iyl y

Science

Stories

L TL LR

HUGO GERNSBRACHK/E

L o e e

Sciente Stordes by
DR.DNKEILTER
HRRL VINCENT
JACGK WHN/LIAMSON

NEW
SCIEWCE, NEWS
OF THE MONTH



Kagys oukidde of
thingss—thtdte’s wiarer |
wass justs tueilee sdhort
maenthss age. I jjust
didintt haue the cadh,
thatt zvas all. No #he-
atiess, N0 partifss, 0o
lipd reswurentas: Mo
reall enjoymeni: of life.
¥ veass Wish getlbiig Doy,
st exiptiagg. PWhekt @
giifeoepae. todmyly 1
g Y B &R,
have: 2 poRd bank 4e-
60w, BNiRwy alle dhe
AmHssRAREs T lepse.
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OW does-a man go about making more
money? If I- | myself that ques-
tion once, I asked it a hundred times|

I know the answer now—you bet. | know
the way good money is made, and U'm mak-
ing it.  Gone forever are the days of cheap
shoes, cheap clothes, walking home to save
earfare, pinching pennies to make my s:alm%
1gst from one pay-day to the next one.
owi one ef:the finest Radio stores you ever
g§aw, and I get almest all the Radio service
and repalr werk in town. The other Radio
dealers send thelr hard jobs to me, so you
6an see hew I stand i my line.

But—it's just a ¥ear ago that | was a
pootly-paid cierk. was struggling along
on a starvatiom salary untif by sceident my
eyes were opened and T saw just what was
the matter with me. Here's the story of just
how it happened.

Bng o1 e big moments of my life had
come. I had just popped the fatal question,
and Louise said “Yes.™

Louise wanted to go in and tell her father
about it right away, so we did. He sort of
grunted when we told him the news, and
asked Louise to leave us alone. And my
heart begam to sink as I looked at his facc.

“So dyou and Louise have desided to get
married,” he saicl to me when we were alefie,

“Wall, Bill, just listen to me. I've watched
you often here at the houss with Lowise and
1 think you are a pretty good, 'l!l?%t%ﬂdi
young feltown =~ I knew your father an
mother, and you've always had & good
reputation: ‘here, too. But let me ask you
just one question—how much do you maiket"

"Twenty-eight a week,” T told him.

He didn't-say*'a word—just wrote it down
on a piece of paper. .

“Have you any prospects of a better job
or a good'rxziise some time soon?" lie asked.

“Ne, sir; I ean't honestly say that [ have,”
I admitted. “I'm.looking for something bet-
ter all the time, though.”

“Laoking, eh? How do you go about it 2"

Welll, that question stopped me.

How did 1?2 I was willing to take a better
job if T saw the chance all right, but ¥
certainly had laid no plans to.make such a
iOb for myself. Wien he saw my confusion
ie grunted. "I thought so/” he said, then he

held up some figures he'd beea scribbling at.

“I've just been figuring out your family
budget, Bill, for a salary of twenty-eight a
week. [I've fligured it several ways, so you
can take your pick of the one you like best.
Hete's Budget No. 1: I figure you can af-
ford a very small unfuemished apartment,
make your payments on einough plain, jnex-
pensive furnitare te fix such an apariment
up, pay vour electricity, gas and water bills,
buy just about one modest outfit of clothes
for both of you enee a vear, and save three
dellars a week for sickness, Insuramee, aned
emergencies. But you ean't eat. And you'll
have te go wltheut amusements until yeu ean
get a good substantial raise In satery.”

I began to turn red as fire.

“That budget isn't so good after all,” he
said, glancing at me; “maybe Budget No, 2
will sound —

“That’s enough, Mpr. Sullivan,” I said.
“Have a heart. I can see things pretty
clearly now; things I was kidding myself
about before. Let me go home and think
this over.” Amnd home I went, my mind in
a whirl,

At home I turmed the preblem over and
over in my mind. I'd popped the question
at Louise on impulse, without thinking it out.
Everything Mr. Sullivan had said was gos-
pel truth. -I couldn't see anything to de, any
way to tura. But I had to have more meney.

1 began to thumb the pages of a magazine
which lay on the table beside ttie. Suddenly
an advertisement seemed almost to leap out
at my eyes, an advertisement telling of big
opportumities for traimed men to succeed in
the great new Radio Tl With the adver-
tisement was a coupon offering a big free
book full of information. I sent the coupen
in, and in g few dlays received a handseme
64-page hook, printed ln twe colots, telkin
all about the eppertunities In the Radie fiel
ahd hew a man ean prepare gquiskly and
easily at hHeme to take advantage et these
eppertunities. 1 read the Beek eafefully, and
when T Anishedl it T made Ry deeisian,

Winat’s happened in tlle twelve months since
that mity. seems almost like a dream to me mow.
For ten of these twelve months I've had a Radio
business ‘of my own! At first, of course, I started
it as a little propositiom on the side, under the
guidance of the Natiomall Radio Imstitute, the insti-

tulion that gave mé my Radio trainiag. It wasw't
long before I was getting so mueh to do in the
Radio line that I quit my measly little clerical job
and devoted my full time to my Radie business.

Since that time I've gene riplit en up, always
under the watchiul guidance of my fi—iends at
the National Radie Institute. They would have
given me just as mueh help, teo, i€ I had wanted
to folow some other line of Radie besides Huild-
ing my own retail business, sueh as breadeasting,
manufacturing, experimenting, . 8ea operating, er
any one of the score of llnes t(hey prepare yeu
for, And to think that until that day I sent fer
theie eye-opening beok, I'd been wailing "I never
had 2 cfimmesl™
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M Supveme Lbitievementy in a NbdeY Plane

The RED ACE g

BOYS!
([ Get
| This
Ship

re s FAAE

Rises from Groundi—Soars 60 Feet

The development of the Red Ace Combat Pursuit Ship will be nothing short of sensational in the world of medel plaes,
Here’s one plane that will not disappoint you—one plane that will perform like a real ship. Has wing spread 16
with main fuselage 14"; reinforced main wing; perfectly balanced tail wing and adjustable rudder. Maka Wing €an
be shaped to suit conditions. Has front landing gear and rear skid. The perfectly carved 7" weed prepeller is a pey-
ticularly fine feature. Has ball bearings on propeller shaft, 6 ply motor of newly developed extra sirofg para rubBer.

This is not a construction set, but a completely assembled plane. Simply fasten wings and launeh.
- .
Will Outperform Planes Costing 5 Times More
E‘htladRed A%he will 111'3& frotgl gtll'outnd un;i;r i'%‘shpw;r po\mj:r.c1 Wil climb easily to 60 feet. Willt scar aver reefteps and
u1ldl A m, glide pertectly to earth. 1S ge-sized,
carefully made plane wﬁl outperform_many planes costing 5 Voat at Thesse Greqlr Faplres
times more. It is guaranteed to fily. It is guarantieed to rise
from the .ground under own power. This plane will please
any boy immensely. A perfect marvel of simplicity and for only 19%
plowefiul perfm&h i Wﬂnetherso you &10[wlowr1 a mc?wa?}
plane or -net, whether you own model planes, you ] VR Api—_
want the Red Ace. It will be the prize ship in your hangar. Buditr Tanigd st/ d
Den't tet a day slip by untit yeu erder this plane, e - 'I
You May Have It FREE! ey Y Bl it
The Open Road for Boys Magazine has 50 pages every phydAEsic/ - o AT m
month crammed with thrilling, breath-taking stories that will
hold you spellbound. _Tiustt tiwe Mitndl off stomites youdwe Heeen Fiont lansling skids
looking for. Interestimg, temse stories of high adventure on g
lz-;nd and sea arl;d ig the ati)tt'. thalesSof deep mystery. Air;
plane stories, the best published. Sport stories, stories o s
school life. Matwelous departments and speeial imstruciive ;ﬁg‘geﬁwcoﬁgfn:csteﬁ It’ll;l:eitmwﬁ?rg‘:g{e th(;:‘gtl;t c%‘:s:' estg
tticles. Lots about model planes, Couc Y : ‘ ¥ D
aTihe Oben Road for Boys is the fast- with other boys with the most expensive planes, and wial
e§t=gf©%ﬁ& boys’ magagiiﬁe in Amer. This plane is'a remarkable performer—a plane that yon
liea. You'll think i Is great) Regulas W'll be proud to own.

jsubseription price $1 4 year, Rish ws Thits Is a Greais Batgaiin Qffer
YOUF SUBSEFipHion todaY 6A 60U= BVl wmwrim v i o e o o e v o w0 ot 5 0 e
%@ﬂ belew and we will glV@gj@ﬁ Pilot Barclay, Open Read for Beys, Canadian postage 500
ree the Red Aee Cembat Puf- 130 Newbury St., Boston, Mass. extra.
suit Ship. But yeu must ast a Friend: Foreign 3: extra.
afee. Bet your lifsl 1 will fab‘tgig hitg %ﬁ”‘o Here’éﬁ ?ayidamm " Paat
H oir rush ina the éé"ﬁ gélamlg? Ps&&&t sgip,m se Bosk eh
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this month is illustrated Mr. 's edi-
torial “Womders of Gravitation,” which hears
dimctly oil the series starting this month en-
titlketl, “The Prablems of Sprce Flying.” M.
Paul, our artist, lias shown how, under certain
conditians, it is possible for a single man to
lift the 60,000 ton steamship Levidthams: without
straining his muscles.

NEXT MONTH

THE ETERNAL MAN, by D. D. Sharp. This is per-
haps the greatest short science fiction story of the year.
If it had been writtem by H. G. Wells or Edgar Allen
Poe, it wwonld have dlone both justice. It is one of these
little gems that comes along once in a year. You must
positively read it.

THE MYSTERY METAL, by H, James and Maurice
James. A corking radium tale which deals with transmu-
tation, but for strange purposes. It demonstrates again
the power wielded by the scientific brain.

THE GRAVITATIONAL DEFLECTOR, by Harry D.
Parker. Here is a Hght and most absorbing story of the
fourth dimension, easy to understamd and good enter-
tainment at the same time. Most fourth dimensional
stories tax your brain unduly, but the present one is
writtem in an easy style that will charm you. We know
you will like it.

THE ALIEN INTELLIGEWCE, by Jack Williamsen.
1i you have found the first part of this story imieresting
and exciting, we have a treat in store for you, becatse the
second paiff is by far the best. Here is a story that we
know will make history in science fiction, and will serve
as a standard of comparisom for some time to come. It
certainly is THE story since the "Meon Pool.”
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1000% RADIO . CRAFT—
the latest and meost up-
to-date Radio maga-
zine. Edited only for
the set - builder, the
radio-constructor, the
experimenter and the
radio enthusiast who
belleves in radie
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REGULAR SUBSCRIPTION
RATES

$2.50 in U. S. 25¢. a copy;
$3.00 in Canada and foreign.

| Special
‘ ) _ Charter
Subseription

—_ Price:
8 1ssues for

$1.00

Contents of RADIO-CRAFT

The Newest Hookups; the latest things in Radio;
every new article and apparatus brought out; radie con-
struction galore; service man’s data; short wave dope by
the ream; a real big section on questions and amswers;
blue print articles in profusion—in short you'fl get a “He-
man” radio dope sheet that’s chock full of the very stufff
you want, in language that's your own,

TECHNIL-CRAFT PUBLISHING CORPORATION
S. 7-29, 98 Park Place
New York, N, Y,

Enclosed find $1.00 for which enter my subscription to your new monthly magazine,
RADIO-CRAFT for 8 (eight) months. Please mail all copies to address below:
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tihe wonder sciemee of the new ege!

THE Chemistl Out of his tubes and retorts come mar-
vels that make the feats of the ancient alchemists seem
guﬁy by comparison. A gas so deadly that a single

reath of it can put a whole army to death . . , new
foods from worthless bark and shrubs . . . medicines
80 potent that they banish deadly diseases . ... new
metals that will revolutionize industry . . » new fuels
¥ . mow fidiies.. ... mew cdtoss antl perfiuness.

Talk about opportunities! The next quarter century
wilt Bse developments in chemistry that are likely to
change our whole method of living. Amazing dis-
coveries will be made, and enormous fortunes. Think
of the uses found for coal tar products, Already we
get many of our dyes, drugs, perfumes, explosives and
countless other necessities from this simple product.
Oxdinary coal tar today has a greater value than gold
or diamands.

In the neat future there will be extraordinary de-
velopiments in the production of liquid fuels, in the
manufaeture of synthetle produets, in the reclamation
of our waste piles and serap heaps.

Chemleal engineers are wanted in almost every great

industry. Big salaries are paid to experts in this
swifily growing profession.

The 1. €. §. courses in Chemiistry arc compilete and practical because
t are psepared by some of the best known chemipts in America,

including:
Al Rodgers, B.S., M.S., Ph.D.—ifeadl of Depart & of
Iniuarsinl Chemistey, Pratt Tastitute, et @
Andrew M. Fairlie, B.S.—Conaulting Cheniical Engineer for the
Tennceee Copper and. Chemiical € ion; A J inc, Lead
i Amvyeti Zinc Quide Co., and the Baugh

and Smel Co.;

Oheniical Co
L. M. Dolman, Ph.B.—F fy Chiief Chemiist, Wilson & Co.
Mow Vice-president, United Cheniical and O i Prod Co.

Bnmﬂ: Stoughtom, B.S.—Fiead of the Department of Metallurgy,
Lehigh University.

Owen L. Shinn, Ph.B.—Profemsor of Applied Chenittry, Uni.

versity of Penmsylvania,

You car learn chemiittyy at Fome!
The courses in chemisiry offered By the Iniernatienal
Correspondence Schools are thorough and moedern,
yet simple, elear and easy to understand. Working in
the evenings oF in spare time, you ean prepare yourselj
for a career In chemistry.

Your serviees as a chemist of chemleal englneer are
needed today and will be needed even more in Biife
dreds of industries in the next few years.

IF you aet now, you ean put yourself in line for ene
of these splendid positions, at a big increase in salary.
It won't eost ‘yeu a penny of obligate you iR any way
to ask for full particulars, but that one simple act ma
be the means of changing yeur entire life. Just maF
and mail the eoupen and welll gladly send’ yeu Free
Booklets deseribing the 1, €. §. Chemlstry Courses %
any OIACE coufse IR WHIER yeu may Be interesied,

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 574@, Scralitor, Penna.
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THE WONDERS OF GRAVITATION

By HUGO GERNSBACK

KAINED as we are to our planet by the feree of

gravitatiom, we become 80 accustomed te it that
we hardly ever question the nature of this fgree
that holds us dowm. The average individual 6088
not stop to think that thers is nothing abselute
about weight, not does he realize that it yaries tre-
mendously with the various heavenly bodies.

For instance, if you weigh 150 pounds on earth, you would
only weigh fww ouncass on the asteroid Eres. Om the Moen
you would only weigh 25 pounds, on Mars you would weigh 53
pounds, while on the Sum, which is a much larger bedy than
cither of the ones mentiomed, you would weigh 4,146 peunds:

T same hold? true when it comes to lifting weights. On
carth, for instamce, a strong man can lift 200 pounds. On the
Moon, the same man coufd lift 1,214 pounds; on Mars 562
pounds, while on Emas, he could lift 262,200 pounds. O the
Sum, due to its tremendouws mass, the same man could enly lift
7 pounds. As a matter of fact, on the Sun, hig own W@igﬁht
becomes so great, that be could no longer stand ereet, as his
own weight could not be supported by his legs any longer and
lie would have to lie down flat. He would even find it almest
impossible to lift up his own arm, which would weigh hundreds
of pounds. )

In his most interesting articles, beginning in this issue of
Sam<Ci Srories, Captaim Noordung. has considered
all these points carefully, and he has made several highly im-
portant and surprising deductions.

The idea of weight loses all meaning in “free spase® For
instance, if you are in the interior of a space fiyer, away from
the influence of other heawemly bodies, although you tip the
scales at 150 pounds on earth, your weight now becomes zere.
Tk other words, you become “weightless.”

But, off course, all other bodies tramsported out into space,
aiso become weightless. That is, if these bodies are not too
large. As soon as they assume larger propottions, such as for
instance, the earth or the moon, then again we bave the same
phenomenon of weight with which we are so we)l acquainted.

Let us now imagine a hollow steel sphere 20 to 30 feet ui
diameter, such as are often pictured by our science fiidtion
writers, used as space fijyors. Such a small sphere can be
considered as a miniature planet and it will attract other
lighter - objects that are close to it, the same as the earth
attracts its objects, For instance, a sheet of paper or ‘a book'
will tend to gravitate to the wall of the space fiver and stick
there. But, the gravitafiomal pull is extremely light and, as
Captain Noordung points out, air currents are sufficient to dis-
lodge the objects, just as-om earth the wind lifts up against
the force off gravity, sheets of paper or leaves which normally
arc lield down to the face of the earth.

One of the largest mobile objects. at the present-time on

earth is undoubtedly the monster trams-Anlamtic steamship,
Eaviathtdmn, which weighs 60,000 tons, o 120,000,000 pounds. It
is _interesting to note that, large as this ship Is, it would be
quite possible under certain conditions fer a single humau
being to lift it without taxing his strength unduly. Of eoufse,
this statesent has to be taken with a grain of salt, beeause IA
the first place, li ‘would be neeessary E? HanspOrt the 7Leviathan
te a peint I space Where It was pesiible 1o perfarm iR XB8H:

fent, and second, gramied (hat even that Were pessibie it weuld
o I B M B e L
end of ihe Mast, USing the f‘iesa F the mast as 4 mﬁa i

It is also interesting to note the various requirerhents neees-
sary to perform the experiment. Suppose some great space
flyer had tramsported the Eavidtido safe and sound out iffe
space. It would, now, be necessary for us to land it en seme
stellar body which In jtself must be quite semall, because if |
is too large, the attraction of this bedy ie the IoWaima, weul
become so great that we weuld net find it pessible e have
single mam 1ift if.

If we were to take the ship on one of the small astereids
such as Exes, which has a diameter of 10 miles, we would fin
that aceording to eafth standardls, the Uswidihdn. \veuld still
weigh 100,000 pounds. B? ealeulation, we find that the Bed
on Which We are to land the Ship_ must Be & splheie i 13£ge
tham 1/45 of a mile, that is 116 feet In AIaMRRE ap | %f} He
density of iis material must net be m%ﬁ that .60 ihat g% SyF
owh earth, sueh as I8 the densfty of IR VarWs Astergidk,
Exes oF Ceres:

Suppose we have located such a 116-foot asteroid semewhare
out in space. Also supposing that our space ﬂge& has depesited
the Levddihidas, safe and sound on the surface of eur Hny planst.
Of course, we see immediately that the length of the Zlovthan
ls almost eight times as ton% as the diameter of eur litie
planet. If we now wish to 11ft up. the -steamship as shewn
on: auf eover painting, sore other thimas will Be Aecessary.

One is, that we first must have our feet anchoied to ihe
planet. If we did not take this precaution, the Iovidthan, with
its huge mass, would itself act as a planet ie attraet us apd
we would float towards the center of grawvity of the steamship.
By anchoring our feet with stirrups to the tiny planet, we Wil
then find it pessible te lift or push away the n Wh
movw weighs only 200 peunds. - Amg [t Ehfe EB anet W‘éﬁl éﬂ
saller, it would Be pessible, seientiHeally tor 4 man 18 1 §
Wwith ene hand, as shewR 8R the EOVEE.

Off course, there is a mutual attiection between the tiAy
planet and the steamshiip, but m liftiag the IMathan, BVer 8Hf
head, we successfully keep the little planet and the Shp {fom,
colliding end the lifting feat I8 thus. af isheRd. i
- Allvery surprising, -but - nevertheless:-true in -the light of
celestial: mechamics, B A
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I fired on the instant and had the luck to shatter the vessel, splashing the liguid ever
his person, His purple robe was eaten away; his flesh was dyed a deep purple and
partially constimed,
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CHAPTER 1
The Mountain of the Moon

EFORE me, not half a mile away, rose the

nemest ramparts of the Mountain of the

Moon. . It was after noon, and the red sun
blazed down on the bare, undulating sandy waste
with fearful intensity. The air was still and intol-
erably hot, . Heat waves danced ceaselessly over the
uneven saned. 1 felt the utter loneliness, the wild
mystety, and the overwhelming: power of the desert.
The blade cliffs rose cold and solid in the east—a
barrier of dark menace. Pillars of black basalt, of
dark hornblende, and of black obsidian rose in a
precipitous wall of sharp and jagged peaks that
curved back to meet the horizon. . Needle-like spires
rose a thousand feet, and nowhere was the escarp-
ment Jess than half that high. It was with mingled
awe and incipient fear that 1 first looked npon the
Mountain of the Moon.

It was a year since I had left medical college in
America to begin practise in Perth, Australiia. There
I had an uncle who was my sole surviving relative.
My companion on the voyage had been Dr. Horace
Austen, the well-known radiologist, archeologist,
and exploree. He had been my dearest friend. That
he was thirty years my senlor, had never interfered
with our comradeship. It was he who had paid
fmest of my expenses in school. He had left me
at Perth, and went on to investigate some curiols
ruined eelumns that a traveler had reperted in the
western part of the Great Vieteria Desert. There
Austen had simply vanished. He had left Kanew-
A3, and the desert had swallewed him up. But it
was his way, whea werking sn a preblem, t6 g6
inte utier seelusien for menths at a time.

My uncle was an ardent radio enthusiast, and
it was over one of his experimental short wave sets
that we picked up the remarkable message from
my lost friend that led me to abandom my practise,
and, heeding the call of adventure that has always
been strong in those of my blood, to seek the half
mythical Mountain of the Moon, in the heart of the
unexplored region of
the Greatt Victoria
Desert of Western
Australiia.

The message was
tantalizingly brief and
hard to interpret. We
picked it up five times,
over a peried of two
weeks, nlways jjwst
after sunset. Evidently
it was sent by ene whe
had fAst reeently prae-
tised his knewledge. of
eode, and it seemed
that the sender was al-
ways in a great HHH‘Y;
8f Under 3 considerable
ABFVBHS fensied, fof
MIABE EFFBFS aRd omis-

knowem cauithor.

ments of the year.

why the astoundihgy

the Fittre,

standiingy Story.

O since the faweouss '‘Moor Pool” by
A. Marrittt, have we read sicgh @ re-
marladilee story as the presemt one, by the well-

We are quite certaiiw that this story will be
one of the cutstandifgy science fiction aohieve-
It wilt be discussed and
re-diseussed! time and agaim.  In a way it is
a litdle classic and stands in a place by Jitsdif

The auttkar has a knaek, not only to arouse
your curiositiy, but to keep it at.a hig’rh_?)itch
througliouit the entive story, but best of all, |
hiz sciemge witille Ffantbstide is always <ivifhin
the realms of possibiliiiy and there is no reason
things which he mseints
se vividlly, coldi not be true, eitider now or in

Do not, by any means, faill tb>reeslititits outt-

sions were ., frequent.
The words were imvari-
ably the same. I copy
them from an old note-
book.

“To Winhffeld Fowl-
er, physiciam, Perth,
Australia: 1, Horace
Austen, am lost in an
unkrewn new world,
where alien terrors
reiga, that lies in a
grater in the Meuntain
of the Meen. I im-
plere you to come te
my aid, for the sake of

d mankind. Bring arms,
JACKE WILLIAMSON . ﬁﬂ@i o) equlpm@ﬂt: —
the Rentgen tubes and esils, and the spectrometer.
Ascend fadder at west pinnacie.. Find my friend
Melvar, malden of the erysial eﬁ;& whem 1 left
ta_sy?_ﬂﬁ_ms Silver Lake. ~Eome for the sake of
£Vl fzaim&,, and may whoever Hears this forward i
with al @i‘éﬁ’éﬁ&ﬂ;"

My uncle was inclined to suspect a hoax. But
after the message had come over twice 1 received
telegrams from several other radio amateurs who
had heard it, and were forwarding it to me. We
took the direction of the third call and had -amateurs
in Adelaide do the same. The llnes intersected
in the Great Victoria Desert, at a peint very near
that at whiech Wellington located the Mountain of
the Moen, when he sighted it and named«:it in
1887,

Knowing Austen, as I did, to be intensely human
as a inan, but grave and serious as a scientist, it
was impossible for me to take the message as a
practical joke, as my unele, deriding the possibility
of my frlend's being imprisoned in "an wakaewn
new world," Insisted it was. It was equally impes-
sible for one of my impetuous and adventurous dis-
pesition to devete himself te any prosaiec business
when 56 attraetive a mystery Was beeckening him
away. Thea 1 weuld
never, in any case, have
hesitated to go to Aus-
ten's ald, it 1 knew him
to be ih need.

[ got together the
apparatus he had men-
tionell— it was seme
equipment he happened
I to have left with me as

he went on—as well as
my emergeney medi-
clne kit, a heavy fifie,
two 45 Celt autema-
ties, and a geed suppl

of ammunttion; 2A

waited for mefe 6x-
plieit signals. But the
calls had Pever come
Feguladty, and afier the
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fifith no more were heard. Having waited another
irksome week, 1 bade my uncle farewell and got on
the train. [ left the railway at Kamowmna, and
bought three ponies. I rode one and packed provi-
sions, equipment, and water bottles on the other
two. Nothing need be said of the perils of the
journey. Three weeks later I came in sight of the
mountain.

Wellingtom had christened it as he did because
of an apparent similarity to the strange cliff-
rimeed craters of the moon, and the appellation was
an apt one. The crags rose almost perpendicularly
from the sand to the jagged rim, To climb them
was clearly out of the question. The rock was
polished slick by wind-blown sands for many feet,
but rough and sharp above. To my left, at the
extreme west point of the great curve, was a dark
needle spire that towered three hundred feet above
its fellows, I knew that it must be Austen’s “west
pinnacle.” Whhat sort of ladder I was to ascend,
I had little idea,

As the sun sank back of the rolling sea of sand,
dark purple shadows rose about the barrier, and ]
was struck with deep forebodings of the evil mys-
tery that lay beyond it. The gold of the desert
changed to silver gray, and the gray faded swiftly,
while the deep purple mantle swept up the peaks,
displacing even the deep red crowns that lay like
splashes of blood upon the summits. Still T felt, or
fancied, a strange spirit of terror that lurked be-
hind the mountaim, even in the night;

Quickly I made camp. Just two of the penies
were left, and they were near death (I have passed
over the hardships of my trip). I hobbled them
on a little patch of grass and brush that grew where
water had run from the cliff; pitched my little tent,
and found brush to start a tiny ffim, I ate supper,
with but a scanty cup of water; then, oppressed by
the vast mysterious peaks that loomed pertentously
in the east, shutting out the starlight, T went in the
tent and sought my blanket. Them came the finst
of those terrible and inexplicable occurrences that
led up to the great adventure:

CHAPTER I1
The Abyss of the Terror-light

RST I heard a faint whispering sound, or

rather a hiss, infinitely far away, and up, 1

thought, over the cliffs. Then the cloth of the
tent was lighted by a faint red glow throwm on it
from above. I shivered and the strange spell of the
mountain and the desert fell heavier upon me, 1
wanted to go out and investigate; but unfamiliar
terror held me powerfess. I gripped my automatic
and waited tensely. The scarlet radiance shone
ever brighter through the cloth. The sound turned
to a hissing, shrieking scream. It was deafening,
and it plunged straight down. It seemed to pause,
to hover overhead. The red glare was almost
blinding. Abruptly the tent was blown down by
a sudden tempest of wind. For perhaps a minute
the. terror hung about me. I lay there in a strange
paralysis of fear, while a hurricane of wind tore at
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the canvas upon me, I heard upon the tempest,
above that awful whistling, a wild mad laugh that
rang against the cliff, weirdly appalling. It was
utterly inhurman, net even the laugh ef a madman,
Just ence it rang eut, and afterwards I imagined
it had been my faney.

Then the light and the sound swept up and away.
With belated courage I tore my way from under
the cloth. The stars were like jewels in the west-
ward sky, where the zodiacal light was still visible,
The ominous blackness of the mountain bletted
out the easterm stars; and the peaks were lighted
by a vague and flickering radiance of searlet, like
the reflection of unpleasant fires beyend. Strange
pulsing, explering fingers of red seemed te thriust
themselves u? from behind the eliff: Semehew the

ve me the teeling that an iReradibly great, inered:
it l% gvil persenality. lurked beyend. The &imesh
light shene weirdly en ihe wild summiis of the
meuntain, as it they were smeared with pIged:

I threw more brish on the fire, and crouched over
it, feeling uncomfortably alone and teriified. When
the Bames had flared up I looked abeut for the
ponies, seeking companionship even in them. They
were gone! At first 1 thought they had breken
their hobbles and run off, but 1 eeuld neither see
ROk hear them, and they had been iR ne condition
te Fun far, I walked abaut a litile, te leei for them
and then went back te the die 1 sat there and
watehed the eerie, unwhiRseme glare that shene
aver the meuntain. Ne Jenger did I deubt the exist:
enee of Austen's “world where alien 1eFrars feign.”
1 knew, even as I had felt when 1 ﬁ'FiTt Séﬁ gﬁs
gmé%%mj%m; that strange life aRd BOWEF Hreed BE:

The Ladder Found

PRESENTILY I stretched the tent again, and lay
down, biit I did net sleep.

At dawn I got up and went to look for the penies.
I climbed one of the low dunes and gazed over the
gray infinity of sand, but net a sign of them re-
warded my look. I tried to trail them. I found
where they had been hobbled, and followed the
tracks of each to a place where the hoofs had eut
deep in the sandy turf. Beyend there was ne traee.
Them I was certain of what 1 had already knewn,
that the Thing had carried them away.

Then I found something stranget still—the prints
of bare human feet, half erased by the wind that
had blown while the terror had hung there. THhat
unearthly laugh, and the footprints! Was there a
land of madmen behind the mountain? Ard what
was the thing that had come and gone in the night?
Those were questions I could nat answet, but day-
light dulled my wondering fear.

The sun would not rise on my side of the moiun-
tain until nearly noon, and the cold dark shadew
of the cliff was uponr me when the desert all abeut
was a shimmering, white in the heat of the sun.
Austen's call had mentioned a ladder, I set out 18
find it, Just north of the peak I eame upon it, run-
ning straight up-like a silver ribbon to the top of
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the cliff. It was not the clumsy affair of ropes that
I expected, In fact, I at once abandomred any idea
that Austen had made it at all. 1t was of an odd-
looking white metall, and it seemed very old, al-
though it was eerroded but litHe. The rungs were
shert white bars, riveted te long straps whieh were
fastened on the reek by spikes of the same silvery
faetal. 1 have said that the moeuntain rises straight
from the sand. And the ladder gees oh inte the
ground. That suggests that the sand has piled in en
the base of the meuntain sinee the ladder was put
El?g%-. At any raw, I am sure tRat it is ineredibly
8ld.

I went back to camp; packed together my guns,
a little food, and Austen's equipment; and started
up the ladder. Although it was no more than six
hundied feet to the top, heavily laden as I was, 1
got very tired before I reached it. I stopped sev-
eral times to rest. Onece, looking down on the illim-
jtable sea of relling sand, with the tiny tent and

the sharp shadew ef the meuntain the enly definite’

features, I Rad a terrible attack ef vertige, and my
fears of the Aight retuned, until t almest wished I
had Rever started up the ladder. But I kiew that i
I were suddenly baek in Perth again 1 weuld be
mere eager than ever t8 set sut Upeh the Adventure.

At last I reached the top and crawled up in the
mouth of a narrow canyen, with the black stone
walls rising straight to the peaks on either side.
Down the crevice was a smooth ciifving pathway,
very much worn, it seemed, fore by? time than
human feet. It was fiot yet noon. I waited a few
miAutes to rest; then walked up the path with a
very keen euriesity as te where it led. It grew
so deep that the sky everhead was but a daik blue
ribben ift whieh I saw Venus gleaming whxdely. 1t
widened. 1 walked sut en a Bread stene platferm.
Andl’ belew me lay—the abyss.

I stood on the brink of a great chasm whose bot-
tom must have been miles, even, felow sea level.
The farther walls of the circular pit—they must
have been forty miles away—were still black in
the shadow of the morning. Clouds of red and
pueple mist hung in the infinities of spaee the ehasm
centained, and eempletely hid the farther half ef the
fleer. Beneath me, §6 far away that it was as if 1
leeked en anether werld, was a deep red shelf, a
gearlet plaih weird as the deserts of Mats. Te what
it ewed its esler I esuld net tell. tn the midst ef
the red, rese a meuntain whese summit was a
strange erewn of seintillating fe. 1t lesked as
theugh it were eapped, Rok With sRew, But with aA
ifAmense H%ﬁ% gt praciaus jewels, set an Hire with
the glary of the sun, and Blazing with a splendrous
shiffing flame of prismatic light. And the crimsen
ypland sioped dewa—tQ “ihe Silver Lakeh 1t .was
4 136 shaped 1ke 3 crescent meen, Ae RBFAS feaeh-
lﬂ& 18 1 thgx atas 8n he ABHA apd m_@l SOULh:

0 Hag 18 glw, IR crescent Beysng; ls_w RillS rese;
! eesnfﬂ & pa 81 ?u; I OISt IyIRg_Bae Eﬁ

AET % & dqar A % [slance. “The 1aKE

eam% g
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3
W
gzﬁ%‘%ﬁhﬁéﬁi s

105

that faint purple vapors were filoatlag tp from the
surface. Set like a pleture In the dark red land-
scape, with the blaek cliffs about, the argent lake
was very white, and very bright.

CHAPTER 111
Down the Silver Ladder

R a long, long time I gazed into the abyss,

lost in the wonder .and the rmystery of it.

Meanwhile the sun climbed over and 1it the
farther rif, which still was black of dully red, be-
cause of the dark colors of the veleanie rocks of
which It Is composed. The seene was se vast, s
strange, so wildly beautiful and unearthly, that it
seerned almest a dream, instead of an &MINGUS
reality. It was havd te realize that semewhere
upen the red plain, of aleng the sheres of the Silver
Lake, oF perhaps beneath the banks of mist beyend,
Austen was—er had been—alone, and iR distress.
I wendered, tee, frem what part ef ihis sirange
werld had eome the thing of the wilisthing souAd
and the red light, which had faken the peniss:

It was well after noon before I ate a little luneh
and took thought of the matter of descent. I saw
that a second ladder led down in a fine line of
silver until It disappeated abeve the erimsen .up-
land, miles below. I elimbed evet the brink and
started down. Deseending was easier than elimb-
Ing had been, but 1 had infinitely farther te ge.
The seles of my shees were eut theough, and my
hahds beeame red and .blisiered oA the fungs.
Sernetimes, when I.Was tee tired 8 ge 8n, I SlAg
myself te the ladder with 3 piece of rope ﬁem my
paek, while 1 rested.

Steadily the black walls rose higher about me.
The red plateau beneath; the moumfiain with its
erown of flaming gems, and the sirange white lake
beyond, came nearer and nearer,

I was still half a mile above the searlet plain
when the shadow of the western wall was fflwig
fast over the valley floor, and the light purple mists
beyond the argent lake deepened their hHue te a
dark and emineus purple-red.

But the Silver Lake did not dasiem. It seemed
luminous. It gleamed with a bright, metallie sit-
very luster, even when the shadow had fallen upen
it. Whenever I rested, I searched keenly the whele
visible floor of the abyss, but newhere was any life
or motion to be seen.

Wiith a growing apprehension, I realized that 1
would not have time to.reach the grownd Ihefnre
dark. I had no desire to be sticking like a fly to the
face of the cliff when the Thing that had made the
red light was meving abeut. Disregarding my
fatigue and pain, I elambered dewn as fast as 1
eould foree my weatied limbs te meve. The preeess
of metien had beeeme almest automalie. Hands
and feet meved reguladly, rRytnmirally, witheut
grders from the Brain. Bub semetimes they fumbled
8r slipped. Then § had: te grasp, frenzied; at the
FURgs t8 save my life:

Night. fell' like a black curtain rolled quickly-
over the top of the pit, but the-hallfi-mmoon of the
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Silver Lake still shone with its white metallic light.
And strange, movingr shapes of red appeared in the
mist i:i the hollow of the erescent. The light that
fell upon the rock was faint, but still enough to
help, £nd still I hureied—forcing hands and feet to
fellow down and find the rungs. And fearfully I
loaked ever my shoeulder at the bank ef mist.

Suddenly a long pale finger of red—a delicate
fosy ray—shot high out of it. And up the vague
pathway it sped, a loag slender pencil of crimson
light—a narrow, sharp-tipped scarlet shape—high
inte the night, and ever and areund in a long arch-
ing eurve. Dewn It plunged, and back inte the
mist. Piesently I heard its seund—that strange
whistling sigh that relled majestieally and rese and
fell, vast as the rear of an erupting veleano. Other
things sprang eut of the purple bank, slender seareh-
ing needles et brilliant searlet, sweeping ever the
valley and high inte the starlit sky abeve.

Following paths that were smooth and arched,
with inecredible speed, they swept about like a
swarm of strange Insects, always with amazing ease,
and always shooting back into the cloud, leaving
faint purple tracks behind them. And the great
fushing sounds rose and fell. Those lights were
ineredible entities, intelligent—and evil.

They flew, more often than anywhere else, over
the crown of lights upon the hill—the gems still
shone with a faint beautiful glow of mingled colors.
Witemever one swept near the mountain, a pale
blue ray shot towaed it from the cap of jewels.
And the red things fled from the ray. More and
fere the flying things of crimson were drawn to
the meuntain top, wheeling swiftly and ceaselessly,
ever evading the feeble beams ef blue. Thelr per-
gistence was inhumam—and tefrible. They were
like inseets wheeling abeut a light.

All the while I climbed down as fast as I could,
driving my worn-out limbs bejond the limit of
endurance, while I prayed that the things might
not observe me. Then one passed within a half
mile, with a deep awful whistling roar, flligjing
ahead its dusky red pathway, and hurtling along
with a veleelty that is inconeeivable. I saw that it
was a great red body, a eylinder with tapering ends,
with a bright greea light shining en the forward
part. It did net pause, but swept on aleng its
eomet-like path, and dewn behind the Silver Lake.
Behind it was left a vague purple phespherescent
traek, like the path of a meteor, that lasted several
minvies.

After it was gone, I hurried on for a few minutes,
breathing easier. Then another went by, so close
that a hot wind ladea with the purple mist of its
teaek blew against my face.

I was gripped with deathly, unutterable terror,
I let mysellf down in the haste of desperation. Then
the third one came. As it approached it paused in
its path, and drifted slowly and deliberately toward
me. The very cliff trembled with the roaring blast
of its sound, The green light in the forward end
stared at me like a tereible, evil aye,

Exactly how it happened I.newer knew. I sup-
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pose rpy foot slipped, of my bleeding hands failed
to grasp a rung. I have a vague recollection of
the nightmare sensation of falling headlong, of the
air whistling briefly about my ears, of the dark
earth looming up below. I think I fell on my back,
and that my head struek a rock.

In the Red Scrub

E next I knew it was day, and the sun was

shining 1n My eyes. I struggled awkwardly
and palnfully te my feef My whele bedy was
bruised and sore, and the back of my head was
caked with dried bleed. My exhausted museles had
stiffened during the night, and te siand upen MYy
eut and blistered feet was torturing. But 1 had
gomething to be thanktul fer—that 1 had been with-
in a few feet of the ground when I fell; and that ihe
red thing had departed and left me 1ying there,
perhaps thinking me dead,

I leaned against the base of the metal ladder and
looked about, I had fallen into a thicket of low red
bushes. All about grew low thick brush, covering
the slightly rolling plain. The plants were scarce-
ly knee-high, bearing nartow, feathered leaves of
red. The delicate, fern-like sprays of erimson tip-
pled in the breeze like waves on a sea of blood. The
leaves had a peculiar bright and greasy appearanee
and a strange pungent odof. The shrubs hore if-
numerable tiny snow-white floweis that gleamed
like stars against the deep red background,

I think that the red vegetation had evolved from
a speeles of cycad. Undoubtedly the greater crafer
had been isolated from the outer werld when the
great tree-ferns were reigning throughout the earih,
And, as I wag presently te find, the erder ef evelu-
tioh ih the deep warm pit had been vastly different
frem that which had produced man as its highest
ferm of life. Presently I was te meet far siranger
and mere amazing thm%ﬁ than the red Bush., f am
inelined 8 Believe that the exirasrdinary €618r Ma
have been due i@ he quality -6F Ihe Z{MOSPhEre,
perhaps to the high FE%%%M%, oF 8 the purple
xgvg{;gé; ng gver ro3e from the region Beysnd the

Nowhere did I see any living thing, nor did I
hear any sound of life. In fact one of the strange
things of the place was the complete absence of
the lower forms of life, and even of the smaller
insects. The silence hung oppressively. It grew
intolerably momotonous—maddening.

Far away to the right and to the left the walls
of the pit rose straight and black to the azure in-
finity that arched the top. To the left of me, five
or six miles away, towered the gem-crowned hill,
its summit a blaze of ever-changing polychromatic
flasee. Beyond it, all along the east, the red plateau
fell away to the Silver Lake, which lay like a curved
seimitar of polished steel, with the faint bank of
putple mist shrouding the low red hills that rose in-
side the etifve beyond. The sun was just above the
eastern peaks, shining purple through the mist.

After a time I limped slowly down the nearest of
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the little valleys. As I went my roving eye caught
the bright glitter of brass on the ground at my feeit
Searching in the red shrubs, I picked up three fired
cartridiges for a .45 calibre automatic. I held them
in my hand and gazed over the welrd seene before me,
lost in wonder." They were concrete proof that Austn
had passed this way, had here fought off some danger.
He iust yet be semewhere in this strange crater. Biit
where was I te find "Melvar, maiden of the crystal
egityancand what was she t6 de fer me?

Presently I went oh. I wanted water to bathe my
cuts and bruises. I was very thirsty as well as hungry.
My pack was an irksome burden, but I did not dis-
card It, and I carried the heavy rifle ready in my hand.
I was silll feeling very weak. After a painful half
ile I eame to a tiny pool in a thicket of the red
serub. 1 lay dewn and drank the cool clear water until
I was half sick., I threw away the remnants of my
shees and bathed my feet.

A Curious Sight

UDDENILY my attention was arrested by a crystal

clashing sotind. There was a marching rhythm in
it, and the clatter ot weapons. I crouched down the
shrubbery and peered fearfully about. I saw a line
of men, queerly equipped soldiers, marching in single;
file over the nearest knoll. They seemed to be wear-
Ing a elosely fitting chain mail of silvery metal, and
they had helmets, breastplates and shields that threw
oft the sunlight in scimtitlant flashes of red, as if made
of rubles. And their long swords flashed like dia-
monds. Thelr erystal arenor tinkled as they came, in
time to thelr marching feet.

One, whom 1 took to be the leader, boomed out an
order in a heatty, mellow voice. They passed straight
by, within fifty yards of me. I saw that they were
tall men, of magnificent physique, white-skinned, with
blond hair and blue eyes. On they went, in the direc-
tion of the fire-topped mountain, until they passed out
of sight in a slight declivity, and the music died away.

It is needless to say that I was excited as by nothing
that T had seen before. A race of fair-haired men in
an Australian valley. What a sensational discoveny!
I supposed that they had built the metal ladder and
come down it into the valley, but from whence had
they come? Or was the Mountain of the Moon itself
the cradle of humanity, the Garden of Eden?

=Then the crystal weapons of the soldiery suggested

that they used some transparent crystalline substance
in lieu of metal, and that the iridescent crown upon
the mountain might be the city of the race. Was it
Austen’s “crystal city?” That would suggest a high
civilization, but I saw no sign of the mechanical de-
vices that are the outstanding features of our own
civilized achievement, Certainly the soldiers had car-
ried no modern weapons.

Then I thought of the footprints, amd tihe emnie
laugh. I wondered what contact. Austen had had
with these people. Had they been friends or foes?
I wondered if it had been the men of the erystal
city who had paid me a visit outside the cliffs. If
so, the red tonpedio-shayess of the night must be

" aircraft, and they, must have advanced the art of
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aerial navigation to a very high degree.

I determined, first of all, to do some spying, and
find out as rmuch as pessible about the strange
race before I revealed my presence. I was net in
a very geed trim for battle, and I had taken mtch,
pains for cencealment when the men passed. Biit
I had little deubt that my guns were 8 far super-
lor to their erystal swerds that I esuld fight them
at any edds if they proved unfriendly.

So presently I bound my feet with bandages
from my medicine kit, attendled as best I could to
the wound on the back of my head, and walked
slowly on the direction of the mountain, keeping
in the ecover of the valleys as mueh as possible.
Although I could limp painfully aleng, the red
vegetation offered me ne very serleus impediment
to my progress. The lew bushes erushed easily un-
derfoot, burdening the air with their unfamiliaf,
pungent eder. The eeuntry was relling, the lew
hille and level valleys all esvered erimsen with the
stowb, gigantitc beulders seatiered here and there.
The Silver Lake shimmered in the distanee=a
bright, whiie, metallic sheet.

The gem-capped mountaim rose before me until
I saw that the gaunt black sides rose a full thou-
sand feet to the crown of blazing crystal. And as
I drew nearer, 1 saw that indeed the gems were
buildingss,. of ‘a4 massive, fantastie architectuie. A
clty of crystal! Prismatic fires ot emerald-green,
and ruby-red, and sapphire-bDlue, poured eut in a
mingled Heed of irideseence from iis slender spires
and great tewers, its, eentral ruby deme and the
gireling battlements of 2 Hundied fAlashing hues.

CHAPTER 1V
Melvar of Astran

UST before noon I staggered into a little dell

that was covered with unusually profuse growths

of the crimson plants. Along a little trickling
stream of water they were waist high, bearing
abundantly the star-shaped flowers, and small gold-
en-brown friits. Suddenly there was a rustling
in the thicket and the head and shoulders of a young
worman rose abruptly out of the red brush. Ia her
hand she held a weven basket, halif full of the
fruits. In my alare I had threwn up the rifle, But
seon lewered it-and grinned in eenfusien when 1
realized that it was a gitl, and by far the mest
beautiful ene 1 had ever seen. I have always been
awkwaid in the presence of a Beautiful weman, #nd
for a few minutes’t did nething Bul stand and siare
at Rer, while her guizzieal datk, blue eyes inserui-
ably returned my- 188k

She was clad in-a slight garment, green in color,,
that seemed to be woven of a filne-spun metal. Her
halr was long and golden, fastened behind het
shapely head with a clrelet—a thin band cut evi-
dently from a single monster ruby.. Her feaitires
were fine and delieate, and she had a surpassing
grace of fidgire. That het slender arms were. stained
e the elbews with the“ied juice 6f the pglhamds-
she had been pieking the golden fruits—did npt:de-
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tract from her beauty. I was struck—and I will
admit it, conquered—by her face. For a little time
she stood very erect, looking at me with an odd
expression, and then she spoke, enunciating the
words very carefully, in a rich golden voice.

The language was English!

She said, “Are you—an American?”

“At your service completely,” I told her, “Win-
field Fowler, of White Deer, Texas, and New York
City, not to mentiom other points. But I own to
some surprise at finding a knowledge of the idiom
in a denizen of so remote a locallity.”

“I can understand,” she smiled. “But I think
you could talk—more simply. So you are Wimfield,
who came with Austen across the great—ocean from
America ?*

“You guessed it,” [ said, trying to keep my
growing excitement in hand, while T marveled at
her beauty. “Is mind reading commom in these
parts ?”

“Doctor Austen—the American—tolki me about
you, his friend. And he gave me two books. Ten-
nyson's poems, and—‘The Pathfiintees/™

“So you have seen Austen?” I cried in real as-
tonishment. “Are you Melvar? Are you the ‘maiden
of the crystal ciity?™

“I am Melvar,” she told me. “And Austen stop-
ped in Astran one sutar—iiiatt is thirty-six days.”

“Where is he now?” I eagerly demanded,

“He was a strange man,” the golden voice re-
plied. “He did not fear the Krimlu, as do the men
of Astran. He walked off toward the pass in the
north that leads around—around the Silver Lake,
he called it. He had been watching the Krimlu as
they came at night, and doing strange things with
some stuff he took from—the Silver Lake, While
he was here, the hunters brought in one of the—="
again she hesitated, at a loss for a word. “=The
Purple Ones,” she concluded. “He took that to ex-
.amine it.”

“What are the Krimlu?” T exclaimed. “What—
ot wiho—are the Purple Ones? What is the Silver
Lake?"”

“You are a man of many questions,” she laughed.
For a moment she hesitated, with her blue eyes
resting on my face.

“The Krimlu, so say the old men of Astran, are
the spirits of the dead who come back from the
land beyond the Silver Lake to watch the living,
and' to carry off the evil for their food. So the
priests taught us, and so I believed until Austen
came and told me of the world that is beyond. He
teld the Elders of the outer world, but they puat
upen him the eurse of the sun, and drove him away.
And indeed it Is well that he was ready to go so
willingly beyond the Siiver Lake, for Jorak would
have effered him te the Puiple Sun had he been In
the eity anether night.”

Suddenly she must have become conscious of the
intensity, of my unthinking gaze, for she abruptly
dropped her eyes, and flushed a little.

“Go-on,” I urged her. “What about the Purple
Ones and the Silver Lake? Your account is cer-
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SCIENCE WONDER STORIES

tainly entertaining, If somewhat rmore mystifying
than illuminating. At this rate you will have me
a raving maniae ja an heufr, but the precess 18 sk
unpleasant. Proceed.”

Fowler Grows Bold

HE looked tip at me, stiled, looked off to the

side, then let her eyes retuen to fine with cuf-
lous speculation in them. "What is the - Silver
Lake,” she went on, “you knew as well as I, tholigh
Austen tried to find Its seeret. The touch of iis
water Is death—a death that is tercible. And the
Putple Ones —you will see them seon enoughl
They are strange beings who come, no one knews
whenee, into the land of Astram, The priests tell us
that they are 'The Avengers of the Puiple Suf.'—
but did you eome down the ladder as Austen did?”

“Most of the way in the same manner,” I told
her. “I finishedi the descent rather faster tham he
did, T imagine.”

“Is there really,” she asked, “a broad world be-
yond, with fields and forests that are green, and seas
that are of clear blue water, and a sun that is not
purple, but white? Such Austen told me, but the
elders say that the ladder is the path to the Purple
Sun, and beyond is nothing. Is it teue that there
is a great nation of the men of your race, a natien
of men who know the art of fire that Austen showed
us, and greater arts, who can travel in ships over
water and through the alr like the Krimlu?”

“Yes,” I said, “ties world is that, and more, but,
in all of it, I have never seen a girl so beautiful as
you.”

It is not my habit te make such speeches to
ladies, but I was feeling a bit light-headed on that
morning, as a reaction from my terrible adventiire,
and I was rather intoxicated by her charm.

She smiled, evidently not displeased, and looked
away again, apparently compoesing her expression
with diffioulty. There was a suspicious twinkle in
her dark blue eyes.

“Tell me why you have come into this land,” she
asked abruptly.

“Austen sent for me to come to his aid.” I re-
plied.

“You and Austen are not like the men of As-
tram,” she mused. “Not one of them ever went
out to face the Krimlu or even the Purple Ones,
of his own free will. You must be brave.”

“Rather, ignorant,” I said. “Since I have seen
the ‘Krimlu,” as you calll'the flying lights, I am
about ready to give up my courage of any kind.”

Then, because my exhausted condition had rob-
bed me of my ordinary sense of responsibility, I
did such a thing as I had never dared before. The
girl was standing close before e, matchlessly beau-
tiful, infinitely desirable. Her eyes were bright,
and the sunlight glistened in her golden hair. And
—well, I admit that I did not try very hard to re-
sist the temptation to kiss her. I felt her arm at
my back, a sudden quick thrust of her lithe bedy.
The next I'knew I was lylng on my. baek, and ‘she
was bending over me, with tears in her
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“Oh,” she cried. “I didn't Howw. Your head! 1t
is bleeding. And your hands and feet! I didn’t
notiee!”

Se 1 was compelled to lie there while the beauti-
ful stranger very tenderly dressed and bandaged
the cut on my head. In truth, I doubt that I would
have been able to get up immediately. The touch
of her cool fimmgers was very light and deft. Once
her golden hair brushed against my cheek. Her
nearness was very pleasant. I knew that I loved
her completely, though I had never taken mueh
stock In love at first sight.

Presentlly she had fimished]l. Then she said, “When
Austenm gave me the books he left a letter for any
man of the outside who might happen to come to
Astran. You must come with me to the city, to get
it, and to rest until you can walk without limping
so painfully. Then, if you will, you can go on
around the northemn pass. Perhaps you can find
Austen. But the Krimlu are mighty, No man of
Astram has ever dared oppose them. No man who
has ever gone into that accursed region has ever
been seen again.”

CHAPTER V
Astran, the Crystal City

E sun dropped beneath the rim, and the
purple dusk begam to thickem and to creep
over the valley floor. I took up my precious

equipment, and Melvar and I walked off through
the red brush in the direction of the mountain. The
vast strange bulldings of the city of gems were still
glowing with soft color, and the cold, bright sur-
face of the Silver Lake fllashed often into sight be-
yond the rolling eminences. Piesently we came to
a well-wern path through the crimsen scrub, but
I saw riething te indicate that anyone had thouglht
of paving or improving it. But the Astranians did
fet seem to have mueh energy for any kind of pub-
lie werk. Their material civillzation appeared to be
o a rather low seale. In fact they supplied their
wants in the way of feed entirely with the abund-
ant fruit of the red bushes. As I had guessed
from the gifl's remarks, they did net evea have
the use of fie. Indeed the great physical and
faental develepment of the race and the splendid
gity in whieh it lived was strangely eomfrasted
with their abselute laek of selentifle knowledge.

Our pace was hastened by thoughts of the ter-
rors that night would bring, and perhaps because
of them, we walked nearer one another, and pres-
ently we were hurrying along, hand in hand. About
us the purple night deepened and, beyond the ar-
gent brilliance of the Silver Sea, the strange evil
of the night gathered itself for the attack.

At last we came to the narrow path that wound
up the side of the mountain to the splendid palaces
that erowned it. We hurried; came to a great
arched gate in the emerald wall, and entered. The
huge, ineredibly magnificent buildings were scat-
tered Irregularly about the summit, with broad
gpaces between them. Here and there were paved
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courts of the silvery metal, which must have been
an aluminum bromze, but the open ground was for
the most part grown tip In rank thickets of the red
brush. The great bullding showed the wear and
breakage of ages. Here and there were great heaps
of gleaming erystal, where wonderful edifices had
fallen, with the brush grown up around them.
Incredible as it may seem, I think the old ¢iviliza-
tion of Astran had possessed a science that was
able to synthetize diamends and ather preeious
stones, in quantities sufficient even for use as build-
Ing stone, Later I had an eppertuiity to examine
bits of the fallen masenry.

Towering above all, on the very peak of the
mountain, was a great ruby dome, vast as the dome
of St. Peter’s, and mounted upon the center of the
top was a huge machine that resembled nothing
so much as a geeat naval gun, though it was made
ot erystal and white metal. A little group of men
were gathered abeut it, and as 1 watehed the
§wung the great tube abeut, and 3 AarFrew ray @
pale Blue light peured eut of it. And dewn e the
plain Below, where the practise Beam had struek,
& great beulder AlAshed iAle sudHRR HCAATESERACE:
T their explaratien of the ultravielet spectrum,
BUF BWR seientists have foURd rays that are stFange:
ly destruetive i lifg; and considerable Bl‘-ﬁg}%%é 43
Eeen Made ip the devels msﬂi 8F 4 FéstcHve

Beam 6f wireless ERGILY. But later 1 %% t3 meet
l ggfggaa%s terrible 12y Weapan than tnal stehaer

“With that,” said Melvar, “our people fight off
the Krimlu at night. But the Krimlu are so many
that sometimes they are able to land and take our
people. If only we had more of the beams! But
there is no mail in all Astran who knows how the
light is made, or anything save that the blue light
shines out to destroy when rock of a certain kind
is put into the tube. Austen wished to examine it,
and spoke of something he called ‘radfittm ore’ but
the priests forbade. Indeed, his cutriesity Is one of
the reasons Jorak had for driving him away.”

Standing about the ill-kept streets were a.few
of the people of the crystal city. All were of
magnificent physique, and intelligent looking, white-
skinned, and fair haired. All wore garments that
seemed of spum metal, and gleaming crystal wea-
pons. Most of them were hurrying along, imtent
on affairs of their own, but a few gathered around
us almost as soen as we stepped in the gate, I felt
that they were hostile to me. They questioned
Melvar in a tengue that was strange to my ears;
then became engaged in a noisy debate among
themselves. Their glances toward me were fur-
tive and sullen, and their eyes had the lock of men
crazed by fear.

Safe!

ELVAR was saying something in a concilia-
tory tene, and I was swinging my rifle into
position for use, when there was a sudden shout
from the gate of the city, and the clashing of cry-
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stal weapons. The interruption was most welcome
to me. The crowd turned eagerly to the new ar-
rivals. I saw that they were a hand of soldiers,
possibly the same that had passed me in the morn-
ing. Slung to a pole carried between the foremost
two, was a strange thing. Weirdly colored and
fearfully mutilated as it was, I saw that it was the
naked body of a human being. The head was cut
half off, and dangling at a grotesque angle. The
hair was very long and very white, flying in loose
disorder. The features were withered and wrink-
led, indeed the whole form was incredibly emaci-
ated. It was the corpse of a woman. The filesh
was deep purple!

As I stood staring at the thing in horror, there
was laughter and cheering in the crowd, and a
little child ran up to stab at the thing with a minia-
ture diamond sword. Melvar touched my arm,

“Come,” she whispered. “Quickly. The people
do not like your coining. They did not like the
things Austen told of the world outside, for the
priests teach that there is:mo sueh world, It ig
well that the .nunters came wivem tiey &id with
the Purple One. Arid let us hope that the priests
of the Purple Sun do not hear of you."

As she spoke she led me rapidly away threugh
a tangle of the red brush, and through a colommade
of polished sapphire. Then she quickly led the way
down a deserted alley, across another patch of the
red shrubbery, and down a short flight of steps in-
to a chamber that was dark.

“Wait here,” she commanded. “I must leave you.
I think that Jorak has had spies upon me, and if 1
were too long absent he might grow suspicious.
He was the enemy of my father, and some day my
brother will slay him. But sometimes [ am afraid
of the way he looks at me. However there is no
danger now. If the priests hear, I will somehow
get you out of Astran. I think they will not seek
you here, whatever may happen. My brother will
bring the message from Austem, and food and drink.
May you rest well, and have faith in me|*

She ran up the steps, and left me standing in the
darkness, in a state of uncomfortable indecision. I
did not like the turn that affairs had taken. It is
fiever pleasant to be alone in the dark in a strange
and dangerous place. I would have much prefer-
red to take my chances out on the open plain, with
nothing but the moving lights to fear, terrible as
they were, than here in this strange city, full of
ill-dispesed savages. A diamond knife will kill a
fman just as effeetively and completely as the weird-
est death that ever reamed the night.

For a time I stood waiting tensely, with my rifle
in my hand, but I was very tired and weak, Pres-
ently I got out my flkshligitt and examined the
place. It was a little cell, apparently hewn in the
living rock of the mountain. There was nothing
in the way of furniture except a sort of padded
shelf, or bed, at the back. I sat dowm upon it, and
presently went to sleep there, though I had no in-
tention of doing so.
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Austen’s Letter

IE next I knew, someone was shaking my arm,
and shoeuting strange weords in my ear. I open-
ed my eyes. Standing befoere me was a yaung fan.
In one hand he held a erystal globe filled with a
glowing, phosphoieseent stuff, faintly lighting the
little apartment. I sat up slowly, for my limbs were
stiff. The gun was still in my hand. Without say-
ing anything mote, the yeung fellow pointed te a
tray that he had set by me on the shelf. It eon-
tained a crystal piteher of arematie liguid, and a dash
of the yellow frult. I gulped dewn soeme of the
drink, and ate a few ot the frults, feeling refreshed
almost immediately. Then the bey—he was net
more than sixteen years of age—thrust inte my
hand an envelope addressed in the familiar hand-
writing of Austen. He handed me the light and
walked up the stone stairs.

With feeling that well may be imagined, I tere
open the envelope and read, in the faint light of the
glowing bulb, the werds of my eld friend.

“Astran, in the Mountain of the Moon,
June 16, 1927,

“To whomsoever of my own race this may be de-
livered :

“Since you must so far have traveled the mystef-
ious dangers of this strange world, it is needless for
me to dwell upon them. I write this brief missive
for the information of anyene who shall happen t6
find the way in here in the future, and Jn erder that
the riddie of my own disappearanee may seme time
be cleared up, if I fail te retutd. For I intend t8
explore the regien be}end this lake=I eall it ¢he
Stiver Lake—aer to ese my life in the attempt.

“My name is Horace Austen. I came te the
Great Victoria Desert to investigate the seulptured
columns reperted by Hamiltom, far 6 the west ef
here. I found the ruine and inecredibly ancient they
aie. They must date fref fifty theusand years age,
at the latest. Ameng them was an amazing picts-
graphical reecerd of a race of men driven by the
drying up of their cauAtry i8 einigrate t8 e &rafer
of 4 great Mounkaim nearby. There was ne mistal:
ing the meaning. I was, of egurse, Intensely iA-
terested, for nething of the kind had ever begl fé-
perted 1A Auskalia, and certatnly ihe peopke ge:
pieted were nat Bushmen.

“It happened that I remembered Wellington's ac-
count of the Mountaiin of the Maon, whese nerthera
cliff was followed for a few miles by his route ef
1887. That appeared to be the best chance for the
great crater described on the eelumns. It was but
natural for ine te decide to investigate it. There
is o use for me t