bowls. Professor Sharp fired. I saw 
one man fall, the stuff he carried 
trickling over him, his body squirmed 
away from it even as he died.

I ran to the pitchy stuff bubbling 
over the fire picked it up and flung 
it at the huddled group. They went 
down with a high, thin, moaning 
shriek. As the gummy stuff hit them 
it hardened and clung, they fell 
writhing and kicking but prisoners 
in the viscid material.

“ Come on let’s see what’s beyond 
that curtain,”  cried Sharp, peering 
into the pitchy dark. Just as he did so 
another unearthly yell arose and died.

“ In a minute after I’ve poured this 
stuff out.”

I TURNED over the last of the three 
simmering pots, then extinguished 

the oil lamps. We pushed our way into 
the room beyond. Here the air was 
sweeter and not so hot. I was battered 
and bruised and felt hopeless for no
where could I see any signs of Eve’s

presence. As far as my smarting, 
burning eyes could see there was no 
exit here. We must make our last 
stand.

From all about us rose the soaring 
spin of water as if  it voiced with a 
thousand tongues, the anger o f the 
Valley , of Sin. A charnel, pungent 
odor bit at the sense of smell.

About the walls stood many sarco
phagi. They seemed, as I looked at 
them, to squirm and wiggle their de
testable little vermilion forms. Be
yond a pile o f papyri stood high. I 
wondered callously what hideous his
tories they related. Already my heart 
seemed dead.

Violet, who had been pressing 
against my leg, scuttled off toward 
the deepest shadows where a huge 
shape squatted, wrapped in shadows. 
He barked excitedly.

I swept the searchlight in the direc
tion the dog had taken. The glare 
showed a gigantic figure carved in 
sooty black stone representing the 
naked body of a man who squatted, 
glowering down into an open sarco
phagus which lay across his knees.

I started back for the carving was 
so lifelike that, as if born from the 
very pigment of shadow, it seemed 
horribly alive and menacing. Yet, it 
was nothing but cunningly fashioned 
stone and ivory.

Something inside stirred. I saw that 
metal tubes ran over the edges of the 
coffin and moved forward, the 
shadows oozed crawling about me; my 
feet slipped on the floor which slanted 
and twinkled like frozen ink.

I rushed forward, hardly conscious 
that I was being attacked by a half 
score of figures that tore and clutched 
at me and seemed bent on pulling me 
away from the sight within. Professor 
Sharp had been like a man frozen, 
only his burning blue eyes moved 
about the apartment.

I swayed hither and thither in the 
grip of the black-clad priests. Sud
denly with a mighty shout the pro-
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fessor startled me back into an acute 
consciousness.

“ Eve, Eve where are you?”  he cried 
loudly.

The men holding and prodding at 
me with stirring rods let go. I sprang 
forward and turned the beams of my 
lamp full down on the contents of the 
sarcophagus. I cried out in horror.

A figure lay there partially covered 
by the viscid dark liquid which left 
nothing but hands and face exposed. 
It was Orne!

CHAPTER XXVII
P rison op the  Dead

A BOUT me rocked and echoed Pro
fessor Sharp’s voice calling to 

Eve. There was no answer. Yet, some
where I thought I heard a faint pound
ing tattoo as of heels on the stone 
floor.

I had tried to kill Orne. I hated and 
despised him, yet what I saw in the 
livid white face as still and lifeless as 
a face could be and yet live, made me 
pity him.

He was bound about like a veritable 
mummy with inscribed lengths of 
cloth. Orne gave no actual sign of 
life, yet from under his partially 
closed lids I caught the wet light of 
living eyes.

Slowly, as I bent over, they opened 
and I gazed deep down into the man’s 
heart.

“Eve! Eve! Where are you ?”  Again 
and again the professor’s voice 
boomed savage with fear yet holding 
a desperate appeal.

“What are you looking at, Adam?”  
barked Sharp.

“ It’s Orne. They are turning him 
into a mummy I think. 0, God, it’s 
too awful!”

Just as suddenly as it had come 
upon me my impotence vanished. I 
was once more alive and horrified at 
my own torpid immobility. I reached 
down and dipping my hands into the

black thick mass which almost cov
ered Orne, I tugged and pulled until 
I finally felt the stiff rigid figure 
yielding and slowly rise with stream
ers of the sticky stuff clinging to it.

I set him against one of the legs of 
the statue and realized for the first 
time that my hands stung, that the 
pain was growing. It was as if  a 
thousand minute claws and teeth 
scraped and bit at my skin. Then I 
understood what Orne’s torture must 
have been.

I ran to the curtain and wiped as 
much of the gluey mess off as I was 
able. Then stooping I tore the black 
garment off o f one o f the dead priests 
and rushed back to Orne.

“ My God, my God, it’s awful, 
frightful.”  Sharp stood staring with 
wide open eyes down on the dead- 
alive face. Suddenly Orne’s eyes flew 
open once more. He looked at us and 
recognized us. Not a muscle moved so 
far as we could see yet from the 
closed mouth we heard:

“ Behind Set— Only the door of 
Stars— the Star door—push— flood 
gates— save Eve.”

Each word had grown lower and 
less distinct. As Orne finished his jaw 
dropped; his head rolled over onto the 
swathed shoulders*

“ He’s dead,”  I cried. “ Let’s see what 
is behind Set.”

The big black statue nearly blocked 
the end of the room, how much space 
was behind it we could not tell. We 
squeezed through the narrow crevice 
between the pith and the wall, saw 
with deadly fear four black-clad fig
ures, who carried something which 
writhed in their grasp, disappearing 
through a narrow door. One of seven 
set in the angles of the wall.

I cursed myself even as my heart 
gave a great bound, for I saw, as the 
men vanished, that it was Eve they 
bore. Violet had discovered her and 
had endeavored to summon me to her 
aid!
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PROFESSOR SHARP who had 
preceded me through the crack 

saw the situation and charged like an 
enraged bull. A  packed mass of the 
black-clad figures faced us with their 
long, pointed teeth bared. Behind 
them the door was closing!

The professor reached the door just 
as it swung too, jerked it open and 
dived through. The lane his furious 
charge had opened closed after him. I 
fought against the pack of fiends, who 
tore, prodded and bit at me, mouth
ing in their ferocious anger. Yet all 
the time I seemed to look into Orne’s 
dying eyes, there had been truth in 
them when he said:

“ Pleiades."
I caught sight of the door he must 

have meant, for on it were set little 
constellations in bright gold splashes 
that caught and reflected my lamps’ 
rays.

As I fought, firing now and then 
but for the most part using my rifle 
as a club, I was tortured with the 
thought that Professor Sharp was one 
against four with only Violet to help. 
The notes of roaring, ripping water 
also held a menace as if they, too, 
were hostile.

From beyond the crack I heard the 
pattering of many feet whose claws 
clicked as they ran, like dogs. The 
horde had at last surmounted the wall. 
My position was truly desperate.

“ You hold the crack entrance, Han
nibal,”  I yelled, “ while I open this 
door.”

I had no knowledge as to how it 
worked except that some pressure or 
twisting movement was necessary. I 
was aware that among the seven doors 
were those which would probably 
mean death to me.

I stood before the black oblong on 
which was Osiris. In there had dis
appeared Professor Sharp and Eve, 
farthest away and at the extreme left 
was the smallest door set with golden 
star constellations and what looked 
like zodiacal signs. Orne might have

died with a lie in his eyes, yet I did 
not believe this. I heard the mob out
side rushing about like mad dogs 
bent on destruction.

Once more I rushed back, my hands 
trembled as I twisted the little golden 
bosses with their seven angles. Sud
denly when I pressed obliquely back 
and down I felt something give. The 
door yielded and swung, a rush and 
roar of water suddenly entered.

At the same time Hannibal shrieked 
out:

“ Watch out! Fer Gawd sake watch 
out, Marse Adam. Des pushin’ Set 
back onto us. He’s afalling. He’s 
gwine smash us.”

I saw the great black figure lean— 
totter—sway.

« O A C K  HANNIBAL, back, into 
the door!”

For a moment he did not under
stand. I thought he would squeeze out 
through the crack into the heart of 
that murderous horde beyond, who 
squealed and shrieked in thin thread
like voices. I dashed forward, jerked 
him back and tossed him like an in
animate thing into the narrow black 
chasm which seemed packed with 
angry sounds.

Over and almost on me was the 
toppling statue, tons and tons of 
carved black rock. I hurled myself at 
the door pulling it to after me. I was 
safe but slid and tumbled down into 
a pit of blackness over which the arc 
of the lamp danced crazily as I fell.

Beyond but invisible except when 
my lamp touched it was water which 
tore at the rock walls angrily. Hollow 
echoes surrounded us, back of us I 
heard a muffled splintering crash.

Of Professor Sharp, Eve and the 
Priests I could hear nothing. My heart 
sank. God, had I made a mistake 
after all? Had this been the wrong 
door? I knew that I could not retrace 
my steps for the broken statue of Set 
lay blocking all egress. Were we 
doomed to die in this hideous place?
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I sat up and called “ Professor Sharp, 
oh, Professor Sharp!”

It seemed to me that the water 
swallowed my voice like a starving 
beast a morsel of food. Again and 
again I shouted, but my ears only 
heard the water and the mocking des
olation of my own voice.

Assailed by a crushing suspicion I 
got up wishing to know the worst. 
Was I separated forever from the two 
I loved? Were they in jeopardy alone 
somewhere in the dark or had that 
door of Osiris been the right way? 
Had Ome lied?

The lamps’ light fell on a swirling 
angry surface of ink-black water 
whose further side I could not see. 
We appeared to stand on a promontory 
which twisted and sloped gently to 
where the little waves lapped and 
licked hungrily.

This vanishing path led away due 
South but only a fish or a man in a 
boat could follow it. Far away the 
cavern walls narrowed, but the angry 
roar which filled the dark with angry 
tumult arose from the North.

As I turned the light here a strange 
and gigantic testimony of man’s in
genuity and labor met my eyes for a 
mighty wall was flung across the pit. 
Set on its summit and rising like mon
oliths were mighty huge stone drums 
evidently operating the sluice gates 
which consisted of a number of basalt 
leaves. It was this wall that formed 
the cavern lake and it was over these 
gates that the prisoned water rushed 
and leapt into the foam-flecked in
ferno which I could see far below.

Suddenly I realized what that van
ishing path meant. Once the flood 
gates were opened the level of the 
subterranean lake would fall and the 
path would become passable, but to 
accomplish this the Valley of Sin must 
be flooded.

Then I understood the ingenuity of 
the long dead Pharaoh who had de
signed this prison. There was a way 
out but only possible for a few and by

escaping these few would destroy the 
remainder which would have served 
old Tutankh’s purpose.

The small platform-like promontory 
could hold but a few. It was such a 
terrible vengeance always to. look up 
the flooded path and know that low
ering the gates led to freedom for a 
few—and annihilation for many. How 
the priests must have guarded against 
this danger through the ages.

I stood gripping the metal mechan
ism of the ponderous windlass holding 
my lantern so its arc f  ell directly down 
into the boiling inferno o f foam- 
flecked water, out of which vomited, 
crashed and smashed a battle of 
sounds. I crawled back along the wall 
top peering below; a spidery stone 
arch bridged the sluice gate.

CHAPTER XXVIII
T h e  Other  W ay  Out

A S YET I had seen no sign of Eve 
or the professor but I saw that 

the wall grew lower and the pit less 
chasm-like as I approached the near 
end of the dam. Suddenly my heart 
paused, then pounded on. I could have 
sworn I heard a distant barking. Was 
it Violet? Had they survived? It was 
too much to hope. Some trick of the 
echoes; perhaps I was hearing be
cause my heart and soul so longed to 
know that they lived.

“ Eve, Eve.”
I strained my ears, only the echoes 

flung back my words and my heart 
sank. I crawled further, Hannibal 
following me.

From far away I too heard it; a 
ftiin high-pitched keening shriek and 
it seemed to say:

“ Help, Adam, help!”
I was frantic with excitement for I 

had heard distinctly in spite o f the 
pandemonium and knew that they 
must live and must also be near. Yet, 
sweep the cliffs as I would I could see 
nothing o f them, only swirling black 
water and wet cruel rocks. How could



VALLEY OF SIN 71

I hear them and yet not see them? I 
was desperate, again I heard Eve’s 
voice:

“ Here! Adam.”
I looked all about and caught a tiny 

star of light far down on the dam wall 
itself. Then I understood. My search
light swept the bulging slimy blocks 
of masonry that oozed and trickled 
water; here and there picking out 
some hideous blind thing that wrig
gled out of the light into the dark.

But further along the beam of light 
picked out a tiny platform and on it 
with Violet by her side looking up at 
me was Eve Sharp. I saw Violet’s big 
mouth open and close. I knew he was 
barking but could barely hear him. 
The fact that I had heard him before 
was probably due to some acoustic 
peculiarity.

She looked like a spirit standing 
there in the blackness with the inky 
water not thirty feet below and the 
slimy walls all about. Yet the posi
tion was a terrific one for I had no 
rope long enough to reach her for a 
hundred feet separated us. She raised 
her arms to me as if begging me to 
get her.

I leaned far over and answered her 
gesture calling:

“ Have courage. I’ll save you!”
How could I ever without ropes 

rescue her and lift her to where I 
stood? Carefully I looked over the 
brink scanning the dam wall. It was 
smooth, slimy and sloped slightly 
outward. Climbing would be utterly 
impossible. It was hard thinking 
amid the thunderous dark. I must 
save her, I must! There was little 
time. Yet, I could think of nothing 
reasonable. How was I to reach her 
and when I did what was I to do?

I CLAMBERED back along the dam 
minutely inspecting its summit for 

stone ladders or stairs. I examined 
the sluice gates. They were composed 
of two huge immensely thick basalt 
leaves which now and then as the wa

ter pressure varied, thumped and 
bumped setting the whole dam 
atremble. Over them poured the black 
flood. On each side of the bridge 
which spanned the waterfall stood the 
windlass-like machine and below 
them were well-like pits.

I directed my light down and saw 
that a series of ponderous stone 
wedges ran directly into the mighty 
flanges which held the sluice gates 
themselves in position.

With a new born plan in my mind 
I worked with feverish energy. I hard
ly heard the roaring water as I fixed 
a loop in the end of the chain and 
worked at the release mechanism of 
the drum.

When Hannibal understood what 
I was about he staggered and strug
gled to a position along the brink of 
the dam above the ledge upon which 
Eve stood. I saw that she was still 
safe.

As I swung the chain over the edge 
of the dam I tested it again. It slid 
down, its clanking jangle swallowed 
by the din and merging into the un
earthly roar.

I saw that she climbed into the loop 
and gathering Violet in one arm 
grasped the chain with the other.

Inch by inch we drew the chain up 
with its precious freight.

ONCE as I leaned over to grasp a 
fresh handhold I saw her forty 

or so feet below, fending off from the 
wall as she bumped and hitched up. 
As we lifted her and Violet over the 
edge I fell back. I lay on my back in 
the blackness, the beams of the 
searchlight prodding a shaft of white 
light into the darkness above us—  
Like a voice over a long distance tele
phone I heard Eve’s voice. Violet was 
licking my face and Hannibal plucked 
at me with tom, bleeding fingers.

“ Quick, Adam, for God's sake. 
Quick! let down the chain. I’ll help 
you, dear—father’s fighting them by 
the door of Osiris at the top of the
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steps. He’s waiting for the chain but 
he says they’re working at the broken 
statue of Set and when they get it 
away they’ll be at us before we can 
escape and open the gates.”

Her words galvanized me into fresh 
energy. I looked at her, pale and thin, 
clothes torn and dirty yet she stood 
brave and courageous, a small figure 
magnificent to me. I longed to take 
her into my arms and tell her—but 
there was no time. Her father’s life, 
our lives depended upon speed.

I raked the spot where was the door 
of Pleiades with my light. I shud
dered at the thought of what it might 
reveal. We all sighed. It was still 
closed. I cursed myself for my sense 
of false security on this score.

I might have known the little beasts 
beyond would never cease their ef
forts to kill us since it meant con
tinued existence for them. For there 
were among them those who must 
have known of the secret sluice— of 
the “ other way out.”

The toxic green chain tore at my 
fingers like a live thing as it raced 
down the dam walls. I saw it dangle 
over the ledge, I jerked with all my 
might and saw it slam back and forth. 
To us it was soundless. Then we 
shouted. Quickly almost like an ani
mal, the Professor darted into our 
light that illumined the ledge. He was 
torn and the rags of his coat fluttered.

I saw his blue eyes raise and over 
his face was a grim expression of de
termination and savage purpose. He 
almost tore the chains from the com
bined grip of the three of us. Leap
ing agilely into the loop and swinging 
a gleaming bar of metal at something 
that cast a monstrous shadow as it 
obtruded into the radius of light 
which I kept intentionally on the pro
fessor as I knew the living mummies 
could not see in a glare.

I saw him lean down and smash and 
hit at something. His shadow reached 
out and flowed: into the outer dark
ness like a huge figure of obsidian.

With all our strength we lifted and 
heaved. Yard by yard we raised him.

Below the Professor the ledge was 
crowded by the figures of the priests 
of Set, who held bows and arrows but 
were unable to use them as the light 
made them cower blindly. Also the 
noise must have been torture to them 
although I did not think of this fact 
until later.

I saw the Professor lean far down 
and strike; saw them twist their faces 
up and prod at him haphazard; their 
thin necks writhed and their faces 
looked like dirty gray bubbles; two 
toppled and fell into the welter of 
foam and rock fangs below.

CHAPTER XXIX 
P lace of B ats

W E SWEATED and hauled like 
mechanical figures. It seemed 

to me what I felt was almost beyond 
human bearing. I could see Hanni
bal’s black hands knotted and claw
ing the green chain while Eve’s pret
ty little fingers already bled. It was 
her bleeding fingers that gave me 
strength.

The chain swayed like something 
alive and on looking over I saw the 
professor clambering up arm over 
arm. Where he got the reserve 
strength I do not know. When he was 
at least ten feet below the edge we 
began to hear his shouts:

“ Watch the door! Watch the door. 
They’ll be here any minute. Drive out 
the wedges!”

Before any of us could act on his 
admonitions, he had crawled and 
fallen gasping over the edge of the 
wall.

“ Have you located the wedges?”
I nodded and picking up Hannibal’s 

axe leaped into the slime of the wedge 
pit. My frantic blows made no sound. 
From the Professor’s eyes I had seen 
that the situation was desperate— 
more hopeless than even I suspected
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it to be. But there was no weakening 
in this man.

Eve tied a rag fragment over a 
slice in her father’s shoulder as he 
drew tottering to his feet—my 
mind had grown dull I suppose, I was 
beyond human emotion so far as an
ger, fear or excitement went. I re
membered only Eve’s determined 
face, the pallid pugnacity of the Pro
fessor whose ragged reddish beard 
bristled more belligerently than ever.

My axe as it struck the wedges sent 
tingling lances of pain through my 
arm, the sparks splintered the dark
ness with sprays of light— living fiery 
gold. I felt the first wedge tremble, 
give and fall shivering at my strokes. 
I attacked the second climbing down 
to the next foothold, it shivered and 
slipped at my first blow. Dully I won
dered whether the waters would en
gulf me where I stood or whether the 
dam itself might not be swept away. 
Still I struck. The only human thing 
about me was my love for the girl 
who waited up there in the dark.

I climbed further down, struck and 
pounded, the third wedge resisted me 
for what seemed an eternity. I knew 
that some one looked into the pit and 
bade me hurry, but I was doing my 
best.

I struck faster, it shivered, I felt it 
slipping. Below me the last wedge 
bumped and I could see that it would 
be easy. I clambered down, my first 
blow set it slowly moving out as if an 
irresistible force aided me at last.

Hastily I climbed up feeling as if 
the blow of a feather would send me 
sprawling; as if I should never get 
enough air again. My head rose above 
the pit. I was aware that the awful 
noise had grown many times louder. 
So packed was the cavern with tur
moil that it pushed and tortured one. 
Beyond me in the dark I saw a jet 
of red light; someone had fired a gun. 
I felt the dam walls tremble under me 
as if  at the impact of giant blows.

Beyond the dam a gray luminosity 
shrouded the pit, under which roared 
thousands of tons qf falling water. I 
looked into the sluice and saw that the 
flood gates had vanished. Now a steep 
slide of creaming, hurtling, black wa
ter rushed through and as nearly as 
I can describe it exploded into a wild 
burst of frenzy once it gained the 
other side of the dam. I gasped as I 
stumbled along the tottering wall. It 
seemed to me that the cavern was 
choked by mist, I was wet and felt 
that the awful grinding, rushing roar 
had sucked out all the air.

I gained the dam edge. Eve had 
taken my lantern and I saw by its 
round moon of light, which was fo
cussed on the wall through which I 
had come, that the door of Pleiades 
gaped. I saw that pouring out into 
the misty hades was a thin stream of 
living mummies. Each had his head 
bound about. I stumbled on a fallen 
figure and stooping saw it was not 
one of us.

Back of me a portion of the dam 
wall fell. I had escaped just in time. 
How could we ever reach safety now ? 
I had believed that there could be no 
louder sound on earth yet when the 
wall fell the shock of it knocked me 
flat. I crawled to my feet. Below me 
the surface of the lake had vanished. 
Slowly too I realized that the thunder 
of water was diminishing. Something 
white and toad-like touched me, 
struck me with a weapon. My axe, 
however, put an end to the creature. 
I did my best to run for I knew the 
others must be waiting for me by the 
path. No doubt we could begin our 
journey for the waters must have sub
sided enough.

Tottering, stumbling and shouting 
I swung my axe in a circle, so I 
mowed a way through the ranks of 
living mummies. I felt that I should 
have never been able to achieve this 
had it not been for the still terrible 
noise.
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I SCARCELY knew I was being 
guarded by the lamp’s beam. I 

cursed the creatures in a voice I could 
not hear because of the clamor which 
was, however, dying and as it dimin
ished the cave creatures grew men
acing, more savage in their attacks.

At last I joined the Professor, his 
voice shouting into my deafened ears: 
“ Have you any more carbide?”

I fumbled and after a time found 
the bag in which I carried it and 
handed it to him. He groaned as he 
took it from me. There was barely 
enough for one more refilling. Han
nibal had taken the axe from me and 
now guarded our front while I got my 
rifle ready. Only a few more car
tridges remained.

Eve held one of my big revolvers 
in one hand while with the other she 
wielded the electric flash whose beams 
had become feeble. I knew it, too, was 
playing out. All our light soon would 
be gone.

Behind us the path led away as if 
boring into the heart of darkness. It 
slid a slimy, twisting course down and 
away. Slowly we began our retreat. 
There could be no hurry and what lay 
beyond we could only guess with a 
shudder. Yet take it we must or be 
killed by the little demons who 
pressed us closer and closer.

The last sight I had of the door of 
Pleiades was an open rectangle which, 
vomited ugly little toad-dike beasts 
formed like men.

As the light flashed on the Profes
sor I saw that he bulged in monstrous 
lumps. As I fired into the mob, I won
dered what it was he carried. The 
enemy beat and rushed like waves 
hungrily and I think it was their des
peration that led them into the very 
muzzles of our guns and made them 
so brave. Their valley was being sub
merged. Like rats in a corner they 
had gone mad with terror.

Ahead of us the cavern narrowed, 
below the stream, crawling through 
the slime of the path were loathsome,

formless creatures of the dark. To 
slip might mean death. Oozy, creep
ing creatures wriggled from under 
our feet, things whose glimpsed 
shapes made my skin crawl.

For two hours we backed foot by 
foot, yard by yard along the ever 
ascending passage, always a foaming, 
speeding river raced below us to one 
side and spiky, jagged, dripping 
rocks hemmed us in on the other.

Always pressing us and viciously 
tenacious pursued the living mum
mies. Now we could hear our own 
voices.

Hannibal, Sharp and I took turn at 
guarding the rear. Luckily the path 
was narrow and only two abreast 
could attack at one time. But we 
feared the time which was drawing 
near when our lamps should fail.

Already the electric flashlight was 
but a dim shadow of itself. And the 
carbide could not last much longer. 
I searched my pockets and could only 
find jewels. I would have exchanged 
rubies and diamonds for a handful of 
carbide. We were all nearly exhausted 
and only by an effort o f will were we 
able to proceed.

Each turn we hoped would show a 
ray of light marking daylight. Sud
denly a terrible thought came to me. 
I had just swept two of the priests of 
Set, clad in yellow smocks and bright 
with gold headdresses, into a pool fif
ty feet below us. Would it be daylight 
or night when we reached the earth’s 
surface?

I screamed the question back over 
my shoulder to the Professor. His 
watch had gone as had mine. Eve’s 
had stopped and Hannibal’s broken 
to fragments two days before. We had 
lost all sense of day and night yet on 
that fact would depend our lives! 
That is, if we were successful in mak
ing our way to the surface o f the 
earth.

For the daylight blinded the priests 
of Set while by night they would have 
us at their mercy once our lamp used
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up its fuel. I swept the axe about, felt 
it drive deep into a small body, then 
turned and trotted back fifty or so 
feet before I once more turned.

A HEAD of us we heard a roaring 
tumult. I wondered what new 

terror lay beyond. The Professor 
joined me.

“ It’s a waterfall, Adam, and there 
are rock steps cut in the cliff,”  he said.

“We’ll hold them at the top and let 
Eve get ahead, so in case— ” I said.

“ It’s no use, Adam, she won’t leave 
us. I’ve already pleaded with her. I’m 
afraid the lamp’s going ‘dead.’ Are 
you sure you have no more carbide?” 

Mechanically I struck at an oscil
lating head that jabbed viciously at 
me with a spear. “ Absolutely sure. 
I’ve not got a thing that will burn and 
give light either.”

A smooth wall of water fell some 
fifty feet, close by its side slippery, 
but deep cut, ascended a rock ladder 
from whose summit Eve held the 
paling lantern.

I fired a couple of precious shots 
into the van and hurried up the lad
der. As it was, they almost got me 
with one of their beastly harpoon 
arrows; had it not been for a rock 
boss which I was able to grip I should 
have been jerked backward.

How Eve kept the pace and bore 
without a murmur what was all but 
causing me to drop, I could not un
derstand. As we hurried along I had 
always the one thought in my mind; 
would it be daylight or dark?

The path was covered by a thick 
layer of stinking dust which rose as 
we ran and caused us to sneeze con
tinually. Above us hung thousands 
of bats, when we paused for breath 
we could hear them chittering and 
grating their needle-like teeth.

The river ran twenty feet below us, 
broad, silent and evidently deep. We 
knew we were much more vulner
able in case of attack due to the great
er width of the path. We had only a

few shots left and momentarily we 
expected the lamp to go out.

I was bringing up the rear and was 
therefore the first to hear the pat
tering of their bare feet. They were 
still after us. I shouted the warning 
and we did our best to quicken our 
steps but were unable to do so.

Ahead of us there seemed no evi
dence of daylight. Still the path 
looped and wound in the most cir
cuitous way following the course of 
the river.

“ Watch out! They’re coming!” I 
shouted.

CHAPTER XXX
Conclusion

THE pattering of many bare feet 
grew louder. I thought it would 

■soon be over. I put Eve behind me. 
We had said no word. A match splut
tered in the dark, a tiny light flickered 
and grew. By the glow and leaping 
flames I saw a look of torture on the 
Professor’s face.

Now I understood what he had been 
carrying inside his shirt. Many rolls 
o f papyrus had made him bulge so 
grotesquely. He had lit one of these 
precious papyri and now holding it 
as a torch we once more retreated. Be
hind us not a hundred feet distant 
trotted the cavern’s horde, naked, 
sniffling and whimpering in thread- 
thin, hungry whines.

Eve took the torch which burned 
with a smoky red flame and a dry 
crackling note arose. At our side the 
river lapped musically; behind us 
shuffled our would-be killers and fly
ing about them thickly fluttered many 
shrilly squeaking bats. Over us their 
small ruby eyes glowed when the 
torch flames fell on them.

Both Eve and I knew what it cost 
the Professor to burn one of those 
papyri, yet when the first was con
sumed he silently handed Eve a sec
ond.

If something did not happen soon 
we should have to rest. No human be
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ings could keep up this.continual ef
fort.

“ I ain’t able to go no further,” said 
Hannibal’s flat voice with a half-dead 
note in it.

“ I’m about done up too,”  said the 
Professor. “ You two hurry along and 
if the passage ends and if it is day you 
can come back for us. We’ll hold them, 
for a while, in check.”

“ No, no,” wailed Eve. “ I can’t last 
much longer either, and I’ll not go a 
step without you and Hannibal.”

Doggedly we stumbled on. I had 
only one clip of cartridges left and 
the second papyri was low. I saw the 
Professor fumble for a third. I saw 
him stroke it lovingly.

Ahead of us and echoing down to us 
came the loud barking of Violet who 
had run ahead. I could have sworn 
there was a sound of joy in his tones.

With the first faint hope I had felt 
in nobody knows how long, I gasped. 
The air was no longer clammy but 
felt warmer and in it there was a hint 
of fragrance. I turned and emptied 
my rifle into the horde which were 
scuttling rapidly down on us, hands 
clawed, they seemed aware of some
thing. The path twisted and doubled 
on itself. Violet’s bark grew much 
louder and we all used the last atom 
of energy as we ran staggering down 
the rapidly warming dark.

Far ahead of us standing in a patch 
of grey light we saw Violet. Eve’s 
torch streamed out behind her as she 
sped along. I saw her stumble and but 
for my arm she would have fallen. 
She dropped the torch and with my 
arm about her we made what haste 
we could for behind, us faster sped 
the horde of Set. Flapping and dart
ing over and about them were the 
cloud o f black bats.

I saw the Professor stoop and pick 
up the burning papyrus roll—saw 
him smother the flames as he ran.

Hannibal lurched along dragging 
his feet with bloody axe a-trail. The 
air grew still warmer and on turning

the corner by which Violet stood bark
ing wildly, joyously, we ran full tilt 
into the burning glare of a tropical 
day.

W E DID not stop, but more slow
ly now and blinded by the white 

light we hurried away from the mouth 
of that damnable path. Before us lay 
a lake, a wide green-shored lake; 
about us grew green grass with mi
mosas and palms stirring in a hot 
wind.

I shall never forget the joy I felt at 
the sight of the sun which had but 
lately risen.

We limped to the very edge of the 
lake and there we fell. Not in the 
shade but in the full glare of the 
blistering equatorial sun! Eve sobbed 
as if her heart would break but I 
knew it was the reaction and happi
ness. I said foolish things which she 
later vowed she had heard in spite of 
Hannibal’s prayer which rose in wail
ing crescendos.

I glanced at the Professor and 
found his gaze directed back at the 
path’s exit from which a slowly mov
ing dark mass cowered just within 
the shadow o f the entrance and above 
their heads flapped the disturbed bats 
like bits o f living shadow. Sharp’s 
hands smoothed and fondled the half- 
burnt papyrus.

I looked down on Eve’s head where 
the sunlight made a splendid halo of 
her ruddy chestnut curls.

“ Oh, Adam,” she stopped sobbing 
and raised her face, pale, thin and 
haggard, yet in her deep clear eyes 
that gazed into mine there was the 
glory of Paradise for me. We forgot 
her father and Hannibal. For we 
kissed now not in the presence of 
death but life—a life together. What 
we said to each other I shall not re
peat. Her father claims he tried to 
attract our attention for ten minutes 
before we paid him any heed.

The first words I heard were from 
Hannibal.
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“ It ain’t no use talkin’ to dem. De 
two is in Eden, dat’s whar dey is !”

“ I say, Adam and Eve, if you both 
don’t want to be addled and end your 
days right here and now by sun
stroke, you had better shift your op
erations to the shade!”

“Oh, Dad, I’m so happy,’’ said Eve, 
springing up and hugging her father.

“ I’ll be second fiddle now,”  he said 
smiling as he looked up. Then he 
added, “ I’m glad, Adam. I hoped for 
this.”

“ So is I,”  said Hannibal. “ Now we 
ain’t neber gwine be separated no 
moh, is we?”

“Right you are, Hannibal. I think 
we had better put a few miles between 
us and that cave opening,”  said the 
Professor, practically. “ And discover 
where we are.”

Later we slowly wound our way 
along the edge of the lake and came 
quite suddenly and unexpectedly-into 
a native village.

With much difficulty we persuaded 
these simple folks that we were not 
spirits arisen from the rapidly falling 
water. They had been much fright
ened by the sudden lowering of its 
level.

We warned them not to venture 
near the cave before we left for Fa- 
shoda, which we learned was the 
nearest settlement.

How we reached it and then Cairo 
is another story. There at Cairo, Eve 
and I were married.

The jewels which we had brought 
out of the Valley of Sin were of im
mense value . . . .  Professor Sharp 
still threatens to re-enter the valley 
and drain it. He had been able by his 
six and one^half rolls of papyrus to 
astound the archeological world.

From a monetary point of view we 
had been successful, we had found 
and lost the Valley of Sin but to me 
what really counted was Eve.

SINCE THIS MAGAZINE IS 
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TO THE EDITOR



Outlaws of the Sun
A Complete Novel
By VICTOR ROUSSEAU

The metal cartridge containing Tony’s body slid into place.

CHAPTER I
Carl Snow ’s V engeance

THE room looked like an ob
servatory. It was of immense 
dimensions, built of steel and 

glass, a steel shell encased in glass, 
through which on every side could be 
seen the stupendous scenery of the

Canadian Rockies under the light of 
the setting sun.

The inexpert might have taken it 
for an observatory. And yet that was 
a curious kind of telescope, that enor
mous cylinder mounted on a carriage 
which, in turn, stood on a turntable 
that would have accommodated a 
railroad engine. It looked more like
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Transported by an infernal mechanism to Circe, outermost of the 
planets, where, the sun seems like a small, yellow moon, where 

giants, monsters, and cannibal, walking plants dispute 
for supremacy— such was the fate of three who fell 

victims to the designs of a strange scientist.

a great gun. It dwarfed the complex 
of machinery that filled the room; it 
dwarfed the room itself.

Especially it dwarfed the two fig
ures standing motionless at its base. 
A man and a girl. Tony Betts, eight-

and-twenty, with the figure of a Greek 
athlete and a mop of fair hair; Celia 
Birch, twenty-two, grey-eyed, of 
medium coloring, and as charming as 
any American girl should have been 
in the year 1972.
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And neither Tony nor Celia felt 
overawed by that grim, cannon-like 
cylinder that towered above them; 
neither of them was conscious of it. 
Wrapped in each other's arms, they 
stood there in all the happiness of 
love first declared and admitted.

A long, long time before, an im
mensely long time as love reckons it 
—three weeks before, to be exact, 
Tony Betts, assistant to Andrew 
Birch, the stellar physicist, had first 
met Celia, returning from finishing 
her education at Cambridge.

“ I hope you two will get along to
gether, Tony,”  said Birch. “ Celia’s 
a determined sort of person. Six 
months every year in these wilds isn’t 
exactly the sort of life for a girl.

“ And I don’t hold with women butt
ing into physics. Seems to me their 
minds oughtn’t to be built that way. 
But she was determined to be my 
aide. And so I had to send her to 
Cambridge, and she’s a double first 
in the finals, with all the men hope
lessly behind.

“ You’ll have to make your way with 
her, Tony. She’ll rule this place with 
a rod of steel. And I can’t afford to 
lose you, though I’d be glad to lose 
Carl Snow.”

Carl Snow had been associated with 
Professor Birch longer than Tony. 
When Birch was forced to ask for 
a government subsidy, the Canalas- 
kan government had sent Snow with 
it, much to the old man’s disgust.

There was no way of getting rid 
of Snow. Between him and Tony ex
isted one of those veiled enmities that 
are instinctive, and recognized by 
each immediately.

Since Celia’s arrival the breach had 
widened; Tony’s relations with Snow 
had become frigidly polite. The old 
professor, absorbed in his experi
ments, was hardly aware of any 
change.

“ Celia, do you really care?”  asked 
Tony.

“ Doesn’t it look as if  I did?”  Celia 
answered.

“ How long have you cared, Celia?” 
“ Oh, about three weeks, one day, 

and seven hours. How long have you 
cared, Tony?”

“ Three weeks, one day, seven 
hours, and one minute and a quarter.” 

“Where d’you get the minute and 
a quarter?”  Celia demanded.

“ I saw you in the compartment of 
the heliosphere a minute and a 
quarter before it came to rest.”

“And I saw you, too, through the 
window of the heliosphere compart
ment, so you’ve nothing on me,” said 
Celia triumphantly. “ But oh, Tony, I 
don’t know what Carl Snow is going 
to do about it.”

“ Do about it? That fellow?”
“ I’m afraid of him, Tony. He’s been 

bothering me ever since I got back 
here.”

“ Then I’ll fix things with Mr. Snow. 
Leave him to me,” said Tony. “ What’s 
he said to you, Celia, darling?” 

“ Nothing, but— ”
“ What’s he done?”
“ Nothing, but— ”
“ Well, what has he—what has 

he— ?”
“ It’s the way he's looked at me, 

Tony. I can feel his thoughts. He’s in 
love with me, as far as it’s possible for 
that kind of man to be in love. And 'v 
he’s relentless, unscrupulous.

“ Dad said if he’d known the Can- 
alaskan government would send a 
man like him, he’d rather have let 
the Station go. Now he’s under gov
ernmental control, and Snow is prac
tically in authority.”

“ Best thing is for us to get mar
ried as quick as we can,”  said Tony, 
“ and that will settle any little de
signs Snow may be harboring. Just 
say the word, darling, and we’ll sig
nal the Vancouver-New York helio
sphere tomorrow and drop off at Win
nipeg.”

“ But, Tony, dear, don’t you know 
I’ve only been back three weeks, and



OUTLAWS OF THE SUN 81

the Bureau of Pedigrees requires a 
month’s residence before they’ll issue 
a permit.”

“ Damn!” muttered Tony. “ I can’t 
wait another whole week for you.”

“ I ’m afraid we’ll have to, darling,” 
answered Celia mournfully.

Like two people struck down by a 
mortal blow, they stood there at the 
base of the great cylinder, their arms 
about each other. The misfortune 
seemed more than they could bear.

Two feet beneath them stood Carl 
Snow, observing them attentively 
through the expansion vent in the 
base of the travelling carriage. He 
was standing on the ladder that ran 
down beneath the heavy steel-des- 
coloizite trap door to the storage 
basement.

A man a year or two older than 
Tony, blonde, furtive, with eyes of a 
cold green that just now blazed with 
hate and malice.

Carl Snow had been sent by the 
Canalaskan government because his 
work at Toronto University had 
showed him to be one of those minds 
that appear perhaps once in a cen
tury, a physicist whose fame had al
ready become world-wide.

There was no one else who could 
pretend to be able to assist Professor 
Birch in his astro-physical investiga
tions, and Birch himself was of an 
older school.

Birch, with his ingenious method 
of applying the ultra-violet micro
scopic method of telescopy, had been 
the first to map out the extreme limits 
of the universe, showing, what was 
long suspected, that it was self-con
tained, finite, and yet unbounded; but 
Carl Snow had gone farther—a long 
way farther.

The cylinder in the observatory
like building was some sort of pro
jector, but its secret was hidden even 
from Birch. Snow had virtually ex
cluded Birch from his own observ
atory under the plea that he was en
gaged upon important researches, and

under the threat of reporting ad
versely to the Canalaskan govern
ment.

Through the expansion vent Snow 
watched the lovers locked in their 
sad embrace, and he shook his fist 
in fury. Then he drew back his arm 
quickly, with a muffled expletive that 
Tony and Celia were too absorbed in 
each other to hear.

Carl Snow had skinned his knuckles 
against the projecting flange.

<<T TOW soon will this experiment 
of yours be ready for demon

stration, Snow?” asked Birch that 
night, as the three men sat at the 
supper table awaiting Celia’s advent.

“ It is practically ready now, my 
dear Birch,” responded Snow suave
ly. There was no trace on his features 
of the rage that had transformed him 
into a wild beast two short hours be
fore. “ In fact, I believe I am in a 
position to give you a demonstration 
this evening, if necessary.”

“ I must confess, Betts and I are en
tirely in the dark,”  said Birch, strok
ing his white beard. “ And I have been 
consumed with curiosity. If it is really 
possible to disintegrate a solid object, 
send it through space with the 
velocity of light, and reassemble it 
a million light years away, you have 
accomplished the miracle formerly 
attributed to the Mahatmas. Have 
you actually succeeded in accomplish
ing this feat?” inquired the old scien
tist incredulously.

“ I have actually performed it,” re
plied Snow suavely. “ I have not sent 
objects to a star a million light years 
distant— naturally. I should have to 
live a million years in order to see it 
arrive at its destination. But I have 
transmitted objects to Mars, Venus, 
and, particularly, to some of the as
teroids.”

“ Such as?” asked Tony.
“ I began with a harmless guinea- 

pig,” answered Snow, smiling. “ The 
amiable rodent whose name will be
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forever linked with laboratory experi
ment.”

“ But a guinea-pig is a living 
thing!”  shouted Tony incredulously.

“ It is still a living thing,”  replied 
Carl Snow.

“ You mean it—survived?”
“ It survived.”  Snow was enjoying 

the two men's bewilderment, and yet 
his malicious smile seemed to conceal 
some ulterior knowledge.

“ Pardon me, Snow,” interposed old 
Professor Birch incredulously, “ but 
how do you know? Even if you sent 
this rodent to the moon, it would be 
impossible to discover it even by my 
ultra-violet method of telescopy. A 
guinea-pig on the moon? Really, 
Snow, it is hardly credible.”

Carl Snow leaned across the table. 
“ Birch, there are a number of things 
that no doubt appear incredible to 
you at present, and yet they are true,” 
he said. “ Let me briefly record in 
outline the work I have been accom
plishing in the observatory.

“ The cylinder with which I have 
sheathed the telescope was, frankly, 
to some extent a blind. It was neces
sary that my work should not be sus
pected by any one who might antici
pate me.”

He glanced scornfully at Tony, who 
was about to break out in indignant 
repudiation. But a glance from Birch 
restrained him. And now Tony no 
longer resented Snow’s insolence, for 
there was something menacing about 
Snow’s aspect.

The man seemed transformed, dy
namic, upon the verge of some im
mense revelation.

“ By an adaptation to your tele
scope, for which you deserve every 
credit, Birch,”  Snow went on, “ I have 
been engaged in disintegrating, first 
inanimate objects, then guinea-pigs, 
and, after converting them into 
etheric waves, reassembling them, 
not on the moon, but on the planet 
Circe.

“ The steel chamber at the base of

the cylinder, which had excited your 
curiosity so much, my dear Birch, 
contains a new type of camera, more 
powerful than any known. The lens 
is adapted to your ultra-violet process.

“ The sensitized film is coated with a 
substance more sensitive to light than 
any known. By means of this camera, 
affixed to the telescope, I have been 
enabled to photograph objects on 
Circe the size of a guinea-pig.

“ The same mechanism that trans
mits the disintegrated body, controls 
the direction of the lens, so that the 
camera is pointing exactly at the spot 
where the disintegrated form is re
assembled.”

“ How does it reassemble?”  queried 
Birch, obviously incredulous. “ If you 
could dissolve an object into etheric 
waves, why should it regain its 
original substance on reaching its des
tination?”

Snow smiled, as one might smile at 
a persistent child. “ I have projected 
the reassembling apparatus to the 
planet Circe,” he answered.

“ But how— ?” Burch stammered.
“ First I disintegrated and project

ed the reassembling apparatus to 
Circe,”  Snow expounded. “ It is a small 
and simple mechanism, which merely 
assists the atoms to reform more 
rapidly according to the original 
scheme. Then I projected the—well, 
let us say the guinea-pig. It is not 
•necessary for the pig to reach exactly 
the same locality as that occupied by 
the reassembling apparatus. Any
where within twenty degrees of it, 
the magnetic field is sufficiently 
powerful to cause the disintegrated 
atoms to rush together.

“ Why they should rush together, 
why the original structure persists, 
why the original design reforms, I 
confess I do not know, Birch. There 
you enter the metaphysical field, and 
metaphysics are outside my province.”

“ But, if you can send guinea-pigs, 
why not men?” demanded Birch.

“ Why not?” Snow echoed, with
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that furtive smile of his. “ Would 
either of you gentlemen like to be 
subjects for my experiment?”

“ I’d like to see you send a guinea-
pig first,” said Birch cautiously. “ I 
wonder where Celia is. She’s a long 
time getting supper ready.”

Since her arrival, Celia had been 
running the small household. The two 
Indian servants had refused to re
main. Why they had gone, slipped 
away in the night without an ex
planation, without even asking for 
their wages, nobody knew. Probably 
they had taken fright at something. 
They had always evinced a lively ter
ror of Snow, and his apparatus.

Birch rose from the table and went 
into the kitchen. “ Celia!” he called. 
“ My dear, where are you?”

Tony, vaguely alarmed, got on his 
feet and followed him. Celia was not 
in the kitchen, nor anywhere on the 
plateau that contained the observa
tory and the house building. Birch 
was hurrying toward the former, call
ing Celia’s name.

Tony followed him inside. They 
looked around the interior, both call
ing. But Celia was not there.

Frantic now, Tony swung the 
handle that raised the trap door at 
the base of the cylinder. He switched 
on the electric light and hurriedly de
scended the ladder. He shouted Celia’s 
name as he dropped into the base
ment. But the basement was a small 
one, and a glance about him showed 
that Celia was not there either.

He heard old Birch’s shouts above. 
He reascended, pressed a lever, and 
the trap door closed slowly after him. 
Birch and he stood staring at each 
other in dismay and apprehension.

“ Where is she, Tony?” The old 
man’s voice was tremulous.

Both started at a sound behind 
them. Carl Snow stood in the entrance. 
There was something so repulsive, 
so malicious and vindictive on his 
face that for an instant the two were

aghast. Then Tony leaped toward 
him.

“ Where’s Celia?”  he demanded. 
“ You know! Damn you, you know, 
Snow!”  he shouted.

“ Yes,” answered Snow with a ma
lignant smile, “ I know. She’s on the 
planet Circe. Would you like to have a 
lookat-her?”

CHAPTER H 
T reachery

<<'VrOU devil!”  Tony shouted.
i  Never for an instant did it oc

cur to him to doubt the truth of what 
Snow had told him. The man’s words, 
looks, demeanor, carried conviction. 
He drew back his fist to dash it into 
the malicious, sneering face before 
him.

Snow did not move. There was 
something so chilling in his attitude 
that Tony did not strike. His arm 
dropped to his side. What use to 
strike? This was no occasion for a 
brawl. A blow would be meaningless 
folly.

Birch’s voice broke in on his ear. 
“ Snow— Carl, you’re only jesting! 
You wouldn’t do that to my girl, my 
Celia. We’re all friends, Snow.”

“ Perhaps you’d like to have a look 
at her,” Snow sneered.

He moved toward the great cabinet 
at the base of the cylinder. The others 
turned as he did so, but their steps 
were heavy as lead. The dreadful con
viction that Snow was speaking the 
truth, the belief that he had them in 
his power, was paralyzing in its effect.

Suddenly Snow turned and laughed. 
“ I saw you and Celia making love this 
afternoon,” he hissed at Tony. “ I 
overheard your talk about marriage. 
That’s what actuated me. She’s mine, 
and I hate you as my mortal enemy, 
Betts.

“We’ve known that we were 
enemies since we first met. Don’t lie 
about it. We’ve always hated each 
other. I meant to send you, Betts, but
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the main thing was to separate you, 
and my opportunity came when Celia 
was alone here this afternoon.”

He drew a key from his pocket and 
unfastened the padlock of; the cabinet. 
He swung back the door and passed 
inside.

“ Come in,”  he taunted. “ The ex
hibits are ready!”

Tony, now supporting old Birch, 
who seemed to have gone to pieces, 
passed inside. The cabinet was fitted 
up as a dark room. The interior was 
heavily lined with what looked like 
black felt, but a strong electric bulb 
threw a glaring light beneath a shade. 
There was plenty of room for the 
three men to stand there.

Snow took an ordinary photograph
ic printing-frame from a shelf and 
held it for an instant beneath the 
light. He switched this off, plunging 
the interior into comparative dark
ness. Tony could see him raise the 
cover of a tank and plunge the print 
into it. Then he switched on the light 
again.

“ Look, gentlemen!” shouted Snow, 
in a voice that had an insane tremolo 
in it. “ See if you can find the missing 
heiress in the picture!”

He lifted a shallow tray out of the 
tank. It was just a developing tray, 
and in it, lying flat, and face up, was 
the print, measuring some eight by 
twelve inches. Snow placed the tray 
under the light.

For a moment or two Birch and 
Tony looked at the print without mak
ing out the details. It looked like a 
small, and very much enlarged, sec
tion of the surface of a planet, which, 
in fact, it was. Then a cry broke from 
old Birch’s lips. Suddenly the old man 
hurled himself upon Snow.

“ It’s a trick! It’s a lie! Merciful 
God, it isn’t true!” he shouted, his 
fingers outstretched toward Snow’s 
throat.

Snow caught him in his arms and 
held him powerless. “ Don’t try that

game with me, you old fool!”  he 
shouted.

Trembling, old Birch staggered 
back against the wall and stood there, 
looking down into the tray again. 
Upon one spot on the planet’s sur
face both men could plainly see what 
looked like a glistening pile of ma
chinery, and a duplicate of the huge 
cylinder in the observatory.

Seated beside it was a tiny, doll- 
like figure, with its head bowed on 
its breast in an attitude of despair. 
Infinitely small though the figure was, 
there was no mistaking it. It was 
Celia.

Celia, transported to the planet 
Circe, the outermost of the ten known 
planets, within three hours! It seemed 
preposterous, madness!

Tony looked up and saw Snow 
watching him malignantly. “ Yes, 
she’s alive,”  sneered Snow. “ There’s 
oxygen on Circe, you know, according 
to the spectroscopic lines, and we’re 
agreed that the planet’s interior heat 
compensates for its distance from the 
sun, by warming the atmosphere.

“ The question is how far the inter
ior heat and the icy exterior are com
pensated. I’m afraid Celia may be suf
fering from hot feet and a cold in 
the head, Betts.”

“ God!” muttered Tony, surveying 
the madman before him. For that 
Snow was mad he had no doubt what
ever. None but a madman would have 
designed such a fiendish scheme.

Snow leaned forward. “ Would you 
like to prove that she is alive, Betts ?” 
he sneered. “ Shall we talk to her?”

“ What?” shouted Tony.
Snow turned his back on him and 

stepped out of the cabinet. Tony 
turned to old Birch, who was still 
standing against the wall, his eyes 
fixed on vacancy. He touched the old 
man on the arm. Birch started.

“ You must pull yourself together, 
Professor,” he whispered. “ We’ve got 
to play second fiddle to that fiend until 
our chance comes. He’ll slip up soon.
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No use attempting violence; not with 
Celia in his power.”

Birch nodded, but it was doubtful 
in Tony’s mind whether the old man 
understood. Th^ shock he had received 
seemed to have affected his reason. 
Nevertheless, he accompanied Tony 
out of the cabinet in Snow’s wake.

Snow had unlocked a door leading 
to the laboratory, from which Tony 
and Birch had been excluded since 
Snow's experiments began. In one 
corner was a radio transmitting set, 
Snow leaned forward and pressed a 
lever. Instantly the whole interior was 
lit with flashes of white, crackling 
electricity as the long Hertzian waves 
leaped to and fro.

Some transformation had evidently 
been effected in the apparatus, for 
that interplay of light was like the 
“ sparklers”  that children burn on In
dependence Day. The vivid flames 
played all about the three men, yet 
without harming them.

In front of the set a tiny dynamo 
was revolving so fast that it looked 
like a mere circle of light. Beside it 
was an ordinary microphone. Snojv 
put his lips to the latter. “ Celia!” he 
called in a mocking tone. “ This is Carl 
speaking. Your father and that fool 
Betts are here. Have you any message 
for them?”

A pause. Then a loudspeaker at
tached to a receiving set began to 
crackle. And out of it came a whisper 
as thin as the voice of a “ spirit” 
speaking out of a medium’s trumpet 
at a stance.

Snow turned a dial. The voice 
ceased, came back again, then sud
denly grew louder, louder, almost as 
loud as the normal human voice: 
“ Tony! Help m e!”  it said.

Old Birch gasped, “ God, it's true, 
Betts, it’s true! That voice is 
Celia’s !”

HE WOULD have fallen had not 
Tony caught him. Yes, it was 

true, and that was Celia’s voice. Tony

himself felt upon the verge of a men
tal breakdown. He pulled himself to
gether. Across those millions of miles 
of space Celia still lived; their love 
could penetrate further than that. 
She was still his.

Snow, grinning at him viciously, 
put his lips to the microphone again. 
“ He can’t help you, Celia,” he said. 
“ You’re mine. I’m coming after you. 
I’m through with my experiments 
here. With the apparatus that I have 
sent to Circe I shall be able to amuse 
myself at the expense of Earth. Well ? 
Have you nothing to say?”

Again the voice came back: “ Tony, 
come to m e! If he comes here I’ll kill 
myself. Tell him that. I swear it !” 

Snow muttered an oath. “ Don’t be 
a fool!” he shouted. “ I’m ready to 
talk things over with you, Celia. If 
you knew how I love you— ”

“ Tell him that, Tony. Make him be
lieve it’s true. I’ll kill myself unless 
you and dad come to m e!”

“ Celia— ” Snow began.
There followed a strange sound, and 

yet a very human sound, and con
comitantly with it the shooting, splut
tering Hertzian rays suddenly ceased. 
Snow ripped out a blasphemous oath. 
But Tony knew what that sound was, 
and it was characteristic of Celia. She 
had simply smashed the mechanism 
at the other end— on Circe.

On Circe, thousands of millions of 
miles away, out on the edges of the 
huge solar system, a girl had raised a 
metal bar of some kind and wrecked 
communications with Earth. And that 
took some doing!

Old Birch tottered forward and 
grasped Snow by the arm. “ Snow, for 
God’s sake listen to reason,”  he im
plored him. “ All this has happened 
within the past three hours. Three 
hours age—think of it—we were 
three sane men, and Celia was here.

“ Wipe out this madness. Destroy 
this interlude. Bring my daughter 
back to me, and let us all forget! 
Snow, I knew of your rivalry with
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Betts for Celia. I wasn’t so blind as 
not to see that. But it was an honor
able rivalry. It may become one again, 
if only you’ll bring Celia back to m e!”

There was something at once so 
dignified and so pathetic in the old 
man's appearance, in the impassioned 
words that poured from his lips, that 
for a moment Snow seemed shaken. 
Then he seemed to shake off the ef
fect of the petition. A wild laugh broke 
from his lips.

“ I can’t oblige you, Birch,”  he 
shouted. “ God himself can’t turn back 
the past. Even if I wanted to bring 
her back, I couldn’t do so without 
going to Circe and transmitting her 
and myself from there. And when we 
got back to Earth, while I was un
conscious and recovering from my 
journey, Betts would destroy me.”

“ If that’s your fear, Snow,”  said 
Tony, “ you can put it out of your 
mind. I join Professor Birch in his 
petition. Project yourself to Circe, 
bring back Celia, and the past shall 
be forgotten.”

A cunning look came over Snow’s 
face. “ Don’t forget that she has an
nounced her intention of killing her
self if I go there,”  he said. “You’ll 
have to come with me, Betts. And 
Birch too. We’d have to reassure 
Celia, make her believe that the past 
was really to be forgotten.”

“ You’ll do it?” cried the old Profes
sor.

“ I’ll do it,” answered Snow.
“Snow,”  said Tony, “ I don’t trust 

you. Maybe I’m wrong in that, but 
you can hardly expect Professor 
Birch and myself to place ourselves 
at your mercy in this way. If you’re 
willing to let bygones be bygones, 
this is what must be done. You’ll first 
project me to Circe— ”

Snow grinned. “ No, no, Betts, 
that’s ingenious, but I’m not trusting 
you alone on Circe with Celia,”  he 
answered.

“Let him send me first,”  said Birch. 
“ I’m quite willing to risk the experi

ment. Let him send me first, to com
fort my girl. Then he can project him
self, and Betts will watch how it is 
done, and follow if he has any sus
picion of trickery.”

“ Now that sounds more reason
able,” answered Snow. His voice was 
conciliatory, but Tony had an under
current of suspicion in spite of that. 
Did Snow really mean to forfeit his 
advantage in order to square things? 
He doubted it. He watched him 
warily.

“ Yes, that sounds much more rea
sonable,”  Snow repeated. “ Of course, 
our stay on Circe is apt to be a pro
tracted one. If her revolution is, as 
we suspect, one of three weeks, it will 
necessitate our remaining there that 
long until Circe and Earth are in 
the same relative positions again.

“ It’s fortunate her revolution isn’t 
a hundiVd years!”  Again he laughed. 
“ But I’ve projected a supply of food 
there, gentlemen, and we should have 
no need to worry. How soon will you 
be ready to make the leap, Profes
sor?”

“ At once,”  cried Birch in tremu
lous tones. “ The sooner the better, 
Snow.”

“ Then, gentlemen, will you kindly 
take your stand on this platform?”  
asked Snow smoothly, pointing to a 
square slab of metal which was a little 
to one side of the breech of the 
cylinder.

Tony hesitated for a moment, then 
complied. He still distrusted Snow 
completely, particularly he disbe
lieved that the man had changed the 
fiendish scheme which he had so long 
been harboring.

It was reasonable enough to sup
pose that he meant to transmit both 
himself and Professor Birch to Circe 
alive, otherwise it was certain that 
Celia would keep her word and kill 
herself.

Tony stepped to the platform on 
which Professor Birch had already 
taken his station. Behind the platform
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was a steel upright with a projecting 
arm, somewhat resembling one of the 
old-fashioned weighing machines that 
were to be seen on the platforms of 
steam railroad stations, and are still 
to be found in museums.

Snow adjusted the positions of the 
two men, aligned them side by side, 
and slowly swung down a lever. Two 
head-rests came out of the uprights, 
and Snow manipulated them until 
each supported the head of one of the 
two.

“ Don’t be alarmed,”  said Snow, 
smiling, as he pressed another lever, 
and a thin half-hoop began to extend 
from the mechanism. “ It is necessary 
to support you, but there will be no 
constraint.”

He adjusted this loosely about their 
bodies. At the moment Tony’s mind 
was a medley of emotions. Paramount 
was fear and anxiety for Celia. 
Mingled with this was a little natural 
agitation regarding the journey that 
he was about to undertake.

The idea of being resolved into 
etheric waves and then recombined 
into human form was not exactly a 
pleasant one, particularly since Tony 
was perfectly aware that Snow had 
no intention of leaving him free to 
make love to Celia.

Snow hovered about the two men 
as they stood side by side, their heads 
snugly fitted into the rests, as a pho
tographer who might be expected to 
say, “Look pleasant, please!”  before 
snapping the shutter. There was, in 
fact, something a little ridiculous 
about the whole situation.

But it wasn’t the shutter that Snow 
snapped. He bent forward and picked 
up a long rubber tube that hung from 
the breech of the cylinder. At the ter
mination of this was a small rubber 
ball. Emerging from the ball was a 
perforated metallic nozzle. It looked, 
in fact, like part of an atomizer.

Snow pointed the nozzle at the 
faces of the two men, and a diaboli
cal smile spread over his own. A fine

spray, cold as ice, penetrated Tony’s 
nostrils and clung to his eyelashes.

For an instant Tony remained 
motionless, not realizing what Snow 
was doing. And that instant was his 
defeat. Frozen into immobility, he re
mained, a block of inanimate flesh, 
while the spray continued to rain on 
him, and he was unable even to wink 
an eyelid.

CHAPTER III 
Horrors of Circe

NOT a cord or muscle would obey 
Tony’s will. He struggled with 

all his might to free himself, and 
without the least success. He tried to 
cry out, and the muscles of hi§ throat 
might have been carved out of gran
ite. He felt his tongue like a lifeless 
thing in his mouth. His eyes were 
open, and he could feel the moisture 
in them slowly dripping down his 
cheeks. And his senses were as alert 
as ever.

Snow approached Tony and tapped 
him insolently across the cheek with 
the rubber tube. “ Feel that?”  he 
asked.

Tony felt the blow as plainly as he 
had ever felt anything in his life.

“ Curare, Betts,”  said Snow, with 
his devilish smile. “ No need to explain 
the effects of curare to you. The motor 
nerves are completely paralyzed, for 
you have inhaled sufficient of the drug 
to keep you in that condition for sev
eral hours. The sensory nerves are, of 
course, totally unaffected.”

He grinned, and the expression on 
his face told Tony that without a 
doubt Snow was insane. There was 
something so malevolent, so mocking, 
in that look, that Tony would have 
shuddered, if he had been able to.

“ I am going to deliver you and this 
old fool to Celia, on Circe,”  said Snow, 
jerking his thumb toward the Profes
sor. “ You’ll arrive paralyzed and 
quite incapable of any of the tricks 
which you no doubt planned to play
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on me after arrival. Then, Betts”— 
he leaned forward, and a look of in
tense malignity came upon his fea
tures— “no need to tell you why they 
give curare to animals that are to be 
vivisected. We shall have some fun—  
if Celia still holds out against me!”

The fiendish scheme in Snow’s 
mind, to torture him and her father 
until she yielded, struck Tony with 
horror. He knew that, though curare 
paralyzes the motor centres, it leaves 
the sensory nerves as keenly alive to 
pain as ever.

He tried to turn his head to see 
Birch, but he was incapable of the 
least movement, he could not utter 
a sound, and supported by the head
rest, he stood there, a man within, 
marble without.

Snow’s next act was to open a closet 
and produce two oilskin bags. He en
veloped first Birch and then Tony in 
one of these, laying them down side 
by side at the base of the cylinder, 
with only their heads protruding.

He then swung a lever which 
opened the cylinder’s base, and an
other which brought the breech 
mechanism upward until it formed 
an acute angle with the cylinder it
self. A third lever brought the cover 
of the breech slowly down toward the 
floor. The cavity that was disclosed 
was about the size of a man.

During the next half-hour, ignor
ing his prisoners, Snow occupied him
self with various measures. He traced 
parabolas upon a large chart sus
pended from the side of the cylinder. 
He consulted three separate chro
nometers, and set a sort of time fuse.

Then he pulled back a slot in the 
upper surface of the cylinder, disclos
ing five or six vacuum tubes, glowing 
with indescribable colors, which, to 
Tony’s eyes, appeared to be just upon 
the verge of the ultra-violet, for they 
scintillated, now violet, now blue, and 
then went out, and then glowed pur
ple. And then, of a sudden, the colors

in the six tubes were mingled in a 
burst of glorious yellow sunlight.

Snow turned to Tony and kicked 
him. “ Ready to start on your journey, 
Betts?”  he sneered. “ It won’t hurt 
you. The hurt comes afterward. It’s 
going to be an odd sensation, dis
solving into electronic spray, but I’ve 
sufficient confidence in it to promise 
you success. I had sufficient confidence 
in it to project the woman I love—  
the woman who loves you, damn 
you!”

Then he turned back and once more 
pulled a lever. The end of the breech
block opened, and a long cartridge of 
thin metal, six feet in length, slid 
slowly to the floor.

Picking up Tony’s helpless body, 
Snow thrust it into the cartridge. The 
inside was perfectly smooth. Tony 
fitted perfectly, except for three 
inches of space at his feet.

Snow vanished, reappeared with a 
mask which he clapped over Tony’s 
face. There was a smell of bromine 
and ethylate, a sense of choking that 
stirred the involuntary nerves to a 
fit of violent coughing. Snow chuckled.

“ Nice, Betts?” he leered. “ There’s 
worse coming. Just at the moment 
when you feel yourself being trans
muted into electronic spray and ether 
waves, it won’t be a nice sensation 
at all, I fancy.

“ And yet it ought to be painless, for 
the conversion is instantaneous, while 
sensation travels along the nerves at 
a low rate of speed. Celia didn’t cry. 
The guinea-pig didn’t even squeal. 
It’s just the nervous shock, Betts, 
damn you, Betts!”

He punched Tony viciously in the 
jaw, and Tony felt the blow as a 
spasm of pain running up the facial 
nerves, all the more painful because 
there was no resiliency in the flesh 
whatever. Then Snow began pressing 
the lever.

The lowered breech mechanism of 
the cylinder began to reassemble it
self in alignment with it. As it moved
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slowly upward into position, the 
metal cartridge containing Tony’s 
body slid into place.

Click! The light was shut off 
abruptly. Snow’s jeering cough was 
cut off instantaneously. Tony was^now 
lying within the mechanism of the 
cylinder. He could hear not a sound, 
and he was in utter darkness.

The sickening stench of the chem
icals upon the mask was in his nos
trils, and he coughed spasmodically 
without being able to clear his throat 
or move his tongUe.

And then, almost for the first 
moment in his life, Tony understood 
the meaning of fear. Not the fear 
which the ordinary man knows, but 
gripping, stark, soul-rending terror 
that was like an icy hand clutching 
his heart and closing upon his lungs.

Fear for Celia, and fear for him
self. Fear that drove him to the verge 
o f madness, and was accentuated to 
the nth degree by his inability to 
force his muscles to move in obedience 
to his will, even to twitch. Fear with
out physical relief in action. He had 
become a mind, and nothing more.

Suppose Snow’s elaborate calcula
tions proved fallacious! The least 
error made in computing the distance 
that Circe had moved since Celia was 
sent there would land him—where? 
Perhaps a million miles away, in 
space. Not even on a planet. In space, 
to become a satellite, an asteroid, pur
suing some eccentric orbit of his own!

Worse than that! He would land 
far enough from the reassembling 
mechanism to prevent the reassocia
tion of the electronic spray that he 
had become into flesh and bone and 
blood!

Already the modicum of air within 
the cylinder was becoming exhausted. 
Tony was choking, his lungs, driven 
by the involuntary muscles, heaved 
convulsively, and drew in nothing. 
Tony lay there like a fish out of water, 
feeling the sweat damp upon his face, 
and his starved lungs quivering.

Then suddenly agony rent him. 
Every nerve and sinew in his body 
seemed to be dissolving. No pain, 
Snow had said! If this was not pain— 

But like a black wave unconscious-, 
ness came upon him, and he knew no 
more.

A  T H O U S A N D  darts o f fire 
seemed to be stabbing through 

Tony’s limbs. He drew in a breath, 
and that breath was like liquid lead. 
His lungs, opening under its impact, 
felt like two foreign bodies rending 
his chest asunder. A groan broke 
from Tony’s lips. He unclosed his 
eyes. He looked about him.

Slowly and painfully he flexed his 
fingers, drew up his knees. The effects 
of the curare had worn off, then! 
Tony remembered the curare! Evi
dently Snow’s experiment— what had 
it been?— had failed, and he had van
ished, leaving Tony in the laboratory.

But this was not the laboratory. 
Was the pale starlight that diffused 
itself through a semi-luminous en
velope merely the reflection from the 
windows of the laboratory, or was it 
— Circe ?

As the recollection of the planet 
flashed into Tony’s consciousness, it 
brought with it the memory of the 
past in ample detail. Celia’s projec
tion, his own and Birch’s capture by 
the madman, that ghastly bed within 
the cylinder— everything fell into 
place.

Tony sat up, and as did so the 
mask, now odorless, fell from his face. 
He became conscious of a drag upon 
his limbs. He looked down, and in the 
dim light he saw that he was still 
enveloped in the oilskin bag that 
Snow that drawn about him. It was 
fastened about the neck with a cord, 
and Tony, cramped though his fingers 
were, succeeded in releasing himself 
from it without very much difficulty.

He swung the oilskin bag around 
his head and cast it from him. He 
stood on his feet, he took a step, and
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flew six feet through the air, landing 
upon his hands and knees. Yes, this 
was Circe!

It was Circe! Bode’s law had made 
it clear that this outermost of the 
known planets of the solar system 
would be of very small dimensions—  
small enough to change completely the 
ratio of a man’s gravity to the plan
etary core. On Earth, Tony weighed 
a hefty hundred and seventy pounds. 
On Circe he weighed perhaps fifty!

Tony sat down and forced his mind 
to function. Where was the mechan
ism that Snow had projected to the 
planet? It could not be very far away, 
otherwise he would never have been 
changed back from ether waves and 
electronic spray to a human being. 
Then Celia must be near.

But how had the effects of the 
curare worn off 'so quickly? The 
actual journey through space would 
not have occupied more than a half
minute, if he travelled at the speed of 
light. Why had not Snow, following, 
made him a captive? And where was 
Birch?

The explanation flashed through 
Tony’s mind. Snow had made his cal
culations correctly, in all probability, 
but Circe had moved appreciably 
while he was venting his spite upon 
him after making them and before 
projecting him. Tony might have 
landed anywhere within a hundred 
miles or so of Celia!

The thought rendered him desper
ate. He got on his feet and took a 
cautious stride. He came down hard 
on his knees after turning a half
somersault through the air. lie got 
up again, tottered a few paces, which 
Circe’s gravity c o n v e r t e d  into 
strange, skipping strides. He stood 
still, trying to preserve his balance, 
and looking about him.

The first thing that struck his 
notice was the strange amber light 
diffused everywhere through a sort 
of uniform thin mist. This mist did 
not seem to extend higher than a hun

dred feet above the ground. Overhead, 
through this mist, he could see that 
the heavens were brilliant with stars.

Despite the immense distance that 
separated Circe from Earth, he could 
still see the familiar constellations. 
Thai; distance, huge though it was, 
was nothing in comparison with the 
abysmal depths of space.

In the sky, far down toward the 
horizon, a huge star emitted a bright 
yellow glow. It was the source of the 
amber glow all about him. For a 
moment Tony looked at it in wonder, 
for it was one-third as large as the 
moon. Then he knew he was looking 
at the distant sun, still the centre of 
Circe’s system.

Tony was standing on a stretch of 
sloping ground, of a curious marshy 
consistency, rising up to a hilltop not 
far away, and sloping down toward a 
jungle, in which odd plants like rat
tans flourished profusely. Standing 
there, Tony saw a speck of red ap
pear between two rocks almost at his 
feet.

It was growing larger as he looked. 
At first he thought it was some form 
of animal life. Then he saw what it 
was. It was a spike as thick as a cane, 
and it was increasing in height at the 
rate of a foot a minute.

It opened into an umbrella. It was 
a fungus, but twice as large as the 
head of a cabbage. In another minute 
it had begun to droop. It wilted, and 
suddenly a cloud of spores was 
emitted in all directions, covering 
Tony’s clothing with a fine, greyish 
dust.

Tony took a step or two—tiny ones 
which became a sort of prancing leap. 
He felt extraordinarily fit. If he in
haled too deeply there was a sense of 
intoxication. The air must contain an 
unusual proportion of oxygen. He 
looked about him once more. Why, he 
had not noticed it before, but that 
vegetation beneath him was red in
stead of green!

Red, of course, since the chloro-
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phyllian function would hardly have 
developed in the absence of sunshine 
— and one could not call that amber 
glow sunshine. Nothing strange in 
that. What was strange was the com
motion in the thicket of rattan trees. 
They were parting, although there 
was not the least vestige o f a wind, 
parting this way and that, as if  some
thing was forcing its way between 
them.

THEN, in the middle of this part
ing, Tony saw a thick tree with a 

smooth bole of a rusty reddish color
ing, its leaves pendulous, a few small 
tufts at the end of long, pliant 
branches. As he watched it he 
noticed that it seemed to be moving.

But it was moving. The tree was 
moving! It was moving in his direc
tion ! It was advancing not very fast 
— perhaps three miles an hour, sway
ing and reeling, if the word could be 
applied. In utter amazement, Tony 
looked to see its means of locomotion.

Then he saw. The ground was a 
swamp, and through this swamp the 
tree was dragging its roots, which 
were apparently not fastened in the 
soil. It was thrusting them forward 
and then dragging itself onward, pre
serving its balance with a kind of 
drunken rhythm.

As it was moving up the slope—less 
easily now, for here the ground was 
hard, and it was evident that the tree 
was experiencing considerable diffi
culty in forcing its way through the 
harder soil. It swayed and reeled.

It swung its branches with the tufts 
of leathery leaves at their ends; and 
if ever a tree could be said to show 
signs of conscious purpose, this tree 
was doing so.

Tony heard a fluttering as of wings 
in the air around him, but could see 
nothing. The sun was setting. The 
amber glow in the air was becoming 
grey.

Suddenly one of the branches of the 
tree shot forward with the speed of a

thrown rope and hooked itself around 
Tony’s neck. As he cried out and tried 
to free himself, a second vegetable 
tentacle hissed through the air and 
caught him about the body.

Vibrant with life, strong as the 
tentacles of an octopod, they began 
dragging him toward the greyish 
bole, which now stood erect some fifty 
yards distant, and from the tufts of 
leathery leaves a sickening, ether-like 
odor diffused itself through the air.

Tony struggled in vain. Irresistibly 
he was being dragged toward the 
trunk. He was near enough to see the 
bole, which he had thought smooth, 
was, instead, studded with plate-like 
disks, set in regular lines. There was 
a horrible movement all up and down 
the surface as these disks alternately 
opened and closed in suction.

And the two tentacles were shorten
ing as they drew Tony breast on to
ward that fearful death.

He could still hear that strange flut
tering of wings about him, and still he 
could see nothing. The sounds passed 
dimly through his consciousness as, 
bracing himself against a rock, he 
fought his last battle against the 
choking tentacles that enmeshed him.

Suddenly the last amber glow dis
appeared. The world grew grey. And 
with that a succession of short quivers 
ran through the vegetable tentacles. 
They were relaxing, drooping. The 
day-feeding, cannibal tree had lost its 
power.

Tony felt the tentacles tom from 
his throat and body. Half-uncon
scious, he looked up, to find the air 
filled with long, winged, bird-like 
shapes that, even as he watched, were 
quickly changing from semi-transpar
ency to visibility.

Two wings were extended beneath 
him, and he felt himself being lifted 
and borne away through the air. Then 
again the dark cloud of unconscious
ness descended over him, and only the 
dim sensation of flight remained.
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CHAPTER IV 

T he  B ird-Creatures

T3NY could not have been uncon
scious long, for when he revived 

he was still being borne through the 
air. He could see his companions 
clearly now. Close beside him on his 
right and left flew one of the shapes, 
and the whole flock, numbering about 
a score, accompanied them, flying 
about fifty feet above the ground.

They were perfectly visible in the 
darkness that had fallen, shining by 
virtue of some interior phosphores
cent quality. About five feet in length, 
with strong wings covered with down 
rather than feathers, feet stretched 
out in flight, slim, graceful bodies, 
and faces— God, those were human 
faces!

They were faces like those of 
angels, men’s and women’s faces, per
fectly formed, mobile and expressive. 
Good faces! One of Tony’s com
panions, realizing that he was con
scious, turned her face toward his and 
smiled reassuringly.

“ If I didn’t know this was Circe, 
I’d think I’d died and gone to heaven,”  
Tony muttered.

Or hell! Never had conception pic
tured anything more ghastly than 
that huge trunk with the leech-like 
suckers and the octopus arms. Heaven 
and hell! Perhaps that was the nature 
of Circe, the outermost, abandoned 
planet of the sun’s family!

Faint, twittering cries came from 
the leaders of the human birds. Lum
inous shapes appeared in the faint 
starlight. Things like men, a dozen 
or more, stalking on the ground.

Suddenly they leaped—fifty feet 
into into the air. Tony caught sight 
of a bestial, half-human face, a 
shaggy body, an arm that grasped a 
club, embedded in whose end was a 
sharp, unpolished flint. Palaeolithic 
men, but far less human than the men

of palaeolithic times. Men who, on ac
count of Circe’s lesser bulk, could leap 
fifty feet into the air.

One of the bird-creatures shrieked 
faintly, and fell, struggling in the 
grip of one of the ape-men. In a mo
ment it was upon the ground, and the 
other ape-men, whose leaps had failed 
to secure them prey, were upon it, 
and tearing it limb from limb.

Simultaneously the whole flock 
swerved upward, as a flock of birds 
will— up to the limit of the vapor that 
hung low over the ground. Instantly 
a piercing cold, of an intensity Tony 
had never before experienced, enve
loped him. The air grew rarefied; he 
gasped for breath.

Then, with a long, graceful, swoop
ing glide, the bird-creatures de
scended to a lower level again, and 
flew on.

The scene was weirder than any 
Tony could have imagined. The bird- 
creatures were following a ridge of 
rock, perhaps half-a-mile wide, that 
projected above the low-lying marsh- 
jungles on either side.

These jungles were filled with trees 
and undergrowth, but the high 
ground was comparatively clear, and 
it was evident that the bird-creatures 
were following it with a view to 
avoiding any of the cannibal trees 
that were nocturnal in their feeding- 
habits.

Overhead shone the stars, with 
giant Jupiter alone of the planets visi
ble as a point of light, The mists 
swirled up ceaselessly from the 
swamps below. From time to time a 
faint rumbling, indicative of volcanic 
activity, could be heard in the depths 
of the earth.

Another half-hour passed. The 
ridge was rising into high ground that 
seemed to form the foothills of a line 
of mountains visible in the distance. 
Deep canyons appeared, forming a 
criss-cross of lines and gashes. There 
was no longer any visible vegetation.
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On all sides the land was as bare and 
desolate as the surface of the Moon.

Then the leaders of the flight 
drooped to earth and rested beside a 
yawning cave that appeared in the 
side of a cliff. Tony’s two guides, who 
had sustained him on their wings 
without apparent effort, set him down 
lightly on his feet, and the whole band 
gathered about him, looking at him in 
evident amazement.

Tony surveyed them too. Male faces 
and female faces, but both hairless, 
emerging at the throat out of the soft 
down that covered their bodies and 
formed a hood over the heads. Grace
ful limbs, feathered to the knee.

No arms apart from wings, since 
the economy of nature does not per
mit six limbs, but the legs terminat
ing in normal human feet. And the 
downy covering was curiously trans
lucent. Even in the starlight it seemed 
to weave into mazy patterns that ap
peared and vanished.

A play of lights like those on the 
material known as “ shot”  silk ran all 
over it. A device of nature to render 
these strange bird-creatures practi
cally invisible by day.

The female who had smiled at Tony 
put out her hand and touched his 
clothing timidly. She stroked his 
sleeve, evidently thinking it a portion 
of his body.

“ Not me,”  said Tony, pulling it up 
and showing his forearm.

At the sound of his voice, there 
broke out a shrill twittering of alarm. 
The circle recoiled in terror, then 
timidly advanced again as Tony 
smiled encouragingly. Smiles certain
ly were known to these inhabitants of 
Circe, and this gave Tony some feel
ing of contact with human minds.

The leader of the band, a man-bird 
with the face of a Greek god—all 
these creatures seemed the same age 
—twittered, and the flock closed 
about Tony and began to usher him 
within the depths of the cave.

IT WAS a vast, cavernous vault, and 
at first Tony walked in complete 

darkness. Then a luminous patch ap
peared ahead, and grew brighter. It 
grew warmer, too.

They had proceeded perhaps a 
quarter of a mile along the winding 
cavern before Tony was able to dis
tinguish the source of the light, which 
now filled the interior with a bluish, 
phosphorescent glow.

It came from great masses of some 
growth resembling Virginia creeper, 
which covered the walls of the cavern 
and emitted a continuous radiance 
that grew more brilliant as they pro
ceeded further.

Then the cavern ended in a wide, 
open space, about half the size of a 
city block, with the brilliant weed 
hanging in clusters on all sides. The 
heat was intense.

But what astounded Tony was the 
sight of a number of empty eggshells 
lying about, and, cowering near them, 
perhaps a dozen tiny, downy crea
tures about the size of human babies. 
An equivalent number of the mother 
bird-creatures ran to them and, 
crouching over them with expanded 
wings, began feeding them.

The rest, producing masses of the 
same substance, began eating deli
cately. One of the bird-creatures 
offered a large piece to Tony, who bit 
into it gingerly.

It was faintly sweet and aromatic. 
It tasted, in fact, much like sponge
cake. And Tony suddenly discovered 
that he was hungry.

And now the stupendous nature of 
life on Circe was beginning to reveal 
itself to him. These timid, harried 
creatures, which had rescued him 
probably because they had believed 
him to be one of their kind, were the 
progenitors of man on Circe.

Man, existing by stealth and sub
terfuge, in the presence of the great 
shaggy apes that preyed on him; in 
spite of the cannibal trees that took 
toll of the animal world, in spite of
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probably a score of other perils! So 
had Man been on Earth, a timid, 
harried mammal in the days of the 
great saurians, when it seemed impos
sible that such, an experiment could 
survive!

Circe, an experimental world, as 
Earth had once been, with evil dom
inant and good slowly rising to con
front it! These were like the score of 
experiments Nature had made with 
life on Earth and abandoned. These 
bird-creatures, like the egg-laying 
monotremes, now almost extinct on 
Earth, represented the beginnings of 
humanity on Circe!

A topsy-turvy world, with the veg
etative life at present supreme. A 
world of terrors, of anarchic exist
ence, and yet—the bird-creature had 
smiled! Nature’s plan was good, even 
on this cold planet! Tony took heart. 
If only he could find Celia!

He moved toward the dark region 
at the rear of the cave. Instantly the 
shrill twitterings of alarm broke out 
again. The bird-creatures surrounded 
Tony, gesturing to him to return.

Tony pointed into the darkness. He 
was consumed with impatience to 
know what lay beyond the zone of 
light. He did not like being in a 
cavern open at both ends.

The twittering grew more agitated. 
Evidently these creatures had some 
means of inter-communication!

Finally one of the bird-men 
snatched down a great mass of creep
er from the wall of the cavern, and, 
holding it before him, signed to Tony 
to accompany him, while the rest 
shrank back, their faces showing ter
ror at their leader's boldness.

The creeper illumined the darkness 
through which Tony and the bird- 
creature moved, throwing a phos
phorescent light before it. The rest of 
the bird-creatures disappeared in the 
obscurity behind; their twitterings 
were no longer heard.

For perhaps three hundred yards 
the two proceeded, then the bird-

creature looked round at Tony in un
mistakable warning. There was fear 
on his features too now, intense and 
unmistakable.

HE LOWERED the phosphores
cent creeper, whose light was 

already beginning to grow dim, and 
its leaves to wilt. Tony saw that the 
rock bottom of the cave gave way to 
a stagnant and evil-smelling marsh. 
Beyond the rim of it, a slimy scum 
was bubbling up to the surface.

Suddenly Tony heard once more 
that subterranean rumbling, which 
he had taken for volcanic action. It 
rolled and died away, and the surface 
of the marsh grew still more agitated. 
The bird-creature started back in ter
ror, and caught at Tony’s arm, as if 
urging him to flee.

Tony stood still. He was wondering 
that the bird-creatures should be 
afraid of these volcanic mutterings, 
habituated to them as they must be 
by long experience. Then suddenly a 
cry of amazement broke from his own 
lips. Something was moving beneath 
the surface of the marsh. Something 
larger than it had the right to be. 
Something that seemed to come out 
of infinity. Something larger than the 
largest whale extant on earth. Out
lined beneath the mud of the marsh, 
and swimming through it, as a mole 
swims through solid earth.

Suddenly, up through the mire at 
the very edge of the swamp, not 
twenty feet away, appeared a thing 
that rooted Tony to the spot in horror 
worse than that which he had felt 
when seized by the carnivorous tree.

A giant human head, such as a 
caricaturist might draw! A head ten 
times as large as a man’s head, yet 
undeniably human, with luminous, 
bestial eyes, and bridgeless nose, and 
— vilest of all, a mouth that stretched 
from one small, pointed ear to the 
other! A yawning, toothless cavern of 
a mouth that could have swallowed a 
lamb entire!
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There was no vestige of hair, but a 
slimy, leathery skin covered the head 
of the monster, and the rounded 
shoulders, smoothed and fused to 
present a fish-like rather than a hu
man body.

The thing opened its cavernous 
mouth wider, and emitted a roar that 
sounded loud as thunder. And that 
was the rumbling Tony had heard in 
the depths of the earth!

The bird-creature stood at Tony’s 
side as motionless as himself. 
Whether it was paralyzed with fear, 
or whether it considered flight impos
sible, Tony did not afterward know. 
Tony stared into the eyes of the earth 
monster with the feeling that it was 
all a hideous nightmare.

Suddenly the mud was cloven 
again, and out of it projected some
thing like a seal’s flipper, at the end 
of a twenty-foot arm. It passed by 
Tony’s face, emitting a stench of 
putrid flesh, and grasped the bird- 
creature around the waist.

A twittering cry escaped the bird- 
creature’s lips. It writhed and strug
gled, and at its call the rest of the 
flock came hurrying out of the dark
ness with curious bird-like hops, 
carrying fresh branches of the creep
er, which they waved frantically, and 
their united cries became a long, 
whining, strident ululation.

The immense bulk of the monster 
heaved itself above the surface of the 
marsh, sending the mud splashing in 
torrents. The captured bird-creature 
was lifted into the air and conveyed 
by the flipper to the cavernous mouth, 
which closed upon it. Then, with an
other bellow, the monster plunged 
beneath the surface.

The mud heaved and boiled and 
grew calm. The beast was gone with 
its victim, and shrill, piercing cries 
broke forth from the assembled bird- 
creatures.

Then suddenly Tony’s limbs were 
flexed. He turned and broke through 
the bird-creatures, mewing and gib

bering as a man does in dreams. Out 
through the mouth of the cave and 
into the night he ran, stumbling and 
slipping on the steep hillside, desirous 
only of placing as great a distance as 
possible between himself and that 
scene of horror.

Once he found himself on marshy 
ground, and had the sense to reascend 
the slopes to avoid the cannibal trees, 
but apart from that he ran like an 
automaton until his strength failed 
him and he dropped in a coma-like 
sleep.

CHAPTER V
“You Have Become a  Giant”

W HEN Tony opened his eyes 
again the amber glow was in 

the air. It was day, as was evidenced 
by the tiny golden sun, shining far 
off over the horizon—a glow so weak 
that the stars shone down with almost 
unabated brilliance. For a few min
utes Tony lay still, while the events of 
the night raced through his mind in 
a phantasmagoric nightmare.

Then, aroused by the realization of 
his danger, should any of the cannibal 
trees be in his vicinity, he staggered 
to his feet and looked about him.

He must have run far during the 
night, for he was almost at the sum
mit of the ridge that he had seen in 
the distance the evening before. A 
stark, barren land, seared with can
yons and black with a brittle, lava
like stone that crumbled underfoot. 
And somewhere in those wastes—  
where, God only knew—was Celia!

Perhaps she had carried out her 
threat to kill herself when Snow and 
her father arrived without him! The 
thought filled Tony with despair, but 
it also aroused him to the determina
tion to pursue his search, and, if he 
found Celia dead, to kill the madman 
who had transported her to the 
abominable planet.

All about him was the same waste, 
but in front, not more than half-a- 
mile, where the ridge reached its
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summit, Tony thought he might be 
able to get some idea of the condition 
of the country.

He started on accordingly, cover
ing a distance of twelve or fifteen 
yards at each hopping stride, until at 
length he stood upon the summit.

Here the mists, swirling thickly 
around the jagged rocks, concealed 
Tony from those below, and Tony was 
fortunate enough to catch a glimpse 
of what was below and to have pres
ence of mind enough to drop flat be
fore being seen.

Lying behind a rock, he glanced 
through gaps in the mist in amaze
ment at the scene that disclosed itself.

The ridge terminated in a sheer 
precipice of perhaps a hundred feet. 
At the bottom of this was a huge lake 
of mud, perhaps miles in extent, 
stretching away, at any rate, as far 
as the eye could see.

Between the margin of this lake 
and the foot of the precipice was a 
strip of land about a hundred yards in 
width, and through a tunnel at the 
bottom of the precipice flowed a river 
of moving mud. Upon the strip of 
land was a pile village.

Yes, but a village of giants. The 
ill-constructed dwellings were each 
something like a hundred feet in 
height above the lake, enormous 
chambers open at both sides, crude as 
the first pile dwellings uncovered on 
the shores of Lake Geneva. And 
squatting beside the shore was a clus
ter of human beings, each fully fifty 
feet high and broad in proportion.

The shore was white with enormous 
skeletons, and the group were busily 
engaged in devouring some meal that 
they had taken from the mud lake.

As Tony watched, he heard a cry. 
The giants sprang to their feet and 
began hauling on what Tony now 
perceived to be one of a number of 
lines that were fastened around the 
piles of the houses and ran down into 
the lake, while terrific bellows broke 
from their throats.

Presently the surface of the lake 
began to be agitated. Some monstrous 
body was being dragged ashore. 
Then it began to cut the surface of the 
mud, a flipper appeared, and the huge 
form of one of the man-monsters, 
such as Tony had seen in the cave the 
night before, was dragged to the 
beach, churning the mud into furious 
whirlpools.

It was a sight that Tony was to 
remember to the last day of his life. 
The hideous denizen of the mud, man
faced though it was, had the flippers 
of a seal; in the rear, two short and 
imperfectly formed legs, fused into a 
rudimentary tail. It might have been 
five hundred feet in length. It utterly 
dwarfed the giants who had captured 
it.

Hooked fast in the gills that palpi
tated on either side of the huge, gap
ing mouth, it roared and bellowed, 
and thrashed the sandy loam, while 
the giants, roaring with delight at 
their capture, ran round and round 
the piles beneath their dwellings, 
winding in the-rope as they did so.

For perhaps an hour the struggle 
went on, the man-monster making a 
succession of furious attempts to 
liberate itself, while the giants held 
the rope, to prevent the piles being 
torn away. Then the second phase of 
the combat opened.

Seizing long clubs, with the sharp 
flints embedded In their ends, the 
giants rushed upon their helpless 
prey. Swarming over its body, but 
taking care to keep away from the 
huge, gaping mouth, toothless though 
this appeared to be, they inflicted 
fearful wounds with their weapons. 
Blood streamed and spurted from the 
monster’s sides in a score of places, 
and ran down to dye the black mud of 
the foreshore.

The monster’s bellowings grew 
fainter. Its thrashings grew feebler. 
The yells of the giants increased in 
volume as they hacked and slashed.

Then the monster lay inert, and the
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giants were staggering away, each 
carrying a lump of flesh almost as 
large as itself. Once more, seated to
gether on the strand of the lake, they 
began to devour the rew flesh that had 
fallen to their lot.

And they lifted up their voices in a 
song that filled the air, a hideous, 
phrenetic chant of triumph.

Tony, crouching behind his rock, 
looked down, physically nauseated. At 
that moment it was difficult for him 
to retain his sanity, to realize that 
dear Mother Earth, with all her 
wrongs and injustices, was revolving 
round that same pale, tiny sun shin
ing in the eastern sky. A planet that 
had passed through these same phases 
and given birth to higher things. To 
Celia, with her love and human in
stincts. -

Tony looked down. Something was 
moving in one of the open chambers 
of one of the pile dwellings. A tiny 
figure appeared upon the wooden 
platform and stood looking down at 
the hideous scene below.

The figure of a woman! Tony’s 
heart leaped madly. That figure was 
Celia!

FOR a moment he went mad with 
exultation. He wanted to shout to 

her, to scramble straight down the 
precipice toward her, to seize her in 
his arms, all else forgotten. But an 
instant later sanity returned to him. 
Celia was evidently the giants’ pris
oner, and he would need to exercise 
the utmost care if he was to hope to 
reach her unobserved.

He surveyed the scene below him 
once more. The giants had ceased to 
sing, and squatting on their haunches, 
were engaged in devouring their hor
rible meal. Two of them arose, went 
to the carcass of the dead man-mon
ster, and cut off fresh chunks of meat, 
leaden with which they staggered 
back, to resume their repast.

A short distance to the right there 
was a break in the vertical wall of the

precipice, and here its face was coated 
with thick shrubbery. It seemed feasi
ble to Tony to gain the cover of this 
in the mist, and to reach the bottom 
unobserved.

Once at the bottom, he could reach 
the pile dwellings by taking advan
tage of the great rocks and boulders 
that strewed the foreshore, and then 
it would be a matter of a minute or 
two before he reached Celia.

Waiting until a fresh wreath of fog 
came swirling down, Tony broke 
cover and ran for the shrubbery. He 
gained it and dropped. Then, feet 
first, face toward the cliff, he began 
slowly to work his way down the pre
cipitous slope, grasping the branches 
tightly with his hands to prevent fall
ing.

He was half-way down when some
thing coiled about his arm. He hung 
suspended in a loop. He looked up. A 
young cannibal tree, that had taken 
root there, was holding him. The suck
ers on the bole, not yet fully de
veloped, looked like an eruption of 
measles.

Rooted fast in the hard shale of 
the precipice, unable to work its roots 
through mud, its natural habitat, it 
was a starveling of a young tree, and 
yet that tenacious grasp sent a fresh 
thrill of horror through Tony.

The tentacle was making desperate 
attempts to pull him toward the 
trunk, and the roots quivered and 
strained in their efforts to detach 
themselves.

With a mighty effort Tony suc
ceeded in detaching the tentacle. A 
nauseous odor was emitted from the 
tufts of leathery leaves. He put forth 
all his strength in the attempt to 
break the coil, but this proved totally 
beyond his powers, and he was forced 
to abandon the effort.

The coil whipped slowly back, the 
roots grew still, the suckers closed, 
and Tony resumed his groundward 
journey.

He reached the bottom at last, con
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siderably bruised by the rocks over 
which he had descended, and stopped, 
crouching behind a great boulder to 
gain breath.

Celia was no longer visible; she 
must have gone back inside the pile 
dwelling. The giants were still at their 
nauseous meal. But now an odd thing 
struck Tony. The giants, who had ap
peared at least fifty feet high, now 
seemed to have shrunk to half that 
height. And the pile dwelling was 
smaller— unmistakably smaller.

Celia came ipto view. She was pac
ing to and fro inside the erection. And 
her figure was no larger than it had 
seemed when viewed from above. It 
was the figure of a doll!

Tony rubbed his eyes. Was it an 
illusion of vision produced by the 
mist that was swirling thickly up 
from the turbid lake of mud? Was 
anything real upon this hideous 
planet? Again that sense of stark un
reality came over him.

Celia came out on the platform. A 
doll—yes, the figure of a doll, a little 
higher than Tony’s knee, so far as he 
was able to judge! Of course that 
could not be! Probably all objects 
were distorted by that swirling vapor, 
perhaps the very air had the prop
erties of a diffracting lens. At any 
rate, Tony shook the impression from 
his mind. No time to waste, with Celia 
there, and the giants at their horrid 
feast!

Again the temptation to call to the 
girl was almost irresistible. Tony put 
it aside. He waited until Celia had 
once more gone back inside the erec
tion, and then began to work his way 
from rock to rock, taking infinite pre
cautions lest an incautiously strong 
movement should bounce him feet 
high into the air.

He thought he had exhausted all 
the sights of horror upon Circe, but 
there was another to come—some
thing immediately before him.

That was the giants’ larder. 
Skinned, and hanging from the base

of the building among the piles by 
great hooks cut clumsily from flint, 
were the bodies of a dozen of the ape- 
men whom Tony had encountered in 
his flight with the bird-creatures.

The carcases looked even more 
human than the living men. Here and 
there a joint had been cut away, and 
the repulsive remnants hung with 
heads on their furry chests, the 
ghastliest sight that Tony had yet 
seen.

It sickened him, but it filled him 
with new energy by virtue of his re
viving fears. The giants were can
nibals, then, like everything else upon 
this hateful planet, except the bird- 
creatures ! But, if they ate their kind 
-—and surely they recognized the ape- 
men as their kind—what about Celia 
and Professor Birch?

And Snow— what part was he play
ing in this horrible drama?

T3NY advanced among the piles, 
looking upward. Through a wide 

gap in the base of one of the dwell
ings overhead he saw her for a mo
ment. Tony’s fears became panic. 
Glaring about him, he saw a clumsy 
ladder placed against one of the piles 
and leading up to a sort of trap door, 
open, and disclosing the interior of the 
pile dwelling overhead.

In another moment he had set foot 
upon the lowest rung, and was scram
bling upward. As he reached the sum
mit, something whipped down and 
clutched at him. His leap just saved 
him.

He uttered a shout of rage and 
horror. It was an immense cannibal 
tree, rooted in the black swamp be
neath, its bole fashioned into one of 
the supporting piles. It was the prin
cipal sign of intelligence that Tony 
had yet seen on Circe. The cannibal 
tree was a prisoner, tamed to the serv
ice of the giants!

For the pile dwelling held it in re
straint and forbade its roots to move. 
Chained there in wood, it seemed to



100 M IRACLE STORIES

writhe impotently as it fulfilled the 
duties of guardian of the threshold 
against its will, because its every in
stinct was to seize upon all living 
things that passed it.

The tentacle that had attacked 
Tony, as if exhausted by its effort, 
receded slowly. It was a short and 
small one, apparently recently grown. 
But three immense tentacles protrud
ed through holes in the opposite wall 
of the dwelling, imprisoned there by 
the craft of the giants who had con
verted the cannibal to their service.

They squirmed and writhed 
throughout their length, as if en
deavoring to free themselves. Tony 
made his way beneath them and 
passed through a gap in the wall into 
the adjoining chamber.

Then he saw to what purpose the 
three captive tentacles had been put. 
One grasped Professor Birch, holding 
him tightly against the wall, and, 
since the whole instinct in the ten
tacle was to convey its captive to the 
sucker disks upon the trunk, it held 
the old man as in a vise.

A second tentacle held Snow cap
tive in a similar manner. And the 
third held Celia.

But this tentacle, the longest of all, 
had passed through the hole in the 
wall and had somehow become en
tangled between two of the logs that 
formed the front of the building. 
Tony could see at once that this gave 
Celia considerable leeway.

The girl was free to move up and 
down, from front to rear of the build
ing, even though held in the creeper’s 
grasp, and this she was doing, with 
quick, nervous steps, and a face which 
looked as if every emotion had been 
frozen out of it.

Tony stopped on the threshold. 
Mechanically he beat his head with 
his fist. Yes, this was madness. Each 
of the three figures was no more than 
knee-high to him! Celia, Birch, and 
Snow had shrunk to the dimensions of 

, dolls.

“ Celia!” shouted Tony.
The girl turned, saw him, and ut

tered a terrible cry. She shrank away 
ufitil the tentacle grew rigid, holding 
her from further movement. Yells 
broke from the throats of Snow and 
Birch. But Tony was not looking at 
them. Only at that piteous, doll-like 
figure that he could have held on the 
palm of his hand. Celia—dwarfed into 
this puppet! Tony felt his brain reel
ing.

“ Celia!” The name burst from his 
lips again. He saw her still trying to 
shrink away from him, while her lips 
opened in a soundless cry, and her 
eyes were filled with wild madness of 
fear.

“ Tony! Oh God!” That cry pierced 
Tony’s soul like a sword. “ Tony! You 
—you—you’ve become a giant too!”

CHAPTER VI 
P risoners

THEN only did the sense of pro
portion come upon Tony. Sudden

ly he understood why he had been 
confused before. He had-not realized 
the change in him simply because 
everything upon Circe was propor
tionately large. He had become a 
giant, perhaps fifty feet in height; 
his very clothes, dissolved into elec
tronic spray, had recombined upon 
the larger scale.

He backed away from Celia, who 
collapsed upon the floor and sat look
ing at him, the terror in her eyes 
gradually fading, but no longer cap
able of speech. Tony wanted to go to 
her, but he realized that to approach 
her would simply be to throw her into 
fresh terrors. He backed to the edge of 
the partition and turned his attention 
to Snow and Birch.

The two men had almost recovered 
their equanimity, though it was evi
dent that both were badly shaken, 
especially Birch.

“ Now, Snow!”  Tony hissed through
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his teeth. “ If you’ve anything to say, 
I’m ready to hear it.”

“ Betts, listen to me,” jabbered 
Snow. “ I swear that I meant to play 
fair with you. I was only threaten
ing you in the observator. I did play 
fair. But I see what’s .happened.

“ It was the projector. I didn’t make 
proper calculations for the reassem
bling. I’d discovered that this was the 
hardest dart of my task. Bodies and 
things can only reassemble in two 
ways—according to their original 
proportions and according to the nat
ural proportions they would assume 
on Circe, where they vary inversely 
according to the gravitational pull.

“ It has to be the one or the other. 
I’d calculated correctly in the case 
of ourselves, but the slight deflection 
in your case brought you to the bor
derline—just across the borderline 
where the physical atoms reassembled 
according to the principle ruling on 
Circe.”

“ Humph!” said Tony.
“ But I can get you back again, 

Betts,”  went on Snow eagerly. “ Las- 
sure you this experience has cured me 
of all desire for any more experiments. 
If only we can get back to Earth 
again, safe and sound, you’ll be in your 
normal size once more. For God’s sake 
let the past be past and help us get 
away.”

“ Humph!”  grunted Tony again. It 
seemed somehow absurd to listen to 
this tiny puppet pleading with him 
for forgiveness; it was that element 
of the ludicrous that turned Tony 
from his first impulse toward venge
ance. “ Suppose you tell me as quick
ly as possible what happened to you 
all.”

He glanced out at the giants. What 
he would do if they took it into their 
heads to come he did not know, but 
they seemed to be drowsing over the 
remnants of their meal in the dull 
glow of what on earth would have 
been sunshine.

“ There isn’t much to tell, 'Betts,”

answered Snow, with what was doubt
less a hollow laugh, but sounded like 
a shrill whistle. “ They caught Birch 
and myself before we recovered con
sciousness, and Celia too.

“ There was a crowd of these giants 
had apparently been watching Celia 
for some time, uncertain who she was, 
and what to do about her. From their 
gesticulations I gathered it was the 
machinery that frightened them. 
They don’t know anything about iron, 
apparently.

“ When we woke up we found our
selves prisoners. The giants gave me 
to understand, from their gesticula
tions, that they had sent to ask ad
vice from their chief in the moun
tains. They carried the instruments 
away on their shoulders, and we were 
brought here.”

“ They’ve got the instruments?” 
shouted Tony.

“ God, don’t bellow like that! Now 
you’ve started them!” cried Snow in 
terror, rolling his eyes toward where 
the group was squatting outside. 
“ Yes, yes, we’ve got to get them back. 
Here they come! God help us all 
now! ”

Tony’s voice, which had sounded 
like the roar of one of the giants, had 
aroused them, and two of them were 
taking mincing steps, which had the 
effect of strides, toward the dwell
ing. Tony went to the platform and 
looked down at them.

They did not seem to be alarmed at 
his appearance. Great, shaggy mon
sters with heads like those of Nean
derthal men, they seemed to take 
him for one of their group, for they 
looked up stupidly, clucked, and went 
back to their companions. Birch ut
tered an exclamation of relief.

“ You must help us get away, 
Tony,” he said. “ Once we are free, 
with our intelligence I fancy we’ll be 
a match for anything on Circe. This 
creeper’s constricting me badly. Help 
us, Tony.”

Tony went to Celia. She had got
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over her fear of him and looked up at 
him with a piteous smile. He went 
down on his huge knees, took her tiny- 
hand in his and kissed it. A doll’s 
.hand, no more! Then he bent his ef
forts to removing the coil of the 
creeper.

They were vain, utterly vain. The 
creeper was no thicker than a man’s 
cane, but it defied all efforts to remove 
or break it.

Tough as steel, flexible as rubber, 
it twisted hideously beneath his 
hands, but only coiled itself tighter- 
about Celia.

BAFFLED and sweating after ten 
minutes’ unceasing effort, Tony 

stopped. He looked about him. He 
checked a shout of delight that rose 
to his lips. In a corner of the room, 
faintly illumined by the amber glow, 
was one of the flint axe-heads.

He crossed and picked it up. It was 
as large as a modern axe-head, and as 
sharp as steel. He went back and be
gan hacking at the creeper.

To his amazement he could not 
make the slightest impression on it. 
It simply turned the flint in Tony’s 
hands. The creeper had no outer bark, 
and the whole substance seemed 
homogeneous. It was, no doubt, cellu
lose, but it was the sort of cellulose 
one finds in'a haircomb, toughened to 
a degree and absolutely unassailable.

Tony let the flint fall in despair. 
His only chance of saving them 
seemed to have vanished.

At this moment the roaring of the 
giants outside came to their ears. 
Tony picked up the flint and ran to 
the front platform. Along the border 
of the lake three giant figures were 
progressing.

Progressing—for their extraordi
nary gait could be described in no 
other words; Running, perhaps, would 
be the equivalent, for they were skip
ping like fleas, bounding fifty feet in 
the air and alighting every second.

Their speed was that of an express 
train.

Unlike the giants outside the struc
tures, who wore only loin-clouts of 
some skin, these newcomers wore 
skins over their trunks, dyed a bril
liant red.

Tony turned around. “ Well,”  he 
said, “ it looks as if the old chief in 
the mountains has sent for you.” He 
turned toward Celia, uncertain what 
to do. If he attempted to beat off the 
giants, either he would be killed, leav
ing the prisoners at their mercy, or, 
in the almost inconceivable possibility 
of his succeeding, they would die in 
the grip of the cannibal tree.

And even while he was struggling 
with his problem, the giants were at 
hand. No trap door guarded by the 
cannibal for them. A leap and a bound 
—and the three had landed squarely 
inside the room.

Three giants, yet hardly larger 
than Tony, savage, repulsive, black 
of skin, yet human as Neanderthal 
man was human. Their blood-red 
skins glowed crimson in the amber 
glow of mid-day.

For a moment Tony felt a return 
of all his old horror as he saw that 
these skins were those of the small 
species of human beings, sewn to
gether with sinews; for the heads, 
still attached and mummified, hung 
grotesquely over the giants’ shoul
ders. Then he realized that the pur
pose of the visitors was not a hostile 
one, either to him or to the captives.

Perhaps the dull brains o f the 
giants could only take in one thing 
at a time. Perhaps they imagined 
Tony to be an albino of their race. 
What passed in their minds was in
conceivable, but their leader simply 
grinned at Tony and rubbed his 
stomach.

It was a gesture of peace, and Tony 
followed suit. Yet he watched the 
giants’ every movement in fear of 
treachery. One of them was with
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drawing something from his skin cov
ering.

It was a hollow tube, apparently of 
some species of bamboo. He held it up 
to Tony for his inspection. A few 
inches inside the mouth Tony saw 
what looked like some grains of black 
powder—tiny grains.

Setting the tube upright on the 
floor, the giant proceeded to twirl it 
in his huge hands, yet so skilfully 
that none of the grains was spilled. It 
was obvious to Tony what he was do
ing. He was generating heat by fric
tion.

As he proceeded, Tony saw the 
grains of black powder begin to swell. 
They changed color. They became 
blood-red, and about the size of little 
peas. Tiny tendrils proceeded from 
them.

The giant stopped twirling the 
bamboo. He shook one of the peas out 
upon the tuft of leathery leaves that 
fringed the end of the creeper. He 
passed to each of the two other creep
ers and shook out one of the peas on 
each. The bamboo tube he corked with 
a plug of wood.

An extraordinary thing happened. 
Each of the three peas increased 
swiftly in size. It became a spike, 
which opened into a hood. Now Tony 
knew. It was the fungus that he had 
seen on his first awakening on Circe.

As the horrible growth increased, 
attaching itself by tendrils, the tufts 
of leathery leaves became violently 
agitated. The agitation extended to 
the creepers. They waved, uncoiled, 
lashed the walls of the room like some 
creature in agony.

Within another minute the fungi 
had each attained the size of a cab
bage head. They burst, discharging a 
cloud of spores. The creepers hung 
like dead things from the walls. The 
prisoners were free.

SO AMAZING was the whole op
eration that, in spite of Celia’s 

and her father’s peril, Tony had

watched spellbound. Within the space 
of two or three minutes he had seen 
the complete life-cycle of the fungus. 
He understood that, like every species 
of fungus growth on Earth, it re
quired an exact amount of warmth, 
almost to a degree, in order to ger
minate.

It was evidently feared by the can
nibal tree beyond all other enemies; 
and from the care with which the 
giant recorked the tube it was appar
ent that it was also feared by man
or man’s Circean equivalent.

Now Tony had formed his plan. 
Since the giants evidently were not 
actuated by hostile sentiments toward 
him, he would accompany them with 
the captives.

He saw Celia looking at him intently 
and guessed that she had divined his 
purpose.

Yet his resolution almost failed him 
when the leader of the three stooped, 
caught the girl up in his hands, and 
placed her upon his shoulder. Celia 
screamed shrilly and Tony took a 
stride forward—a stride which 
brought him into hard collision with 
the wall. In his excitement he had 
forgotten that gravity was not the 
same on Circe.

The three giants emitted yells of 
what was evidently laughter. Appar
ently Tony’s action had aroused the 
sense of humor in them. Then each of 
the two others snatched up Snow and 
the professor, and suddenly the three 
were gone with three simultaneous 
bounds out through the front.

Tony leaped, too, leaped recklessly, 
expecting to be maimed, stumbled and 
fell upon his knees, bruising himself, 
but not badly. He straightened him
self. The rest of the giants were still 
dozing in the sunlight, but the three 
were almost on the horizon.

Then it was that Tony cast away 
all thoughts of size, stature and gravi
tation. He braced his soles against 
mother Circe and leaped. He soared 
until the piercing cold above the level

108
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of Circe's atmosphere enveloped his 
head and shoulders, and he gasped in 
the thin air. Then he was down again, 
and seventy yards had been covered 
at a bound.

Again and again, with the three just 
in sight but always apparently on the 
horizon’s rim, Tony bounded through 
the air. He was growing used to this 
method of locomotion. He was learn
ing to aim at length instead of height.

He was gaining slowly on the three 
at last, but an hour had gone by, and 
it had begun to seem as if he would 
have to chase them all the way around 
Circe. Then he began gaining faster. 
And now he could see Celia, seated on 
one of the giants’ shoulders, her tiny 
arms thrust out toward him.

In the distance appeared a high 
range of mountains, thrust up from 
the meteorite-scarred ground. It was 
toward this range that the three were 
evidently on their way. Tony came to 
a quick resolution.

Exerting an immense effort, he be
gan drawing up abreast of the giant 
who carried Celia. He was level with 
him now. Suddenly he bent sidewise 
and snatched Celia from the giant’s 
shoulder.

He turned—too late. With a bellow 
of rage the other whirled in flight, 
executing an amazing pirouette* that 
Tony had not yet learned to master. 
Tony had just time to fling his arm 
above Celia to protect her, when the 
bulk of the giant descended on him, 
flattening him to the ground.

The giant’s yells were taken up by 
the others. Answering shouts came 
from across the plain. As Tony 
wrestled desperately but unavailingly 
to free himself, a score more of the 
giants, wearing the blood-red skins, 
came bounding out of infinity and 
Tony was quickly seized and rendered 
powerless.

Thin creepers of the cannibal plant, 
which still seemed to possess a cer
tain vitality, were attached to his 
wrists and ankles. Helpless, and

yoked to one of his captors by a long, 
pliant rope of creeper, he was forced 
to bound behind him over the plain, 
and to watch Celia borne to the giants’ 
destination.

Tn the heart of the hills appeared 
an enormous plateau. Ascending 
toward it were flights of rough-hewn 
steps, flight above flight, which might 
have been the work of Cyclopeans.

No such enormous steps had ever 
been conceived in the history of the 
world before, for each one was a hun
dred yards in length, and they tow
ered dizzily up until the top was in
visible in the mists. In depth each of 
these steps was the size of a large 
room.

Bounding upward, a dozen steps at 
a time, the giants quickly negotiated 
the ascent. Tony saw the immense, 
flat plateau in front of him, with a 
small cave in the mountain wall be
hind. But what amazed him and gave 
him sudden hope was the sight of 
Snow’s projected instruments, dupli
cates of the ones in the observatory, 
which had been assembled there by 
the giants.

And mingled with them were other 
instruments whose presence there 
seemed impossible. Certainly Snow 
had never had these fashioned, for 
they were of hand-wrought bronze, 
covered with the green patina of cen
turies.

They looked something like the 
mediaeval Chinese astronomical in
struments still to be seen; and yet 
there was a complexity about them 
that showed them to be the work of 
highly scientific artificers.

Suddenly there issued from the 
cavern in the mountain wall an inde
scribable sound. It was like the wind 
whistling through a tunnel; it was like 
the distant drumming of the surf on 
shingle; it was like a hoarse human 
voice.

At the sound of it the giants flung 
themselves upon the ground in abject
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terror. And even Tony, standing there 
roped by his creeper, was conscious 
of a sense of terrible awe.

CHAPTER VII 
T he  V oice in  the  Tree

Me c h a n ic a l  or natural, that
voice— it was plainly now noth

ing else—was conveying meaning to 
the giants. Tony’s guard began draw
ing him toward the cavern’s entrance, 
while another carried Celia, and an
other Snow and Professor Birch, one 
on either palm.

At the entrance of the cavern, 
which was dimly lighted, the giants 
seemed to hesitate in fear. And' again 
that voice came roaring forth, and 
the three captives were set down in
side, while Tony was thrust violently 
within, his guard detaching the wilt
ing creeper branch that had bound 
him.

Tony’s first realization was that he 
was unrestrained. He bent to look at 
Celia. She had shrunk up against the 
interior wall beside her father, and 
was looking at him. No terror in her 
gaze now, but an infinite, wistful sor
row. Snow, undismayed, was advanc
ing into the interior, a tiny figure 
against Tony’s, almost lost in the im
mensity.

The light that filled the cave grew 
brighter. It came from the same lumi
nous creeper that Tony had seen in 
the cavern of the bird-creatures. As 
Tony’s eyes became adapted to it, he 
was able to take in the interior clearly.

The interior was much larger than 
the small entrance had rendered prob
able, but it was not deep. Fifty yards 
away it appeared to terminate in a 
rock wall. Fastened against this wall 
in some way was one of the cannibal 
trees, larger than any Tony had seen 
hitherto.

The immense trunk, which must 
have been the size of one of the Cali
fornia redwoods, was covered with 
rows of the plate-like suckers, and the

long tendrils, which quivered inces
santly, were somehow caught in the 
rock wall on either side and overhead.

But from where had that voice 
come? Snow, advancing confidently, 
had stopped; the four looked about 
them, expecting some immediate 
event, yet unable to guess the purpose 
of the giants in thrusting them inside.

And then the voice began once 
more, but softer now—a sighing sibi
lation that seemed to come from the 
heart of the cannibal tree itself.

What was it saying? Words? Was 
the cannibal tree talking ? It was more 
incredible than anything Tony had 
experienced yet. But if those were not 
words in any known speech, they were 
more like words than a mere natural 
phenomenon.

Snow started back. “ My God, that 
tree—that tree— ” he babbled.

And then something happened that 
froze Tony’s very soul with fear. For 
the tree spoke! And it spoke English, 
though with a queer accent, English 
in a hissing whisper that ran through 
the cave:

“ Come here! Do not try to escape 
m e! I can drop my branches instantly 
and hold ye all in captivity. Of your 
free will advance!”

Celia stepped from the wall and 
ranged herself at Tony’s knee, and old 
Birch followed her. “ I’m not afraid, 
Tony,” whispered the girl, looking up 
at him. “ It’s not the forms of things, 
it’s the souls of people that count.”

“ Come here!” whispered the tree. 
“ The man of youth and human size, 
not the old fellow nor yet the man of 
our size. Come hither!”

At this remark, obviously ad
dressed to him, Snow stepped forward, 
while the others ranged themselves in 
his rear.

“ Who are thou, mortal, that speak- 
eth the English tongue? An English
man?”

Snow answered in stuttering, terri
fied accents that gradually grew 
bolder:
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“ I’m an American.”
“ I know not the name.” Either the 

tree’s diction was improving or their 
ears were becoming attuned to it. 
“ Where is this America? On Earth, 
doubtless.”

“ It lies in the western continent— ” 
“ I know. I know. For I am a man 

like yourself, and even in my day it 
was known as a secret doctrine that 
there existed a continent beyond the 
broad Atlantic. So man has found it ?” 

“ And peopled it. It is a great coun
try, filled with flourishing cities.” 

“ And thou, American, hast done 
what I did centuries ago! Truly knowl
edge hath advanced!”

“ You are a man?” gasped Snow.
“ I am a man who lived on Earth, 

in the fair land of England, when the 
third Henry reigned seven centuries 
ago, as time is reckoned on Earth. All 
this while I have awaited the coming 
of a mortal who should have redis
covered what I discovered, and who 
could set me free.”

“ Who are you?”
“ Nay, names matter nothing. For 

the Black Art thfey sought my life. I 
escaped to this distant planet, having 
discovered a method of destroying the 
species while retaining the substance. 
Here it was my plan to recombine my 
corporeal atoms into their original 
form.”

“ Go on!” whispered Snow, trem
bling.

“ Alas, my son, I had miscalculated 
my powers. I did not know that the 
forms of things are ruled by the 
attractive forces of the planets. When 
I arrived, I could not combine my 
corporeal particles into human form. 
They are dispersed so widely that I 
am invisible, for I extend far beyond 
the atmosphere of this accursed 
planet.

U  \  FTER centuries of effort, I 
have succeeded in condensing 

my throat so that I can speak, and, by 
the terror I inspire, I have made my

self lord over these ignorant men who 
inhabit these spheres.

“ Likewise, in some measure, I have 
regained the use of a single hand. But 
how I did these things I know not, un
less the will can rule the form inde
pendently of a mediating substance, 
as many of the Schoolmen teach.”

“ Yes—yes,” Snow whispered.
“ When they brought word to me 

that mortals had arrived, I issued 
orders that you and your machines 
should be brought here. I, too, have 
machines, as you may have seen. And 
with the aid of them I can condense 
my body to the corporeal magnitude 
of an Earth Mortal. But my one hand, 
which I can thus condense, is not 
potent enough to control the ma
chines.”

“ Yes,”  breathed Snow. “ Will you 
show me your hand, Master?”

A pause followed, as if the effort 
to materialize the hand exhausted the 
potency of the voice. Then gradually 
something began to take outline in 
the cavern.

Celia screamed and clutched at 
Tony’s knee. It was the dim outline 
of a human hand, of vast size, yet 
beautifully formed. The wrinkled 
hand of an old man.

Slowly it decreased in size and at 
the same time seemed to condense. It 
moved tremulously around the walls 
of the cave and stopped.

“ Dost thou believe?” came the 
faint whisper.

“ I believe, Master. What do you 
wish of me?”

“ I shall show thee how to control 
my machines, and thou shalt bring 
me back to human corporeal dimen
sions. Then thou and I shall learn 
each other’s wisdom, and together we 
shall rule not alone this planet but 
many others. Even Earth in time.”

“ Yes, Master!” Snow’s look was 
again that of the fanatic.

“ Who are these people with you?”
Snow laughed. “ The old man was
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my assistant in my laboratory in 
Earth— ”

“ That’s a lie!” shrilled old Birch. 
“ It was my laboratory, you infernal 
liar!”

“ The girl is my sweetheart. I want 
her. It was to win her I brought her 
to this planet Circe, as we call it. This 
other fellow I projected from Earth 
hither, but unfortunately he became 
enlarged, as you see him. He— ”

“ Snow, if you’re planning any 
tricks— ” began Tony.

“ Can you protect me, Master?” 
squealed Snow, backing away as Tony 
strode toward him, and looking like a 
tiny ape fleeing from punishment.

“ I can!” hissed the voice from the 
tree.

“ Then save m e!” shrilled Snow, 
dodging agilely between Tony’s legs.

Suddenly Tony found himself 
gripped by the tentacle of the cannibal 
tree that was nearest him. Simul
taneously he heard cries from Celia 
and old Birch. He struggled madly to 
free himself,’ but was slowly dragged 
to the wall and imprisoned so tightly 
that he was unable to move a foot.

Snow’s raucous laugh rang out: 
“ That was quick work, Master!”

“ Yes, I have had several centuries 
to practise it;” responded the hissing 
voice. “ It is that that has given me 
the mastery over these savage men. 
Thou art safe now, learned doctor.”

“ I shall be glad to work under you, 
Master,”  said Snow, with affected 
humility. “ You have lived long; per
haps you have solved the secret of 
immortality?”

“ Truly, I discovered the elixir of 
life, my son,” replied the voice, “ and 
have drunk of it, but whether it con- 
fereth permanent immortality or not 
I know not. When I am in my Earth 
shape, I shall at least be able to be
come as a young man again. But what 
do we do with these people?”

“ The girl I want for myself,” an
swered Snow. “ The old man and this 
fool who has become a giant, I do not

need. I think it would be a good plan 
to disintegrate them and shoot their 
atoms into space.”

“ Listen to me,” cried Tony, still 
struggling with the tentacle that held 
him. “ Do not trust this man. He is 
a liar and a rogue. He is heartless. 
He— ”

Snow’s tinkling laugh filled the 
cavern. “ Talk is cheap, Master,” he 
said, “ but we cannot afford to let our 
enemies escape us. That man knows 
everything that I have taught him. 
If he goes free, he will pursue us to 
take vengeance on us. ”

“ Still,”  whispered the voice, “ it is 
not right to kill. ‘A life for a life,’ says 
the Book. Is there no other way? If 
he swear never to attempt to follow 
us, it may be he can be returned to 
Earth with the old man— ”

“ Can you afford to be merciful? 
Think of your seven hundred years of 
imprisonment without a body!” cried 
Snow.

“ It is true!” answered the voice in 
a wailing whisper. “ Yea, it is true. 
Let them die, then. Thou and I> my 
son, shall rule this planet first, and 
then the other planets. With my arts 
and thine we shall become the lords 
of human destiny.”

“ You can’t trust him!” shouted 
Tony. “ Don’t you understand that he 
will trick you? Do you think he is 
going to share this power with any
one?”

“ Seven hundred years!” whim
pered the voice. “ Seven hundred 
years!”

Snow turned to Tony. The look on 
his features, in the pale phosphores
cent light cast by the creepers, was 
more diabolical than ever.

“ Well, Betts, it looks as if your 
goose is cooked,” he said. “ I’m going 
to shoot you and old Birch into the 
ether now, as soon as I’ve examined 
the instruments and ascertained that 
they’re in working order. I think I 
projected everything. When they are
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gone, Master,”  he added, “ I shall re
turn to release you.”

There came an almost inaudible 
rustle from the tree.

CHAPTER VIII 
T he F ungus

A LONG time had passed, for the 
pale reflection of the amber 

glow, seen dimly from within the 
cave, had faded to night. The creep
ers that held the three prisoners had 
not, however, relaxed their grip, as 
in the case of the first cannibal tree 
that Tony had encountered.

Whether this was a different spe
cies, or whether it had changed its 
habits due to its existence in perpetual 
darkness lit by phosphorescence, the 
fact remained that the three were as 
closely bound as ever.

And the night was wearing away, 
too. Tony had already guessed that, 
owing to the rapid revolution of Circe, 
day and night were shorter than on 
Earth, but he had attempted no com
putations. He only knew that outside 
the cave Snow was busy with the 
apparatus that was ta launch him and 
Birch into nothingness.

Sometimes he dozed, held firmly in 
the clutch of the tentacle, but there 
were intervals when he spoke to the 
Voice in the tree, appealed to it, tried 
to reason with it, offered himself to 
set it free from its long captivity, 
warned it against Snow.

There was never an answer. Per
haps a sort of unconsciousness had 
supervened, perhaps the Voice was 
awake only by day—or, again, Tony’s 
appeals might have fallen upon deaf 
ears. There came no answer.

» Sometimes Tony talked to Celia, 
listened to her assurances of eternal 
love. When she told him quite calmly 
that she would carry out her threat 
to kill herself as soon as her father 
and he were gone, Tony could not find 
it possible to try to dissuade her.

Old Birch talked, too. In the face 
of imminent death, he seemed to have 
recovered his poise and presence of 
mind. He spoke to Tony mostly of 
their work at the laboratory, regret
ted that it could not be carried on 
when they had been upon the eve of 
great discoveries. He spoke of his 
faith in a hereafter.

“ If that faith is justified, Tony,” 
he said, “ we may be sure that the 
eternal laws rule even on this forlorn 
planet. ‘Heaven is as near by water 
as by land’— who was it said that, 
Tony?”

He talked to Celia, too, in a calm, 
detached way. It was astonishing how 
calm they all were in the face of the 
approaching catastrophe.

“ But I cannot reconcile it with my 
conception of the eternal justice, 
Tony,” he said, “ that Snow should 
triumph. Even now I believe that, at 
the last moment, God will intervene. 
Otherwise, it wrould seem that evil, 
and not good, is the dominant force 
in the universe.”

Tony calculated that day must be 
close at hand w'hen Snow' came stag
gering inside the cave. His face was 
alight with triumph.

“ Well, Betts, I’ve fixed it,” he cried. 
“ At dawn you and this old fool go to 
explore the mysteries of infinite 
space. Dawn, the death hour, Betts. 
Just like an execution, isn’t it! I al
most wish I could accompany you two 
—with a return ticket, of course, for 
I am consumed with curiosity to know 
just where you will wind up, and 
whether you will ever regain human 
form.

“ Do you know what I think, Betts? 
I think you two will be converted into 
comets, although the largest comet 
knowm contains less matter in its bil
lion miles of tail than is to be found 
in your little finger. But there seems 
to me to be a curious analogy between 
the infinite rarity of a comet’s tail and 
the infinite rarity of the electronic



O U TLAW S OF THE SUN 109

spray into which you will be con
verted.

“ Yes, Betts, I see you and the old 
professor chasing each other’s tails 
through the confines of space.” He 
burst into insane laughter. “ But I’ve 
still got a little fixing to do, Betts,” 
he added. “ Of course, you noticed that 
the projecting mechanism has become 
enlarged in proportion to the lessened 
gravity on Circe?”

Tony hadn’t thought of that. The 
apparatus had seemed to him identical 
in size with that on Earth. But he 
had been looking at it through the 
eyes of a giant. Of course, he realized 
now that it had taken on the exact 
proportions he had himself assumed.

“ So there will be no difficulty in get
ting you into the cylinder, Betts. But 
you were a snug fit, and I’ve had to 
enlarge it a little to accommodate the 
Professor as well, though he only 
reaches to your knee. It was a simple 
thing baffled me, Betts—the lack of 
a screwdriver. But I found a species 
of hard flint that served the purpose.

“ Just a little adjustment, and at 
dawn you two start on your journey. 
Two comets in the sky! What a dis
covery they’ll be making on Earth to
morrow!”

He roared with laughter, and it was 
quite plain to Tony that Snow was 
now hopelessly deranged. His mind, 
long on the verge of insanity, had 
broken down completely under the 
stress of his unexpected triumph.

“ You’ve got another half-hour,” he 
continued. “ So make your wills, and 
say your prayers, and bid Celia good
bye. Tomorrow we shall celebrate our 
honeymoon together, eh, old man in 
the tree?”

There came no answer from the 
tree, and Snow staggered toward the 
entrance. Suddenly he turned. He 
rushed at Tony. He hammered at him 
with his fists, but the highest he could 
reach was a little above his knee, and 
his blows fell harmlessly upon the 
muscles of the leg.

He raved and cursed, he shouted in
coherent blasphemies, while Celia 
shrieked and her father cried out in
dignantly. Then, as suddenly as it had 
arisen, the fit of madness passed. He 
drew back, and, shaking his fist at 
Tony, made his way-toward the en
trance again.

“ Half-an-hour and you die!” he 
yelled, and disappeared outside.

Stupefied by this outburst of brute 
ferocity, neither of the three spoke. 
It was Tony who spoke at last, and 
for the last time he addressed the 
Voice.

“ There is still time to release us,” 
he said. “ You will regret putting your 
trust in that madman. Can you not 
see that he is mad? Do you suppose 
that he will set you free?”

For a moment Tony thought he 
heard a faint, whispered answer, but 
that was all. And time was passing. 
Already outside the cave there was 
the faintest glimmer of the amber 
light.

Another Circean day was at hand, 
the day on which he and Birch were 
to die, the day on which Celia was to 
hope to die, to escape the madman 
who claimed her.

Tony put forth every effort in a 
desperate attempt to free himself 
from the creeper’s tentacle. A mad ef
fort that racked every muscle and 
sinew in his body. An unavailing ef
fort. At last he stopped, panting, help
less. There was no farther hope. There 
was nothing more to do. And in five 
minutes Snow would return upon his 
task of vengeance, no doubt with the 
assistance of the savage giants .

Tony looked across at Celia. “ Good
bye, my dear,” he said. Tiny though 
she was in comparison with him, there 
seemed nothing incongruous in the 
words.

“ Good-bye, Tony,”  she breathed in 
answer. And that was all, save for the 
increasing yellow glow that streamed 
into the cave.
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THERE was an intolerable itching 
of Tony’s wrist. He had felt it for 

some time. He looked at it. The wrist 
was covered with a fine greyish pow
der. So were his hands. As Tony’s 
glance fell upon them, he saw the 
minute globules visibly swelling.

They became peas, they split and 
threw out tendrils, they changed into 
little blood-red spikes. Tony knew 
what they were now. The spores of the 
fungus, so feared by the giants that 
they kept it in bamboo canes.

Somehow, just at the moment 
when the temperature within the cave 
was changed by the approaching 
dawn, the exact degree necessary for 
them to germinate had arrived.

But where had they come from? 
The answer flashed into Tony’s mind. 
Those spores had been adhering to 
his clothing ever since he had been 
spattered by them when he stood be
side that first fungus just after he 
awoke on Circe.

He had been carrying them about 
with him, millions of them, and they 
had been awaiting the precise degree 
of temperature necessary for their 
germination.

With that the desperate hope of 
liberty came into Tony’s mind. He tore 
the fungi from him and began hurl
ing them at the creeper.

It writhed as if in’agony, then slow
ly it unclasped and hung like a dead 
thing against the wall. Tony was 
free!

It had been a matter of seconds, 
and already the fungi were swelling 
to the size of cabbage heads. Tony 
seized some of those that were still 
in the spike stage and ran across the 
interior of the cave to where Celia and 
her father were fastened. He hurled 
the loathsome fungi at the tentacles, 
to which they attached themselves. 
The tentacles drooped. Celia and old 
Birch were free!

But within the forty seconds in 
which this had occurred, the fungi 
had increased enormously. Some were

already bursting and scattering 
spores, but these spores, in turn, as 
if to seize advantage of the right tem
perature, were already swelling into 
spikes.

Long, blood-red tendrils threaded 
the creepers, huge cabbage-heads of 
the same color were hanging every
where from the leaves and branches. 
And the continuous process of growth 
and decay gave them the appearance 
of a moving mass, running up the 
vines that extended from the great 
trunk at the back of the cave.

There sounded a shout behind Tony, 
Celia, and Birch. Snow was coming 
into the cave, borne on the shoulder 
of one of the giants. Four other giants 
accompanied them.

A T THE sight of the captives free, 
Snow uttered a fearful yell. At 

the same moment Tony precipitated 
himself upon the giant who carried 
him. And the fight that followed 
would have delighted the soul of 
Homer.

Five giants against one, but Tony 
had lost nothing of his former 
strength and skill as a boxer. The 
blows he dealt seemed to paralyze his 
opponents, who ducked and squealed 
and grunted, and flailed their immense 
fists as they strove to crush him.

Tony sent them reeling right and 
left, but he couldn’t break through— 
for one thing, there were Celia and 
Birch, lost in the struggle, and he 
had to save them. Frantic with the 
fear that they might have been 
crushed underfoot, Tony fought blind
ly, striking desperate blows, and call
ing them by name.

Until of a sudden he discovered that 
the amber glow had disappeared, and 
the light from the phosphorescent 
creepers was growing dim.

Now he was fighting in darkness, 
and now he no longer knew where the 
cave’s entrance was. No answer came 
to his cries, because they were
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drowned by the bellowing of the 
giants.

They had ceased to fight, but they 
were screeching like beings in mortal 
agony. And the dark was closing in!

Stumbling to and fro, crying in vain 
for Celia and her father, Tony had the 
feeling that he was an insane man in 
hell. There was no exit any longer. 
Something had happened, but what it 
was Tony could not imagine.

Sometimes he stumbled against the 
body of one of the giants; then he 
would batter it with his fists, but there 
came never a return blow. Sometimes 
he flung himself madly against the 
cavern’s wall, bruising himself badly, 
and beating insanely with his fists at 
the insensate stone. And it was grow
ing darker!

Then, high above the bellowing, 
there rang out a strident shriek. 
Snow’s shriek! Again and again, a 
piercing cry of utter agony t?lat was 
to linger in Tony’s memory for ever 
more on earth. Again and again, 
drowning the dull moaning of the 
giants!

Suddenly, like the expiring flare of 
a dim torch, a sheet of light shone out 
upon one side of the cave’s wall. It 
came from a mass of the creeper, 
which, already dying under the as
saults of the fungus, now hung in 
long, shredded patches toward the 
ground. By that light Tony saw a 
scene of inconceivable horror.

The fungus, multiplying enormous
ly, covered the entire interior of the 
cavern in great globes of scarlet. Each 
instant a hundred of these globes 
were bursting, and each instant new 
spores were germinating, new spikes 
were thrusting themselves out, new 
globes were being added to the ob
scene mass, which resembled some 
monstrous growth and was extending 
by accretion into the interior of the 
cave.

The creeper, torn from the wall by 
the weight of the parasite, was hang
ing in long strips; the long tentacles

of the cannibal tree, with their 
leathery tufts of leaves at intervals, 
drooped limply. But the tree itself, 
the stock from which the creepers 
derived their strength and sap, was 
fighting—fighting like a man!

MAN-LIKE, it had torn its roots 
bodily from their anchorage in 

the rock bottom of the cave, and, stag
gering drunkenly, it was advancing, 
as if with the dim notion of flight. 
The huge trunk was walking like a 
man, a drunken man.

The huge disks of suckers upon 
it were opening and closing convul
sively. And, drawn to it by a single 
tentacle that had somehow survived 
the assault of the fungi, was Snow!

Shrieking in hideous fear, Snow re
mained, pressed to the moving bole, 
which, with a score of the suckers, 
was drawing the lifeblood from his 
body. From twenty gaping wounds 
it spurted, while, immovable as if in 
a vise, Snow threshed his arms and 
screamed.

Already his screams were growing 
fainter. As the phosphorescence from 
the creeper died, they ceased. An
other patch of the weed flared up. 
Snow now lay motionless against the 
trunk of the moving tree, which was 
still continuing its career toward the 
entrance.

But there was an added horror that 
Tony now took in. For the giants had 
been attacked by the same fungus, 
which was spreading all over their 
huge forms and forming excrescences 
upon their heads and limbs, and, as 
if paralyzed by fear, or resigned to 
the inevitable end, they lay about the 
floor of the cave, moaning feebly, but 
offering no further resistance.

Tony saw all this— and then he saw 
Celia’s tiny figure detach itself from 
the darkness of one wall, and run 
toward him, holding another tiny 
figure by the hand. And her cry rang 
like music in Tony’s ears, as she called 
his name.
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In the last light o f the creeper, 
Tony somehow found her. He caught 
her and her father up into the crook 
of one arm, and, by instinct rather 
than consciously, staggered toward 
the entrance.

He found it—and he knew now 
why the light of day had been shut off. 
Beside the entrance hung a thick ten
dril of the cannibal tree, already dead, 
and the fungus had completely cov
ered it, and budded out so as to shut 
out the amber light of day without.

Holding Celia and. her father to 
him, Tony forced a passage through 
the loathsome mass. It yielded, it 
broke off in horrid masses; it clung 
to him and seemed as if consciously to 
retard him. Then he was through, and 
the dull yellow glow of the little sun 
had never seemed so welcome.

The instruments still stood on the 
plateau, but there was no sign of the 
remainder of the giants anywhere. 
Tony staggered on, reached the dupli
cate of the cylinder, set Celia and her 
father down, and dropped uncon
scious.

CHAPTER IX 
R eturn  to E arth

<<TT WAS God’s mercy,”  said Celia,
A  three weeks later, “ that the 

Voice refused to listen to you. Had it 
done so, we should have had to bring 
it back here, to restore it to human 
form; we should have had another 
problem on our hands, instead of 
being rid of Snow and all his experi
ments.”

“ I am inclined to think,”  said Pro
fessor Birch, “ that the Voice’s failure 
to respond was due to weakness 
caused by the materialization of the 
hand. We must not judge too severe
ly.”

“ Who was he?” asked Celia.
“ I have my own opinions as to 

that,” said Birch. “ I am inclined to 
believe he may have been the famous 
English necromancer, known as Friar

Bungay, who lived somewhere about 
the period that he mentioned. A more 
fearful fate than his can hardly be 
imagined. But thank God he is dead, 
and has finally passed far beyond the 
malign influence of Circe.”

“ You think he did die?”  asked 
Tony.

“ I think that the destruction of the 
tree destroyed him. Although the 
atoms of his body were so far dis
sipated that he could hardly be said 
to be corporeal, still, he must have 
drawn some sort of vital fluid from 
some living thing. I believe it was the 
cannibal tree, and that its destruction 
by the fungus was his own end.”

The two men fell into silence. Celia 
had risen from the table, and they did 
not wish to pursue the conversation in 
her presence. For a week after their 
return to Earth the girl had lain in a 
state of coma. They had begun to fear 
she would never recover when things 
had taken a turn for the better.

Still, they never referred to Circe 
or their journey there unless she be
gan the conversation.

And, indeed, of their return to 
Earth they had only a dim recollec
tion, so anxious was Nature to conceal 
those memories of horror. They knew 
that, after laboring for a whole day, 
and the next day, and part of the next, 
they had succeeded in reproducing 
Snow’s method.

They had aligned the cylinder with 
Earth, and Tony had sent first Profes
sor Birch, and then Celia on that des
perate journey. Afterward he had dis
patched himself. And when he closed 
his eyes inside the cylinder, he was 
convinced that they would never open 
again.

But Tony had worked better than 
he knew. His calculations had been so 
nearly perfect that he had awakened 
to find himself being nursed by Celia 
and the Professor in an abandoned 
trapper’s cabin, no more than fifty 
miles to the north of the observatory!

They had lived there in the owner’s
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absence, until the three were suffi
ciently recovered to take up, their 
tramp southward. And their absence 
from the observatory had never been 
discovered.

And Tony had awakened to find 
himself the dimensions of a man 
again!

They never spoke of that, and there 
were other things they never spoke 
of. But they had had to speak about 
Snow. They decided to report to the 
Canalaskan Government that he had 
left on a scientific journey into the 
Arctic, and expected to be gone six 
months. It was easy to manufacture 
evidence; and when Snow failed to 
return it would be supposed that the 
icy wastes had claimed him as a vic
tim.

Only with hesitation, and after long 
intervals, as the days passed, and the 
horrors of Circe gradually grew faint
er in their minds, did they refer to 
things that had puzzled them.

< < 'T 'H A T  fungus,” said Professor 
J- Birch— “ I wish I understood 

more about its life-cycle. There is, of 
course, no reason why a life-cycle of 
about a minute should be impossible, 
and yet you stated that you saw one 
growing in the open. With such amaz
ing fertility, why had it not already 
overrun the whole of Circe?”

“ I think it was pure luck on our 
part,” answered Tony. “ The fungus 
could only flourish at an exact tem- 
peThture, which happened to be ful
filled when the warmth of the risen 
sun struck into the cave.

“ It is possible,” he added, “ that like 
many of our earth organisms, it has a 
second life cycle, when it attacks man, 
in contradistinction to vegetable life.

“ I am inclined to think that when 
it succeeds in finding a human host it 
is enabled to reproduce itself with 
tremendous rapidity. You will recall 
that those three giants who kept the 
spores in the bamboo cane evinced 
considerable fear of it.”

“ Which brings me to another 
point,” said Birch. “ Can you offer any 
theory as to why it attacked and de
stroyed those giants and yet left us 
unscathed, when we were equally 
exposed to it?”

“ I think that is not a difficult mat
ter,”  answered Tony. “ Inasmuch as 
there are three main variations in the 
blood composition of even the white 
race of the human family, it is obvi
ous that our blood differs chemically, 
to some extent, from that of those 
giants.

“ They were susceptible; we are not. 
Why is the Negro largely immune 
against yellow fever, the Jew against 
tuberculosis, and the Eskimo, on the 
other hand, like many primitive sav
ages, particularly susceptible to the 
common cold, or such a disease as 
measles?”

“ As to the latter, it is generally 
supposed they lack the immunity ac
quired through generations— ”

“Which is pure bunk,” replied Pro
fessor Birch severely, “ for, as you 
know perfectly well, my dear Tony, 
there is no transmission of acquired 
characters.”

Professor Birch was gradually 
becoming his own self. And, as the 
days grew into weeks, gradually the 
old life at the observatory was re
newed. Circe sank into the back
ground, and, with Snow’s instru
ments removed, and cast over the side 
of a cliff, to rot there in eternal snows, 
the three were able to look back on the 
episode as a disordered dream.

A month had gone by when Tony 
surprised Professor Birch with the 
information that he had decided to 
leave him.

“ Leave? Leave us, Tony?” de
manded Birch. “Why, I thought you 
were a fixture here. I thought— ” He 
stopped and gave the young man a 
searching look.

“ All the same, I am thinking of 
taking a year’s leave of absence from 
duty, and travelling,” aswered Tony,
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“ and under the circumstances I can 
hardly hope that you will hold the 
position open for me."

“ Well, think it over a few days 
longer, Tony,” urged the Professor.

“ I hear from father that you are 
thinking of leaving, Tony,”  said 
Celia a day or two later.

Tony mumbled his assent. It was 
the first time they two had found 
themselves together in the observa
tory for many a long day.

“ W hy?” asked Celia bluntly. Then, 
softly, “ I think you will admit I have 
the right to be interested in your an
swer, Tony.”

Tony gazed into Celia’s eyes, and 
read what he saw there with amaze
ment. Was it possible that she still 
cared— even though she had reached 
only to his knee on Circe— in spite of 
the humiliation of that physical al
teration ?

Celia answered his unspoken ques
tion. “ You haven’t very much faith

in me, have you, Tony!”  she said re
proachfully.

“ Celia, do you mean to say you— 
still care?” cried Tony.

“ Isn’t it rather for you to tell me 
that?”  responded Celia.

And suddenly the doubts and mem
ories of past weeks were removed, 
and for long, blissful minutes Tony 
and Celia forgot all save themselves.

A little later, Professor Birch, ab
sorbed in some mathematical calcula
tions, looked up impatiently as the 
door of his -study opened. Tony and 
Celia stood on the threshold.

“ Well, Professor, I’m leaving you 
tomorrow,” he said. “ I’m taking Celia 
with me.”

“ Eh?” snapped old Birch. “ What 
do ypu mean, Tony?”

“ We’re going to signal the Van
couver-New York heliosphere and take 
a trip to the World Capital. But we’ll 
be back in a month. You see, it’s to 
be our honeymoon trip, Professor.”
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of 50,000 feet—all air traffic had been 
assigned to various heights by traffic 
regulation— Rolda came in his own 
private air car, of the striated mark
ings, known to every living person in 
the city old enough to know and 
notice.

As Rolda dropped down to a land
ing on the Flatling Building, in which 
he had his offices, he looked for the
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CHAPTER I 
In the Year 2000

HAD there been any newspapers 
in the Year of Our Lord 2000, 
those newspapers would have 

blazoned forth to the world the story 
of the greatness of New York City. 
Dropping down from the Passenger 
Air-Lane, which was at an elevation



A  strange voice came each night over the audiphone . . . .  always 
at a certain hour. It foretold the destruction of a great and 

beautiful city. Rolda, a man of the Year 2000, was at the 
mercy of the unknown. How to combat this evil?

Read this amazing story and learn how it 
all came out in the end.

thousandth time at this city which, in 
its way, had been a fulfillment of a 
dream of his own.

The Hudson River had disappeared

forever, save where it poured into the 
Ocean beyond the Rampart. The 
City’s expansion had required every 
inch of space, and the river had been
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spanned from its mouth to far north 
of Albany, by a solid arch of massive 
masonry so ponderous that the vast 
arch in turn became the foundation of 
hundreds of buildings.

They reared upward to bring their 
rooftops even with the remainder of 
New York City’s rooftops. Buildings 
with foundations at normal ground 
level were five hundred stories high. 
This was governed by law, so that the 
rooftops were even, and could be used 
to handle the air traffic, buildings be
ing designated by their names in huge 
letters on their roofs.

Modern New York stretched from 
well westward of the center of the 
State of New Jersey to the center of 
the state of Connecticut, and from the 
Rampart— a solid mass of masonry 
extending out to sea beyond the Nar
rows—to what had once been Albany.

A massive, monstrous city. News
papers had given way to the audi- 
phone and visi-dial, over which one 
could be heard and seen by anyone 
anywhere with whom one wished to 
converse.

Streets had vanished under the 
mountains of masonry. Taxicabs, trol
leys and subways had given away to 
Electro-subcubes of various size ,̂ 
which worked up and down in cylin
drical shafts, and horizontally in 
myriads of tunnels built at Ground 
level.

Sky-cars had taken the place of the 
airplanes, from which they had 
evolved, most of their motive power 
being derived from an anti-gravita- 
tional compound. Save for flanges on 
the sides of the cars, to provide 
greater maneuverability, no wings or 
airfoils were necessary.

All these things were, directly or 
indirectly, part of the vast dream of 
Rolda, the architect-scientist.

FIVE minutes after he had landed 
on the roof of the Flatling Build

ing, Rolda had taken his seat behind 
his desk in the room directly beneath

the Flatling roof, where he grimly 
awaited the message that, for three 
weeks, had come exactly and without 
fail at three o’clock in the morning.

He waited in fear and trembling 
for a strange reason: the Unknown 
whose voice he would soon hear would 
not himself be visible in the visi-dial, 
and not since the invention of that in
strument of television had any living 
person been able to use the audiphone, 
with visi-dial in “ practical”  position, 
and yet remain invisible.

CHAPTER II
V oice op th e  U n k n o w n  %

ROLDA' stiffened as the familiar 
buzzing sound came out of the 

tiny instrument on the surface of the 
desk before him. His hand almost 
trembled as he pressed the little but
ton which caused the instrument to 
rear its head until the circular shin
ing face of it became the visi-dial of 
the audiphone. He knew even as he 
performed the habitual gesture that it 
was useless— and that each time the 
impossible happened it came just that 
much nearer to unnerving him.

There were other little individual 
sounds, too. Tiny clicking sounds 
which informed him that his friends 
of the News Dissemination Bureau 
were on the job as usual, and just as 
eager as usual to try and ferret out 
the identity of the man who hid him
self in such an impossible manner.

Who was the man whose voice came 
so silkily, so sardonically jeering, over 
the phones at exactly three o’clock in 
the morning? The man whose face 
was never seen, despite the fact that it 
was known by all the world that no 
man or woman could use the audi
phone, with the visi-dial in position, 
and yet prevent his features from be
ing visible to the person whom he or 
she addressed.

Still—
The Unknown did it, at exactly the 

same hour each morning, until it had
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become a sort of mad ritual to which 
Rolda reacted in much the same way 
with each repetition, though he ap
proached his desk each time with in
creasing dread. For though the mes
sage of the Unknown was different 
with each monotonous repetition, 
yet, always, there was that jeering 
note that caused Rolda to be stung 
to the quick. For all the time he had 
been the power behind the nominal 
powers that ruled the destinies of 
Modern New York, no one had ever 
jeered at him, because all, from the 
highest to the lowest, knew that no 
man, however great the brain which 
was his, could rightfully jeer at Rolda.

But by now the buzzing had in
creased until Rolda knew that in a 
second or two the voice of the dreaded 
Unknown would reach him.

S u d d e n l y ,  conversationally, as 
though the invisible someone believed 
himself speaking with a very dear 
friend, the voice came:

“ Good morning, Rolda! You never 
disappoint me, do you? I always know 
that you will be there, with fear in 
your face which you try to hide. Why 
are you afraid of me, who is only a 
voice?

“ Your egotism is in revolt every 
morning at three o’clock, because you 
are afraid that a mere voice will some
how take out of your hands the in
visible strings by which you cause 
your mad marionettes to dance! For 
shame, Rolda! The great Rolda, who 
rules the biggest country in the whole 
world because he rules its biggest and 
mightiest city— afraid of a voice!’’

Always, no matter what the Un
known said, somewhere in his dis
course was a reference to “ mad 
marionettes’ ’— a weird reference to 
the millions of men, women and chil
dren who lived, loved and had their 
being— almost^—at the will of Rolda, 
the scientific genius of his time.

Rolda, whose vision had created a 
dream city on the shores o f the At
lantic that was a miracle beyond any

miracle! A miracle that had come 
true, and that had made the hair of 
Rolda prematurely gray, because the 
city had been builded out of his very 
heart’s blood, out of the intangible 
essence of his soul! Rolda the in
vincible—

W HOM the Unknown dared to 
mock! Who was he?

Rolda wished with all his soul to 
know, yet his pride forbade that he 
ask the question. He could not lean 
forward and demand:

“ If you are as fearless as you would 
wish us to believe, why not show us 
your face? What is the secret of your 
invisibility ? How are you able to elude 
our every effort to discover your 
identity?”

No, he could not ask such questions. 
He felt that when he stooped to ask 
he would cease to be Rolda, would 
somehow place himself irrevocably in 
the power of the Unknown. So he 
stared at the blank visi-dial, apparent
ly unmoved, and inwardly fought for 
self-control. To the casual observer, 
had there been any • such, he was 
merely a man who rested in a chair, 
with nothing on his mind.

There was a hint of insanity in 
some of the messages, yet Rolda was 
certain that the hint was deliberately 
included, for a purpose. If the Un
known could leave behind his words 
the belief that the message was the 
work of a madman, he would have a 
certain advantage over Rolda—be
cause Rolda knew that the Unknown 
was not insane.

No insane man could possibly have 
used the audiphone, with the visi-dial 
in position, without showing himself 
to the person addressed. But this man 
had been doing the impossible night 
after night for three weeks. No, he 
was not insane.

He was the shadow of catastrophe, 
speaking through the jeering lips of 
an invisible someone. An odd way to 
put it, yet the way Rolda had put it
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to himself, time after time, when he 
tried to puzzle out the secret— and 
had uniformly failed.

For the twentieth time Rolda stared 
at the visi-dial. But he could see noth
ing, save a section of a room some
where, a room in which was located 
the instrument over which the mes
sages were invariably sent. The same 
room. Always the same room. The 
same easy chair, visible straight 
ahead.

And the outline of the visi-dial of 
the sending party, absolutely blank. 
Had the sender been invisible entirely, 
he could not so surely have effaced 
himself, and yet sent his messages 
that always spoke of the “mad 
marionettes.”  As this idea came to 
Rolda he all but stiffened. All but be
trayed the fact that it frightened him. 
All but leaned forward as though to 
stare more intently at his own visi- 
dial.

Perspiration broke out all over his 
body when, as though in answer to 
his very thought, as though he had 
spoken it aloud into the instrument, 
the Unknown spoke a few words be
fore falling silent.

“ No, I am not invisible, really! I 
am a man, as you are a man, but I am 
a greater man than ^ou are! You sus
pect that, Rolda, and it frightens you! 
That is part of the plan, for I do you 
the honor to give all due credit to 
your genius. Our people would not 
think of invading your city, with 
Rolda in full command of all his 
faculties—and his sublime self-confi
dence! So I am breaking as much of 
your faculties and your confidence as 
lea n !”

THE voice faded out and Rolda 
leaned forward, pressing the but

ton which returned the visi-dial to its 
place, made it merely a part of the 
surface of his desk.

“ So,”  he said softly, “ they begin to 
bare their fangs, whoever they are! 
First it was T,’ and now it is ‘we.’

This silly performance, which isn’t 
really silly because it is part of a 
ghastly tragedy to come— is all calcu
lated, even to the words spoken by 
the Unknown, and his reference to the 
mad marionettes.”

Rolda stood up, he was only eighty 
years of age, but tonight for some 
reason he felt old. And no man was 
old at eighty. Not now, when people 
lived almost as long as they wished 
to live.

“ Whence comes this hinted catas
trophe? Who is preparing the torch 
to set off a world holocaust? And 
why do they strike at me in this mys
terious manner?”

He answered himself:
“ Because they know my power and 

wish to break it, or weaken it to the 
point of breaking. That means they 
fear what I can do in case of the 
hinted ‘invasion’ mentioned by the 
Unknown—and if they fear me they 
fear with reason, and my best weapon 
against them is to refuse to allow 
fear to touch me!”

And Rolda smiled. His face was 
pleasing when he smiled. His high 
brow smoothed out, and his white even 
teeth flashed, while his lips seemed to 
ripple with mirth. But even as he 
smiled away his fears he looked ahead 
to tomorrow with a qualm of doubt, 
knowing that at three o’clock, as to
night and all other nights for the past 
three weeks, the sardonic jeering of 
the Unknown would again come out 
of the audiphone—but the speaker 
would remain invisible on the visi- 
dial, as though he were invisible ac
tually.

Rolda sat down before the desk, 
pressed the button that returned the 
visi-dial to “ practical” position, and 
was in an instant the almost machine
like, wholly efficient scientist—the 
man whose dreams of beauty and ef
ficiency had made New York a city 
second to no other city in the world.

A brief signal to the News Dis-*
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seminators brought answering signals 
over the audiphone and, one by one, 
the faces of the News Dissemina
tors themselves became visible to 
Rolda. Their homely but loyal faces 
gave Rolda a feeling of confidence he 
would not have admitted for the 
world. After the uncanny invisibility 
of the Unknown, it was a boundless 
relief to discover again that there was 
nothing wrong with the phones or the 
visi-dials in New York.

“ Clive! Galen! Bennett! Bouchard! 
Catene! I’ve had the first hint tonight 
of what it’s all about! I suppose, as 
usual, you were unable to cut in and 
catch anything of what the Unknown 
said? I thought so.

“Well, you boys divide these tasks 
among you, then be here at my office 
at fifteen minutes before three to
morrow morning. I’ve an idea that I 
shall then be able to tell you some
thing definite. I want you here be
cause, at that hour, I wish every visi- 
dial in New York to be darkened, 
every audiphone to fall silent!

“ Clive, you will look after the de
tails of the visi-dials and audiphones. 
Galen, you will prepare for me a full 
report of our strength in case of a 
potential war. Bennett, arrange with 
the Committee of Commerce so that 
any Avenue of Transport, either 
Aerial, Subterannean or Epigeal, may 

*be cleared at a split second’s notice, 
at a mere signal from me in this 
office.

“ We must be ready and able to 
move in any direction instantly, with
out a possibility of hindrance. Bouch
ard, arrange with the Audiphone and 
Visi-dial people to merge their in
terests at once under one head, whose 
word on any subject pertaining to 
either organization will be final— 
after mine! In this way all Avenues of 
Communication may be under control 
and ready for use by me when, and 
if, needed. Catene, arrange for the 
Hudson to be cleared of all traffic 
within the next half hour.”

The answering voices, mere brief 
affirmations of inexorable commands, 
droned away into silence and for a 
moment Rolda hesitated again. Then 
he signaled once more.

“ Mareta,” he said to the exquisite 
girl whose face immediately appeared 
on the visi-dial in answer to his sig
nal, “ please meet me at the Hudson 
Landing in half an hour, prepared to 
take a ride of exactly one hour. I need 
you badly!”

The visi-dial returned to its place 
at pressure on the button. Rolda rope 
and stepped to the wall opposite his 
desk, preparatory to stepping into his 
private Electro-subcube. He paused in 
the very act of ringing for his con
veyance as a sudden burst of laughter 
echoed and re-echoed through the 
room.

No words— just laughter.
But he recognized the laughter, 

though he had never before heard it, 
as the voice of the Unknown! It came 
from his desk audiphone; yet he knew 
beyond a shadow of doubt that he had 
left the audiphone at the “ off contact” 
position, and that the phone should 
have been utterly silent!

Not even his thoughts were hidden 
from the uncanny intelligence of the 
Unknown!

CHAPTER III 
The Tube Cars

THE Electro-subcube was Rolda’s 
own improvement on the ancient 

automatic elevator of almost a cen
tury before. It was now in general 
use all over the world, since the 
various improvements of scientists of 
any country upon any discovery of 
value to the human race were imme
diately considered as belonging to the 
whole world.

The idea of patents had been abol
ished for the good of the world as a 
whole— and this abolition was per
haps the one valuable thing that had 
come out of the various Peace Confer
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ences the world’s governments had 
been holding intermittently since the 
close of the Great War.

Loss in money was made up to the 
scientists by the governments using 
their inventions and improvements; 
but there was a growing danger in 
the lack of power to patent. For his
tory proved that war came inevitably, 
when least expected, and that right 
now war was thoroughly capable of 
coming again. It would be a ghastly 
war, too, for various scientists had 
perfected unmentionably volatile 
poison gases, many of them capable, 
used in infinitesimal quantities, of de
stroying the average city with the 
ease of blowing the breath against a 
windowpane.

Diseases could be spread at will—  
the vilest diseases known to mankind, 
and diseases had even been invented—  
if one may use the expression, for ex
press use against an enemy in time 
of war. These inventions were inter
national property, and in case of war, 
must be combatted by each of the par
ticipants. It required little imagina
tion to realize what a horror the next 
war would be.

Rolda thought of this as he rode 
down in his Electro-subcube.

His own office was in the top of the 
Flatling Building, so named for the 
original Flatiron Building that had 
long since been torn down, and the 
top floor of that building was exactly 
five hundred stories above ground 
level.

The Electro-subcube was large 
enough to accommodate several indi
viduals usually, but Rolda’s was his 
own private cube, in which he took a 
justifiable pride, and therefore only 
large enough to accommodate Rolda. 
As with the obsolete automatic ele
vator, it worked in a shaft; but this 
shaft was cylindrical, and into it the 
cube fitted almost perfectly. Run by 
electro-magnets, it was an efficient 
machine. The speed could be as slow

as slow, or it could be faster even than 
it would have been with its weight 
subject entirely to the pull o f gravity.

Rolda always enjoyed the drop in 
the cube to the ground level. There 
were even times when he wished that 
civilization could be miraculously re
turned to the days of automobiles, 
subways and surface cars.

However—the abolition of streets, 
alleys, pavements had to be to make 
this city of Rolda’s dreams come true.

His desire for freedom of action 
had several outlets. One was speed 
wherever possible. The fastest speed 
obtainable was in the Electro-sub
cubes, his own especially, and when 
he stepped inside his, his many sub
ordinates, in their offices all over the 
city, would have held their breaths 
in fear at the chances he seemed to 
take with his life— which was far 
more precious to the welfare of New 
York than it was to Rolda himself.

He knew that throughout all Ave
nues of Transportation the signal had 
gone that Rolda was en route to the 
Hudson Landings, and that he could 
choose whichever route he wished. His 
private Electro-subcube, with its 
striated markings, was known to 
every person, and he would naturally 
have right of way over all other cubes.

However, as he dropped to Ground 
Level, and to the monster tunnels that 
led off in all directions to various Sec
tors of Control of the city, it was hard 
to believe that a cube, a single cube, 
could possibly have right of way 
through such a horde o f other cubes.

Through the windows of his cube 
Rolda noted the dense traffic in the 
tunnels at Ground Level. Thousands 
of the cubes were in use, and they 
traveled with express train speed. 
They seemed always in danger of col
lision, but collision never occurred, 
because of the fact that the magnets 
set in the exact center of jeach Electro
subcube were all exactly alike and 
thus repelled one another, making 
contact impossible.
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In five minutes after he had left the 
Flatting Building, Rolda stepped from 
the Electro-subcube on the Hudson 
Landings, choosing the Landing be
low Battery, where Mareta was to 
meet him. He stood there for a mo
ment, while the breeze that played 
perpetually up the monster tube 
which covered the length and breadth 
of the Hudson, rising to a height of 
four hundred feet above the surface 
of the water, cooled his heated 
brow.

At Rolda’s feet his own tube car 
rested easily on the surface of the 
water. He had sent no orders for it to 
be in readiness. It was always in 
readiness, for those who manned it 
could never know for a certainty 
when Rolda might need his car. Rolda 
looked at his watch.

Mareta would arrive in less than a 
minute. He strode forward to the edge 
of the landing, looking like any other 
New Yorker in his dignified grey 
business suit, but even then he was 
acutely conscious of one thing: if a 
bullet from somewhere should slay 
Rolda, the very pulse of New York 
would be paralyzed.

“ Why the devil do I have such mor
bid thoughts today?” he asked him
self. “ That laughter certainly upset 
me. I need l^areta today as I have 
never needed her. I can’t lose my grip, 
but probably would if it were not for 
her.”

THEN Mareta herself stepped out 
of a cube that had just arrived, 

and smiled a greeting at Rolda. She 
was a beautiful, intelligent woman. 
She was a comfortable person to have 
around. He loved her—though he did 
not know it, nor did she, though each 
knew his need for her.

She gave him her hand. They 
stepped into the tube car, so-called be
cause it was the type of water-car 
used exclusively under the Hudson 
Tube, and silently the car backed 
away, then- shot out into the river.

Rolda smiled as they seated them
selves, remembering something.

When he had ruthlessly decided on 
creating the city of his dreams he had 
fully intended to obliterate the Hud
son River, by building above it on 
foundations reaching down to bed
rock on the river bottom. But the 
people, in this one instance, had loud
ly and firmly opposed him. And so the 
high arched tube was the result, and 
now he was even glad that he had al
lowed the voice of the people to over
ride him.

“Well?”  said Mareta softly.
“ The voice again,”  he told her. “ I 

don’t know what to make of it yet; 
but I’ve finally been given a hint. It’s 
the first attempt on the part of some 
outside power to break my nerve, and 
thus render me incapable of making 
decisions which may be important in 
case of war. I’m a little frightened, 
and need to be reassured. That’s why 
I sent for you at this time of the 
morning.”

“ They won’t break you, Rolda,” said 
Mareta softly, laying a cool hand on 
his uncovered head. And somehow, as 
the simple words fell from her lips, 
he knew they would not break him. 
She believed in him. She made him 
believe in himself.

He pressed his lips to the speaking 
tube, spoke to the engineer and pilot 
of the tube car.

“ I’ll take the controls, Bigelow,” he 
stated.

Instantly a thin column, that ap
peared to be of aluminum, thrust up
ward from the floor of the cubby at 
their feet, halting before Rolda. There 
was a metal disc atop the control col
umn, and in its face were set the con
trol buttons which Rolda knew by 
heart.

“ I need plenty of speed, today, 
Mareta,” he told her.

“ As you like,”  she replied. “ I am 
never afraid when you are at the con
trols.”
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HE WAS like a boy with a toy as, 
pressing the proper button for 

speed on the surface, he hurled the 
tube car up the river at express 
train speed. The bottom of the car 
scarcely seemed to touch the water, 
and the wake behind, as Rolda looked 
back, grinning, was almost imper
ceptible.

Now Rolda pressed another button, 
and the tube car rose from the surface 
of the Hudson easier, and far faster, 
than any bird. This simile came to 
Rolda and he smiled again. Mareta 
had been born since the perfection of 
modern New York, and had never 
seen a bird save in a cage.

Meanwhile, back in the office of 
Rolda, the room he had left was in 
total, absolute darkness— darkness 
seemed to possess only this one room 
—and out of that darkness came per
petually a satisfied chuckle. The 
chuckle, now and again, became a 
laugh—the same laugh that Rolda had 
heard just before leaving.

Behind the desk, in Rolda’s chair 
waiting, where not even Rolda could 
have seen him in the darkness, was 
the shape of a man; but only the sense 
of touch could have located him. A 
smallish man, with a high forehead, 
a massive brow, and piercing eyes. 
Dressed in sober grey, another New 
York business man. But the Unknown 
was not that. He was the one man who 
planned the total destruction of New 
York, and New York’s civilization—  
not because his country—he him
self was indifferent about it, but be
cause he was a stickler for carrying 
any scheme through to fruition—he 
hated modern New York with a 
hatred that could find outlet in but 
one way: a war of destruction to the 
uttermost limit. As he sat there he 
mumbled certain words, in a language 
that few people in New York would 
have understood, yet which Rolda 
would have understood had he heard; 
and had he heard, Rolda would have 
gasped in fear and horror.

CHAPTER IV 
T he Dragnet

W HILE the Unknown was sitting 
in what appeared to be total 

darkness in Rolda’s office, a tiny 
monopter, whose two wings scarcely 
seemed large enough to be wings at 
all, rested on the roof of the Flatting 
Building. There were other planes 
there, among which the little plane 
was dwarfed to insignificance, which 
was why, perhaps, no one seemed to 
notice it.

Yet if the Unknown were the per
son most dangerous to the welfare of 
Modem New York, that plane was 
perhaps the most dangerous machine, 
for it held within it the secret of how 
the Unknown was able to talk with 
Rolda at will over the audiphone, with 
the visi-dial in position, and yet re
main invisible.

And .the Unknown, enjoying a jest 
of his own, sat in total darkness in the 
office o f Rolda and chuckled to him
self.

The sound of his own chuckling 
drowned out the sound of a rising 
Electro-subcube, and the Unknown 
did not know that he had a visitor un
til the wall door opened silently and 
someone entered.

“ Mother of Moses!” came a voice 
through the gloom. “What the devil 
is wrong with this room? I can’t even 
see my hand before my face! Rolda! 
Rolda!”

Out of the total darkness from 
Rolda’s desk, came instantly a voice. 

“ That Catene?”
“ Yes. What the devil is wrong with 

the lighting system in this office?” 
“ Catene, eh? Well, young man, you 

have just committed the unpardon
able sin! You have intruded yourself 
upon the presence of the Unknown!”  

The voice which Catene had 
thought, though somewhat doubtfully, 
to be the voice of Rolda, changed com
pletely, and was the voice' that Rolda 
had heard so many times over the
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audiphone, and a cold chill coursed 
along the spine of Catene as he heard. 
Something told him that he walked 
with death, and that he was powerless 
to avert destruction.

But he fought for a bit of time.
“ What’s wrong with the light?” he 

asked.
“ The lights are on,” came the amaz

ing answer, “ and I can see them very 
plainly. Even with a flashlight in your 
hand, turned full on, you could see 
nothing in this room. That makes it 
very easy for me to kill you because, 
you see, I can see very plainly. I have 
merely brought my darkness with 
me!”

There came a gasp from Catene. 
He was a big man, a born athlete who 
kept himself fit, and there was no 
fear in him, save that fear which 
seems to be the heritage of every son 
of woman— fear of the unknown. The 
appalling darkness numbed his facul
ties, almost paralyzing him.

But courage fought against fear, 
and he realized one thing: that this 
man whom all New York was seeking 
was here, close enough to touch, and 
he, Catene, might become famous by 
bagging him.

He started to stumble forward, 
moving as silently as a cat.

“ Never mind, Catene,”  came the 
voice of the Unknown. “ I can see you 
very plainly, you understand, while 
you can see nothing at all. Your hands 
are extended toward me, and your 
right foot is now rising from the 
floor! Does that not prove I can see 
you?

“ Yet you can see nothing at all, 
though the matter is simple. I bring 
my own darkness with me, as I told 
you. And just because I know you’ll 
never live to tell about it, I’ll give you 
a bit of information for which Rolda 
would all but give his precious life to 
know.

“ My mission is to destroy New York 
utterly, to leave no stone upon an
other, and upon its shattered founda

tions to rear a new city, which shall be 
a monument to a new type of civiliza
tion of which Modern New York is 
entirely ignorant. For what govern
ment am I working? Well, save to say 
that its tentacles reach through all the 
Urals, through all Siberia, even into 
Manasorowar and Golokwa, Afghan
istan a n d  Beluchistan — almost 
through the entire world, I will say 
nothing.—”

“ My God,” cried Catene, hurling 
himself forward as though shot from 
a catapult. “ You are a representative 
of— ”

But he got no further.
No light flashed in the darkness of 

the room. No ̂ orange flames- spewed 
through the impenetrable pall of abys
mal gloom. But the sound of an explo
sion went rocketing through the build
ing—and one who heard it could fancy 
an outstretched hand, holding a 
Lethal Tube, from'whose muzzle had 
just spewed one of the deadliest pro
jectiles known to science— an alenite 
bullet that exploded on contact.

Nobody else could have seen, of 
course, but the Unknown, and he saw 
what his projectile had done. It had 
merely touched the forehead of the 
charging Catene, and so deadly had 
been its impact, so nearly instantane
ous its action, that even after the ex
plosion, the legs of Cantene moved 
forward toward the man seated be
hind the desk.

But only part of the trunk of the 
body of Catene was to be seen—that 
part of it below the ribs. The rest had 
vanished, so numbingly swift that the 
top of the trunk, where it had been 
severed, had not yet started to bleed. 
A split second, and all that was mortal 
of Catene, minion, subordinate and 
friend of Rolda, crashed solidly to the 
floor of the darkened office, and lay 
still in a widening pool of blood.

A sardonic chuckle came from the 
throat of the Unknown.

“That should serve as a warning,” 
he said softly.
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Calmly he stepped to the door giv
ing onto the roof, calmly he closed 
the door behind him. He strode 
straight across the roof, paying no 
heed to people who seemed to be in
terested in the other planes on the 
roof, and paused beside the tiny one 
already mentioned. He looked about 
him. The roof of the Flatting Building 
was a hive of industry. Planes of all 
makes and sizes were dropping down 
to the roof, disgorging passengers, 
taking off again—going about their 
own portion of the vast, massive 
aerial commerce of a huge modern 
city.

The Unknown stepped into the pit 
o f the little plane. He knew from long 
experience that a wanted man did 
best in a crowd. But when he climbed 
into the sky, and Rolda came back, 
and the dragnet was thrown out, he 
knew that all the Americas would be 
combed to find the man who had killed 
Catene.

MEANWHILE, back in the room 
he had just left, the darkness 

which had held sway had totally dis
sipated. It had simply melted, within 
a minute after the departure of the 
Unknown who, as he had put it—“ had 
brought his darkness with him.”  His 
apparatus for the dissemination of 
this darkness was simple. He wore it 
on his person, and exuded it mechani
cally, like a giant squid. The secret of 
it, however, was one of the things 
that Rolda must solve if he were to 
solve the secret of the identity of the 
Unknown.

Now, in Rolda’s office, fully alight 
again, the appearance of Catene was 
ghastly in the extreme. All of his body 
above the waist had simply vanished, 
utterly and completely. The legs that 
had carried him forward, even when 
he had been dead, for a few paces, 
were twisted in queer postures on the 
floor.

He wasn’t nice to look at; but no
body came to look, for in the con

fusion on the Flatting roof, none had 
heard the sound of the shot—nor 
would anyone have heard, had there 
been no noise at all, for the office of 
Rolda was sound-proof, as it had to 
be because of his nearness to the noisy 
traffic of the Air Lanes.

Outside the tiny monopter took off 
and shot for the skies at three hun
dred miles an hour. It had vanished 
completely, almost straight up above 
New York City, weaving its way in 
and out, unerringly, through the sun- 
blotting aerial traffic of the skies.

It was gone completely when Rolda, 
with Mareta by his side, stepped from 
the Electro-subcube door. Their visit 
here was prosaic enough. He had 
asked her to breakfast. Now he took 
one step into the room, then whirled 
and with his body blocked off Mareta’s 
view of the dead Catene.

“ Back, Mareta! You must not see!”
She stared into his eyes for a mo

ment. Then gently she placed her 
hands on his shoulders.

“ The Unknown came here for you, 
Rolda,” she said. “ And he would have 
been waiting here for you had not 
Catene blundered in and seen him. He 
may even be somewhere around yet 1”

Perspiration broke out on the face 
of Rolda.

But he fought off his growing fear, 
exchanged chairs with Mareta, and 
set the audiphone and visi-dial to 
“ practical.” One minute after finding 
the body of Catene, the minions of 
law enforcement were seeking every
where for the person of the Unknown. 
Rolda knew the approximate size of 
the man by a very simple means. He 
had guessed that Catene had sur
prised the Unknown in Rolda’s office, 
and had attacked him. The Unknown 
had thrust back the desk chair—to 
the length of his own arms—to meet 
the attack.

The chair had been thrust back no 
further than Rolda himself, with his 
comparatively abbreviated arms, 
would have thrust it on quitting his
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desk. A simple problem in math
ematics, as Rolda saw it.

Even as he finished giving his or
ders to the various heads of depart
ments, the audiphone broke into the 
ominous murmur which always, here
tofore, signaled that the Unknown 
was preparing to speak.

Soon came his words.
“ It is useless, Rolda! Your intelli

gence is not sufficient to trap m e!” 
“ But my activity,” snapped Rolda, 

answering back lor the first time, his 
eyes narrowed as he noted the blank 
inexpressiveness of the visi-dial, “ has 
caused yOu to speak to me twice in the 
same day. Are you worried?”

Through the audiphone came a 
snarl of rage. Rolda’s face twisted in
to a grin. The thrust had told on the 
egoism of the Unknown. He started 
to set the audiphone and visi-dial in
struments at “ off contact”  when, in 
the very act of so doing, he suddenly 
desisted and leaned forward.

“ Mareta!” he said. “ Mareta! I’ll 
beat him yet. I saw a shadow— a mere 
shadow of a shadow, on the dial!”

CHAPTER V
P h a n t o m  of t h e  S k y

W INGS in the planes of Modern 
New Yorkers were scarcely 

necessary, though still used for their 
utility in the matter of maneuver
ability. But some of the lesser scien
tists of the city, acting upon Rolda’s 
suggestions, had perfected a com
pound, for lack of a better term, which 
was almost anti-gravitational.

In quantities it was almost as scarce 
as radium and its use would have been 
expensive in the extreme, had any 
great amounts of it been necessary to 
send the planes aloft. That the stuff 
had not yet been perfected to the satis
faction of Rolda was proved by the 
use, still, of rudimentary wings in 
planes.

Rolda leveled off his monopter at a 
height of twelve thousand feet and

looked proudly down upon the roofs 
of New York City. He smiled, won
dering what the people of less than a 
hundred years ago would say if they 
could come back and see how their 
greatest city had grown.

BUT as he circled above it, his eyes 
just now admiring the sweeping 

curve of the artificial shoreline, where 
the massive concrete Rampart kept 
back the waves of the Atlantic and 
formed foundation for many build
ings which, before Rolda’s time, would 
have been hundreds of feet below the 
surface of the ocean, he was think
ing of the almost nebulous thing that 
threatened the peace and safety of the 
city.

The Unknown and his veiled 
threats. What would Catene have had 
to tell Rolda had he lived? He had 
learned the identity, and much of the 
mission, of the Unknown, else he 
would not have been killed.

Rolda knew the nature of many of 
the bombs which every government in 
the world now manufactured, osten
sibly for commercial use, yet which 
were capable of appalling destruction 
of life if  used as weapons of warfare, 
and in his mind’s eye he could look 
down and see the destruction which 
would visit New York if  some of the 
bombs he knew about were dropped 
upon the roofs of New York, say from 
the height he himself now flew.

The bombs would crash through to 
Ground Level, and even beyond.

Roofs would crash in, buildings 
would crumble—and through all the 
hivelike structure of New York would 
go the unbelievably deadly fumes of 
the gases used in the construction of 
the bombs, or capable of being used 
in them in case they were utilized as 
weapons of war.

And, most precious of all, more 
precious even than the city of his 
dreams— Mareta. He thought of her 
in the path of one of those falling 
monsters of destruction—
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And the thought drove him utterly 
mad.

His monopter managed a speed of 
close to four hundred miles. He began 
to duck and dive and twist, among 
the countless other planes aloft, seek
ing for a plane of a certain shape.

A shape which would remind him in 
turn of a certain shadow which had 
flashed, infinitesimally, across his visi- 
dial when the Unknown, down there 
when he had been giving instructions 
to the minions of law enforcement, 
had said: “ Your intelligence, Rolda, is 
not sufficient to trap me!”

“ With all due respect to you, Un
known,” said Rolda softly, “ I beg 
leave to disagree. But if I don’t trap 
you, and you get home—well, the fate 
o f New York and its people, o f Mareta 
and myself, is in the hands of Al
mighty God!”

Even as he spoke the words, which 
were almost a prayer, the man who 
flew the odd monopter— who had 
taken it off ahead of Rolda from the 
roof of the Flatling Building—had 
seen the plane flown by Rolda and 
recognized its markings as the stri
ated insignia of the power behind the 
Powers who dictated the affairs of 
Modern New York.

If Rolda were slain—

CHAPTER VI
Bl a c k  D estru ction

A LMOST before Rolda was aware 
of what was happening, the 

plane he sought dropped out of the 
sky beside him. He stared across at it, 
trying to make out the features of the 
pilot. But it was impossible. The man 
was almost hidden, as to features, by 
the helmet which covered his head like 
a cowl. His goggles were of a strange 
shape, and they were huge things 
which just now reflected redly the 
light of the rising sun.

Rolda studied the plane of the Un
known. Its whole outer surface glowed 
as redly as the man’s goggles, shining

and glistening as though it were 
made of wood capable of taking an 
unusually high polish. But Rolda 
knew that it was not of wood, though 
the metal of which it was constructed 
he could only guess.

For a minute, flying side by side, 
these two men— neither of whom 
could foresee it at the moment—who 
were destined to fight bitterly and to 
the death for supremacy over the 
world, studied each other across the 
abyss between.

Then Rolda motioned, peremptori
ly, bidding the Unknown go down to a 
landing. At the same time he pressed 
a button in the side of his closed 
cockpit which caused two ugly guns 
to snap into place on either side of 
the pit, and a foot or so above it—  
guns which could be whirled to fire in 
any direction at the will of the pilot.

The Unknown saw those guns snap 
into place. They were fired by com
pressed-air, and were capable of hurl
ing a thousand bullets almost within 
the space of a heartbeat. They could 
have blasted out of the sky any plane 
that flew the skylanes of the Ameri
cas, any plane in the world—provided 
that plane were not a fighting plane, 
all of which were equipped to battle 
against just such guns as these.

But the Unknown, airily waving his 
hand, refused combat, and carried the 
fight to Rolda in a terrible manner.

He dived away from Rolda, with 
Rolda following close behind, yet 
losing second by second in the race 
for the rooftops of Modern New York. 
Rolda had never seen a ship with the 
speed and maneuverability of the 
plane flown by the Unknown.

A gasp of horror burst from his 
lips as the form of the enemy plane 
began, nebulously, to change. A cloud 
of what appeared to be black smoke 
poured from innumerable vents all 
about fuselage and stubby wings of 
the Unknown’s strange sky-ship.

That cloud possessed a strange co
hesion, in that it did not play back
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ward from the enemy plane as that 
plane dived, but remained with it, un
disturbed by the terrific air currents 
caused by the dive— as though the 
black smoke were part and parcel of 
the plane itself.

The Unknown paused for no ship 
that flew the skies. There were hun
dreds of New Yorkers aloft in their 
little planes, and to dive directly down 
were to collide with many of them— 
yet the Unknown did not in one iota 
swerve from the ghastly directness of 
his dive.

The black smoke, that seemed even 
to move ahead of the plane, as though 
to show the way, spurted forward a 
bit more as the enemy ship was on the 
point of colliding with one of the New 
York ships— and that plane merely 
vanished from the sky, as though it 
had never been!

As certainly and as surely as the 
torso of Catene had vanished from the 
hips and legs of Catene! The plane 
merely disintegrated, and horror pos
sessed Rolda as he noted the awful re
sult of that disintegration.

For out of the plane fell its pilot, 
tumbling over and over, somersault
ing. Rolda noted only that it was a 
body—

<<TVAMN you!”  he shrieked.
“ Damn you! Damn you!”

He shook a futile fist at the back 
of the Unknown. His guns went into 
action when for a second the way 
ahead was clear enough for him to 
make sure that he would hit none of 
his own people who were aloft in the 
various skylanes— each of which was 
at a certain level assigned by traffic 
regulations— and he knew beyond a 
shadow of doubt that his projectiles 
had struck squarely the body of the 
enemy plane.

It did not swerve in one iota. Noth
ing happened to it; but to right and 
left several New York planes seemed 
to break into bits, to fall apart in the 
air, and their wreckage to go tum

bling down the sky, keeping pace with 
the somersaulting bodies of their 
pilots and passengers.

From this Rolda knew another 
dreadful thing. His projectiles were 
useless against the plane of the Un
known—and the projectiles which had 
struck that plane, ricochetting off, 
had destroyed half a dozen of the 
planes of his people! Useless then, and 
a waste of life for his own people, 
were the compressed-air guns.

He had but one weapon that was 
possible for use against the Unknown. 
If he could catch him, he could crash 
his own plane into the glistening plane 
of the enemy.

“ A sort of gas,”  he muttered, think
ing of the black cloud that almost hid 
the enemy from view, “that remains 
about that plane. It destroys on con
tact, anything it touches!”

He used every infinitesimal bit of 
power he could manage to increase the 
speed of his own dive. His dive was a 
whistling shriek, fast almost as one 
o f his own projectiles. He fully in
tended to crash .the enemy, yet that 
other plane drew away from him as 
though he were standing still.

Every pilot guessed the intention 
of Rolda, for every pilot, every per
son on the rooftops below, had seen 
the fall of the planes Rolda had struck 
with his ricochets— knew that Rolda 
was trying to crash the cloud-covered 
plane below him.

And they had seen what it meant to 
come into contact with the Unknown, 
for behind him now as he dived fell 
the wreckage of every plane which 
had passed close to him on the roof- 
ward dive.

But one, who was to remain as un
known forever—save by tedious proc
ess of elimination— as the Unknown 
himself, took his life in his hands, and 
came up from below to engage the 
diving plane of the black smoke.

Straight into that black smoke he 
flew— and vanished!

His collision with the black-smoke
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plane caused not even a ripple of ac
tivity. The smoke-plane did not even 
swerve from its course. The only re
sult was a broken, battered hulk that 
might once have been a man, catapult
ing downward toward the roofs of 
New York.

Behind that plane of the black 
smoke trailed the wreckage of over 
a score of New York planes, out of 
each of which had fallen the bodies of 
pilots and passengers. The black 
smoke disintegrated the planes, any
thing inanimate, but did not affect the 
bodies of human beings— and as 
Rolda, screaming like a madman, and 
with tears of unplumbable sorrow on 
his cheeks, following the plummetting 
black plane—tried to guess the com
position of the black smoke.

THE plane of the Unknown still 
dived. It was within yards of the 

rooftops. Because he simply must live 
on now to combat this evil, i f  the Un
known struck and lived on, Rolda less
ened the speed of his dive. The 
blurred expanse became less blurred, 
and by the markings on the roofs he 
was able to see that the Unknown was 
diving directly toward the roof of one 
o f the buildings adjacent to that oc
cupied by Rolda himself.

People were fleeing in all directions 
from this ghastly black destruction 
that came out of the skies.

Then the Unknown struck, and 
Rolda went almost numb with the 
awfulness of it.

For when the smoke plane touched 
the rooftops, it vanished, straight into 
the building, and only a vast yawning 
hole remained to show where the 
black plane had struck. Somehow 
Rolda understood, as he sank down, 
landed, and leaped from his monop- 
ter’s covered pit, that the black 
smoke that had wreathed the plane 
of the Unknown had opened for the 
Unknown a way through the very 
masonry of the buildings o f New 
York, and that the contact with roof

tops had not even lessened the speed 
of the Unknown!

The hand of terror seemed to have 
suddenly, with that awful impact, 
gripped tight the throat of New York. 
New York had fallen as suddenly 
silent as though it had been slain! 
As Rolda paused on the rooftop of his 
own building, there came no sound— 
save one—to his straining ears.

Throughout New York, running 
erratically this way and that, went a 
sound that was oddly like the wheels 
of thunder a-race across the skies. The 
rooftops shook and trembled under 
his feet.

“Almighty!” he whispered, and the 
words were a prayer. “ With that plane 
he is able to travel not only through 
the sky, blasting down everything in 
his pathway—but he can pass through 
the walls of buildings, can go either 
up or down in them, leaving havoc be
hind him, without causing himself the 
slightest discomfort.”

Nothing, for all of a minute, save 
that rolling sound like the crashing 
across the vault of the Heavens of the 
musketry of thunder. It rolled down 
the city toward the Rampart, fast al
most as the fall of the plane had been 
down the sky.

Then the voice of the city, mad
dened, terrified beyond terror, fright
ened beyond fear, rose aloft to drown 
out even the sound of the smoke-plane 
that seemed literally to be boring 
through the buildings o f New York, 
with the speed of an express train, 
and with the surety of a mole bur
rowing through soft earth.

Rolda ran swiftly into his own 
building, raced into his office.

As he went he wondered whether 
Mareta had been in the path of the 
black-smoke plane. It had crashed 
through the roof of the building next 
to the north of the Flatling Building, 
occupied by the offices of Rolda. But 
Mareta, he recalled, he had sent home 
before he himself had set off on the 
trail of the Unknown.
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“ If only,’1’ he muttered, seating him
self at his desk and adjusting audi- 
phone and visi-dial, “ I knew what 
Catene knew the instant before he was 
destroyed.”

BUT that knowledge was not to be 
his for a long time.

Swiftly he sent out the emergency 
call to each of his various Dissemina
tors of News— to Clive, and Galen, 
and Bennett, and Bouchard.

Even before they could answer, 
however, that ominous buzz to which 
he had become so accustomed during 
the weeks just past, sounded in his 
audiphone. He slipped back in his seat, 
his starting eyes staring at the visi- 
dial, in the “practical”  position.

The voice of the Unknown came, 
but his features did not show in the 
visi-dial.

“ Hello, Rolda,” said the voice con
versationally. “What do you think of 
the manner in which I pull the strings 
of your mad marionettes? What do 
you think would happen if twenty 
planes like mine went berserk over 
New York, among the skylanes ? What 
if fifty, a hundred— a thousand ? Take 
say, well, a thousand such planes, and 
turn them loose in your skies for half 
an hour, and within the very heart of 
your buildings for another hour, and 
what would there be left of New York 
and its people, below and aloft?

“ It is something to think about, and 
there are such planes, in numbers I 
do not even hint at, because you would 
not believe. Some day, and that soon, 
they will be here— after I have gone 
for a time.

“ It is useless to try to oppose me, 
for I shall beat you every time. I have 
unlimited power. If you do not be
lieve me, look deeply into your visi- 
dial, in which my features are not 
visible, though I stand in the room 
whence I am addressing you. In my 
power at this moment is something 
that is more precious to you—though 
you are such a fool you do not yet

realize it!— than all New York and 
her millions of population.”

Rolda, his eyes bulging, while his 
heart stood still with the numbing 
sense of catastrophe, stared at the 
visi-dial, and at the face which, 
drained of all color, a mask of horror 
and of helplessness, stared out at him.

“ Rolda, do not consider me in your 
plans,” said the lips of that face, and 
those lips writhed and twisted like 
tiny serpents, as though the speaker 
were suffering the soul-torments of 
the utterly damned.

It was the face of Mareta!

CHAPTER VII 
N e w s  B u l l e t in s

OF COURSE the voice over the 
audiphone, the voice of the Un

known— a name which all New York 
united in calling the man— had been 
news since the very first time it had 
been heard. For it had marked a 
sinister beginning to an instant feel
ing, universally experienced, that 
catastrophe would soon pour its bitter 
vials upon Modern New York.

Now, however, New York was hor
ribly a-buzz with details. Had it been 
a day of newspapers, the headlines 
would have shrieked to high heaven. 
And since the day of newspapers had 
passed, the Disseminators of News 
had addressed the public in headlines, 
instead.

UNKNOWN SLAYS CATENE IN 
OFFICE OF ROLDA!

This had been a catastrophe in it
self, for Catene was one of the Dis
seminators, and to the public he was 
as one of themselves, almost as one of 
the countless families which occupied 
the vast and awesome City. Had each 
family lost from its own circle one of 
its best beloved, there could not have 
been more lamentation.

That had been the beginning—and 
the name of Rolda ran through all the
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stories. If never before, the public 
now realized the vast importance of 
Rolda, the dreamer and scientist.

ROLDA ORDERS SEARCH FOR UN-
KNOWN!

That dealt only with his orders to 
the Disseminators who, as gatherers 
o f news and broadcasters of same, 
held within their craniums more in
formation than any other men in the 
city, and therefore were the best 
qualified to do detective work. But the 
public had not been informed of the 
shadow o f  a shadow Rolda had seen 
on the visi-dial, that had sent him 
aloft to battle alone against the Un
known.

The public, however, knew the 
plane of Rolda, and Rolda had scarcely 
flown off the roof of the Flatting 
Building than the public received the 
announcement.

ROLDA TAKES UP PURSUIT OF
UNKNOWN!

Already the names of Rolda and the 
Unknown— if that designation might 
be said to have been a name at all—  
were being indissolubly joined to
gether, as though Fate herself might 
be anticipating. For Rolda knew now, 
as the cries of the stricken city rose to 
the zenith, and beyond, that nothing 
save the destruction of himself or of 
the Unknown, could end the struggle 
destined to be waged between them.

There would be armies, perhaps, 
massed behind them—millions of 
men; yet they would be the actual 
combatants, as actually as though 
they had stood face to face with an
cient rapiers in their hands and 
labored to slay each other.

Then Rolda found the Unknown, or 
was found by him— and New York 
craned its neck and watched the one
sided struggle above her rooftops, and 
saw the wreckage of many planes 
come tumbling down.

Bouchard broadcast the story of 
that battle.

<<nnH E foes meet and salute. They 
A  are measuring each other. 

Rolda signals for the Unknown to 
come down to a landing! The Un
known dives down. A cloud o f black 
smoke billows about the plane of the 
Unknown! The plane is in flames, 
though Rolda has not fired once with 
his guns. No, it isn’t in flames!

“ Great Heavens, that black smoke 
which hints of flames has nothing to 
do with flames. It is part of the plane 
itself, a mantle to cover it and pro
tect it from harm—a cushion of de
struction enwrapping the plane, mak
ing it invincible, so that no obstruc
tion can stay its mad dive!

“ Nothing like it has ever been seen 
before. Rolda is helpless. He fires. His 
projectiles ricochet off the fuselage 
of the smoke-plane—and crash half a 
dozen New York planes down to de
struction. There goes another New 
York plane, in collision with the 
smoke-plane o f the Unknown. That 
makes twelve, almost in as many sec
onds. The plane of the Unknown ap
proaches the rooftops of New York. 
In a matter of seconds he will crash 
in and be killed! There he goes! He’s 
. . . .  aaaaahhhhhhhh!— ”

And there ended the strangest and 
perhaps the most dramatic of the 
news bulletins. The public needed not 
to be told thereafter what was hap
pening, for the mad burrowing of the 
black-smoke plane through the build
ings was known to all New York, and 
no details were necessary.

They traveled from mouth to 
mouth, and from audiphone to audi- 
phone, until all New York was held 
in an abysmal paralysis of fear and 
horror. The thundering crash of that 
strange plane, that had become a pro
jectile that could be fired through the 
very heart of the city itself—and once 
fired could renew itself in flight and 
continue on, turning and twisting, 
and spreading the utmost havoc in its 
wake— would be heard, waking and
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sleeping, dreaming, as long as life 
lasted for any person who heard it.

But bulletins from the actual ave
nues of passage of the smoke-plane 
were not available for several min
utes after the thunder of the mad 
plane’s passing had died away. Then 
they began to pour in to the centers 
of distribution, and were broadcast 
by the Disseminators still left alive.

The average room or office in any 
of the buildings was perhaps twenty 
feet in width, the same in length, and 
perhaps ten feet in height. There were 
hundreds bf these rooms to each build
ing, and thousands o f buildings reach
ing from Albany to the Rampart, so 
that—actually— New York was one 
huge building, with a single roof, in 
which the millions of New York’s 
population lived like bees in a hive. 
For the uniform height of New York 
was five hundred stories.

And the smoke-plane, striking a 
roof a few miles south of what had 
once been Albany, until New York had 
swallowed the old capital, had set a 
course southward, passing with ex
press-train speed through room after 
room, destroying everything in its 
path, sparing neither men, nor 
women, nor children— and naturally 
the dead did not broadcast, and it re
quired a little time to complete the 
tally of them.

But when the lists had been com
piled the loss of life was appalling.

Then the final straw . . . .
MARETA IN THE HANDS OF THE
UNKNOWN!

If Catene were almost a member of 
each and every New York family, and 
Rolda were, in effect, the head of 
each and every family—then Mareta, 
who stood at the shoulder of Rolda 
like a soldier, was the guardian angel 
of each and every family.

And the cries and lamentations of 
New York ceased as though by magic, 
as though the dead had buried their 
dead and bidden the bereaved to cease

their wailing. After that appalling 
sound, however, and the cessation of 
sound that followed it, there came a 
new kind of sound, starting as a mur
mur almost impossible to detect, then 
rising, savagely, gaining might as it 
mounted, until a new voice possessed 
the vast city.

Had the voice of the voiceless city 
been articulate in words, this would 
have been the burden of the most 
savage mob paean ever known to the 
city.

“ LET US SEARCH EVERY NOOK 
AND CRANNY OF NEW YORK FOR 
THE UNKNOWN. If he eludes us we 
are undone. If he destroys Mareta let 
him be destroyed in the most horrible 
manner conceivable in the mind of 
man!”

Rolda, hearing the voice, signaled 
to his News Disseminators, and or
dered that the whole city fall silent— 
that all audiphones be cleared of 
sounds, and all visi-dials of pictures—  
and himself, in a few brief words, in
structed the city to find the Unknown 
and work its will upon him.

He had scarcely ended his brisk or
ders when that ominous humming 
sound again burst from his audi- 
phone. He stiffened, waiting, listening 
— and out of the audiphone— while 
the visi-dial remained blank— came a 
low chuckle of insane amusement.

( ( C O  THE great Rolda finds it 
^  necessary in the end to call for 

help! Well, it shall not avail you! I 
shall escape you, no matter what you 
try! But it must be amusing to you, 
as the Master Mummer, to pull the 
strings which actuate your mario
nettes, working them into a mob 
frenzy. Your ‘mad marionettes’ !

“ It irks you when I call your people 
that, yet right now you prove to me, 
and to yourself that your people are, 
after all, but puppets, bowing, bend
ing and posturing at the will of Rolda! 
Yet see what one man who is an
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enemy can do to your scheme of 
things! See what he can do— ”

The voice died out of the audiphone, 
ending in a chuckle that faded slow
ly out.

The millions of New York’s popula
tion, by searching every nook and 
cranny o f their own rooms and offices, 
were closing the net about the Un
known. Fear was on them all that the 
Unknown would slay Mareta when 
the chase came too close.

But he did not.
Half an hour after the Unknown 

had spoken his last word to Rolda, 
a savage terrible cry rose over New 
York—

Up-flying, breaking through the 
massive concrete of the gigantic Ram
part that was a barrier between New 
York City and the Atlantic Ocean—  
breaking through as a flying fish 
breaks the surface of a tropical sea, 
the smoke-plane of the Unknown shot 
into the sky and circled away.

The black smoke slowly vanished 
from about the plane as it climbed 
madly toward the heavens, and the 
red of its fuselage* was plain before 
the eyes of every person on the roof 
tops, and aloft in planes. That red 
glistened in the sun, and everyone 
noted how apt was its color.

For the color was the color of newly 
shed blood. It symbolized the blood 
that had already been shed.

Two miles above New York City the 
red plane, now no longer wearing its 
mantle of ebon smoke, leveled and set 
a course.

Up after it, like a projectile from 
a compressed-air gun, or from the 
muzzle of a Lethal Tube, darted the 
plane of Rolda.

And while still a thousand feet be
low the plane it would have cost him 
his life to attack, a somersaulting 
bundle dropped from the red plane, 
just as the red plane set a course dead 
into the east.

New York gasped in horror, know
ing in its great composite heart that

the somersaulting bundle was the fall
ing body of Mareta—the soul-savior 
of Rolda.

CHAPTER VIII
T h e  D oom  W a r n in g

ROLDA saw and understood, and 
knew on that instant that the 

life of Mareta was more precious to 
him than the lives of any of his people 
— though it should not have been, 
since she was but one. Yet at the mo
ment he felt that nothing mattered 
save Mareta, who was plunging down 
to death from a frightful height, from 
the plane flown by the Unknown.

Rolda sent his plane into top speed, 
and was diving toward the line 
through which Mareta must fall to 
reach the ground, or rather the roof
tops of New York. His speed was as 
great as hers from the beginning, 
though he was a great distance from 
her when she started her mad somer
sault down to destruction.

He did not note that the red plane 
was circling, so that its pilot could 
watch the mad attempt at rescue—  
the mad attempt to do the utterly im
possible.

Down and down shrieked the plane 
of Rolda, toward the line through 
whose length, to reach the rooftops, 
Mareta must fall. Now he was diving 
parallel with her, and perhaps a trifle 
faster. There still were four thousand 
feet through which to fall. Did Mareta 
retain consciousness to put forth the 
effort only she could put forth to save 
herself? Was she still conscious at all?

Now he was right beside her and 
body and plane were falling together. 
He could see her face, as she fell head 
downward now, like a falling stone. 
Her eyes were looking straight into 
his, and there was not so much as a 
hint of fear in them! Her confidence 
in him was easy to read. She knew he 
would prevent her from smashing her 
body to a mass on the rooftops, now 
dangerously close below.
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Little by little, while plane and body 
fell a thousand feet, he edged over 
against her. Her face was contorted 
for the first time as she put forth a 
mighty effort. Her hands, fingers 
widespread so that her dainty hands 
were like talons— were stretched out 
to fasten somewhere in the smooth 
surface of the plane flown by Rolda.

Rolda must swing wide a door to 
allow her to come inside the pit, but 
he was afraid, terribly and awfully 
afraid for a moment or two. The 
downward rush was so terrific that to 
open a door—leaving an aperture to 
catch the winds which bore so savage
ly against the fuselage, might cause 
the plane to rock away, out of reach 
— when it might be impossible to 
jockey it back before Mareta struck 
the rooftops.

Her fingers clutched at the com
pressed-air guns— and Rolda just re
membered with an inward shout of re
joicing that he had not returned them 
to “ inactive”  position. Hei* hands 
closed about the smooth metal of the 
barrels— and Rolda swung wide the 
door. For a second or two the knuckles 
of Mareta were white with strain as 
she fought to maintain her hold on the 
guns, while the Rolda plane danced 
and bucked down the sky.

He caught her with a surge of 
strength that would never release her.

Inch by inch, as she released her 
hold on the guns, he dragged her into 
the pit—then zoomed in a mad in
verted parabola for the skies.

MARETA smiled at him softly, ap
parently unmoved by her unbe

lievable experience, and between 
them, as their plane climbed, they 
managed to force shut the door. Rolda 
turned to her—

“ No,” she said frankly, anticipating 
his question, “ I was not afraid, for I 
recognized your plane the moment 
you started, and when he tossed me 
from the red ship I knew that you

would somehow manage to rescue 
m e!”

He could not hear the roar, the mad 
riotous roar of rejoicing, which 
flooded outward and upward from 
New York when the people saw that 
he had succeeded.

He got on the trail o f the red plane, 
which by now was far out over the 
waters of the Atlantic.

“ I know the man,”  said Mareta 
quietly. “ He is a representative of a 
government which is creating a 
stronghold in the heart of the Ural 
Mountains from which it is intended 
to launch an attack o f conquest 
against all the world.

“ His name, which he told me and 
laughed, because he did not know I 
would live to repeat it, is Serge Alex- 
olf. He will lead his government’s 
armies in the World War of Conquest 
— and New York is to be the first city 
attacked, because it is intended to be 
the seat of government of the West
ern Hemisphere, and as such will be 
his country’s subsidiary world capi
tal.”

Rolda gasped. His lips were a 
straight, firm line. He shook his head.

A buzzing sound came from the 
audiphone, the ominous signal of the 
Unknown, whom Mareta had called 
Serge Alexoff.

For the first time since he had been 
ferreted out— or rather since he had 
had a voice by which to be identified 
—the Unknown allowed his enemy to 
see his face.

The face was the face of a Slav. A 
strong, eaglelike face, ruthless, savage 
— . The lips were too red, the lines of 
the lips as harsh as steel, the eyes 
blank of emotion.

“ There is no need to follow me, 
Rolda, for you will not overtake me, 
and if you did you would die. I have 
shown you our—my—power. And I 
come again soon, with an army at my 
back. An army that travels in the sky, 
on the ground, and under the sea, and 
we shall possess your country utterly.



138 MIRACLE STORIES

“ Your good friend Mareta has told 
you about me, as far as she knows it. 
I am really glad I failed to destroy 
her. You need her. She makes you 
strong, and strong you are the better, 
more efficient antagonist. I do not care 
to match wits with fools.

“ There is no need to report this 
conversation upon your return, for I 
am at this moment showing my face 
in every visi-dial in New York, and 
my voice issues from every audiphone. 
If you should, during my absence, 
learn the secret o f the black smoke, 
and the darkness with which I sur
rounded myself at will, understand 
this: that it shall not be used against 
you when I come again.

“ It lacks the destructive qualities of 
various other compounds which are 
our secret knowledge in the heart of 
the Urals. When I come again, with 
my people at my back— Not even the

hand of your God can stay me! We 
shall meet again!”

Rolda turned back to New York as 
the red plane vanished ahead, drop
ping over the curve o f the world to 
disappear. He was very calm. With 
Mareta by his side he entered his of
fice, stepped to the audiphone, set the 
visi-dial at “ practical,” spoke a few 
brief words to the people of his dream 
city.

“ If you follow my leadership,”  he 
said calmly, “ Alexoff shall fail!”

A moment of silence when he had 
finished, as though even the roar of 
commerce had fallen mute to hear the 
reply of a nation, speaking from the 
heart of its greatest city.

“ We follow, Rolda— while life lasts 
—to the uttermost!”

Nine words, a mystic number. They 
reached, in time, the mighty strong
hold in the Urals— and the minions of 
Moscow made ready.
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Prlc* per box. 10c postpaid. 3  for 25c.

JOHNSON SMITH & CO.
Dept. 7 3 0  RACINE, WIS.

A Da Luxe Edition of our new 1929 CATALOG mailed on receipt o f 25c. 
Handsome binding. Bigger and better than ever. Only book of Its kind in 
existence. Nearly 600  pages of all the latest trloks in magic, the newest 
novelties, puzzles, games, sporting goods, rubber stamps, unusual and 
Interesting books, curiosities in seeds and plants, etc., unprocurable 
elsewhere. Remit by Stamps* Coin, Money Order, Check, etc. Unused 
U. 5 ., Canadian and Foreign Stamps a|*o accepted.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL
Protection against Burglar», Tramps, & Dogs Special Offef 

1 Blank Cartridge Pistol 
100 Blank Cartridge^ 

1 650-page Novelty

r*1.50Well made and 
effective, mod
elled on latest 
type o f  Revolver: 
appearance alone

____revolver w ithout___
gar to life. It takes stane 
ard .22 Cal. Blank Cart' 
ridge — obtainable every
where. S p e c ia l cash with

Superior quality Blank Cartridge Pis
tol, 1 0 0  Blank Cartridges, and our new 5 5 0  page 
D e Luxe Catalog o f  latest novelties; all for  ONLY .  
5 1 .5 0 .  Shipped by Express only. Cannot go  by I 
parcel poet. Extra Blank Cartridges SO c nor 1 0 0 . 
Bpeoial Holster (Cowboy Type) for pistol 5 0 e . No C. O. D. shipment*.

T H R O W YOUR V O I C E
Into & trunk, under 
the bed or any
where. Lota of fun fooling the teach
er, policeman or 
friends.
THEVENTRILO

little  Instrument, fits]
In the mouth out o f 
sight, used with abovel 
fo r  Bird Calls, etc. A ny. 
one can use It.

Never F ails . A 16 page cou rseon  ven tril- 
oq u iam . th e  V entrO o, ALL FOR 10 CENTS

P IS TO L , O P ER A
AND FIELD GLASS

It Is made in the shape of and look* like • regular Automatic Pistol. No
i* is likely to stop and a «----------- *■ - '• T .........................

to prove itself very head;
one ie likely to atop an«f ask you whether it is real or not. Thus it is likely 

elf very handy in an emergency. On pressing the trigger it 
up—»« up, mm shown in the illustration at the right, revealing nine most useful 
articles— Opera and Field Glass, Telescope, Mirror, Magnifying Glass and 
Burning Lens, Reading Glass, Sun Dial, Sun Compass, etc. In the handle 
of the revolver there in s  place for various pocket necessaries, suob as Firrt 
Aid Articles, Buttons, Pins. etc. ,The Pistol is of sheet metal, blued finish, 
that can he carried comfortably m pocket. PRICE 61.00 postpaid.

Watch Charm 
Pistol

n.75
REAL BLANK 
CARTRIDGES 
of miniature sise. 
Illustration i s 
actual size. 1H 
inches long, with 
ring at end for 
a t t a c h in g  to 
w a te b  ch a in .

Loads like s regular pistol. Pull the trigger and it goes off with a loud bang. 
Pistol is break open type; illustration shows position for loading. Made
engraved hsndlee. complete in box with cleaning rod. PRICE 61.T-. 
Also furnished with pearl handles, 52.50. BLANK CARTRIDGES, SOc 
per box of 25, JOHNSON SMITH & CO., Dept 7 30 , RACINE. WIS.

MICROPHONE TRANSMITTER BUTTON

You can easily make * highly sensitive detecto-
fbone by using this Transmitter Button to collect 

he sound waves. You can build your own outfit
without buying sxpensivo squipment. It is simpls 
•nd inexpensive. You can install an outfit in your 
home and hear conversation* being held all over the
house. You can connect up different room* ol a 
hotel. This outfit was used by secret service 
operatives during the war. It is being used on the 
stage. It ie ultra-senaitive and is the greatest in
vention in micro-phones. You can mount the 
button almost anywhere— card board boxes, stove 
pipes, stiff calendars, on the wall behind a picture 
frame, etc. Button la to light and email it cannot 
bo detected. Person* cen be overheard without 
suspecting it. You can listen in on conversations 
In another room. A deaf person in the audience 
can hear the speaker. Connected to phonograph, 
piano or other musical instrument, music can be 

heard hundreds of feat away. Button may be used to renew telephone 
transmitters; often makes an old line “ talk u p " when nothing else will. The 
ideal microphone for radio uee; carries heavy current and is extremely sensi
tive. Amplifies radio signals. Countless other similar uses will suggest 
themselves. Experimenters find the button useful for hundreds of experi
ments along the lines of telephones, amplifiers, loud speakers, etc. Many 
fascinating stunts may be devised, euch as holding the button against the 
throat or chest to reproduce speech without sound waves. PRICE 51-00. 
JOHNSON SMITH &  C O ., DEPT. 7 3 0 ,  RACINE, W IS.
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Unpardonable S in
Must every women pay the prlco of a moment's happiness in bitter tears and years of 

regret? Must millions of homes be ruined—'lovers and sweethearts driven apart—marriages 
totter to the brink of divorce— the sacred joys of sex relations be denied? YES— just 
as long as men and women remain ignorant of the simple facts of life.
An Unpardonable Sin is total ignorance of the most important subject in tho life of 

every man and woman—SEX.

Away With False Modesty!
Let us face the facts of sex fearlessly and frankly, sincerely and scientifically. Let us tear 

the veil of shame and mystery from sex and build the future of the race on a new knowledge 
of all the facts of sex as they are laid bare in plain, daring but wholesome words, and frank 
pictures in this huge new library of Sex Knowledge.

“Modern Eugenics*'
3 9  Chapters — S tartlin g  Illu stration s

This volume abounds in truthful illustrations and pictures of scientific interest that one 
seldom, if ever, finds outside of the highly technical medical books which laymen fail to under
stand. Dvory picture is true to life.

The
enjored by tile present 

modern girl demands that 
no secrets be kept from  
her — yes, those who in
tend to marry should 
know: *
The dangers of pet
ting. How to be a 
vamp. How to manage 
honeymoon. B ea u ty  
diets and baths. How 
to attract desirable 
men. How to manage 
men. How to know if 
he loves you. How to 
acquire bodily grace 
a n d  beauty. How 
to beautify face, 
hands, hair, teeth 
and feet. How to 
acquire charm. How 
to dress attractively. 
Intimate personal 
hygiene. H o w t o  
ick i J

freedom

«77io 544 pages of personal secrets revealed in this astounding 
work were not put together and assembled by the authors with any 
thought j>f spreading obscenity— no. on the other hand, the authors' 
sincerest belief that modern eugenics is a present- 
day necessity—his heart-felt wish to carry the mes
sage before young and old so they may know the

E V E R Y T H IN G  A  
M ARRIED WOMAN 

SHOULD KNOW
Experience is ex

pensive—you do not 
have to pay the 
price—you do not 
have to . suffer— 
you can know in 
advance what every 
married w o m a n  

A should know.
\\How to hold • 

husband
How to have perfect 

children
How to preserve 

youth
Warding off other women 
Keeping yourself attractive 
Why husbands tire of wives 

Dreadful diseases due to Ignorance 
Diseases of women 
Babies and birth control 
Twilight deep— easy childbirth 
Diseases of children 
Family health guide 
Change of life—-hygiene 
Why children die young 
Inherited traits and diseases 
What will you tell your growing girl?
The mystery of twins 
Hundreds of valuable remedies 
Nursing and weaning 
How to care for invalids

truth prompted them to complete this edition and offer it to those 
who are deserving of knowing the information therein revealed. 
If you wish to move onward in life without fear, knowing that 

you are in tho right, fortified with knowledge 
you are entitled to know, send for your copy 
today. *

. Girls/ ,
d o n 't  m a r r y '

pick a husband.

Important
This work will 

not be sold to * 
minors. W hen or
dering y o u r  book, 
state your age.

What will you

0 ^ 7*3 5 0 ,0 0 0 SOLD growing child

Secrets for Men
Your opportunities are 

limited by your knowledge.
Your very future—your 
fate and destiny are 
g u i d e d  through 
power of your own 
tions—Modern Eugenics 
arms you with 
sex knowledge so 
as to be your 
guiding star for 
future health and 
happiness so you 
will know:—
Mistakes of e a r l  
marriages. Secrets 

fascination. Joys of perfect 
mating. How to make women 
love you. Bringing up healthy 
children. Fevers and conta
gious diseases. Accidents and emergencies. 
Hygiene in the home. Limitation of offspring. 
Warning to young men. Dangerous Diseases. 
Secrets of sex attraction. Hygienio precaution. 
Anatomy and physiology. jT he reproductive 
organs. What every woman wants. Education 
of the family. Sex health and prevention.

This huge volume of sale enabled us to 
cut the cost of printing so that you may 
secure your copy of Modern Eugenics at 
$2.98 instead of the original price of $5.00. 
Would YOU risk your health and happiness 
for the sake of having $2.98 more in your 
pocket?—Of course noti

Will you lot your children 
arrow .op in the » m «  dan
gerous ignorance in which 
yon yourself perhaps were 
reared—-or will you guide 
them safely through pu
berty by the aid o f  this 
truly healthful book?

Rusk Coupon for this precious book
Another opportunity to secure this marvelous book at r  

almost® half regular price may never be offered to you 
•gain. Do not be guilty of an Unpardonable Sin. Order your 
copy today. Sign your name and address to the coupon and 
forward it to us. It will bring your copy in plain wrapper 
by return mail—SION NOW—do not forgot.

S®fjp
Preferred Publications
5 6  West 45th Street D ep t 801
New York City.

Please send me “ Modern Eugenics" SEALED, in plain 
wrapper. I  will pay $2.98 and postage to the postman on 
delivery, in accordance with your special half prlco 
offer. My age is .................. ..

Name ...................................................................... ..

Address ................ ................................................................ ..
O rd ers  from  F o re ig n  C o u n tr ie s  m u st b e  a c

com p a n ied  b y  e x p r e s s  o r  m o n ey  ord er  o f  $3.4S»

Please mention Ma n  Story M agazines when answering advertisements.



EB 31 . . .  Nation
ally advertised and 
guaranteed Etoln or 
W altham  movement; 
engraved white or 
green gold filled 20 
year case. Latest, 
flexible mesh, wrist 
band. $2.21 a month.

CB 9
The "Princess P a t" 
— 14K Solid White 
Gold engraved case, 
guaranteed 15-Jewel 
movement. Engraved 
genuine "W rlstacrat" 
flexible bracelet to  
match. $1.90 a month

E B  7 .  .  .
Gentlemen's massive ring of *14K 
solid green gold with latest style 18K 
■olid white gold top; fiery, genuine 
blue-white diamond. $4.08 a month.

EB34...*25
Richly band- 
engraved 18K 
S o l id  W h i t e  
Gold solitaire 
m o u n t i n g :  
fiery, genuine 
blue-white dia
mond. $2 a mo.

CB 6 . . .
Massive, gent’s ring o f 14K 
Solid White Gold. Imported 
black onyx set with genuine 
diam ond; any carved Initial or 

em blem  d esired . 
$2.21 a month.

Guaranteed Savings
Direct Diamond Importations

How to O rd er— Just Rend $1.00 with 
your order and your selection comes to  
.you on 10 D ays' Free T ria l. No C .O .D . 
t o  pay on  arrival. After full examina
tion and free trial, pay balance In 12 
equal monthly payments.Satisfaction Guaranteed

10 Doys Free Trial
Y ou  have the privilege of 10 days free 
trial— If not completely satisfied return 
shipment at our expense and the entire 
deposit will be refunded. Written guar
antee bond with every purchase.

All Poahnqa S tr ict ly  C on fiden tia l 
A whole year to  pay! No extra charge for 
credit— no red tape— no delay. You take 
no risk-------satisfaction absolutely guar
anteed or money back.
Gift Case Free. Every article comes to  
you In a beautiful and appropriate gift case.

E B 3 5 . . .
1 8 K  S o l i d  
W h i t e  G o l d  
ring; large size. 
;genulne blue- 
white diamond 
and 2 smaller diamonds. 
$4.08 a month.

CB 12 . . . Dazzling cluster of 7 ex
pertly matched genuine blue-white 
diamonds; hand pierced 18K Solid 
White Gold, lady’s mounting. Looks 
like a $750 solitaire. Big value. Only 
$3.96 a month.

EB 37 . . .  New "Link o’ Love" 
solitaire. Hand engraved 18K 
solid white gold ring set with 
dazzling genuine blue-white 
diamond In center; 2 genuine 
diamonds on 6ldes. $6.16 a mo.

J3750*42*°

IT ’ S A  
BULOVA

*2975

EB 19 . . . Nationally adver
tised 15-Jewel W altham  
movement; warranted 20 year. 
White Gold filled, 12 size, thin 
model, decagon case. Tested 
regulated. White gold filled 
knife, fine Waldemar chain. 
All complete in fine gift case. 
$2.21 a month.

Established 1895

EB 8 . Diam ond wrist 
watch. Engraved 14K 

Solid W hite Gold case, 2 genu
ine diamonds and 8 emeralds or 

sapphires. Guaranteed 15-jewel move
ment. * Pierced flexible "Wrlstacrat** 
bracelet with sapphires or emeralds to  

$3.04 a month.

New C ata logue

FREE Adults

C B  5 . . .
Nationally ad- 

1 vertised and guaranteed 
16-Jewel Gent’s Bulova 
watch. White gold filled 

(_ case, "dust-llte" pro
tector; radium dial and 
hands; latest style 
woven mesh wrist band 

” to  match. $2.39 a mo.

< D > m j L
DIAMOND  
W A T C H  CO.

i ADD RESS DEPT. 8 3 - R
170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

B W rite  for it now

Completely lllus-,y 
trated new cata
log of genuine 
diamonds. Bul- 
o v a .  E l " l n „  Waltham.
H a m i  1 t o n  
Howard. Illi
nois watches; 
fine Jewelry 
and silver* 
w a r e  a t  
s p e d  a 
p r i c e s

Please mention Ma n  Story M agazines when answering advertisements.



Amazingly Easy Way 
to get into ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises, in a dull, hopeless job. N ow  . . .  and 
forever. . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let me show you how to 
qualify for jobs leading to salaries o f $50, $60 and up, a week, in Electricity—
NOT by correspondence, but by an amazing way to teach, RIGHT HERE IN 
TH E G R E A T  COYNE SHOPS. You become a practical expert in 90 daysl 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine 1

learn Without Lessons *90 DAYS
B y Actual W o r k -in  the Great Shops o f  Coyne

Get the FactaLack o f  experience—age, or ad
vanced education bars no one. 
I  don 't care i f  you don 't know 
an armature from  an air brake 
—I don 't expect you to! I don’t 
care i f  you’re 16 years old or 48 
—it  makes no difference! Don’ t 
let lack o f  money s top you. Most 
o f  the men at Coyne have no 
more money than you have.

EARN W H ILE  
YOU LEARN

I f  you Bhould need part-tim e 
work while at school to help 
p a y  exp en ses . I ’ ll a ss ist  you  
to it. Then, in 12 brief weeks. 
In the great roaring shops o f 
Coyne. I train you as you never 
dreamed you could be trained 
. . .  on a gigantic outlay o f  elec
tr ica l a p p aratu s  . . .  c o s t in g  
hundreds o f  thousands o f  dol
lars . . .  real dynamos, engines, 
power plants, autos, switch
boards. transmitting stations 
• . .  everything from  doorbells 
to farm power and lighting . . .  
full-sized . . .  in fu ll operation 
every d ay !

NO BOOKS
N o  P rin ted  Lesson#

Nobooks.no bafftingcharts 
. . .  all real actual w ork .. .  
right here in the great 
Coyne school. . .  building 
real batteries. . .  winding! 
real armatures, operating^ 
real motors, dynamos and 
generators, wiring houses

Prepare for Jobs 
Like These

Here are a few  o f  hundreds 
o f  positions open to Coyne- 
trained men. Our freeemploy- 
ment bureau gives you life
time employment service. 
Armature Expert

up to f  100 *  Week 
Substation Operator

$60 a Week end up 
Auto Electrician . $110 a Week 
Inventor . . . . .  Unlimited 
Maintenance Engineer

up to $150 a  Week 
Service Station Owner

up to $200 a Week 
Radio Expert up to $100 a Week

etc., e tc . That’s a  glim pse o f
how  wemake you a master prac- 
ticalelectricianindOdays. teach
ing  you fa r  more than the ave
rage ordinary electrician ever 
knows and fitting you to step in
to jobs leading to b ig pay imme
diately a fter graduation. Here, 
in this w orld-fam ous P a r e n t  
school—and nowhere else In the 
w orld -can  you get this training I

Jobs, Pay, Future
I Don’t  worry about a  job, Coyne 
' training settles the job  question 
fo r  life. Demand fo r  Coyne men 
often  exceeds the supply. Our 
employment bureau gives you a 
lifetim e service. Two weeks a ft 
er graduation Clyde F . H art got 
a  position as electrician fo r  the 
Great Western Railroad at over 
$100aweek. That’s not unusual. 
W ecan point toCoynemen mak
ing  np to $600 a month. $60 a  
week is only the beginning o f  
yeur opportunity. You can go  
Into radio, battery, or automo
tive electrical businessf or your
self andmake up to$15,000ayear.

Coyne is your one great chance 
togetintoelectricity . Every ob
stacle is removed. This school is 
80 years old—Coyne training is 
tested—proven beyond all doubt 
—endorsed by  many large elec
trical concerns. You can find out 
everything absolutely free. Simply 
mail the coupon and let me send you 
the big, free Coyne book of 160 pho
tographs . . . facts . . .  jobs. .  .sa
laries . . . opportunities. Tells you 
how man y earn expenses while train
ing and how we assist our graduates 
in the field. This does not obligate 
you. Soactatonce. Just mail coupon.

Get This Free 
Book/

\  f  : J?*G

NOW  IN OUR
NEW  HOME

This is our new fireproof, 
modern home wherein is 
insta lled  thousands o f  
dollars’ wortbof the new
est and m ost m odern 
Electrical equipment o f  
all kinds. Every comfort 
and conven ience has 
been arranged to make 
you happy and contented 

during your training.

I M r. M. C . LEW IS, President
Coyne Electrical School, Dept. 41*41,

I  5 0 0  S . Paulina S tre e t, C hicago, Illinois
■  Dear Mr. Lewis:

I Without obligation send me your big free catalog and 
all details o f  your Free Employment Service, Radio, Avia- 
tion Electricity, and Automotive Courses, and how 1 can 

■  “ earn while learning."

I Name.CO YMF electrical school
W W  M ,  A 1  J U  H .  C .  L E W I S ,  P r e s i d e n t
500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. 41-41, Chicago, III.

J A ddress ....................... .......................

!  C ity .............................................Stats

Please mention Man  Story M aqazines when answering advertisements.



Quick-Unlock that Door!
A MOMENT of hesitation —  then from Marette’s slim 

black revolver there leaped a 
„ spurt of smoke and flame.

The special constable lurched back against 
the cell bars as the others stood bewildered before 
the sudden fury of this girl; while behind the 
locked door Jim Kent watched in tense 
silence, every nerve alert, every' drop of 
blood in his body on fire.

Who was this “ girl of mystery” ? What 
had lured her, alone, into the remote 
wilderness? Why should she, rich, edu
cated, beautiful, risk her life to save a self- 
confessed murderer from the hangman’s 
noose? What strange story lay behind 
her own dark secret?
To know the answer —  follow these 
strange characters through their 
thrilling adventures in the wonderful 
stories of

^ O L IV E R  C U R W O O D
—  whose famous Outdoor Stories o f  Adventure, Mystery and Romance are 
loved throughout the world. New Uniform Edition at a Special Bargain

HERE, indeed, is your wonderful chance to hit the 
trail to God’s country with Curwood! A rare op

portunity to get in permanent library form these great 
books that lift you from humdrum cares and affairs and carry 
you off to the balsam-scented wilderness.

Here You Meet Real Men and Women
Here are men and women who laugh at death and fight their 

battles in the open— men and women of that Northland which 
Curwood knew as does no author living today!

For Curwood is no "front porch”  nature-writer. He spent 
years and traveled thousands of miles in that great country, 
inspired with this one great purpose—to take 
his readers into the very heart of nature, that 
they might share his own understanding and 
love of it.

Here are worthwhile books for worthwhile 
people— books for you and every member of 
your family— books to read over and over 
again with ever increasing delight. As 
Curwood lures you into his beloved North
land, you meet red-blooded heroes, daring 
heroines, mounted police, Indians, half- 
breeds, criminals, refugees, cryptic Chinese, 
mysterious and beautiful girls.

Special Low Price—
Short Time Offer

And now the first uniform Edition of 
Curwood’s Famous Romance and Adventure

Stories is ready! Publishers and manufacturers have com
bined to cut down costs and author’s royalties have been 
sacrificed to enable us to  offer this first edition at a price 
within the reach of all.

Complete Sets FREE 
on Approval

All these great books are included: Back to God’s
Country; The Ancient Highway; The Gentleman of Cour
age; The Country Beyond; The Valley of Silent Men; 
The Courage of Capt. Plum ; The River’s E n d ; The 
Flaming Forest; The Alaskan; The Black H unter; Ka
zan ; Swift Lightning. A

Send No Money

12 Thrilling 
Volumes—

4000 Gripping
Pages—Yours to 
inspect FREE if 
you mail coupon 

today sure!

Just sign the coupon. Enjoy these ^  
books at our expense for ten days.
If you do not find in them 4  Dept, 
recreation, relaxation, Nature 4  038
lore and education rolled 4’ ^
into one ; if you do not 'P  
consider that they hold ~  
more thrills for you than JV* MACKENZIE 
the best show you ever F Ulk Cl Jl v
saw at the theater; 1,4 L ,bUl «•» N.Y.
if you do not con- /  
sider them a won- /fy 
derful bargain

McKINLAY,
STONE &.

— then s e n d  
them b a c k

Act Today

YES, I would like 
to examine free your 

, beautiful new Uniform 
aS? Edition of James Oliver 

. Curwood. Send me at
„  °  y” e,x“ .£ ?  once, all charges prepaid, a 
p e n s e i  complete set of 12 volumes,

gold stamped and handsomely 
... > bound in cloth.

If at the end of ten days I am de- 
^  lighted I will send you $1 promptly

and $1 a month thereafter for only 14 
months. Otherwise, I will return them 

at your expense, the examination to 
ost me nothing.

Na

McKinlay, Stone & Mackenzie, Dept, 
114 East 16th S treet, New Y ork  C ity

038

T h is  Introduc- r 
tory e d i t i o n  ^  will be & 
snapped up
quickly! c P  s u m  

A  C i t y ------44  Occupation......................................................................
4

4  Age: Over 21? ................................................. Under 211
^  (5 %  off for cash).

.State.



____*1— 3

-k o w  cLeuer ar

Qualify. . .f i r ?rizes 12,500.00
X ^O O K  sharp! Dim visions of six of our greatest pres- 

J  idents are carefully hidden in this picture. CAN YOU 
FIND THREE OR MORE OF THEM? They are so 
vague as to be actually lost to the sight of all but 

the sharpest and cleverest eyes. As a test of your eligibility 
to win the highest prize of three thousand six hundred dol
lars, we ask that you find at least three o f them. There is 
no other cost but a little  time and postage. To see them, 
i t  may be necessary for you to turn this picture upside 
down or sideways, so scrutinize it  closely from every pos
sible angle. They may be on the dome of the capitol itself, 
in the clouds, lurking near the pillars, among the trees, or 
most anywhere. We want to find out if you are sincerely 
interested in our product. This twelve thousand five hun
dred dollars worth of prizes w ill be given and every one 
o f the fifteen big prize winners w ill receive a beautiful 
new automobile or its full value in cash. The smallest prize

you can win is $495.00 and the largest $3,600.00. On 
simple evidence of promptness, the first prize winner will 
receive $2,000.00 cash as an extra reward just for being 
quick! Think of that. Now look sharp! Can you see at 
least three visions of the hidden presidents? If your eyes 
are clever enough to find three or more of them, cut out 
only the faces and send to me w ith  your name and address. 
Someone who has sharp, clever eyes to qualify and is quick, 
can win three thousand six hundred dollars. It might as 
well be you. If you pass this test, are quick and make the 
prize winning standing, this offer w ill bring you a prize of 
three thousand six hundred dollars in cash. Duplicate prizes 
w ill be paid in case of ties. Answers can be accepted only 
from persons living in the U. S. A. outside of Chicago.

F. L A N G E ,  F ree  P riz e  D ire c to r ,

D e p t 90  37 W . Van Buren Street, Chicago, III.


