


CASH ••• 

For Your Old Lapse d 
Weekly- Payment Life 
Insurance Policies 

MILLIONS of DOLLARS 
Have Been Recovered Through 

Our Service On Policies Considered 
WORTHLESS 

Tens of Thousands of Families Have 
Recovered CASH Through Our HELP! 
The lap!'=N.l wcckly-paymcn t polirie� that you consider worthless, or without 
f'ash \·:due, may he worth <'Olll"'idernhle money RIGHT NOW! No matter liow 
lm-1g flin,·e you stopped paying prcmiutnR-regardless of what the polit·ieR state 
or what anyouc may have told you-your policies may be worth IMMEDIATE 
CASII! 

Eve n though your 
lapsed weekly-payment 
life insurance policies 
state that there is NO 
CASH VALUE - no 
matter how long since 
you stopped paying 
premiums and regard
less of \\hat a ny one 
lllay have told you
your policies may be 
worth IMMEDIATE 
CASH. It costs you 
nothing to find out. 

Enry day, with the help of the l\ational Refund Company, large numbers of 
pC'op)e are securing monC'y for suf'h policies. All of YOUR lapsed wcekly-J)ay
'""nt poli<·ics may ha,·e PRESEJ\T CASH VALUE. If your la1'"ed poli<·Jes are 
in a large insuranre c·ompany, you have nn CXC'Cllcnt <'hanf'c of rc<·ch�in5{ irn
Irl<'diate c·a�h. Simply list the polidcs of vourself and fnrnily on the J:'\iFORl\fA
TI0:'\1 FORM printed below; then mail it at ont•c to the :\ational Hefund Com- DO NOT SEND YOUR POLICIES 

i"l na a 1 t i 111 i 111 :1 ! ttl;' i r I] : 1 
l·nlc:-:-: ·' ou rC('C'i ve t·a�h tor ·'our pol ide�. tliis scrvi<·e will cost you uothing and 
you will be unclcr no obligution whatc,·er. You have evcrythin� to �ain and 
nothin� to lose. Just fill in and mail the INFORMATION FORM. lle sure 
to an�wer all <JUC'stions a� to each poli<'y. If you do not know exactly how many 
y<'ars prcrniurns were p:1id, c�timutc to the best of your knowledge. The sooner 
'""" "end the 11'\FOR:\-IATION FORM the quicker you may secure cash. 
l >o it :\"0\\'! 

• 
I 
I 
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MAIL .. THIS INFORMATiON AT ONCE! 
Present Number 
Age of of Years 

CHECK KIND OF POLICY 

Name of Insurance Co. Polley Number Persons Premiums Ordinary or 20-Pay Endow-
Insured Paid Whole Life Life ment 

1. D D D 
2. D D D 

----- -- ---------

3. D D D 
. . 

Be sure to list ALL lapsed weekly-payment pollctes---use separate sheet of paper If necessary • 

NATIONAL REFUND COMPANY, DEPT. H6, 9 W. WASHINGTON ST., CHICAGO, ILL 
Yon :u .-• 1 o infonn me :tf'l to �uch of t l1c a hove polic·ies that you flelc<·t for your �crvit·c. I am to pay you not fling and I will he un .. 
dC'r no obligat ion what�oc,·cr uulc�� money is re<·cived. Hegardlcss of what any insurance company or its agents may write or 
sa,,·. I "ol.,mnly plcdAe my word of honor and agree that I will promptly pay you n service fee of one-fourth (J.�) of the 
:t111Uillllfl f{'�'ClVed. 

:\'arne. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Address .. . 

City · · · . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , . . . • . • . •  

Do Not Send Your Policies-Keep Them Until You Hear From Us! 



AmaZinqly Easy Way 
to fJ�t�nl�c'!o��!!,!f:IIY 

Don't spend your life hoping for a better job and a better salary. Let me show yoze how to 
train for posit£ons that lead to $35.00, $-10.00 a week and up in the great field of Electricity� 
NOT by correspondence but by actual shop work right on real electrical machinery. Then 
()n my "PAY AFTER GRADUATION" PLAN YOU CAN PAY YOUR TUITION 
AFTER YOUR TRAINING PERIOD IS OVER IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS. 

��---...arn ·without 1Joohs in 90»Avs 
Lack of experience-age, or advanced 
education bars no one. I don't care 

we help to make you a master elcc- Get the Facts trician so you can cash in on the · 

if you don't know an armature 
from a n air brake-I don'texpect 
you to! It'makcs no difference! 
Don't let lack of money stop you. 
Most of the men at Coyne have 
no more money than you have. 
That's why I have worked out 
f.llY astonishing offers. 

Earn While 
Learning 

If you need part-time work to 
help pay your living expenses 
I'll help you get ft. Then, in 12 
brief weeks, in the great roar· 
!ng shops of Coyne, I train you 
as you never dreamed you could 
be trained ... on one of the great· 
est outlays of electrical appa· 
ratus ever assembled • • • real 
dynamos, engines, power plants, 
autos. switchboards, transmit
ting stations ... everything from 
doorbells to farm power and 
lighting ••• full-sized • • •  In full 
operation every day! 

No Books-No Classes 
No dull books, no baffl i n g  
charts, n o  classes, you get in
dividual training • • •  all real 
actual work • • •  building 
real batteries • • • wind· 
lng real armatures, oper
ating real motors, dyna· 
mos and generators, wir· 
jng hous e s, etc., e t c .  
That's a glimpse of how 

PREPARE FOR 
JOBS LIK£: TH£:5£ ,, 

Our Employment Bureau for 
graduates gi,·es FREE life· 
time employment service. 

Armature \Vinder 
A��:��a.:l:t�o���:����n 
1\'Iaintcnancc Electrician 
Service Station Owner: 

Air Conditioning 
ElcRt!��!S!��l�r:�ioo 

and many others 

opportunities ahead. Coyne is your one great chance 
Jobs' Pay, Future to get Into electricity. Every 

obst acle is removed. This 
T t d · b t d · school is 40 years old-Coyne ggtgioag�o 

tr��ncg. 
afn����t�� training is tested and proven. 

demands men who have spc· You can get training fust
cializcd training. These men then pay for it in easy monthly ���p�c;, t�cr�� �l��

E
1;:if;�: ��:'���s

t��
e

����;����� 
me�{ 'b�P��t��d��i��P ;J'� absolutely free. Simply Jnail 
Lifetime Employment Service. the coupon and let me send 
� ·2;J{,����'.ci�� ����;AJ�� you the big, free Coyne book 
ploymcnt Service {urnished ••• facts ••• jobs • •• salaries ••• op. 
me �vith a list of several posi· port unities. This does not 
tions • • •  I secured a position obligate you. So act at once. 
with an Electrical Construe· Just mail coupon. 
tion Company, paying me 3 
to 4 times more a week than 
I was getting before I entered 
Coyne and today I am still 
climbing to highe11 pay:� 

RADIO 
Right now I'm including an 
extra 4 weeks' Radio Course 
at no extra tuition charge. 

THE HOME OF' COYNE 
This is OUJI fireproof. 
modem home wherein 
is installed thousands of 
dollars· worth of the 
newest and most mod
ern Electrical equip· 
ment of all kinds. Every 
comfort and conven
ience has been arranged 
to make you happy and 
contented during YOUII 
tiahUng. 

r----------------
H. C. LEWIS. Ptes. 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, DEPT. Dl-2o 
500 s. Paulina Street. Chica&o, Illinois 
Dear �1:r. Lewis: 

'Without obligation send me your big free catalog 
and all details of Free Employment Service, the 4 
weeks Radio Course and how you will finance 
1ny tuition and how I can "earn while Jeaming." I 
understand l will not be bothered by any salesman. 

Natltt • .  o o o o o o • • • • • • • • o o • • · • • • o • • o • o o • · • · · · · ·  COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

SOlO S. Paulina St. 
H. C. Lewis, Pres., Dept. 81-25 
Founded 1899 CHICAGO, ILL. 
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3 FEATURE MOVELETS 

LUNAR CONCESSION . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Thornton Ayre 10 
There was power enough in that Lunar mining claim to blow the Earth to pieces
and Randi. the war-monger. worked his way into the confidence of Ann, owner of 
the concession-though he didn't for a moment fool Clem. But Randi held a secret 
that spelled disaster for democracy! 

THE SKY TERROR . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • . • . . . . . . . . . . Ed Earl Repp 31 
The most horrible wor in the history of Mankind had to bt laid aside for awhile so 
that Man could combat a greater danger . . .  • world-wide plague of giant insects! 

DEVIL DOGS OF SPACE ........................ Helen Weinbaum 87 
They could not help falling in love , . , Joanne in th• service of Jupiter, and Warren, 
tho Devil Dog of E5rlh. Yet they knew that "ne of them must die to give the other • 
victory! 

OUTSTANDING SHORT STORIES 

REVOLVING WORlD . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . .  Millard Verne Gordon 47 
The asteroid dwellan were just too ingonious-thay didn't fall on tho easiest way of 
doing thnigs at all. 

DAY OF THE MICRO-MH� . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Edmond Hamilton 50 
Into the wo. ld of tha microscopic-thence to the Y8ry ston; thot was the fate of Gur!h, 
who would sacrific& his all for tho freedom of the Micro-Men! 

MASTER OF EMOTION . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Willard E. Hawkins 64 
No man should hava the power that belonged lo lh• mad Sendizon! 

HEAVY CARGO . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Milton Kaletsky 82 
Captain Kirk wouldn't trust any of the details of space-navigation to his under-offic&rS
but perhaps if he h,d, he would not have lifted th• 9roatost cargo in history! 

A MATTE R OF PHILOSOPHY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Wilfred Owen Morley 85 
It was just th� way that the Captain and First Male lookad at things! 

THE FANTASY fAN 

SPECIAL DEPARTME�T 

conduct-ed by R. W. Lowi1des 80 

COVER BY PAUL 

SCJH;r-..�_.a•: FJU'J'Ju:-;; twt)ll:,it�d o-Hul',\' oth�r 1U(mth hy UOI.lJMBlA PPHI.HJATIO:\":-::. Jr\1' .. 1 Applt'
tou StrP.�t. Ilol�olnt, M·ll�. J!:t1irnrla.l and exeoutiv!! oft!.•·· .. ,� itt 6'1 lhHhon .,;r . 1\'�w York. N. Y. 
ElnterfHl a.a :rte•·•,wl t'lf.'.:J'' untlf'"'l' Kt th� T'usl Ornce lt.t }fl)t��o:�"- M-.�t-t. t;op,\Tig-IIT lfJ4l hy L"0LL�}1BIA 
PUULLCATLO="� 1Nt;. �iu�j1et cup� l:;o:, yearl.r sUh!.i•;rlDtll)t\ 75o. .F'rittted in tht l;. 8. A. 
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I#M GETTING 
$JSO!! A MONTH 

Amazing New Sickness 
And ·Accident Policy 

Costs Only 3¢ 
·a Day 

II BIG PROTECTQON. VALUE OFFERED BY ONE 
Of BEST KNOWN COMPANIES IN AMERICA II 

More than a million people are killed or in
jured every year by automobile accidents 
alone. 'Thousands of others are forced to 
lose time and money through sickness aftd 
accidents, which strike you down without 
warninc. BE PREPARED FOR THESE 
EMERGENCIES I 

Don't let your loved ones ouffer at aueh 
a time. Protect yourself and them from money 
worries and embarrassment if you are laid \tp. 
What peace of mind you will have when you 
��-::'nt�

h
�JJ.

u
�

l
..f(NtNElD

t
lT$U��\.• 

PAYS BENEFITS FROM VERY 
FIRST DAY OF DISABILITY 
This policy covers and pays craded benefits 
foe all sicknesses common to both men and 
women. whether house confined oc not, and 
all accidents, both bi« and small, that happen 
every day in every way. Benefits payable from 
FIRST DAY of disability, aa provided. It 
does not slcip the first 7 or I4 days as many 
J:!if�:: i£0·1i��. ·��o .r;�:._��o

o
;�d'Ti�� 

FOR YOUR LOVED ONES in case ol 
accidental death-and many other lib«al 
benefits as you will �tee when you eJtamine 
your policy. 

IIISURE WITH CONFIDEIICE 
Tile Sterling Insurance Company is a �al 
reserve Stock Company, and ia lecally au
tborired to do business by mail in �ery 
state of the Union. Over !00,()00 men and 
women now enjoy Sterlinc protection. Over 
$750,000.00 has already been promptly paid 
in cash benefits and more is bem� paid evr:ry 
day. When you insure with Sterhng, you in
sure with confidence. As a policyholder of the 
Sterling Insurance Company you are NOT 
¥'�iEctJM:�tayP'R"iu11t't.i 

o
fm.·�·m;(:,tij 

PAY ALWAYS REMAINS THE SAME. 

For· Only 
3c a Day 

Tlolt 1'9/lty l'ays Uo T• 

·-Yiet$lolt•
W A .. tdtwt DIM-Itlty 

$15000 
-IItty If CH11M4 

WI HNoltal 

$250000 
tor ,.._, D..th 

Pays Moder•f• 
Doctor's fee 

for any NoA-DinbU-.c� 
h>JmM 

MAIL THIS ·. 

COU�ONrTOOAY 
THIS OffEP .. . s- ! .. ERl·IN·G I'NSURANCE · I S UMITED ' < · � 

. :COMP4NY' ,,., ·"' 
!."."tc- _c. __ •• � • • -, "<-·+.' .. _ .,; ;.,,, ; �.- •. ···· ,:�,? 

Direct Mail Plan Saves You Money 
Because .,.. deal direct by mail and have no 
collector•, or expensive branch offices to 
maintain, we c-an pa&a tremendous savinca on. to you. The Sterlinc Sickness and Accident 
�'8

i
i

y t;:J.l·Fi.to:f;p ft����.c�I�� 
most outstanding InsW"anee Barcaina in 
America.. 

EASY TO OWN 
The �t of the Sterling Sickness and Accident 
Policy is 10 amuincly low that you will never 
mice the small sum. Just think of it! Tbls 
liberal protection costs only 3 pennies a day 
and you can pay for it Oft eaay monthly pay
ments. 

FREE IIISPECTIOI of Policy 
SEND NO MONEY! Here's our sensational offer. Fill out and mail the coupon below and 
i�S't'ic�16�� �·o:::; ����i��rit:o!� 
sel£ in the quiet o£ your home and Me lor 
yourself just what liberal benefits this Ster
liac Pelicy olfers. No obligation whatev..-. 
Send for this policy today, 

EXAMINE THIS 
POLICY FREE 

STEIILING INSURANCE COMPANY 
5031 JotkiOO·Fr .. ktin Bldg., Cltlta ... lH. 

Pl&t!le ••11 m� at once for :rR.EE DUWF�
TrON your Nt-w Jmpro•et! 3-Pt�nn:sr-A-nu Stck
JM\!1 and AN"ldtmt J"ollcy. 1 am DOt obM.caMd. 
No agent 11rlll t-all. I Name .... ------··-·----·-·-····-······-····-1---

Strf'f't 
Addreii.---··---·-----···-··-·······-·--

Ckt----------···l!late .. ---

Nam� of 
BerM�ftetar7 ' 

OVER 100.000 SATISFIED POLICYHOI.DEI.S NO.W.. ,NJOY STERUNG PROTECTION 
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·GENUINE, POWERfUL, 

MAGNETIC, ALIVE 

'GREY GHOST' BRAND 

LODESTONE 
There are many legends about the 
Lodestone. ·some regard it as a liv· 
ing thing thought to serve as pro�et:· 
tion to the wearer. It has been writ
ten that the Romans and Assyrians 
thought it attracted and kept love 
secure. ln India many believed it 
preserved vigor and vitality. Numer
ous Mexicans carry it in their belts 
that it may give success in their un·. 
dertakings. Ours are genuine, power• 
ful, alive "grey ghost" brand 50 Lodestone only-Item No. 1 C: 

GENUINE RABBIT'S FOOT 
We don't have to tell you 
how many people carry a •1To1f.JDIQI :!:���:� 

;�
t

����� 
8o��: 

ball player, etc. carries 
one at all times. We make 
no Super·natural claims but 
guarantee ours are genuine. 
Complete with gold lacqu-

ered mounting cap and lS chain. Item No. 2...... C: 

WITH 3 SIMUlATED 

RUBY STONES 

Ancient philosophers be· 
Jieved the power of Cleo• 

was called "the sacred 
beetle". Temples were built in its 
honor. It was worn by many soldi· 
ers to gain Mastery and Strength 
and Success. Manv native Brazilian 
Indians wear thcnl thinking to pro· 
teet themselves from evil and ward 
off danger. Ours are Aenuine, real 
Scarabs, imported from Brazil and 
preserved by Nature in a way to re
tain the beauty they had when alive. 
I� rich 1.4·Karat gold plate s 1 00 rmg sethng. Item No. 7 .... 

Fomovs legendory 
JOHN THE CONQUEROR 
ROOT & RING 

This curious Root has 
had many legends told 
of it and it is said that ����� 
many in the Caribbean 
Islands and even our 
own Southland carry it 
at all times. Because it 
was thought to have "reproductive 
properties" the custom arose of car· 
rying: it always near money. We of
fer to collectors not only a �enuine 
John the Conqueror Root but also a 
handsome, silvery oxidized finish 
John the Conqueror Ring as a sym
bol of th! Root. A real value Sl 00 at our pnce. Item No. 8 ....... 

patra and the Pharoahs came from IMPORTED HAND CARVED the serpent. They also believed that ' ' 
the RUBY was a talisman of good ��-� ( 0 R 0 ZO HUT R I H G! Fortune, Wisdom, Power and Sue· 
cess. This Serpentine ring: of silvery, 
oxidized finish has 3 entwined ser• 
pents each set with simulated Ruby. 
FREE- Table of alleged Fortunate 
days with each Ring-Item $100 No.4 ....................................... . 

Down jn Puerto Rico they 
tell many incredible leg

ends about the Corozo Nut. It is 
worn es a love charm or amulet. 
This ring is actually hand·carved 
from the nut and inlaid with 75 real mother of pearl. Item No.3 C 

The symbols on this 
ring are supposed to 
denote "Good Luck, Health, Happi· 
ness" and so it is in dernand by 
many people because of Its alleged 
legendary background. In ladies; 

����i��t
e

��i��lt!�:
n

���
n

� 35c 
Handsome, Embossed 

EGYPTIAN 
SYMBOL RING 
Has Egyptian symbols embos
sed on black enamel finish. A 
real talismanic ring of unusual 
beauty. Non tarnishing chrom-
ium. Item No. 10 .......... ..... 59c 

GORGEOUS SIMULATED 

MOONSTONE PEHDAMT 
The moonstone has .been re• 
!erred to as "the sacred stone 
of India" and books on folk· 
lore state that it brings Good 
Fortune, protects travellers 
and reconciles lovers. This 

pend6nt has 14 brilliants resembling 
DIAMONDS around the simulated 
MOONSTONE. Looks very $]00 expensive. Item No. ll ....... . 

YOUR KEY TO 
·--..-�••·,. This amazingly interest· 

{i:��a1::\J�\� ing book which gives 
many lee ends and folk
lore on Talismans, 
Amulets and Charms 
through the Ages is 
given FREE with 
each CASH p u r· 
chase of $1.00 or 

with c.o.o. 
orders. orders for .Jess 
than $1.00. We pay postage on all 
prepaid orders. 

TALISMANIC SEALS ... .... . HO C.O.D. ORDERS FOR lESS THAN $1.00•• � AMUL.UK PRODUCTS 
GENUINE, REAL 

the Fabled lndion � 890 Sodh Ave., Dept. DA-9 
From the fomovs 'lost' oth New York, N. Y. 

and 7th Books of Moses Please send me the numbered items I have circled 
Seah and Psalm Cards have helow. . . 

Arabs called the tur· been carried for centuries by 0 I enclose payment. Send post. patd Wlth FREE book. 
quoise "Fayruz" which means Phoenicians, Gnostics and 0 Send C.O.D. plus po•tage (book not Included)· 
"The Lucky Stone" and they Hebrews in many countries Make a rjn4 around each item you may wj1h to order. 
wore it as an amulet. lr for inspiration. Many have 
Persia it was esteemed as been found iq ancient manu· 
a stone of good omen while scripts which state that they 
the Indians of our South· were used for many purposes 

1 2 3 .. 5 6 7 8 ' 10 11 
SOc 25c 75c 1.00 2Sc SOc 1.00 1.00 3Se 59e 1.00 

west prized it most highly. including: to secure favor, Name ....................... . . . . . . . . .......................................... . Ours are genuine turquoise love, friendship, success. pro· 
stones from the fabled Indian tection, etc. We offer 6 dif- Address ..... . ............ . ....................... ...... .... . ....... ........ .... • 
��:�

tr
�o�

f
s.�

e
.
v

���: 25c �;:r� .. ���L�o.'6
it

� SOc City .... . ................... ................. ..... State . ... .... ... . . .. .. 1 
···························i� .�---------···--···----·-----·� 
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IMAGINE THEIR JOY 
WHEN THEY FOUND 
THEY COULD PLAY 

W o u I d n 't Take 
Sl,OOO for course 

lc��l\ns art" so simple that any 
one can umh·r:;tand thC'm. 1 h"'·e 
learm·ll tn r•lay l.ly note In a little 
more than a munth. 1 wouldn't take 
a thousand dollars tor my course. 

• 8. E. A .• Kllllsas City, Yo. 

This easy as .A. B. C. way! 
Plays on Radio 

1 am h:orp)· to tell you that fnr four Wf'('k� 1 
ha,·e lJl·<n on the air over our lOC'al rat1io .sta
llr·n. :O:o thank!! to :rour instilutiun for tlll<'h 
<l \\i"'OI.Jt·tful C'OUtSt'. 

I want to say that my 
friends aro J;rcat ly 
surJlriscd at. the dif
ferent picr<'s 1 can 
nlroady play. I am 
very happy to lJHXe 
chosen yhur wethod 
or learning. 
* B. F., llronJ. N. Y. 

Best Method by Far 
Endosrd is my last e:xamillatlon 
t:l•cet for my course in Tenor 
Banjo. This completes my course. 
I hare taken lessons b�ore un· 
der teachers, but my lnstructlona 
wltb you wore by tar the besl. 

* A. 0., Ml.In 

What Instrument Would You Like to Play? 
Jus·.r name your instrument and we'll show you how 

you can learn to play it-quickly, ea•ilY, In spare 

tJme at home. Never mind if you don't know one note 
of music from another-don't worry ahout ••epeeial 
talent." And forget all you'\·e ever heard about Dlu
sic's being hard to learn. 

The truth of the matter is that thonAAn<l� now 
J>h•y who nev�r thoug-ht they <'Onld! Yes. mtn and 
won1en everywhere ha\·e discovered thit-J Amazingly 
t nsy way to learn music at home. Now tht-:o-· are t>n
joying the thrilling satisfaction of playing th�._• pi:1no, 
''iolin, guitar, saxophone or other favorite tn�trun1ents. 
�orne of them are playing in OI'Chestras nn�l ov• r the 
radio; fJthers are teaching music, mal:ing 1nonl-y in 

spare or full tim�. A ncl thousands nre having the time 
of their lives playing for their own enjoyment and 
the entertainment of their friends. 

It all came about when they wrote to the U. S. 
fichool of Music for the Free Booklet and Print & 
Picture Sample that �how you how EASY It Is to 
learn music at home this modern way. No tedious 
::�tudy nnd practice, no ti resome exercises. You learn 
to play by playing-start right in almost at once with 
the melody of a simple tune! It takes only a few 
minutes a day and the cost is trifling ; you save the 

expense· of a private teacher. Does It sound too good 

t n be true? Mail the �nupon and get the FREFJ 
PROOF! ( Our fort)'·third year-Est. 1898.) U. S. 
School of Music, 1238 Hrunswick Bldg., N. Y. t'., N. Y. 

SEND FOR FREE _.. 
PRINT AND PICTURE 

SAMPLE 

···--------.-...-...-..-.... -·- ... ----- ----.---------

e T(·n')] Hl<'n :ronr eyes wh('on you find how 
Quickly and t>aslly Y•Ju ran learn to fllay 
)f'ur fnrc•J itc instrume-nt. Don't doubt; don't 
J�cllitate .. �end for tht' fascinatin_g illu�tratf"ll 
b.okl('t thnt answers all your f!UC:-tions; lrt 
the fiH l'r int and Picture R:unole �how you 
liC\9 tiJls lll(thod ac·tually wnrks. 1f intc•·
rstcd, m:.\1 The coupon, )olQ\\'. (lnl'trumf>nt" 
fU!IPli�d \\hE'll ncedo<l, cash or C'l't'dit.) 
'"Adnnl pupil's names on l"eqnt'bt. 
l"ictortts by JtrofesF;ionul models. 

u. S. SCHOOl OF MUSIC 
1238 Brum�*ick Bldg., New York City, N. Y. 

1 :�m fntncJ:tE>d In mu�ie !;tudy, partic•ularly in tht> instrum<'nt Jnittc·atf"cl ht'l••W. 
]'lf:lff' H uJ u e '•·ur fn·e l>tiOklcL. ")J�·w tv 1-t arn .\lu:-io• aL. Jlou1e'' anU th� rr('t. l'ritU 
:n,J l'h:iure Sam.ple. 
Piano 
Vi<1lin 
Cui1ar 
Piann ArrHrlifln 

Pl<tin Acttrdi(oft 

8;n.f!Ph4 r.e 

Cello 

Hawaiian Gufta· 
Bon)o 
Mandolin 

Ukulele 
Cornet 

Trumpet 
Trombone 
Flute 
Piecolo 
Organ 
Drums and Traps 
Modern Elementary Harmon¥ 

na,e You 
>-: .. r.1.1e , • • • . • •  , • , • • • • • • • • • • • . • • . . . • • . • • • . • . • • . • . • . • • • • • • • . • . • . .  'J'I1i9 lni!ll'u.? . . • . •  , , ,, 
Aol·lrrrs 
f'il} • . . . . . . . . . . . . • •  , . • . • •  , , , . . . . • •  , • •  , . • •  , • • . . . . .  Stnte . .  , . • . . . .  

D Chcrk here If untll r 1 G yun!'l {J( a I! I". 
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Every hour, day and night 4,080 people are 
disabled through sickness and accident. YoiJ 
never know when tragedy strikes. The Policy of the 
Century comes to your aid at t!>e time of your mmt 
dire need-at a time when you are down, financial· 
ly handicapped, unable to car-e for your loved ones. 

THE POLICY OF THE CENTURY 

Will HELP PAY YOUR BillS 

MiLLIONS PAID 
To Policy-Holders 
The United Insurance Com
pany was founded in 1919 and 
has paid more than Four /Y!it-� 
lion Two Hu.ndred Thousatkl · 
Dollars in claims. An old and 

j' �f�hb�eor��hu;�$��oocfn
m
:S:�t� 

!Gr every $1.00 of liability. Th� company rating i.s "A" plus E�t
cellent in Dunne's Insurance 
Report. For over 18 years has _un
failingly made prompt and JUSt 
claim payments. Covers_ both Slck· 
lleSi and AC(;ident. Rehable. hoo· 
f:St.. s.t.able. 

The United Insurance Company of 
Chicago, a legal reserve insurance com
·pany, which has paid millions of dollars 
to policy-holders offers you the new 
"Century" Policy. This company is 
not an association or assessment com
pany and is old and reliable. It is ap
proved by state insurance departments. 
Rated "A" plus Excellent in Dunne's 

INSURES MEN AND WOMEN 
The new "Century" Sickness and Acci
dent Policy insures both men and wo
men with the benefits shown, plus many other 
liberal features outlined in the policy. 

ANYONE BETWEEN THE AGES Of 
16 AND 75 CAN APPLY 

This policy protects you against such misfor 
tunes that often occur in the home. in the 
streets, on farms, in factories, etc., subject to 
its provisions. 

Insurance Report. Be safe! Costs only 
$1.00 per month. Pays big cash accu
mulated benefits for accidental death, 
besides financial protection during 
Sickness and Accidents. Act now. 
before it is too late. Just send coupon 
today for complete information. You 
are under no obligation and no agent 
will call. 

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION 
No medical examination is required. No 
agent will call. Remember, in addition to 
the liberal accident features, the "Century" 
Policy covers SICKNESS as well-it pro
vides liberal benefits in times of both Sickness 
AND Accident. Thi s  vital protection gives 
"Century"" policy-holders a safeguard against th� 
misery of lost income and increased expenses dur .. 
ing times of adversity. Don't delay-Get thi� 
safe protection at once. 

Remember, you do not send one cent-just mail coupon for 
complete information. The "Century·· Polic both 
Sickness and Accidents. Get the facts withou 
at once. No agent will call-Rush the coupon 
Tomorrow mav be too late. The time to act 
NOW -before· a terrible, unforeseen accident or 
sudden sickness tears at your heart. 

YOU Get Cash Quick! 
When emergencies 
arise, this remark
able policy pro\·ides 
quick cash payment 
of specified benefits 
for family aid. Get 
complete details at 
once. Send no money 
-just mail the cou
pon. No agent will 
call. 

JZtJ 1 !dill! ;.1:J:C.Z'Ai·1 ;ld·nl;! ru J ·lJilJili 
UNITED INSURANCE COMPANY NO AGIE�T : 
ELGIN T·OWER, Suit( l-?G-H WILL CAI..Il.. t: 
ELGIN, I LUNG IS Ill 
Please mail me at once comrlete information and how to �et :: 
the "Century·· Policy for Free Inspection without obligation. � 

• • 
Name-···------····----··----··----------··-··-·········-· : 

.. 
Address_. ··--·---:--------·�----·-·-····· : 
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MAKE MORE MONEY! 
WIN A BETTER JOB! 

Thue Noted Experts Created 
This Amazing Course 

H. V. \\;�·Ish-B. A� l'1of�s:.or. ·(·otu.mhia 
Vnlvt>JSiiY. t\'ew )'nrk C'ily, wcll·knO\\n' 
aulhnr and lccwr..:r. listct.J lu "'\\'IIO's 
\\'11•1 in AuH·I u·a." .t 
F . •  \. Uappolt·-H.S . . C.£., ).f.S., 1:Wd 
I'. t-: l'rOI c�:;nr. Scnot•l ut 'fct.:IHIOII,�y. 
Col/r:..;1· ol lllc City ul' J;.;. \'. \Vuldy· 
k��t..llll d1il �·n�lrwt'r. · 

F. J. Bu1 ns-D. 
, •.w.nk l 

With This 
Invention 

UNIQUE A, 8, C METHOO- EASY AS SEEING 

.A MOVIE- L.E.ARN AT HOME IH S,ARE TIME 

".Mere it is at l .. t1 A quick, u�y shortcut w•y to le.srn to rud bll.l&· 
prinh on 1i9ht. Cr .. ted by top-r•nkin9 erperh. h doe,n't m•tter 
whether you're e mechenic, hi9h schcol boy, office worlu, 'tf\Kient, 
Plumber, carpenter, sham fitter, truck driver or employee in eny of 
the mechenicel end DEFENSE industries - this is w hat you nnd -
the surest quichst wey to win e better job encf more p.y fot 
youneH. And it', yown et e CO'If so estonishin9ly low thet yov'll b• 
emezed. 

l\let-ts Bhu•print Rt>Q.ulrements for 
Ci>·il Service and National 

Shc�do>waraph Mtthod 
t11obles You o Rt�d llut< 

prl11h the first Day! 
Deft'n•e Jobs This sensatio•>al SHADOWGRAPH 

method of Blueprint Reading was 
perfected by . a group of college 
professon�. architects, engineers. a 
shipbuilding expert, and a former 
army engineer. They've elimiuat('d 
a l l lhP. tf>chnicn.l phraseology-all 
th("" complicated details. They've 
boiiN\ the whole thing down Into 
24 manua ls. containing everythin:; 
you nef'd to know alJout n·adinr; 
lJiucpl"inl�. no matter what lJranch 
of imlust1·y you're in. Sin1plc, (·Om· 

to l<tiow Is put right at your flnSer• 
tips-In down·to·earth. plain tang• 
un:;e that anyone who can r-ead 
English can un<lerstan<l. 
We planned this new FAS'l' way to 
learn blueprint reading so tl)at you 
<·an put it right to work, winning 
tlutt bttteJ' job and big-ger pay for 
you. You mastt"r it-not in month�. 
o;- C\'E>n we('l<s-BUT IN 1\. l,'QM .. 
PARATIVBJ...Y FEW DJI.YS� 

J>lcte. practical! No <try textbooi<J s�nd JIO money! The books ate 
·;;,�1°�0�e;:��Ab(; ���"tfp����.����::�-; yours tor 5·t1ay FREE LXA.'IINA• 
the very tit·st day. 'l"IO:S! Send them b�Wk if thQ' 
No•v- ,\nyon� Who Cnn ih·n<l Ei•gllsl.- don't live up to everythht8" we 

(;anQ���fly.!!�;:_�;J;•;ts- clainl tor it. �·ou. have nothi1lg to 
Her� i• the ESSENTIAL DATA yuu lose--su�cess, bigger pay and 11ew 
��\��lt !� ::;:<��:�·i����� \�:a\����.\���� oppertuntttes to gaint MttU tbe 
of al l CAN ACTUALLY I:EAl> COUJI<m NOW! HLU NTS VROM THE VKRV 
Fill 

Send font p•y· 
ment with c.ou
Fon end ...,.e'll 
p•y po�ofeqe 
end C. 0. D. 
c"'ergel. {'t'ery 

c.ent fefunded 
if 'o�o�rse do�' 
not ttdi1fy� 

Seru:f me your complete 24-... olwme 81ueptint Rudir.9 Courst •nd Worling Model 
"bool.u�oe." I em �o get fREE '"M•tMm•tiu M•de hsy" •nd profeuionel slide · 
rule, I'll ptJ'f posfm•" $1.'5 plus posf•9t •n4 C. 0. 0. c .. •rges. If t tetutn tt-.e 
Course within five d•ys you •re to rt-f-.and rny money. Otkerwia.e I wilt reltftt $2 
monthly for two monthl Jur�til the FUll PRICt- vf $!J.9� it ftidl, 6-0i. di�ownt for 
fult ush with order-ume ufu1t1 Qv•••nl�e. 

NAME . . . . . . . . .
.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... ... .. . ... . . .. . . . . . . . . .  . 

ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . • . . . . . . . • . • . . • • . . •• ••• . . • . • . • • . . . •  

CITY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . • • . . . . • • . . . • •  STAlE. . • • . . . . . . . • . .  

REHRENCt . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . , . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . •  
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L U N A R  C O N C E S S I O N  
by THORNTON A YRE 

Ann was jusf a foolish little heiress, and her desira to spend four million to own !I min
ing daim brought tragedy and disaster into the Iivas of herself and Clem, manager of 
her Lunar Concession-for Randi, the war- monger, meant business when he learned of 

the power hidden beneath the claim • . . . • .  , 

A COM PLET E NOVELET 

1 0  



Again�t the [('uer gr((.1Jilly, I was on him in a second! 

CHAP TER I 

P OWER AT AUCTION 

SOMETHING of th e eternal 
round of intern ational sq uab
bling ,  bick ering over coloni al 

rig ht s and economic differ ences, was 
thrown in the sh ade i n  early 1987 
by Dag enham P ye's amazing record 
flig ht to and from the Moon. It was 
not the space trip itself that w as so 
remarkable-space trav el h as been 
in vog ue now for over ten years
but it will  be recalled th at his me
teoric speed certai nly aroused i n
terest. 

11 

He revealed that he had a new 
type of fuel, a l ittle of which went 
a long way ; that was the sum tota l  
of his information to persistent 
radio, television and press represen
tatives. The fuller details of h is 
r ecord were only for the pr ivileg ed 
few- and bec ause at that time I'd 
done q uite a li ttle knock ing around 
in space myself, I was present at 
th e banquet g iyen in h is honor i n  
the home o f  A n n  Drew, recently be
come the h eiress of the Drew multi
millions and ow ner of the powerful 
Drew Space Corp oration by the sud
den death of her father. 

I hardly need to describe the lion-
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i zing and feting ; you will remember 
the televised details-but I can take 
you behind the scenes to matters of 
a very different i nterest, as for in
stance when Ann, Count V aston 
R andi, Pye, and myself all  g ot into 
a huddle o n  the terrace. I remem
ber that we were very eag er-ex
cept Count R andi. I couldn't q ui te 
w eig h the fel low up.  

He was foreig n, even thoug h  he 
spoke perfect Eng l ish. I had been 
giv en to understand he was of R us
sian and French ex traction-a pale, 
dark haired immaculacy, faultlessly 
mannere d ;  the k ind of d ress-su it
R omeo it pl eased a g irl like Ann 
to have around. Beyond that he 
seemed harmless. 

Then there was Dag enham Pye
dark and q uicl{, with a hint of mys
tery in his manner and speech, a 
leg acy of long service in the Inter
planetary Secret Service before he 
had taken to space racing with his 
new fuel . . .  Ann herself, incredibly 
blonde, i ncredibly fl uffy, and some
times incredibly senseless, l istened 
most of the time to Pye's statements 
w i th her very kissable red lips parted 
i n  amazement . . . 

And me ? Well, I'm a pretty or
dinary g uy-not q uite six feet, black
headed and blue-eyed, with a p i le 
driver fist and feet big enoug h to 
tread any planet i n  God' s  univ erse. 
My name wouldn't mak e  you turn 
handspring s, e ither-Clem Dix on, 
bestowed on me some thirty-three 
years ago-

Well, there we w ere on the ter
race with Pye talki ng· with his usual 
machine-g u n  rapidity ,  fl icking cigar· 
ett e  ash all  over his suit.  

"The stuff's dynam ite plus !" he 
declar ed, thumping his knee. "You 
see, I happened to be lucky. I spent 
a bit of money in buying a plot of 
territory o n  the Moon's other side, 

but d i r ectly under that territory I 
found this fuel. I 'm as l ucky as 
a man with an old time oi l  g usher 
i n  his back g arden. Five f eet be
low the surf ace of the Moon are tons 
of fuel. In fact, most of the Moon 
is hollowed out, only it happens that 
I have an edg e  over the others be
caus e  I have a special w ay in.  Be
sides, i t  looks as thoug h  my partic
u lar concession is the main fuel 
source." 

"W hereabouts is your plot, Dag ?" 
I asked. 

HE TU GGED out a small, per
fect scale map of the Moon's 

other side, t raced a stumpy fing er 
along i t. 

" Here are the Dawn Edg e  Moun
tains, that's where Earthward view 
of the Moon ends. N ow ,  down i n  a l l  
this space the re is,  o f  course, air
pulled i nto t he deeply sunk valley 
caused by Earth's perpetu al g ravi
tational drag .  N othing active or dan� 
g erous l ives i n  the g reen st uff ex
cept of cours e  the D'iggers and Flame 
Bugs- Here 's Dev i l's Nose R ock. 
Two miles to the east of it"-more 
fing e r  j abbing -" i s my plot. J ust 
here. I boug ht it  from the Govern
ment and I fig u red I mig ht m ake a 
t idy p rofi t  out of it as a trading 
cente r, unt i l I found this stuff be
low at fi ve feet depth. That altered 
matt ers .  I g ot sample s  of the stuff, 
had it analyzed, and-Well, a rec
ord ! "  he wound up blandly. 

" B ut what poss essed y ou to look 
u nderg round ?" I demanded. 

"Q uite an ordinary thing ,  re ally. 
You se e, the lunar nigh t is he lli shly 
cold, a nd I noticed t ha t  the Flame 
Bugs and Diggers all tr ekk ed to some 
part of m y  plot at sundown. I fol
lo we d them in a spac e- suit on one 
occasion-I' d  haY e  been frozen to 
dea th w ithou t i ts protection-and 



discovered a fairly wide fissure lead

ing below. I got down and had a 
look around-found the Digge·rs and 

Bugs all cozy as you please . • .  " He 
shrugged a little. "Well, I found 

the fuel, anyway. Being a chemist 
I put two and two together when 

I saw an eruptive crater in the un

derground cavern .. . But that's an

other story!" he finished, with a 
guarded smile. 

"So wonderful, don't you think?" 

Ann asked brightly. "It must be 

marvelous to have such a scientific 
mind ... You know, Daggy, you're 

much too clever to just pilot a space
machine and break records. You 

ought to be settling affairs of state

and all that," she wound up vaguely. 
Nobody spoke for a moment. For 

once she'd come near truth. \Var 
was right on our horizon, blowing in 

from Europe in close alliance with 

Asia . . .  Then Randi spoke in his 

slow, calm voice, fingertips together. 
"Since this stuff is so valuable, 

Pye, v.·hy don't you find a company 

to take it up? Expand it into a 
business? vVe need fuel like that, 

not only for space-travel but for 
armaments and war materials. The 

possibilities are-Well, limitless!" 
Pye shrugged. "I've been think

ing of something like that, Count. 
Up to now I'm the only one who 
has the ownership of the lunar plot, 
who knows exactly what the stuff 

looks like. Naturally, now I've proved 
the stuff's worth, I intend to cash 

in on it. I'm going to start looking 
for a bidder as soon as possible, 

somebody who'll take over the \vhole 
concession and mine the stuff. It'll 
turn in a vast fortune. 1 call it 

Potentium, by the way. A piece the 

size of a garden pea will dri\'e a 
space-machine to the Moon and back. 

I've proved it. That's all I used." 
"What!" I cried incredulously. 

LuHr Conc•tsloll * * * 11 

"Why, that sounds almost like atomic 
force!" 

He shook his head slowly. "No, 

Clem-potential force; hence the 

nan1e . • •  " 
"One moment," Randi broke in 

thoughtfully. "Would you consider 
a private bidder for your concession'? 

Need it of necessity be a space com

pany?" 

"Why, no. I've no objection to a 
private bidder. The check is my 

main interest, I gu�ss. I don't want 
the job of mining the stuff anyway 

-I'm not the type. The Interplanet
ary Secret Service made me some

thing of a rover, you know. . . . I 
only said a space company because 
I figured they're the only people 

liable to pay my price." 
"And it is?" Randi murmured, sur

veying the ornate ceiling. 

"Two million dollars. Outright 

sale. Profits will multiply a thou

sand fold in no time." 
"Two million. So!" Randi looked 

momentarily rueful. "You are a 
business man, my friend. But 'sup

pose-" 
''l'll give you three million!" Ann 

exclaimed suddenly, and giggled a 

little. "I've always wanted to do 

something big-like this. I'd love 

to own a-a dynamite factory! Daddy 

was always sure I'd make a business 
woman if I had the proper chance." 

RAND! sat up as she broke off 

. into another snicker. I fancied 

that for a moment 1 saw a queer 

light come into his dark, somber eyes. 
He flashed a glance at Pye, then 

back at Ann. 
"But Ann, my dear, what would 

you do with this concession?" he 

asked gently. "Think of the rletails! 

Expert spacemen, miners, Govern

mental details-thousands of dollars 
in labor alone-" 
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"I'd handle that," s aid I, turni ng 
to her. "If you' d let me '?" 

"But of cours e ! " s he crie d. "Oh, 
Clem, that's awf u ll y decent of you, 
r eally it is . And you' l l  have a n ice 
fat s alary too." 

Fun ny thing about Ann. For a l l  
h e r  feathery, cockeyed ways s he had 
a ring of s omething reg·ular about 
her. A bit of a chump, yes, but s he 
had a qual ity that made a guy like 
her. 

"You really mean this?" Pye ask ed 
at las t, keenl y. 

"Why n ot?" Ann demande d. "I'm 
wealthy enough . . .  " 

"I'll give you three and half mi l
l ion," R an di said suddenly. "That's 
my limit." 

Ann hes itated fot· a moment, then 
s he s hrugged her bare, cr eamy s houl
ders an d s ighed, "Oh, well, make it 
four m il lion. I beli eve i n  paying 

for thin gs that i nterest me. After 
all, Vass y, you don't mind s o  very 
much, do you?" s he pouted. "I do 
so wan t  to be a bus i ness woman . . . " 

R andi looked back at her s teadily, 
and I thought I n ever s aw a man 
k il l  a girl s o  effectively wi thout phy
si cal force. His eyes lost that pet 
dog qui etness an d went s trangely 
b rittle an d cold-but when it made 
no effect on Ann ,  h is s houlders wen t  
u p  res ignedly and h is hand gently 
p atted her arm. 

"Of cours e  n ot, my dear ," he 
s miled. "I on ly thought I'd l ike to 
inves t. Your gai n  is my loss. But 
j us t  the same-" He s top pe d and 
demurred, s moking abs ently. 

"Well?" Ann as ked. 
"Would it in te rfere w ith your 

bus iness s ens e if I helpe d you'? Just 
as your very devoted friend'?" 

"Why-why, n o." An n looked at 
me. "Would i t, Clem?" 

"I s uppos e  not," I ans wer ed brief 
ly, but I was thin king of that look 

i n  R andi's eyes . "Do what you l ike, 
Count, but j us t  the s ame I'm s ti ll 
going to handle th e man's end. I 
know all the answers in mining for 
explosive. I've had a ye ar collect
ing ampite compound from Pluto ... " 

"You're quite indis pens able, I'm 
sure," Randi conceded, airing his u n
blemished rows of i vory. "Ann is 
very f or tunate." 

I didn 't reply because I was think

ing I was pretty fortunate, too. I 
n eeded a job for one thing. A s pell 
of s pace s ickness had knocked me 
off the payroll of my old company 
and s pace j obs s oon fi ll again. Illness 

in my racket means long unemploy
ment. Though Ann was a clos e  
f ri end of mine, of any man's ,  for 
that matter, I couldn't as k her out

right for mon ey, though she'd proba
bly have given it to me by the truck
ful if I had. It was better to earn 
i t  this way. Bes ides ,  there was that 
n as ty look i n  R an di 's eye, s omethin g  
i n  the acid flattery of his s mile  . . .  

''"'rHEN it 's a deal?" Pye as ked 
•-is uddenly. 

"Of cours e  !" Ann ros e to her feet 
and left the terr ace. She came back 
with her check book. She s cribbled 
with the eas e  of a gir l wit h too much 
cas h and too li ttle s ens e, handed the 
check over .  Pye nodded s lowly and 
pulled out h is wallet, laid a recogni z
able Interplanetary Concess ion f orm 
on the wicker table, filled out the 
space provided for endors emen t  an d 
re ceipt. 

"And th is endorses the concess ion 
over to y ou ," he s aid, handing i t  
over. ''I'l l  come with you on the 
first trip, of cours e, to show you the 
exact nature of the s tuff you're to 
m in e. Now, her e  is the formula of 
quantities for sa fe us age, which 
you'd better hand over to your labor-



atol'y technicians. And he re is  t he 
map . . .  " 

I l ooked ov er Ann' s  shoul der as 
she stu died the var iou s  p ap ers. P re· 
ciou s  l ittle went into her carefree 
head, I i magine, thou gh she looked 
du tifu ll y  solemn. Sti l l ,  the p ap ers 
were 0. K. ; I cou ld tel l that at a 
glance. Then Randi came sil ently 
f orw ard, but he wasn' t  soon enou gh. 
I f olded the p ap ers ju st a s  he ar
rived and he shru gge d a l ittl e, re
garded m e  steadily. 

"Sur ely , if i 'm help i ng-?' ' he 
ask ed. 

"To help doesn't mean to know 
everyt h ing," I retorted. "The for
mul a, and concession, are Ann's pe r
sonal p rop erty-not even the p rop 
erty of the Drew C omp any u n less she 
w ishes it. It  was p ri vate accou nt, 
wasn't it, Ann ?" 

She nodded p rou dly. "All my 
v er y  ow n ! " 

Randi still looked at me. "You 
are mo st cau tiou s, Mr. D ix on,' '  he 
observed. 

"I gu ess li fe's made me t hat w ay. 
. . . " I went over and pu shed the beH , 
told the bu tler to find Sykes Henson, 
the Drew C omp any's own lawyer. He 
came in, bald and p erspi ri ng, from 
t he ballroom- bu t  before he left he'd 
legally finished off the detail s, g ot 
P ye's si gnatur e to nu mberless ready 

p rinted forms, and fastened the :f or
mu l a  i n  a heavily s ealed env elop e  
sig ned by Ann's own hand. Wi thout 
her instru cti ons-or mine, as her 
manager- nothing cou ld be done. 

And Randi was any thing bu t 
pl eased, even thou gh he tried to be 
as cou rtl y as ey er .. . 

At l ast I man age d  t o  get Ann 
aw ay from him, left him talking to 
P ye. We wandered away to the 
edge of the rooftop terrace and gazed 
ov er the sp rawling, lighted haze o f  
New York. 

Lunar Concession * * * 11 

"Don't you think it's wonderfu l, 
C lem ?" she said wi stfu ll y, resting 
her elbo\v s on the parapet and cl asp 
ing slender fi nger s u nder her chin. 

"You need a keep er," I grow led 
u nciv i l ly. 

"K eep er ?" Her big blu e  eyes were 
astonis hed. "Oh, C lem , how coul d 
you -" 

"You near ly chu cked fou r  mi llion 
dollar s  down the sink ," I sai d, try· 
ing to be p atient. "C ou nt Randi did 
his u tmost to mu scle i n  and se e w hat 
w as w ri tten on that f or mul a. You 
oug h t  t o  be more car eful ! And see 
that Randi confi nes h i s  interests to 
Earth, too ! Frankly, I don't t ru st 
him." 

"Oh, you men !" s he chi ded, and 
smil ed i n  that i rresistible femini ne 
w ay of hers. When she smil ed l ike 
t hat, I wanted to stop being tou gh 
and scoop her up , frills and p erfu me 
and all, into my arms. Si nce I 
cou ldn't stop bei ng tou gh I went on 
tal ki ng. 

"This thi ng's got to be p rop erl y 
organized, and I'm the man to do it . 
I 'l l  ru n the exp edition myself. Have 
I you r  au thority to do that ?" 

Bl onde waves nodded. "Of cou rse. 
I ju st woul dn't know what to do 
withou t  you .  Bu t I'm coming on the 
exp editi on too, you . know." 

"Bu t  Ann !" I p rotested. "There 
may be danger-" 

"Daggy said there wasn't. Only 
fleas and things-or was i t  bu gs ?" 
H er nose wrinkled distastefu ll y, then 
she straightened up . "Anyway, I'm 
coming !" she annou nced decisi vel y. 
"I 'm a bu sinesswoman now . . .  " 

I cou ldn't help bu t lau gh. I cou ldn't 
p ictu re anything fu rther from ei ther 
a bu si nesswoman or an exp lorer-but 
she h ad a determined kink in her 
that I think w as a rel ic of her ol d 
man. 

"All rig ht, I'l l fix it," I pr omised. 
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"I' l l  have e ve ryt hin g  un de r way in a 
wee k or t wo . . .  N ow let ':� forge t  it. 
Y ou owe me a dan ce ." 

In stantly she wa s close again st me , 
an d I fe lt as we floate d i nto the 
b all room, with he r b lon de he ad so 
close to me , that I had a sudde n  task 
in l ife -to p rote ct this gene rous little 
fool again st the sub tle courte sies of 
a ge ntle man who had a smile ab out 
as frie ndly as pack ice .  

C HAPTER I I  

SUlClDE'? 

IN THREE wee ks I had thin gs 
pre tty we ll sorte d out, Ju� d 
made all the ne ce ssar y  plan s  

for a pre lim in ary inve stigation of 
Pye 's lunar con ce ssion .  If it was all 
it was cl aime d  to be , it would be a 
simple matte r  afte rwards to trans
port the ne ce ssary minin g  en ginee rs. 

I fixe d  it so that I was to be pilot 
of the inve stigation ship. Pye was 
also to come along, of course ,  as 
advise r. Then the re was Ann : she 
m ade it cle ar she wouldn't take an y 
re fusal. Last b ut not le ast the re was 
m y  pe t swamp hound from Ve nus
"Snoops." 

Q uee r little chap, Snoops-not un 
like a chow in shape, b ut the re an y 
similari ty e nde d. He had webbe d 
fee t, one ve ry se rious b lue e ye i n  the 
middle of his fore he ad, a coat as soft 
as ei de rdown, an d a fan li ke tai l. 
N o rmally, he had a te mpe r  l ike a 
dove ,  b ut he could be u nbe lie vab ly 
savage whe n  rouse d, an d never for
got a harsh word ot· inj u ry .  

Since he had been in st rume ntal i n  
sav in g  . m y  l ife on an i l l-st ar re d  
Ven usian swamp e xpe dit ion, I fe lt 
i t  al most a duty to look afte r him, 
an d to my gratifi cation E arth- an d 
space- life see me d to suit him pe r
fe ctly . . •  

That was tlte stun t ot.al of ou r 
party. We fixe d the d at e  for Ju ly 
7, 1987, an d sin ce l had orde red the 
strictes t secre cy ,  t here w ere only a 
few me chanics to watch us whe n  we 
took off from the D re w  space 
groun ds . . .  On ce we we re fre e  of the 
atmosphe re , I p ut the automatic pilot 
i n  action an d turne d b ack int o  the 
m ain l ivin g  room. 

Y ou can imagin e my in dignant 
surprise whe n l saw a long, dark 
hai re d  fi gure murmurin g  fl atte rie s  to 
Ann . Pye was tal{ in g n o  part in 
the procee din gs, was se ate d smok i ng 
i n  a corne r, re gar ding Co unt R andi 
with a rathe r disguste d st are .  

"How did you get ab oard'?" I de
man ded, coming for\\"ard. "Without 
wi shin g  to give offe nse ,  Coun t, you 
we re not i nv ite d !" 

He smile d  at me ; an i l l-disguise d  
smile of triumph. "B ut I was," he 
corre cte d. "Ann he rse lf saw to that. 
Didn 't you, my de ar'?" 

She fl ushe d j ust a litt le as she 
turne d  to me . Shyly she said, "We ll 
you see , Cle m, V assy was so pe r
sisten t in his wish to he l p  me that I 
j ust had to be a re gular fe llow. I-I 
me an -We ll,  I put him i n  the ward
robe in my room until  the trip be gan 
and-Oh, why do you stare at me 
l ike that ?" she b roke off te arfully, 
as I st ood grimly liste ning. "O ne 
might thin k I-I had no say i n  this 
thin g at all !" Out came he r square 
inch of si lk an d dabbe d he r wate ring 
e ye s. 

I looke d  square ly at Randi. "In 
othe r  words, you j ust muscle d  in ," I 
st ate d  b it te rly. "I mig·ht have known 
i t ! You twis te d Ann around your 
l itt le fin ge r t o  get in on this e xpe di
tion and fin d out al l  the re is  to know. 
. . . We ll,  l 'm i n  charge he re , and 
if the re 's one hint of an ything sus
picious from you, I' l l  fix you so the 
authoritie s  will  take care of i t  w he n  



we get back to Earth. So long as 
you behave yourself, you can string 

along. But watch yourself!" 

"One would think you don't like 
me," he sighed, lighting a cigarette. 

"I don't !" l snapped. "And neither 
would Ann if she'd had many men 
to deal with!" 

THAT started her off properly and 
the v.:aterworks went onto over

time. Randi gave me a slimy sort 
of gl'in and started to console her. 
I g?ve it up and went back to the 
control room. l was beginning to 
feel fed up already w,ith the whole 

· darned business, mainly because I 
couldn't figure out what Randi was 
driving at, and because Ann had 
such a crazily generous streak in 
her. 

I took a good look at our objec
tive floating serenely in space, almost 
at the full-then Pye came in and 
regarded me dubiously. 

"Look here, Clem, I hope you don't 
think l had anything to do with 

Randi coming along," he said anx
iously. "I only-" 

"You're all rig·ht, Dag," I inter

rupted him. "But it sure looks as 
though your concession is starting 
trouble already. What exact ly, I 
don't know, but we'll soon find 

out . . . " 

He nodded slowly, m o o d  i I y 
switched on the radio. The same old 
Earth jargon came floating through 
on the ultra-short wa\'es. 

"War is imminent! All Europe and 
Asia stands ready for a supreme 
conquest! Every man must stand to 
arms-every woman must prepare 

for sacrifice . . . ! Today the Ameri
can authorities rounded up a ri ng of 
European e�pionage agents. The 
ringleader, the notorious Valon ]�in
troff, is still missing and-" 
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Pye savagely switched off, stormed 
up and down the little chamber. 

"War! Espionage!"' he shouted 
bitterly. "What the hell's the u..r;e 
of anything any more'? The whole 
damned world upside doW1L . . It 
makes me sick!" 

He turned and went glumly out. 
Randi, who had heard his outburst, 
made an observation about killing be
ing an art. That seemed to set Pye 
thinking, for the next time I saw 
him through the glass partition he 

was seated i n  t he living room with 

his head buried in his hands , musing. 
Ann's display of tears had stopped 

and she ,\·as playing a game with 

Randi-the current craze of "G i ve 
and Take," not unlike a great grand

child of mid-century " Monopoly." 
From what I heard, Randi was win
ning. The game finished with Ann 
owing him an imaginary continent, 

and following the rule of the game 
she gloomily signed the paper stating 

her likewise imaginary debt . 
Idly I watched Randi push the 

paper laughingly in his pocket, then 
I turned back to my observation 
window and stared out on the velvet 

dark of space, the glowing silver of 
our goal. 

A sudden antithesis swept over 
me. Squabbling on Earth, for what? 
And out here the sublime, indescrib
able glory of infinitude-that had 

been , that would be, long after man 
had become a wisp of dust in eternal 
time. Out in space it is impossible 
to belie Ye in tawdry humans. They 
just haven't any part . . .  

"JE measured our days and 
nights by clocl{s, of course, 

and they ''"ent quietly enough at first. 
Pye, fot· his own amusement, t�·ped 

out a daily log of events, one of 
which included our stoppage at the 

half way line by the ever active 
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Space Patrol. We were searched, 
ask to produce every legitimate rea

son for our moonward journey, then 
allowed to proceed. . . 

But for the most part Pye seemed 
intensely preoccupied about some
thing, and all my effol'ts to get at 
the trouble were unavailing. Then, 
on the fourth morning, we met up 
with tragedy. While the rest of us 

had been asleep poor Pye had com
mitted suicide! 

There seemed no doubt about it
there was a typewritten letter in his 
quite orderly cabin, a letter which 
intimated he was too afraid of world 
crisis and war to live any longer. 

He would rather be out of it all. 
He must have opened the emer

gency airlock and jumped outside 
into the void. Anyway, there was 

a charred gray speck keeping close 
to the ship all the time, which could 

only be Pye's corpse caught by our 
attraction field ... 

It hit me badly; I'd liked Pye. I 

recalled his outburst in the control 

room, his recent thoughtful mood
but even then I couldn't somehow 
reconcile the facts with his natural 
space roving toughness. The busi
ness got me worried-but there it 
was. What could I do?" 

Randi seemed sorry, but that was 
all. Poor Ann had a great chance 

to go prostrate and stay in her room 
with an attack of grief. I do think, 
though, that she really was deeply 
sorry. She loved most people with 
genuine, sex-free affection, and Pye's 

untimely end struck her deep. It 
put a new face on the expedition, 
too. We would simply have to trust 
to luck that we'd find the right stuff. 

We had all the directions, except the 
most vital one of all. .. 

Ann and I tried our best to avoid 
looking at the gray corpse behind 
us, but I saw Randi studying it once 

and blowing smoke rings at the same 
time ... 

WITH ordinary fuel, such as we 

were using, it is about six and 
half da?s' journey to the Moon, and 
after Pre's decease things passed 
fairly quietly. Ann was much quiet
er; Rancli spent a good deal of time 
with her. I spent mine either play
ing with Snoops or watching the 
great globe of Moon rising through 
space, the notched fingers of shadows 
cast across its waning disk .. . 

And finally it came time for the 

landing ... 
We dropped within a mile of 

Devil's Nose Rock. The sun was 
half way to the zenith, just clear of 
Dawn Edge Mountains, a range en
tirely encircling the huge valley 
which forms the moon's other side. 

From our position, part of the 
valley was spread out before us, 
sweeping down into a deep, verdure
filled cup. Here and there amidst 
the spraw·ling green-day vegetation 

only, withering in the bitter cold of 
the fortnight long lunar night
smoked and fumed carbon dioxide 
geysers, connected by natural shafts 
to the dying fires of the Moon's core. 
Carbon dioxide, broken down by the 
plentiful supplies of ephemeral green 
stuff, formed into breathable oxygen 

of almost earthly density. Such a 
thing could only exist in this gravity

drawn Yalley-for, as science has 
proYed, the earthward surface of the 

Moon is dead-airless and finished. 
Here in the valley the shadows 

had lost their savage black and white 
aspect; they were softly tempered as 

an earth shadow, and through the 
midst of them swarmed the strange 
lunar Flame Bugs-myriads of them, 

a little larger than dragonflies, 
sweeping in endless hordes in and 
out of the glancing, pouring sun-



,.h in e, rev elli ng in t he prot ra ct ed 
day . .. 

An d t he n  t her e wer e  t he Digge,·s. 
We cou ldn't se e t hem f ro m  t he ship, 
but from recor d-an d Pye's o>vn ob
ser vat ion s-t he place t eemed w it h  
t hem-savag ely act ive, molel ike 
creat ures, forever bu rrowing wit h  a 
seeming blin d  purposelessn ess, but 
probably because being heat lovers 
t hey were al ways t rying t o  g et 
n earer t o  t he Moon 's st i l l  smolder
ing ,  int ern al fi res. 

" I nt erest ing," observed Ran di at 
last , his eyes fi xe d  on th e dist ant , un· 
m ist akable format ion of D evil' s  Nose 
Rock. "J ust t he same, wit h  all t hese 
t housan ds of cleft s  and rut s  in t he 
valley side, it 's g oing t o  be n o  picn ic 
t rying t o  fin d Pye's fi ssu re. He could 
have t aken us st raig ht to it. .. " 

"lt 's won derful ! "  Ann broke in ex
cit edly, t he business of our mission 
r ig ht over her head for t he moment. 
"I've n ever seen an yt hing away f rom 
Eart h  bef or e. J ust l oo k  at t hose 
darling litt le Flame Fleas . . . lt 
m akes me want t o  g o  out wit h  a 

n et an d cat ch t hem. 1 brought on e, 
you kn ow, on t he off chan ce." 

" We didn 't come here t o  hun t  
t hose t hing s, A nn," I said, a bit 
t art ly. "An d  you'd bett er g·et int o 
suit able clot hes, t oo. We're g oing 
out side. Don 't forg et a t opee, t oo." 

She n odded p rompt ly. "I' l l  wear· 
a dark blue silk bl ouse t o  mat ch t he 
sky," she said t houg ht fully, an d wit h  
t hat she t ripped off merr il y. I t urned 
f rom wat ching her t o  find Ran di 
eyeing m e. 

"Suppose ,  D i xon , we com e  t o  
g ri ps'?" h e  sugg est ed levelly. 

"M ean ing what ?" 
"That you d rop y our high- handed 

att it ude an d in cl ude me in on t hi s  
in vest ig at ion'! B e  reason able, m an ,  
an d st op t rying t o  freeze m e  out .  
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Aft er all, I'm n ot t rying t o  d o  an y
t hing except h el p  A nn ." 

"1 don 't believ3 you," I an sw er ed 
blun tly. ''Howev er, 1 hav e  t o  adm1t 

t hat I can 't ver y  well st op you help
i ng us. J ust t he same l' ll w at ch 

t hat you mak e  n o  use of an ything 
you may learn ." 

"Alwa ys looki ng ahe ad," he said 
reg ret fully. "What a pity w e  haven 't 
Pye t o  help us." 

His g aze rose fot· a moment t o  
t he spired heig ht s  of Dawn Edg e  
Mount ain s. I kn ew in t hat moment 
t hat he was t h inking of t he g ray 
speck t hat had dropped t here as we'd 
l an ded-Then he t urne d aside w it h
out a word an d w ent off t o  dress. 

CHA PTER Ill 

TRICKE RY! 

HA LF an hour l at e r  we w� e 
out si de in t he blazing sun 
shin e. Ann fell over t wice 

in her excit ement , forg ett ing t he 
lesser g ravit y  aft er t he ship's att rac
t ive plat es-but it didn 't dampen her 
spirit s  an d rat her point less vapor
ing s. 

Ran di an d I walked silent ly t o
g et her, an d Sn oops came u p  beh in d  
us, sn iffing suspiciously. In fact , I 

n ev er saw him quit e  so pert urbed. 
His absurd t ai l  was st an ding up
r ig ht ,  an act ion I'd leam ed t o  int er
p ret as a prelude t o  his ra re fit s of 
passion. G lan cing aroun d, however, 
I could se e n o  reason t hen for his 
mood. E verything was q uiet. The 
hot sun, t he dist ant ve rdur e, t he 
scorching rock s  . . . 

I pul led out Pye's ma p and studied 
it carefully, made meas urement s, 
poi nt ed out dire cti ons, but althoug h  
w e  wan de red f or n early t wo hours, 
we could not find t hat on e elusive 
fissur e  t hat g ave i ngr ess t o  t he un -
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derworld. As Randi had remarked, 
the surface around DeYil's Nose 

Rock was cracked into millions of 

fissures, nearly every one of them 
blind, and to find one in particular 

that went clean through to below, 

without a specific guide, was a next 
to impossible feat. 

"We might never find it without 

assistance," Randi remarked, as we 

halted to review the position. "Un
less we wait until night when the 

Diggers and Bugs head for below." 
"And that means working in 

space-suits because of the cold," I 
grunted. "\Vasting valuable hours 
of time ... " 

"There is one other way," he said 

thoughtfully. "Pye said the under

world begins at five feet down. If 

we get out the drilling apparatus 
there's nothing to stop us drilling a 

shaft of our own and be damned to 

the fissure." 
"Now why didn't I think of that! " 

Ann exclaimed. 
"Guess you're right, Randi," I had 

to admit; and we returned to the 
ship for equipment, set it up in the 

approximate center of the area Pye 

had owned ... 
Starting up the automatic driller, 

we watched it commence its steady 

biting into the rocks. A slow haze 
of dust began to rise in the quiver

ingly hot atmosphere. The three of 
us sat down thankfully on the rocks 

and relaxed. 

"Just look at those flame things! " 

Ann exclaimed presently, shading 
her eyes. "Millions of them. Don't 
you think it would be wonderful if 

we collected some?" 
"\i\'hat the deuce for?" I asked 

blankly. "They're already catalogued 

in the Planetary Museum, anyhow." 
"1 know-but think how lovely a 

score of them would look, profes

sionally dri@d and hardened, on an 

evening frock. I'd be the rage of 
New York! " 

I just couldn't answer that. Here 

was a girl with four million dollars 
banked in us finding Potentium, and 
she had to talk about evening frocks! 
It was clear, though, that the things 

fascinated her. Chasing about in the 

lesser gravity with a butterfly net 

would be just about her idea of a 
thrill. . . She went on vaporing idly, 
but 1 didn't listen. 

I WAS eagerly watching the drill's 

slow progress as it bit a two-foot 
wide circle in the rocl< and hardened 

pumice. I turned to comment on it 
to Randi, then paused at a sudden 
bass grov,;Jing from Snoops. The 

three of us looked up sharply. Ann 

was the first to cry out. 
"Look! Moles like lobsters!" she 

shouted. "Oh, Clem, aren't they 
cute-" 

'"Diggers!" I interrupted her, 
watching them. "I might have 

known it. They seem to scent it 

when anybody or anything starts to 

dig downwards. Take it easy. They're 
harmless enough." 

We studied perhaps a sco1·e of the 

strange looking gray shapes as they 
came towards us on their crablike 
feet. Their mouths, fitted by Nature 

with a naturally sharp drill in sword
fish fashion, were opening and shut

ting spasmodically, following the 

usual custom of biting invisible mites 
in the air-

Then all of a sudden there was 
confusion. Snoop's growling abrupt

ly Yeered off into a hoot of fury. He 
shot oub,·ards like a gigantic muff 
and charged at the advancing crea

tures. Immediately they scattered, 
then came back to the attack. In

side seconds Snoops and Digge'rs 
were mixed up in a snapping, snarl· 

ing mass of dust and flying pebbles. 



Randi grinned sardonically. "Evi

dently that swamp hound of yours 

doesn't like Diggers," he commented, 

obviously enough. "Sort of cat and 
dog act-" 

"Snoops! Come here!" I bawled, 

racing down into the melee. "Come 

here, damn you-!" 
I plowed through the midst of the 

drilling little devils, kicked them to 

one side, tore off those that had fast

ened their pincer claws into Snoops' 

fluffy body. He was bleeding a little. 

A drop or two fell on my trousers 

and the Diggers flew for it right 

away until I clubbed them off witn 

my revolvei'. 

Breathless, Snoops hugged tightly 
to me, I stumbled back to Randi and 

Ann. Instantly she took Snoops from 

me, cuddled him under her arm and 

softly strolced his head. 

"There now, poor little Snoopsy. 
Did he get cross, then. . ." 

"Better keep him locked up after 

this," Randi suggested dryly. "He 
may get hurt if you don't, and I'd 

hate to have that happen." 
If Ann hadn't been present, I'd 

have called him something. As it 

was, I looked back at the slowly re

turning Diggers-then Ann went 

into action with a very feminine but 

very determined "shooing" act. Her 

war-like leaps and noises were 

enough to lceep the Diggers away. In 

the intervals, she took Snoops to the 

ship and gradually bound him up 

with lint tied in chocolate box 

bows ... 

IN T\VO hours our drill had gone 

down three feet, moving more 

slowly now on 3-ccount of the tough

er material packed below. There 

was little to be gained by just watch· 

ing, so we returned to the ship for 

a rest and a meal and left the appar

atus to its own devices. 
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With some astonishment we found 

we'd been at work for eight hours. 

Time is like that on the Moon. The 

protracted day-the slow movement 

of the sun across the heavens-the 
lesser gravity. They all play havoc 

with one's sense of timing ... It was 

the meal that showed us how the 

burning heat had tired us. 

There were no objections at my 

suggestion that we should get some 

sleep before restarting work. My 

last vision before I securely closed 

the airlock was of the Diggers nos

ing around our still operating drill, 

and the eternal Flame Bugs swirling 

irt the sunshine. Then I went off to 

my room to grab some rest, leaving 

Snoops in the control room on 

guard . .. 

In fact it was Snoops who awak

ened me-his snuffling, prodding 

muzzle dug insistently into my ribs 

until I was forced to take notictl 

of him. I sat up yawning, saw 

through the window that the sun was 

considerably higher in the sky. Ac� 

cording to my watch, another eight 

hours had passed. The drill ought 

to be through by this time. 

I washed and tidied myself up, 

then I became aware that Snoops 

was remarkably anxious about some

thing. He ran in and out of my 

room, finally clamped his teeth on my 

trouser-leg, and began to pull me in� 

sistently. 

The moment I entered the control 

room I got a shock. The airlock was 

wide open-open to the drowsy still

ness of the lunar mid-day. 'l'hat 

started me on a wild search, and in 

three minutes I found that it was 

Ann who was missing! Randi wanted 

to know what was wrong, but I'd 

no time to waste on him. Instead l 
followed Snoops' anxious prowling, 
went with him across the burning 
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rocks towards our now-deserted drUJ
ing equipment. 

As I'd expected, the work had 

finished i tself and a bottomless, nar
row hole lay beneath the automatical
ly stopped drill. I stared at the shaft, 
then started . at a sudden cry from 
its dark depths. 

"Help ! 1s that somebody there ? 
Ciemmy, it's you !"  

"Ann !" I yel led, both in relief and 
amazement, flinging myself flat on 
the shaft edg·e. "Where the devil  
are you ?" 1 shaded my eyes. 

"Down here, of course ! I'm too 
short to get up and the shaft edge 
is too smooth. See-here's my 
hand !"  

I watched intently and saw some
thing vague and \\·hite twisting in 
the gloom. I reached to the limit 
and grasped it tightly. 

"How the devil did you get h ere ?" 
I demanded, staring at the smudge I 
took to be her face. 

"I-I fell in, and I'm scared. Help 
me up !" 

I reached down both hands, 
gripped her upflung wrists, and 

heaved. The weak gravity and her 
own natural l ightness made it pretty 
easy. In a few moments I'd lifted 

her up bodily and set her down on 
the rocks. 

She was fi lthy dirty, her bare a1·ms 
caked i n  dust, her hair and face 
smothered. For a long time she sat 
with her knuckles crammed in her 

eyes at the blinding glare of sun

shine. Then by degrees she looked 
at me-and I just couldn't stop my· 
self bellowing with laughter at her 
comic, filthy appearance. , 

"lt isn't funny !"  she complained, 
shuddering as she surveyed herself. 
Then she said, "You see, Clem, I 
couldn't sleep properly. I was too 
hot. I could  see the Flame Bugs 

through my window and I got to 

thinking about that evening froek. , • • 

Well ,  I got out my net and decided 
to hunt them. I went quietly and 
took Snoops with me as protection 
from the Diggen;. I found when I 
got here that the Diggers had gone 
and that this shaft was finished . • .  
I leaned OYer to look down, but I 
guess Snoops thought I was playing 
a game. He charged playfully at me, 
1 lost my balance, and down the 
shaft "·e both went. I wasn 't hurt 
much because the gravity's so si l ly
but I couldn't get up again w ithout 
help. l'm too small." 

SHE stopped and stared at me 
ruefully, wiping her faee. , I 

tried not to grin and asked politely, 
"And what then ?" 

"Well ,  I wandered about a little, 

hying to decide what to do. There 
were a lot of Fla.me Bugs flying 
about, and since they give a phos
phorescent sort of light, I could see 
pretty well-so I went along the nar
row tunnel into which I'd dropped. 
This tunnel ended in a huge cave, 
and I think it's the one Daggy Pye 
was talking about." 

"It was !"  I cried eagerly. "Then 
you-" 

"There were other tunnels and 
more caves beyond it," she went on 
seriously. "Sort of all the insides of 
the Moon. But there was something 1 
else, Clem-something that scared · 

the wits out of me-a great rumbling 
and roaring noise from somewhere 
deep inside the Moon ; and there 
\Yere hot winds and things, too. I 
saw the reflection of white l ight cast 
on the walls, and in the shadows 
there were thousands of Diggers 
crouched around in a kind of lum
inous crater. · I  think our newly
made shaft proYided an easier way 
into the ground than the fissure they 
usually use . . .  But around the floor 



there were l i ttl� chunks of brittle 
gray stuff. Like this . . .  " 

She fished i n  her blouse pocket 
and tugged out a shiny piece of stuff 
like extremely battered aluminum. 

"Then I lifted Snoops up our shaft 
in the hope he'd find you and bring 
you," she finished, handing the lump 
of stuff to me. "Think it might be 
what we're looking for ?" 

I studied it intently, and as I was 
doing so, footsteps came crunching 
up and Randi appeared. 

"Interesting, isn't it?" he asked 
slowly, squatting down. He glanced 
at Ann. "I heard most of what 
you had to say as I came u p," he 
remarked. "Sound carries very well 
in this stil l  air." 

"Think this might be what we're 
searching for ?" I asked, handing the 
l ump over. 

He shrugged, studied it, then stood 
up. With a sudden effort, he heaved 
it an enormous distanc�. We all 
watched its flight-then the three of 
us were abruptly l ifted from the 
ground and pressed back

' 
hard 

against the rocks by the force of a 

terrific explosion. 
It looked as though the whole ver

dure-filled valley rocked and swam 
under that stunning impact. Flame 

Bugs went hurtling like driven mist ; 
the distant trees swayed and bent. . .  
Then all was sti l l  once more. 

Very slowly I rose from shielding 
Ann. She was nearly crying with 
alarm. I noticed in that moment that 
Randi was not over startled ; he was 
looking towards the scene of the ex
plosion with a dreamy expression in 
his eyes. I saw his thin hands 
clench momentarily. 

"It is Potentium !" I exclaimed at 
last. 

"Exactly," he agreed thoughtfully. 
"Potent-iU'fn. Crystallized energy, 
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stored up through m i llions of years. 
Release of natural forces." 

"What the blazes at� you talking 
about ?" I demanded, scrambling up. 
"Did you know it would explode l ike 
that ?" 

"If it 1cas Potent ium-yes." 

"And I wandered about with that 
av.·ful stuff in my pocket !" Ann 
cried, suddenly shaking. "If I'd 
trodden on tile stuff, or slipped, or 
anything-Oh, Clem ! Do you real
ize. . ." 

She didn't finish ; the thought was 
too awesome for her, though I de
cided the l ight pull  of gravity 
wouldn't make her - doll-like weight 
very heavy on a piece of Potent-i!ltm 

anyway. 
"You see," Randi said, looking at 

us both, "I'm rather more of a 
scientist than you two think-and 
I also believe in turning Nature's ef
forts to good use, if possible." He 
pointed to the ten-foot crater the 
stuff had blown. "Look at that
from a thing· the size of a Brazil  nut. 
Imagine, then, a shell of a ton or 
so in weight, made of Potentium, 

dropped in  the middle of a civilized 
city ! Nothing-absolutely nothing 
-could stand against it. Whoever 
owned such a power could dominate 
all nations, all  Governments-per
haps all planets . . .  " 

AN N  gave a l i ttle gasp of alarm. 
"Vassy, whatever do you mean ·? 

You talk like a warmonger-" 
" 1  am," he said steadily, regarding 

her with a cold smile. Then with 
lightning suddenness, he whipped his 
revolYer from its holster, covered us 
both steadily. Stupidly Ann and I 
raised our hands. 

"Y./e came for fuel," he went on 
calmly. "And we've found it rather 
more quickly than I expected
thanks to Ann's fool blunderings 
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with a butterfly net. As an explo
sive material for rockets Potentiwn 
has certainly no equal-but I'm not 
i nterested in rockets. I regard the 
stuff as a supreme war weapon." 

"You mean you're working for 
some foreign powe r ?" I grated out. 

"Yes. You may have heard of a 
missing espionage agent-one Valon 
Kintroff. That's me . • .  You see, my 
government has ways and means of 
learning things. They found out that 
when Pye made his space-record trip, 
he was using hardly any fuel at all. 
Before he set out from earth, paid 
agents-in the guise of mechanics 
and so on-t·emoved a small quantity 
of his fuel and sent it to our labora
tories for analysis. It was found to 
possess an enormous amount of 
stored energy, released by the action 
of friction or heavy, successive 
blows. A lump the size of a pea, as 
Pye told us, was quite sufficient to 
drive him the 480,000 miles to the 
Moon anEl back . . .  " 

"Then ?" I asked bitterly. 

"I was assigned to learn all about 
the fuel-obtain it by any possible 
means without exciting suspicion. As 
you know, the Space Patrol prevents 
us from doing anything but legiti
mate business on any planet. No 
amount of bribery or corruption can 
get a paid agent in the Space Patrol. 
I could not, therefore, by any stretch 
of ingenuity, j ump a concession on 
Luna-nor could I import the neces
sary machinery. The only thing to 
do was to l ine up with somebody who 
had a legitimate purpose and then 
work things my own way. I went 
to work, found out by devious means 
that Pye was prepared to sell h i s  
fuel secret, that ns source was o n  
the Moon. 

"I realized he'd sell to the biggest 
company-the Drew. So I struck 

up an apparently amorous acquaint
ance with you, Ann. Pye did as I 'd 
hoped, and I tried to get the con
cession to save further trouble. You 
outbid me, Ann, so I let you have 
it and kept by you all the same . . •  
All very simple, isn't it '!" 

I looked at him helplessly, said 
savagely, "A1·e you fool enough to 
think you can get away with this, 
Randi ? You-" 

/ "I know I can," he answered me, 
complacently. "Accidents on the 
Moon-death of famous hei ress and 
young space-explorer . . •  Very easy. 
Oh, yes ! Pye was the fiy in th.e oint
ment. He did not suspect anything 
unti l I gather he heard something 
over the radio about a m issing es
pionage agent-Kintroff. As you 
know, Pye was once in the Secret 
Service. He'd unfortunately seen 
my record photograph and started to 
recognize me . . • .  He came into my 
room to know the truth while you 
two were asleep. We fought it out. 
He ended up through the emergency 
lock. . •  You see, of the two evils of 
him giving me away, or losing him 
and the exact location of Potent·ium, 
I decided the latter was the lesser. 
Naturally I typed his suicide note. 
I remembered his outburst about war 
and kindred things. Perfect link up 
for me." 

"So it 1cas murder ! "  I roared. 
"You damned, rotten snake ! I sus
pected i t, but l couldn't prove it . . .  " 

RAND! grinned a little as I 
glared at him. Ann looked at 

me helplessly. Behind us Snoops 
snuffled im patiently. 

"You Jmow, Dixon, you're some
th ing of a fool," Handi commented. 
" If you were anyth ing of a scientist 
-such as I think I am-you wou l d  
h ave seen the possibilities o f  this fuel 
for yourself. Don't you see what's 



happened here on the :Moon ? The 
titanic craters and mountain rang es 
could possibly have been caused by 
volcanic and internal upheaval-but 
not p1·obabty . . •  Natu re is ever ex
pending her force. Some of it passes 
away into space ; some of it chang es 
into invisible r adiation-but quite a 
quantity of i t  is stor ed up in ma
ter ials. 

"Coal, for instance, discharg es 
long accumulated solar energ y. In 
the ultimate state of a wor ld l ike 
this one, vast amounts of energ y  ar e 
l iable to be stor ed u p  i n  the rocks in 
a locked, potential form. The forces 
that blew these vast craters are n o  
long er active-they're iner t, await
ing powerful impact to r elease them 
-just as coal seams w il l  not burn· 
until the coal is r emoved and placed 
on a fir e. That is the nature of this 
fuel-locked energ y-a planet with 
g reat ar eas of its underwor ld hold
i ng enor mous supplies of leashed 
fo rce-Potent-tum, as Pye so aptly 
called i t. Contr ol of that stuff-" 

That was about the limit of what 
I could stand. Randi' s  snee r i ng voice, 
his super cilious explanation, his ab
solute belief in his mastery of the 
situation, did something to me. With 
an almost mechanical impulse, I sud
denly dr opped my hands and charg ed 
for war d. Ag ainst the lesser g ravity, 
I was on him in a second ; his re
volver went off violently and fel l  a 
few feet away. In the confusion I 
saw Ann snatch at it g ingerly. 

Then Snoops joined in, l ip  drawn 
back over his teeth, his Ring le eye 
flaming hate. He' d  never liked Randi 
anyhow, and my sudden attack was 
sufficient to r elease his terrific tern- . 
per . 

I punched and pounded Randi 
with all the force I could muster, 
and that was plenty with muscular 
power r ating so hig h-but i n  Randi 
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I was dealing w ith a man of unsus
pected strength. He was no boxer, 

but h is w restling holds were wicked. 
Before I k new what had happened, 
I was underneath him with h is 
crushing fing ers at my throat. 

Snoops charg ed in with snar ling 
muzzle, only to fly backwar ds as 
Randi lashed out with his heavy boot. 
The blow hit  Snoops clean on tho 
head, stunned him completely with 
its violence . . . That incident lent me 

added fury and I strugg led ag ain 
with the force of a maniac. 

Oul_gf the tail  of my eye I saw 
Ann dancing around frantically with 
the revolver butt foremost i n  her 

hand. Down it came, aimed uner r
ing ly at Randi-but at that iden
tical moment my si.rugg ling s  suc
ceeded and I came u pper most, g ot 
the full force of the revolver blow 
on my left temple. 

I saw a soundless fl ash of fire--

CHAPTER IV 

POWER AND PEACE 

A DEEP, rumbling ,  beating 
roar thunder ed in my ear s. 
The . g round was shaking 

undemeath me. Stiffly, I twisted 
ar ound and tried to bring up my 

hands to my head-only I couldn't. 
They were bound securely at my 
sides. In fact my whole body was 
bound so tig htly I c.:ould not even 

bend my knees. 
For a moment I lay passive on 

roug h  stone, g azing at a remote, 
lofty ceiling of rock,  lig hted by the 
�ternal dancing of the Flarne Bv.gs 
-and something else. A vast, dis
tolted wavering shadow was cast on 
the wall in front of me, the ragg ed 
outlines of a man, his  head bent as 
he looked downwards. 

I t wisted around at that, and the 
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first thing I saw was Ann beside me, 
similarly bound. She flicked her 
eyes towards the figure of Randi 
standing some littl€ distance away. 
• • • The scene rather awed me for 
a moment-the vision of h im staring 
down into some kind of crater, its 
creamy glow fanning upwards with 
the radiance of white hot fire. Hot 
winds were swirling through the 
cavern ; the deep, remote muffled 
boomings gave a little insight to the 
titanic battle of . forces still being 
waged deep in the inuon's core, prob
ably at the bottom of that colossal 
shaft. 

"What happened ?" I whispered, 
wishing my head didn't ache so 
abominably. 

"I'm sorry I hit you," she mut
t€red. "It was a complete accident. 
He overpowered me in a moment, 
brought me down here, and then 
brought you as well. He tied us up 
together with his belt while he went 
to the ship and got some rope . • •  
Funny thing, he saved a length of 
the rope for something, and also 
brought a bottle of acid from our 
supplies." 

"Acid !" I cried. 
My voice carried to Randi. He 

turned and came slowly forward, 
smiling complacently. 

"So you've recovered, Dixon," he 
murmured. "And are wondering 
about my acid bottle, eh ? Well, you'll 
soon see its purpose. At least I 

shall be able to spare myself the 
thought that I ill treated either of 
you. It will be so swift-so sudden 
-there can be no question of linger
ing pain . . .  However, first there is  
work to be done." 

He turned away and went swift
ly out of the cavern. The moment 
he'd gone I set to work on my ropes. 
Ann and I sat back to back and 

worked with desperate fury, she pull-

ing at my knots and I at hers-but I 
we might as well have tried to open 
a bank vault with a toothpick for 
all the good we accomplished. Those 
knots were so damned tight it would 
take hours to unfasten them work
ing under such conditions. 

The idea of rubbing the rope 
against stone was ruled out too in 
case we h appened to choose a piece 

of Potentium and the friction would 
blow us to infinity . . .  

So by the time Randi came back, 
we were pretty exhausted. He had 
only that same smile on his sallow 
face. With him he had brought 
four ordinary metal chests from the 
ship, carefully lined w ith cotton weol 
and waste rags. Ann and I watched 
i n  si lence as he moved about the 
cavern, picking up gray, metallic 
hunks of the explosive rock and lay
ing it with gentle care in the crates, 
taking supreme pains to wrap each 
piece separately. As each crate be
came full he departed with it, walk
ing on tip toe to avoid all chance 
of j ar-and, thanks to his precau
tions and the lightness of the gra
vitation, he got all his crates full 
and removed them, presumably to 
the ship. 

Then he came back with three 
strong poles which he proceeded to 
erect with significant silence in the 
cavern's center. By the time he'd 
finished, he had a stand like a camp 
fire tripod with a massive hunk of 
rock suspended from the center by 
the surplus length of rope. He re
garded it like an artist finishing a 
masterpiece, just glanced at us 
amusedly, then searched around until 
he found a large, odd piece of Poten
tiwn. Carefu lly he placed i t  on the 
floor directly under the suspended 
rock. 

"I wonder," he said, turning, "if 
I need to explain this?" 



"You know damn well you don't ! "  
I raged. "If this is your idea o f  
fighting f o r  your count ry, you've 
some plenty foul ideas! Wh y can't 
y ou and I fight it out ? Leave Ann 
out of it ! She-" 

"Knows everyt hing, l ike you," h e  
murmured. "And that, u nh appily, 
is a chance I cannot afford to take. 
You see, this piece of rock is l arge 
enough to · weigh pret ty h eavy even 
in this gravity. Now, if I sprinkle 
n itric acid on the support i ng rope, it 
wi ll rapidly eat through it . Down 
comes rock, explodes Potentium un-

. derneath, and- Well , I can imagine 
· my reporting a tragic l unar accident 

in wl\ich two well known people l ost 
their l ives . . . And I have three crates 

' full of Potentiu.rn, enough to make 
, bombs to blow all enemy civil izations 

from the face of the Eart h. 

"Th en, in th e f ut ure, I may re-
turn h ere wit h  others. This cave 

. w ill assuredl y be bl ast ed to dust, 

: but not all traces of Potentium w ill 

· vanish from the moon. I sh all dig 

. for it  again, be th e h eir to it, be-
cause it was your dying w ish, Ann, 

, that it  sh oul d  be so." 

"You-you can't do th is, Vassy !" 

sh e screamed franticall y, l ash ing h er 
: 

bound body. " You j ust can't -" 

"Wh o's going to bel ieve you,  any
: way?" I broke in furiousl y. "You'll 

be caught by the Drew C ompany 

and made to expl ain!" 

"Wh ich I sh all -very sat isfactori
ly," h e  smil ed. " You see, Ann, you 
have made the ent i re concession over 
to me. It was your dying wish . "  

"I-I d idn't! It -it isn't ! "  she 
stammered despairingl y ;  then she 
took refuge in tears. I l ay gl aring 
up at Randi. 

"Wh at in hel l  are you talking 
about ?" I grated. " You've got no 
auth ority, and never will h ave." 
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FOR answer he t ugged out a sh eet 
of paper from his pocket and 

held i t  for us to see. Both Ann and 
I stared in speechless amazement at 
a statement i n  Randi's handwrit i ng 
that the entire concession and for
mula were u nder h is control. That 
was plain enough, but the extraord
i nary part about it was Ann's un
mistakable, fl owing signature at th e 
end. 

"You see, it is not a forgery," 
Randi comment ed dryly. 

"But-but h ow- '?" Ann gasped, 
"That' s  my signature, yes. E ven my 
bank manager would swear to it , 
but-" 

"A l ittle game of 'Give and Take'," 
Randi said softl y, refol ding the 
paper. "You remember how we 
played it  on the jou rney ? I believe 
I won an entire imaginary continent 
from you. In accordance with th e 
rul es, you gave me your signature 
for it, j ust as on an I. 0. U. I 

wrote the statement of the game debt 
at the top of the sheet , and you 
signed at th e bot tom. To you it was 
j ust a game of f un-to me a game 
of real ity. I h ad merel y  to tear th e 
top off the sh eet and substitut e  th ese 
oth er vital words u nderneath . . . 
Need I remind you that th e Expedi
tionary Cl ause in th e new Space Law 
makes it l egal -as in th e constantl y  
existent case of a sol dier-for a dy
ing person on an expedition to m ake 
a l ast will w ith out the presence of 
witnesses, provided the signature is 
approved by experts. . ?" 

"Why, you infernal swine ! "  I 

yell ed. "You dared to do that ? Is 
there nothing safe from your rotten 
fi ngers ? And if you want ed to kil l  
us, \.Yhy resort to this ? You k ill ed 
Pye without compunction ; wh at 
stopped you on our account ?" 

"Well ,  I want ed to be sure th at 
Potentium coul d  be found first, oth er-
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wise my accident story and false 
concession ,.,·ould have been useless 
and I'd have found myself in dif
ficulties. But as it is-" 

He shrugged and turned aside, 
pulled a bottle from h is pocket. Ann 
and 1 could only watch helplessly as 
an oily, corrosive fluid poured from 
t�e bottle onto the rope suspending 
the improvized pile driYer. At the 
finish of his performance, Randi 
threw the bottle away with a 
flourish, regarded the wisping smoke 
already rising from the rope i nto 
the disturbed air. 

"I should say • . . about fifteen 
m inutes," he commented, glancing at 
his watch. "That will  give me am
ple time to get away from the Moon 
i nto space-and I have an idea that 
the Moon's surface will  change a 
deal in the upheaval, enough any
how to substantiate my story of an 
accident." He stopped and regarded 
us. "It's been nice knowing you," 
he chuckled, then he went softly from 
the <!Jlvern and vanished i n  the out
let tunnel beyond. 

IT SEEMED that Ann and I lay 
gazing for a n  eternity at that 

gently smoking rope before the full 
horror of our predicament hammered 
in upon us-then we both started to 
thresh and struggle with desperate 
energy, straining and tugging until 
the skin round our wrist ropes was 
bleeding and broken. 

Disturbed by our activities one or 
two D1:ggers came from out of the 
warm shadows. I called to them as 
a last desperate measure. If only 
I could get them to \York they'd dri l l  
through the ropes i n  a m oment-but 
all the little devi ls did was to sit 
l ike rats and watch us, basking in 
t he warmth from the central crater 
shaft. 

"No dice," I panted at last. "Th ey 
haven't the brains to know what I 

mean. We'll have to try rolling to
wards the tripod-" 

"No-no, v.·ait !" Ann screamed. 
"You can't pick your way like you 
can when walking. There are bits 
of Potentiurn all over the floor. If 
your weight crushes one of them 
we'l l  go sky high." 

"And what do you think we'll do 
when that blasted rock falls ?" I de
manded desperately. "This is the 
lesser of the two evils. Come on !" 
And I started rolling with frantic 
speed, digging my bound heels into 
the floor to help me along. 1 couldn't 
have stood upright, anyhow ; I was 
too tightly bound. 

Little by little I edged my way 
along, moving towards the Poten
tium under the tripod i n  the hope 
that I might be able somehow to push 
it away-but the distance ! It seemed 
to me like hundreds of m iles. And 
suddenly the rock swayed ever so 
slightly as one strand of the rope 
parted smokingly. 

"Clem, it's going !" Ann screeched. 
"It's going !" 

"Keep rolling !" I ordered, and 
made myself sound savage to stop 
her going hysterical-though I knew 
it  didn't matter much anyhow. The 
rate I was going at I'd never reach 
the darn thing i n  time, anyhow . . •  

Then, half way in a roll, I stopped 
at a sudden sound down the outlet 
tunnel. Not a second l ater Snoops 
came into view-limping badly, blood 
dripping from a battered j aw, a deep 
gash across his skull where the fur 
had been torn away. I stared at 
him in momentary horror. I n  the 
intensity of the moment, I had for· 
gotten all  about him. 

"He's hurt !' '  Ann cried. "Look, 
he's bleeding . •  , ." 

"Come here, Snoops !" I ordered 



wildly, mak ing motions with my 
body. "Bite ! ln God's name, ani
mal-bite !" 

Bite ! That was the last thing the 
affectionate old fool did. He lay 
down, plainly exhausted, and licked 
my hand languidly. I felt the warm 
drip of blood d rops as he made the 
action. 

"Bite!" I screamed. "Dammit, 
Snoops-bite!" 

He licked my bound right hand 
again ,  more affectionately than ever 
-and also more wearily. I couldn't 
figure how he'd gotten into such a 
state, why he'd been so long coming. 
Unless that devil Randi-

Then my thoughts were inter
rupted by a violent commotion in the 
shadows. Like a sudden tide a mass 
of Diggers came swarming into view, 
eyes glinting fiendishly, their ter
rible drilling muzzles projected for 
action. Ann and I watched in blank 
horror as they swept towards us
but they left her alone entirely and 
instead plunged for me. 

Exhausted though he was, Snoops 
was on his feet again instantly, 
snarling defensively, and this time 
there was nothing I could do to save 
matters. Fighting began instantly
a swearing, snapping mass swarm
ing about the cave, piling thick and 
fast on poor old S noops until he 
went down with a crash . . .  But I 
noticed something else too. Savage
ly sharp dri lls were boring into my 
right hand, through the rope that 
pinioned it. Almost before I realized 
what was happening, my hand was 
free ! 

"It's the blood-Snoops' blood ! "  
Ann shouted hystericaJly, staring at 
me. "It happened in that other tight 
-when it got on your clothes . . .  It's 
on your ropes. . . The DiggeTs-at

tracted them-enemies . . .  " She got 

Lunar Concession * * * 29 

no further, collapsed in her bonds, 
utterly ove rcome. 

1 d idn't wait to ask whys or where
fores. I hu rled off the remaining 
Diggers, ripped my hand free, 
tugged out my left arm from the 
loosened rope, then dragged myself 
as fast as I could go along the cavern 
floor, fel l  flat by the tripod. 

WITH i n fmite care, I dragged 

out the Potentimn from be
neath. Hardly had I pushed it to a 
safe distance than the supported 
rock came down w ith a bang that 
made a dent in the soft floor and 
sent dust swi rling v,·i ldly . . . 

I was shaking with reaction, had 
to lie prone to stil l  my slamming 
heart. Then at last I was calmer, 
tore the remaining rope from my 

body and released Ann, raised her 
in my arms. 

I was glad she didn't see the car
nage I was forced to gaze upon
the s wa rming masses of Digger,<� 
over the lacerated corpse of poor old 
Snoops. I knew in those moment� 
that all aid 1 could give was un
wanted . . .  Slowly I went out of the 
cavern. 

As I neared the surface opening, 
Ann recovered again, but I still car
ried her. Without saying anything,

· 

I l ifted her up to the rim of the 
surface hole and she scrambled out
side. With my greater height, I got 
up without assistance, just as Randi 
must have done. 

"Even though "·e've got out o f  
that mess, we're not much better off," 
Ann remar!,ed moodily, gazing at the 
blue·black sky. "I don 't see the shi r> 
anywhere up there, so I guess he';.; 
go'ne. . . Taken all the dril l ing ap
paratus, too," she went on, surveying 
the deserted space. Then she lookeJ 
at me quickly. "Where's Snoops '! 
We must have left h im below-" 
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"For good," I said seriously. "Any
how, he died being loyal." 

We began to walk aimlessly ; then 
she said, "Well, I was right about 
the blood on your rope attracting 
the Digge1·s, anyway. They and 
Snoops were sworn enemies-" She 
broke off. 

"Look !" she cried in amazement, 
as we turned the corner of the rock 
that gave access to the main valley 
side. 

I saw immediately what she 
meant. Our ship was where it had 
been all the time-but that wasn't 
the main point. I raced forward in  
long leaps to land beside the spl·awl
ing body of a man-Randi ! Ann 
turned away with a little shudder as 
I turned him over. Just for a mo
ment I felt pretty squeamish, too. 
His neck was lacerated mel'ci l essly 
from ear to ear. Across his face 
were the unmistakable m;u·ks of 
canine teeth. 

Gently I Jet him fall back on the 
crimson stained dust. 

"Snoops !"  I breathed, suddenly un

derstanding. "Ann, don't you real
ize-? That was why Snoops took 
so long in  joining us. He hated 
Randi ; he hated him more after he 
stunned him so violently. He must 
have waited h is chance and then 
sprung-probably from this very 
rock. And he made no mistake. Got 
the j ugular . . .  " 

"But Randi made a lot of trips," 
Ann reminded me. "Why did Snoops 
choose the last one ?" 

I shrugged. "Probably because he 
was stil l  unconscious during the in

terval, and only recove1·ed as Randi 
made his last trip to the ship. • • 
That accounts for Snoops' condition. 

There must have been a hell of a 
fight . . .  " 

She nodded very slowly, gripped 
my arm in eloquent si lence as we 
turned towards the machine . • .  

AT LEAST Randi had guessed 
right in one thing-his belief 

in the potency of Potentium. Once 
we got back to Earth and had the 
stu ff  analysed and formu lated ac
col'ding to Pye's methods, we adopted 
Randi 's own scheme and had a con
siderable amount of the 1·aw stuff 
made into bombs. 

Then, purely as a matter of de
fense, we demonstrated the bombs' 
efficiency to a world council of war. 
The result was immedi ate. Ap
proaching hosti lities were tempered ; 
bickering slad:ened off. No nation 
could afford to tackle such a su
premely destructive agent. The 
threat of war vanished-but i n  the 
laboratories of the Drew Space Cor
poration there still remains enough 
substance in  raw state to blow to 
atoms any nation that dares to break 
the World Peace Pact of 1994. 

Today, of course, the Moon is en
tirely under the control of the Drew 
Concessionaries. The stuff is mined 
by trusted experts and used for the 
peace-time measure of super-fuel. . .  
None without absolute authority may 
venture to that lunar storehouse. 

Ann has gained more sense since 
her experiences-but there are times 
when we both wonder, during the 
al l-too slack intervals of our busy 
married life, how much of this power 
and peace would have come about 
but for the supreme loyalty of an 
ugly, one-eyed mass of fur from the 
swamps of Vt!nus . • •  



By ED EARL REPP 
A w&r-torn world turned to John Waldron, the Brain,  in time of need-not in a plea 
to end the war, but in a desperate attempt to help them rld the world of a strange 
insect plague! But stlll more shocking to the world came the message of the Brain . . . .  

A riant wasp loomed rtp five /Aet auay from him ! 

CHAPTER I 

M-DAY 

Y

OUNG Dale Cannon was 
white-faced and shaken 
when he entered the labora

tory that morning. He stopped 
squarely j ust inside the door, as if 
unable to proceed further. From the 
nerveless fingers of his right hand 
dangled the ominous yellow card that 
had brought his world crashing about 
him like a house of mud. 

31 

From across t h e  room, John Wal
dron's metallic, rasping voice sheared 
the tumult of his mind : "Dale ! That 
card ! Does it mean that you- ?" 

The young scientist tried to square 
his sagging shoulders. but it was a 

futile effort. Wearily he advanced 
from the door. "Yes, it means I'm 
called ! "  he said tonelessly. "It's M
day-the draft. It had to come at a 
time like this, bringing the end of 
our-your work. God, what useless 
waste !" 

There was a heaving, clumping 
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sound as \Valdt·on, universally known 
by the sobriquet, "The Brain," labor
iously made his way to the younger 
man's side. H is strong·, metal fingers 
came down heavily on Dale's shoul
der. 

"When nations go to war," his 
crisp, mechanical voice said, "there is 
no such thing as waste. Millions of 
dollars are flung into the 1·aging fire, 
the youngest and most valuable men 
are slaughtered. But it is not waste. 
No, it is making the world safe for 
democracy or some ism - whatever 
the warlords have declared. But for 
us who think, it is cruel." 

The Brain looked away, g·azing 

with bitterness at the tangle of pipes, 
sinks, and glass tanks that made a 
modern j ungle of the laboratory. Dale 
saw the despair brimming in his en
ormous green eyes. Savagely he 
smashed his flst down on an acid
stained sink. 

"When I let myself thi nk of it ! ' '  
he cried. "Here we are, in the midst 
of work which promises to save hu
manity from a dozen diseases that 
make life a haphazard thing. And 
today, because every large nation of 
the world is at war, I must leave 
you while I pick up a rifle and learn 
to kill ! Only by a miracle will I come 
back to you, in this day of refined 
butchery. Cruel !" 

This time the Brain found no an
swer for John Waldron knew that 
when Cannon left him, the experi
mentation he loved must end-per

haps forever, if Dale never came 
back. His poor, clumsy body was like 
a battery without a motor, like a 
brain without a body . . . .  which was 

exactly what Waldron was. Dale Can

non was the "body" th is awkward, 
miraculous l i ttle creature who was 
half man and h alf robot used to do 

his amazing work. 
Now both men \Vere brought sh arp-

ly about as the door flew open. Into 
the room hurried a girl, dark-haired, 
dark-eyed, frantic. The marks of 
sh·ain and anx iety were in her deli
cate features. 

"Dale ! "  The word was like a sob as 
she rushed up to him. Her voice 
became muffled, because her face was 
pressed against his coat lapel. "I've 
been look ing· for you all night ! Yes

terday I got my draft card for n urse 
service. When I went to tell you, I 

found your apartment unlocked and 
the government envelope on the floor. 

I knew what had happened, and-and 

I was afraid . . . " 
"I started walldng," Dale mur

mured. "Guess I walked all nig·ht. 
So th ey'1·e drafting women now. It'll 

be children next." 
Heavy thumping sounds, a�d the 

clanking of metal joints, told that the 
Brain had begun to pace the floor. 
"It's the same old vicious circle," 
came his toneless voice. 

"Wh en will it stop ?" Dale groaned. 
"The last war threw us back twenty 

years. This one will l'etard civiliza
tion and science for a hundred. John, 
it will take a new order of things 
to end wars . . •  an entirely different 
scheme. A man like you could de
vise one- !" 

T
HE Brain sighed, with a thin 
rasping of his m e t a I larynx. 

"Greater minds than mine have failed 
on that problem," he shook his head. 

' 'There's never been a greater mind 
than yours ! "  Sue Carey protested. 
"Medicine, astronomy, and industrial 

science are changed spheres since you 
entered them. John, you must, be· 
fore it's too late ! Dale and I will be 
in camp by tonight. Perhaps, befo1·e 
this  awful carnage is ended, you can 

think of something-" 
In the tense silence thnt came into 

the fantastically modern laboratory, 



the thoug-hts of the girl and Dale 
were on the miracle of this unworld
ly little being whose mind, in their 
opinion, was Earth's only hope for 
permanent peace. Yet, except for a 
tragic accident long ago, John Wal
dron would have been little more in
telligent than they. 

Ten years ago, the Brain had been 
a handsome fig-ure of a man, six feet 
tall, proportionately heavy, a skillful 
physicist. In one flashing second of 
catasb·ophe, when an explosive went 
off prematurely, his body had been 
shattered, the arms and legs ripped 
off, his skull crushed. Surgeons be
came tight-lipped at the hopeless re
mains. 

"One more saint in the calendar of 
science," they shrugged, "gone to 
j oin the Curies, the Bacons, the 
shadowy host of unselfish martyrs." 
B ut suddenly, from the battered lips, 
came whispered words ! 

Step by step, that half-dead torso 
on the operating table told the sur
geons what to do to give him life. 
Never a surgeon himself, that acci
dent affected Waldron's brain, giving 
him knowledge beyond that of the 
specialists who surrounded him. He 
spoke of things they had never 
dreamed of attempting. Yet-they 
did it. 

It was a y.ear before Waldron 
walked again. He prowled through 
his old, dusty laboratory like a being 
from the void. Tottering on spindly, 
steel legs, he moved his top-heavy 
sponge-silver torso about like a robot. 
Within this honeycomb of metal were 
encased his vital organs, all that was 
left of his fleshy bod_y·, save his head. 

His arms were systems of rods and 
joints, terminating in bulky, almost 
useless metal grippers. His voice was 
a mechanical one. Every "nerve cen
ter" in his body was connected with 
his brain. And the whole, fantastic 
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machine was purely a shell that per
mitted his  brain to live. Beh ind 
bulging forehead and goggling eyes
it lived on. 

His brain-that was the most won
derful part of his miraculous body. 
In ten years, he had perfected and 
given the world the first space-ship ; 
he had stamped out cancer ; he had 
brought to pass weather control. And 
yet without Dale Cannon, whose dex
tmus fingers and keen intelligence 
operated as his own, he would have 
been able to do nothing. 

There was a strang·e affinity be
tween them that enabled the Brain 
to control Dale's body during the 
course of an experiment almost as 
though it were his own. It was a 
strange situation, with Cannon's own 
trained intellect and hands retaining 
full power, yet serving as a catalyst 
between the Brain's thoughts and the 
completed act. 

It was hypnotism, and yet it was 
not. But this much they knew : that 
it would be years, if ever, before 
John Waldron found another man 
who could serve him. 

Softly the Brain's reedy voice 
spoke again :  "You leave tonigh t ?" 

"At four o'clock," Cannon re· 
sponded. 

The Brain surprised them by smil
ing. His enormous green eyes lool<ed 
wistful. "Then let us spend this day 
working for the last time. All night 
I have been thinking about our fail
ure yesterday. I believe I have it, 
now." 

With his usual alacrity, Cannon 
prepared the apparatus. His mind 
would not be routed from its gloomy 
s ubject. Somberly he set up a great 
brass ball, trained electro-magnets 
on colored bands about i ts curved sur
face. The experiment was an at· 
tempt to break the secret of gravity. 
If Waldron succeeded this time, 
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transportation would no longer be a 
problem on earth. 

The lab filled itself with the whis
tling roar of the :·evolving ball, the 
crackling of power. Dale sat at a 
switchboard that resembled an elec
tric organ console, calling forth dis
charges from the myriad of magnets 
and transformers. 

Behind h im, on a high stool, 
h unched the Brain. His huge head 
was canted forv.·ard on its metal neck 
of flexible tubing. His eyes glittered, 
and the fingers of his steel hands 
moved in an overpowering desire to 
perform the actions himself. 

Suddenly Dale sprang up. "It's no 
use !" he blurted. "It isn't the same. 
My mind is so cloudy, eYen you can't 
use it." 

With a gesture of finality, he ex
tended his hand. The Brain's came 
up to meet it. Dale's strong fingers 
closed about the scientist's clumsy 
ones. Sue stood by, white-faced. 

"Good bye," Dale muttered. "Try 
to find someone else. And for your 
sake, for the whole world's sake, 
don't stop until you've found a way 
to bring sanity to mankind !" 

Abruptly they were gone, with only 
the echo of retreating footsteps to 
mark their going. 

The Brain stood alone for a long 
time. At last he turned. Because he 
wanted to keep from thinking for a 
while, he let his metal body down on 
the bench before the control board. 
He began to play over the keys. 

His jointed fingers stumbled and 
buckled as he manipulated the con
trols. The brass globe stopped, 
started, faltered. The magnets grew 
hot. Finally there was a flash that 
betokened the burning out of a cir
cuit. Even at this simple operation, 
the artificial fingers were useless. 

Waldron looked out the window, 
futile tears standing out in his bulg-

ing eyes. All at once he crashed his 
hands do"m on the keys. 

"I'll do it ! "  he whispered. "Some
how . . .  God only knows in what 
way. But-it-will-be-done !" 

CHAPTER II 

THE HORROR FROM THE SKIES 

By THE middle of March, not 
a nation, including those 
that had escaped the World 

War, was out of this ·6Ife. It was the 
war to end wars . . .  yet every think
ing being who crouched there in the 
trenches realized others would follow 
it. 

That thought was in Dale Can
non's mind that late March after
noon, while he huddled in an observa
tion pit bored into a hillside above 
the battlefield east of Victorville. The 
broken desert below him was churned 
by plowing shells and occasional 
bombs. A telephone was all that 
connected him with headquarters, 
underground beneath the rear lines. 

A mouthpiece was strapped in 
place so that he could talk without 
removing his hands from the binocul
ars he gripped. Through the glasses 
he scanned the blue heights of the 
Sierras west of h im, towering ma
jestically over the scene of battle. He 
watched a puff of dust blossom from 
the tree-clad slants and drift away. 
Then he spoke, mechanically. 

"Raise elevation four and one-half 
degrees. Shift right by six degrees. 
Next shot will get them." 

"Them" was a nest of enemy ob
servers near the mountain top-men 
who liked to live as much as he, but 
whom he had thus coldly condemned 
to death. Down below, a cannon 
roared, sank back behind a barricade. 
Up above, five men died without 
knowing they had been hit. 



"That do it, Captain ?" came the 
clipped voice in the phones. 

"Yes. No-my God, wait !" Dale 
lurched half to his feet. "Lieuten
ant, look above the hills there ! All 
along, for ten miles." 

"What is it ?" Anxiously, now. 

"What is it ?" Dale 1·oared. 
"Planes ! Hundreds, thousands of 
them ! Coming in a black cloud as 
far as I can see." 

The gunner was silent ; then his 
voice croaked, "Oh, my God !"  

Dale had not exaggerated. As  far 
as his eyes could reach, even with the 
aid of field glasses, was a roaring 
h orde of black shapes, swooping down 
upon them ! As they came closer, the 
�un fell behind their close-packed 
mass, casting an eerie twilight over 
the setting. 

Quite suddenly, all firing- ceased. 
The Allies' guns went silent. The 
enemies' became mute. And in that 
horror-born hush, Dale realized that 
these were not enemy planes, for they 
were as startled as the Allies. His 
eyes ached with the strain he put 
them to. 

Then his gaze leaped into focus on 
one of the ships that was farther 
ahead than the others. In the next 
moment he had l urched to his feet. 
His face was sucked dry of color. 

"Lieutenant !"  he husked. "Man 
your guns. Those aren't planes. They 
-they're alive ! I can see their eyes 
and mouths !"  

He was oblivious to the officer's 
pleas for more information. Present
ly firing broke out in both armies, all 
of it directed upward at the endless 
horde of monsters that were circling 
above in a great arc. In Dale's eyes 
was still the vision he had seen 
through the glasses. 

A huge, black, hairy head, with 
telescopic antennae, topped a long, 
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slender body, like that of a wasp. But 
the creature must be at least ten feet 
long ! The yellow, hairy mandibles 
swinging open and shut caused him 
to shudder. The huge eyes with their 
thousands of facets were scarcely less 
horrible. 

Minute by minute they circled low
er. Dozens of them came hurtling 
down as bullets took their toll. But 
those dozens were like so many 
grains of sand dipped from the beach. 
It was obvious that they had a def
inite objective : Attack ! 

With the cold shock of realization 
upon him, Dale leaped up and flung 
the headphones to the ground. Sue 
was down there in the trenches-in 
the path of those wasps, or whatever 
the�r were. 

The trenches were a bedlam by the 
time he reac: 1ed them. Soldiers ran 
about in wildest disorder, firing at 
the bellies of the gigantic insects only 
a hundred feet above the ground now. 
The hissing roar of a million mighty 
wings filled the air. The wind stirred 
by their beating created a fog of dust 
everywhere. 

Somehow, Dale fought his way to 
the hospital dugouts. He passed of
ficers as crazy as their rankest re
cruit, saw dozens of hardboiled fight
ing men on their knees, praying, 
stumbled over many who h ad fainted 
from shock. And against that mad
ness he unconsciously set the cold
blooded order of the wasps. 

Sue sprang out the door almost into 
his arms. "Dale !"  she sobbed. "Is 
it a nightmare, or are we all crazy ?" 

"They're real, I know that," Dale 
jerked. "Come on. You've got to get 
under shelter somewhere." 

Half dragging her, he found an 
empty officer's dugout and lifted her 
in. Swiftly he sprang out, a rifle in 
his hands. All around them, massive 
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insects were dropping, as concen

trated fire cut through their close

packed ranks. They lit with soft 

thuds. Dale saw that his surmise was 

correct. The invaders were about ten 

feet long and four or five feet high. 

He began firing at the grotesque 

faces sweeping closer to them. 

Shrieks and groans came from all 

sides. He felt a breathlessness clamp 

down on him as the first of the horde 

landed and came running- on swift 
legs down the trenches and over the 

hig·her land. 

Shot after shot he poured into the 

horrible bodies ; yet only a square hit 

in the head stopped them. Abruptly, 

a giant wasp loomed up five feet away 

from him. With a cry of involuntary 

tenor, he ducked into the dugout. 
The monster crowded i ts ugly shape 
into the doonvay. 

Sue was screaming. Dale shook as 

with an ague as he aimed at one of 
the honeycomb-like eyes and squeezed 
the trigger. A dull click told him 

the gun was empty. 

Desperately, Dale sent a wild 

glance about the bomb-proof shelter. 
There was no other door, no window. 

Suddenly he felt calm, as he knew the 

end was here. 
He got Sue behind him and awaited 

the monster's advance. It squeezed 
through the door, tearing away tim
bers and cement as it passed. Dale's 

fists balled. Without warning, the 

beast sprang. 
There was a moment of suffocat� 

ing under a soft, warm body. Then 
something j abbed his s tomach, caus

ing him to cry out. Almost instantly, 
a delicious lassitude sank th rough his 
body, and h e  lost consciousness. 

WHEN Dale came to, he was 

lying· on h ard ground, "\vith 

thousands of prostrate bodies around 

him. With a start, he sat up. A 

choked cry escaped him as he saw 

Sue lying near him. 

At his touch, she opened her eyes. 

Then terror flooded their blue depths. 

She came to a sitting position and 

stared about her at the battlefield. 

Dale's glance wandered from her dis

believing countenance about the in

credible scene. 

They lay in No Man's Land. But 

now it was no longer a barren ex

panse of death. It was a vast field 

covered with men and women of both 
armies. They lay, sat or stood every

where. And in a giant ring about 

them squatted what seemed to be 
several hundred thousand gigantic, 
black-and-yellow wasps. The click

ing of their mandibles \\·as a horrible 

sound in their ears. 
Minute by minute, more of the sol

diers recovered from the paralyzing 

sting of the creatures who had over

come them. Near Dale and Sue lay 

a few soldiers-both enemies and Al
lies. 

"Dale, what's it all mean ?" Sue 
blurted. "Those creatures-they're 

built j ust like wasps, but their size ! 
What in heaven's name could have 

caused them ?" 
"Just what we would all  like to 

know," came a guttural voice. 

Their gazes shifted suddenly to a 
soldier nearby. He was painfully 

sitting up. T h e man's rather 

heavy features took hold of Cannon's 
consciousness. With short-cropped 

gray hair and an intent, alert face, 

he looked more the part of a th i nker 

than a fighter. And he,. had spoken 
Engli.;;h. 

Suddenly Dale kne\L "Doctor 

Lohr !" he breathed. " You-out here ! 

Is Gollnow so shortsighted as to 
waste his greatest scientist in the 

trenches ?" 



Hans Lohr, who had been president 
at the last meeting of the Interna
tional League of Physicists, smiled 

. grimly. ' 'Not only shortsighted, but 
short of men," he g-ruffed in his thick 
accents. "Every man from sixty 
years old down to sixteen is in the 
army. Your face is familiar, Herr ?" 

"Cannon,'' Dale said. "Assistant 
to--" 

"Of coun;e !" Lohr broke in. "John 
Waldron. Young man, I was one of 
the specialists who designed the 
clumsy, makeshift body the Brain 
stumbles about in !"  

Now his face g·rew sharp with in
terest. "It looks as if we are to be 
informed." 

All over the battlefield men were 
coming slowly to their feet. Into the 
mass of stunned humanity came a 
long, narrow wedge of wasps, forc
ing the soldiers aside. Down the aisle 
thus formed waddled a quartet of 
still larger insects. In the center of 
the concourse they stopped. Dale had 
the feeling that the huge, parti-eelled 
eyes were looking into their very 
minds. 

Abruptly, words sprang into their 
consciousness. And every being there 
in the desert knew the wasp who 
crouched in the center of the others 
h ad put them there. As words, they 
did not exist ; yet crude thoughts 
came simultaneously to all, and their 
minds translated them as rudimental 
speech. 

"So long as you are useful," was 
the halting announcement, "you will 
not be killed. We need you. There
fore, we have captured you." 

Startled, the  three of them shot 
blank looks at each 0ther. Then the 
leader was going on. 

"I am Rami! .  I and all of my hive 
have grown to be giants, yet we do 
not know why. It is thus with all 
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other h ives. This is unf01-tunate, be
cause the flowers we take nectar from 
are too small to feed us. You must 
help us g·et food." 

"Help them !" Dale gasped. "How 
on earth could we-" 

Rami! answered his question as 
though he had anticipated it. His 
long antennae quivered like oscillat
ing v.·ires. 

"You have done things more dif
ficult than this we ask of you. If 
rou can not do it, you yourselves 
must be our food ! My h ive and I 
detest meat, but 1·ather than starve, 
\Ye \Viii eat it. And we cannot live 
for more than a month on such slim 
rations as we are living on now." 

A rigid 8ilence held them all. Sud
denly Rami! sprang into the air and 
h is wings whirred angrily. The 
thoughts that snapped out to the 
armies crackled like electric sparks. 
The king wasp's great mandibles clat
tered like triphammer drops. 

"I have asked you for help ! Will 
you answer, or die now ?" 

Abruptly Dale shot a look at Hans 
Lohr. "This is like some crazy nig·ht
mare !" he blurted. "But it sounds 
as if scientists are being paged. Let's 
answer him." 

The German readily agreed. Dale 
raised both arms high. Instantly, i.he 
king had dipped low over their heads. 
The young physicist somehow felt 
foolish addressing remarks to a 
wasp-even a remarkable one. But 
already he felt there was solid reason 
for their ability to talk back and 
forth. Insects, it was almost certain, 
communicated by thought vibrations, 
since instinct could not answer for 
all their intelligent cooperation. En
larged to the size they were, there 
was no reason why their antennae 
should not send out tremendously 
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more powerful vibrations-nor why 
their minds should not pick them up. 

"We will try to help," he an
nounced simply. "But we must g-o 
far from h ere to do so." 

"I expected that," Rami! answered. 
His startling eyes, look ing at close 
range almost like leaded panes, 
burned into Dale's. "You will need 
thi ngs to work with. Very well. We 
l eave immediately." 

Dale shook his head. "We must 
talk first \vith men far away, to 
l earn if their cities have been spared, 
so that we can work in t hem. It 
will take many factories to provide 
th e food you need." 

Rami! rose h igher. "Then do so. 
You have means of doing i t ? " 

Dale Hodded. Grimly, he led Sue 
and Lohr through the crowd i nto 
the radio dugout. A dozen wasps 
kept constant guard. 

Inwardly, Dale trembled with eag
erness. Hope stirred h is blood hotly 
that their call for help would bring 
quick relief. Most of all, he wanted 
to talk to the Brain . . . 

Loomis, the tight-lipped young 
operator, got the sets going. With 
a roar of power, the loud-speakers 
came to life. And with the first 
words that struck their ears, desper
ation had its way with them-for 
what they heard told them that 
their plight was hopeles3. 

CHAPTER HI 

THE BRAIN ACTS ''TALKING to You from 
Wash ington," came the 
announcer'.;; tense voice. 

"In this city of unbelievable horror, 
we are l iving· in the con.:;tant fear of 
what will come next. Word has 
reacl{ed us from e very part of the 

nation that the plague o! g-iant wasps 
now has every city and town in the 
nation in captivity ! The demand is 
the same everywhere-food ! 

"Transcontinental broadcasts re
veal the same condition all over the 
world. The monsters which have at
tacked Europe and Asia, however, 
seem to be creatures corresponding 
to the ferocious 'praying mantis' of 
the insect world. Scientists are un
able to account for the sudden change 
i n  size of these terrible invaders. 

"War has taken a holiday. Every
wh ere, men, women and children live 
under the close scrutiny of the wasps. 
We appeal to all scientists, the world 
over-overcome your fear of the crea
tures and volunteer to help. Only 
synthetic food will  furnish an ade
quate supply, of this th ere is no 
doubt. For the time being, we must 
submit to the insects' demands. 
After that-" 

Dale clipped impatiently, "Get New 
York. I've got to talk to John Wal
dron-the Brain." 

In a matter of minutes, Waldron's 
reedy tones were filling the dugout. 
Dale trembled with relief at know
ing the robot-man was alive. 

"Thank God you are alive !" 
grated Waldron's voice. "I have 
promised help, and they are waiting 
for me.' Yet I am h elpless without 
you, Dale. Return immediately. To
gether, we can l ick this problem 

• . . and the larger one ! "  

Dale spun about, stalked to where 
Rimal \vaited. "You'll follow our 
plane ?" he asked hurriedly. 

"Later, with the armies," the mon
ster glared. "We have no fear of 
your failing us. To do so would 
condemn your civilization !"  

It  was l ess than t e n  hours later 
that t he strange reunion was held 
in John Waldron's laboratory. But 



this time, four giant wasps kept 
guard over them while they prepared 
to work. 

The Brain was tensely eager to be
gin his experiments. But before he 
did so ,  he said softly to the three 
of them, "Keep your face averted 
from them when you say anything 
you don't want them to hear. Our 
eyes seem to act like their antennae 
in transmitting messages." 

Then he was rubbing his metal 
hands together, smiling in an attempt 
at cheerfulness. "A pleasure to work 
with you, Dr. Lohr. Do you have 
any ideas on the problem, before we 
begin ?" 

Hans Lohr shook his head, smil
ing ironically. "None that you 
haven't discarded long ago, Waldron. 
I bow before the master-but don't 
forget - if it weren't for me, you 
wouldn't be tottering about on those 
steel pins of yours !"  

"It  will never be forgotten," the 
Brain murmured. Then, suddenly, 
he was the scientist again. They 
could feel the force of his mentality 
begin to assert itself over theirs, un
consciously. He hunched upon his 
work stool, cupped his chin in a cold 
metal palm. 

"In the several h undred vials you 
see in racks along Bench Five, I have 
samples of every flower nectar that 
grows in any quantity in North 
America. This will be routine work. 
I expect no trouble with the matter. 
Dr. Lohr, you may begin by analyzing 
these and grouping them into logical 
classifications. Sue, you know sten
ography. You will please take notes 
on all his findings. Dale and I will 
begin on another problem . . . a 
m01·e important one to humanity !" 

His cryptic words were still in their 
minds when they plunged into the 
work. 

Dale knew a sudden gladness at 
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the familiarity of the setting : He, 
seated before a tilted work-desk ; the 
Brain hunching over his shoulder ; 
thoughts pouring through his mind 
like steam boiling along a glass pipe 
over a heated catalyst, to emerge a 
pure gas, even as Waldron's ideas 
were somewhat refined by his own 
brain. 

His pencil began to write, smooth
ly, at top speed. 

"The Problem : "  he saw appear on 
the paper. "To develop a substance, 
a ray, or a power capable of seizing 
the electrons in the outer ring of an 
atom, and teadng them loose ; to use 
this power to destroy any known ma
terial instantly . . . " 

Dale's fingers froze. His eyes wan
dered up-to meet the stare of a 
watching hornet. 

"Keep your eyes down !" th e Brain 
rapped impatiently. "Once let them 
know the thing we are working on, 
and humanity can write its own obit
uary tomorrow." 

Again the pencil was writing. "Hy
pothesis Number One : Would it be 
possible to create a sort of 'reverse 
cathode stream,' with the power, so 
to speak, to suck these atom-particles 
loose ? To consider the facts-" 

On and on the pencil flowed, until 
the blunt point caused it to be thrown 
aside and a new one taken up. There 
were fourteen pages of close writing 
when the Brain relaxed and sat 
wrapped in thought. 

He tilted his head back and gazed 
at the ceiling, a small, grotesque fig
ure with the brain of an intellectual 
giant. He appeared not to hear Dale 
when he asked tightly, "You know 
what you've written here- '! Atomie 
destruction ! It-it's impossible." 

After a time, Waldron muttered, 
"I shouldn't have expected such a 
statement from you. You will see 
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things a lot more terrifying than that 
before we are through ! "  

FOUR days were all the Brain re
quired to solve the matter of food 

for the wasps. With Lohr's efficient 
notebook of findings, he was able to 
work out a successful formula on the 
first attempt. The German scientist 
was given the problem of the most 

· efficient method of manufacturing the 
stuff. Simultaneously, Europe, Asia 
and all other parts of the world be
gan production, as formulae were ra
dioed to them. 

The liquor was produced in tre
mendous quantitie.:�. Every adaptable 
factory in the world was soon run
ning night and day to produce the 
nectar the insects demanded. Their 
long near-fast ,.,·as broken when bar
rels of the clear, sweet liquor were 
broken open and let run in the 
streets. 

Overnight, the Brain had become 
the leader of stricken humanity. His 
formula had saved them, that \'>as all 
paralyzed mankind cared about ; 
hence they looked to him for even
tual freedom from the increasingly 
vicious rule of the hornets and taran
tula hawks. Every hour of the day 
and night, twenty operators \Yere 
kept on duty in the laboratory, an
swering questions for the confused 
men who had governed the world of 
yesterday. 

And Dale was quick to see John 
Waldron's pleasure with it. Here in 
the laboratory he was fusing the di
vergent strains in humanity 's pattern 
into one solid mass. Racial troubles, 
boundaries, petty squabbles, were for
gotten. Realizing that, and noting 
the Brain's quiet confidence, Cannon 
beg:m to experience a slow suspicion. 
. . . But it soon became lost in the 
tumultuous events soon to follow. 

The captives there in New York, 

as elsewhere, grew to hate the sickly 
sweet stench of the nectar. Every
thing was sticky with it. The insects 
glutted themselves and began to de
mand more and more. Rima], who 
had risen to leadership of the great 
colony by the expedient of killing 
sufficient rivals, took on the aspect of 
a fat, bloated overlord. He was in 
the laboratory nearly every day, be
rating Waldron for not producing 
more nectar, though the streets swam 
with it .  

Yet for a long time the enslaved 
world did not see which way their 
gluttony was heading. One day the 
little group in the laborator�· found 
out. 

vYork on the peculiar atomic ex
periment was going on quietly that 
morning. Up the stairs came the 
soft, heavy padding of clawed feet. 
Suddenly Rimal burst in on them, at 
the head of four fur-cloaked, Yicious 
lieutenants. 

"Waldron !" was his snarling salu
tation. 

The Brain stood up and tottered 
over. "What is i t '?" he replied quiet
ly. 

" I  asked for more food," Rimal's 
a n  g r y thought - impulse crackled. 
"You have not given it. I will allow 
you-" 

A trace of impatience scuttled over 
the Brain's ugly, hairless face. "The 
streets are wet with nectar," he 
pointed out. "If we were to provide 
more, you could  not use it." 

Rimal's mandibles opened, crashed 
together. "Fool !" he roared. "You 
know nothing of our needs. Soon 
there wil l  be young ones, and they 
must be fed." 

"v\' e have stored Yats of it against 
that need," Waldron argued quietly. 

"But we do not trust you," the 
king •vasp cut in. " I  haYe decided. 
You are to provide us with machinea 



which we can operate ourselves. We 
vdl l make our own nectar from now 
on.'' 

Dale Cannon could not repress an 
angry gasp. "It's a trick !" he burst 
out. "Once they've eliminated the 
need for us, they can do as they want 
with-" 

Rimal took a menacing step to
wards him. His antennae trembled 
over Dale's head, and the great man
dibles yawned. Then he turned 
again to John Waldron. 

"It is decided," he snapped. "You 
have a week to do this. Do not fail, 
or I will find another to take your 
place." 

In silence, they watched them 
leave. Hans Lohr muttered, "l've 
seen Gollnow act the same way. They 
are blind to everything but greed." 

For the first time, the Brain 
lool<ed actually worried. His face 
mirrored h is  desperation. Then, 
abruptly, he was turning to the radio 
room. His words floated c-risply 
back to them. 

"Arrange a world-wide · hookup 
immediately ! Get Okura, at the Im
perial Insti tute of Science in Tokyo ; 
Yarborough, at the Royal Col lege of 
Physicists in  London ; Becquerel, at 
College des Sciences-get every lead
ing scientist in the world and have 
him waiting." 

The certainty grew on Dale and 
Sue that the Brain had something of 
terrible importance to divulge to the 
waiting world. He sat at his desk 
before the microphone. awaiting the 
red signal to speak. His  long, rod
like fingers drummed nervously on 
the desk-top, scarring its polished 
surface. Fine beads of sweat glis
tened on his bulging forehead, and 
his greenish eyes looked haggard. 

The light  flashed. A second's 
pause. Then the Brain was speak
ing. 
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" Scientists of the world, I am call
ing on you for help in this crisis. 
Here in America we have been given 
an ultimatum that means suicide to 
fulfill, execution not to. Probably 
your captors will soon be doing the 
same. But before I outline my plan, 
I have a confession to make to you 
. . . .  one that will shock you more 
deeply than you can possibly imag
ine." 

Dale started. His narrowed gaze 
studied Waldron's white features. 
The scientist took a deep breath and 
went on. 

"When the incredible invasion of 
hornets swept America, on the same 
day that the ferocious wasp known 
as the tarantula hawk descended on 
the rest of the ,.,·orld, there was one 
man who was not surprised. That 
man was myself. I had been expect
ing the attack for a week because I 
engineered the whole thing, from 
start to finish. It was 1 who brought 
the monsters into existence, I \vho 
planned that they should enslave the 
the world !"  

CHAPTER lV 

THE CRA \:VLING HORROR 

D ALE could almost hear the 
gasp that went up around 
the world. Lohr stood 

stupidly, an incredulous croak on his 
l ips. The battery of 1·adio operators 
in the other room froze. 

Very quietly, very deliberately, 
John Waldron continuerl. 

"1 haYe long dreamed of a perma
nent peace for the world, but unti l 
recently, I was not driven to try to 
achieve it. Two months ago 1 be
came convinced that unless peace 
came, humanity would destroy itself 
within a century. I set out to find a 
way to stop wars forever. 
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"I thought of the things that tend 
to draw men together-hardship, 
peril-those were the factors I 
thought of most. I d reamed of an 
entire world dominated by some 
power, a world thus unified in pur
pose and desire. When I became 
convinced that that way lay peace, I 
sought the dominating power my 

plan called for. 
"Very quickly I decided insects 

must provide i t. Their intelligenc� 

and social life made them ideal sub
j ects. I discovered that the chromo
somes of the hornet and tarantula 

hawk contain identical grovvth-genes. 

If those genes were stimulated, I 
reasoned, the insects' growth could 
be control led. 

"1 found out that a rare solar l i ght 

h ad the desired effect, but it  must be 
in quantity to affect the chro

mosomes. I also knew that by in

creasillg the vapor content of the at

mosphere by f i f  t e e n  percent, 

throughout the enti re world, the 
amount of Z-ray would be increased 
a thousand percent ! Hov; well  it  
would work, I could only guess. But 

I put it into effect. 
"Because I am the inventor of the 

system of weather-control stations 
encircling the globe, I am al lowed at 
any time to demand changes in the 
methods being used. Thus I was 
able to cal l  for the fifteen percent 
humidity increase. Then I waited. 

And suddenly, six weeks later, I 
knew I had succeeded." 

The B rain's j aw hardened. " My 
i ntention was that we should fight 
together to free ourselves of the 
bondage we would be put i nto. I had 

no idea of the blood-thirstiness of the 
creatures. I knew they would rely 

on us for food, because of their high 
degree of intel ligence , but I had not 
the slightest suspicion they would 
want to do away with us ! I dreamed 

of a struggle-and then, permanent 
peace. 

"Time is now growing short. With 
my assistants, I am working on an 
atomic weapon which will  free us . . .  
if I can finish i n  time. I ask your 
help. Keep in touch with this labo
ratory at all times. Make no at
tempt to fight with guns, as they are 
useless against such numbers. Pre
pare munitions factories for instant 
use. Above all ,  trust me and trust 
each other, whatever your national
i ty !" 

When he turned from the micro
phone , he looked weak and t ired. 
But he was able to smi le when Hans 
Loh r  seized h is hand and shook it 
until  it rattled . 

"I had no idea such courage ex
isted in this world ! "  he exclaimed. 

"I know the reaction of my people. 

They will  be with you ti l l the end ! "  
The Brain suddenly stopped smil

ing. "God knows I' l l  need such co
operation," he wagged his head. "We 

can't  stal l Rima! longer than a cou
ple of weeks. It wi l l  mean the hard
est work any of us has ever done, 
and for the greatest prize !" 

FOR the workers in the labora
tory, knowing the lives of bil

lions of persons depended on them, 
the days and nights that rushed by 
were eternities of anxiety. Twenty 
hours out of each twenty-four, Dale 
and the B rain labored to perfect the 

atomic ri fle. They gre,-..· gaunt and 
tired under the strain. 

From all over the world poured 
�uggestions, as Japanese , French, 
British, German and all other races 
tried to help. Factories were ready 

to spring i nto action the moment 
plans came through. Two weeks aft
er the broadcast, Waldron suddenly 
found the thing he wanted. 

There was a feverish night of last-



minute planning. At five o'clock in 
the morning, without pausing to 
sleep, he went on the air once more. 

His plans w·ent all over the world, 
complete to every infinite detail. But 
one thing remained to be done. A 
powerful energy transmitter must be 
constructed in New York, to provide 
the terrifically destructive rifle with 
motive power. 

Around the world, munitions fac
tories began to work at high speed, 
cautiously, because the wasps must 
not guess that the work did not con
cern nectar-making. A ·week fled by. 
In the laboratory, they were working 
on a massive piece of equipment that 
would be capable of supplying 
nascent energy to atom-destroyers 
the world over. Only a small amount 
of power was required to run them, 
but that power must be of the right 
k ind. It  was .a tribute to ·waldron's 
mind that no working model had 
been constructed yet. They were re
lying �ntirely on faith that his cal
culatioils would prove flawless. 

Then, three weeks a fter the guns 
were completed, with the power bat
tery half done, the very thing that 
had brought the giant wasps into 
existence boomeranged on helpless 
humanity ! 

The first report was from London. 
"All soldiers have been ordered to 

leave immediately for North Amer
ica !" came the announcer's excited 
messag·e. "In every part of Europe 
and Asia, a terrible storm has been 
raging for a week. At ftrst we 
thought it was some freakish weath_



er disturbance. Now. with intense 
cold settling· do\vn in July, it has be
come obvious that John Waldron's 
alteration of the humidity of the at
mosi)tlere has h ad a fat·-reaching ef
fect � The wasps seem to sense that 
there is warmer weather to the west. 
What will happen when the two 
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species of insects meet is a matter of 
conjecture. At any rate, we shall 
know within three days, for the em
barkation is under way !"  

"What will happen !" the Brain 
croaked. "Good Lord, everyone 
should know what will happen ! Why 
are they bringing armed forces with 
them ? Because mankind i going to 
be forced to tight like slaves for their 
masters !" 

He began to stalk about the room, 
and the very stiffness of h is lips told 
what was in his mind. His attempt 
to prevent war was resulting in an 
even more horrible kind of combat. 
The tragedy of it was gTaven deep 
on his face. \Vith sudden resolution, 
he whirled to the task of confronting 
them. 

"Dismantle all the apparatus," he 
shot at Dale. "They'll haYe every 
one of us in the trenches again, when 
the others get here. We've got to 
move. Don't ask questions ! Pack 
up everything and find some deserted 
building to move to !" 

That was the beginning of a peril
ous series of trips to an old ware
house near the Battery. The Brain 
drove them mercilessly, seeming to 
realize more than anyone the immi
nence of danger. For in Jess than 
three days, fast liners were cutting 
through the water short miles off the 
shore ! 

From Canada, Mexico, the Canal 
Zone, word crackled through the 
ether that ships laden with soldiers 
and the ferocious tarantula hawks 
were landing. A few sporadic skirm
ishes here and there-and t h e  war 
began in earnest ! 

Laboring feverishly there in the 
dark 'varehouse, the scientists could 
hear the thunder of g·uns in Jersey. 
Their ears were filled with the plea3 
of commanding officers all o\·er the 
continent, for power to operate the 
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guns they were holding ready. And 
still the power plant would not func
tion. 

Dale knelt on the floor under the 
bell-shaped mass of copper and brass 
that rested on insulators five feet 
above the planks. For twe]ye hours, 
now, the Brain and he had fiddled 
with connections, examined parts, 
sent jolt  after jolt of high power 
through the dead apparatus. Their 
test gun remained lifeless. 

Lohr was perched on a scaffolding 
above the crouching bulk of the ener
gy-dynamo. His sharp eyes peered 
down into the interior of the ma
chine, as he probed with the white 
beam of a flashlight. 

· 

Now the loudspeakers burst into 
life. A young radio operator on the 
Pacific Coast reported the death of 
five thousand men in that day's war
fare. In Texas, more than that num
ber had died as they fought under 
the goading of their masters. And 
still the wasps hung behind the 
trenches, hoping to defeat their en
emy without the risk to themselves. 
They had grown too large now for 
their frail wings to support them. All 
fighting was confined to the ground. 

All at once Waldron emitted a 
hoarse croak. "Turn it off !" he 
groaned. "I  can't work while that 
thing is taunting me with my fail
ure ! It's more than-" 

A shout from Lohr cut bim off. 
"Here ! I've found it ! One of the 
urano-cathode tubes, Waldron-it's 
-cracked. Probably damaged in trans
portation. A spare, and we're ready !" 

"A spare !" The Brain appeared 
stunned. "All the spares are at the 
other place." 

"I'll get it !" It was Sue Carey who 
spoke. "You can send out word 
while I'm gone. lf only that's all it 
needs !" 

Dale's hand went out to stop her. 

"They may be watching for us," he 
argued. "Rimal wouldn't give up as 
valuable an aide as the Brain with
out a search." 

But Sue's slim form was already 
slipping into the darkness. "There's 
too much to be done here to spare 
any of you," she said h urriedly. "I'll 
have it and be back in ten minutes." 

But she was not back in ten min
utes, nor in twenty. Tension built 
higher in the power-house, while 
time droned on. Word had been 
flashed all over the continent to be 
ready to turn on the guns. The en
ergy-machine waited like a caged 
beast needing only to be sprung. 

Then, suddenly, every man in the 
room was stiffening, as heavy foot
steps approached the door. Pistols 
flashed into their hands. With a 
crash of breaking timbers, the door 
was smashed from its h inges. lnto 
the room crowded Rimal, with Sue, 
clutch ing the cathode tube, borne in 
his hai1·y forelegs ! 

CHAPTER V 

WHEN PEACE BROKE OUT 

THE girl was screaming and 
struggling, striking with her 
free hand at the armor-plated 

head. 
"They were waiting !"  she cried. 

"Dale-Joh n  . . .  get the tube !"  
But  they were not thinking of  the 

tube now. Dale Cannon lifted his 
revolver and fired two shots into 
Rimal's head. The monster stag
gered and dropped the girl. Then 
he charg-ed. 

The Brain had the presence of 
mind to lunge in between them. 
Metal clanged and rang as he went 
down in a heap, but he was un
harmed. His own gun blasted at the 
pair who had charged in the door be-



h ind the king. One of them went 
down with a floor-shaking crash. 

Again and again Dale sent lead 
spinning into the ugly head of the 
monster. Yet none of h is shots struck 
the eyes, seemingly the wasps' only 
v ulnerable spot. Rimal's mandibles 
made a noise like the clashing of 
cymbals as he charged for the cor
ner where Dale crouched. 

The young scientist pulled the trig
ger again. With a sinking of his 
stomach, h e  felt no answering recoil 
of the weapon. Slamming it into the 
monster's face, he seized a long crow
bar and swung it up over his head. 
The metal made a dent in Rimal's 
huge head. 

The k i n  g ' s thoughts, boiling 
tlu'ough Dale's brain, were a confu
sion of hate-filled imprecations and 
threats. Frantically he swung the 
bar again, smashing it into the hairy 
lower part of the face. Still Rimal 
plunged on, crowding him back far
ther and farther. 

At last Dale knew he could resist 
no long·er. One chance remained to 
him-His shoulder muscles bulged as 
he brought the heavy bar up like a 
spear. A grunt of exertion escaped 
him. The crowbar shot from his fin
gers straight at Rimal's eye. 

Then there was a ringing sound 
. . .  and the bar fell to the floor ! The 
king wasp had been unharmed. Now 
he was advancing with his gigantic, 
yellow paws open for the kill. Dale 
waited, his body taut as a steel wire. 

Across the room sounded a low, 
tremulous buzzing. Rimal stopped. 
In amazement, Dale watched his 
whole body grow yellow, then red, 
then white. He could feel the ter
rible heat emanating from him. Sud
denly-he was gone ! 

Flame writhed thara before the 
young physicist in a whirling ball of 
brilliance. A crackling arose. A 
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nauseating stench assailed his nos
trils. With a final "pop" the king 
wasp vanished, leaving only a little 
heap of white crystals where he had 
stood. 

Dale's glance wandered to the 
dynamo. Hans Lohr was crouched 
beside it, one of the energy rifles 
against his shoulder. A greenish 
glow arose from the power machine. 
He had installed the tube and com
pleted the circuit ! 

A glad cry rang through the room. 
Dale raced for the rack of weapons 
and seized one. The remaining wasp 
waited stupidly while he turned the 
full force of electron-hungry energy 
upon h im. \Vith a sharp explosion, 
the creature diasolved into elemental 
dust. 

Like captives released, eYery man 
in the room lunged for the doot·. 
Even Sue followed with rifle ready 
for vengeance. After the�· h ad all 
gone, the Brain took the last rifle 
and tottered toward the door. He 
\vas not a fighting man, he reflected, 
but this once it would go hard with 
any hornet who showed his ugly face 
in his vicinity ! 

The rest of that night, and half 
the next day, were a carnival of 
death and-liberation. The light of 
dawn showed an ungainly army of 
slow-moving wasps strug-gling across 
field and meadow for the hills of 
the inlands. Shoulder to shoulder, 
men of every nation pursued them. 
:Men who had been enemies a few 
months ago were comrades now. 

It was like that the whole continent 
over. The outcome \Vas inevitable. 
By evening, there was not a hornet 
or a tarantula-hawk in the world. 
Overnight they had come, to a world 
torn by war. Overnight ther had 
vanished, leaving a world unified in 
purpoae. 

John Waldron, perhaps alone of 
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all the relieved mortals on the planet, 
felt a strang-e gratitude for the mon
sters he had created. Their reign of 
terror had broug-ht Earth something 
it sorely needed . . . brotherhood. 
And the weapons he had invented, 
weapons that every nation possessed, 
and that were so powerful that con
flict with them was unthinkable, 
would insure the lasting permanence 
of that long-awaited peace. 

ONE of the first things th e nations 
did, when the work of repair 

was well started, was to org·anize a 
League of Nations that had teeth 
and the courage to use them. The 
Brain, Dale Cannon and Sue heard 
the first meeting- by radio. 

After the fourth speech by a gov
ernment head, in which he used the 
universally accepted auxiliary tongue, 
Esperanto, lauding the courage of the 
man who had made world peace posl'i
ble, Waldron began tapping- a steel 
forefinger on the table. There was 
a reflective look in h i s  eyes, the mark 

of a man whose attention i s  else

where. 
Out of a clear sky, he said sud

denly, "How many volts were we us
ing ?" 

Dale winked at Sue, knowing he  
had probably been conscious of noth-

ing that ,,,.as going on since the first 
speech . "When ?" he asked in re
turn. 

Impatience furrowed the Brain's 
lofty brow. "In that gravity-nulli
fier experiment, of course," he said. 

Dale grinned, "Twenty-two thou
sand, I think. Mean to say you've 
been thinking about that while every 
important man in the world has been 
lauding· you the last hour ?" 

The Brain shrugg-ed. "One of the 
beauties of being nine-tenths brain," 
he countered, "is that it gives you a 
fine sense of the value of things. 
These speeches merely impress me 
with the fact that some people are 
gloating over one success with a 
thousand more waiting to be achieved. 
Now, ?OU take th i s  gravity busi
ness . . . " 

"No, you tal\e it," Dale inter

rupted. "Because one of the bless
i ngs of being an ordinarj', stupid 
mortal like me is that you know 
when it 's time to knock off for a 
while and go off on a fishing trip. 
You're going to pack a few cans of 
machine oil for your joints and fly 
up to the High Sierras with Sue 
and me. Then we'll  see if your in
tellect is equal to the task of per
suading a rainbow trout to take the 
fly on the end of your line !" 
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R E V O L V I N C  W O R L D  
by MILLARD VERNE GORDON 
The planetoid-dwellers didn't mi nd doing things the hard way! 

THE people of Iris were per
haps the most intelligent and 
therefore the most infernally 

curious of all the planetoid dwellers. 
That was why Dolu was busy fasten
ing hoops of iron over the sloping 
sides of his house and fixing them 
firmly to stanchions driven deep into 
the hard packed soil. Even though 
Dolu was the one most involved in 
this business, he had attended to fas
tening his own home himself. "Why 
trust something as important as this 
to another ?" was the way he would 
have phrased it. 

As a matter of fact everyone on 
what was later to be known as "the 
biggest little planet in the system" 
was doing the same thing. It had all 
started when the crystal mountain 
near Dolu's habitation-center began 
to emanate odd noises. 

The crystal mountain was a unique 
feature of the little world. Iris was 
fairly big as asteroids go ; it was all 
of 87 miles in diameter which placed 
it seventh in rank of the thousands 
and the natives had been justly proud 
of that fact when their sky-gazers 
had finally announced it. The sky
gazing place had been built on top of 
the large mass of crystalline rock 
that j utted out of the otherwise 
sandy stony surface of the world. 

Long, long ago, the prying single
footed men had found that if you 
broke off odd shaped chunks of the 
crystal you could get funny reflec
tions through them. It wasn't long 
before they had built themselves re-

fracting telescopes and had gratified 
their insatiate curiosity about the 
great spheres that kept drifting 
across their blue-black sky. 

By dint of copious argument and 
heavy fighting, they had arrived at 
the discovery that their world was 
but one of the many spheres ; that 
the lot were all sister worlds of a 
great belt. After two or three wars 
over the matter, they had found that 
Iris was seventh in size and not first. 

Then, when Dolu was examining 
. the first world, Ceres, one night on 

top of the crystal mountain, he heard 
odd noises. By placing ·his hand
tympana to the floor which was the 
mountain-top itself, he heard thent 
quite distinctly. 

There would be staccato sounds, 
clicks, dots, dashes, screeches, and 
then once, far off, a voice. 

It was the latter that threw him 
and the rest of his race into turmoil. 
At first he thought that the voice and 
the noises were inside the mountain 
but when he turned his telescope 
away the noises ceased. He turned 
it back on Ceres again and the sounds 
returned. 

This was most curious. Several 
other savants came up to observe. It 
was quite true, the noises must have 
emanated from Ceres itself. The 
great crystalline mountain must have 
picked them up as the larger world 
passed by overhead a scant few thou
sand miles away. 

They tried listening to other 
4 7  
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worlds but they got no results. Only 
Ceres gave off the strange noises. 

For a long time the whole planet 
engaged in controversy. What could 
Ceres be saying "? Why was it sRying 
it and how could it say it ? 

Dolu felt that it reflected on Iris 
that Ceres could talk and his home 
world couldn't. The others felt the 
same way and a considerable amount 
of anger was heard. Were they liv
ing on an inferior world, an ignorant 
world "? 

It had been bad enough to know 
that theirs was not the largest and 
best of planets. This, now, was al
most intolerable. Something had to 
be done. 

AT LENGTH their leaders came 
together and they said · 

"This cannot be stood any longer. 
Someone must go to Ceres and find 
out how it talks. He must come back 
and we will teach Iris to talk too. If 
6ar planet does not know how, it is 
up to us to see that it learns. We 
must go. to Ceres." 

Everybody waved their paws i n  
. agreement but nobody knew what 
came next. At length Dolu, who felt 
that it was up to him to find a way 
since he had made the embarrassing 
discovery, remarked : 

"We must examine all the methods 
of getting an object off the surface 
of a globe. When we have found that 
in miniature, we will know how to 
send a person to Ceres." 

Everybody put their heads togeth
er and thought and thought. Finally 
someone came to a bright conclusion. 

"If a thing is attached to a wheel," 
he said, "and a wheel being a cross
section of a globe this is a proper 
thing to think on, and if the wheel is 
made to revolve very very fast, the 
thing will be thrown off the wheel." 

Everybody said this was so ,md old 
stuff. 

"Then," he said, "let us cause Iris 
to revolve very very fast and we can 
throw off a small metal house filled 
with air and Dolu and it will fall 
through space to Ceres if we aim it 
right." 

"But," objected Dolu ve1·y 1·apidly, 
"If the small metal house flies off, so 
will every other house and every oth
er person !" 

"Ah," said the one who had had the 
bright idea, "we will attach every
thing else down with metal hoops and 
stays and so nothing will fly off ex
cept the special house." 

After some exhaustive discussion, 
in the course of which the inventor of 
the idea was punched in his big round 
eye by Dolu, the plans were laid down 
for the great trip. 

A small metal house built like a 
ball was made, quite airtig·ht. It was 
put at the bottom of a long greased 
slide running along the equator. The 
slide went up in the air and ended 
pointing to where Ceres would be the 
next time Iris caught up ·.vith it 
around the sun-roads . 

Along the equator, quite like a gi
gantic Catherine-wheel, were set big 
slanted holes filled with explosive 
powder. When the time came these 
deep sunk tubes would start their ex
plosions, and with each explosion the 
planet would receive a circumferen
tial shove and revolve a little faster 
on its axis. Its natural rotation was 
slow and indifferent but that would 
be altered. Faster and faster the 
planet would spin and then it would 
be so fast that anything along its 
equator would just slide off right 
into space. Gravity was never strong 
on this small world, though it was 
strong enough for the Irisians and 
their peculiarly composed atmos-



phere. Thus it wouldn·t take too 
many pushes or too much explosives 
to shove Dolu's metal house into 
space. 

When the ship was on its way, 
tubes set in the other direction would 
be fired off ; the planet would be 
slowed down on its axis and come 
back to normal again. 

That was why Dolu made sure his 
own home was fastened down tightly. 
Everybody was doing their own 
places down and he didn't want to 
take any chances of coming back (a 
problem that no one seemed to have 
solved and he didn't care to think too 
much about )  and finding that his 
home had followed h im into space. 

Then at last came the day when 
Ceres hove in sight again, a great 
white sphere rising in the midst of 
innumerable moving planetoids on 
the horizon. 

Dolu got into the metal ball, bolted 
the door tight. Outside everyone 
scurried into their tightly fastened 
houses, shut their doors, and waited. 
Presently the first of the explosive 
tubes went off, then another and it 
was bang, bang all the way around 
the equator. 

Dolu felt his space-house quh·ering 
and rocking and he felt himself get
ting giddier and giddier and lighter 
and lighter. Presently th e ball began 
to turn over and over and roll slo",;ly 
up the greased slide. Outside pieces 
of rock and bits of plants and things 
people forgot began to rise into the 
air and sail along on the growing 
wind. 

Then Dolu's ball began rolling fast
er and faster up the slide and then, 
with a sudden swoop, lifted off the 
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end and whistled away into the sky 
toward Ceres. 

DOLU'S BALL fell into the Great 
West Lake of Ceres in the 

midst of an amazing shower of dirt, 
rocks, and old clothes that some for
getful Irisian had left on the line. 

It bobbed up and was fished into 
shore by a crew from the primary 
Asteroid Exploration Party from the 
Earth whose main communication 
center h ad been set up by the Cerean 
lake. 

When Dolu had come out, he was 
amazed at the gaunt angular two-leg
ged, two-eyed creatures in metal suits 
who made talk at him and drew pic
tures of orbits at him. 

Being curious as oefits an inhabi
tant of what came to be called in 
Transworld Travelogues as "the big
gest little planet in the system," h e  
soon imitated and mastered these 
double-eyed men's tongue. 

When he became sufficiently con
versant, h e  spent a great deal of time 
examining the radio with which the 
explorers were equipped a_nd over 
which they talked with Earth . They 
explained that certain crystals could 
pick up radio messages and that the 
crystal mountain must have had that 
property. 

"But," they asked him, "why was 
it necessary to put rockets on the 
planet and spin the whole world when 
it would have been simpler to have 
put rockets on the space-ball only 
and shot that off under its own reac
tion ?" 

Dolu looked confused a minute and 
then replied : 

"It had never occuned to us." 

..r 



DAY OF THE MIC RO-MEN 
by EDMON D HAMIL TON 

To Gurth, the freedom of his race was the aim of his life--and he faces tortures un
bearable to bring the Micro-Men into their own-until he finds the very Earth shrinking 

beneath him! 

ROGER GURTH stretched 
his broad shoulders to un
cramp them, until they 

threatened to bprst his drab brown 
uniform. His vjrile, craggy young 
face, covered with gray rock-�ust, 
showed the tiredness he felt as he sat 
down in the bottom of the rocket
truck. 

Other Plebs in brown uniform were 
climbing draggingly into the truck. 
Presently a whistle was blown. The 
whole caravan of trucks rattled off 
toward Central City, with these hun
dreds of Pleb workers who had fin
ished their shift in the uranium 
mines. 

Gurth wiped his mouth free of dust 
and growled to the thin, exhausted 
youth sitting beside him : 

"You'd think they could give us a 
drink when we come out. I never get 
the ta.ste of this dust out of my 
mouth." 

The sun was setting. Like a redhot 
ball of fire it hung

. 
far in the north, 

casting long crimson rays across the 
barren rocky plain over which the 
trucks rocked and rattled. 

This desert of jagged peaks · and 
rocky wastes had once been the ice
bound wilderness of Antarctica. But 
that had been centuries ago-

"Tired, boy ?" Roger .Gurth asked 
the thin lad who sat in dull silence 
beside him, as the truck rocked on. 

"Yes," answered Steve Dart, with- . 
out raising his dusty head. · 

Then he looked up. There was an 
aching hopelessness in his weary 
young eyes as he appealed to the big
ger young man. 

"How long is it going to go on, 
Gurth ?" Steve Dart asked haggardly, 
"How long are we Plebs going to 
break our backs and hearts laboring 
for the Patricios ?" 

"Hush, lad," Gurth cautioned 
quickly. The big young Pleb looked 
around at the other weary men in the 
truck. "Don't talk like that ! If a 
spy heard and reported you-you'd 
go to the Micros ! 

"Besides, lad," he added encour
agingly, "we're not without hope. 
Hasn't your father said that if his 
plan succeeds, we Plebs might yet be 
free ?" 

"He's said that for months," Steve 
answered dully. "And none of us, 
even I,  know what his plan is. What
ever it is, how can it help us when the 
Patricios have all the weapons ?" 

"Your father has something up his 
sleeve," Gurth declared, his belliger
ent face confident. "In the old days, 
he'd have been a great scientist. If 
those days ever come back-" -

"Come back ?" echoed the younger 
man bitterly. He gestured toward 
the hot, barren rock wastes. "How 
can they ever come back, with the 
world like this ?" 

Gurth's face lengthened. He too 
had thought of that. It seemed im
possible that -earth should ever again 
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"DGiftn you, I'll ki.ll you !" he yelled. 

become the smiling garden planet it 
had been before the great catastro
phe. 

It had been two hundred years 
since the thing had happened, in the 
last decade of the 20th century. A 
small asteroid had veered from its 
orbit and plunged into the sun, and 
had so upset the delicate balance of 
solar stability that the great orb ra
diated some twenty percent more 
heat than before. 

That increase of solar radiation 
had been

. 
disastrous. It had made of 

the tropics a burning belt in which no 
life could exist. It had superheated 
even the temperate zones so greatly 

5 1  

that vegetation withered and died, 
and human life became impossible. 
Only the Arctic and Antarctic re
gions, whose ice was completely melt
ed by the increased warmth, re
mained habitable. But the low, flat 
Arctic lands were submerged by the 
swelling, ice-fed seas so that the high 
land of Antarctica was the only land 
in which men could live. 

� THIS last refuge had flocked 
I the remnants of stricken human

ity. A committee of scientists had 
taken over government of these sur
vivors. Cities had been built and 
lands cultivated and mines opened. 
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Gradually, as generations passed, the 
original benevolent scientist-rulers 
had become transformed into an 
hereditary ruling class, the so-called 
Patricios. 

The oligarchy of the Patricios was 
all-powerful now. The great mass of 
the people, the Plebs, were little more 
than serfs. Because the Patricios 
conserved for themselves all scien
tific knowledge and the right to edu
cation and research, they could de
vise weapons that easily quelled the 
rebellions of the serf-class. 

And when the Plebs' numbers in
creased too greatly for the Patricios' 
safety, the rulers had devised their 
most terrible scientific device to les
sen the population. They had con
demned whole batches of Plebs at a 
time to become Micros, under plaus
ible pretexts. 

"They only send us to the Micros 
because they're afraid of our num
bers," young Steve Dart was saying 
bitterly as the rocket-trucks rattled 
onward. 

"I know, lad," growled big Roger 
Gurt h ,  his gray eyes bleak with 
hatred. "But there'll come a day 
when we'll tear those sweet-scented 
Patricio dandies to sh reds. Your 
father has promised." 

Gurth cherished in his mind the 
hopeful promise made by Doremus 
Dart. Steve's father, a Patricio who 
had been declassed or made a Pleb 
because he had dared champion the 
people, had had scientific training. 
And Doremus Dart had long been en
gaged in secret, forbidden research 
upon a scientific weapon he claimed 
would enable the Plebs to rise against 
their oppressors. 

"I'll go home with you when we 
reach the City, and see if your father 
has achieved any success yet," Gurth 
said to young Steve. "He told me he 
believed he would succeed soon." 

Steve looked at him with a tired 
smile. "And maybe my sister Lina 
will be there, too." 

Gurth flushed guiltily. He growled, 
"Your eyes are too sharp for your 
own good, lad." 

But secretly, he admitted to him
self that Lina was what had drawn 
him originally to become a friend of 
Doremus Dart. 

The trucks were rattling across 
the great belt of cultivated gardens 
around the city. In the spring dusk, 
Plebs could be glimpsed working in 
the fields, moving with slow, plodding 
steps. 

Ahead, across the fields, rose the 
towers of Central City. Spires and 
terraced pyramids of white cement 
caught the last high beams of the 
sun. With swarms of shimmering 
rocket-fliers darting above them, 
they looked like fairy structures. 

But Gurth's hard craggy face 
frowned more deeply, with hatred. 
Those elfin, lovely towers held only 
the hated Patricios. They lived up 
there in the sunlight while the Plebs 
huddled in the sub-levels. 

He muttered a curse as he glimpsed 
the domed, arrogant mass of Govern
ment Hall. Beneath that center of 
tyranny lay the chamber dreaded by 
every Pleb-the so-cal led World of 
the Micros. 

Gurth was thinking of the thou
sands of Plebs who had gone into 
that dreaded room-and never come 
out. More than one good friend of 
his own had gone there-sentenced 
to the Micros. 

The rocket-trucks rattled through 
the gate in the high city wall. Black
clad, domineering guards-men of 
Pleb origin who served the Patricios 
and were a favored class-stopped 
the trucks, checked the number on 
each Pleb's arm, then dismissed 
them. The Plebs streamed silently 



to,vard the nearest escalator-en
trances. 

Roger Gurth, trudging with his big 
arm around Steve's sagg·ing shoulder, 
saw a sleek rocket-flier landing in a 
nearby court. Silk-clothed, handsome 
young men and women emerged from 
it, and their laughter jarred his ears 
as they trooped gaily toward a near
by pleasure-garden. 

Steve looked yearningly after 
them. "It must be nice to wear silk, 
and not have to work all the time," 
the boy said. 

Gurth grunted. "They're soft and 
useless. I could smash a dozen of 
them with my bare hands. And by 
God, I will some day !" 

An escalator took them down into 
the first sub-level. Here were the liv
ing quarters of the Plebs. The fac
tories and other industrial plants 
were on levels farther beneath. 

During the day, the glass pave
ments of the upper city admitted a 
diffused sunlight to the streets and 
apartment-barracks of the first sub
level. But now, as dusk deepened 
above, the electron-lamps were com
ing on to illuminate the geometrical 
streets. 

Gurth and Steve tramped down 
the street on which the lad's family 
lived. Smell of cooked food, distrib
uted from community kitchens, came 
from open doors. Children played 
under the electron-lamps. Tired men 
and women sat in the doorways, idly 
gossiping. 

But Gurth noticed the queer atti
tude of these fellow Plebs tonight. 
All were strangely silent as the two 
young men passed. 

"What's the matter with them 
all ?" demanded G urth. "You'd think 
we have the Hotlands plague, to see 
them !" 

"l don't understand," Steve said, 
his dusty brow wrinkling puzzledly. 
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"Our neighbors h ere have always 
been friendly, even though they know 
that father was once a Patricio." 

He and Gurth soon reached the 
Dart apartment. W hen they stepped 
inside, Steve uttered a cry of alarm. 

The little apartment was in confu
sion. Furniture had been tossed 
about, and scientific apparatus 
smashed on the floor. 

"Dad !" cried Steve alarmedly. He 
turned a white face. "Something's 
happened to father, G urth !" 

"The guards must have been here," 
Gurth gritted. "That scientific equip
ment-they've discovered your fa
ther's work." 

Steve paled. "If they've done 
that-" 

T
HE YOUTH sprang toward one 
of the cement walls, fumbled and 

then opened a cunningly concealed 
panel. From the hidden recess be
hind it, Steve took out a flat little 
disk-shaped instrument. 

"This-the secret weapon father 
was working on-they didn't find it," 
Steve cried. 

Gurth took the disk-shaped metal 
instrument, and stared blankly at it. 
"What is the thing ?" 

"I don
'
't know," Steve denied. "But 

he said it would overturn the Patri
cios' rule." Then the youth cried, 
"I'm going to ask the neighbors what 
happened !" 

Steve rushed out. In a moment he 
was back, his face deathly. "It was 
the guards, Gurth. They arrested 
dad-and Lina.'' 

Gurth felt a pang of Yiolent emo
tion. He thrust into his blouse the 
disk-shaped instrument he had been 
examining. 

' 'Lina too ?" the big young Pleb 
cried. His face dangerous, he strode 
to the door. 41l'm going above and 
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find out what they've done with your 
father and her !" 

Steve was at his side, but Gurth 
stopped him. "You can't go with me, 
Steve ! If they arrested Lina, they'll 
be looking for you too ! Probably the 
alarm for you went out j ust too late 
for the guards at the city gate to 
catch you." 

"But I can't stay here-," Steve 
protested wildly. 

"You daren't stay here now," 
Gurth retorted. "Go to old Kasman 
-he'll hide you till I get back with 
news." 

He overpowered Steve Dart's pro
tests and thrust the agonized youth 
down the street. Then Gurth started 
grimly toward the nearest escalator
entrance. 

His mind was seething. Not only 
did the arrest of Doremus Dart de
stroy the hopes he had put in the old 
man's plans to develop a weapon 
against the tyrants. It wa:; Lina he 
was th inking of. 

He had loved Lina from first sight .  
He had h a d  roseate dreams of a suc
cessful revolt against the Patricios, 
of Lina and h imself l iving free and 
happy, rearing free children. And 
now-

G urth's face was thunder-black as 
he strode through the st reets of the 
upper city. Here beneath t he calm 
moon, the towers of the Patricios 
were bathed in brilliant light. Fliers 
like shining moths flitted to and from 
the terraced landing-stages. Laugh
ter and music spilled down to the 
ears of the stalking, grim-faced 
young Pleb. 

It was against rules for a Pleb to 
be above without a permit. But luck 
favored Gurth, for no guards s topped 
him until he approached the entrance 
of the squat, domed Government 
Hall. There a burly, black-clad ser
geant of guards halted him. 

"What are you doing here, Pleb ?" 
the sergeant snarled. "You know 
Government House is out of bounds. 
Where's your emerging-permit, any
way ?" 

"I haven't any," Gurth answered 
calmly. "I want to see the Com. 
mander of Guards." 

"What ?" bellowed the sergeant, 
stunned by such audaci ty. Then h e  
yelled for a detail. "You'll see the 
Commander, all right. And you'U 
wish you hadn't ! See if he's armed, 
men." 

With sudden dismay, Gurth re
membered that in his excitement he 
h ad left Doremus Dart's secret disk
weapon in his blouse. It was still 
there. If the guards found it-

But they only slapped his belt and 
pockets, where an ato-gun would be 
carried. Then Gurth was hauled 
through broad corridot·s and ante
rooms, until he faced the Commander 
of Guards. 

The Commander was a Patricio, a 
bored-looking young man with sleepy 
but very intelligent eyes. 

"Th is Pleb came above level with
out a permit, si r, and demanded to 
see you ," reported th\! burly sergeant. 

GURTH spoke steadily to the Com
mander. "I admit having no 

permit.  I'll take my punishment for 
that. But according to law, I have 
a right to appeal to you for infor
mat ion." 

"Talk of your rights, will  you '!" 
bellowed the burly sergeant. He 
raised his hand threateningly. 

Bu t the Commander intet·veued. 
"No, no, sergeant," the Patricio 
drawled. "This fellow is within his 
rights-even the Plebs have some 
rights, you know. We have to main
tain the· law." 

There was a quirk of amusement i n  
the eyes o f  the Commander as he said 



it. He surveyed Gurth with faint 
interest. 

That half-bored, half-amused look 
stung the big young Pleb. But he 
kept his face bleakly steady as he 
spoke. 

"I want to ask about two friends of 
mine, sir-Doremus Dart and his 
daughter, Lina." 

The amused look faded from the 
Patricio's face. He eyed Gurth more 
sharply. 

"Friends of yours, are they ? I'm 
glad to know t h at. We're trying to 
gather in all Dart's accomplices. He 
has been convicted of secret scientific

· 

research-th e  worst crime a Pleb can 
commit." 

"What have you done to them, 
though '!" Gurth persisted. "You 
can't send that old man and girl to 
the uranium mines "?" 

"Oh, no, we're not sending them 
there," the Commander drawled. 
Gurth felt a quick relief. "Dart and 
the girl have already been sentenced. 
They've been sent into the Micros." 

"Into the Micros ?" Gurth repeated 
unbelievingly. Then the sheer hor
l'Or in his mind detonated into explod
ing rag.e. "You damned tyrants-" 

He sprang forward. His one idea 
was to get this bored young Patricio's 
neck between his hands. 

The sergeant yelled, and the 
guards leaped forward. Gurth's knot
ted fists, hardened by long toil, 
smashed two faces into red pulp. One 
of them was the sergeant's-the oth-
er the Commander's. 

· 

Then a hard weapon descended on 
G urth's head from behind. He lost 
(onsciousness for a brief interval. 

When awareness came dimly back 
to h im, he vaguely realized that he  
was being dragged by several hands 
along a stone-paved passageway. A 
brilliant light shone in his eyes . 
. Gurth blinked, and with head aching 
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Yiolently, tried to rally his stunned 

wits. 
He saw that he had been dragged 

into a big, vaulted underground stone 
chamber. Upon a copper platform at 
its center stood a curious object-a 
six-foot globe of solid earth that was 
turning slowly on its axis. 

The world of the Micros ! Gurth 
realized that that was what that 
earthen globe was, and despite his 
raging passion and defiance, his h eart 
skipped a beat. 

Near the turning earthen globe 
blazed a suspended ato-lamp of great 
brilliance, the only light in the cham
ber. Half the turning globe was al
ways in its light, the other half in 
shadow. 

Gurth tried to get up, but could 
only attain a sitting position. Near 
h im were guards with ato-guns 
trained on him, r�ady to blast him. 

· One of them was the burly sergeant, 
his face now a bleeding w1·eck. He 
glared balefully at the dazed young 
Pie b. 

"Attack me, will you ?" the ser
g·eant raged to Gurth. "And a Patri
cio, too '? You'll never have anoth
er chance-it's the Micros for you, 
you swine !" 

Condemned to the Mic1·os !-most 
terrible of fates, from which there 
was no escape ever ! Gurth felt the 
impact of horror. 

He tried to get up and fight. But 
the strength had drained out of h im.  
He could not yet stand. 

A guard was wheeling a tripodal 
apparatus f1·om a corner. In its side 
was a th ick lens whkh was trained 
on Gurth. 

"Go ahead, before the brute gets 
his  strength back and makes us kill 
him," ordered the sergeant. 

A broad blue beam shot from the 
lens and enveloped Gurth's sitting 
figure. He felt a terrific shock 
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through every fiber of his body. It 
- -was a terrible sensation of rending 

and compression that seemed to rive 
his cells asunder. He was violently 
sick. 

Then he became aware that the 
big stone room was rapidly changing . 
Its walls were expanding outward 
with nightmare speed, it� domed ceil
ing receding, as the room grew larg
er. And the guards were growing 
larger, too ! They wet·e increasing 
in stature by the second-already 
they towered twenty feet h igh. 

Gurth knew that all this was self
deception. It was not the room and 
guards that were growing larger-it 
was he who was becoming smaller. 

INTO THE M ICRO-WOl1LD ! 

SMALLE R ! That blue beam 
that still bathed h is bod y 
with sickening force was th

.
e 

atomic-compression force that was 
compressing t he electronic orbits of 
each of his body's atoms. It had al
ready reduced h im to a pigmy a foot 
high. 

And he was becoming still smaller 
-was becoming a Micro ! 

Gurth staggered up and shook his 
fist at the guards in wild passion. 

"Damn you, I'll kill you !" he yelled. 
"All of you !" 

He saw the now-colossal guards 
laughing, their mirth reaching him 
as great waves of sound. Then he 
heard the thunderous voice of  the  gi
ant who was the serg�ant. 

''Put the brute on his new world, 
w ith the others," the sergeant was 
ordering. 

A hand-huge, i ncredible-came 
down toward Gurth and seized him 
crushingly between thumb and fin
ger. He was li fted in a breathless 
rush through the air, toward the 

spinning Micro-world that now 
seemed to his eyes a great sphere. He 
was put down atop it. 

The blue compression-beam again 
bathed him. Driving h im farther 
down i n to smallness. Now Gurth 
could not even make out the guards 
-they were vast, cloudy forms tow
ering up beyond his vision. 

The terrific sensation of the com

pression still s ickened him. He sank 
to h is knees, crushing his face 
against the soft earth of the Micro
world. 

Presently the sickening sensation 
ceased. He knew the compression 
had stopped. He had been made a 
Micro-a tiny being too small for the 
ordinary human eye to see ! 

Gurth staggered up. He looked 

around. He felt unable as yet to real
ize what had happened to him. 

Around him lay a weird, unearthly 
landscape-vista of the Micro-world 
on which he must live the rest of his 
life ! 

Great green clumps of coarse moss 
towered about him in fantastic 
groups, looming against an ocher sky 
in which blazed a great, brilliant orb. 
Slimy, jelly-like things crawleC: in the 
moss-either protozoa or large bac
teria, Gurth guessed. 

"A Micro !" he said hoarsely to 
himself. "Trapped here forever-as 
thousands of other Plebs have 
been-" 

Then a thought came to him that 
cheered him a l ittle. "But Lina and 
her father must be somewhere hei:·e 
too :" 

Gurth's spirits lifted a l ittle at that 
idea. If he could find Lina on thi.3 
tiny world-

Tiny world ? He suddenly realized 
that this six:-foot globe was now to 
him a huge planet, whose immensi
ties might hide Lina from him for
ever. 



NO, HE'D FlND her somehow ! 
And though their existence as 

normal humans was ended fore\·er, 
maybe they could attain a scant 
measm·e of happiness together here 
in the Micro-world. 

Gurth stiffened as he saw a large 
mass sliding through the mosses not 
far away. His hair bristled on his 
head. The thing was an incredible 
arthropoda! monster, a worm-like 
creature armo1·ed in an exoskeleton 
of horny chitin. Its multiple-faceted 
eyes gleamed coldly, its great claw
like horns projected as it crawled 
questingly through the mosses. 

Gurth's brain told him the thing 
was really only a tiny worm. But to 
him, in his present pigmy stature, it 
was of appalling size. He crouched 
down, and breathed easier when it 
had passed. 

There was life, danger, on this Mi
cro-world, then ? He might have 
known it. He'd have to have some 
weapon if he were to survive long 
here. 

He thought suddenly of the disk
like instrument he still had in his 
blouse--Doremus Dart's mysterious 
weapon. 

He snatched it out and examined 
it. It was baffling. There were 
switches on one side, and two small 
projecting metal globes. 

Like all Plebs, Gurth had only 
vague ideas of science. He could not 
determine the purpose of the weap
on. He stuck it back into his  blouse 
and looked around for something 
more useful. 

Then he went to one of the moss
clumps and began tearing at :1. tough 
gray stalk.  It would make a fairly 
heavy club. 

Gurth was tearing at the stalk 
when a whistling scream sounded be
hind h im. Cold, horny feelers 
grabbed his legs. 
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The big young Pleb spun around, 
honified. He gazed into cold, gleam
ing, saucer-like faceted eyes of a 
bulky bro\Yn chitinous monster that 
towered to his shoulder. 

A tiny beetle or insect of some 
kind-but matle enormous by his own 
reduced stature. The thing again ut· 
tered the whistling, wheezing scream 
as its feelers gathered Gurth in to it. 

He yelled hoarsely and fought fran
tically, threshing to win free of its 
horny limbs. But he was dragged in
exorably toward a gaping maw-

Then the feelers gripping him 
threshed in a wild fl urry and relaxed. 
Gurth staggered back, and then 
stared wildly. 

Men-two men wearing primitive 
tunics of woven moss-were attack
ing the insect with stone-tipped 
spears. Again and again they plunged 
their weapons between the joints of 
chitin. The insect rolled over, its 
multiple limbs still threshing as it 
died. 

Roger Gurth, breathing hard, stood 
motionless as the two men advanced. 
They were young, brawny, hardy
looking. 

"You're new ?" one of them ex
claimed eagerly. ''We were hunting 
when we heard your yell. How long 
have you been here in our world ?" 

"Only--{)nly a few minutes, I 
guess," Gurth panted. He stared at 
them. "How long h ave you been 
here '?" 

The taller man answered. "I've 
been here five years-I was sen
tenced for striking a mine-guard. My 
chum here was born here." 

"Born here ?" Gurth said incredu
lously. "You mean-" 

"Why, of course," said the taller 
man. "There have been several gen
erations of people born on this Micro
world since the first Plebs were sent 
here, decades ago. And thousands 
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more have come here through the 
years, sentenced by the damned Pa
tricios." 

The tall hunter added, "I'm Jan 
Karth and this young chap is Val 
Lim bar." 

Gurth cried eagerly, "Have you 
seen a man named Doremus Dart and 
his daughter ? They were sent into 
this world only a few hours ago." 

Jan Karth shook his head. "I've 
not seen them. But Val and I have 
been hunting all day. They might 
be at our village." 

"Village ?" Gurth repeated, and the 
hunter nodded. 

"We've a number of them-scat
tered all over the Micro-world. We 
hunt the insect life here for food. 
And certain of the mosses have edi
ble spore-pods, and furnish us with 
clothing, too. 

"Come along," he added not un
kindly to the bewildered Gurth. 
"We're going home to my villag·e 
now. My people will be friendly
most of us know what it means to 
find yourself on this world !" 

Gurth felt as though in a dream 
as he tramped with his t wo new 
friends through the g·lades of loom
ing mosses, over the black earth. 
Could all this world really be only a 
six-foot globe in a subterranean 
chamber of Central City ? 

Grotesque life teemed in the moss
forest. Weird protozoan creatures 
and insects-some of them of t re
mendous comparative size. Jan Karth 
and Val Limbar seemed to know 
t heir way through the endless moss
glades without hesitation. 

"You say villages are on the bot
tom side of this little world too ?" 
Gurth asked. "Why don't they fall 
off it ?" 

Jan Karth shrugged. "I suppose 
the cursed Patricios imbedded s"Jme 

kind of artificial gravity contml in
side this world. At least, I've heard 
older men guess that-1 don't know 
any science myself." 

"Neither do I," Gurth admitted. 
"But Doremus Dart does. He was 
once a Patricio, himself." 

They came finally to an open clear
ing in the moss-glades. Here was an 
astonishing little community. 

A half-hundred beehive huts of 
moss thatched upon frameworks of 
stalks were clustered together behind 
a stockade of tall posts. They passed 
through a gate into this village, and 
Gurth's amazed eyes beheld scores of 
men, women and childt·en. 

Some wore almost new · Pleb uni
forms, indicating that they had but 
recently entered the Micro-world. 
Others' uniforms were ragged, while 
many oth ers wore the improvised tu
nics of woven moss. 

Then Gurth's heart bounded as he 
saw a slim, girlish figure in white 
blouse and shorts, standing sadly be
side a hut. 

"Lina !" he yelled, and plunged joy
ously forward. 

Lina Dart looked up startledly. Her 
pale, lovely face brigh tened with in
credulous g·ladness, her hand at her 
throat. 

"Gurth ! Why, Gurth-" 
Before she could say more, the big 

Pleb had his arms around her and 
could feel the pound of her heart 
against his. He crushed her dark, 
fragrant hair against his rough 
cheek. 

"Gurt h ,  how did you come here ?" 
Lina cried as she stepped back a mo
ment later. "Why did they sentence 
you here ?" 

He told h er in quick, happy sen
tences, his eyes fondly searching her 
face. He saw dismay come into her 
brown eyes. 

"Oh, Gurth, you shouldn't have 



gone to protest to the Patricios ! Then 
you'd never have been sent here." 

"Do you think I'd have enjoyed it  
better as a slave in the bigger world, 
separated from you forever ?" he 
cried. 

Lina's soft red mouth quivered. He 
patted her hair awkwardly. Then 
he heard an amazed masculine voice. 

"Roger Gurth !" 
It was Lina's father. Doremus 

Dart had astonishment written on 
his fine, ag·ing face whose handsome
ness still betrayed his Patricio origin. 

THE MAN WHO GREW 

WHEN HE had heard 
Gurth's story, Dart's re
action was the same as 

his daughter's. 
"You were foolish to do that, 

Gurth. Now you are prisoned for
ever on this wild little world." 

And Doremus Dart shook his head 
sadly. "My own hope of helping the 
Plebs is ended forever now. Just as 
I achieved success, the guards of the 
Patricios suddenly arrested me. Their 
spies had learned that I was engaged 
in secret research. They didn't even 
give Lina and me a trial." 

That recalled something to Gurth's 
mind. He took from his blouse the 
disk-like instrument and handed it 
to Dart. 

"Steve and I found this in your 
apartment, sir-I guess it's the weap
on you were building to use against 
the Patricios. Too bad I forgot and 
brought it down h ere into the Micl·o
world with me. Steve and the other· 
Plebs might have been able to use it 
up there." 

Doremus Dart showed galvanic ex
citement at sight of the disk-like 
thing. He snatched it from the hand 
of the big Pleb. 
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"Gurth, I can st-ill use this !" Dart 
babbled excitedly. "It's been reduced 
in size, along with your clothing and 
your body, but it retains its powers !" 

Gurth stared. "Why, I don't un
derstand. No matter how powerful 
a weapon the thing is, it's only mi
croscopic in size now, like ourselves. 
We're trapped in smallness-the 
thing is useless." 

"You don't understand !" cried the 
old ex-Patricio. "Th;s instrument 
isn't a weapon, as you thought. It's 
a device to reverse the action of the 
atom-compression beam-it gener
ates an atom-expansion force that 
makes material objects large'r by ex
panding the electronic orbits. 

"You see, Gurth, when I was a 
Patricio, I learned during my scien
tific studies t l)e principle of the 
atom-compression beam. It makes 
matter smaller by contracting the or
bits of the electrons around each 
atomic nucleus. It occurred to me 
that an analogous force which ex
panded the electronic orbits could 
make matter larger. The Patricios' 
scientists hadn't investigated that 
subject, because there was no press
ing need for such a discovery. 

"But later, when I'd been de
classed and made a Pleb, the idea re
curred to me. If I could find an ex
pansion-force, I could bring back 
from smallness to normal size all the 
thousands of Plebs imprisoned in the 
::vricro-world. They'd be so numerous 
they could help the other Plebs in an 
attempt to break the Patricios' tyr
anny." 

Gurth's eyes popped. "Then this 
thing could mal;e one of us normal 
size again-could eYen make us larg
er, without limit ?" 

"Not without limit, Gurth," cor
rected Doremus Dart. "I found that 
I could make an object only two or 
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three times larger than normal, and 
still reduce it back to normal. If I 
made it larger than that, it couldn't 
be brought back to normal ! The or
bits of the electrons were so expand
ed after that critical point that the 
electrons tended to break away com
pletely from the nucleus, dissipating 
the matter into free electrons. But 
this thing can make a M icro-man into 
a normal-sized man again." 

"God, what a chance !" Gurth cried. 
"If it  still works-" 

"It will work, yes," Dart said. "But 
it  won't help us now. This one in
strument has an aura of expansion 
force only large enough for two or 
three of us, at most. What good 
would it do for j ust two or three of 
u s  to grow back to normal size again ? 
The guards u p  there would seize us 
as soon as we appeared. · 

"You see," Doremus Dart ex
plained sadly, "my plan was to make 
thou sands of these instruments se
cretly and bring them down into 
smallness here, and use them to bring 
back all the Micro-men to normal size 
simultaneously. They could over
power the guards in surprise attack. 
But, before I'd made more than thi8 
first model, the arrest came." 

And Dart sorrowfully shook his 
head. "I'm afraid this thing is of l it
tle use to us now. There are not tools 
or resources on this M icro-world to 
make the delicate instruments i n  
numbers." 

Gurth shouted. "We won't give up 
l ike that, sir ! This thing could help 
free all the Micro-men on this world. 
If I could get you back up to the up
per world, with i t, so you could se
cretly make hundr·eds of these in
struments-" 

"But the guards in the chamber of 
the Micro-world '?" Dor�mus Dart re
minded. 

Gurth's cragg·y face hardened. He 
had made his decision, and h is pur
pose now was unshakeable as a rock. 

"I believe we can take them by sur
prise and overpower them, sir. If we 
can, we can get you away and i nto 
hiding where you can start making 
these instruments. If we can't-well, 
it's worth risking, isn't it ?" 

DOREMUS DART'S eyes flashed. 
, "It is worth risking, Gurth ! 

The hope of freeing all these people 
prisoned in smallness-yes, I'll go 
back up with you !" 

"And I too !" Lina cried eagerly. 

But Gurth shook his shaggy head. 
"No, Lina-there will be fighting and 
danger above. You must stay here 
and wait." 

Firmly, he disregarded the girl's 
protests. Dart was now tugg·ing at 
his sleeve. 

"Jan Karth is going with us, 
G urth," the aging ex-Patricio said. 
"We must go soma distance from this 
v illage, lest we crush it under our 
feet as we grow." 

For a throbbing minute, Gurth held 
Lina in h is arms. 

''They'll be back down for you, 
Lin a," he whispered. "We'll win past 
the guards, up there-your father 
will make instruments to free all the 
people down h ere from smallness." 

"But even then," she said troubled
ly, "there'll be fighting and bloodshed 
when the Plebs try to overthrow the 
tyrants. Oh, Gurth, be careful !" 

He tore away from her. Doremus 
Dart and Jan Karth were waiting 
out in the moss glades beyond the 
village. 

"Now-gather close around me, so 
that the expansion force will bathe 
us all," directed Dart. "The mechan
ism, of course, is designed to be self-



affecting and will grow larger as we 
do." 

They hunched together. Gurth's 
heart was thudding. This weird, fan
tastic plan he was going to try ! 

Dart touched the switches on the 
side of the little disk. A humming 
began within it. 

"Compact ato-batttries inside it 
are the only power," muttered the 
ex-Pah·icio. "But it should be 
enough-" 

From the twin globes on the little 
instrument glowed a ghostly red 
light. The spraying radiance bathed 
all three of the closely-gathered men. 

G urth felt again that rending sick
ness as of colossal forces riving his 
body's atoms. He felt Dart stagger 
against him, and heard an incoherent 
exclamation from Jan Karth. 

The three were-growing. It was 
as though the moss-clumps around 
them were shrinking rapidly. Their 
stature was increasing by the min
ute. They could look far across the 
curving, moss-covered surface of the 
Micro-world .  

And now a s  that world grew small
er beneath them, Gurth's eyes could 
make out the big stone chamber in 
which this diminutive world was 
housed. He saw the bright sun-lamp 
-and saw two apparently gigantic 
guards lounging and chatting by the 
door. 

"We're already a foot high !" Dart 
was whispering. "Jump off the Mi
cro-world, before we crush it under 
us !" 

They leaped together and hit the 
stone floor of the chamber with a 
shock. Huddled behind the six-foot 
Micro-world,  keeping it between them 
and the two guards at the door, they 
swayed shakenly as the red radiant 
force shot them into larger stature. 

They were six feet high now-nor
mal stature. Doremus Dart turned 
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off the disk-shaped mechanism. 
Gurth took the instrument from his 
h and and thYust it  into his own 
blouse, supporting the older man as 
he swayed sickly. 

"All right-now !" whispered Dart 
weakly as they hunched behind the 
Micro-world. 

"You stay here," Gurth murmured. 
"Jan Karth , you take the guard on 
the left, I'll take the other. Try to 
make no sound." 

Jan Karth raised the stone-pointed 
spear he had brought, his eyes gleam
ing. Gurth knotted his great fists. 

They leaped out together. One of 
the black-uniformed guards saw 
them. His brutal face froze in in
credulous amazement. Then, with a 
strangled cry, he grabbed for the ato
pistol in his belt. 

· Gurth's hands gripped his neck. 
The convulsive wrench had all the 
strength of a uranium-miner's mus
cles in it. The guard's neck snapped, 
and the man sank limply to the stone 
floor. 

Gurth turned. Tht: other guard 
was dead. Jan Karth had driven his 
spear through the heart. 

Doremus Dart stumbled toward 
them. "Now what ? How are we 
going to get out of Government 
Building, past all the guards ?" 

"You and Jan wait here," Gurth 
ordered. "I'll go .out and see if the 
corridors are clear." 

His heart was pounding with re
solve as he left them and went out 
into the big corridor outside. There 
was no one in it. G urth went a little 
way along it, and stopped. 

He reached into his blouse, and 
took out the disk-shaped instrument. 
Deliberately, he touched its switches 
as he had seen Doremus Dart do. 

THE RED radiance sprayed again 
fmm the instrument, envelop-
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ing him. He felt again the sick shock 
of atom-expanding forces. He thrust 
the instrument back into h is blouse 
and stood, sickly shaken. 

He was growing larger rapidly. Al
ready he was eight feet tall-ten 
feet, now. His head brushed the 
stone 1·oof of the corridor. He had 
to get out of here before he was 
trapped and crushed, if he was to do 
what he had determined to do. 

G urth stumbled down the corridor, 
stooping. He squeezed up a broad 
stair at its end, i nto a big l ighted 
hall.  

Guards lounging in this great room 
stared with petrified unbelief at the 
fift�en-foot Pleb giant emerging 
u pon them. 

"Kill him !" shrieked one officer. 

They grabbed out their ato -pistols. 
Too late ! Gurth was already plung
ing forward, his giant arms flai l ing·. 

It was l ike fighting children. The 
guards who came barely to his k nees 
were flung in all directions by h i s  
wh irling arms. 

One had escaped, screaming. Alarm 
bells began clamoring through Gov
ernment House. G urth's head was 
now brushing the vaulted ceiling of 
this high hall. 

"Got to get out of h�re !" he mut
tered thickly, stumbling toward the 
doors. 

He had to get down on h is k nees to 
squeeze through the double doors. He 
scrambled down a broad entrance
hall hardly large enough to contain 
his  giant, expanding body. He burst 
out of its further end, into the warm 
nig·h t  outside Government House. 

l-Ie straightened up, then-a th ir
ty-foot giant who already towered 
above the fi rst sto r ies of the cement 
tower of the Patricios. Bells were 
ringing, m e n  calling in tiny voices, 

fliers darting wildly off land ing
stages of nearby buildings. 

Gurth still felt rocked by sickness. 
He felt a burning stinging in h is an
kles, and looked down to see the tiny 
j ets of atom-guns blasting at him 
from pigmy guards. 

"Out of the city," he told h imself 
hoarsely. "There's room to grow, 
outside-" 

Still bathed in the red radiance of 
the atom-expansion force, Gurth 
staggered through the streets toward 
the edge of the metropolis. There he 
towered up, his head level with the 
towers. 

In ten more m inutes, G urth tow
ered up two hundred feet above the 
surface of the city. He felt standing 
beside an ant-hill of blinking lights 
and tiny insect figures. His head 
seemerl touching the stars. Then he 
heard a vicious, tiny buzzing. 

S vvarms of rocket-fliers were dart
i ng toward him like clouds of brilliant 
bees. Bees that could st i ng ! They 
j etted tiny spurts of flame that 
pricked the face and hands of the gi
ant. He reached a hand and smot e 

a cloud of them fmm the air like 

midges. 

Gurth laughed in Homeric m irth. 
" They won't attack again !" 
He felt more stings i n  his ankles 

and lool<ed down at the tiny pigmies 
down th ere who wet'e attacking him 
wi th atom -blasts. 

"Lay down your arms and retire, 
Patricios and guards ! "  G u rth thun
dered, raising h is foot menacingly 
o\·er them. 

Th e n erves of the tiny men below 
could not withstand that awful hang
i ng menace. They sucked back, drop
ping their weapons. 

"Ho, Plebs !" G urth bellowed thun
derously. "Come forth from the sub
level, all of you !" 

Out of the escalator entrances hes-



itating]y came awestruck masses of 
tiny, bro\'.:n-clad figures, looking up 
with thousands of white little faces 
at the colossus above the city. 

"Disarm all Patricios and guards !" 
Gurth thundered. "Kill no one, need
lessly-but if th ere is resistance to 
you,  I will crush those who 1·esist !" 

HE WATCHED as the brown-clad 
pigmies, with a thin, tiny 

cheer, began surging through the 
city. He saw that th ere was no re
sistance. The Patricios and guards, 
overawed by the menacing giant 
against the starlit sky, surrendered 
their weapons and authority. 

Gurth \Vas still growing, bigger 
and bigger. He h ad to stoop down to 
peer at the lighted square in front 
of Government Building. He could 
just make out two tiny men being es
corted out of Government House by 
rej oicing Pleb hordes-two men star
ing up at him. 

"Dart-Doremus Dart !" Gurth 
called down. "I tricked you-this is 
what I meant to do, all the time. The 
only way to free the Plebs-and now 
it's done." 

He saw one of those two tiny men 
wringing his hands, and though he 
could not hear Dart's voice, he un
derstood. 

"I knov.·," Gurth's migh ty voice vi
brated. "1 know that I can't come 
bacli, that t h e  expansion of electron
orbits is out of control now. But
it was the only way." 
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He straightened. He was begin
ning to feel very strange. The sick
ness had passed into a smooth, gath
ering darkness that was somehow in
vading his mind. 

He saw the Pleb masses down 
there, no longer in frenzied rejoicing, 
but staring up at his titanic, growing 
form. G urth knew the end was neat: 
And he felt a queer, warm happiness. 

"Lina-all the others on the Micro
world-Dart will mal\e instruments 
and go down and bring them back," 
he wh ispered to himself. "Bring them 
back to a new, free life." 

The darkness was . gathering and 
gathering. He was so gigantic now 
that he could hardly see the little 
mass of lights that was the tiny city 
far below. 

He moved away from it, walking 
blindly out into the desert under the 
starlit sky, with mighty strides. 

They watched him go, the awe
stricken, frozen masses of Plebs in 
the city. They watched that incred
ible figure that loomed vast against 
the heavens recede from them, still 
growing. 

They saw G mth's titanic form be
come vague and shadowy and unreal. 
He seemed to waver and melt against 
the darkness, as he di ssolved into 
free electrons. 

The giant who had freed them, the 

l i berator whom legend would give im
mortal life-he was gone now, gone 
forever, drifting off into eternity be
tween the night wind and th e stars. 
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M AS T E R . O F  E M O T I O N  
by WILLARD I. HAWKINS 

Griff needed a job badly, but he never sus pec:ted that innocent-looking advertisement 
cou!d lead him into the weirde5t adventure ever experienced by man-could bring him 
and Lucille to the brink of madneu, as they battle a warped mind with an evil, infinite 

power! 

CHAPT E R  I 

FEAR, ANG E R, LAUGHTER 

THE building wa.> a narrow, 
dilapidated structure, t h e 
neighborhood bleak and de

serted. Signs conveyed the informa
tion that the area had been con
demned. Already several buildings 
h ad been razed, to make. way for the 
new park which would replace the 
unsightly slum district. 

Doubtfully, Griff Harkness con
sulted the clipped advertisement. 
There seemed no mistake ; this was 
certainly number 356 Linwood Ave
nue. Mounting the rickety steps, he 
read a penciled notice on the door. 
"Prof. Z. K. S. Bendizon, B. A., M. A., 
M. Sc. , Ph. D., 3rd floo-r;." 

The interior echoed hollowly with 
h is footsteps as he climbed the nar
row stairs. All other tenants ap
peared to have fled long since before 
the oncoming wreckers. What need 
could anyone located in such sur
roundings have for an assistant '? At 
l ea:>t there would probably be no sur
feit of applicants. 

I n  the  dingy third-Hour waiting
room, only one person was ahead of 
h im-a girl .  She sat h uddled for
lornly near the door. At G r ift"s en

tn�nce, she looked up with blended 
rel i ef and apprehension. 

He mentally appraised the glance____; 
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and the girl. "She's g·lad I came, be
cause she's half scared of bein g  here 
all by hersel f ;  but she sees me also 
as competition. Poor kid-she must 
need the job pretty bad to brave this 
neighborhood." 

Tacked to the inner door was a 
sign, "Busy-Knock."  Griff raised 
his knuckles, then paused. 

"I s u p p o s e  you've already 
knocked ?" he asked casually. 

The gid nodded ; then, swallowing, 
she added : "He told me to wait
l've been here almost half an hour." 

"H'm-m. Time to stir him up." 
Griff rapped sharply. 

After a short delay, the door 
opened. An untidy, stocky little man 
with a scraggly beard and peculiar
looking skull cap peered at them 
throug·h steel-rimmed .:spectacles. 

"Another ?" he observed with sat
isfaction. "Good ! I can u se you 
both.  Step in." 

Both visitors looked around h is 

workshop curiously. The room con
tained a number of pieces of strange 
apparatus, a l ittered desk, and a con
fusion of boxes and packing cases. 

"My temporary labol'atory," ex
plai ned Bend izon. "They h ave per
m itted me to stay until  the wreckers 
reach t h is bu ildi ng-. Are you ready 

to beg i n '?" 

" Does that mean," demanded Grit[, 

" th at we're hired ?" 
"I need two people__:_fo1· a spacial 



From every dark CQrner leerid hQrrible, obscene face•-

purpose. I shall pay you well. You 
are perhaps acquainted with telepa
thy ?" 

"I know what it is." 
"Good. Now if the young lady will 

remove her hat and take this seat-" 
While she complied with the re

quest, Griff studied the curious chair 
to which she had been assigned. It 
.was a substantial affair, bolted to a 
low platform, with various attach
ments. When the girl had taken her 
place, Professor Bendizon lowered an 
adj ustable headpiece, not unlike the 
hair-dryers familiar in beauty shops, 
until it encased the upper portion of 
her head. It was connected through 

wires and tubes with a near-by in
strument stand. He adjusted a screw
like device in the side of the helmet 
until she interrupted with a gasping 
exclamation. 

"Too tight ?" he inquired. "I will 
loosen it. Better ?" 

"Y es_:__somewhat." 
"Good. Now young man-in the 

chair facing the lady." 
Feeling slightly uneasy, Griff took 

the chair indicated, and allowed the 
scientist to fit a corresponding hel
met to his cranium. Then, over his 
wrists, as they rested idly on the 
chair arms, Bendizon deftly fastened 
a pair of clamps. 

6 5  



66 * * * Science Fidion 

"What's that for ?" demanded 
Griff. 

"To complete the circuit," ex
plained Bendizon, shortly. He was 
already engaged in adj usting similar 
clamps on the girl's slender wrists. 
She smiled wanly, and Griff tried to 
grin back. The grin faded when the 
little scientist darted back to him 
and snapped another clamp around 
his legs. It was altogether too much 
like being strapped in an electric 
chair. 

" I  don't l ike this !" Gri ff  exploded, 
straining at his bonds. "Let me up !" 

"Please !-my young friend-you 
might injure that fine body. It is 
useless to struggle. To make sure-" 
Bendizon passed a strap around Giff's 
abdomen, and drew it  tight. Un
heeding the burst of expletives that 
followed him, he returned to the 
girl and similarly fastened her inore 
securely. 

"Now," he said, tr iumphantly, "we 
are ready. No, my fr iends-as you 
have begun to suspect-we are not 
going to amuse ourselves with a 
n i ce l i ttle experi ment .i n telepath�·. 
My investigations have to do w i th 
more important matters - matters 
that will make the name of Bendizon 
world-famous." 

For a moment, he busied himself 
at the instruments to which the head
pieces were connected through a 
maze of wires and tubing. 

Fuming w i th anger, Griff could 
only watch and strain-his l i ps com
pressed to a thin l i ne. Across the 
room, the girl was fol lowing every 
move of the scientist with wide-eyed 
apprehension. 

"You think I am m ::\d ?" jeered 
Bendizon over his shoulder. " Who 
knows ? Perhaps I am. You w i l l  be 
sure of it presently." 

He bent over a tank-l ike affai r i n  
the corner and suddenly turned, holt(-

ing in his hand a rod some four 
feet long. Harkness gasped. The 
girl gave a stifled scream of horror. 
Dangl ing from a short line at the 
end of the rod was a huge, hairy 
spider. 

"You recognize i t ?" taunted Ben
dizon. "Yes-it is a tarantula. Let 
us see if the little lady can make 
friends with it." 

Grinning fiendishly, he thrust the 
dangling monster toward her. With 
horror-filled eyes, she shrank away. 

Then, slowly, with diabolical care, 
the mad scientist proceeded to tor
ture her with the wriggling, hairy 
monster. 

Harkness, straining at his bonds 
until his bones fairly cracked, shout
ed helpless imprecations. Bendizon 
paid not the slightest heed. H i s  
whole being seemed concentrated o n  
sa,·oring to the f u l l  every ounce of 
sadistic delight from the torture of 
the girl .  

ManeuYering the squ i rming- crea
ture unti l  it was level w i th her eyes, 
he slowly advanced i t tow·ard her 

face. The balefu l red eyes bu rned 
into hers ; the loathsome hai ry legs 

struggled to clutch her featu re.s. As 
t hey al most succeeded, Bendi zon 
drew i t  back, then repeated the per
forma nce. Tiring of this, he low
ered the spider to her hands-slow
ly, slowly - allowing the squ irm i n g  
claws t o  scramble for a hold on the 
qui,·ering flesh. This amusement 
pall i ng, he dropped it in her lap and 
allo,,·ed it to run free on her body
up, u p-o,·er the swel l ing breasts be
neath h er jacket-until  it reached 
her th roat-when he drew it back 

Watching this n ightmare hel pless
ly, Harkness raged and swore, shout
ing incoherent threats, p romising to 
rend the vile scien tist l imb from 
l imb, struggling frantical ly aglJ. inst 

the clamps and bonds that held him. 



Again the scientist was dangli ng 
the hairy body of the squirming 
tarantula in the gi rl's face. And 
suddenly - her control brealdng -

scream after scream burst f rom her 

tortured throat. 

Human endurance could stand only 
so much of this. Her body collapsed ; 
all the color d t·ained from her fea

tures. 

"Good God, man ! Don't you see 
she's fainted ! '' bellowed G riff. "Let 

her go ! Do what you want with me, 
but have mercy-" 

Bendizon turned toward him, smil
ing satirically. 

"Ah , my f rien d-you a re angry ! 

Very angry ! That is nice. Yes," 
he added reassuringly, "we shall re
lease the young lady. But f\rst, I 
must put away m y  little pet." 

He deposited the squ irming c reat
ure in its tan k-l ike cage, then made 
some adj ustments i n  a p iece o f  ap
paratus standing between the two 
contrivances with which the head
pieces were connected. This done, 
he se t about releasing the gi rl. 

AS SOON as her vise-l i ke h elmet 
v>·as removed, she slumped 

· down in the c hair. Bendizon calm
ly unfastened the c lamps and straps 

that held her and eased he e to the 

floor. 
"I wou ld ask your assistance," he 

observed to Gri ff, "'but I fear you 
are angry at your good friend , Pro

fessor Bendizon. Afte e  all, can you 
not enjoy a little joke '?" 

Perspiring and l imp from h is help
less fury, Griff stared in aston ish

ment. A joke ! If tortu ri ng a help

less girl w as Bendizon's i dea of 
humor-

" Very funny, was it not ?" i ns isti!d 

the Professor. 
Funny ! Yes, it was funny-funny 

what Griff would do to the rat when 
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he was free of h is bonds. At the 

thought, he found himsel f laugh in g· 
harshly. 

"You ' l l  th in k i t' s  funny-when 1 
get my hands on you !" 

"Ha ! ha ! ha !" laughed Bendizon. 
"Ha ! ha ! ha ! "  laughed Griff, i n  

umson . 

It was absurd that they should 
both be laughing at the same idea. 

"Su ppose I should not let you go 
free ?" demanded Bendizon, looki ng 
very rog·uish at the suggestion . 

"Then," roared Griff, "the joke 
would be on me !" and they both 
lapsed into gales of boiste mus laugh
ter. 

The girl sat up, l>liuking in be
wilderment. 

"What are you two sillies laughing 
at?" she demanded. Suddenly, the 
comical aspect of it seemed to strike 
her. She rocked back and forth on 
the floor, convu lsed w ith am use
ment. 

Griff scarcely realized that the 
Professor had been unbuck l i ng his 

straps until he fou nd himself free. 
He shook with m i rth at the thought 

that he had threat0ned to strangle 
the pleasant old rascal. A fresh 
burst of si lvery laught�r d i verted 

his thoughts to the gi rl. 
"You looked-so fu nny--sit t ing 

there, with your head i n  that bucket 
affair ! "  she giggled. 

"Ought to have seen the way you 
looked, dodging away f rom that 

spider ! "  retorted Griff, guffawi ng at 

the memory. 
"It  was very com ical," obse rved 

the Professor, " but after all, we must 
set tle ,our busin es ;:;. You ha ve been 

most h elpful. I shal l  pay you each 

twenty dollars-is it n ot d roll of me 
to pay you f(}r doi ng nothing'? Please 

sign this receipt and give me your 

addresses. I may send for you again. 
Does that amuse you ?" 
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"Yeah-that's a good one," chuck
leu Griff. Signing the receipt, he 
glanced up. "It says : ' I  hereby state 
that I was not inj ured in any way 
and that I performed the tasl;;s re
quired by Professor Bendizon of my 
own free will.' Prof," he observed, 
shaking a waggish finger, "you know 
that's stretching things !" 

"Ha, ha ! Very good !" returned 
Bendizon app1·eciatively. "You have 
a keen sense of humor. Of course-" 
he in turn became waggish-"you 
can return the money and refuse to 
sign." 

This v,·as the funniest suggestion 
of all. G riff and the girl found it 
difficult to sign, they were so con
vulsed by the thought. 

A moment later, they were racing 
to see who could get down the stairs 
first. Amid gales of merriment, the 
girl won. Arm in arm, they scamp
ered hilariously down the almost de
serted street. 

"Aren't they funny ?" demanded 
the girl, giggling. She pointed to 
some men who were indulging i n  a 
sort of 1·iotous horseplay on the 
corner. 

One of the group spotted the ap
proaching couple and insisted on ex
plaining the cause of their hilarity. 

"Foreman can't make us work !" he 
roared, doubling up with glee. "We're 
wrecking the building, and we all 
gets the notion to quit. Foreman 
can't make us work 'caijSe he's got 
the silly giggles hisself-ain't that 
right, Bil l ?" 

"That's right !" bellowed the man 
indicated. "Lazy son s-o' -guns don't 
wanna work. Don't wanna work 
myself-ho ! ho ! ho !" 

Griff was laughing at the cockeyed 
absurdity of it all-and then, of a 
sudden, he sobered. 

"What's so funny about that ?" he 
demanded. 

The foreman lool,ed at him, star
tled. "That's right," he growled. 
"What's funny about it ? Get back 
on the job, you scum-what do you 
think you are ?" 

Glancing sheepishly at one an
other, the men sidled a>vay. Griff 
looked asl<ance at the girl. She was 
no longer laughing ; she merely 
looked bewildered. And he found 
that he no longer cared to meet her 
eyes, remembering the unsavory part 
he had played in Bendizon's office. 
Not only had he allowed her to be 
nearly frightened to death, but he 
had callously laughed about i t  after
ward. 

In an atmosphere of constraint, 
they 1·eached the streetcar line. 
"There's a car coming," she said. 
"If you don't mind-" 

"Oh, sure !" he agreed, obviously 
relieved. "I'm walking---er-that is, 
I'm not going that way." 

Not until he saw her disappear 
inside did it occur to him that he 
had neglected to learn her name or 
her address. What was it she wrote 
on the receipt ? Lucille something or 
other-he was pretty sure it was 
Lucille. 

CHAPTER II 

THE RETURN VISIT 

GRIFF thought a good deal 
about the incident during 
the next week, and the 

more he thought, the madder he be
came. \Yhen his seething anger and 
shame had reached a fairly torrid 
point, he decided that something 
ought to be done about it. Details 
connected with a change in his own 
fortunes caused some delay, but the 
afternoon of the seventh day found 
him again approaching the dilapid-



ated structure in which the old 
scientist was housed. 

The door was locked. After his  
third -knock, a window was thrown 
open. A voice cal led down : ,  "What 
do you wan t ?" 

The countenance peering over the 
window ledge was that of Professo r 
Bendizon , his  unruly hair standing 
out in all directions. 

I want to knock your block off ! 
was the answer G ri ff  felt tempted 
to give ; but since this did not seem 
l ikely to gai n  him admi ttance, he 
temporized. " Can't tel l  you from 
down here." 

The head disappeared i nside. It 
returned a moment later, this time 
-Griff noted-w ith the black cap 
on. He wondered vaguely why any 
one with such a heavy c rop of hair 
should wear a skull  cap. 

"The door is unlocked. Come up." 
The minute's i nte rval seemed hard

ly long enough to have allowed the 
old coot time to s l ip  downstai rs and 

unlock the door ; however, when 
Gri ff  tried the latch, i t  opened. A 
glance at the lock, as he entered, 
cleared the mystery. The device was 
operated by some electrical mechan
ism evidently connected from above. 

Why this fact shou ld fi l l  him with 
a sense of dread was inexpl icable ; 
neYertheless, he found himself  
strangely reluctant t o  proceed. At 
his first move toward the stairs a 
board creaked, sending shive rs up 

his spine. He shrank back i n  terror. 
F rom what ·? He could not have 

told. He knew only that some fright
ful danger portended in that empty, 
silent structure. An impulse surged 
over him to turn and run-run until  
he had put a world b�tween h imself 

and the horrors here contained. 

HE TOOK another step forward. 
The effort seemed to exhaust 
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his reserves of will power. From 
every dark corner leering, horrible, 
obscene faces-spectral monstrosities 
-were peering forth. Clutching fin
gers on long, bony arms stretched 
from the mu rky shadows. The night
mare terror was someth!ng palpable ; 
it swathed him l ike a sh roud, con
stricting his movement, tightening 
his throat so that he could scarcely 
breathe the fetid air. 

Bathed in cold sweat, he took an
other step-another. He forced one 
foot onto the bottom stair. Through 
all his terror, the insistent voice of 
his w i l l  urged : . " You came here to 
get that· fiend ! You've got to go 
through with it ! "  

Go through with i t  h e  would-even 
thoug·h he was in a cold funk-was 
afraid a3 he had never been afraid 
befo re ! 

S lo w ly, with dragging steps, he 
forced himself up the first flight
and knew that he could go no f u r
ther. His whole bein g  revolted
retched with the need to turn and 
make a wild dash for the open. 

"I've come this far-l've got to see 
it th rough !" he muttered between 
clenched teeth. And fearful of h is 
own strength to endure longer, he 

fl ung himself violently up the next 
fl ight of steps-fairly into the open 
doorway at i ts head. It was l i ke 
plungi ng del ibe rately i nto a miasma 
of unnameable horrors-something 
that revolted flesh and spirit alike. 

And now he faced the final ordeal 
-Bendizon's laboratory. Here, he 
knew, lurked the central core of that 
fearfu l ,  unclean menace--a menace 
so palpable, so terrifying, so over
powet· ingly loathsome that i ts breath 
tainted the whole bui lding. In some 

way, it seemed personified in the 
tarantula with which Bendizon had 
tortured the girl.  His imagination 
seized on the suggestion. The place 
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was alive with tarantulas-huge, 
hairy, malevolent creatures, their 
slimy bodies squirming out of every 
crack. His flesh shrank. He feared 
to look down, knowing that they 
were creeping along the floor ; he 
could not look up for !mowing that 
they were pouncing· on him from the 
ceiling and walls. He was crawling 
with them. Their clammy, sharp
clawed feet were on his hands, his 
necl<, his  forehead - inside his 
clothes ! He could endure no more-

The in ner door opened. Dr. 
Be11 dizon, squat, venomous-looking 
-a human tarantula himself-stood 
looking at him curiously. 

"Are you not afraid?" he asked. 
"I-yes, I am afraid," admitted 

Griff, aware of the hysterical under
current in his voice. "I came to 
-I'm going to-" 

Bendizon showed his teeth in a 
mocking smile. 

"What are you going to do ?" 
And in that instant Griff knew 

that he was afraid to do what he 
had come to do--that he would never 
lay hands on this evil, mocking crea
ture from hell. He was shaking 
violently. 

"I-I came to--to ask for her ad
dress. The girl-" 

Loathing himself, he heard the 
words issue from his mouth-words 
designed to placate this· satanic mon
ster. If he had fallen to his knees 
gibbering for mercy, it would have 
been a no more abject surrender. 

"Is that all ? You should lun·e told 
me. It woul d  have saved �'OH m uch 
suffering. \ r ait." 

The scientist turned to his littered 
desk. Griff waited in agonized un
certain ty while the scientist rum
maged through his papers. When 
he had found the address he copied 
it on a discarded envelope retrieved 
from the waste basket. 

"Here," he said, extending the en· 
velope. ' 'She was a very nice young 
lady." He cocked his head. "You 
have remarkable courage, to ' force 
yourself up here when you are so 
afraid. I congratulate you." 

Stumbling down the stairs, Griff 
exercised all his remaining reserves 
of self-control , determined that he 
would not run from this vortex of 
hellish mystery. Once yield to the 
wild terror that clutched at his 
nerves, and he would go raving mad. 

E\'en in the street, the baleful in
fluence of the poisonous old building 
seemed to spread abroad. The 
neighborhood was fearsome-a place 
to run from in unnameable fear. 

Not far ahead of him men actually 
were running-yes, shouting in 
terror. And on a sudden, he realized 
why. They had been working on the 
very building he was passing. They 
were scurrying a,.,·ay like frightened 
mice because the building was start
ing to fall. 

Frantically, he too ran. Too late ! 
He could never make it. In a mo
ment, he would be buried alive in the 
noisome ruins. Faster his feet flew 
-but not fast enough. Choked, gasp
ing cries burst from his throat. 
Cowering from the gathering mo
mentum of the black, falling walls, 
he dodged, slipped, and fell, shriek
ing as in a nightmare. 

He glanced up presently with the 
realization that the sun was shin
ing. He was not buried in ruins
he was not even in danger. The 
building which had been about to 
fall "·as far behind him. lt was still 
standing and did not look at all dan
gerous. 

Conscious only th at he had es
caped somethi ng-he knew not what 
-Griff rose to his feet. He was dust
ing himself off when the men slowly 
returned. He recognized the fore-



man he had encountered on his pre
vious visit. 

The man eyed him shamefacedly. 
"Seems to be all right," he said, jerk
ing his thumb toward the bu ilding. 
"But I sure thought it  was coming 
down. Funny the whole gang got 
the same notion to oncet," he added, 
perplexed. "Musta been something 
to i t."  

"You can give me my time," one 
of the workmen spoke u p. "I'm 
through with this job." 

"Me too," was the gruff chorus 
from several throats, flavored with 
such additions : "Too much funny 
stuff." "The damned place gives me 
the creeps." 

"We'l l  knock off for the day," the 
foreman replied. "This ain't the kind 
of work to be doing when you r  nerves 
is shot." 

On an impulse, Griff suggested a 
visit to the nearest beer parlor. The 
resulting talk was vaguely illuminat
i ng. The foreman recounted several 
queer i ncidents which had sh aken the 
morale of the wrecking crew. There 
was, for example, the laughing jag 
they had experienced at the time 
of G ri ff's former visit. Another 
time, every man had been seized with 
an i rresistible restlessness which 
caused them all to start walki ng 
away from the place. 

"I wasn't afraid-not like it come 
over me today," the foreman ex
plained. "Just seemed like I had to 
be on the go. Got a little ways out 
in the country and it left me. An
other time-that was the day Sam 
Fiddler tried to kil l  hisself j umping 
off the scaffolding-we all got so 
gloomy and down on our luck we 
l ike to have died. The feeling went 
away about the middle of the fore
noon. It's m i ghty dang�d queer." 

"It is that," acknowledged Griff, 
absently studying the envelope the 
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scientist had given him. The name 
the Professor had written down was 
Luci l le Driscol l ; the add ress, 951 
Henderson Place. But i t  was not 
this information which caused him 
to give a start, then hastily to settle 
the bill and take leave of h is com
panion. 

CHAPTER I I I  

SECRET ENTR Y 

HIS first objective was the 
telegraph office. When he 
had dispatched his wire, 

he h unted up 951 Henderson Place, 
only to l earn that Miss D riscoll had 
found work in a store and would not 
be home u nti l evening. He arrived 
in time to i ntercept her as she em
e rged from the employees' entrance. 

"Remember me ?" he demanded, 
grinning sheepishly. 

"Oh ! Why, yes, of course. You're 
the-you 're Mr.-" 

"The name's Gri ff Harkness. How 
about h avi ng dinner· with me "?''  

She h esitated. " I  suppose there's 
no reason why I should n't. That is,  
if �·ou-" 

He surmised that she was think
ing a young man who had been will
ing to take any kind of a job a few 
da�·s ago might not be very affluent. 

"l'\·e had a little stroke of luck," 
h e  explained, as they found seats 
i n  a restaurant. "I'm an indirect 
beneficiary of those wild ups and 
downs on Wall street that the papers 
h ave been full of the last few days. 
l 'Ye a friend in a brokerage house 
there-Stan Will iams. He managed 
to clean up a bit, i n  a flurry, and 
sent me a check for a few hundred 
dol lars he'd borrowed way back i n  
m y  more prosperous days." 

"How wonderfu l !" The girl 
seemed gen uinely glad at his good 
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fortune. G riff suddenly realized that 
she was an unusually attractiYe piece 
of femininity. If he could only erase 
from his thoughts the look of utter 
terror that had been on her features 
when the Professor-damn him !
tortured her with the live tarantula. 

She flushed under his gaze. 

"I was thinking," he explained, 
"what you must think of me for let
ting that phoney scientist get away 
with his stuff." 

"Why," she assured him, "you 
were bound-helpless. You couldn't 
prevent it." 

"I should have whaled the stuffing 
out of him afterward." 

A puzzled expression came into 
her eyes. 

"It might inte1·est you to know," 
he went on, refusing to spare him
self, "that I went back this after
noon to do the job--and he had me 
buffaloed again." 

She looked up at him in  embar
rassment. "What do you want me 
to say ?" 

"That's just it, sister-er-Miss 
Driscoll. There's nothing you can 
say. But let me spill  the whole story." 

He told of the visit-his talk with 
the foreman. 

"We're both i n  this-in a way," 
he wound up. "That's why I hunted 
you up. I wanted to see if you could 
help me figure out what it adds up 
to. I'm convinced this screwy scien
tist must be somehow responsible. I 
don't believe i t's hypnotism. He 
couldn't have hypnotized me before 
I even started up the stairs. At any 
rate, he couldn't have hypnotized 
those workmen a block away. That 
reminds me-" he paused abruptly
"! forgot one important thing." 

HE produced the envelope on 
which Bendizon had written 

the address. "See this ?" He i n
dicated wit.h his finger. 

She read the engraved corner in
scription, "Girvin, Girvin & Hayes, 
Investment Brokers," then glanced 
up questioningly. 

"It's the investment firm Stan Wil
liams works for. I 've wired him 
asking what he knows about a cer
tain client named Z. K. S. Bendizon. 
Suppose, as soon as we're through, 
we go around to the telegraph office 
and see if there's an answer." 

Somewhat to his surprise, there 
was an answer. They bent over the 
counter, their heads close together, 
and read it. 

THI S FELLOW BENDIZON 
YOUR CITY IS NEW MYSTERY 
MAN OF FINANCE. SEEMS TO 
HAVE UNCAN N Y  SENSE OF 
MARKET FLUCTUATIONS. WAS 
OKL Y TRADER WHO GUESSED 
R IGHT EVERY TIME DURING 
PAST WEEK OF UNACCOUNT
ABLE BULL AND BEAR MOVE
MENTS. FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE 
W I R E  ME ALL I NFORMATION 
YOU HAVE O N  HIM.-STAN. 

"That !" observed Griff, expelling 
his breath, "is something !" 

"I'm sure of it ," the girl agreed 
excitedly. "But what ?" 

"I'm afraid even to suspect. But 
one thing I can tell you. Beginning 
tomorrow, I'm going to haunt that 
neighborhood until I catch him away 
from that apparatus of his. I sup
pose, having a job, you wouldn't be 
able to get off to watch the fun
if any ?" 

"Well-it isn't a very good job," 
she responded, smiling up at him. 

IT WAS mid-morning before they 
aniYed at the desolate section 

in which the tenacious scientist still 
maintained his aerie. The delay re
sulted in part from an argument in 



which G r i ff, who had been anxious 
for the gi rl's company the n ight be
fore, p resented specious reasons why 
she should not go with him. 

Eventually, she guessed his real 
purpose. " You' re a fraid I ' l l  be a 

nui sance. You i n tend to-punish h im 
for what h e  did to us-and you don't 
thin k  I could endure to witness i t. 
Isn't that so ?" 

"Well ,  could you ?" he demanded. 

"Perhaps not. But Griff-" they 
had advanced to the poi nt of using 
fi rst names-"isn't our real purpose 
to find out what it's al l  about ? \Vhen 
you take him away from his uncanny 
apparatus, he's j ust an eg·otisti cal, 
commonplace, little man. You 
couldn't demean yourself by using 
your superior strength against him. 
B u t  if  he actually has power over 
people's m i nds ; if he can i nfluence 
others to his personal advantag·e
then he's a public menace. That's 
why I want to be in on this. It's 

·our duty to find out-and then take 
measures to stop him." 

In  the end, her view prevai led. 
"But i f  he makes it too hard to find 
out, I might have to get rough," 
hedged Griff. 

They were a couple of blocks from 
their desti nation when the girl sud
denly caught Griff's arm and pulled 
him into a shadowy building en
trance. Her quick eyes had caught 
a glimpse of the scientist emerging . 
from his doorway on the opposite 
side of the street. 

"Good ! We' l l  waylay him here
make him talk," said G r i ff, with 
satisfaction. 

"Couldn't we use his absence to 
better advantage '?" 

"Might, at that," he adm itted. 
"What's he carryi ng ?" 

As Bendizon drew closer, the an
swer became apparent. The two ob-
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j ects i n  his hands were empty beer 
bottles. 

"That means he's on his way to 
the nearest store to tum in his  emp
ties on a couple of fresh bottles. Get
ting ready for lunch. \\' e won 't have 
much time to work." 

Restrai n ing thei r  impatience u nti l 
the scientist was well on his way, 
they crossed the street and hu rried 
to the bu i lding that housed his  lab
oratory. It  was locked. A boarded
up basement w indow offered a more 
promising means of entrance. Griff 
quickly forced it,  then, groping his 
way through the l i ttered, cobweb
festooned basement, he located the 
stai rs and hurried to the front door. 

The locking device was not dif
ficult to manipulate from inside. In 
a moment, he h ad admitted Luci l le  
and they were scrambling u p  the 
stai rs. 

THEIR objective was the i nstm
ment stand-or rather, the three 

i nstrument stands-for the central 
section seemed to have no direct con
nection w ith the flanki n g  portions
the latte r· being connected with the 
h ead-pieces of the torture chairs 
which both of them recalled so 
vividly. The central apparatus was 
shaped somewhat l ike a pipe organ, 
with a series of tubes rising to the 
cei l ing at the back, a sloping i nstru
ment boa rd in front. The various 
dials and indicators on this panel 
furnished no hint of its purpose. 

"Th is j i gger seems to be a sort of 
a switch," Griff comment�d , pointing 
to a smal l lever proj ecti ng from a 
c ircular aperture. G ingerly, he 
moved the lever, found that it cou ld 
be rotated l ike the gear-shift of an 
automobile. A sl ight pressure to one 
side forced it into some i nterior 
pocket, where it settled with a click.  

From the body of the .machine 
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came a faint whirring sound. Slowly 
at first, then with a sudden flood of 
intensity, an i nfluence emanated 
from i t-a sense of depression that 
w as crushi ng i n  its final ity. Over 
G ri ff's being flooded a h opele8s real
ization of the fu ti l ity of thei r er
rand--of the futi l i ty of all effort. 
Why had they come here '? What 
was the use of it all ? 

He glanced somberly at Luci l le. 
The girl's eyes had completely lost 
their  l uster. Her shoulders sagged, 
h er l i ps trembled, she d i d  not even 
respond to his glance. Despair set
tled over Griff l i ke a tangi ble weight. 
All the woe of the universe seemed 
to be bearing h i m  down. 

Through it all, he was eonscious 
that the emanation came from the 
m achine. Unavai l i ng though he knew 
it would be, some l ingeri ng impulse 
from h i s  i ntent when he pushed the 
lever caused his fingers to fumble 
hopelessly for i t. He pushed i t  from 
its slot, then w ith infinite weariness, 
stumbled away. 

The whi ning in the machine 
stopped, before he had tal\en three 
steps. M i raculously the sense of de
pression l ifted. 

He whirled. The two-the man and 
the girl whose senses h ad been over
w helmed by an influence more pow
erful than their own personalities
looked at eaeh other for a ful l  m in
ute without speaki ng. Griff drew a 

deep breath as he returned to the 
girl's side. 

"So tha t's how he does it ." 
He fingered the control lever-th e  

urge strong \Yith i n  h i m  to experi
ment. Hastily the girl e�;ught his 
hand. 

"Let's take no more chancE s !" she 
gasped . "Whatever i t  is ,  it 's strong
er than '"e are. He m ust h aYe i t  
set for Yarious emotions-he can 
turn them on or off with a twist of 

the lever. Th ey blanket the region 
l ike radio  wa,·es." 

"Rad io !" Griff caug-ht excitedly at 
the word. " That's it. Only instead 
of sound Yi brations, it broadcasts vi
brations capable of affecting h uman 
nerve centers. They overpower the 
ordinary emoti onal reactions j ust as 
a blasting radio drowns out other 
sounds. l wonder-" 
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J S  groping fingers discov
ered a catch. Releasing- it, 
he ti pped back the i n stru

ment panel, exposing the i nner work
i ngs. 

Mani pulati11g the control !eYer 
cautiously, lest it release some violent 
emotion too great for thei r  powers 
of resistance, they gai ned some i dea 
of how the contrivance worked. 

As the lever slipped i nto one of 
several selective notches, it engaged 
the cogs of one or another of several 
small spindles, at the same time 
starting a silent motor which iet the 
spindle to whirling. At the top of 

· each spindle was a disk which rotated 
in contact with a metallic-fibered 
brush. From this, delicate coiled 
w i res led to what was no doubt the 
amplifying and sending mechanism 
at the back. Ewn though the disk 
was smaller than a playing record, • 

and the nePdle was replaced by this 
bntsh -l ike affair, the similarity to 
the phonograph pri nciple was i nes
capable. 

They tested the mechan i8m cau
t iOJisly, engaging one spindle and 
then another for a brief i nstant at 
a time. Doing so actually meant 
running the gamut of an emotional 
maelstrom. They h ad brief flashes 
of fear, of anger, of humor, of de-



p ression , of hatred, of a dizzying 

erotic urge that caused Luci l le to 

bl ush furiously and almost made 
Griff forget his intention to j erk 
the control lever back to neu tral .  

"And these other two-must be 
recording machines," hastily sug

gested the girl, turning away to 

cover her embarrassment. "Don't 

you see it  now '? That's why he 
frightened me so terribly. He wanted 
a record of intense fear. And very 

likely he obtained a beauti fu l anger 

record as you had to sit there help
lessly and watch him. I wonder-" 

''It is unnecessary to wonder, 
young lady. I will tell  you al l  about 
it." 

Both turned gui ltily. In the door

way, his snappi ng black eyes d arting 
from one to the other, stood th� 

stocky scient ist. 
Griff quickly recovered his poise. 

"Nice little contraption," he re
marked. "I had an idea something 

l ike this was the answer. Another 
one planted on Wal l  Street-that 
so ?" 

"You are clever," conceded Bendi
?.on . He deposited the bottles and 
package which betokened the fu lfil l
ment of his errand on the desk, and 
donned h is skul l  cap. "Shall I de
monstrate how it  works ? You see, 
I am hospitable-even though you 

have performed a c riminal act by 
break ing into my property. " 

�riff interposed himself i n  front 

of the i nstrument. 
"No you don't !"  he obser ved. "Not 

while l'm5 on the j ob." 
Bendizon showed his teeth. "You 

have a suspicious natu re ! And haY
ing learned my secret, what do you • 
intend to do "?" 

"That question," returned G r iff, 
"is one that we should ask-not an
swer." 

The scientist's shrewd eyes danced 
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from one to the other. He paced 
back and forth a coup le of times, 

then paused. 
"You are intel ligent young peo· 

pie," he said, regarding them i n
tently. "The time is near when this 
instrument wi ll bring about changes 
too Yast for one man to control. I 
shall need assistants-an army of 

them. I offer you the opportunity to 
become my lieutenants. Tog-ether 
we will wield this great power. 
Money ? As you surmise, I have a 
hidden sending apparatus near Wall  
Street. At strategic poin ts I wi l l  
soon have many more. lVI y  l ibrary 
of emotional controls is very com
plete. I am adding to it constantly." 

"Th rough the methods used on 
us ?" demanded G riff. 

"Th rough a variety of methods. 
EYen a mild emotion I can build u p  

t o  great i ntensity through amplify
ing d2vices. Unfortunately, mild 
emotions are mixed emotions. It ia 
better to start with intense reactions. · 

That is why I found i t  necessary to 
frighten the young lady so gTeatly 
that there w as room fo r noth ing e lse 
in her mind. Wou ld it  surprise you 
to di scover that you tasted the purity 
of that record on yom recent visi t ?  

And what c a n  I not d o  with that 
splend id classic of anger you helped 
me to produce ! With i t  1 could 
plunge any country into war." 

"It's a pleasant thought !" 
"Ah ! You are sarcastic. But per

haps you are beginning to rea l ize 

the immense power that you, as my 

confidants, w i l l  share. We do not 
necessari ly have to breed wars. We 
may cement our power by bringing 
nations almost to the point of war. 
I haYe other records-beautifu l,  
tender records. I could i nspi re the 
people with religious devotion. The 
laughing record with which I put 
you in such a good humor was the 



contribution of a \'ery fool ish fel low, 
made more foolish by champagne. 
I h av-e a record taken from a man 
afflicted with wanderlust. Th ink how 
that would make railroad, aircraft, 
and transportation stocks soar." 

" How did you work that Wall 
Street business ?" 

BENDIZON was obviously enjoy
ing this. Very probably it was 

a relief to tell some one about his 
marvellous secret-to strut and 
boast of plans which he had kept 
bottled up for years. 

"Ah , that ! Child's play. You re
call the newspaper stories about 
Casey Hanford-the young man who 
brol<e the bank at Monte Carlo a 
few months ago ? I contrived to 
meet him. The man has been for
tunate at games of chance-and i t  
has built u p  i n  h i m  a childish belief 
in his l uck. We threw d ice together 
one evening. To induce him to wear 
� recording helmet, I explained that 
I was testing the brain reaction to 
excitement. Jf  that had been the 
case, I should have had a very good 
result, for as the evening advanced, 
he became highly excited. Naturally 
my dice were loaded-against me. 
The man could not lose. I parted 
with a great deal of money-but i t  
was a most excellent i nvestment. 

"When I broadcast this record, 
those within its sphere of influence 
are fil led with a reckless belief i n  
thei r o w n  good luck. A s  may b e  ex
pected-if its location is the stock 
exchange-stocks soar. The next 
day I broadcast my record of de
pression-the one you toyed with a 
few moments ago-and which inci
dentally brought me hurrying back 
to see who had i nvaded my property. 
I was fortunate i n  obtaining it from 
a victim of intense melancholia. Not 
long afterward he committed suicide. 

As i ts Yibrations go forth-some
''"h at muted in intensity for this pur
pose-there is a waYe of pessi mism. 
Stods are sacrificed. lt is only 
necessary to instruct my brokers 
when to buy and sel l  in order to 
reap a hanest from these fluctua
tions." 

"The thing is-stupendous ! ' '  ac
knowledged Griff, overawed i n  spite 
of himself by the implications of 
Bendizon's· power. 

"Ah ! You are impressed ! You see 
the vision ? But wait-! have scarce
ly begun to reveal the steps by which 
I shal l sway mankind to my will  
through i ts emotions." 

"I don 't think you're going to 
do it." 

The fanatical l ight faded. Bendi
zon's expression became coldly prac
tical as he narrowly regarded the 
young man standing ominously be
fore him. He spoke shortly. 

"You underestimate my power." 
"I don't. That's why I'm going 

to see that you never use it. The 
world doesn't need you-nor a ma
chine which would give any person 
a chance to do what you intend. My 
impulse is to choke you-as I would 
any menace to society. You can 
thank Miss Driscol l that, instead of 
that, l'm going to turn you over to 
the police-let the law take its 
course." 

Warily, Bendizon started backing 
awa�'· Before he could make a break, 
Griff lunged forward, seizing him by 
the collar. 

In the scuffle that followed, the 
scientist's skul l  cap was knocked off. 
It fel l  with a resounding thump. 

"Hello ! "  Griff exclaimed, holding 
his squirming victim. "Take a look 
at that thing, Luci l le." 

Bendizon's eyes darted venomously 
from one to the other while the girl 
gingerly picked up the heayy cap. 



Onl�' partly concealed by the l i ning 
was a network of coi l:i and elec
trodes. 

"I won dered how he could endure 
the vibrations ! "  she murmured. 
Quite e\·idently, the cap was an in
gen ious "scrambler," which rendered 
emotional v ibrations ha rmless to the 
wearer. 

Griff freed one hand and extended 
it for the cap. "Let's t ry it out," 
he suggested, pushi ng i t  down over 
his head. "Twist the lever into one 
of th ose slots-but be sure to snap 
it  out the instant you feel the vibra
tions getting the best of you." 

Timi dly, she obeyed. As she moved 
the lever, Griff waited for the re
sulti ng reaction. Nothing happened. 
Nothing, that is, except that after 

a moment Bendizon slumped down in 
his grasp, a dead weight. 

"Playing possum '?" commented 
Griff disgustedly. "That's an old 
trick." But Bendizon had not pre
tended to faint. He had simply 
shrunk within h imself, all his fury 

and arrogance gone. He looked now 
only a pathetic, beaten, spi ritless 

h usk of a man. As G r i ff  stared at 
him, puzzled, h is thoughts were 
wrenched away by the alarming be
havior of Lucille. 

She gave a low moan. Then, shoul
ders drooping, hands hanging list
lessly at her s ide, she sank slowly to 
her knees, then slumped in a desolate 

heap on the floor. 

Springing to her assistance, Cli ff 
released the scientist, who stumbled 
hopelessly into a cha i r. She had not 

lost c:onsciousness, but someth i ng 
was terribly wrong. 

"What's the matter?" he de

manded, l ifting her i n  his arms. 

"\-\'hat is i t '? For God's sake, what's 
the matter?" 
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"It's no use ! "  she moaned shud
deri ngly. "I wan t to die !" 

"Good heavens, girl ! W hat th e--" 

WITH a sha rp imprecation at 
h i s  own slowness of wit, he 

d i ved fo r the instrumental panel, 
gave the control lever a shove. Of 
course, the vibrations-which he 
could not feel on account of the 
cap-were affecting her-were af
fecting Bendizon. 

The result  of his act upon the d is· 
traught girl  was immediate-aild 

startl ing. Sha struggled, she 
screamed, she wrenched herself free 
and ran cowering into a corner, 
where she covered her eyes from 
some imagined terror. 

Before he cou ld quite comprehend 
what had happened Bendizon, too, 
came to life. Cri ngi ng as if he ex
pected Griff to adm inister some 
dreadful  pun ishment, he scrambled 
from the cha i r  and sidled toward the 
door. 

"No you don't ! "  muttered Griff, 
springi ng to i ntercept him. He 
moved quickly but this time, the 
scientist, spu rred by a frenzy of 
fear, was quicker. He flung h imsel f  
from t h e  room a n d  fl e d  into the hall
way, Griff close at his h eels. 

At the end of the h all  was an 
open wi ndow. With a shriek of 
terror, Bendizon dived toward it,  
scrambled onto the sil l .  For a mo
ment he wavered u ncertainly-torn 
between two terrors-then, as Gri ff 
made an i nvol untary m ove toward 
him, w i th a wild cry he flung him
self over the ledge. An i nstant later 
there ,,·as a sickeni n g  crash below. 

"G reat heavens !" muttered Gri ff. 
Sick .,,· ith horror, he sta rted towarrl 

the window, then-with sudden real
i zation-t u rned and dashed toward 
the laboratory. 

Lucille still  cowered where he had 



78 * * * Science Fictlo11 

left her, moaning in uncontrollable 
terror. What had happened was now 
apparent. So vigorous had been his 
shove on the lever that it had passed 
the neutral point and engaged an
other spindle-the terrible fear rec
ord he knew so wel l.  

Hastily he remedied his mistake, 
then cautiously lifted the cap from 
his head to test the emotional reac
tion. 

There was none. Luci lle was 
straightening up, a look in her eyes 
as of one \vaking from a night
mare. 

She wavered, then took a hesitant 
step toward him, an expression of 
shame, mingled with something else, 
on her features. 

" I know," she said tremulously, 
"what the Professor meant when he 
said that-about your courage. To 
think that you forced yourself to 
come up here--through that awful 
terror-" She paused, aware that 

something was wrong. "But he's es
caped ! Where-?" 

GRIFF looked down at her grim
ly. "He'll menace the world no 

longer. lt seems he j ust couldn't 
take his own stuff." 

"Oh !" and suddenly she was i n  
his r.rms, a s  if  only there could 
she find refuge from the strain, the 
horror of it all. 

"The wreckers will  take care of 
things," Gri ff surmised, his eyes rov
ing in search of some object heavy 
enough to smash the apparatus. "But 
it' l l  do no harm to give them a 
start." 

"What are you muttering ?" de
manded the gi rl , looking up at him 
through eyes filmed with disappoint
ment. 

Gri ff drew her close. " I said," 
he responded gai ly : "Who the dick
ens would want his emotions to come 
out of a machine anyway-when the 
real thing is so much sweeter ?" 
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AS with Futurian Times in our sister pub
lication, Future Fiction, this department 

is one unique in science-fiction magazines. 
It is, In actuality, a magazine within a mag
azine, with the more active enthusiasts of 
Imaginative literature for its star writers. 
The Fantasy Fan Is by no means exclusive; 
If you have something you think might be 
ot Interest to the great mass of fans, send 
it In for this department. 

JOHN B. MICHEL 

THIS issue of Science Fiction Is ded icated 
I to Mr. John B. Michel of New York, one 

of the oldtimers who did a great deal In help
ing fan organization get off to a flying start. 
He started reading science fiction with the 
first Issue or the first stf magazine, and be
came a fan almost Immediately thereaftet·. 
Since that time his activities have been so 
many and so widespread, that it would take 
much more than this entire department to 
catalogue them adequately. 

Among the notable fan organizations In 
which he has played a prominent part are 
the International Cosmos Science Fiction 
Club (which later became the International 
Scientific Association or ISA), the Fantasy 
Amateur Press Association, and the Futurian 
Society of New York, of which he Is the 
present Director. 

FILM REVIEWS 

MAN MADE MONSTER, Universal. Once 
again the antiscience theme stalks across 

the screen, and spectacularly. Adapted !rom 
the "Electrical Man," bogeyarn has Lon 
Chaney, Jr., portraying the victim of the 
electro-biological experiments of a "mad" doc
tor-mad like Galileo or Newton and the 
other Greats. Lionel Atwill envisions the 
man of the future as deriving his energy 
directly from electricity. But his creation 
causes death and destruction. You may not 
like the picture's moral, but the special ef
fects and Chaney's unique appearance make 
A. thriJling show. I stayed twice. 

THE DEVIL CQMMANDS, Columbia. 
I Adapted from · "The Edge of Running 

Water," picture preaches that there are walls 
Science should not scale, showing the di9as
ter caused when an effort is made to pene
trate the veil. KA.rluff, In the picture origi
nally Head of the Science Dept. of a Univer
sity, succeeds in recording human thought
waves. More. he learns that the dead can 
communicate--if feebly-through his inven
tion. He finds a medium of exceptional 
spiritualistic powers, and she becomes his as
sistant-for she foresees that if he could 
establish commu nication with the dead, an
swer mankind's eternal questions, he would 
be master of the world ! Fellow scientists at
tempt to dissuA.de him from his re�earch, fear 
some horrible knowledge may be loosed upon 
the world, that he Is deal!ng with "things 
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outside science." His greatest experiment 
gets out ot control and a vorteJt from the 
astral plane destroys him and his apparatus. 
The apparatus sure was swellegant-lookln', 
too. 

· 

TOPPER RETURNS, Roach. If you missed 
"The Invisible Woman" this one will give 

you a second chance. H you enjoyed the 
latter and would like more of the same, this 
will serve the purpose. But for a Thorne 
Smith film like "Turnabout" or either of the 
other "Topper" predecessors, this reviewer 
would say: Only fair. Plot concerns itselt
in a mildly humorous manner-with the 
Identification of a killer, fantasy angle being 
that it's the ghost of the corpse that's doing 
the detecting. Said ghost (Joan · Blondell) ,  
who can materialize o r  dematerialize a t  will, 
presses Cosmo Topper (Roland Young) Into 
service to help her find her murderer. Event
ually they do, but your reviewer was a bit 
bored In spots. 

-FORREST J. ACKERMA::f. 

THE INTELLECTUAL BROTHERHOOD 
01' FRO -SCIENTISTS 

THIS organization isn't the dry, formidable 
thing It would seem by the title (and we 

might suggest that a better one be sought 
out by the association's heads without de
lay) and it lsn't an exclusive society ot oc
togenarians. 

The IBP, as it is more commonly known, 
is an Informal association of fans who believe 
that science Is something of which we are 
going to see more and more as time gees 
on and that a lot of the more desirable fu
tures stt has portrayed can and will come 
true. The IBP members point out to all and 
sundry that It all just isn't as simple as that 
because there is a great deal of ant!-scien� 
title opinion going around these days. It 
finds its expression, so far as stf is concerned 
In the "mad scientist" type of story, or th� 
yarn which, In one way or another, preaches 
that science must not go "too far" or that 
mankind "isn't ready" for new discoveries. 

There have been a great many stf tales, 
say IBP members, which have supported this 
anti-scientific opinion and the lads are trying 
earnestly to use what infiuence fans can 
exert upon editors to discourage the publi
cation of anti-scientific stories In stt maga
zines. �hey're staunch stf fans, and they 
are con vmced one cannot he for iCience fic
tion and against science--or neutral about it 
all, The person to get In touch with on this, 
and all relating matters, Is Ray Va�;� Houten, 
c/o 114 16th Avenue, Paterson, New Jersey. 

THE NATIONAL FAK'fASY FAN 
:FEDERATION 

EVER since the organizational period in 
fandom began, there have been attempts 

made to form some sort of "official" society 



The Fantasy Fan 

fot' stf fa ndom so that n u n ifieu 
l>e tnainta ineu for the .benefit of 
world. Fans a t·e al ways teying to i n terest 
new str t·eadP.t·s in the i t' acti vi tics a nd or
�anizations, at·e incessa n t ly trying to convert 
new readers to str. T h u:-<, for the sake of 
these aims, a s  well as the g-eneral aim of 
"fratern ity and unity t h l'oughou t the entire 
fan wot·ld, t his problem o r  the national or
ganization has constantly al'isen. 

Bus Driver Sells 7 Stories 
"Since rep ortin·g the sale ot my 
first attempt at a magazine ar
ticle, I have sold three others. 

also four feature stories were nc

cepted by the local newspaper. 
The cred i t Is a l l  yours. When )·ou 
consider that I'm a driver for the 

local bus company, you can read

lly seo my time is well taken 
up."�Herman R. Bach, Box 1 1 3  
Pacific Grove. Callf. But t h e  task is not, nor has it ever been, 

nn easy on e. The avid scienr:e fiction fan 
i� a n  individualist t h t·r,ug·h and thmugh. He 
does not want to "jo i n "  an organization where 
all the actiYities are lai<l out IJefo t·e h im. He 
wan ts to do things h i mse l f, in his own way, 
whethet• that way may be better than the 
.sugg·e;;tiuns of mot·e m:H l l l'C fa ns ot· not. He 
wants to write h is own disset·tations u pon 
science fiction and fandom. publi'lh his own 
.fan mag·azines. wherein he can spou t on 
whatever pet t heme he owns, and criticize 
othet· fan magazines, OL' the pt·os. to hi:< 
heat•t's content. And, i f  possible, he wants tv 
start his own fan ol'gnn iza t iou-his very own 
if he can't obtai n  a cha rt el' from some pro
fessionally sponsored league or C l ub. 

Thus t h e  earb· at tem pts to form a national 
nqpu1iza ti•)n were shat t(•t'ed ag·ain:<t this rock 
of fan individunl ity. Fot". not only the i n 
dividual fanR. but t h e  indi vid ual dubs alike 
were •)fJP•1Sc•l to i t .  C l u bs diu not wan t tv 
lose their iuentity an<l  beco)me just a branc h  
o f  an all -embracing sin.gl� soeiety. Thus th�o: 
iuea of a fan-coug-t·e.<s, . , ,. loose fPdet·a tion 
began to shape up. 

Instead of the it·onclad single cluh, thought 
the mot·e a d vanced fans, why not a loo>'e 
federati•m to w h ich e\'Cl'Y c l u h  could belong, 
a.nd which ·would be opt>n to the isolated fan 
who did not belo n g  t., any- Ol'ganization at 
all ?  Why not a sot·t or fan congt·ess which 
could present a u n i fie,l face to the outside 
worh .l ?  

Th:1t, In brief, I s  t he aim of t h e  National 
Jo'antasy Fan Federation. Un ity, fratern ity, 
and co•Jperation among all  fa.n-groups fl'orn 
coast t•1 coast. Plus a place fot' t h e  isohted 
fan a.� well. 'l'he work on the Nf<'J;'F is goin g 
forwat·d slowly, c.·ue he iw; taken in each pre
l i m i n " ry step. The pr..,.<ent worl,ers in the 
J Woju:t are expeeienced fans who have 
learned the cost of trying to l'URh something 
ne w t iJ t·ough ; they wvn't try i t  i n  haste this 
time. And, i f  fandom a>< a whole will come 
through with its .sh:u·e .,r coopeeation, then 
pe•·hn p s  we shall see that u niteu random so 
many have hoped fvt' yet. 

THE FA.N PRF.SS 

"How do I get my Start 
as a Writer?" 
Here's the Answer -

First, don't stop believinr; you ca n write ; there 
is no reason to think you can't write u nt il you 
have tried. l)on't be discourag-ed if  your first at· 
tempts are rejected. That happens to the best 
authu t �, even to those who have "arrived." He· 
member, too. there is no age l i m i t  in the writing 
profe�:>ion. Conspicuous success has come to 
both young and old writers. 

Where to begi n,  then? The1·e is no surer way 
th:m to get busy and \\Tite. 

Gain experi-ence. the "lt.tlow how." Understand how to use words. 1'ht'n you c� n construct the word-buihi 
iug.::. that n ow ar� vague, misty shapes in your n1Ind. 

0. Henry. Mark Twain. Kipl!ns. Ring Lardner, Ju•t 
to m�ntion a few. a l l  first learned t o  use words at a 
newspap�:::r copy aesh�. At&d the N ewspaper Institute 
Copy D�.sl.;: M.:othod l:s today helping men and women 
of a l l  ae;-�s to Uevelop their writing tn.len t . . .  help 
lug lh�m gain their tirst little checl{S ot $25. $50. $1UO. 

Learn to Write by WRITING 
T h e  Newspaper Institute ot Ainerica is a t1·atning 

school for wri ters. Here your talent grows under tha 
dUpervi:; i o n  of seasoned wri ters and critics. Emphnsla 
i.s pluceU on teachins you by experience. \Ye don't 
tel l you to read th is author and that author or to 
study his sty!�. \\"e d o n· t give you rules and theorie� 
to ahso1·b. Th� !'. I.  A. ain1s to teach you to exp resd 
yours ... lt' in your own natural �tyle. You worh: in your 
own home, on your own time. 

Each week you rPcelve actual newspaper·type as• 
signn1ent.s a.s though you worked on a large metro .. 
politan dail�•- Y o u r  stories a r e  t h e n  returnt!d to us anti 
we put them uncler the n1ic roscope. so to speak. 
Faults ana pointed out. Suggest ion� a r e  made. Soon 

you discover you ara getting the "feel" of it, that 
prof.,:isional touch. You Require :'l n a t u ral easy ap
proach. You can see where you are going. 

When a ma:gazfne returns a story. one seldom 
In1ows tht) real reason for thP rt".1 ection : they have no 
time to wa�ta giving constructive crl,.tt;,;'c;,;·i""sn

_
l
_

. ____ ...., 
The N. I. A. tells you where you 

are wrong- and why. and shows you 
what to do about It. NOTICE 

1\Ien 21 to 35 
A Chance to Test Yourself �o nf'ed to heos1· 

tate to tE-st r1•ur 
writing ali l l \ t.v. 

Our unique Wrlttn�;: Aptitude Test tPll! f"\"t!ll thOtldl \"flU 
wht>thf'r rou poss�ss t11e fundamental Qnali- are at eonscrl:l-
tles n('rt>ssar.v to sucrc3s!uJ wrlting-arute tlon age. N. 1. A. ubst>r\·at Inn, Jramatlc inst !net, tmagtnat.tnn. agrees to refund 
f>!C'. Ytlu'll  enj,)r t:tk1ng this test. It's free In full the tuition .Tu!'>t mail the <"UIIfl·11l helow and Sf"e what our of anyone aN·t.-vt· 
::;rlitur::c rlllnk ahout r••u. Newspaoor Instit ute cd as n student ot Americ:�.. One P 1rfi AretHil", New Y01 k. who 19 9 u h 9 e .  (Founded 1925) quently cal1et.l tor 

.................... �::":'i:l:it:ar:y::s:cr:v:l c:•:·:= 

Nf'ws1mru-.r ln!"fifntf' ot' AmPriru. 
One rark .\\"ellUt", ::'\('W \"ork 

Send me. without N3t or oi,J igal lon. Your \\'rltlng Aptitude Test 
ttll'l further iafvfUlathm :.buut \'oTiLlug [or ptotit. 

m:' } · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·. · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · : · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·  

0:\'E migh t say that fandom is l i ke 
Ca.esar's Gaul. (•)r i t  is d ivided into t h ree 

parts : org:1. n izn tiotts. cl)n v�ntions (or confer
enee:;) . a n u  publicatio ns. T h i�< latter is proh
tlbly the most faseiuatin� because it is some
t hing vpen to the isvlated fan as well as th e  
m e n t ber of a club. The a rnouut of p u blica
tion» bsued by stf :ttHl fanta�;o; fans over the 
cour,.e of about 10 ye:trs ( fnl' tha t is the span 
of fandum in its p u b l ic a t i on-et·a )  is stag·g-er
ing- to considel'. A cheeldi.;t t·u ntlj ng- to over 
i;O pa.;.\·es has bN•n is,;ued. whe1·cin the val'iou,. 
tit les an: l istt:d, d a t ""· d·Ha, e t• ? . ,  given a n d  
t h is is a d m itted!�· incnrnpl<' t e, hecmning mort> 
i n <:omplete as (Ja�·s g· • i > r  :uul t t<'W title.,; rull 
off the m i meogmplt,  l i l ltv , \Jt' hedo-jclly. .\rldrC33 . . . . . •  , . • •  , , , , , . , , • , , • .  , . , , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

This depat·tmC' n t .  n,; in pt'i'\·iou>: issues. w i l l  
h e  open to rev i e w  v (  any " n t !  a l l  fan publ ica-
tiOILS Sell t to US. 

. 
( .\11 corrr3;>oallem"J Nnfideutial.  No salesman \\Ul call. )  
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H EAVY CA RCO 
by MIL TON KALETSKY 

" Heavy cargo" is putting it mild-for the blustering Hammer Kir�, so exact with his 
details, forgot the one detail that gave h im the heaviest cargo ever pulled by e 

space-ship! 

ON THE BARE, airless sur
face of Phobos, the small 
inner moon of Mars, rested 

the vast bulk of the LeL· ia. t lw n VII. 
Newest and hugest of Earth's inter
planetary fleet, the 6000-foot freight
er Jay securely in its landing cradle, 
while through air-tight ports in the 
ship's bottom, thousands of tons of 
vanadium ore were being loaded from 
the underground mines into the Le
viathan's enormous holds. 

Nearby on a j agged crag stood two 
space-suit clad men, examining the 
imposing lines and curves of this 
marvel of the twenty-eighth century, 
which had j ust completed its maiden 
voyage from Earth. 

"What a ship !"  exclaimed Captain 
"Hammer" Kirk, the freighter's com
mander. "Some style ! Fastest thing 
out, too. Rocket reaction force five 
times any other ship's. And only a 
freighter !"  

"Yes, sir," agreed Second Mate 
Henderson. Young and inexperi
enced, fresh out of training school on 
his first job, Henderson always 
agreed with th e captain. So did ev
eryone else, because Captain Kirk 
never gaye anyone a chance to disa
gree. 

"Hammer':;" rugged, seamed face 
was lighted o�' intense pride and his 
powerful figure swelled with sat isfac
tion as his eyes swept along the 
graceful outline of his ship.  ' 'When 
Interplanetary Lines was t hinking of 
building th is,  who did t hey call into 

consultation ? Me ! Did they ask any 
of you kids from the training college 
for advice ? No ! And who got com
mand ? One of you college whipper
snappers ? No ! Me ! "  

"Yes, sir," said Henderson. He had 
heard th is same lecture almo5t. every 
day since leaving Earth two weeks 
before, and he still didn't like it. 

"But dammit, look at the officers 
they gave me," complained Captain 
Hammer angrily. "A bunch of kids 
just out of school. Bah ! You think 
you know something because you 
studied space n·wigation four years 
in a college ? Well ,  let me tell you, 
sonny, I never took courses, I have no 
fancy diploma, but I know more as
tronautics than you could learn in 
forty years in school !"  

"Yes, sir," said the second mate. 
He swore heartily . . .  in his mind. 
Nobody swore out-loud to Hammer 
Kirk-that is, nobody who wanted to 
enjoy good health. 

Hammer continued his harangue. 
"It's details you must learn. Hun
dreds of details must always be kept 
in mind and never forgotten for a 
second. And you don't learn to do 
that in school . "  

"Yes, sir," agreed Henderson. 
"Well, I guess :hey've finished 

loading. Let's get aboard." 

8 2  

T
HEY climbed clumsily over the 
rough rocks, barely lifting their 

heavy magnetized boots which helped 
them cling to the tiny moon's metal-



lie surface. Captain Kirk swore at 
their slow progress. "Drat these 
new-fangled magnetic clamps ! In the 
old days we never bothered with such 
things. Just hopped from one rock 
to another and never worried about 
drifting off into space. But nowa
days everything's got to be made 
easy and safe for you la-de-da kids 
from the training schools. Details 
and more details ! Bah ! You kids'll 
never remember them all." 

"Yes, sir," said the second mate. 
What he was thinking would have 
disintegrated Phobos if it had gotfen 
loose. 

Entering through an air-lock, they 
slipped out of their space-suits and 
jumped into a pneumatic tube which 
whisked them to the bridge. As Kirk 
arrived at his post, he at once began 
barking orders and calling people all 
over the ship on televisors. 

"Everyone aboard ?" he bellowed to 
First Mate Smith down on the load
ing platform. 

"Yes, sir ! All ports sealed, sir." 
Supercargo Manion appeared on a 

screen. "Cargo checked, holds filled 
and sealed, sir," he reported. 

"0. K.," grunted Hammer. "Mike, 
how's fuel pressure ?" 

"Point under maximum, sir. All in 
order," replied the Chief Engineer 
from the rocket control room. 

"Details ! Details !" growled Ham
mer as his eyes roved ove1· the great 
central control panel, checking all 
gauges and indicators before depart
ing. "Can I depend on you kids to 
handle some for me '! No, you'd for
get a dozen. Suppose you t ell me 
what to do next," he sn'apped sudden
ly to Henderson. 

The unexpected question flustered 
the second mate. "Why, er, start the 
motors." 

Captain Hammer showed the blunt, 
hard-hitting manner that had earned 
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him his nickname. "Oh, yeah ? Go 
read a textbook ! I knew you'd for
get a few things. How about prim
ing the motors first ? And how about 
clearance papers ? Pfah !" 

Henderson flushed. The Captain 
sneered and signaled to the mine of
fice deep in Phobos's interior. On the 
screen appeared Ir-4-Meli, the Mar
tian mine manager, gloomy as usual . 
with his dislike for the Earthmen 
who carried away so much precious 
vanadium ore, which Mars needed so 
badly. He nodded curtly at Kane and 
reluctantly tapped on a machine 
which automatically wrote out and 
recorded clearance papers for the Le
t"iathan VII. 

"Thanks," acknowledged Kirk. 
"Prime the motors !" In the engine 
room, buttons were pressed and mo
tors hummed. Kirk checked with the 
duplicate controls in the bridge. 

"To your stations !" 
"Captain-," said Henderson hes

itantly. 
"Don't bother me now. Just watch 

how I handle every detail !" 
"Yes, but-" 
"Quiet ! Step up one," signaled the 

captain. From the rocket tubes at 
the rear and along the ship's sides, 
small flames flashed and the ship vi
brated gently. On the control panel, 
the captain's hands leaped from lever 
to lever busily. 

"Half maximum !" The vessel 
trembled. "Full speed ahead !" From 
every tube an inferno blasted, C<?Ver
ing the ship with flame, thrusting 
forward with a mighty reaction 
force. 

Captain Kirk glanced at the accel
eration dial and blinked. He turned 
to the duplicate dial on the other wall 
and then hastily called the chief en
gineer. "Hey, what's the accelera
tion ?" 

"One tenth gravity, sir. Can't un-
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derstand why. Should be four times 
gravity. All tubes are functioning 
properly, but the ship seems very 
heavy, sir." 

"Captain-," said Henderson again. 
"Blast it, son," bawled Kirk impa

tiently, "don't you see something's 
wrong ? We're burning fuel at full 
capacity but we're hardly moving ! 
We'll never get to Earth at this 
rate." Kirk fell into frantic activity, 
shouting ten orders at once and 
swearing more than the rest of the 
crew together. 

"Cut all tubes," he finally ordered. 
"We'll have to crawl into the rockets' 
guts to see what's wrong." 

The vision screen buzzed and Ir-4-
Meli appeared. Black fury distorted 
his unhandsome features. 

"Damn you, Kirk," he squawked. 
"So that's why you Earthmen built 
such a big ship with such powerful 
rockets ! "  

"Huh ?" 
"You know what I mean !" howled 

the Martian. " You Earthmen aren't 

satisfied with making us sell vanadi
um so cheap, so now you're trying to 
steal Phobos itself !" 

"What are you shouting about ? 
If you accuse me of stealing any
t hing, I'll come down there and beat 
you into a vacuum !" Kirk was as 
furious as Ir-4-Meli. 

"Look what you've done," the Mar
tian shrieked. "You've pulled Pho
bos out of its orbi t ! Now you push 
it back i nto place at once, or you'll 
have to deal with the law !" 

CAPTAIN HAMMER leaped to an 
observation port and stared in

credulously out. "J umping rockets ! 
We're still on Phobos ! "  

"That's what I was trying t o  say, 
you old buzzard," muttered Hender
son softly. 

Ir-4-Meli stared at them, then a 
smile spread over his faee and he 
broke into uproarious laughter. "Of 
course ! You old idiot, you forgot to 
disconnect the magnetic clamps that 
hold your ship down ! "  
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A MATTER O F. PH I LOSOPHY 
by WILFRED 0 WEN MORLEY 

A Science F iction Brief 

A
S SOON as I stepped into the Cap

tain's quarters, I guessed that he 
had a surprise for me ; I could tell 

from the genial way in which he swiveled 
around in his chair and inhaled a deep 
draft from his tobacco-tube. 

"Elton," he announced slowly, "I have 
a treat for you. The consignment we picked 
up at Lunar Station was the one for which 
I have been waiting." He reached into his 
desk and drew out a small disk. ".Alfred 
Bristol's greatest wo�k : The .Ascent of the 
Liberal." 

It was one of those rare moments when 
pure joy floods through you, drowning out 
all thought of anything else. There was 
nothing I could say. I merely sank into the 
chair beside him, smiling. 

"Yes," he continll€d, "and the historians 
call the 20th Century the 2d Dark .Age . .An 
age that produced such titans as Bertrand 
Russell and Bristol, men of ·Such profound 
depth. Sometimes I am saddened, Elton, at 
the lack of vision shown by our contempo
raries." 

"I know," I replied. "I, too, have felt 
about it just as you. 'These pigmies to whom 
the sweep of events is nothing more than 
a conflict ·of blacks and whites ; these gnats 
who can see but one factor ; these minds so 
warped-" 

.A light on the skipper's desk flared. "Ex· 
cuse me, Elton," he murmured, snapping on 
the mike. 

.An instant later, Dr. Halley's face, filled 
the screen. .A most capable man, Halley, 
I thought, but, like so many others of our 
day, one whose mind ran along a single 
track. 

".An urgent matter, sir," he stated, his 
face set in grim lines. "May I see you and 
Mr. Elton alone ?" · 

The captain nodde4 and switched off the 
set. "I want you to read this work right 
away, Elton," he confided, "so I'll put it 
in the mentascope and you �an hop to it 
as soon as Halley's finished with whatever 
business is at hand." 

The door swung open, and Halley stalked 

in, bristling with purposeful determination. 
"I must insist, sir, that Control .As�istant 

· Lucian be confined in the hospital immedi
ately. His mental state is becoming increas
ingly dangerous and his actions indicate 
that he may burst into open violence at any 
moment." 

I could see that the Captain was trying 
to retain his patience. "Halley," he con· 
tended in a tired voice, ".I thought we had 
threshed this matter out before. Why must 
you continue in this dogmatic fashion ? I 
have seen Lucian at work ; I have spoken 
with him and studied the official reports 
upon him. There are no grounds for such 
a drastic procedure as you urge. Lucian is, 
I grant, a bit different from yourself and 
the other men, but that is no reason for 
imagining that he is dangerous. 

"Sometimes I am inclined to feel that 
you are obsessed, doctor." He · turned to 
me. "Mr. Elton, you have been in contact 
with Control .Assistant Lucian, have you 
not ?" 

"I have indeed, sir." 
"Have you observed anything about him 

that would tend to substantiate Dr. Halley's 
contentions ?" 

· 

I pondered carefully. One must not be 
too hasty in passing judgement. "It is true 
that he has been given, at times," I replied, 
"to--shall I say whimsical actions ? .And, 
further, he might be said to consider him

. self a trifle more important than his posi· 
tion actually warrants. But I believe, sir, 
in keeping an open mind." · 

".As do I," echoed the Captain. "No, 
Halley ; I cannot sanction such obviously 
uncalled for measures. If you feel that Lu
cian would benefit from a little more .per
sonal attention than the other men, why 
that is up to your discretion. But I cannot 
permit more." 

".And I suppose," stated Halley with 
what I considered a note of sarcasm, "that 
Lucian's act of putting the forward engines 
out of commis�ion a week ago was just 
clean fun." 

"Dr. Halley !" At this point the Captain 

8 5  
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rose, h is  ful l  kindly dign ity enveloping 
h im. "Dr. Hal ley, you forget that we haYe 
only your opinion as opposed to Lucian's 
statement. Outside of your opinion there 
is nothing in the way of corroboration. And 
i t must not be forgotten that yo;.� are dear
ly biased in this matter. 

"No, there is no evidence whatsoever 
that the affair  w:ts not entirely accidental. 
and more the fault of the Control than his  
Assistant. Unfortunately, Fleming has not 
yet regained consciousness, so we c.wnot 
question him. 

"My decision is  final, sir.  No,...-, i f  you 
have nothing more important to discuss 
with me, I shall appreciate your returning 
to duty." 

Halley departed without another word. 

THE CAPTAIN turned to the menta
scope. "What a welcome relief from 

this concept of black and white are Bris
tol's philosophies. For, as he has clearly 
shown, black and white rarely, if ever, 
exist. We are all various shades of grey, 
replete with innumerable modifying, rich 
tenors. Just think of al l the hasty, i ll-ad
vised action that might h:lVe been avoided 
had only our forbears been advised by this 
wise, kindly counsel. But I must not di
gress farther." He helped me adj ust the 
mentascope and I sank back in utter bliss, 
my entire be ing d rinking in the mellow 
charm of 'the Ascent of the Liberal .  

Would that I could write with the elo
quence of a Bristol, describe to you the gen· 
tie, yet firm thoughts which flow through 
this greatest of ph i losophical di scourses. 
Under this influence, the harsh, sharp ly 
etched temper of our current l i fe melt� 
away, and we see the blending. smoothly
flov.'ing thoughts whose predomi mnce cou ld 
have resul ttd i n  a world ful ly as progressed 
as ours, yet one which avoiJeJ a l l the 
harsh, v iolent conflicts we see as havin� 
brought ours forth.  

,_ 

Temperance and tranqui l i ty is the key
note of Bristol's being : an attitude wh ich 
investigates ful ly, learn ing a l l  aspects of a 
s ituation, before acting. How different 
from the narrow, dogmat ic outlook of a 
Halley, or of thousands l ike him. 

And how often this narrow, biased view
point has resulted in bringing forth vio
lence and conflict, which so easily could 
have been avoided by an open mind, will
ing to compromise. Such is wh:1t occurred 

on that fateful voyage which I am describ
ing :  1 have given much thought to the 
mattc::r, and I cannot he! p but feel that 
Hal ley, not Lucian. was to blame. 

For I had scarcely set a-;ide the pr iceless 
Yolume, and taken out my tobacco-tube. 
preparing to enter into another mentally
invigorating discussion with the Captain. 
when the door was rudely broken in.  
Framed in the entrance to the Captain's 
quarters were Lucian and Halley, strugglin,!j 
desperately. 

Halley asserts that Lucian had taken 
weapons from the arsenal, but ther� is only 
his  clearly biased word for it, a.; were there 
but his unsubstantiated charges against the 
mao previously. Who knows but that the 
poor Assistant had been p�rsecuted by the 
doctor, driven to what desperate ends. Per
haps he was seeking the Captain for refuge 
against his oppressor. 

"Gentlemen !" I cried. "what is the 
meaning of this ?" Even no�. it might not 
be too late to temporize and avoid needless 
v iolence. 

However, I regret to say, it was too late. 
For, in the tussle, the gun was discharged 
and our noble Captain morta l ly wounded. Of 
course Lucian was overcome. and treated 
shamefully ; I do not think his story was 
l istened to at all, or, if it was, with but 
scant attention. 

I btnt over our Capt:�.in as he lay on the 
floor, his l i fe flowing out swiftly. "Elton,"  
he wh ispered, "do not forget the words ot 
Bristol . Do nothing rash because of me ; 
keep yot' r mind open and j udge not ha:;t
i ly." So saying, the gre:1t man died. 

It was at this time that, due to the con
fusion and ensuing lack of att.::ntion to 
space. the sh ip 's screens were not set in 
order at  the proper moment, and a swarm 
of meteors ridd led us l i ke so much buck
shot. Only Lucian, Dr. H:tl ley, and I sur
Y ived. 

There was an investigation, of course, 
led hy narrow-minded ;nen who are i n 
capable o f  percei vi ng the many-sidedness 
of human nature. They declared, in record 
time, that Halley had been complete ly in 
the ri,!_!ht. 

Sometimes I am inclined to f�el bilter at 
the Terrestrial Board for revoking my 
Mate's l icense, but then, I, at least, am 
capable of looking at both sides of the 
question. 



DEVIL DOCS 
OF SJIACE 

By HELEN WeiNBAUM 

leanne threw herself into the pMh of the {l11sh! 

Jeanne of Jupiter and Warren of Earth- each fighting in the service of their re
spective planets--enemies in deadly opposition, yet lovers of intense devotion!  But 

one must be the victor-a nd the other niust die! 

CHAPTER I 

ON AN ASTEROID 

IT was third dark on base sta
tion No. 5 on Pallas, used now 
as a stopping off place for 

ships traveling between Earth and 
Jupiter. Commander Steve Warren, 
seated before his "'desk at headquar
ters, cursed the asteroid's short days. 

With six darks to a twenty-four hour 
Earth day, trouble seemed always to 
come at night. He looked l _' irrit
ably as the Second Command, Simon 
Burr, entered. 

"How do you like this ?" Sliding a 
radiogram across the desk, he leaned 
back in the chair, running his hands 
through his rumpled hair. 

"Plans for Super Detonator stol
en," Burr read. "Spy in stolen ship 
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belieYed headed towards Jupiter. If 
does not arrive Pallas within hour, 
pursue in off spaceways. Under no 
conditions allow to escape. Hum !" 
Burr sat do·wn heavily. "Pursue in 
off space ways ! Just l ike that. If 
those Emth Officials had e\·er rid
den an off spaceway, t h ey wouldn't 
be so casual about-" 

"This theft warrants the orders," 
Warren interrupted. "Jupiter is t h e  
sole source o f  Dinerium. And Dine
rium i s  the secret of the Super De
tonator's power. If. an alien world 
constructs the Detonator-don't for
get Earth has only a small working 
model now, too small to subdue a 
planet-Earth is finished. As Dine
rium is a very unstable element, 
Earth must continually replenish her 
suppl�'· But Jupiter, with all the 
Dinerium she wants right there for 
the tak ing, could have a large model 
in worldng order in no t ime :-L all .  
Beside�, even if she doesn't construct 
t h e  Detonator, even if she has no de
sire to conquer Earth - which I 
doubt, inasmuch as a weak planet 
like J upiter always has ideas of uni
versal supremacy--once she learns 
the use to which her Dineri um is be
ing put, she'll not ship Earth a dram 
of it.  Then where are we '!" 

"Righ t where we started.'' Burr 
rose. "Ready to p ursu�.; the stolen 
ship in the off spaceways. Devil Dog·s 
of space, they call us, and they sure 
see that we live up to the name." 

Even in the year 2187 space travel 
was dangerous, not the easy inter
planetary communication past writ
ers of science fiction had pictured. It 
seemed almost as if Nature vvcre re
belling against man's efforts to popu
late the planets with lm kind. 

On!�· a few safe routes, free from 
errant asteroids and dangerous \'Or
texes in space, had heen discovered 
between t h e  planets. On each of th ese 

Earth had set up asteroid base sta
t ions where space-ships might land 
to refuel for the balance of the trip. 
These base stations manned by the 
Nationals, a branch of the :Military 
Service, were in great part the rea
son for Earth's supremacy in the 
Solar System. 

The Nationals led a hazardous 
existence in the lonely outposts ; l ife 
and limb could be of little import to 
a Devil Dog of space. Often, when 
a ship preferred to risk the unchart
ed spaceways rather than submit to 
inspection for contraband on an as
teroid base, a Devil Dog must pursue 
and capture it i n  the cosmic waste, 
where a vortex or fault in space 
might send his own ship spinning be
yond control to follow i ts own orbit 
forevermore. 

To add to Earth's power, a lethal 
weapon had been invented which in
sured the complete extinction of any 
planet daring to advance against i t. 
To an impartial observer, i t  might 
seem Earth was over-confident. After 
spreading abroad the strength of her 
space force, the number and invul
nerability of her base stations, now 
news of t h e  Super Detonator had 
leaked out. 

Or perhaps i t  was that Earth was 
fearful. Having colonized the plan
ets some hundred years ago, perhaps 
sh e was j ust becoming av·•are of t h e  
short memory o f  man-how when h e  
leaves h i s  mother world h e  is apt to 
forget love of the soil on which he 
has been nurtured. Perhaps she was 
j ust now learning of the strong un
derground movements, the growing 
national feeling, the desire to tlirow 
ofT the yoke of Earth and be free ! 
Maybe she sensed rebellion in weak 
nations such as Jupiter, and it was 
to frighten such ambitious planets 
that she stated and restated h er im
pregnability. 



Steve Warren smiled as he un
wound his long body from the chair. 
"Your freckled neck is safe this 
time, Si. Only one of us has to pur
sue the ship." 

"Big-hearted !" Bul'r sputtered. 
"Where do I come in ?" 

"As Second in Command, you 
don't. Besides, this capture is too 
important to trust to an inferior." 

"Nuts ! You're making a play for 
Jeanne. A dame's got you. You want 
to be a big story-book hero so she'll 
fall into your arms. Don't think 
you're pulling the wool over-" He 
stopped abruptly at a knock on the 
door, continuing in a lower tone as 
Warren walked to open it. "And you 
don't know a thing about her either. 
What's she doing on Pallas ? Waiting 
for her brother to pick her up and 
take her to Earth . Her brother ! 
That's what she says !"  

WARREN threw him an angry 
glance as he opened the door, 

but at sight of the girl outside his 
face lightened. "Come in, Jeanne. 
Si was just saying how glad he was 
that you were here to break the 
monotony of Pallas." He smiled into 
velvety brown eyes nearly on a level 
with his own. 

"I don't believe it." The girl spoke 
in a deep, throaty voice. "Si wishes 
I'd leave Pallas and I know it. He 
resents the time you spend with me." 

Even in the heavily-weighted suits 
that humans were forced to wear on 
Pallas because of the light gravity, 
J eanne was attractive. There was 
something compelling in her e:ves ; 
something magnetic in the deep qual
ity of h er voice - aside from the 
sheer beauty of her feature and the 
sheen of her closely drawn black hair. 
Against Burr's sandy coloring and 
Warren's wind-tanned features, she 
looked delicate and feminine-entire-
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ly out of place on an asteroid with 
little social life and no conveniences. 

She had come from Jupiter four 
weeks ago. Since then, much to 
Burr's disgust, Warren had spent 
most of his waking hours with her. 

She sat on the chair Burr had just 
vacated, smiling up at him to soften 
the sting of her · last words. He 
flushed and without answering 
turned to Warren to aYoid her eyes, 
tacitly admitting the truth of her ac- · 
cusation. 

"Your orders, Commander ?" he 
asked dryly. "One of us ought to 
pay some attention to business." 

"Isn't he quaint," Jeanne re
marked. "He means me. I'm inter
fering with Duty." 

Warren had been lost in thought 
during this by-play. Now he turned 
to Burr, picking up the conver 1.tion 
where it had been at Jeanne's en
trance. 

"Of course, it may not be neces
sary for either of us to go in pur
suit." 

"Go in pursuit of what ?" Jeanne 
asked casually. 

"We've received o1·ders to stop a 
stolen ship," Burr informed her ; 
then, to Warren : "What do you 
mean, it may not be necessary ? He'd 
be a damn fool to land here, on an 
Earth base station, with what he's 
carrying." 

"I don't think he'll land," Warren 
said slowly. "However, he may come 
within range of our anti-space-craft 
guns. Have them set up immediate· 
ly, and order the men to fire at any 
ship passing within range whieh 
doesn't land on request. Any honest 
pilot will land. It would be fool
hardy to risk the balance of the 
flight without refueling anyway. 
Flood the sky with neutron lights, 
and ready my speed cruiser for in-
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stantaneous flight. I guess that cov
ers everything." 

"It's as good as done, Commander." 
Burr left. 
After a moment of watching \Var

ren abstractedly pace the floor, 
Jeanne remarked, "I thought people 
had given up trying to smuggle con
traband past you Devil Dogs." 

"What '?" He brought his mind 
back with an effort. "Oh . This isn't 
contraband." 

"What is i t ?" 
"Don't trouble your pretty head 

with men's affairs." 
" Men's affairs are the only thing 

1 have to think of on Pallas. It least, 
your affairs are." 

She rose, brushing carelessly 
against him. Turning suddenly, he 

. took her in his arms, burying his 
face in her hair. 

"Will you be in danger, Steve ?" 
. she asked softly. 

"Perhaps. But no more than usual. 
I thrive on danger." 

"I couldn't bear to have anything 
happen to you. Why must you pursue 
this ship ?" 

"A stolen blueprint is on her," he 
answered. "Kiss me, Jeanne," ti lting 
her face up to his, "you know I loYe 
you." 

Putting her hands behind his head, 
she drew it down to meet her lips. 
For a moment she clung to him, her 
lips burning h is ; then suddenly 
pushed him away. 

"I must go." Her manner changed 
abruptly ; her voice was hurried, 
business-like. 

"Jeanne !" He grasped her arms, 
arresting her passage to the door. 
"What's the matter ?" 

"I have to leave," she said shortly. 
"Please don't interfere." 

Bewildered, he watched the door 
shut behind her. Then, thinking to 
get to the bottom of her reversal of 

feeling later, he put his mind again 
to the business at hand. 

About half of the hour allotted 
him by Earth to await the landing 
of the ship remained. Sti l l, it  might 
ha\'e made better speed than ex
pected. The best place fot· him was 
on the space-port, ready either to 
take off in pursuit, or search the 
spy's body if the ship were grounded 
by the guns. Brushing a haunting 
worry about Jeanne from his m ind, 
he hurried to the field. 

U n d e r Burr's di r2ctions, the 
space-port was taking on the appear
ance of a Gargantuan movie set. 
Powerful neutron lights spaced at in
terYals along the edges of the field 
swept the heavens, piercing the dark 
fifty miles into space. Mammoth ro
tating anti-space-craft guns mounted 
on cradles so they could be focused to 
cover the sky with a blanket of de
struction were being wheeled into 
position, their multiple-nosed bulk 
suggesting strange monsters teincar
nated from the past. Beside the gi
gantic machines of their creation, 
the small human figures scurrying 
along the ground seemed ineffectual 
and impotent. 

BrnR was at the hangar, super
Y ising the readying of a speed 

cruiser for instantaneous use. As 
lVarren approached, he was watch
ing the lean, si lver cylinder emerge 
from the hangar with a gleam of 
enYy in his eyes. He turned, star
tled, as \Varren spoke from behind 
him. 

"Don't look so disappointed." He 
patted Burr's back comfortingly. 
"The next trip is yours. I'm going 
this time only to keep us both off a 
spot. There's a good chance the ship 
wil l  elude capture. If it should, and 
I had sent you, we'd both be up for 
questioning before the Court." 



Burr's wide, good-natured mouth 
stretched in a grin. "Maybe you be
lieve that, but my intuition still tells 
me there's a dame involved. Devil 
Dogs turn to puppies when love en
ters the picture." 

"I'l l  keep my adult standing." 
Preparations on the field were now 

completed. So accurately were the 
guns placed to blanket the sky that 
any ship coming with i n  focal range 
without making a move �o land, 
didn't stand a chance of escaping. 

"Have you ordered the lookout to 
signal when a ship is sighted ?" War
ren askd. 

Burr nodded. "Yes, but 1 hardly 
think it was necessary. That ship 
will skirt Pallas l ike the plague. 
You're due for a nice little jaunt in 
the o ff  spaceways tonight." 

"Maybe. However, if  the ship 
lands of its own accord, I think we're 
in for some fighting. That spy is 
not just going to settle down to be 
captured. If he lands at all, it wil l  
be with "the idea of forcing us to re
fuel the ship." 

He took a P.A. set from his pocket 
and, holding it cupped in one hand, 
spoke i nto it. 

"Attention men !" 
Despite the simplicity and compact

ness of the instrument, Warren's 
voice boomed over the field as if it  
had been sent through high-powered 
amplifiers. 

"At first sight of ship, signal to 
land, using Solar code : three short 
notes, repeated at intervals of tvv·o 
seconds. Repeat signal ten times. 
If ship does not approach, release 
fire. If ship  lands after signal , be 
prepared to meet barrage of fire. Do 
not fire until first shot from ship. 
That's al l." 

Jeanne appeared as he replaced 
the P .A. set in his  pocket. Before 
she could speak, a high, shrill note 
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circled the space-port. A ship had 
been sighted ! 

Powerful neutron lights m ade the 
sky as bright as Earth's day, far 
l ighter than it ever was on Pallas. 
Away in the distance, a silver ship 
flashed. Over the field P. A. sounded 
the landing signal as it was sent to 
the ship : three short, peremptory 
notes repeated at intervals of two 
seconds. No pilot on a legitimate 
mission could afford to ignore it. 

For awhile it was impossible to 
tell whether or not the ship came 
nearer. The signals were repeated 
. . . .  four times . . . .  five times . . . .  
Sti l l  they did not know. 

Jeanne drew a deep, slow breath, 
bringing Warren to awareness of her 
presence. 

"Go inside. There may be firing." 
" 1 ' 1 1  be all right." 

For the ' eighth time the signal 
flashed. A few more seconds and the 
guns would release. 

"Go inside, Jeanne !" 
The momen� was too tense for him 

to tear his eyes from the silver ship. 
Jeanne stepped back out of his sight, 

remaining on the field. 

At the ninth signal a green iight 
flashed three times from the ship's 
nose : the code of submission. It had 
decided to land ! 

Nerves taut, they waited. Even the 
atmosphere seemed to lose motion ; 
the tiny figures manning the guns 
were still ; for a moment, the whole 
asteroid seemed to rest immobi le . 

The ship came closer. Now it was 
within the pull of gravity. For a few 
moments i t  loomed overhead like a 
mammoth insect while it unfurled its 
wings, then slowly sank to a landing. 

Tensely, guns drawn , Wanen and 
Burr waited. Every weapon on the 
field was now focused on the ship. 
One belligerent move from it  and it 
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would be blo'>':n to bit:>. For a long 
moment it lay on the bosom of the 
asteroid ; then the door opened. A 
lone man emerged, hands l ifted in 
surrender at sight . of the array of 
arms. Slowly he walked toward the 
little group of people. 

"A fine reception," he said. "All 
I want is to refuel and pick up my-" 

In a flash Jeanne was across the 
field, throwing herself in his arms. 

Warren paled. There m u s t  be 
some mistake. This couldn't be 
Jeanne Carver's brother, this spy ! 
He watched unbelieving·lr as the 
stranger bent to kiss her forehead, 
heard his words to Jeanne echo hol
lowly over the field. 

"Tell your friends I don't mean 
them any harm." He laughed at his 
own futility. "They can lower their 
guns." 

Marshalling his senses, Warren 
walked toward them. "I'm Com
mander at Pallas. We've received 
word that you're riding a stolen 
ship." 

A v o i d i n g  Jeanne's eyes, he 
searched the man for weapons and, 
finding none, signalled for the guns 
to be lowered. Then, more carefully, 
he searched again. 

"St�ve," Jeanne's voice was re
proachful, "what in the world are 
you looking for ? Mark is not a crim
inal. I told you long ago he was com
ing to get me." 

"I'm sorry, Jeanne." \Varren con
tinued to go through the man's 
pockets. "I have orders to hold the 
man who stole thi s sh ip." 

"\Vhy should Mat·k steal i t ? He 
had passage money-" 

"He has stolen something else too, 
I'm afraid." From the man's inside 
pocket, Warren withdt·ew a paper 
and unfolded it-the blueprint for 
the Super Detonator ! 

F
ORCING the words from him, 
he straightened. "Mark Carver, 

in the service of Earth, I arrest you 
as a spy." 

"Steve !" She put a hand on his 
arm imploringly. "You can't do it. 
There must be some mistake !" 

Pity flooding his heart, he looked 
into her tortured eyes. "I must, dear. 
It's _my duty. Your brother won't 
be harmed if he doesn't try to es
cape, and if there is a mistake, i t  
will be rectified." 

Carver stood by si lently, almost 
sullenly, but as Jeanne took his hand 
to walk with him to base headquar
ters, he smiled gently at her. "Good 
kid," he said softly. 

She looked at him gratefully, 
pityingly ; then, raising her eyes in 
mute appeal to Warren said, "Please 
be kind to him." 

"I'l l do all I can." Warren's heart 
was heavy, knowing the evidence he 
had found on Carver was conclusive, 
knowing he must be held until Earth 
envoys arrived to take him back for 
trial and, worst of all, knowing what 
the verdict must be. "I'd like to talk 
to h im now-alone. Wait here unti l 
I 've finished." 

Closing the door to the room where 
Jeanne waited, Warren made an ex
haustive search of his captive. While 
the Detonator blueprint was undoubt
edly too intricate to be committed to 
memory, he feared the man might 
have a duplicate copy concealed some
where on his person. Finding none, 
he motioned Carver to a chair, watch
iilg the slig-ht, defenseless figure 
move \Vith a pull at his heart. Car
ver \vas dark, like Jeanne ; yet aside 
from their coloring, there was littl� 
resemblance. She was tall for a 
woman ; he was short for a man. 
Where Jeanne's eyes were soft, hi:> 
were burning. 



"You must have known we'd re
ceive word from Earth to stop you 
after you stole the blueprint," War
ren began. "Why did you risk land
ing on Pallas ?" 

Carver did not answer. 
"Because of having to fly blind, 

space pilots often land on the wrong 
base," he continued, "perhaps you 
didn't know this was Pallas." 

"Yes, I knew." Ca1·ver's voice was 
sullen. "I landed to refuel." 

"Then the whole plan was fool
hardy. You stole the blueprint know
ing you'd be captured, knowing the 
attempt to get it to Jupiter would 
fail." It was an effort for Warren 
to keep his tone that of a Govern
ment official questioning a spy ; be
cause of Jeanne's relationship to the 
prisoner who had so foolishly risked 
his life, sympathy colored his words. 

"No risk is too great for me to 
take for my country." Carver's eyes 
burned fanatically. "But something 
went wrong. The theft of the blue
print shouldn't have been discovered 
until long after I was safe on Ju
piter." 

"You make no attempt to deny 
your guilt ?" 

The man shrugged. "That would 
be childish, you have the evidence. 
However, I do wish to make plain 
that my sister knew nothing of the 
plot." 

Warren sighed. At least Jeanne 
was cleared. However, there was 
still no alternative where Carver was 
concerned. He must hold the brother 
of the girl he loved knowing his 
eventual fate would be a spy's death. 

Suddenly, with a movement so 
quick it took a second for Warren to 
grasp its import, Carver dashed for 
the door, speeding through the outer 
office where Jeanne waited, onto the 
space-field toward his ship. 

"Fire !"  It was the Commander 
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who . spoke into the P.A. set in his 
cupped hand ; the Commander who 
sent a word booming over the field 
which meant the death of his own 
happiness ; the Commander who 
spoke, not the man ! 

Jeanne ran to the window which 
overlooked the field. He came slow
ly to a position behind her, hear
ing the swift, sure report of the guns, 
aniving just in time to see the lone, 
defenseless figure sink to the ground. 

"!�Ionstel' !"  Jeanne's voice was 
tense with hatred. "You had the 
plans ; w hy did you kill him '?" 

"It was my duty." Warren spoke 
dully. "He knew he'd be killed, why 
did he try to escape ? It almost 
seems as if he wanted to die to
night . . .  " 

Crying softly, Jeanne left. 

CHAPTER II 

THE TRAITOR 

NEAR DARK of the next day, 
Steve Wanen sat alone at 
h eadquarters, his heart too 

heavy to allow his mind to concen
trate on the duties at hand. Car
ver's body Jay in a near barrack, 
awaiting orders from Earth. None 
had anived. Apparently information 
that the blueprint had been kept frcm 
Jupiter's hands had relieved Earl h 
officials to such an extent that thy 
were neglecting minor details. B -.t 
after all� the spy was dead. All the 
pomp and ceremony of a court trial 
could have elicited no more complete 
payment. 

· 

A life for a crime . . . Jeanne's 
brother's life. And Warren had 
given the command to fire ! Jeanne 
had refused to see him when he called 
that morning. 

The door opened softly. 
"Steve." It was her throaty voice. 
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He rose, whirling to gather her 
into his arms where she lay un
resisting but cold. 

"Forgive me ; I had to do it,'' he 
said desperately. "Can't you un
derstand "?" 

She drew away and, standing· 
apart, spoke in a low monotone. "Per
haps. However, I haven't come to 
argue about that." She closed her 
eyes despondently fot· a moment. 
"There's nothing either of us can 
do DO\\". Except-" she paused, "you 
mir,ht do me one last favor. You 
have the stolen plans ; Earth has 
had revenge in .Mark's d�ath .  Give 
me permission to take his body back 
to Jupiter !" 

"As soon as orders arrive-" 
"Orders ! Duty � Orders ! "  She 

rose angrily. "Aren't you a man 
with the power to think and act in
dependently ? What harm can l\Iark 
do you or your beloved Earth now ? 
He would want to lie in the soil of 
Jupiter, the planet he loved. And 
my parents are old. They still cling 
to ancient superstition - religion, 
they call it-and it is all they have. 
Their son is dead-and you speak of 
orders ! I was mistaken about you, 
Commander Warren." She brushed 
her eyes over him contemptuously. 
"I thought for a moment there was 
a gleam of human understanding in 
your eye." 

She was magnificent in anger. He 
stepped close, pulling her roughly to 
him, pressing his lips hard against 
hers. "Wildcat," he murmured. "You 
shall have your way, wildcat. A ship 
will take you to Jupiter tomorrow." 

He felt her lips rise in warmth to 
his. "But you must come back," he 
whispered. "You must promise to 
come back to me." 

She tensed suddenly. 
"Promise," he persisted. 
"I promise," she said softly, "if 

within the month you still want me." 
Pulling his head down eagerly, she 
rested her cheek against h is, and 
for a moment held him close. Then, 
as before, she pushed him abruptly 
away and left. 

·warren wrinkled his brow in per
plexity. What made the g·irl so 
changeable : warm and clinging one 
minute and coldly resistant the next ? 
Yet, her moody caprices in trigued 
him. Smiling to himself, he turned 
again to work. 

Si Burr burst into the room. 
"\\'here's Jeanne ?" 
"She left here a while ago," War

ren anf:\'l·ered. "\-Vhy ?" 
"The complete stock of element 

No. 95 is missing from the Govern
ment storehouse." 

" 'What's · Jeanne got to do with 
that ?'' 

" Plenty !" 
"Is that all that was taken ?" 
"All ? Only about ten thousand 

dollar's worth ! Yes, that's all. And 
I'm responsible. That had to happen 
to me :" Burr paced up and down 
nervously for a moment. "I'd bet
ter find Jeanne." 

"What's Jeanne got to do with it 
anyway ?" Warren ro3e angrily. 
"Just because her brother was a thief 
doesn't mean she is." 

"Honestly,'' Si Burr paused at the 
door, "I know what they mean now 
when they say love is  blind. Even 
if I told you the facts, you wouldn't 
believe them." 

"Suppnse you let me d raw my own 
conclusions." Warren's voice was 
cold. ",Ter.nne isn "t going- to disap
pear into thin air. There was a kilo
cycle Jock on that storehouse. A 
strong man couldn't have broken in, 
let alone a woman." 

Burr smiled. "Yeah. A multiple 
kilocycle lock. Only a metallurgist 
could have combined metals to set up 



the correct vibrations to open it
and there is no metal lurgist on Pal
las. The lock wasn't broken. There
fore the person who robbed the store
house m i.1st have had a key." 

"You have the only key.  Who do 
you think stole it ?" 

"No one stole it," Burr answered 
slowly. "I'm a devi l pupsy-wupsy 
j ust like you, where dames are con
cerned. l gave the key to Jeanne 
yesterday, during the excitement of 
preparing to ground the spy ship. 
She asked to borrow my flash ; said 
she'd lost something. Obviously, she 
knew the kilocycle key was on the 
same belt." 

"So ti\d you," Warren said angrily. 
"Why ditln't you remove it ? At least 
it would have kept your ridiculous 
suspicion off Jeanne. What use would 
she have for the element ? Its only 
known use is to cure the bends in
duced b.v cosmic pressure. If she 
wanted the money from its sale, it 
would haYe been easier and more 
profitable to rob the headquarter's 
safe. The key to that was on the 
same belt . "  

Burr scowled. "Don't ask me to 
tell you why she stole it. I only know 
she did. When I started to remove 
the flash for her she said, 'Oh, don't  
bother to take it  off the belt. You're 
busy. Just give me the whole thing 
and 1'11 bring it  right back' Doesn't 
that sound to you as if she was after 
the l\ey '?" 

"Not at all," Vlarren said coldly. 
"Your dislike of her prej udices you." 

"Well, if you're going to be so 
blind-," Burr opened the door to 
leave. "Guarding the storehouse is 
my responsibi l i ty. I 'm going to ques
tion her !" 

Warren laughed humorlessly. "Go 
ahead. Much good may it do you ! 
Anyone but a muddle-headed idiot 
would know Jeanne's not a thief." 

Devil Dogs of Space * * * 95 

FOR a second the two men glared 
at each other before Warren 

partly regained his  good humor. "Go 
ahead," he 1·epeated. " I' l l  come along 
to laugh when you discover your mis
take." 

Outside it was second twilight, 
the feeble light from the sun j ust re
ceding into the West horizon. In the 
Northeast, Jupiter was rising. The 
space port was quiet. The massive 
anti-space craft guns had been 
wheled under cover ; the neutron 
lights were out. 

The two men walked in silence : 
Burr worrying over the disappear
ance of the element ; Warren angry 
at the suspicion cast on Jeanne. Too 
bad, Warren reflected, that Si had let 
his resentment of J eanne come be
tween them. Before her arrival, they 
h ad been as close as brothers ; now 
arguments continually spoiled their 
comradeshi p. Memory of the old days 
dulled his anger. He put his arm 
through Burr's companionably as 
they plodded i n  their weighted suits 
toward the residential quarter where 
Jeanne was staying. 

They were across the m ile and a 
half stretch of field when suddenly 
they heard the bluiTed echo of a 
space-ship hitting the atmosphere of 
Pallas. They looked back. 

The hazy outline of an old man-of
war brol\e the sky which, as they 
watched, unfurled its wings to land. 
Solar headquarters kept them in
formed as to ships due. Though 
none "vas scheduled for this time, i t  
was not unusual for a ship, lost from . 

i ts spaceway, to arrive unheralded. 
As all ships were, of necessity, driv
en blind, occasionally a lost pilot mis
took another base for his original 
destination, not realizing his mi stake 
until he had landed. 

As the last war h ad ended some 
h undred years ago, unless o1·dered by 
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Earth to search a ship for contra
band, the base at Pallas was not 
strongly guarded. They no longer 
feared a surprise attack from an ene
my. 

Warren squinted at the descending 
craft, his mind troubled, though he 
did not know why, as the outline of 
her clumsy air-resistant lines and 
old-fashioned three-fold w ings be
came clearer. Earth had discarded 
such ancient space-ships long ago. 
Only the weaker, down-trodden plan
ets such as Jupiter, not allowed by 
all-powerful Earth to exceed anna
ment lim its, still  used the old, unper
fected sh i ps. 

His companion's next words justi-
fied his thoughts. " . . . .  Jovian mul-
tiple tail ,  type fou r . . . .  " 

"I'm going back." Warren spoke 
from an unreasoned intuition. While 
ord i nari i�· th�re would haYe been 
nothing upsetting in the arrival of 
an unheralded ship, now in the light 
of the recent theft of the Detonator 
blueprint by a Jovian spy, the mat
ter should be investigated. 

While they were stil l  almost a mile 
away, the ship landed. In the rapid
ly waning light they could make out 
two figures leaping with great 
strides over the ground, humans, 
without the weighted suits ordinarily 
worn on a light gravity world. A 
thi rd figure leaped to meet them, a 
figure strangely blurred at the knees, 
a woman ! All three leaped to a near 
barrack, disappearing inside. 

" No\v what do you say ?" Burr 
panted. "That was J eanne. She's 
probably giving her compatriots the 
stolen element to take to Jupiter." 

Warren paused to shed his weight
ed suit. Time was a factor ; he could 
make five times the speed without it. 

"They wouldn't have to go into the 
barrack for that. But Carver's body 
is in there. Maybe-" 

Before he could finish, the figures 
emerged, two of them carrying a long 
box between them. Quickly all three 
leaped to the Jovian ship and en
tered. 

Even without their weighted suits, 
the two men had covered less than 
half a mile when the ship took off. 
Pallas had been robbed of the body 
of a spy and, perhaps, a valuable ele
ment. But why ? What possible con
nection could exist between them ? 
And in the whole confused mess, 
where did Jeanne fit ? 

The blueprint for the Super De
tonator was still safe in Warren's in
ner pocket. He felt ag·ain to be sure. 
What then could have been t he ob
ject of this surprise visit ? 

He tried not to think, as he h ur
ried toward the speed-cruiser, still 
ready from the day before to take 
off. Burr prepared to follow him into 
the ship. 

"Sorry. I'm going alone th i s  trip." 
Why hadn't Jeanne waited for the 
ship he had promised P.er to take 
Carver's body to Jupiter ? Warren's 
mind was in confusion. 

"You can't do a thing alone !" 
"Stay at the post !" He was the 

Commander giving orders. "There's 
been enough trouble lately. And
keep this ! "  From h i s  inside pocket 
he took th e blueprint, handing it to 
Burr. "The Earth envoy will be 
along to pick it up." 

As he reached for the ]eYer to 
start the rockets firing, the thought 
that Si was right occurred to him. 
Even if he found the Jovian ship, 
there wasn't much he could do out
side of satisfying hiR curiosit�� as to 
the reason for Jeanne's sudden de
parture. 

Leaving the cruiser, he went into 
the hangar and looked around. There 
was nothing here that would help. 
Yes . . . maybe, if all else failed. . . 



his own life must be sacrificed along 
with those of the Jovians. 

Taking a small, compact box from 
the wall of the hangar, he emptied 
a package of cigarettes and put it in
side, sliding it under the untorn half 
of the package so it could not be 
seen, and filling the space that was 

· left with cigarettes. Then, putting 
a ray gun in his pocket, he returned 
to the cruiser where Burr waited. 

"I'll cateh t hat old crate before 
she's a third of the way to Jupiter," 
he shouted above the roar of the 
rockets. 

Burr grinned. "All right. But 
when you do, don't forget that 
Jeanne is a traitor-and you're in 
the Service for life !" 

Warren smiled wryly as his ship 
shot into space. Bnrr was right 
again. He must not forget his duty 
to hiF\ planet. Even love must not 
make him forget that. 

CHAPTER III 

EN ROUTE TO JUPITER 

BE turned on the magnetic 
guide which would draw 
his cruiser in the trail of 

the escaping man of war. As science 
h ad not yet perfected a transparent 
substance which could withstand cos
mic buffetings and the terrific im
pact a ship suffered on hitting the at
mosphere around inhabited worlds, 
space-ships were driven blind. While 
instruments were pretty reliable, 
without sight of the world toward 
which a pilot \vas headed to guide 
him, mistakes sometimes happe1ed. 
Besides, it was monotonous to sit in 
a closed ship for hours with nothing 
to look at but an insh·ument board
especially when one's thoughts were 
as troubled as Warren's. 

Jeanne had double-crossed him. 
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How, he did not know, yet he feared 
some treache1·y lay behind her earlier 
departure. While it may have been 
her desire to avoid indebtedness to 
him by using the Jovian ship instead 
of the one he h ad promised to pro
vide her with, he felt it was some
thing less legitimate and less com
prehensible. 

His ship 
·
swayed sickeningly. Evi

dently he was off the beaten space
way. Probably the Jovians knew, by 
the fluctuations of their instrument 
panel, that they were being pursued 
and were endeavoring to shake him 
off. Tensing h is lips, he righted the 
whirling ship. If their old multiple 
tail model could stand the exigencies 
of space, his perfected cruiser cer
tainly was in no danger. 

Agai.n the ship spun, a bad twirl 
this time-bad enough to throw his 
ship out of range where the mag
netic guide could not function. For 
a moment, he twisted helplessly in 
space. Muttering, he increased the 
power. lf the guide beam was too 
far lost, he might never pick it up. 

Back and forth he tacked, trying 
desperately to catch it, straining his 
ears to hear above cosmic noises the 
low hum which would mean his ship 
had crossed the lines of force given 
off by the other. 

At last he h eard it.- The guide 
caught.  Relieved, he again released 
his steering apparatus to the mag
netic force which would draw h is ship 
in a direct line to the Jovian man of 
war. 

Despite the danger of being caught 
in an unexpected vortex or of crash
ing an errant asteroid, he ran full 
speed, risking a severe bumping in 
the rough spaceway. He must lose no 
time in getting to the bottom of this 
strange double theft. How foolish of 
Jeanne, foolish of them all, to think 
they might get away with it ! 
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It 'vas fortunate for him that 
Earth had not allowed Jupiter to con
struct ships since she had reached 
her armament limit years ago. Had 
the Jovian ship been a modern, single 
tail type, he'd never have had a 
chance of overtaking it with the 
head-start it  had had. 

His skin pi·ickled from the cosmic 
rays which penetrated even the 
heavy metal of the ship. He shifted 
uncomfortably, maddened by the itch, 
yet fearing to scratch. A break in 
his skin, exposed to the rays, might 
mean death. 

He tried to think of other things
gleaning satisfaction from the cer
tainty that despite the duplicity of 
Jeanne--whatever its purpose-the 
blueprint of the Detonator was safe 
on Pallas in Burr's possession. 

At last, after what seemed limit-
, less time, he felt a soft bump. lie 

had caug-ht up to the Jovian ship. 
He ran a faint current through th e 
nose of his cruiser, creating a suction 
which held it to the other . ship in 
mid-space. 

Shutting off the motive power, he 
crawled forward, opening a door lead
ing to the electric nose. This was 
the ticklish part. He must maneuver 
his ship around the surface of the 
Jovian craft until he found the safety 
lock. The force holding the two ships 
together was slight. One false move 
might break the connection, might 
send his cruiser careering helplessly 
into space, perhaps to pick up such 
whirling .speed before he could reach 
the pilot's seat to turn on the power 
that he might never regain control. 

DE TOUCHED the gently clinging 
nose carefully, detaching and 

moving only a part of the flexible 
material at a time. If he had mis
judged direction, he might have to 
circle the entire ship before he came 

to the lock. It was slow work, but 
at last he found it. 

Centering the ship's nose, he 
knocked loudly : two slow taps, three 
fast ones, so those inside might not 
mistal{e his knocking for the beat
ing of cosmic forces outside. 

The safety lock opened almost im
mediately to reveal a dark, bearded 
face. 

"Come in." The man smiled suave
ly. ''We've been expecting you, Com
mander Warren." 

Warren crawled through the nar
row .safety lock. Before he could 
draw his gun, he was seized violently 
from behind and his arms pinioned as 
he was searched for weapons. 

"I'm Captain Domber," the voice 
continued. 

"Perhaps you will tell me, Captain 
Domber, what your purpose was i n  
landing unheralded o n  Pallas th is eve
ning and t·emoving the body of a spy 
from an Earth base ?" 

The gun found and taken, his arms 
were released. He stood erect and 
turned. 

Jeanne stood midships over the 
opened coffin of her brother. Only one 
other person was on board beside the 
girl, Captain Domber and Warren : a 
thin-boned, metallic skinned, lidless 
eyed native of Jupiter, serving as 
pilot. 

He stared coldly at her, letting no 
sympathy for her tense body anrl 
eyes wide in mute appeal color his  
gaze. Captain Domber spoke. 

"There is no harm in telling you 
our purpose now, Commander War
ren. You are a captive of Jupiter. 
The Jovian custom is to tell captives 
anything they wish to know-before 
they die." 

"Die �" Horror paled Jeanne's face. 
"You can't kill him ! I won't allow 
it." Stepping to Warren's side, she 
put an arm through his possessively. 
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how will you stop me, Comrade Car- w kl• ve���sily," She squared her narrow ea 1ng 
shoulders defiantly. "Unless I have -who become "The World's Most 
your promise for Commander War- Perfectly Developed Man" 
ren's safety, I shall refuse to reveal "I'll Prove that YOU too 
the secret of the hidden blueprint." can be a NEW MAN!" ' To Warren her words came like a �� thunderbolt. The one thing he had 
felt certain of was that the plan for 
the Super Detonator would not fall 
into Jupiter's hands. The spy had 
been thoroughly searched and he him
self had given the only copy found 
on Carver to Si Burr before leaving 
Pallas. 

Now, he looked thoughtfully at 
Jeanne, heavy-hearted in the knowl
edge that Burr's suspicions of her 
had been warranted. She was a spy 
in the service of Jupiter-an enemy 

I know, mysel f, what It 
means to have the l<lnd of 
body that people pity! Of 
course, you woul rln't lcnow It 
to look at m� now, but I was 
once a skinny wealtling who 
weighed only 97 lhs.! I was 
ashamed to �trfp for sports 
or undress for a swim. I was 
such a poor epecimen ot phys
Ical deYelopment th at I was 
constantly self-co'ilsclous and 
embarrassed. And I felt only 
HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I dl.scovered "Dynamic 
Tension.'" J t g-ave me a body 
that won for me the title 
"World's Most Perfectly De
veloped Man." 

When I say I can make you 
over into a man of giant pow .. 
er and energy, I know what 
I'm tall<fng about. I've seen 
my new system unynamic 
Tension/' transform hundreds 
or weak . puny men Into Atlas 

spy ! Champions. 
, 

She raised eyes full of entreaty, On!y 15 Mmutes a Day 
. • • , Do you want big, broad but he stared COldly, lgTIOrillg their shoulders - a tine, powerful 

chest-bleeps like steel-arms plea, and legs rippling with mus
cular strength - a stomach 
rigid with bands ot sinewy 
muscle-and a build you can 
be proud of? Then just give 
me the opportunity to prove 
that •• Dynantic 'l'ensiou" is 
what you need. 

CHARLES ATLAS 

Holder of title, "The 
World's Most Per• "Faugh !" The word sounded inex

plicably vile on the Captain's lips. 
"Are you woman or patriot? Wom
an, I'd say. Woman, ready to sell out 
her country for a lover's body! " 

"I am both. I have sacrificed too 
much already," her eyes rested wist
fully on Warren, "to wish the cause 
for which I did it to fail. I am eager 
to serve my country, eager to reveal 
the secret to you-once I get your 
promise that Commander Wan·en 
shall go freely back to Pallas. But," 
she shrugged, "the Jovian officials 
told us each only one step of the 
plan for getting possession of the 
blueprint. If one compatriot fails to 
live up to the ideal, another may 
withhold his information. You are 
powerless to proceed without me. " 

"Women! " Domber exclaimed. "To 
send women on such a mission! Frail! 
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Untrustworthy! Weak ! You ask me 
to let this man return to Pallas pos
sessing full knowledge of our activ
ities, merely, " he continued disdain
fully, "because you love him. No! " 
He paced a small circle. "Our enemies 
must die!" 

Jeanne sighed. "Then Jupiter will 
suffer. Your cause is lost. " Turning 
her back slowly, she mused, "There 
was need for haste, you know. " 

"Was need for haste?" Domber 
asked fearfully. "Do you mean it 
may be too late even now?" 

S
HE glanced at her watch. "Will 

you allow Commander Warren 
to leave?" 

"Yes! Yes! Answer me, woman!" 
He took her arm, swinging her 
around to face him. "Is it too late?" 

Over the Captain's shoulder, her, 
eyes met Warren's. "Go then," she 
said softly. "And-I'm sorry. But 
I had a duty too-to my country. " 

A faint smile lit his eyes. "I un
derstand. We are each working sin
cerely, but against each other. To 
you, your cause is right; to me, mine 
is. The only difference, " his voice 
became slightly bitter, "was that I 
kept my cause no secret from you." 

"Forgive me, Steve. There was no 
other way. Go back to Pallas and 
forget me. " 

Heedless of Domber's presence, he 
walked over and took her in his arms. 
"One kiss then, " he said lightly, "to 
help me forget." 

Half in love, half in anger that she 
had bested him, he pressed his lips 
hard against hers; then, pushing her 
roughly from him, he said, "Forget
ting isn't easy unless one knows all 
there is to forget. Show Domber the 
secret hiding place of the blueprint 
now-while I am still here. It may 
amuse you to watch my face while 
you reveal the way you tricked me. " 
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"Hurry," Domber said, "show me! 
You have wasted too much time al
ready. If your ·friend wishes to 
stay-" 

Withdrawing her hurt eyes from 
Warren's, Jeanne took a vial from her 

Prote .. ;o-.1 MO<iel U. S. Dental Co., Dept. 9A40 . Chicago, W. 

bag. So Si Burr had been right about ---------------

that too! Jeanne was responsible for 
the disappearance of the element 
from the Government storehouse. 

She spoke in clipped, cold tones. 
"You have your part of the instruc
tions, Captain Domber. Prepare to 
follow them." 

Half angry, half horrified, Steve 
watched her bend over the coffin in 
which her brother lay and uncover 
his chest; he watched her uncork the 
vial and slowly pour its contents over 
the body. 

From the dead flesh a mist rose, 
filling the ship with an acrid, horrid 
odor. Jeanne covered the chest com
pletely with the element, emptying 
the vial. Ten thousand dollars had 
been dissipated into thin air! 

Warren bent closer. As the mist 
cleared, a pattern appeared on the 
dead man's chest-an intricate thing 
of lines and coils and strange hiero
glyphics. The design was familiar, 
but queer-troublesomely queer! 

Domber wrinkled his brow in per
plexity and, for a moment, all three 
looked into the coffin in silence. 

Suddenly, a light broke over Dom
ber's face. With a springy step, he 
walked forward in the ship, returning 
with a mirror which he held over the 
body. 

Warren peered into it. The puzzling 
hieroglyphics wet·e now merely 
draftsman's numbers. In the mirror, 
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(Continued From Page 101) 
besides the actual construction of the 
Detonator, which Earth feared the 
J ovians would discover: that their 
Dinerium was the motivating force 
of a death machine. Due to 
the unstable nature of Dinerium, 
Earth must have a continuous 
source, but once Jupiter discov
ered the use to which it was be
ing put, her source was gone. A 
planet would not ship the where
withal to destroy itsel( 

Jeanne turned away, avoiding War
ren's eyes, and walked to the far end 
of the ship. "You have seen," she 
said dully. "Go now. " 

Domber still gazed eagerly at the 
plan. "How long will these lines I HARVEST HOUSE, 70 Fifth Ave., Dept. K-366, NEW YORK i 
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back into the void of space. 
"I have saved you from yourself, 

Comrade Carver," he said calmly. "No 
enemy of Jupiter's must live. How
ever," he waved the trembling girl to 
silence, "I won't kill him now. Our 
country shall decide his fate." Turn
ing to Warren, he asked tauntingly, 
"What will you do now, spawn of all
powerful Earth?" 
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Devil Dogs of Space 

Warren hardened his mind against 
her grief. "Cut the hysterics, 
Jeanne," he said coldly. "Your effort 
to save my life seems of small mo
ment beside the many lives Jupiter 
will sacrifice when the Detonator is 
completed and she attacks Earth." Is Your 

"Earth meant to do the same to 
us," Domber remarked, looking up 
from the paper on which he was copy
ing the blueprint from its reflection 
in the mirror. 

"Earth planned to hold the De
tonator only as a threat. She might 
never have used it." Warren walked 
slowly to the corner where Jeanne 
sat watching him with hurt and trou
bled eyes. 
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my cause seemed right to me." 

"It isn't for that I despise you." 
"Why do you despise me, Steve?" 

Her voice was pleading. 

D
E EYED her coldly. "For two 

reasons: first, because you used 
me as a means to gain your end. In 
other words, you misused love-pre
tended a love you didn't feel." 

"I didn't," she said wearily. "Prob
ably you'll never believe me, but I 
did love you-do still, for all the good 
it will do me. What's the other rea
son?" 

"Mark Carver knew his was a 
suicidal journey," Warren said in
consequentially. "On his way from 
Earth to Pallas, by the use of a mir
ror, he copied the blueprint to his 
chest with some rare sort of invisible 
ink. Whoever evolved the plot for 
the theft of the blueprint took no 
chances that the body might be ex
amined for co:ril.mon in visible ink on 
Pallas. Due to the medicinal proper
ties of element #95 it is probably 
the only substance which \Viii bring 
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despise about you, Jeanne Carver-
your calloused heart-the unfeeling
ness with which you took the death 
of your flesh and blood-the death 
of someone you must have · once 
loved. Or isn't it possible for you 
to feel real love?" 

"It is possible." A tear coursed 
slowly down her cheek. "I love Mark 
now-love and respect him for what 
he has done. But you see, he wasn't 
my brother. I had never laid eyes 
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Devil Dogs of Space 

"All those things were planned long 
ago-before I met you . . . "  

Impulsively, Warren bent to kiss 
the rivulet the tear left on her cheek. 
"Darling, forgive me. Your heart is 
as warm as the sun, and I was a fool 
to doubt it. " 

Pillowing her head on his shoul
der, he held her close, letting his 
mind run in turmoil-half of it 
happy in her justification of his love, 
half acutely miserable. With Jupit
er's rich Dinerium mines and the 
plan for the Detonator, supremacy 
lay in her hands. The country which 
he had sworn to protect would be 
annihilated . . ... 

Save for 'his helplessness to serve 
Earth, Warren's own plight troubled 
him little. Though he was trapped 
unarmed, hopeless of escape, with 
sure death awaiting him on arrival 
at Jupiter, to a true Devil Dog such 
details paled to minor importance 
when his country was threatened. 
He must find some way to save it! 
But what possible way was there? 

CHAPTER IV 

"ONLY ONE CAN WIN " 

BEFORE Warren had solved 
his problem, his mind was 
drawn from it by the feel 

of Jeanne's eyes on him. If there 
were only one country, he and Jeanne 
compatriots! This way they had no 
chance of happiness together. They 
were enemies ! 

Domber was still occupied in copy
ing the blueprint. Forward, the 
Jovian pilot sat robot-like and silent, 
his lidless eyes fixed motionlessly on 
the instrument board. Steve War
ren and Jeanne were as alone as 
they would ever be now .. .. . alone 
for the last time! 

Jeanne spoke slowly. "At least I 
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(Continued From Page 105) 
will have this  to remember : that you 
believed I loved you." 

He tightened his arm about her 
shoulders. "I'm not dead yet, my 
dear. While we're together, let's be 
happy." 

"Happy?" Her eyes widened in
credulously. "When I'm to lose you 
in so short a time ? How can you 
speak of h appiness ?" She lowered 
her lids to cover the welling tears. 

"There is happiness," he answered 
slowly, "in the knowledge that 
though we are enemies, we love as 
deeply as though we were not." 

"And there is irony," she said bit
terly, "that one must die so the other 
may be triumphant." 

"Then m ay the best man win !" 
He rose, flourishing an imaginary 
sword and bowed low before her. 

"To victory,'' she answered. "My 
victory-which I no longer want." 
Closing her eyes again, she tried to 
shut him from her thoughts. 

Alone, his mind worked furiously. 
Even if he were to attack and sub
due Domber, what of the pilot? 
Though the Jovian native appeared 
to be little m:ore than a robot, he had 
undoubtedly been trained to defend 
his master in case of danger. Un
armed as he was, did Warren stand 
any chance . against the two of them ? 
And what of Jeanne ? Would she 
help him or, despite her bitter words 
about victory, stand on the side for 
which she had already risked so 

· much ? Which stood paramount with 
her : patriotism or love ? He did not 
know. Were he in her position, he 
did not honestly know which one he 
would sacrifice. 

Putting his h ands in his pocket, 
he paced a small circle. Suddenly, 
he paused. His fingers had encount
ered the package of cigarettes in: 
which he h ad concealed the small 
plastic box he had taken from the 
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hangar at Pallas-which, fortunate
ly, Domber had overlooked in search
ing him for weapons. 

Keeping his hand in his pocket, he  
removed the cigarettes one by one, 
tearing the package slowly until the 
small box was free. It was a Capaci
tive Attractor-a magnet equ ipped 
with coils which deflected magnetic World's Greatest Collection of 
waves coming within its r
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ren himself had used it  many times 
to send an escaping ship off the beat
en spaceways into a vortex where, 
out of control, it might be easily 
wrecked or captured. 

Still . . . . . .  must it be suicide for 
them all ?  Sending this shi p  into an 
uncharted spaceway would not only 
mean his own death-but Jeanne's. 
Wasn't there another way ? He 
weighed values in the balance. If 
worst came to worst, he must sign 
a death warrant for them all. Even 
that was better than allowing Jupi t
er to get the plan for the Super 
Detonator. 

Still, he racked his brains, feeling, 
for no apparent reason, that in the 
small box lay a way out. Maybe . . • .  

a hope sprang ! It was worth trying 
anyway. 

Keeping one hand still in his 
pocket, he sauntered carelessly 
across the ship to stand behind the 
pilot. The instrument board was 

be-each needle lay squarely true ; 
neath 
which 

the line on the dial face with 
it must coincide. Was the 

spaceway too smooth here to try ? 
No. One of the needles wavered . • .  

Domber looked up suspiciously. 
"Be careful . what you do, my friend. 
Our pilot is one of  the qu ickest 
draws on Jupiter, and he is armed. 
;you'd do better to a\-\·ait trial, than 
be assassinated in mid-space." 

(Continued On Page 108) 
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Warren smiled. "I'm no Hercules. 
I have no thought of besting three 
of you." 

Walking over to Jeanne, Domber 
handed her the gun he had taken 
from Warren. "Keep him covered. 
If anything goes wrong, I'll see that 
you are tried for treason. And you 
know the fate of traitors !" 

-

S
HE took the gun, holding it as 
firmly trained . as a man, her 

eyes dark with confused emotions. 
Warren smiled disarmingly before 
he turned his eyes carelessly to the 
instrument board again, one hand 
sti ll in his pocket. 

Finding the dial of the Capacitive 
Attractor, he turned it a fraction of 
a degree. With that small current, 
would it affect the whole board or 
only the most :?ensitive instrument? 
He \vaited tensely, striving to keep 
his ouhvarcl appearance casual. Had 
the pilot noticed ? 

It was going to be a long, hard 
pull . . .  but ma.ybe it would work. 
Warren sauntered back to sit beside 
Jeanne. If only they didn't hit a 
vortex . . . .  if only the off-spaceways 
were smooth . . • . .  if only the ship 
held to control . . . . . He had one 
chance in a thousand of getting away 

m. with it. 
---------------- Domber looked up from his copy

Attention! 
Piles Sufferers 

The McCleary Clinic, 925 Elms Blvd., 
Excelsior Springs, Mo., is putting out an up
to-the-minute 122-page book on Piles (Hemor
rhoids) ,  Fistula, related ailments and colon 
disorders. You can have a copy of this book 
by asking for it on a postcard sent to the above 
address. No charge. It may save you much 
sufl'ering anu money. Write today. 

FOR INVENTORS I N V E N T I O N  
RECORD FREE 

Write toilav for valuable 72-page booklet. " 'How to Get 
Your Patent>' nn1l . . Record of Invention" form-both free. 
L. F. RA�DOLl'H, �'lO Victor Bldg •• Washlu::too, D. C. 
1 08 

ing. "Make the most of your time, 
Commander Warren. We must be 
almost half way to Jupiter." 

"Halfway to death," he answered, 
smiling to Jeanne. In his pocket, he 
turned the dial infinitesimally again. 
"You've been very clever, my girl." 
Gone was the lover ; his tone was 
cold. He knew only that he must 
keep talking to hide his actions. 

She started, staring at him in dis
belief, the gun waYering and drop
ping to her lap. 

He picked it up, handing it butt 
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first back to her. "You don't want 
to lose the upper hand now. With a ���--��������--
weapon, I might still come out vic

.torious." 
"The victory I anticipated so 

long," She Said WiStfully, "haS a bit- !action o !  MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Customers In United Stat�! 
and Canada report SATISFACTION but you be your own JUDG�:. 
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" you wi l l  force me to betray my -----------------

coun try too." 
"Sh . . . . .  " He silenced her, his 

voice again tender. "That was farth
est from my mind." 

"A human being must have some 
loyalty, some cause," she continued 
softly, "must have one thing in all 
the Solar System to which to be true. 
That is the - only thing which dis
tinguishes us from the wild planet 
life . . . .  the one thing which makes 
us human, with the capacity for 
love." 

"I know," he answered. "A poet 
said it thousands of years ago : I 
could not love you, dear, so much, 

lo1.:ed I not honor more." 

"That's beautiful," she murmured. 
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"I never heard it before. You know 
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life before the planets were colonized 
was better. People had more time 
for beauty, for living, for love. What 
if art and literature are meaning
less ? They need no excuse for being. 
Today our minds are taken up with 
conquest and material gain . . . " START 
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life itself . . . . but as Jeanne had 
said, a human being must have 
loyalty for something. For a long 
time they sat in silence. 

At last Domber rose, closing the 
coffin, putting the paper on which he 
had copied the blueprint into his 
pocket. A moment later, there was 
the sound of wings unfurling. The 
mechanism in the wings automatical
ly started when a ship came within 
the pull of gravity of a world. 

Domber smiled cruelly. "Time's 
up, love birds. We're hitting Jupit
er." 

Warren felt the wetness of Jeanne's 
tears as she laid her c h e e k 
against his. "I'm sorry things 
turned out this way," she cried. 
"Steve, please believe, I'm sorry I 
won !" 

Drawing away, he avoided her tear
filled eyes, saying gruffly, "Remem
ber this, Jeanne. Remember this 
afterwards. One of us had to lose!" 

He kissed her tenderly, keeping his 
arm close about her until they felt 
the soft bump of landing. 

At Domber's gesture, they drew 
apart. "Your love idyll is over, Com
mander Warren. You are prisoner 
on Jovian soil." . •  

.Motioning Warren to precede him, 
he pushed open the space-ship door, 
to see-framed in the square of its · 
opening-a gun, and above it a 
freckled, grinning face. Si Burr ! 

"Welcome to Pallas," Burr said 
cheerily. 

"Pallas !" Domber tensed, his eyes 
darting sideways in anger. 

Realization flooding her mind, 
Jeanne said dully, "You said 'one of 
us had to lose.' I'm remembering it, 
Steve." 

For a moment, he gazed into her 
soft eyes, letting the compassion of 
his own answer for him. 

"Come out, " Burr said, pointing 
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his gun at Domber and the pilot. 
"Very well," the Captain smiled 

suavely. Then, with a lightning 
movement faced about, drawing his 
gun. "But you won't live to enjoy 
victory, \Varren ! "  

Jeanne threw herself into the path 
of the flash and, catching its full 
force, crumpled to the floor. 

Si Burr reacted a moment too late. 
Though his quickly-fired shot pierced 
Domber's heart, sending the man 
spinning against the space-ship's 
side, Domber's fire meant for War
ren but inter-cepted by Jeanne had 
already reaped i ts tragedy. 

"The one thing I could do for you, 
Steve," Jeanne murmured, her eyes 
caressing him until they closed. 

As Burr led the Jovian pilot from 
the ship, Warren dropped to his 
knees beside her . . . 

IN Pallas headquarters, Warren 
stared hopelessly at nothing. 

" . . . .  did a wonderful job." Un
comfortable in the heavy silence, Si 
Burr kept talking. " . . . .  probably 
mean a promotion. Hope you' l l  take 
me along, wherever they send you 
. . . . . .  " He paused. "But you 
haven't told me yet ho·w you did it." 

"What ?" Warren covered his eyes 
with one hand. 

"How you managed to bring the 
ship around so it landed on Pallas 
instead of Jupiter ? Apparently they 
had disarmed you. When the Jovian 
ship landed here, Domber had all the 
guns." 

"Oh." Warren uncovered his eyes. 
"I had a Capacitive Attractor con
cealed which, luckily, Domber over
looked in searching me for weapons. 
I turned it a fraction of a degree at 
a time while it was in my pocket, 
hoping with that �mall  a current it  
would affect only the most sensitive 
instrument - the space-compass 
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I (Continued From Page 111) 
, needle-instead of distorting the 
whole board. It did, and, as the 
needle wavered, the pilot adj usted 
his course to bring the dial line true. 
So, after awhile, without knowing it, 
he'd turned a half circle and was 
headed back toward Pallas. " 

"It must h ave been a wide half 
circle," Burr said, "and it must have 
taken the ship entirely off the beaten 
spaceway for a time. What if she'd 
hit a vortex?" 

"She didn't. Just dumb luck." 
"And if the Attractor was in your 

pocket," Burr continued, "how did 
you judge when the ship had com

Helps pleted a half circle? How is it you 
With didn't make it a .three-quarter circle 

School by mistake, or a whole circle and 
Studies head her back towards Jupiter 

Founded on the most simple end practical principle 
for self tuition with 
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.
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again?" 
"Oh, I don't know. I figured a lot 

as to how many twists of the dial 

made a degree, but I never got it 
quite clear in my mind. That was 
just dumb luck too. " 

"Not exactly," Burr objected. "It 
wasn't dumb luck that you thought 
of using the Attractor that way. I'd 
have scuttled the ship with it while 
I was stil1 safe in the cruiser, hoping 
I could manage to wreck her while 
she was out of control in a vortex." 

"I  couldn't have done that," War

ren said softly. "Jeanne was on her. " 
Burr's voice was gruff. "Oh . . . . 

I'm sorry about Jeanne. The way she 
saved your life at the cost of her own 
makes me feel pretty awful because 
of the things I said about her. " 

"They were true," vVarren an
swered dully. 

"But it never could have worked 
out," Burr continued, "a Devil Dog 
and a traitor . . .. " 

Steve Warren raised his head. 
"Not a traitor, Si. Jeanne was a Dept. D. A. Osborne, Kansas . O h h · d f h •----------------· patnot . . . . n t e ot er s1 e o · t e 

1 1 2  fence." 



At last t h e  whole truth about sex ! The 
time has ('Ome t o  bring t h  i �  inti m a t e  and 
ncces�ary knowledge into thP. light of day
in t o  the hanJd of e,·ery ct d ult man and won1 -
a n  w h o  want::; t o  lead R Ha t i..;racr ory, healthy. 
fulJ Jove life. W r i t ten in si m pl� and fran k 
langu";;-.,._SECRETS 01•' LOVE AXD MAR
RIAGE e:otpl:-tlns : How to a t t ra('t the oppo�i t u  
sex-huw t o  w i n  loYe-how to conduct vour 
self d u ring your honP.ymoon. 'Tht· bo(_lk tP�ch
es the proper se:tual conduct in marriage and 
the techni ... 1ue of perfo r m i n g  the sex act. Thfl 
book e:tplo.ins: the problem:; of the wife and 
how to �olvt'l t h em-and the problems of the 
husbands and how to overcome them. Some
times they . ar� artua.t ph,:.·sical disa bilities, 
such as impotence. sh·rilit;.·. etc. Tht>- book 
advises you on correcting th�sP difficulties. 
It also deYotes a chapter to "BIRTH CON
TROL." with reasons for· and against-and 
the method of accomplishing. It features a 
table of "safe periods. " It explains conc.ep
tion. pregnancy. In short. I t  i s  a compl ete 
teae'her and gutde on practically every phase 
of Love and �Marriage, 

"Secrets of Lo,�e and Marria ge" ls an end
less source of intimate. intriguing informa
tion, from the first awake-ning of youthful 
1ove to the full flowering of ·grand passion . . .  
answering n1any questions you hesitate to 
ask even yt)ur closest friends. You must know 
the real facts and ways or be clu:�ated out ot 
life's most preci'OUS pleasures ! 

"SECRETS of 
LOVE and MARRIAGE" 

. Daringly Revealed 
EJiteJ by Dr. Edward Podolsky 

This is an enlightened age. Are you one of those. still 
afraid to know the trnth ahout t he many in timate ques· 
tions of man or woma n ?  Or a rc you one of those who 
thinks-"! know it all"- and is actuallv unaware of 
many important facts and pleasures? Do you know how 
t o  live a complete, vigorous and delightful sex life? Do 
you know yom· part i n  the game of love? Every happy 
marriage is base<!. to a great extent. on a ha ppy sex life. 

But how can you lead a satisfactory love life. if vou do 
not know--or a re n o t  sure. of the many, many facts 
and ways of love, of marriage, of sex-of the 1000 ways 
of a man with a woma n !  Are you get t i n g  ALL t ha t  
y o u  expected. t h at you dreamed of-from your love. 
from your marr•iage, from your sex life? Or a re dou bts 
and difficulties in t he art of love troubling you, holding 
you back, spoiling e v erything? 

Offers a Liberal Education in Sexual Science 

r----PART OF CONTENTS--
1 ntroduetion by 

Edward Podolsky, M .  D. 
Foreword by James Parker Hendry 
:\1eed for sex understanding to aid 
married happiness - book otTers 
key to trutt umlerstandlng of su. 

Chapter I - Married Men Should 
Know 

Instim·t i s  not enough - the 
wet.lUi ng nightr-perpetuating the 
iloneyJllf)UO -- fUOl'tiOOS Of organs 
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In M arriage 

:'\Iarriage based on mutual lo'f".e 
and co·opentlon-lnstructions for 
Jlerforming and following marriage 
sex program--;:hart of safe periods 
-normal frequency of reli.ltions. 

Chapter 4-Functions of Drgano 
Tho purpose or sex-how ron� 

reption takes pla•·e - serondary 
8timuli zones - attainlne hte-hest 
pitch in COWP3tib1Uty. 

Chapter 5-The Art ol Married 
Love 

Chapter 9-Birth Control 
A moral iuue long debated

Arguments in favor and a�ainst 
limitation of chl ldren-mcc·hanlcal 
contrh·anres against law-various 
ruethods used - no Dlt!thod ideal. 

Chapter I 0-)!istaken Ideas on 
sex. 

Chapter 1 1-ddti<'e to married 
people. 

Chapter 1 2-Pregnaney 
Changf>S foliU\\'Jng rertUlzation

firflt tncliN•tlons or vregnanf"Y
care of orospe<·ti,·e mother-abor· 
tiona and mi.scan-iage11-dangcrs of 
Prel:\nam·y-pr�parations fnr bhth 
-pregnancy 280 days approxt
ruatel.y. 

Chapter f3-Teclmiques fal'orable 
for mutual satistactJon. 

Chapter 1 4-Can Sex of U nborn 
Child Be Chosen 

Scienee invtstlgatlng various 
thtlories-no certain lllethOd!i. 

Chapter I S-Motherhood 
Actual proc�ss of childbirth

follow doctor•s tmltr\lctlons -
caesarian operations - puerperal 
ferer - summary for prospectl\'e 
mothers. 
Chapter 16 - M ethods of Easy 

Childbirth 

Let Us Send You This Book on Trial! The importance of preparation
first art the courtship or love� 
makine-secoml part or the Cot� 
tus-manx posttJons possible-fi
nal act or cHmaax-half hour all 
too short tor courtship--develop 
mutual setuat rhythm-reaching a 
diruax together-wom�n often un
sat h;rted - problems or physical 
mlsmatchinK.-ol'ertominl{ dltr'icul
tit:s. 

Select dOl'tor you hne complete 
('OOfidenre ln-fol lO\\' his instrm· ·  
tlons-anesthetl<·� whtch diminish }���� pains wHhout injuring in-
Chapter 1 7-f ntimate Questions of Send no mon�y now. Just maiJ th e coupon. 
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DO THE DEAD RETURN? 
A strange man in Los Angeles, 

lmown as "The Voice of Two 
Worlds, " tells of astonishing experi
ences in far-off and mysterious 
Tibet, often called the land of mir
acles by the few travelers permitted 
to visit it. Here he lived among the 
lamas, mystic priests of the temple. 
"In your previous lifetime," a very 
old lama told him, "you lived here, a 
lama in this temple. You and I 
were boys together. I lived on, but 
you died in youth, and were reborn 
in England. I have been expecting 
your return. " 

The young Englishman was 
amazed as he looked around the 
temple where he was believed to 
h ave lived and died. It seemed un
cannily familiar, he appeared to 
know every nook and corner of it, 
yet-at least in this lifetime-he 
had never been there before. And 
mysterious was the set of circum
stances that had brought him. Could 
it be a case of reincarnation, that 
strange belief of the Ea·st that souls 
return to earth again and again, liv
ing many l ifetimes ? 

Because of their belief that he 
had formerly been a lama in the 
temple, the lamas welcomed the 
young man with open arms and 
taught him rare mysteries and long
hidden practices, closely guarded for 
three thousand years by the sages, 
which have enabled many to per
form amazing feats. He says that 
the system often leads to almost un
believable improvement i n  power of 
mind, · can be used to ach ieve brH
liant business and profesf'ional suc
cess as well as great happiness. The 

young man himself later became a 
noted explorer and geographer, a 
successful publisher of maps and at
lases of the Far East, used through
out the world. 

"There is in all men a sleeping 
giant of mindpower, " he says. 
"When awakened, it can make man 
capable of surprising feats, from 
the prolonging of youth to success 
in many other worthy endeavors. " 
The system is said by many to pro
mote improvement in health ; othe1;s 
tell of inc1·eased bodily strength, 
courage and poise. 

"The time has come for this long
hidden system to be disclosed to the 
Western world," declares the au
thor, and offers to send his amaz
ing 9000 word treatise-which re· 
veals many startling results-to sin
cere readers of this publication, free 
of cost or obligation. For your free 
copy, address the Institute of Men
talphysics, 213  South Hobart Blvd ., 
Dept. 165T, Los Angeles, Calif. 
Reade1's are urg-ed to write prompt
ly, as only a limited number of the 
free treatises have been printed. 



BE SMART! Enjoy a cooler summer, 
on easy terrns . . .  with a marvelous 
New Duo- Therm fue l - oi l  heater ! 

Duo-Therm's patented Power-Air 
blower operates with the heat off, 
giving you a cooling 27-mile-an-hour 

breeze, ''seashore style.'' And SuMMER 
COOLING is just one of the many "ex
tras" Duo-Therm offers you ! That's . . .  

Why it's 
N ew-Style 

b uy th is 
in S u m mer ! 

smart to 
Heater 

I WHEN YOU ENJOY D u o - T h e r m ' s  
• summer cooling, you've just begun to 

realize all that this remarkable heater will 
mean to you. Notice how beautiful it is
built like any piece of handsome furniture. 
And think of the extra heating comfort 
it'll give you next winter. Think of how 
it'll free you forever from the dirt and nui
sance of heating with coal or wood ! 2 A MAZ I N G  NEW PERFORMANC£1 

• Duo-Therm's new, improved Dual
Chamber Burner (patented) ,  and Duo
Therm's new, exclusive Power-Air deliver 
an entirely new standard in heating com
fort. Heat that is not power-driven, loafs 
· tt the ceiling. Power-Air drives lazy ceil
ing-heat down, giving you warm floors and 
even comfortable heatin g !  And Power
Air is adjustable, to give you just the 
atnount of circulation desired. 3 AMAZING NEW ECONOMYI Actual 

• tests show that Duo-Therm with 
Power-Air uses less cheap fuel oil, and 
gives more heat than a heater without 
Power-Air! Savings up to 25%! Com
plete flame-control at all settings, with 
Duo-Therm's new, improved Dual-Cham

ber Burner-means more heat from every drop of oil! 4 EXTRA FEATURES! Handy Front Dial gives just 
• the heat you want-and Coordina ted Control in

sures proper draft for perfect combustion I Radiant 
Doors open to give floods of "fireplace" warmth ! Special 
Waste-Stopper saves fuel. Safe! Duo-Therms are listed 
as standard by the Underwriters' Laboratories. 5 SMALL DOWN PAYMENT NOW! Select a Duo

• Therm with Power-Air Now. Pay no more until 

·eo· Wormer Winters 
oler Surnrner•··· · 

DUO·THERM 
lht Mosi_ Popular Futf Oil Heater In Am.ricQ 

Copr. 1941, Motor Wb .. J Col'l). 

October ! See the many Duo-Therm models at your 
dealer's-all beautiful ! All efficient ! Capacities I to 6 
rooms. Mail coupon now for con1plete information about 
America's leading fuel-oil heaters. 

RADIANT-CIRCULATOR $3 995 
MODEL 575-2 ONLY -
Model 575-2 Duo-Therm is the perfect answer for 
room heating comfort. Radiates and circulates. 

---- TEAR OUT AND  MAIL-TODAY ! ----� 
DUO-THERM DIVISION I Dept. DA-2A,MotorWheel Corporation,Lansing,Mich. 

Send me, without obligation, complete information J 
about Duo-Therm heaters. I am also interested in I 
Duo-Therrn Furnaces D . . .  Water Hea ters 0 1 Trailer Heaters 0 . . . Ran§esO. J 
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FOOT I TC H  WHY 
TAKF. CHANCES? 

ATHLETE'S FOOT 

PAY N O T H I N G  
TILL RELI EVE D 

According to the Go,·ernment Health Bulletin No. 
E-28, at least 50'/o of the adult population of the 
United States are being attacked by the disease 

known as Athlete's Foot. 
Usually the disease starts between the toes. Lit

tle watery blisters form, and the skin cracks and 
peels. After a while, the itching becomes intense, 
and you feel as though you would like to scratch 
ofl' all the skin. 

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING 
Often the disease travels all over the bottom of 

the feet. The soles of your feet become red and 
swollen. The skin also cracks and peels, and the 
itching becomes worse and worse. 

Get relief from this disease as quickly as possible, 
because it is very contagious, and it may go to your 
hands or even to the under arm or crotch of the legs. 

The g 'rm that causes the disease 
is kno "lS Tinea Trichophyton. It 
buries icsetf deep in the tissues of 
the skin and is very hard to kill. 
A test made shows it takes 15 min
utes of boiling to destroy the germ, 
whereas, upon contact, laboratory 
tests show that H. F. will kill the 
germ Tinea Trichophyton within 15 
seconds. 

H. F. was developed solely for the 
purpose of relieving Athlete's foot. 
It is a liquid that penetrates and 
dries quickly. You just paint the 
affected parts. H. F. gently peels 
the skin, which enables it to get to 
parasites which exist under the outer 
cuticle. 

ITCHING OFTEN 
RELIEVED Q U I C KLY 

As soon as you apply H. F. you may find 
that the Itching is relieved. You should 

paint the Infected part with H. F (>VPry 
.... ht until your feet are better. Usually 

"'- -ces from three to ten days. 
should l<'ave the Rl.;:in soft an'i 

You 1nay 1narvel at the quic J.;: 
1 rings you relief. Tt costs you 
o try, so if you are troubled with 
Foot why watt a day longer ? 

H. F. SENT 
ON FREE TRIAL 

GORE PRODUCTS, Inc. D. A. 
880 Perdido St., New Orleans, La. 

Pl�nso send me Immediately a bottle of H. F. 
for foot trouble as described above. I agree to use 
it a,('eording t o  d irectJJns. If at the end of 10 days 
n1y ft•et arc getting better, I wil l  send you $1. 
T f  r am not entirelv satisfied, I will return the 
unused portion of thP bottle to you within 16 days 
rr·on1 the time I recejve it. 

NAMg • . • • • • • • . 

ADDRESS . 

nTY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  STATE . . . . . . . . . . . 




