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EDITORIAL 

N ot so long ago a good many literary critics were attacking the 
modem American novelist for aiming his fiction not at his reader 

but directly at Hollywood and-more recently-at that bigger, more 
colorful T-V screen shining in almost every living room in America. 
A strong charge-one with much truth to it, as most of us who've 
enjoyed the movie more than the book can testify. 

But it wasn't until fairly recently-after reading a flood of manu
scripts by new and established writers-that we began to see how in 
science fiction something analogous to the novel-scenario syndrome 
has begun to nibble away at us too. For the more new material 
we read-and the more we compare it with some of the first-rate 
yarns we've been uncovering in the back files-the more we begin 
to see where a good many modem S-F writers are really beginning 
to direct their writing: not primarily at this magazine-or at any 
other magazine in the field-but at those better-paying markets out 
there in Paperback and Hardcover Land, apparently inhabited by 
many readers who like science fiction but who don't seem to 
realize-or care-that some of the best of it appears regularly in 
at least half a dozen magazines specializing in the form. 

Nowadays, for example-and we all certainly understand the 
economic problem here-when an S-F writer decides to take the 
time to write a full-length novel, he is usually no longer thinking 
exclusively of the relatively limited audience that regularly picks 
up the S-F magazines. No-that sale alone wouldn't help pay the 
grocery bills. Instead, he usually-perhaps unconsciously by now
keeps in mind what he thinks hardcover and paperback readers 
might want in the way of an entertaining story. And the more he 
thinks about it, the more he probably finds himself-once the type
writer begins clacking-staying pretty close to the traditional plots, 
gimmicks, and stylistic tricks that we here in the magazines have 
seen a thousand times before. And if sales are especially good, he 
soon learns a fundamental lesson about writing for the occasional 
reader of science fiction: that good writing and old ideas go much 
further with him than an experimental style and bold new ideas. 

The most ironic thing of all, though, is that-given the economics 
of the field-far too many of these same stories first appear in the 
very magazines that shouldn't be using them-if they really want 
the field to move forward instead of back. But that's because fans
and editors-are still a pretty loyal bunch and can't help being curi-

(Continued on page 142) 
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SUNJIIIIR 
BY 

IBTRUB C. CLIBIB 
Illustrated by NODU 

THE enormous disc of sail 
strained at its rigging, already 

filled with the wind that blew be-
tween the worlds. In three min
utes the race would begin, yet 
now John Merton felt more re
laxed, more at peace, than at 
any time for the past year. What
ever happened when the Com
modore gave the starting signal, 
whether Diana carried him to vic
tory or defeat, he had achieved 
his ambition. After a lifetime 
spent in designing ships for 
others, now he would sail his 
own. 

"T minus two minutes," said 
the cabin radio. "Please confirm 
your readiness." 

One by one, the other skippers 
answered. Merton recognized all 
t he voices-some tense, some 

calm-for they were· the· voices 
of his friends and rivals. On the 

By permission of the author M.nd the author"s agent, Scott Meredith Literary Agency, Inc. and 
Boys Life, published by Boy Scouts of America, copyright (C) 1964. 
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If the work of a top science-fiction writer can be said to 
bear a trademark, then we all know what we'd find in any 
story by Arthur C. Clarke (world-famous author of major 

,- novels like Childhood's End and The City and the Stars): orig
inality-like no one else's in or out of the field. But we'd 
like to add two more: scientific veracity and that old-time 
Sense of Wonder-but expressed in a style as lucid and 
fresh as the Sixties. That's what we found in "Rescue Party," 
one of his earliest stories, and in ''The Star," a theological 
bombshell if there ever was one. And that's what you'll 

find-very strongly-in "Sunjammer," 'which begins with 
a huge but fragile sun-yacht accelerating at only one thou
sandth of a gravity (about sixty feet in the first second) 
and ends with it moving at a speed far greater than that of 
Ikeya-Seki-the most recent comet to visit our solar system! 

SUNJAMMER 

four inhabited w orlds, the re 
were scarcely twenty men who 
could sail a sun-yacht; and they 
were all here, on the starting
line or aboard the escort vessels, 
orbiting twenty-two tho usa nd 
miles above the equator. 

"Number One, Gossamer

ready to go." 
"Number Two, Santa Maria

all O.K." 

"Nu mber three, Sunbeam

O.K." 
"Number Four, Woomera-a11 

systems go." 
Merton smiled at that last echo 

from the early, primitive days of 
astronautics. But it had become 
part of the tradition of space; 
and there were times when a man 
needed to evoke the shades of 
those who had gone before him 

to the stars. 
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" Number Five. Lebedev
we're ready. " 

"Number Six, Arachne-O.K." 
Now it was his turn, at the end 

of the line; strange to think that 
the words he was speaking in 
this tiny cabin were being heard 
by at least five billion people. 

"Number Seven, Diana-ready 
to start. "  

"One through Seven acknowl
edged." The voice from the 
judge's launch was impersonal. 
"Now T minus one minute." 

Merton scarcely heard it; for 
the last time, he was checking 
the tension in the rigging. The 
needles of all the dynamometers 
were steady; the immense sail 
was t aut , its mirror surface 
sparkling and glittering glorious
ly in the sun. 

To Merton, floating weightless 
at the periscope, it seemed to 
fill the sky. As well it might
for out there were fifty million 
square feet of sail , linked to his 
capsule by almo st a hun dred 
miles of rigging. All the canvas 
of all the tea-clippers that had 
once raced like clouds across the 
China seas, sewn into one gigan
tic sheet, could not match the 
single sail that Diana had spread 
beneath the sun. Yet it was little 
more substantial than a soap
bubble; that two square miles of 
aluminized plastic was only a 
few millionths of an inch thick. 

"T minus ten seconds. All re
cording cameras on." 
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Something so h uge , yet so 
frail, was hard for the mind to 
grasp. And it was harder still 
to realize that this fragile mir
ror could tow them free of Earth, 
merely by the power of the sun
light it would trap. 

" . . . Five, Four, Three, Two , 
One, cutf' 

S e v e n  k n i fe-b l a d e s  sl ice d 
through the seven thin lines 
tethering the yachts to the 
motherships that had assembled 
and serviced them. 

Until this moment, all had been 
circling Earth together in a rigid
ly held formation, but now the 
yachts would begin to disperse, 
like dandelion seeds drifting be
fore the breeze. And the winner 
would be the one that first drift
ed past the Moon. 

Aboard Diana,_ nothing seemed 
to be happe ning. But Merton 
knew better; though his body 
would feel no thrust, the instru

ment board told him he was now 
accelerating at almost one thou
sandth of a gravity. For a rocket, 
that figure would have been ludi
crous-but this was the first time 
any solar yacht had attained it. 
Diana's design was sound; the 
vast sail was living up to his 
calculations . At this rate, two 
circuits of the Earth would build 
up his speed to escape velocity
then he could head out for the 
Moon, with the full force of the 
Sun behind him. 

AMAZING STORIES 



The full force of the Sun. He 
smiled wryly, remembering all 
his attempts to explain solar sail
ing to those lecture audiences 
back on Earth. That had been 
the on ly w ay he could raise 
money, in those early days. He 
might be Chief Designer of 
Cosmodyne Corporation, with a 
whole string of successful space
ships to his credit, but his finn 
had not been exactly enthusiastic 
about his hobby. 

"Hold your hands out to the 
Sun," he'd said. "What do you 
feel? Heat, of course. But there's 
pressure as well-though you've 
never noticed it, because it's so 
tiny. Over the area of your hands, 
it only comes to about a mil
lionth of an ounce. 

"But out in space, even a pres
sure as small as that can be im
portant-for it's acting all the 
time, hour after hour, day after 
day. Unlike rocket fuel, it's free 
and unlimited. If we want to, 
we can use it; we can build sails 
to catch the radiation blowing 
from the Sun." 

At that point, he would pull 
out a few square yards of sail 
material and toss it towards the 
audience. The silvery film would 
coil .and twist like smoke, then 
drift slowly to the ceiling in the 
hot-air currents. 

"You can see how light it is," 
he'd continue. "A square mile 
weighs only a ton, and can col
lect five pounds of ra diation 

. SUNJAMMER 

pressure. So it will start moving 
-and we can let it tow us along, 
if we attach rigging to it. 

"Of course, its acceleration will 
be tiny-about a thousandth of 
a g. That doesn't seem much, 
but let's see what it means. 

"It means that in the first 
second, we'll move about a fifth 
of an inch. I s�ppose a healthy 
snail could do better than that. 
But after a minute, we've cover
ed sixty feet, and will be doing 
just over a mile an hour. That's 
not bad, for something driven by 
pure sunlight! After an hour, 
we're forty miles from our start
ing point, and will be moving 
at eighty miles an hour. Please 
remember that in space there's 
no friction, so once you start 
anything moving, it will keep 
going forever. You'll be surpris
ed when I tell you what our 
thousandth-of-a-g sailingboat will 
be doing at the end of a day's run. 

Almost two thousand miles an 
hour! If it starts from orbit-as 
it has to, of course-it can reach 
escape velocity in a couple of 
days. And all without burning a 
single drop of fuel!" 

· 

Well, he'd convinced them, and 
in the end he'd even convinced 
Cosmodyne. Over the last twenty 
years, a new sport had come into 
being. It had been called the 
sport of billionaires, and that 
was true-but it was beginning 
to pay for i tself in terms of 
publicity and television cover-
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age. The prestige of four con
tinents and two worlds was rid
ing on this race, and it had the 
biggest audience in history. 

Diana had made a good start; 
time to take a look at the op
posit ion. Moving very gently. 
Though there were sh ock ab
sorbers between th e control 
capsule and the delicate rigging, 
he was determined to run no 
risks. Merton stationed himself 
at the periscope. 

There they were, looking like 
strange silver flowers planted in 
the dark fields of space. The 
nearest, South America's Santa 
Maria, was only fifty miles away; 
it bore a resemblance to a boy's 
k ite-but a kite more than a mile 
on its side. Farther away, the 
University of Astrogra d's 
r.obedev looked like a Maltese 

• oss; the sails that formed the 
four arms could apparently be 
tilted for steering purposes. In 
contra st, the Federation of 
Australas ia's Woo mera was a 
simple parachute, four miles in 
circumference. General Space
craft's Arachne, as its name sug
gested, looked like a spider-web 
-and had been built on the same 
principles, by robot shuttles 
spiralling out from a central 
point. Eurospace Corporation's 
Gossamer was an identical 
design, on a slightly smaller 
scale. And the Republic of Mars' 
Sunbeam was a flat ring, with 
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a h alf-mile-wide hole in the 
centre, spinning slowly so that 
centrifugal force gave it stiffness. 
That was an old idea, but no 
one had ever made it work. 
Merton was fairly sure that the 
colonials would be in trouble 
when they started to turn. 

That would not be for another 
six hours, when the yachts had 
moved along the first quarter of 
their slow and stately twenty
four hour orbit. Here at the begin
ning of the race, they were all 
heading directly away from the 
Sun-running, as it were, before 
the solar wind. One had to make 
the most of this lap, before the 
boats swung round to the other 
side of Earth and then started to 
head back into the Sun. 

Time for the first check, Merton 
told himself, while he had no 
navigational worries. With the 
periscope, he made a careful ex
amination of the sail, concentrat
ing on the points where the rig
g in g  was attached to it. Th e 
shroud-lines-narrow bands of 
unsilvere d plast ic film-would 
have been completely invisible 
had they not been coated with 
fluorescent paint. Now they were 
taut line s  of coloured light, 
dwindling away for hundreds of 
yards towards that gigantic sail. 
Each had its own electric wind
lass, not much bigger than a 
game-fisherman's reel. The littl� 
windlasses were continually turn
ing, playing lines in or out, as 
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the autopilot kept the sail trim- tiny Spray. The American skip

med at the correct angle to the per had sailedSpray single-hand

Sun. ed round the world; he could 

The play of sunlight on the never h a ve dreamt that, two 

great flexible mirror was beauti- centuries later, a man would be 

ful to watch. It was undulating sailing single-handed from Earth 
in slow, stately oscillations, send- to Moon-inspired, at least partly, 

ing multiple images of the Sun by his example. 

ma rching across the heavens, Merton snapped the elastic 
until they faded away at the bands of the cabin seat around 
edges of the sail. Such leisurely his waist and legs, then placed 
vibrations were to be expected the electrodes of the sleep-in
in this vast and flimsy structure; ducer on his forehead. He set 
they were usually quite harm- the tilrer for three hours, and 
less, but Merton watched them relaxed. 
carefully. Sometimes they could Very gently, hypnotically, the 
build up to the catastrophic un- electronic pulses throbbed in the 
dulations known as the wriggles, frontal lobes of his brain. Col
which could tear a sail to pieces. oured spirals of light expanded 

When he was satisfie d that beneath his closed eyelids, 
everything was shipshape, he widening outwards to infinity. 
swept the periscope around the Then-nothing .... 
sky, rechecking the positions oJ T he b razen clam our of the 
his rivals. It  was as he had hoped; alarm dragged him back from 
the weeding-out pr ocess had his dreamless sleep. He was in
begun, as the less efficient boats stantly awake, h is eyes scan
fell astern. But the real test ning the instrument panel. Only 
would come when they passed two hours had passed-but above 
into the shadow of the Earth; then the accelerometer, a red light 
maneuverability would count as was flashing. Thrust was falling; 
much as speed. Diana was losing power. 

It seemed a strange thing to -
do, now t hat the race had just 
started, but it might be a good 
idea to get some sleep. The two 
man crews on the other boats 
could take it in turns, but Merton 
had no one to relieve him. He 
must rely on h is physical re
sources-like that other solitary 
seaman Joshua Slocum, in his 

SU NJAMMER 

Merton's first thought was that 
something had happened to the 

sail; perhaps the antispin devices 
had failed, and the rigging had 
become twisted. Swiftly, h e  
checked the meters that showed 
the tension in the shroud-lines. 
Strange, on one side of the sail 

they were reading normally-but 
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on the other, the pull was drop
ping slowly even as he watched. 

In sudden understa nding, 
Merton grabbed the periscope, 
switched to wide-angle vision, 
and started to scan the edge of 
the sail. Yes-there was the 
trouble, and it could have only 
one cause. 

A huge, sharp-edged shadow 
had begun to slide across the 
gleaming silver of the sail. Dark
ness was falling upon Diana, 
as if a cloud had passed between 
her and the Sun. And in the dark, 
robbed of the rays that drove 
her, she would lose all thrust 
and drift helplessly through 
space. 

But, of course, there were no 
clouds here, more than twenty 

1 2  

thousand miles above Earth. If 
there was a shadow, it must be 
made by man. 

Merton grinned as he swung 
the periscope towards the Sun, 
switching in the filters that would 
allow him to look full into its 
blazing face without being 
blinded. 

"Maneuver 4a," he muttered 
to himself. "We'll see who can 
play best at that game." 

It looked as if a giant planet 
was crossing the face of the Sun. 
A great black disc had bitten 
deep into its edge. Twenty miles 
astern, Gossamer was trying to 
arrange an artifical eclipse
specially for Diana's benefit. 

The maneuver was a perfectly 
legitimate one; back in the days 
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of ocean racing, skippers had 
often tried to rob each other of 
the wind. With any luck, you 
could leave your rival becalmed, 
with his sails collapsing around 
him-and be well ahead before 
he could undo the damage. 

Merton had no intention of 
being caught so easily. There 
was plenty of time to take evasive 
action; things happened very 
slowly, when you were running 
a solar sailingboat. It would be 
at least twenty minutes before 
Gossamer could slide completely 
across the face of the Sun, and 
leave him in darkness. 

Diana 's tiny compute r - the 
size of a matchbox, but the 
equivalent of a thousand human 
mathematicians-considered the 
problem for a full second and 
then flashed the answer. He'd 
have to o�n control panels three 
and four, until �e sail had de
veloped an extra twenty degrees 
of tilt; then the radiation pres
sure would blow him out of 
Gossamer's dangerous shadow, 
back into the full blast of the 
Sun. It was a pity to interfere 
with the auto-pilot, which had 
been carefully programmed to 
give the fastest possible run
but that, after all, was why he 
was here. This was what made 
solar yachting a sport, rather 
than a battle between computers. 

Out went control lines one to 
six, slowly undulating like sleepy 
snakes as they momentarily lost 
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their tension. Two miles away, 
the triangular panels began to 
open lazily, spilling sunlight 
through the sail. Yet, for a long 
time, nothing seemed to happen. 
It was hard to grow accustomed 
to this slow motion world, where 
it took minutes for the effects 
of any action to become visible 
to the eye. Then Merton saw that 
the sail was indeed tipping to
wards the Sun-and that Gossa
mer's shadow was sliding harm
lessly away, its cone of darkness 
lost in the deeper night of space. 

Long before the shadow had 
vanished, and the disc of the Sun 
had cleared again, he reversed 
the tilt and brought Diana back 
on course. Her new momentum 
would carry her clear of the dan
ger; no need to overdo it, and 
upset his calculations by side
stepping too far. That was an
other rule that was hard to learn. 
The very moment you had started 
something happening in space, it 
was already time to think about 
stopping it. 

He reset the alarm, ready for 
the next natural or man-made 
emergency; perhaps Gossamer, 
or one of the other contestants, 
would try the same trick again. 
Meanwhile, it was time to eat, 
though he did not feel partic
ularly hungry. One used little 
p hysical energy in space, and it 
was easy to forget about food. 
Easy-and dangerous; for when 
an emergency arose, you might 
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not have the reserves needed to 
deal with it. 

He broke open the first of the 
meal packets,  and inspected it 
without enthusiasm. The name 
on the label-SP ACETASTIES
was enough to put him off. And 
he had grave doubts about. the 
promise printe d underneath . 
Guaranteed Crumbless. It h ad 
been said that crumbs were a 
greater danger to space vehicles 
than meteorites. They could drift 
into the most unlikely places, 
causing short circuits, blocking 
vital jets and getting into instru
ments that were supposed to be 
hermetically sealed. 

Still, the liverwurst went down 
pleasantly enough; so did the 
chocolate and the pineapple 
puree. The plastic coffee-bulb 
was warming on the electric 
-heater when the outside world 
broke in on his solitude. The 
radio operator on the Commo
dore's launch routed a call to him. 

"Dr. Merton? If you can spare 
the time, Jeremy Blair would 
like a few words with you." Blair 
was one of the more responsible 
news comme ntators,  and Mer
ton had been on his program 
many times. He could refuse to 
b e  interviewed, of course, but 
he liked Blair, and at the moment 
he could certainly not claim to 
be too busy. "I'll take it," he 
answered. 

" Hello , Dr. Merton," said the 
commentator immediately. "Glad 
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you can spare a few minutes. 
And congratulations-you seem 
to be ahead of the field." 

"Too early in the game to be 
sure of that," Merton answered 
cautiously. 

"Tell me, doctor-why did you 
decide to sail Diana yourself?" 
Just because it's never been 
done before?" 

"Well, isn't that a very good 
reason? But it wasn't the only 
one, of course." He patlsed, 
choosing his words carefully. 
"You know how critically the 
performance of a sun-yacht de- -
pends on its mass. A second man, 
With all his supplies, would mean 
another five hundred pounds. 

That could easily be the differ
ence between winning and los
ing." 

"And you're quite certain that 
you can handle Diana alone?" 

"Reasonably sure, thanks to 
the automatic controls I've de-
signed. My main job is to super
vise and make decisions." 

"But-two square miles of sail! 
It just doesn't seem possible for 
one man to cope with all that!" 

Merton laughed. 
"Why not? Those two square 

miles produce a maximum pull of 
just ten pounds. I can exert more 
force with my little finger." 

"Well, thank you, doct-or. And 
good luck." 

As the commentator signed off, 
Merton felt a little ashamed of 
himself. For his answer had been 
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only part of the truth; and he 
was sure that Blair was shrewd 
enough to know it. 

There was just one reason why 
he was here, alone in space. For 
almost forty years he had worked 
with teams of hundreds or even 
thousands of men, helping to 
design the most complex vehicles 
that the world had ever seen. 
For the last twenty years he 
had led one of those teams, and 
watched his creations go soar
ing to the stars. (But there were 
failures that he could never for
get, even though the fault had 
not been his.) He was famous, 
with a successful career behind 
him . Yet he had never done any
thing by himself; always he had 
b�n one of an army. 

This was his very last chance 
of individual achievement, and 
he would share it with no one. 
There would be no more solar 
yachting for at least five years, 
as the period of the quiet Sun 
ended and the cycle of bad weath
er began, with radiation storms 
bursting through the Solar 
System. When it was safe again 
for these frail, unshielded craft 
to venture aloft, he would be too 
old. If, indeed, he was not too 
old already. . . . 

He dropped the empty food 
containers into the waste dis
posal, and turned once more to 
the periscope. At first, he could 
find only five of the other yachts; 
there was no sign of Woomera. 
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It took him several minutes to 
locate her-a dim, star-eclipsing 
phantom, neatly caught in the 
·shadow of Lebedev. He could 
imagine the frantic efforts the 
Australasians were making to 
extricate the:rn.wlves, and won
dered how the y had fallen in
to the trap. It suggested that 
Lebedev was unusually maneu
verable; she would bear watching, 
though she was too far away to 
menace Diana at the moment. 

Now the Earth had almost 
vanished. It had waned to a nar
row, brilliant bow of light that 
was moving steadily towards the 
Sun. Dimly outlined within that 
burning bow was the night side 
of the planet, with the phospho
rescent gleams of great cities 
showing here and there through 
gaps in the clouds. The disc of 
darkness had already blanked out 
a huge section of the Milky Way; 
in a few minutes, it would start 
to encroach upon the Sun. 

The light was fading. A purple, 
twilight hue-the glow of many 
sunsets, thousands of miles be
low-was falling across the sail, 
as Diana slipped silently into the 
shadow of Earth. The Sun plum
meted below that invisible hori
zon. Within minutes, it was night. 

Merton looked back along the 
o rbit he had traced now a quarter 
of the way around the world. One 
by one he saw the brilliant stars 
of the other yachts wink out, as 
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they joined him in the brief night. 
It would be an hour before the 
Sun emerged from that enormous 
black shield, and through all that 
time they would be completely 
helpless, coasting without-power. 

He switched on the external 
spotlight, and started to search 
the now darkened sail with its 
beam. Already, the thousands of 
acres of film were beginning to 
wrinkle and become flaccid; the 
shroud-lines were slackening, and 
must be wound in lest they be
come entangled. But all this was 
expected; everything was going 
as planned. 

F orty miles astern, Arachne 
and Santa Maria were not so 
lucky. Merton learnt of their 
troubles when the radio burst 
into life on the emergency 
circuit. 

"Number Two, Number Six
this is Control. You are on a col
lision course. Your orbits will 
intersect in sixty-five minutes! 
·no you require assistance?" 

There was a long pause while 
the two skippers digested this 
bad news. Merton wondered who 
was to blame; perhaps one yacht 
had been trying to shadow the 
other, and had not completed 
the maneuver before they were 
both caught in darkness. Now 
there was nothing that either 
could do; they were slowly but 
inexorably converging together, 
unable to change course by a 
fraction of a degree. 
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Yet, sixty-five minutes! That 
would just bring them out into 
sunlight again, aS they emerged 
from the shadow of the Earth. 
They still had a slim chance, if 
their sails could snatch enough 
power to avoid a crash. There 
must be some frantic calculations 
going on, aboard Arachne and 
Santa Maria. 

Arachne answered first; her 
reply was just what Merton had 
expected. t 

"Number Six calling Control. 
We don't need assistance, thank 
you. W e'll work this out for our
selves." 

I wonder, thought Merton. But 
at least it will be interesting to 
watch. The first real drama . of 
the race was approaching-ex
actly above the line of midnight 
on the sleeping Earth. 

For the next hour, Merton's 
own sail kept him too busy to 
worry about Arachne and Santa 
Maria. It was hard to keep a 
good watch on that fifty million 
square feet of dim plastic out 
there in the darkness, illuminated 
only by his narrow spotlight and 
the rays of the still distant Moon. 
From now on, for almost half 
his orbit round the Earth, he 
must keep the whole of this im
mense area edge-on to the Sun. 
During the next twelve or four
teen hours, the sail would be a 
useless encumbrance; for he 
would _be heading into the Sun, 
and its rays could only drive him 
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backwards along his orbit. It was 
a pity that he could not furl the 
sail completely, until he w as 
ready to use it again. But no 
one had yet found a practical 
way of doing this. 

Far below, there was the first 
hint of dawn along the edge of 
the Earth. In ten minutes, the 
Su n would emerge from its 
eclipse; the coasting yachts would 
come to life again as the blast 
of radiation struck their sails. 
That would be the moment of 
crisis for Arachne and Santa 
Maria-and, indeed for all of 
them. 

Merton swung the periscope 
u n til he found the two dark 
shadows drifting against the 
stars. They were very close to
gether-perhaps less than three 
miles apart. They might, he 
decided, just be able to make 
it. ... 

Dawn flashed like an explosion 
along the rim of Earth, as the 
Sun rose out of the Pacific. The 
sail and shroud-lines glowed a 
brief crimson, then gold, then 
blazed with the pure white light 
of day. The needles of the 
dynamometers began to lift from 
their zeros-but only just. Diana 
was still almo st completely 
weightless, for with the sail 
pointing towards the Sun, her 
acceleration was now only a few 
millionths of a gravity. 

But Arachne and Santa Maria 
were crowding on all the sail 
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they could manage, in their des
perate attempt to keep apart. 
Now, while there was less than 

. two miles between them, their 
glittering plastic clouds were un
furling a nd expanding with 
agonizing slowness, as they felt 
the first delicate push of the 
Sun's rays. Almost e very TV 
screen on Earth would be mir
roring this protracted drama; and 
even now, at this very last min
u te, it was impossible to tell 
what the outcome would be. 

The two skippers were stub
born men. Either could have cut 
his sail, and fallen back to give 
the other a chance; but neither 
would do so. Too much prestige, 
t oo many millions, too many 
reputations, were at stake. And 
so, silently and softly as snow
flakes falling on a winter night, 
Arachne and Santa Maria 
collided. 

The square kite crawled almost 
imperceptibly into the circular 
spider's-web; the long ribbons of 
the shroud-lines twisted and 
tangled together with dreamlike 
slowness. Even aboard Diana, 
busy with his own rigging, 
Merton could scarcely tear his 
eye away from this silent, long 
drawn out disaster. 

For more than ten minutes the 
billowing, shining clouds con
tinued to merge into one inex
tricable mass. Then the crew 
capsules tore loose and went 
their separate ways, missing each 
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other by hundreds of yards. With 
a flare of rockets, the safety 
launches hurried to pick them 
up. 

That leaves five of us, thought 
Merton. He felt sorry for the skip
pers who had so thoroughly 
eliminated each other, only a 
few hours after the start of the 
race; but they were young men, 
and would have another chance. 

Within minutes, the five had 
dropped to four. From the very 
beginning, Merton had had 
doubts about the slowly rotating 
Sunbeam. Now he saw them 
justified. 

The Martian ship had failed to 
tack properly; her spin had given 
her too much stability. Her great 
ring of a sail was turning to face 
the Sun, instead of being edge
on to it. She was being blown 
back along her course at almost 
her maximum acceleration. 

That was about the most mad
dening thing that could happen 
to a skipper-worse even than a 
collision, for he could blame only 
himself. But no one would feel 
much sympathy for the frus
trated colonials, as they dwindled 
slowly astern. They had made too 
many brash boasts before the 
race, and what had happened to 
them was poetic justice. 

Yet it would not do to write 
off Sunbeam completely. With 
almost half a million miles still 
to go, she might still pull ahead. 
Indeed, if there were a few more 
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casualties, she might be the only 
one to complete the race. It had 
happened before. 

However, the next twelve hours 
were uneventful, as the Earth 
waxed in the sky from new to 
full. There was little to do while 
the fleet drifted round the un
powered half of its orbit, but 
Merton did not find the time 
hanging heavily on his hands. 
He caught a few hours sleep, 
ate two meals, wrote up his log, 
and become involved in several 
more radio interviews. Some
times, though rarely, he talked 
to the other skippers, exchang
ing greetings and friendly taunts. 
But most of the time he was 
content to float in weightless 
relaxation, beyond all the cares 
of Earth, happier than he had 
been for many years. He was
as far as any man could be in 
space-master of his own fate, 
sailing the ship upon which he 
had lavished so much skill, so 
much love, that she had become 
part of his very being. 

The next casualty came when 
they were passing the line be
tween Earth and Sun, and were 
just beginning the powered half 
of th e orbit. Aboard Diana, 
Merton saw the great sail stiffen 
as it tilted to catch the rays that 
drove it. The acceleration began 
to climb up from the micro
gravities, though it would be 
hours yet before it would reach 
its maximum value. 

AMAZING STORIES 



It would never reach it for 
Gossamer. The moment when 
power came on again was always 
critical, and she failed to survive 
i t. 

Blair's radio commentary, 
which Merton had left running 
at low volwne, alerted him with 
the news: "Rullo, Gossamer has 
the wriggles!" He hurried to the 
periscope, but at first could see 
nothing wrong with the great 
circular disc of Gossamer's sail. 
It was difficult to study it, as 
it was almost edge-on to him and 
so appeared as a thin. ellipse; 
but presently he saw that it was 
twisting back and forth in slow, 
irresistible oscillations. Unless 
the crew could damp out these 
waves, by properly timed but 
gentle tugs on the shroud-lines, 
the sail would tear itself tt' pieces. 

They did their best, and after 
twenty minutes it seemed that 
they had succeeded. Then, some
where near the center of the sail, 
the plastic film began to rip. ·It 
was slowly driven outwards by 

the radiation pressure,like smoke 
coiling upwards from a fire. 
Within a quarter of an hour, 
nothing was left but the delicate 
tracery of the radial spars that 
had supported the great web. 
Once again there was a flare of 
rockets, as a launch moved in 
to retrieve the Gossamer's cap
sule and her dejected crew. 

"Getting rather lonely up here, 
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isn't it?" said a conversational 
voice over the ship-to-ship radio. 

"Not for you, Dimitri," retorted 
Merton. "You've still got com
pany back there at the end of 
the field. I'm the one who's 
lonely, up here in front." It w� 
not an idle boast. By this time 
Diana was three hundred miles 
ahead of the next competitor, 
and his lead should increase still 
more rapidly in the hours to 
come. 

Aboard Lebedev, Dimitri Mark
off gave a good-natured chuckle. 
H e  d id not s o u n d ,  M er t o n  
thought, a t  all like a man who 
had resigned himself to defeat. 

''Remember the legend of the 
tortoise and the hare," answered 
the Russian. "A lot can happen 
in the next quarter-million 
miles." 

It .happened much sooner than 
that, -when they had completed 
their first orbit of Earth and 
were passing the sta.rti.Qg line 
again-though thousands of 
miles higher, thanks to the extra 
energy the Sun's rays had given 
them. Merton had taken careful 
sights on the other yachts, and 
had fed the figures into the com
puter. The answer it gave for 
Woomera was so absurd that he 
immediately did a recheck. 

There was no doubt of it
the Australasians were catching 

up at a fantastic rate. No solar 
yacht could possibly have such an 
acceleration, unless-
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A swift look through the peri
scope gave the answer. Woo
mera 's rigging, pared back to 
the very minimum of mass, had 
given way. It was her sail alone, 
still maintaining its shape, that 
was racing up behind him like 
a handkerchief blown before the 
wind. Two hours later it flut
tered past, less than twenty miles 
away. But long before that, the 
Austr alasians had joined the 
growing crowd aboard the Com
modore's launch. 

So now it was a straight fight 
between Diana and Lebedev
for though the Martians had not 
given up, they were a thousand 
miles astern and no longer 
counted as a serious threat. For 
that matter, it was hard to see 
what Lebedev could do to over
take Diana's lead. But all the 
w a y  round the second lap
through eclipse again, and the 
long, slow drift against the Sun, 
Merton felt a growing unease. 

He knew the Russian pilots 
and designers. They had been 
trying to win this race for twenty 
years and after all, it was only 
fair that they should, for had 
not Pyotr Nikolayevich Lebedev 
been the first man to detect the 
pressure of sunlight, back at the 
very beginning of the Twentieth 
Century? But they had never 
succeeded. 

And they would never stop 
trying. Dimitri was up to some 
thing-and it. w ould be spec
tacular. 
20 

Aboard the official launch, a 
thousand miles behind the racing 
yachts, Commodore van Stratten · 

looked a t  the radiogram with 
angry dismay. It had travelled 
more than a hundred million 
miles, from the chain of solar 
obs ervatories sw inging high 
above the blazing surface of the 
Sun, and it brought the worst 
possible news. 

The Commodore-his title, of 
course, was purely honorary
back on Earth he was Professor 
of Astrophysics at Harvard-had 
been half expecting it. Never be
for had the race been arranged 
so late in the season; there had 
been many del ays, they h ad 
gambled and now, it seemed they 
might all lose. 

Deep beneath the surface of 
the Sun, enormous forces were 
gathering. At any moment, the 
energies of a million hydrogen 
bombs might burst forth in the 
awesome explosion known as a 
solar flare. Climbing at millions 
of miles an hour, an invisible 
fireball many times the size of 
E arth would leap from the Sun, 
and head out across space. 

The cloud of electrified gas 
would probably miss the Earth 
completely. But if it did not, 
it would arrive in just over a 
day. Spaceships could protect 
themselves, with their shielding 
a nd their powerful magnetic 
screen. But the lightly-built solar 
yachts, with their paper-thin 
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walls, were defenseless against 
such a menace. The crews would 
have to be taken off, and the 
race abaJtdoned. 

John Merton still knew noth
ing of this as he brought Diana 

round the Earth for the second 
time. If all went well, this would 
be the last circuit, both for him 

and for Rus sians. T hey had 
spiralled upwards by thousands 
of miles, gaining energy from 
the Sun's rays. On this lap, they 
should escape from Earth com
pletely-and head outwards on 
the long run to the Moon. It 
was a straight race now. Sun

beam's crew had finally with
drawn, exhausted, after battling 
valiantly with their spinning sail 
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for more tluin a hundred thous
and miles. 

Merton did not feel tired; he 
had eaten and slept well, and 
Diana was behaving hersel f 
admirably. The autopilot, ten

sio-ning the rigging like a busy 
little spider, kept the great sail 
trimmed to the Sun more ac
curately than any human skipper. 
Though by this time, the two 
square miles of plastic sheet 
must have been riddled by hun
dreds of micrometeorites, the pin
head-sized punctures ha d pro
duced no falling off to thrust. 

He had only two worries. The 
first was shroud-line Number 
eight, which could no longer be 
adjusted properly. Without any 
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warning, the reel had januned; 
even after all these years of 
a�tronautical engineering, bear
ings sometimes seized up in vacu
um. He could neither lengthen 
nor shorten the line , and would 
have to navigate as best he could 
with the others. Luckily, the 
most difficult maneuvers were 
over. From now on, Diana would 
have the Sun behind her as she 
sailed straight down the solar 
wind. And as the old-time sailors 
often said, it was easy to handle 
a boat when the wind was blow
ing over your shoulder. 

His other worry was Lebedev, 
still dogging his heels three hun
dred miles astern. The Russian 
yacht had shown remarkable 
maneuverability, thanks to the 
four great panels that could be 
tilted around the central sail. All 
her flip-overs as she rounded 
Earth had been carried out with 
superb precision; but to gain ma
neuverability she must have 
sacrificed speed. You could not 
have it both ways. In the long, 
straight haul ahead, Merton 
should be able to hold his own. 
Yet he could not be certain of 
victory until, three or four days 
from now, Diana went flashing 
past the far side of the Moon. 

And then, in the fiftieth hour 
of the race, near the end of the 
second orbit around Earth, Mar
koff sprang his little surprise. 

"Hello, John," he said casually, 
over the ship-to-ship circuit. "I'd 
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like you to watch this. It should 
be interesting." 

Merton drew himself across to 
the periscope and turned up the 
magnification to the.limit. There 
in the field of view, a most im
probable sight against the back
ground of the stars, was the glit
tering Maltese cross of Lebedev, 
very small but very clear. And 
then, as he watched, the four 
arms of the cross slowly detached 
themselves from the central 
square and went drifting away, 
with all their spars and rigging, 
into space. 

Markoff had jettisoned all un
necessary mass, now that he was 
coming up to escape velocity and 
need no longer plod patiently 
around the Earth, gaining mo
mentum on each circuit. From 
now on, Lebedev would be· almost 
unsteerable-but that did not 
matter. All the tricky navigation 
lay behind her. It was as if an 
old-time yachtsman had deliber
ately thrown away his rudder 
and heavy keel-knowing that 
the rest of the race would be 
straight downwind over a calm 
sea. 

• • Congratulations, Dimitri , "  
Merton radioed. "It's a neat trick. 
But it's not good enough-you 
can't catch up now." 

" I ' ve not finished yet, "  the 
Russian answered. "There's an 
old winter's tale in my country, 
about a sleigh being chased by 
wolves . To save himself, the 
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driver has to throw off the pas
sengers one by one. Do you see 
the analogy?" 

Merton did, all too well. On 
this final straight lap, Dimitri 
rio l�nger needed his co-pilot. 
Lebedev could really be stripped 
down for action. 

"Alexis won't be very happy 
about this," Merton replied. "Be
sides, it's against the rUles." 

· "Alexis isn't happy, but I'm 
the captain. He'll just have to 
wait around for ten minutes until 
the Commodore picks him up. 
And the regulations say nothing 
about the size of the crew-you 
should know that." 

Merton did not answer. He was 
too busy doing some hurried 
calculations, based on what he 
knew of Lebedev 's design. By 
the time he had finished, he 
knew that the race was still in 
doubt. Lebedev would be catch
ing up with him at just about 
the time he hoped to pass the 
Moon. 

But the outcome of the race 
was already being decided,  
ninety-two million miles away. 

On Solar Observatory Three, 
far inside the orbit of Mercury, 
the automatic instruments re
corded the whole history of the 
flare. A hundred million square 
miles of the Sun's surface sud
denly exploded in such blue
white fury that, by comparison 
the rest of the disc paled to a 
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dull glow. Out of that seething 
inferno, twisting and turning like 
a living creature in the magnetic 
fieltm of its own creation, soared 
the electrified plasma of the great 
flare. Ahead of it, moving at the 
speed of light, went the warn
ing flash of ultra-violet and X
rays. That would reach Earth in 
eight minutes, and was relatively 
harmless. Not so the charged 
atoms that were following be
hind at their leisurely four mil
lion miles an hour-and which, 
in just over a day, would engulf 
Diana, Lebedev, ana their ac
companying little fleet in a cloud 
of lethal radiation. 

The Commodore left his deci
sion to the last possible minute. 
Even when the jet of plasma had 
been tracked past the orbit of 
Venus , there was a chance that 
it might miss the Earth. But 
when it was less than four hours 
away, and had already been 
picked up by the Moon-based 
radar network, he knew that 
there was no hope. All solar 
sailing . was over for the next 
five or six years until the Sun 
was quiet again. 

· A great sigh of disappointment 
swept across the Solar System. 
Diana and Lebedev were half
way between Earth and Moon, 
running neck and neck-and now 
no one would ever know which 
was the better boat. The enthusi
asts would argue the result for 
years; history would merely re-
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cord: Race cancelled owing to 
solar stonn. 

When John Merton received 
the order, he felt a bitterness 
hP had not known since childhood 
Across the years, sharp and clear, 
came the memory of his tenth 
birthday. He had been promised 
an exact scale model of the 
famous spaceship Morning Star, 
and for weeks had been planning 
how he would assemble it, where 
he would hang it up in his bed
room. And then, at the last 
moment, his father had broken 
the news. "I'm sorry, John
it costs too much money. May
be next year. . . . " 

Half a century and a successful 
lifetime later, he was a heart
broken boy again. 

For a moment, he thought of 
disobeying the Commodore. Sup
pose he sailed on, ignoring the 
warning? Even if the race were 
abandoned, he could make a 
crossing to the Moon that would 
stand in the record books for 
generations. 

But that would be worse than 
stupidity. It would be suicide 
-and a very unpleasant fonn of 
suicide. He had seen men die 
of radiation poisoning, when the 
magnetic shielding of their ships 
had failed in deep space. No
nothing was worth that . . . .  

He felt sorry for Dimitri Mar
koff as for himself; they both 
deserved to win, and now victory 
would go to neither. No man 
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could argue with the Sun in one 
of its rages , even though he 
might ride upon its beams to the 
edge of space. 

Only fifty ·miles astern now, 
the Commodore 's launch was 
drawing alongside Lebedev, pre
paring to take off her skipper. 
There went the silver sail, as 
Dimitri-with feeling that he 
would share-cut the rigging. 
The tiny capsule would be taken 
back to Earth, perhaps to be 
used again-but a sail was spread 
for one voyage only. 

He could press the jettison but
ton now, and save his rescuers 
a few minutes of time . But he 
could not do so. He wanted to 
stay aboard to the very end, on 
the little boat that had been for 
so long a part of his dreams and 
his life. The great sail was spread 
now at right angles to the Sun, 
exerting its utmost thrust. Long 
ago it had tom him clear of Earth 
-and Diana was still gaining 
speed. 

Then, out of nowhere, beyond 
all doubt or hesitation, he knew 
what must be done. For the last 
time � he sat down before the 
computer that had navigated him 
halfway to the Moon. 

When he had finishe d,  he 
packed the log and his few per
sonal belongings. Clumsily-for 
he was out of practice, and it 
was not an easy job to do by 
oneself-he climbed into the 
emergency survival suit.. 
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He was just sealing the hel- be travelling faster than any ship 
met when the Commodore's voice that man had ever built. 
called over the radio . "We'll be As the Sun's rays weakened 
alongside in five minutes, Cap- with distance, so her accelera
tain. Please cut your sail so we tion would fall. But even at the 
won't foul it."  orbit of Mars, she would be gain-

John Merton, first and last ing a thousand miles an hour 
skipper of the sun-yacht Diana, in every day. Long before then, 
hesitated for a moment . He she would be moving toq swiftly 
looked for the last time round for the Sun itself to hold her. 
the tiny cabin, with its shining Faster than any comet that had 
instruments ang its neatly ar- ever streaked in from the stars, 
ranged controls, now all locked she would be heading out into 
in their final positions. Then he the abyss. 
said to the microphone: " I 'm The glare of rockets, only a few 
abandoniDg ship. Take your time miles away, caught Merton's eye. 
to pick me up. Diana can look The launch was approaching to 
after herself. " pick him up at thousands of times 

There was no reply from the the acceleration that Diana could 
Commodore, and for that he was ever attain. But engines could 
grateful. Professor van Stratten burn for a few minutes only, 
would have guessed what was before theyexhaustedtheir fuel
happening-and would know while Diana would still be gain
that, in these final moments, he ing speed, driven outwards by 
wished to be left alone. the Sun's eternal fires, for ages 

He did not bother to exhaust yet to come. 
the airlock, and the rush of esca:p- "Good-bye, little ship," said 
ing gas blew him gently out in- John Merton. " I  wonder what 
to space; the thrust he gave her eyes will see you next, how many 
then was his last gift to Diana. thousand years from now?" 
She dwindled away from him , At last he felt at peace, as the 
sail glittering splendidly in the blunt torpedo of the launch nosed 
sunlight that would be hers for up beside him. He would never 
centuries to come. Two days from win the race to the Moon; but his 
now she would flash past the would be the first of all man's 
Moon; but the Moon� like the ships to set sail on the long j our
Earth, could never catch her. ney to the stars . 
Without his mass to slow her 
down, she would gain two thou- THE END 
sand miles an hour in every day 
of sailing. In a month, she would 
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For Each Man Kills 
Just after the last World War, science-fiction readers were 
practically deluged • by a spate of post-nuclear-war stories 
that soon killed each other off by sheer repetition of theme. 
Today, of course, most of them seem unnecessarily pessimis
tic even though we have yet to solve the problem posed by 
the Bomb-still there and bigger than ever. Some of those 
yarns, though, continue to shine as brightly now as they did 
then-among them the brilliantly extrapolative "Baldy" series 
by Lewis Padgett and Judith Merril's biting miniature " That 
Only a Mother." But the one that has haunted us all these 
years is William F. Temple's quietly u nderstated "For Each 
Man Kills," in which the central character finds himself-be
cause of an atomic pile that leaked neutrons like a sieve-in 
love with two women who legitimately end up falling in love 
with each other! 

WILLIAM E TEMPLE 
Illustrated by SUMMERS 

Copyright 1950 by Ziff-Davis Pub. Co. 
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SHE WAS different from most 
women, but one thing she had 

in common with all women: she 
knew that to keep a man waiting 
increased his desire for the sight 
of her. 

Ellen had called from the bed
room: "Make yourself at home, 
Russ . I've not finished dressing. 
The U.235 report is on the table 
. . . .  I'll be out in ten minutes." 

The ten minutes became twen
ty, and Russ hadn't glanced at 
the report. He'd wandered mood
ily about the room looking at 
pictures of Ellen. The portrait in 
oils in the alcove . Sloman had 
got something of Ellen, some
thing of the Gioconda smile, but 
as a whole of course it hadn't 
come off. Da Vinci himself 
couldn't have put all of Ellen on 
canvas. Not on one canvas . He'd 
have to fill a gallery with angles 
on her, and then, inevitably, 
there would still be something
an important something-that 
the mesh had been too coarse 
to hold. 

Sloman was no Da Vinci, but 
he was good. The best of the 
bunch in Pinetown. He'd have to 
remember to suggest Sloman's 
name to the Mayor for presi
dency of the Academy. When 
they'd put the roof back on it . . . .  

There was a miniature of Ellen, 
also by Sloman. He didn't like it 
much. The classic features were 
too classic. The pale blue eyes 
were not regarding you or any-
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thing in this world-what was 
left of it. It was that detached, 
silent mood, when Ellen gave 
her attention to other things 
than you and vouchsafednothing 
about them. And you suspected 
they were of more importance 
than you. Which was disquiet
ing if you loved her as Russell 
Howard did, with a fretting eager
ness to possess . 

There were three mirrors in the 
room. He inspected himself care
fully in each. He was still young
looking but the lines of responsi
bility were beginning to show. 

Three mirrors? The ration in 
Pinetown was one per apartment, 
and you had to 'be a 60-hour a 
week worker at that. He must 
sound Ellen about it. The glass
works was going well now, but 
the silvering bottleneck . . . .  

The hell with it. He'd come 
here to forget work. He wasn't 
Atlas. Why did he keep trying 
to be? 

There were fourteen photos of 
Ellen about the room. He count
ed them. They ranged from snaps 
to cabinets. The bulk of them pre
war. There were few chemicals 
to spare these dtys for purely 
personal photographs. 93 per cent 
of such chemicals were reserved 
for technical photography. About 
bromide: couldn't it be produced 
by . . .  ? 

He shrugged the world from 
his shoulders again with an effort. 

Come on, Ellen, he thought, 
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come and take me out of myself. 
Talk about Beethoven's last quar; 
tets, and the peak novels of 
Mawiac, the onmiscience of Bal
zac, the insight of Cezanne. And 
Siena and Amalfi and Bruges and 
Granada, and all those other won
derful faraway places you saw and 
whose beauty may now be dust 
for all anyone knows. 

Why do I always have to come 
to you? Why don't you come to 
the office sometimes, talk with 
me, and revive my faith in the 
vision I'm trying to build out 
of this ashcan-this Pinetown 
that never had beauty even be
fore the rockets hit it? 

His hand closed on the Palm 
Beach snap of Ellen and slipped 
it into his inner pocket. As he 
re-arranged the photos to cover 
the gap, he thought: that's one 
way I can carry you around with 
me. He liked that snap particu
larly. Ellen would never give him 
a photo of her. It was another odd 
side to her. 

The bedroom door opened and 
she came out. He realized at once 
that no photo could ever remote
ly compensate for her physical 
absence. That strange and excit
ing contrast of light blue eyes 
and raven-black hair . . . .  

"What's the program?" she 
asked. 

"Well," he said, hesitantly, 
"Jed's concert is postponed-he's 

, ill. And the movie house is shut: 
run out of carbons. Anyway, 
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we've seen all their films six 
times. Perhaps we could just sit 
here and talk?" 

She looked around the room. 
" I'd like a change of scenery. I'm 
tired of looking at me. Let's 
walk." 

"Not much change of scenery 
possible that way either," he 
said. "Still-O.K." 

They picked their way down 
the main street. The bigger holes 
had been filled in, but there were 
still enough small ones to twist 
your ankle unless you were care
ful. Russ frowned. "I most get 
on to Hawkins. Seems to me his 
labor squads are spending more 
time in the park than on main 
street. These pot-holes-" 

"You should be glad to see 
them," she said. "Only two years 
ago this street was twenty feet 
deep in debris, all the way. Haw
kins' men moved mountains. 
Look, Russ, let's forget it for 
awhile . "  

"Forget it! " he exclaimed. "I  
wish I could. But you can't es
cape it. Ev9fYWhere you look 
there's work screaming to be 
done. This town was half a cen
tury growing. It died in one 
night. We're trying to rebuild it 
on a shoestring-with shoe
strings. No gasoline, no coal, 
little timber, only salvaged rub
ber-name any raw material you 
like, and we either haven't got 
it or there's just enough to wear 

-on your finger." 
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She knew it all, she'd heard it 
all. But she also knew he'd come 
to her to be praised and soothed. 
She squeezed his arm_sympatheti
cally. "There's no shortage of 
enthusiasm," she said. "The 
Mayor and you have seen to 
that." 

"It was the Mayor," he said. 
"Without him we'd still be sitting 
on the rubble chewing our nails
and that's all we'd have to chew. 
He knew what to go for first: 
crops. He's organized everything 
since: labor squads, opening up 
the roads, patching up living 
quarters , rationing, the news
papers -we're even thinking 
about culture again. Before we're 
dead, we may have a city that's 
a work of art." 

They were nearing a lone 
Gothic arch. It was both the sole 
relic and the tombstone of the 
Protestant church. It could have 
been symbolic of anything, futil
ity or the indestructibility of de
sign, a monument to the betrayal 
of a religion or a sign still in
dicating the way. The low red 
sun threw a gaunt shadow of it 
across the new-laid turf of the 
park. And suddenly the relief of 
a decision came to him. This 
was the place, this was the time. 

He steered Ellen to a seat of 
yellow brick. Her hand was still 
on his arm, and he regarded it as 
he spoke. 

" Ellen, I want you to marry 
me. I don't know how you feel 
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about it. We've chummed around, 
I guess, because we've certain 
interests in common. Because 
sometimes one gets tired of talk
ing about the weather, and work, 
and how it was in the old days. 
But lately I've not been able 
to get you out of mymind. You're 
getting between me and every
thing. I've got to needing you 
somewhere near. Once, twice a 
week isn't enough. The waiting 
is hell. I want you to live with 
me . What do you say? " 

It was odd. He had said this 
twenty times in his imagination 
with passion. When it came to it, 
it was like someone else speaking. 
A quiet, impersonal voice. His 
attention seemed more upon the 
attention of her hand than on 
her reply. It was a slim, delicate 
hand. The nails scrupulously 
clean, shining, with little flecks 
of white on them. They meant 
pleasant surprises, someone had 
told him long ago. 

Then the hand was withdrawn 
from him , became a support for 
its owner's chin as she gazed 
abstractedly across the park at 
the flat desert. 

"Russ, you'd betterknow," she 
said, slowly;''"I've sopped up all 
I can find of atomic theory. Now 
I want to put it to use. I 've 
applied to work on the pile. The 
application ·was granted." 

He stared at her. 
"You're taking a hellish risk. 

It's stuck together with stamp-
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paper. It leaks neutrons like a 
sieve leaks water. I 'd much rather 
you keep away fromit until we've 
learned more about it." 

"The only way we can learn 
more about it is by practical ex
periment, trial and error. And 
hope we don't make one error 
too many. As you know, the 
literature we've managed to 
scrape together about atomic phy
sics could be tucked under one 
arm. If we're ever going to get 
this town looking like a town 
again, if we're going to have 
some degree of civilization, and 
if we ever hope to reach the 
world outside, we've got to have 
power. There's no other hope 
but the pile. "  

He gloomed, then answered re
luctantly: "All right, Ellen. But 
be careful. I don't want you fading 
away . . . .  I'm still waiting for an 
answer." 

"Oh, Russ, don't you under
stand? I've given you the answer. 
You remember what happened to 
Lilian Webb, who was the only 
woman who worked on the pile?" 

Russell Howard went rigid. He 
paled slowly. 

"Do you mean, that might hap
pen to you?" He had difficulty 
in speaking. The hinges of his 
jaws were stiff. 

" It's very likely. It could be 
termed an occupational disease. "  

H e  gripped her by the elbows , 
swung her round to face him. 
"Now, listen to me," he said, 
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grimly and deliberately: "You're 
not-" 

"Let me go," she said, very 
quietly. He could feel that her 
body had gone as tense as his . 
All friendliness had left her. She 
stared at him with eyes that had 
become wide and ice-blue. Slowly, 
he took his hands from her. He 
had known of this side of her 
character, but this was the first 
time it had been directed towards 
him. 

"You're not the Mayor yet," 
she said. "Until you are , you 
have no authority to tell me what 
I shall or shan't do. Remember 
that." 

He, who daily ordered the lives 
of half the town, felt like a repri
manded schoolboy. Instinctively, 
he covered it with anger. 

"You'd better remember your
self you've a duty to the com
munity. We've far too few wom
en, and far too many of tho se 
have been barren by radiation. 
We have a generation to rear. 
If you think because of your in
tellectual arrogance you're ex
empt-" 

She got up and walked away: 
He sat gripping the edge of the 
seat and gazing after her. Sud
denly he jumped to his feet and 
gave the seat a mighty kick. It 
had only been constructed that 
day.One yellow brick fell out. 

He swore,and stuck it crook
edly back. Then he went daw
dling along behind Ellen, feeling 
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ferocious. She was stepping cir
cumspectly over the rough 
ground. 

At the comer where the drug
store had been, Lefty Smith step
ped out of a broken doorway. 
He didn ' t  l ook aro und, and 
thought Ellen was unescorted. 
He fell in behind her. 

" Hello, sister, how 'bout you 
an' me-" 

Russell pulled him round by 
the ear. 

" Smith, you're incorrigible," 
he said. "You're for the cooler 
t omorrow. Me anwhile, here 's 
something to go on with." 

His uppercut was misjudged, 
and caught Smith in the Adam's 
apple. "Sorry," said Russell, and 
split Smith's lip with a straight 
left. Smith decided to lie down 
and think it over. He'd served his 
pmpose as an outlet for Russ's 
feelings, anyway. 

Ellen had watched this brief 
slaughter. Russ saw the passing 
glint of excitement in her eyes. 
Yes, she was different from all 
women and yet like all women. 
She got a kick out of seeing men 
fighting for her. 

"I'd better see you back to your 
apartment," Russ grunted. 

"As you wish," she said, dis
tantly. " But don't unbotton yow
armor, Sir Lancelot-you're not 
staying." 

At the bottom of the stairs, she 
said: "There's no need to come 
up." 
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"I didn't pick up that uranium 
report, and the Mayor wants it 
tonight. "  

" Oh, well-come on, then." 
As soon as he entered, he be

gan: "Ellen-" 
"There's the report," she said, 

thrusting it into his hand. 
"Look," he said, " let me get 

this straight, and I'll go . You 
love science more than you love 
me. Is that it? " 

" You could put it that way. " 
" Right," he said. "That ends 

it."  He tmned to go. 
"Wait," she said. "If you don't 

mind, I'd like back that snapshot. 
The one that stood there." She 
indicated the place. 

"Do you make an inventory 
every time I come and go?" he 
asked, sarcastically. 

She held out her hand. 
"I'd like to keep it to remem

ber you by," he said, taking it 
from his pocket and looking at 
it. 

"I don't want you to remem
ber me." And then she said an 
odd thing: "I don't want to re
member myself." 

He passed it  to her silently, and 
left. For the rest of his life he 
remembered the sight of her 
standing, watching him go. The 
tall, very feminine figure. The 
dark sweep of hair. The photo 
in one slim white hand. The un
usual pale blue eyes watching 
him with the detachedness of 
royalty. 
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It was the last he saw of Ellen 
Carr. 

Chapter ll 

He trudged along the pitted 
road towards the Mayor's house . 
The last twenty minutes had been 
unreal. They hadn't registered. 
Things had happened, things had 
been said. But they had all been 
too quick. Time was only now 
slowly giving them form and 
significance. He had been a wor
ried man, seeking to park his 
cares for the evening, even daring 
to hope for Ellen's permanent 
companionship. And suddenly he 
had butted into a wall and lost 
that companionship forever. 

He was bewildered, angry, un
happy. There was a queer ache 
about his heart. 

The Mayor was inking in a pile 
of tracings for blueprints, in the 
fading daylight. The candles were 
laid beside the candlesticks, ready 
for the continuance of work after 
dark. He allowed himself four a 
night, burnt in pairs. He never 
stopped work until the last can
dle had sputtered and died. 

Mayor Pat Walkley was 69. He'd 
come to Pinetown an illiterate 
bricklayer of 18. He'd educated 
himself, lifted himself by his own 
bootstraps, and become the big
gest contractor and wealthiest 
man in town. When he became 
Mayor, he retired from business . 
In the short year before the war 

FOR EAC H MAN K illS 

struck he did more for Pinetown 
than any other man in its history. 

For one thing, he'd got Pine
town on atomic power ahead of 
many more important towns. And 
the secret wish of his heart had 
been granted: there had been 
an article about him in Reader's 
Digest. 

Russ walked in. 
"Here's the U.235 report from 

Miss Carr," he said ina low voice, 
stuck it in a corner of the table, 
and slumped in a chair. 

"Miss Carr? " echoed the older 
man. He scratched his head with 
the end of the mapping pen, 
and looked at Russ from under 
his white eyebrows. But Russ 
didn't say anything. Walkley 
picked up the report. 

"H'm," he said,  presently. 
" The pile's getting mighty low. 
I don't know how long I'm going 
to last myself, but it looks like 
I'll see the last of our U.235 out. 
Something's got to be done, son. " 

"I sn't there plutonium-or 
something?" said Russell, indif
ferently. 

Walkley said, "There's proba
bly something. The hell of it is 
that I wouldn't know the some
thing if I saw it. Neither would 
you. Why did the bomb have to 
take the whole technical staff of 
the pile in one swipe? If it had 
spared but the youngest appren
tice, he'd have known more than 
the rest of us. We're kids play
ing with fire, but we've got to 
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have that fire . We've got to es
tablish contact with any other 
oases there may be." 

"This may be the sole Ararat , "  
muttered Russ. 

" Remember the airplane of the 
17th May." 

Russ remembered. Two citizens 
had reported seeing a plane, fly
ing some twenty miles off, low 
along the western horizon. It had 
passed and gone. It was never 
seen again. But the whole town 
had become wildly excited and 
kept a smoke-fire burning in the 
market square for a week. 

Russ had been as excited and 
hopeful as the rest. But now he 
was wearing dark glasses. " It 
was probably a bird or an optical 
illusion," he said. "The radio 
doesn't even give us an illusion." 

·There were twenty-three radio 
receiving sets left intact in the 
town. Since the raid nothing had 
been heard on them but static. 

The Mayor said, " Broadcasting 
stations are primary objectives in 
war. Maybe there's not one work
ing anywhere on the continent. 
But you can't wipe out human 
beings as easily as that. There 
must be millions still around. 
Maybe it's not really too bad out 
there. You can'tj udge everything 
by Pinetown. "  

" I f  they can flatten a n  unimpor
tant, unproductive place like this, 
in the middle of a desert . . .  ," 
began Russ loudly, but the Mayor 
shushed him. 
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"Let it rest . What's got into 
you to-night, Russ? You're the 
guy who's going to step into my 
shoes, and I've always thought 
you the right guy. But these 
shoes aren't for anyone who can 
only beef and think negatively. 
If you don't have faith that all's 
going to tum out for the best 
in the end, you won't get far. 
It's all in the point of view-" 

"All right, I read your article 
in the Digest, " Russ growled. 

The Mayor colored a little. He 
started screwing two of the can
dles in the sticks. 

"You're sore at me over some
thing. What is it? " he asked 
quietly. 

"You gave Ellen Carr permis
sion to work on the pile, didn't 
you?" 

" I  did." Still quietly. 
' 'Knowing that the thing's 

short on graphite and radiates 
like a log fire." 

"It's not all that bad. Anyway, 
Ellen knows the extent of the 
danger. She knows more about 
it than either of us." 

• •y ou reqtember what happened 
to Lilian Webb? " pursued Russ. 
" It may happen to Ellen. She 
told me. "  

"She told me too," murmured 
Walkley, and began playing with 
the two unlit candles. "Even in 
the old days, it seems , no one 
knew much about the effect of 
neutron radiation on people. They 
knew continued X-radiation pro-
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duced sterility in males , and that 
neutron radiation, is four times 
more powerful in that direction. 
And they knew that in females 
neutron radiation is liable to start 

_
t�?�s on �e internal organs, 
particularly the kidneys. That's 
what happened to Webb." 

"And then?" 
"A benign tumor on the kid

ney pressed upon the cortex of 
one of the suprarenal bodies. 
That made it empty into the blood
stream a good deal more than 
the natural supply of sex hor
mone . Result: virilism. She de
veloped masculine characteris
tics. Became , in fact, a man. 
There were many such cases 
known to medical history." 

" Couldn't Doc Willis have cut 
away the tumor? " 

" Willis is just a G. P. Our only 
surviving medical man of any 
sort. He's not a surgeon. He could 
diagnose, but he couldn't oper
ate. In any case, Webb wanted 
to keep on work at the pile. 
The tumor would have grown 
again. H the change should hap
pen to Ellen, it'll be permanent. 
She knows that. She went into it 
with her eyes open. You can't 
blame me." 

"I can blame you for taking her 
from me. To-night I asked her to 
be my wife." 

One of the candles dropped 
from the Mayor's hand, rolled 
over a tracing and smudged the 
still wet ink. 
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"Russ. I had no idea. ! thought 
-you were just friends. H I'd 
have known-" 

He came arond the table an(l 
put a hand on Russell's shoulder. 

" I 'll cancel the permission," 
he said. 

"It wouldn't give me Ellen 
back," said Russell. " The split's 
come now. She turned me down 
deliberately. She admitted her 
love for science was greater than 
her love for me." 

"She means her love of the 
good science can do, not science 
itself. Look, Russ , to keep the 
town healthy and well fed we've 
got to recover some of the old 
knowledge. We need all the 
science we can get. We only pro
duce just enough food. H there's 
a threat of blight to the crops, 
we want to know what to do. 
The population is bound to in
crease-" 

"Not if all the women behave 
like Ellen Carr," said Russ. 

" We've got to make arable land 
of that desert-somehow. Some 
application of atomic power may 
do it. There's medicine . We've 
one overworked doctor and no 
therapy center. Ellen dug some 
book out of the library ruins. It's 
badly burnt, like the rest. But 
there was some important dope 
on extracting radioactive isotopes 
from U.235. They've invaluable 
medical uses, for one thing. H 
Ellen has to sacrifice her sex, 
it'll be in the cause of us all , 
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not for any private reason." 
"I don't give a hoot about her 

reasons," said Russell, bitterly. 
"She didn't see fitto discussthem 
with me. She chose her path. 
She can take it. If I were made 
Mayor right now I'd still let her 
go , and be damned to her." 

"You'll get over this bitterness, 
Russ. To-morrow morning-" 

But Mayor Walkley was not to 
know to-morrow morning. Russ 
leaned forward to rest his elbows 
on his knees, and the bullet that 
was meant for the back of his 
head fanned his hair and drilled 
into the Mayor's heart. 

At the report, Russ leaped up, 
seized his chair by its arms and 
flung it behind him. One leg 
grazed Lefty Smith's cheek. The 
other knocked the smoking re
volver from his hand. 

Lefty dived after the gun. Russ 
dived after Lefty, grabbing one of 
the candlesticks as he passed. 

Lefty got the gun. At the same 
time he got a crack on the skull 
from the base of the candlestick. 
The base was heavily weighted 
with lead. Lefty had a thin skull. 

He'd missed his revenge, and now 
he'd missed all chance of it. 

There was no to-morrow for 
him either. 

With a little groan, Russ knelt 

over Walkley. Even in the flicker
ing light of the remaining candle, 
it was plain enough. 

The Mayor was dead. Long live 
the Mayor! 
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CHAPTER III 

The new Mayor's inheritance 
was the broken bones of a city, 
several hundred square 

-
miles 

of desert, unending work and 
absolute authority. Pinetown was 
under a benevolent dictatorship, 
but it was a dictatorship. 

" Democ-r-acy can return later, 
when there's time for subcommit
tees to argue," Walkley had said. 
"First things first. Order and dis
cipline, single-minded direction
until we're on our feet. That 

means rule by a strong man who 
knows what to do and the quick
est way to do it. And that means 
me, and probably my successor. 
We'll see." 

Russell Howard continued the 
autocracy. He hoped it wouldn't 
be too long before he could spread 
the burden. But Walkley had left 
plenty of pressing problems un
solved. 

Of the sheaves of atomic mis
siles launched at the Pinetown 
area, only a few single rockets 
had hit the center of the target. 
Whether intentionally or not, the 
bulk had saturated a great outer 
circle around the city, well out 
in the desert. The terrain of po
rous rock out there had retained - - -

the radioactivity unusually long. 
It was still an impassable barrier, 
and fr om the Geiger-Muller 
counts would remain so for a 
long time yet. 
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No exploring party had found 
a break in it. No storming out 
expedition had survived the cross
ing of it. There were no planes , 
no automobiles. The monorail 
that used to bear the 20th Cen
tury through Pinetown dropped 
into a great bomb crater like a 
frozen thread of water. 

The isolation had to be broken. 
It must be faced: Pinetown was 
not self-sufficient. The water 
supply was limited. Therefore, 
so was irrigation and the crops . 
Scarcely any raw materials, no 
fuel. They were living on their 
small and dwindling capital. They 
must link up with outside . 

Walkley and he had been work
ing on an airplane, to be driven 
electrically by a battery charged 
from the pile. It was a bizzare 
contraption, a patchwork from 
half a dozen wrecked fighters. 
They knew little of aerody
namics. It was probably a 
death trap . But it had to be 
finished. 

There were many things that 
had to be finished . . . .  

The new Mayor worked eight
een hours a day and often more. 
They said his energy was mirac
ulous, greater than Walkley's at 
his peak. They didn't know he 
was cramming his mind with a 
thousand things to squeeze out 
the one thing that sought to 
dominate it: the memory of Ellen 
Carr. 

There was no Ellen Carr now. 
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But there was an Alan Carr, a 
young man who worked at the 
pile. This Russell knew from re
ports. He'd never been near the 
pile again, nor Ellen's old apart
ment. Sometimes he wondered 
whether his drive to break out 
of the city was anything else than 
a desperate flight from all that. 

He'd organized an H.Q. on quite 
a scale. There was a drawing 
office. There were desks , type
writers, files, even a dictaphone 
they'd got going. No candles, but 
electric light burning all night
run on a line fron the pile. 

There were executives, design
ers, clerks , typists. 

Especially one typist. 
Her name was Maureen. She 

was eighteen, and she came from 
what had been uptown. She was 
petite, dainty, uncomplicated. No 
Mona Lisa smile about her, but 
a cheerful grin. She was of Celtic 
stock. She had black hair and 
light blue eyes, and when you 
saw her face at a certain angle
you felt a little stab, if Ellen 
Carr had meant anything to you. 

Was that stab pain or pleasure? 
Russ didn't know. But he found 
it grew necessary, and unless 
Maureen was around it became 
hard to concentrate. When she 
was there, a void was filled. 

He found he was sleeping bet
ter. And others found his temper 
better. 

Maureen became his private 
secretary. The next development 
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was old, old. She affected sophis
tication in her speech sometimes, 
but she was quite uncalculating. 
He wondered whether she ever 
thought of him beyond his work. 
But these days he scarcely ex
isted beyond his work. He must 
show her he had other interests. 
That he was human. 

He took her to one of Jed's 
little shows. And then a dance. 

On the way home: "Maureen," 
he said. " Are  you the marrying 
sort?" 

"Oh, I think so. It runs in the 

family. My mother got married." 
" Would you consider marrying 

me?" 
She colored faintly, and looked 

away. 
"Yes, I'd-I'd consider it." 
She didn't resist his kiss. 
Soon at the office they were 

e xchanging little aff ectionate 
messages with their eyes-pri

vately, intimately, despite the 
press of company and business. 
They became engaged. 

Then one day Maureen didn't 
turn up at the office. She sent 
a message to say she wasn't well. 
Russ stuck it till midday, then 
s acrificed his lunch to go and see 
her. 

She lay on the couch. The vi
vacity had left her. She was very 
pale. Even her eyes seemed more 
pale.  Pale blue eyes. Russ inhib
ited a memory. 

"Hello, Russ . . . .  Guess I've been 
overeating." 
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"Overworking, more exactly. 
I've been a fool, crowding you 
along. I should have remembered 
women have difficulties men 
never think of. Next time, girlie, 
don't be afraid to tell me . I'm 
six hundred kinds of a fool, but 
don't let me hurt you again." 

" It isn't that, Russ, It's-! don't 
know what. I haven't the energy 
of a louse in its dotage :- Doc 
Willis doesn't know what it is, 
either." 

Doc Willis didn't, then. But at 
the end of a week, when he saw 
his patient develop purpuricrash, 
enlargement of the lymphatic 
glands, and a high temperature 
accompanied by a growing anae
mia, he knew all right. 

He came thrusting into the 

office in the middle of a con
ference on the relaying of the 
sewage system. He wanted to see 
Russ immediately . 

Russ told hiip: "If we don't 

get this business settled to-day, 
you'll have more cases of bu
bonic plague on your hands than 
you'll know what to do with." 

Willis said: "If anyone gets bu
bonic, you have to shoot 'em
that's all I know what to do. 
I'm here about something we 
can deal with right away-a-':J.d 

it's got to be dealt with right 
away." 

"What's that?" 
"The case of Maureen Knight." 
R�sell went taut. "I'll be right 

with you-This meeting is ad-
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j ourned for an hour. That enough, 
Doc?" 

"Should be." 
The office cleared, save for the 

Mayor and the doctor. 
"What's wrong with Maureen, 

Doc?" 
" Leukemia." 
"Is that bad?" 
Doc Willis chewed his thwnb

nail and gazed at the floor. 
"Medical science has always 

regarded it as fatal. Arsenic or 
benzole can stave it off for a 
bit. Not for long. Maureen's is 
a chronic case threatening to turn 
acute." 

Russell's face was like stone. 
"I thought you said we can deal 
with it." 

"It's this way," said Willis . 
"Leukemia is a hyperphasia of 
the tissues producing white cells 
in the blood. An excess of white 
cells is anaemia. Her blood's get
ting clogged with 'em. You can 
break 'em down with X-rays
if you can get them without at 
the same time burning up the 
healthy tissues. But that's near 
enough impossible with exterior 
radiation, or even with radium 
needles. However, just before the 
war they were developing a tech
nique for getting around that, 
using radioactive tracers. "  

"What are they?" 
" I  think," said the doctor, get

ting to his feet, "you'd better 
hear about them from the person 
who knows most about them-
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Alan Carr. He's waiting outside. 
There was a pause. 
"Bring him in," said Russell 

Howard. 
It might have been Ellen's 

brother. He was tall, slim, pale. 
The black hair was cropped short. 
The lips were pale now, and 
around them was the light shadow 
of shaven hair. 

There were little, curling black 
hairs on the backs of his 
hands . . . .  The hands were thin, 
muscular, stained from work
there was no memory of Ellen 
there. But Ellen looked at him 
through the pale blue eyes, and 
the faint, enigmatic smile was El
len, too-it touched him on a 
nerve, and he winced. 

"Do you wish me to stay?" ask
ed Doc Willis. 

"Yes, Yes. Stay," said Russell, 
jerkily. He put his fingers to his 
eyelids, as though his eyes ached, 
and passed the tips down his 
cheeks. He affected weariness, in
difference. " Perhaps your col
league will explain his technique 
for dealing with leukemia." He 
spoke as though Alan Carr was a 
stranger. Perhaps he was. 

In a quiet, unemasculated 
voice, Carr said: "Theoretically, 
it's simple. In practice, less so. 
The marrow of the bones is the 
chief birthplace of white blood 
cells. We have to get radioactiv
ity into the marrow to break down 
the excess of those cells. Radium 
would ·be fatal. Its effect lasts 
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too long. 1690 years too long, to 
be exact. But, by exposing them 
to neutron streams from the pile, 
we can make common chemicals 
radioactive. Including substances 
absorbed into the body by metab
olism." 

"Such as? "  
" Iodine , carbon, phosphorous. 

These treated substances act 
chemically in the same way as 
their inert isotopes . Now, bones 
have a large phosphorous con
tent. A large proportion of phos
phorous taken in food will be 
deposited in the bones. If some 
of that phosphorous is radioac
tive . . . .  " 

"I get it," said Russell. "But 
prolonged radioactivity in the 
body is fatal you say. How, 
then-" 

"The half-life of radio-phospho
rous is only fourteen days. Just 
long enough to produce good ef
fects and avoid harmful ones . 
Treatment can be continued ac
cording to the patient's condi
tion." 

"Then a permanent cure is pos
sible? " said Russell. 

"Possible, yes , but certain, no," 
said Carr. " We don't know 
enough about it to be certain. 
Even before the war they didn't 
know enough about it. And I've 
only a few tattered scraps of in
formation to go on. Those, and 
my j udgment." 

Russell was thoughtful and si
lent. 
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" It's the only chance ," Doc 
Willis prompted. "If it's not cer
tain, the alternative is-1 can as
sure you of that." 

Russell took out his handker
chief to wipe his lips. 

"Begin treatment at once ," he 
said muffledly." 

CHAPTER IV 

Alan Carr had attended Mau
reen Knight for two months, su
pervised four meals containing 
radioactive phosphorous and 
traced it with a G.-M. counter, and 
made copious notes. He had also 
made hervery thorough acquaint
ance. There was not a great deal 
to know about her. She was not 
complex. 

On the other hand, he remained 
enigmatical to her, and because-of 
that, fascinating. She realized she 
only knew a comer of him, and 
there were great tracts of his 
knowledge, experience and appre
hension that were hidden from 
her. Constantly she tried to dis
cover more of him. They had long 
talks . . . .  

She spent most of the day on a 
chaise-longue reading the books 
he had lent her, listening to the 
Chopin he played for her, reflect
ing on some life-revealing thing 
he had said. He was far more 
handsome than Russ , more cour
teous , more understanding. And 
more self-controlled. 

Perruips, she thought, he was 
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more understanding because he 
had once been a woman. It was 
the strangest thing; trying to pic
ture him as Ellen Carr. She al
ways faile�. Maybe because she 
had never known Ellen Carr. Al
an was completely masculine. 
Very attractively so. 

Russell called as often as he 
could slip the responsibilities of 
the Mayoralty. It wasn't often. 
And he was usually worried and 
tended to unload his worries on 
her. It was rather thoughtless, she 
thought. He seemed to expect 
from her a strength she'd never 
had since this languishing anae
mia set in. Though she was feel
ing noticeably better now. 

She began to notice that she 
l ooked forward to the visits of 
Alan, while those Of Russ took 
all her patience. 

One day Russ arrived while Al
an Carr was there. Maureen was 
talking with real animation to 
Alan. It was an animation Russ 
rarely saw nowadays .  His face 
lighted up. It was Maureen of 
the office days, the grin, the 
cracks she tried to make sound 
sophisticated. 

Alan Carr stood up. All except 
the halt had to stand in the pres
ence of the Mayor. 

"Sit down, Alan," said Russ. It 
was the first time he'd used the 
name, the first time he'd felt any 
kind disposition towards him. 
Car had restored Maureen. That 
must never be forgotten. 
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"I was just going," said Alan 
Carr. 

"I'll see you to the door," 
said Russ. 

Carr shrugged slightly. He gave 
Maureen a parting smile. She 
started to smile back, and then 
her face went serious, as though 
she had suddenly thought of 
something. Russ saw it, and was 
vaguely disturbed. 

But, out of earshot of Maureen, 
he said: "Well, Alan Carr, it's odd 
how things tum out. I lost the 
one I loved to science. If I hadn't, 
I should have lost the one I love 
now. Maybe I can appreciate your 
point now. I mean, to love science 
is to love what it can do for peo
ple generally, instead of restrict
ing it to one person. That's it, 
huh?" 

That faint pllZlling smile was 
evident again. This time it �dn't 
wound. Rather, it irritated. Russ 
didn't like to be smiled at when 
he was trying to be sincere. But 
he never had been certain of the 
source of that smile. It was some
thing deep and probably not akin 
to anything in Russ's own nature. 

"I don't think you appreciate 
my point at all," said Alan Carr. 
" I  doubt if you'll ever be able 
to. Good day." 

Russell went back, his petur
bation growing. He didn't like 
uncertainty. His instinctive reac
tion to it was to take positive 
action. He went straight to the 
point. 
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"Maureen, by all reports you're 
on the upgrade-thanks to Carr. 
I don't want to rush you, but I'd 
like us to get married as soon as 
possible. D'you think you'd be 
well enough by, say, next week?" 

"Russ," she said, not looking 
at him, fingering a worn place 
in the tapestry of the couch, "I  
was going to ask you to release 
me from our engagement." 

Maureen bit her lip. 
"What?" It was as if he'd been 

hit by something solid. 
"I'm sorry," she said. "You've 

been so good to me. I like you 
an awful lot, really. I thought I 
loved you. I did love you. It's 
only that I've found I love some
one more." 

"Who?" 
"Alan." 

He sat down, and didn't know 
whether to laugh, cry, or break up 
the furniture. He began a silly 
little tittering. It was all so 
damned crazy·. 

The person he had once hoped 
to marry looked like the person 
marrying the person he now hop
ed to marry. Say that again, and 
try to make it sound sense. It 
was like one of those riddles about 
who is whose father. His late love 
had come to steal his present 
love. The two girls he wanted to 
marry end up by marrying each 
other! Any way you looked at it, 
it was still the maddest thing since 
Jonah and the whale. 

"And what does Alan think 
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about it?" he asked, presently. 
" He loves me. He told me so." 
"I  see ," he said. "I see." Quite 

calmly, he went on: "Well, Mau
reen, I can't hope to change your 
feelings by argument, so I won't 
try. You know I love you and al
ways shall. Let's leave itat that. " 

But a- little devil of white-hot 
anger had been born inside him . 

A. devil who was growing, taking 
possession of him, and who had 
no intention of leaving it at that. 

Russell Howard went home. He 
locked himself in his apartment 
with several quarts of rye and 
bourbon. 

The jag lasted a week. He saw 
no one, would answer no one, 
and ate nothing but a few crack
ers. 

When he came out of it, he 
wasn't  Russell Howard any more. 
He was Nature's chosen agent to 
avenge an abominable outrage 
that had been done to her. That 
was the way he saw it. Or per
haps that was the way the devil 
who possessed his sickened and 
humiliated soul made him see it. 
He was Mother Nature's special 
representative charged with a ho
ly mission. 

He turned up at the office with 
bloodshot eyes and a splitting 
head. He had a week's growth of 
beard. That would have to wait. 
His hands were too shaky to deal 
with it now, and he didn't want 
a barber_ or anyone else to lay a 
finger on his riven skull. 
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The acting secretary, a fat 
blonde woman, was quivering 
with the burden of urgency. 

"Oh, Mr. Howard, I've been 
trying to get you for the last three 
days. There's a report in fromthe 
atomic pile-" 

"Send someone for some sand
wiches," he said tersely. "I'm 
hungry." 

"Yes, but-" 
"Go on!" he ·roared. 
She jellied away, but was brave 

enough to return before the sand
wiches.  

" Mr. Howard, this is important. 
The fuel at the pile is running un
expectedly low. It may last an
other two weeks, not more." 

He stared at her. "Someone's 
responsible for miscalculation, 
then," he said. "I understood 
there was enough for several 
months yet. Giveme thatreport." 

As he reached to take it, the 

whole plan leapt into his mind, 
complete and detailed. It was as 
though it had already been pre
pared by someone and held in re
serve until this destined moment. 
Oh, yes, he was only an agent, 
doing the bidding of a power 
greater than himself. He could not 
have thought this up himself. 

"Send for Rollins," he said, 
quietly. "And when he's on his 
way, send for Alan Carr and have 
him wait in the outer office." 

He'd digested the report on the 
l1.235 situation when Rollins ar� 

rived. 
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"Sit down, Rollins. How's the 
anti-radiation equipment going? " 

Rollins had for some time been 
working on Project Breakout No. 
10, the organization for the next 
attempt to cross the wide radio
active belt. The main new points 
of this Project were special suits 
and masks to be worn by the 
party and insulated tents to sleep 
in during the traverse. 

Rollins said: " 'Fraid there's, 
nothing fresh to be added to my 
last report. Can't get the material 
to guarantee more than 53% pro
tection. If it weren't for these 
darned shortages-particularly 
graphite-" 

" Never mind. That's good 
enough. Get four suits and a 
tent to hold four ready by 
Tuesday next." 

"But they'll be death-traps," 
said Rollins , surprised. "They 
won't stop anyone being burned 
to the guts before they're half
way across the belt." 

"No one's crossing the belt," 
said Russell. "It's just a little 
foraging party. " 

"Even so, I wouldn't hold a 
brief for their lives for more than 
a couple of days." 

Russell rang for the secretary. 
"Show Mr. Rollins out and Mr. 

Carr in." 
He didn't have to remind Rol

lins he was under orders. Rolli 
knew there could be no furth r 
argument. He left, depr sscd. 

Alan Carr came in. 
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Russell didn't tell him to sit 
down. He made him stand. 

"I hear the U.Z35is running out. 
Why wasn't I informed earlier of 
this?" Russell snapped it out like 
a whip. 

"Because you were drunk and 
incapable," said Carr, calmly. 

"Somebody at the pile must 
have been the same way-or j ust 
plain incapable," said Russell. 
"The last figures show a reserve 
of at least five months." 

Carr shrugged. "Not my de
partment. I'm not running the 
pile. I'm only engaged in re
search.''  

"Well, well. That's a fine exhi
bition of the spirit of science, I 
must say. Nothing to do with you, 
eh? I thought you were so keen 
on science you'd sacrifice any
thing-or anybody-for it?" 

He could not help the empha
sis on "anybody." That wound 
still had not healed. 

' 'Your thoughts are not my 
affair, either, Mr. Howard." 

Russ clenched his fist, then 
slowly unwound it. Crude vio
lence now would spoil the great
er plan. He looked narrowly at the 
slim, cool figure . It was Ellen's 
eyes that stared him out. He look
ed down at the report again. 

" We'll soon see how far this de
votion to science goes," he mut
tered. And suddenly he shot out: 
" Do you love Maureen Knight?" 

There was a silence. 
"I am bound to answer ques-
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tions dealing with my work," said 
Carr, in a low voice, "but my per
sonal affairs remain my personal 
affairs." 

Russell depressed the comers of 
his lips. 

"And I thanked you for saving 
her for me! You saved her for 
yourself.''  

"She's not saved for anybody," 
said Carr. "For a long time yet 
she'll need a diet of radioactive 
phosphorous to keep her alive. 
And the pile will run out in a 
couple of weeks." 

"Can't you build up a store? " 
The question was perfunctory. 
He knew the answer well enough. 

"If I baked ten tons of phos
phorous, it would all lose radio
activity within fourteen days." 

"So we've both lost Maureen, 
it seems. You don't appear to be 
very upset." 

"Don't I? " said Alan Carr, and 
Russell was reminded that there 
were still a lot of angles about 
that personality he hadn't even 
guessed about. There was some 
pattern of deep emotions behind 
that controlled exterior. What that 
pattern was he'd never know un
less Carr unburdened himself. 
There was small likelihood of 
that. 

"Be that as it may, I'mgoing to 
give you the chance to save her," 
said Russell. 

Carr went very still. "How?" 
"I've been investigating a re

port that there's � unexploded 
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atomic rocket lying out there in 
the radioactive belt. It's the real 
thing, all right. Here's a photo tak
en through a telescopic lens . . . .  
You'll be able to see .it through 
a telescope from Point 679 on a 
hearing of Z3 degrees." 

"You're sending me? "  
"I'm putting the facts before 

you. We want that U.Z}S out of 
the bomb . It'll be a ticklish busi
ness getting it out. You know 
more about it than anyone . You're 
the safest bet. We've got to have 
the stuff. If we don't, my air
plane will never get off the ground 
and the chances of reaching the 
outside slip near to zero. And if 
you care for Maureen, here's your 
chance to keep her alive. I'll 
send three huskies with you from 
the labor squads to do the heavy 
work. Rollins will have protec
tive suits and a tent ready for 
all of you by Tuesday." 

They held each other in a 
steady gaze for a long moment. 

Russ thought: He knows I'm 
sending him to his death. He 
knows that if he gets back at all, 
he'll be burned to a cinder. 

But Carr said nothing. 
Russ said: "It's all for the sake 

of science, you know. You're not 
choosey about making sacrifices 
for that? You used not to be." 

Bitterness stained every word. 
"I'll go," said Carr. "Is that 

all?" 
Russ nodded. The bitterness 

had turned into a pain that grip-
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ped him so · that he could not 
speak. 

Alan Carr turned to leave. The 
ghost of the strange smile had 
come back. He said something 
under his breath. Russ caught a 
bit of it: " . . .  kills the thing he 
loves ." 

"What was that?" j erked Russ. 
"Oh, nothing . . . .  " The door 

closed behind Carr. 

CHAPTER V 

They'd been gone thirty-four 
hours. They should be near the 
bomb now. Perhaps they'd al
ready pitched camp at it. 

Russ was beginning his second 
quart of whisky. 

He had tried to see Maureen. 
She'd held him off. Sent a mes
sage by Doc Willis that she didn't 
feel well enough to receive visi
tors. Doc upheld her. 

Of course, they both knew he'd 
sent Alan Carr to practically cer
tain death through a mad jeal
ousy. Everyone knew he was 
playing Othello. 

There had been no need to 
risk killing off the

· 
best scientific 

brain in the town. A score of 
other atomic workers knew 
enough to have made a fair at
tempt at the j ob. 

Russ reached for the glass. As 
his fingers touched it, there came 
a low distant rumbling. It was a 
purely conditioned reflex action 
as he plunged straight to the 
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floor, under the table, leavingthe 
whisky standing above his head. 
That sound was an echo from 
the long night when Pinetown 
died. 

The rumbling swelled into a 
rolling roar. A blast of heated 
air smote Pinetown like the ham
mer of Thor. The building heav
ed, the window flew into a thou
sand fragments, the ceiling came 
down with a rush and a choking 
gray cloud of plaster dust sprang 
from the floor and filled the 
room. 

All through Pinetown unsafe 
buildings rocked and fell, and a 
rack of burning sand and dust 
rolled like a tidal wave over the 
town. All at once it was twilight, 
though the red smeary sun hung 
up there at zenith. A glow wa5 
spreading in the building across 
the street: a fire had started. 

Then the wind passed, carry
ing much brick dust mixed with 
the dust of the desert. The glow 
across the road shrank but stil 
continued to burn. The faint crad 
le of its progress, a slitheriJli 
here and there of loose debris, 
and some distant calls for help 
were the only sounds in the town 
now. 

Russ heard none of them. He 
lay under a splintered table lis
tening to a dead voice in his 
mind. 

There's no new wisdom, 
Russ. It's all in the Upani-
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shads: Datta. Dayadhvam. 
Damyata. To give. To sym
pathize. To keep control. 
There's no other way to live 
fully . . . .  

Live fully! And he'd smashed 
that bright and aware life like 
someone slamming at a rat. Give! 
- he'd given a death sentence. 
Sympathize! He'd had plenty of 
sympathy. For himself. Keep con
trol! That was a laugh. 

So he laughed. He laughed un
til he cried. He thought he'd been 
living in hell. Now he found what 
hell was really like. 

CHAPTER VI 

It was well past the middle of 
the night when Doc Willis came 
banging at the split door. There 
was no need to bang so loudly. 
Russell was awake. For three 
weeks now he'd scarcely known 
what sleep was. But he had 
learned the living death of in
somnia. Russell opened up. 

" It's Maureen," said Doc. ''Her 
chances of seeing the dawn are 
pretty small. I think she knows 
it. She wants to see you. "  

"I've tried a dozen times to 
see her," said Russell. "Why this 
last minute change of heart?" 

But he felt no curiosity. Nor 
sadness nor anger nor, any long
er, shame. He could not even 
feel tired. He was like something 
frozen·alive in ice. 
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Willis, who did feel tired, said 
wearily: "I don't know. She just 
wants to tell you something. And 
when it's over, remind me - I've 
something to give you." 

They walked together through 
the silent night. 

Doc Willis said once: "There's 
been no hope, of course, since 
the pile stopped. Pity that gam
ble to get uranium didn't come 
off. " 

Russell said nothing. 
When they got there, all there 

was to see of Maureen was a 
pale yellow face, with the teeth 
protruding through the shrivelled 
lips, the cheekbones jutting - it 
was the face of a little old 
Chinese lady. The eyes had yel
lowed, too. The hair was soot
black, lustreless. The rest of her 
was beneath the bed-clothes, and 
it was as well. There had never 
been much of her at any time. 

The jaundiced eyes moved 
slowly to his face. A small, gasp
ing voice answered: ' ' Hello . . .  
Russell. I haven't . . .  much time. " 

"I guess none of us has," said 
Russell. " I've been trying to see 
you -" 

"I know . . .  I was foolish . . . .  It 
doesn't matter now . . . . Nothing 
matters very much ... when you're 
where I am. I loved . . .  Alan so 
. . .  and you killed him. "  

"Yes," said Russell. " I  loved 
you. I was insanely jealous, and 
I killed him. I knew there was 
a strong chance of the bomb go-
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ing off when they tried to oper
ate on it. If it hadn't been that, 
it would have been the radiation. 
He had no chance, and he knew 
it. It's no good my saying I'm 
sorry. I'm beyond feeling sorry. 
I ' m  beyond feeling anything. 
There's no difference between 
you and me, except that I'm 
standing up. " 

"I can still feel . . .  sorry. For 
you." 

It was as if the ice had started 
to melt, and he stirred with pain. 

" Don't, don't," he said, abrupt
ly. " It - hurts." 

"I wanted to ... tell you ... about 
Alan. He .. .  came to see me . .. be
fore he left .... He said he didn't 
want. .  .. to hurt me ....  but he didn't 
love me ....  He'd made .... a mis-
take . . . .  He said . . . .  he'd make every 
effort . . . . to get back ....  with the 
w·anium. For my sake. And ... .for 
your sake. He said ... you loved 
me ... very much. And .. .l was to 
forget him ... and make you happy 
. . .  when I got well." 

Doc Willis watched the face oT 
the man at the bedside, and then 
he got up and went to gaze out 
of the patched window at the 
night. He'd been at too many 
distressing death scenes not to 
get hardened. But he knew Rus
sell too well to be able to watch 
his agony with any detachment. 

At the window he watched the 
pale stain of dawn spread slowly 
up the sky. He had not listened 
to the quietly murmuring voices 
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behind him because it was none 
of his business . 

And now one of the voices 
grew very faint and passed and 
was heard no more. 

Russell wandered through the 
streets in the early light. He 
had started to go home, but that 
purpose had faded and was for
gotten. He was slouching along 
quite aimlessly. 

All at once he found himself 
looking down at the yellow brick 
seat in the park, where he had 
proposed to Ellen, where he had 
been rejected. He sat down slow
ly. 

He became aware of the crum
pled envelope in his hand . Doc 
Willis had had to remind himself 
to give it to him. 

Russell plowed it open with a 
forefinger. He tried to focus his 
attention on the sheets it con
tained. 

A letter in Ellen's handwriting. 
No - Alan's writing. Same thing. 

Dear Russ, 
I left this with Doc, and you 'll 

only see it if Maureen doesn 't 
survive. I shan't survive my
self, of course, but-and this will 
surprise you-! don 't want to. 

But I do want Maureen to 
live. She can give you the happi
ness I was never able to. So I 
hope you never see this. 

But should you lose her, I 
would like you to understand 
that I didn 't deliberately try to 
take her from you. All this trou-
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ble has arisen because I am the 
sort of character I am. I can 't 
help it. I tried to change it with 
my sex, but it was born in me 
and it stayed in me. 

Ellen Carr was much too fond 
of Ellen Carr. Surely you must 
have ga thered that from the 
number of pictures of her in 
her own apartment. And the 
number of mirrors. 

We go through a period of 
narcissism in childhood, when 
we become exceptionally self
conscious, when we spend half • 

our time admiring ourselves in 
mirrors. I stuck there, that's all. 
I never grew out of that phase. 

But I hated it, and hated my
self Myself? How many selves 
are we? - Who was the self that 
loved myself, and who was the 
self that despised myself because 
of that? And who was the self 
that loved you? - because I did. 

But I knew it was no use 
marrying you, because I'd al
ways love myself more than I 
loved you. You deserved better 
than that. I deliberately took the 
post at the pile, not because of 
any special love for science, but 
to give you a chance to escape 
from me - and me a chance to 
escape from myself 

As far as I was concerned, it 
didn't work out. Alan Carr re
mained in love with Ellen Carr. 
His physical form had changed. 
His memory hadn 't. He used to 
moon over her pictures and long 
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for her, until he destroyed them. 
He thought he 'd escaped at last. 
And then he met Maureen 
Knight. 

He saw in her just what you 
had seen in her. He and you 
were both in love with a mem
ory. Maureen had physicalfea
tures and little personal char
acteristics which partly person
ified that memory. She was very 
reminiscent of Ellen, you know. 
We bo th made our longings 
material in her. 

Maureen, unfortunately sensed 
Alan Carr's longing and re
turned it. She let him know, and 
he was foolish enough to admit 
to her he loved her. The mo
ment he told her that he realized 
it was a lie. He loved only the 
ghost of Ellen Carr he saw in 
her. 

His self-disgust became more 
than he could bear. And against 
his will he was hurting Russell 
Howard all over again. 

There seemed no course left 
but to make an end of himself 
and his harmful self-love. And 
then you handed him the op
portunity and the means. He 
accepted it gladly. Especially as 
through it he might save Mau
reen's life. Before he went he told 
her his declaration had been a 
mistake, and that you were the 
man for her. 

I only hope it turns out all 
right for you both. If it doesn 't, 
an(l you read this, then perhaps 

FOR EACH MAN K I LLS 

it may persuade you not to think 
too harshly of 

Yours, 
Alan, who was also Ellen. 

PS. If you remember your 
Greek mythology, Tiresias, the 
blind soothsayer of Thebes, also 
lived as both man and woman. 
He thought there was more 
pleasure in being a woman. But 
he was a relatively simple soul 
compared with me. I was not 
happy as either. There wasn 't 
much point in going on. 

He read it sl owly through 
again, and as he did so an air
plane came buzzing from the dis
tance and circled the town. He 
did not raise his eyes. The plane 
came in for a landing on the flat 
stretch beyond the park. He did 
not look at it, at the semi-clothed 
inhabitants of the town who ran 
shouting from their beds. Pine
town was making contact with the 
outer world on Pinetown's own 
ground. 

A hardly audible voice was re
peating over and over again in his 
memory: "Each man kills the 
thing he loves ." Thousands of 
tongues had said that since Wilde. 
But no one had ever voiced the 
concomitant: that when he does, 
each man kills himself also. 

There was a clamor of rej oicing 
about the airplane. The outer 
world was friendly, was going to 
break the radioactive ring. Life 
was beginning for Pinetown. 

It had ended for its Mayor. 
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In the Octo ber editorial on Murray Leinster, the Dean of 
Science Fiction, we mentioned his first science-fiction story, 
" The R unaway Skyscraper," which everyone seems to know 
about but few to have read. Frankly, we're not too surprised 
because the last time anyone had a chance to see it was in 
the third issue of Amazing (way back in June of 1926). Since 
that time-primarily because of its length-it hasn't been in 
any S-F anthology or Leinster collection, much to the frustra
tion of Leinster fans who've been trying to find it for years .  
So for all of them-and for those of you who recently enjoy
ed "Killer Ship" -here's the one that started it all, Leinster' s 
very precocious-and still entertaining-variation on a theme 
by a man named Wells. 

THE 
RUNAWAY 

SKYSCRAPER 
BY 

MURRAY LEINSTER 
lllu•trated by Paul 

Copyright 1926 by E.P. Co. Inc. 
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THE whole thing started when 
the clock on the Metropolitan 

Tower began to run backward. It 
was not a graceful proceeding. 
The hands had been moving on
ward in their customary deliber
ate fashion, slowly and thought
fully, but suddenly the people in 
the offices near the clock's face 
heard an ominous creaking and 
groaning. There was a slight, 
hardly discernible shiver through 
the tower, and then something 
gave with a crash. The big hands 
on the clock began to move back
ward. 

Immediately after the crash all 
the creaking andgroaning ceased, 
and instead, the usual quiet again 
hung over everything. One or 
two of the occupants of the upper 
offices put their heads out into 
the halls , but the elevators were 
running as usual, the lights were 
burning, and all seemed calm and 
peaceful. The clerks and sten
ographers went back to their led
gers and typewriters , the business 
callers returned to the discussion 
of their errands, and the ordinary 
course of business was resumed. 

Arthur Chamberlain was dic
tating a letter to Estelle Wood
ward, his sole stenographer. 
When the crash came he paused, 
listened, and then resumed his 
task. 

It was not a difficult one. Talk
ing to Estelle Woodward was at 
no time an onerous duty, but it 
must be admitted that Arthur 
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Chamberlain found i t  difficult to 
keep his conversation strictly up
on his business. 

He was at this time engaged in 
dictating a letter to his principal 
creditors , the Gary & Milton Com
pany, explaining that their de
mand for the immediate payment 
of the instalment then due upon 
his office furniture was untimely 
and unjust. A young and budding 
engineer in New York never has 
too much money, and when he is 
young as Arthur Chamberlain 
was, and as fond of pleasant 
company, and not too fond of 
economizing, he is liable to find 
all demands for payment untime
ly and he usually considers them 
unj ust as well. Arthur finished 
dictating the letter and sighed. 

"Miss Woodward," he said re
gretfully, " I  am afraid I shall 
never make a successful man." 

Miss Woodward shook her head 
vaguely. She did not seem to take 
his remark very seriously, but 
then, she had learned never to 
take any of his remarks serious
ly. She had been puzzled at first 
by his manner of treating every
thing with a half-joking pessi
mism, but now ignored it. 

She was interested in her own 
problems. She had suddenly de
cided that she was going to be 
an old maid, and it bothered her. 
She had discovered that she did 
not like any one well enough to 
marry, and she was in her twenty
second year. 
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She was not a native of New 
York, and the few young men 
she had met there she did not 
care for. She had regretfully de
cided she was too finicky, too 
fastidious, but could not seem 
to help herself. She could not 
understand their absorption in 
boxing and baseball , and she did 
not like the way they danced. 

She had considered the matter 
and decided that she would have 
to reconsider her former opinion 
of women who did not marry. 
Heretofore she had thought there 
must be comething the matter 
with them. Now she believed that 
she would come to their own es
tate, and probably for the same 
reason. She could not fall in love 
and she wanted to. 

She read all the popular novels 
and thrilled at the love-scenes 
contained in them, but when any 
of the young men she knew be
came in the slightest degree sen
timental, she found herself bored, 
and disgusted with herself for be
ing bored. Still, she could not help 
it, and was struggling to reconcile 
herself to a life without romance. 

She was far too pretty for that, 
of course, and Arthur Chamber
lain often longed to tell her how 
pretty she really was, but her 
abstracted air held him at arms '  
length. 

He lay back at easein his swivel
chair and considered, looking at 
her with unfeigned pleasure. She 
did not notice it, for she was so 
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much absorbed in her own 
thoughts that she rarely noticed 
anything he said or did when they 
were not in the line of her duties. 

" Miss Woodward," he repeated ,  
" I  said I think I'll never make a 
successful man. Do you know 
what that means?" 

She looked at him mutely, polite 
inquiry in her eyes. 

"It  means," he said gravely, 
"that I am going broke. Unless 
something turns up in the next 
three weeks, or a month at the 
latest, I'll have to get a j ob." 

" And that means-" she asked. 
" All this will go to pot," he 

explained with a sweeping ges
ture. "I thought I'd better tell 
you as much in advance as I 
could." 

"You mean you're going to give 
up your office-and me?" she 
asked, a little alarmed. 

" Giving up you will be the hard
er of the two," he said with a 
smile, "but that's what it means. 
You'll have no difficulty finding 
a new place, with three weeks 
in which to look for one, but I'm 
sorry." 

"I'm sorry, too, Mr. Chamber
lain," she said, her brow pucker
ed. 

She was not really frightened, 
because she knew she could get 
another position, but she became 
aware of rather more regret than 
she had expected. 

There was silence for a moment. 
"Jove! " said Arthur, suddenly. 
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" It's getting dark, isn't it?" 
It was. Itwas growing dark with 

unusual rapidity. Arthur went to 
his window and looked out. 

"Funny," he remarked ina mo
ment or two. "Things don't look 
just right, down there , somehow. 
There are very few people about. " 

He watched in growing amaze
ment . Lights came on in the 
streets below, but none of the 
buildings lighted up. It grew dark
er and darker. 

"It shouldn't be dark at this 
hour! " Arthur exclaimed. 

Estelle went to the window by 
his side. 

"It looks awfully queer," she 
agreed. "It must be an eclipse or 
something." 

They heard doors open in the 
hall outside, and Arthur ran out. 
The halls were beginning to fill 
with excited people. 

" What on earth's the matter? " 
asked a worried stenographer. 

"Probably an eclipse," replied 
Arthur. "Only it's odd we didn't 
read about it in the papers." 

He glanced along the corridor. 
No one else seemed better inform
ed than he, and he went back into 
his office. 

Estelle turned from the window 
as he appeared. 

"The streets are deserted," she 
said in a puzzled tone. "What's 
the matter? Did you hear?'' 

Arthur shook his head and 
reached for the telephone. 

"I'll call up and find out," he 
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said confidently. H e  held the re
ceiver to his ear. "What the-" 
he exclaimed. "Listen to thi�!" 

A small-sized roar was coming 
from the receiver. Arthur hung 
up and turned a blank face upon 
Estelle. 

"Look!" she said suddenly, and 
p ointed out of the window. 

All the city was now lighted up, 
and such of the signs as they could 
see were brilliantly illumined. 
They watched in silence. The 
streets once more seemed filled 
with vehicles. They darted along, 
their headlamps lighting up the 
roadway brilliantly. There was, 
however, something strange even 
about their motion. Arthur and 
Estelle watched in growing 
amazement and perplexity. 

• • Are-are you seeing what I 
am seeing?" asked Estelle breath
lessly. "I  see them going back
ward!" 

Arthur watched and collapsed 
into a chair. 

"For the love of Mike!" he 
exclaimed softly. 

Rotation of the Earth 
Reversed 

He was roused by another ex
clamation from Estelle. 

"It's getting light again," she 
said. 

Arthur rose and went eagerly to 
the window. The darkness was 
beco�g less intense, but in a 
way Arthur could hardly credit. 
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Far t<> the west, over beyond 
the Jersey hills-easily visible 
from the height at which Arthur's 
office was located-a faint light 
appeared in the sky, grew strong
er and then took ona reddish tint. 
That, in turn, grew deeper, and 
at last the sun appeared, rising un
concernedly in the west. 

Arthur gasped. The streets be
low continued to be thronged with 
people and motor-cars. The sun 
was traveling with extraordinary 
rapidity. It rose overhead, and as 
if by magic the streets were 
thronged with people. Every one 
seemed to be running at top
speed. The few teams they saw 
moved at a breakneck pace-back
ward! In spite of the suddenly 
topsy-turvy state of affairs, there 
seemed to be no accidents. 

Arthur put his hand to his 
head. 

" Miss Woodward," he said pa
thetically. " I'm afraid I've gone 
crazy. Do you see the same things 
I do? "  

Estelle nodded. Her eyes wide 
open. 

" What is the matter?" she ask
ed helplessly. 

She turned again to the window. 
The square was almost empty 
once more. The motor-cars still 
traveling about the streets were 
going so swiftly they were hardly 
visible. Their speed seemed to 
increase steadily. Soon it was al
most impossible to distinguish 
them, and only a grayish blur 
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marked their paths along Fifth 
Avenue and Twenty-third Street. 

It grew dusk, and then rapidly 
dark. As their office was on the 
western side of the building, 
they could not see the sun had 
sunk in the east , but subcon
sciously they realized that this 
must be the case. 

In silence they watched the 
panorama grow black except for 
the street-lamps, remain thus for 
a time , and then suddenly spring 
into brilliantly illuminated activ
ity. 

Again this lasted for a little 
while, and the west once more 
began to glow. The sun rose 
somewhat more hastily from the 
Jersey hills and began to soar 
overhead, but very soon dark
ness fell again. With hardly an 
interval the city became illumin
ated, and the west grew red once 
more. 

"Apparently," said Arthur, 
steadying his voice with a con
scious effort, "there's been a 
catacylsm somewhere, the direc
tion of the earth's rotation has 
been reversed, and its speed im
mensely increased. It seems to 
take only about five minutes for a 
rotation now. "  

As he spoke darkness fell for the 
third time. Estelle turned from 
the window with a white face. 

"What's going to happen?" she 
cried. 

" I  don't know," answered Ar

thur. "The scientific fellows tell 
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us if the earth were to spin fast 
enough, the centrifugal force 
would throw us all off into space. 
Perhaps that's what's going to 
happen." 

Estelle sank into a chair and 
stared at him, appalled. There 
was a sudden explosion behind 
them. With a start, Estelle jump
ed to her feet and turned. A little 
gilt clock over her typewriter
desk lay in fragments. Arthur 
hastily glanced at his own watch. 

" Great bombs and little can
non balls! " he shouted. "Look 
at this! " 

His watch trembled and quiver
ed in his hand. The hands were 
going around so swiftly it was 
impossible to watch the minute
hand, and the hour-hand traveled 
like the wind. 

While they looked, it made two 
complete revolutions. In one of 
them the glory of daylight had 
waxed, waned, and vanished. In 
the other, darkness reigned ex
cept for the glow from the elec
tric light overhead. 

There was a sudden tension and 
catch in the watch. Arthur drop
ped it instantly. It flew to pieces 
before it reached the floor. 

" If  you've got a watch," Arthur 
ordered swiftly, "stop it this in
stant! " 

Estelle fumbled at her wrist. 
Arthur tore the watch from her 
hand and threw open the case. 
The machinery inside was going 
so swiftly it was hardly visible. 
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Relentlessly, Arthur jabbed a pen
holder in the works. There was a 
sharp click, and the watch was 
still. 

Arthur ran to the window. As 
he reached it, the sun rushed up, 
day lasted a moment, there was 
darkness, and then the sun ap
peared again. 

"Miss Woodward! " Arthur or
dered suddenly, "look at the 
ground! " 

Estelle glanced down. The next 
time the sun flashed into view she 
gasped. 

The ground was white with 
snow! 

" What has happened? " she de
manded , terrified. "Oh, what has 
happened? " 

Arthur fumbled at his chin 
awkwardly, watching the aston
ishing panorama outside. There 
was hardly any distinguishing 
between the times the sun was 
up and the times it was below now, 
as the darkness and light follow
ed each other so swiftly the effect 
was the same as one of the old 
flickering motion-pictures. 

As Arthur watched, this effect 
became more pronounced. The 
tall Fifth Avenue Building across 
the way began to disintegrate. 
In a moment, it seemed, there was 
only a skeleton there. Then that 
vanished, story by story. A great 
cavity in the earth appeared, and 
then another building became vi
sible,-a smaller, brown-stone, un
impressive structure. 
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With bulging eyes Arthur 
stared across the city. Except for 
the flickering, he could see almost 
clearly now. 

He no longer saw the sun rise 
and set. There was merely a streak 
Jf unpleasantly brilliant light 
across the sky. Bit by bit , build
ing by building, the city began to 
disintegrate and become replaced 
by smaller, dingier buildings. In 
a little while those began to dis
appear and leave gaps where they 
vanished. 

Arthur strained his eyes and 
looked far downtown. He saw a 
forest of mast and spars along the 
waterfront for a moment, and 
when he turned his eyes again to 
the scenery near him it was al
most barren of houses, and what 
few showed were mean, small 
residences, apparently set in the 
midst of farms and plantations. 

Estelle was sobbing. 
"Oh, Mr. Chamberlain," she 

cried. "What is the matter? What 
has happened?" 

Arthur had lost his fear of what 
their fate would be in his absorb
ing interest in what he saw. He 
was staring out of the window, 
wide-eyed, lost in the sight before 
him. At Estelle's cry, however, he 
reluctantly left the window and 
patted her shoulder awkwardly. 

"I don't know how to explain 
it," he said uncomfortably, "but 
it's obvious that my first sur
mise was all wrong. The speed 
of the earth's rotation can't have 
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been increased, because if it had 
to the extent we see , we'd have 
been thrown off into space long 
ago . But-have you read any
thing about the Fourth Dimen
sion?" 

Estelle shook her head hope
lessly. 

"Well , then, have you ever read 
anything by Wells? The Time 
Machine, for instance? "  

Again she shook her head. 
"I  don't know how I'm going to 

say it so you'll understand, but 
time is j ust as much a dimension 
as length and breadth. From what 
I can judge, I 'd say there has 
been an earthquake , and the 
ground has settled a little with 
our building on it, only instead of 
settling down toward the center of 
the earth, or sidewise ,  it's settled 
in this fowth dimension." 

"But what does that mean?" 
asked Estelle uncomprehending. 

"If the earth had settled down, 
we'd have been lower. If it had 
settled to one side we'd have been 
moved one way or another, but 
as it's settled back in the Fourth 
Dimension, we're going back in 
time ." 

' 'Then-" 
"We're in a runaway skyscrap

er, bound for some time back be
fore the discovery of America! " 

The Seasons Are Reversed 
in Order 

It was very still in the office. 
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Except for the flickering outside 
everything seemed very much 
as usual. The electric light burn
ed steadily, but Estelle was sob
bing with fright, and Arthur was 
trying vainly to console her. 

" Have I gone crazy?" she de
manded between her sobs. 

"Not unless I 've gone mad, 
too ," said Arthur soothingly. The 
excitement had quite a soothing 
effect upon him. He had ceased 
to feel afraid, but was simply wait
ing to see what had happened. 
"We're way back before the 
founding of New York now, and 
still going strong." 

"Are you sure that's what has 
happened?" 

"If you look outside ," he sug
gested, "you'll see the seasons 
following each other � reverse or
der. One moment the snow covers 
all the ground, then you catch a 
glimpse of autumn foliage, then 
summer follows, and next 
spring." 

Estelle glanced out of the win
dow and covered her eyes. 

"Not a house," she said des
pairingly. "Not a building. No
thing, nothing, nothing! " 

Arthur slipped his arm about 
her and patted hers comfortingly. 

"It's all right," he reassured 
her. "We'll bring up presently, 
and there we'll be. There's no
thing to be afraid of." 

She rested her head on his 
shoulder and sobbed hopelessly 
for a little while longer, but pre-
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sently quieted. Then, suddenly, 
realizing that Arthur's arm was 
about her and that she was cry
ing on his shoulder, she sprang 
away, blushing crimson. 

Arthur walked to the window. 
"Look there! " he exclaimed, 

but it was too late. " I'll swear to 
it I saw the Half-Moon, Hudson's 
ship ," he declared excitedly. 
" We're way back now, and don't 
seem to be slackening up, either. 

Estelle came to the window by 
his side. The rapidly changing 
scene before her made her gasp. 
It was no longer possible to dis
tinguish night from day. 

A wavering streak, moving frrst 
to the right and then to the left, 
showed where the sun flashed 
across the sky. 

"What makes the sun wabble 
so?" she asked . 

"Moving north and south of 
the equator," Arthur explained 
casually. "When it's farthest 
south-to the left-there's always 
snow on the ground. When it's 
farthest right it's summer. See 
how green it is?" 

A few Il!Oments' observation 
corroborated his statement. 

" I'd say," Arthur remarked re
flectively, "that it takes about 
fifteen seconds for the sun to 
make the round trip from farthest 
north to farthest south. "  He felt 
his pulse. "Do you know the nor
mal rate of the heart-beat? We can 
judge time that way. A clock will 
go an to pieces, of course." 
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"Why did your watch explode
and the clock?" 

"Running forward in time un
winds a clock, doesn't it? " asked 
Arthur. "It follows, of course, 
that when you move it backward 
in time it winds up. When you 
move it too far back, you wind it 
so tightly that the spring j ust 
breaks to pieces. "  

He paused a moment, his fin
gers on his pulse. 

" Yes, it takes about fifteen sec
onds for all the four seasons to 
pass. That means we're going 
backward in time about four years 
a minute. If we go on at this rate 
in another hour we'll be back in 
the time of the Northmen, and will 
be able to tell if they did discover 
America, after all. "  

"Funny we don't hear any 
noises," Estelle observed. She 
had caught some of Arthur's calm
ness. 

"It passes so quickly that 
though our ears hear it, we don't 
separate the sounds. If you'll no
tice , you do hear a sort of hum
ming. It's very high-pitched, 
though." 

Estelle listened, but could hear 
nothing. 

" No matter," said Arthur. " It's 
probably a little higher thanyour 
ears will catch. Lots of people 
can't hear a bat squeak. "  

"I  never could," said Estelle. 
" Out in the country, where I 
come from, other people could 
hear them, but I couldn't." 
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They stood a while in silence, 
watching. 

" When are we going to stop?" 
asked Estelle uneasily. "It seems 
as if we're going to keep on in
definitely." 

"I guess we'll stop all right," 
Arthur reassured her. " It's ob
vious that whatever it was, it 
only affected our own building, 
or we'd see some other one with 
us. It looks like a fault or a flaw 
in the rock the building rests on. 
And that can only give so far." 

Estelle was silent for a moment. 
" Oh, I can't be sane! " she 

burst out semi-hysterically. " This 
can't be happening! " 

"You aren't crazy," said Arthur 
sharply. "You're sane as I am . 
Just something queer is hap
pening. Buck up . Say something 
sensible, and you'll know you're 
all right. But don't get frightened 
now. There'll be plenty to get 
frightened about later." 

The grimnes s in his tone 
alarmed Estell. "What are you 
afraid of?" she asked quickly. 

"Time enough to worry when'it 
happens," Arthur retorted brief
ly. 

"You-you aren't afraid we'll 
go back before the beginning 
of the world, are you?" asked 
Estelle in sudden access af fright. 

Arthur shook his head. 
"Tell me," said Estelle more 

quietly, getting a grip on herself. 
"I won't mind. But please tell 
me." 
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Arthur glanced at her. Her face 
was pale, but there was more re
solution in it than he had expect
ed to find. 

"I'll tell you, then," he said re
luctantly. " We're going back a 
little faster than we were, and the 
flaw seems to be a deeper one than 
I thought. At the roughest kind of 
an estimate, we're all of a thous
and years before the discovery of 
America now, and I think nearer 
three or four. And we're gaining 
speed ali' the time. So, though I 
am as sure as I can be of anything 
that we'll stop this cave-in event
ually, I don't know where. It's like 
a crevasse in the earth opened by 
an earthquake which may be only 
a few feet deep, or it may be hun
dreds of yards, or even a mile or 
two . We started off smoothly. 
We're going at a terrific rate. 
What will happen when we 
stop?" 

Estelle caught her breath. 
"What?" she asked quietly. 
"I don't know," said Arthur in 

an irritated tone, to cover his ap
prehension. " How could I 
know? " 

Estelle turned from him to the 
window again. 

" Look! " she said, pointing. 
The flickering had begun again. 

While they stared, hope springing 
up once more in their hearts, it 
became more pronounced. Soon 
they could distinctly see the dif
ference between day and night. 

They were slowing up! The 
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white snow on the ground re
mained there for an appreciable 
time; autumn lasted quite a while. 
They could catch the flashes of 
the sun as it made its revolutions 
now, instead of its seeming like a 
ribbon of fire. At last day lasted 
all of fifteen or twenty minutes. 

It grew longer and longer. Then 
half an hour, then an hour. The 
sun wavered in midheavEm and 
was still. 

Far · below them, the watchers 
in the tower of the skyscraper 
saw trees swaying and bending in 
the wind. Though there was not 
a house or a habitation to be seen 
and a dense forest covered all of 
Manhattan Island, stlt!h of the 
world as they could see looked 
normal. Whatever, or rather in 
whatever epoch of time they were, 
they had arrived. 

Indians Occupy Madison 
Square 

Arthur caught at Estelle's arm 
and the two made a dash for the 
elevators .  Fortunately one was 
standing still, the door opened, 
on their floor. The elevator-boy 
had deserted his post and was 
looking with all the rest , at the 
strange landscape that surround
ed them. 

No sooner had the pair reached 
the car, however, than the boy 
came hurrying along the corridor, 
three or four other people follow
ing him 

-
also at a run. Without a 
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word the boy rushed inside, the 
others crowded after him , and 
the car shot downward, all of the 
newcomers panting from their 
sprint. 

Theirs was the first car to reach 
bottom. They rushed out and to 
the western door. 

Here , where they had been ac
customed to see Madison Square 
spread out before them, a clear
ing of perhaps half an acre in 
extent showed itself. Where their 
eyes instinctively looked for the 
dark bronze fountain, near which 
soap-box orators aforetime held 
sway, they saw a tent, a wigwam 
of hides and bark gaily painted. 
And before the wigwam were 
two or three brown-skinned In
dians , utterly petrified with as
tonishment. 

Behind the first wigwam were 
others, painted like the first with 
daubs of brightly colored clay. 
From them, too, Indians issued, 
and stared in incredulous amaze
ment, their eyes growing wider 
and wider. When the group of 
white people confronted the In
dians, there was a moment's 
deathlike silence. Then, with a 
wild yell, the redskins broke and 
ran, not stopping to gather to
gether their belongings, nor 
pausing for even a second 

glance at the wierd strangers 
who invaded their domain. 

Arthur took two · or three deep 
breaths of the fresh air and found 
himself even then comparing its 
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quality with that of the city. Es
telle stared about her with unbe
lieving eyes. She turned and saw 
the great bulk of the office build
ing behind her, then faced this 
small clearing with a virgin forest 
on its farther side. 

She found herself trembling 
from some undefined cause. Ar
thur glanced at her. He saw the 
trembling and knew she would 
have a fit of nerves in a moment 
if something did not come up de
manding instant attention. 

" We'd better take a look at this 
village," he said in an off-hand 
voice. "We can probably find out 
how long ago it is from the wea
pons and so on." 

He grasped her arm firmly and 
led her in the direction of the 
tents. The other people, left be
hind, displayed their emotions in 
different ways. Two or three of 
them-women-sat frankly down 
on the steps and indulged in tears 
of bewilderment, fright and relief 
in a peculiar combination defy
ing analysis. Two or three of the 
men swore, in shaken voices. 

Meantime , the elevators inside 
the building were rushing and 
clanging, and the hall filled with 
a white-faced mob , desperately 
anxious to find out what had 
happened and why. The people 
poured out of the door and.star
ed about blankly. There was a 
peculiar expression of doubt on 
every one of their faces. Each 
one was asking himself if he were 
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awake, and having proved that 
by pinches, openly administered, 
the next query was whether they 
had gone mad. 

Arthur led Estelle cautiously 
among the tents. 

The village contained about a 
dozen wigwams. Most of them 
were made of strips of birch-bark, 
cleverly overlapping each other, 
the seams cemented with gum. 
All had hide flaps for doors, and 
one or two were built almost en
tirely of hides , sewed together 
with strips of sinew. 

Arthur made only a cursory ex
amination of the village. His prin
cipal motive in taking Estelle 
there was to give her some mental 
occupation to ward off the reac
tion from the excitement of the 
cataclysm. 

He looked into one or two of 
the tents and found merely 
couches of hides , with minor do
mestic utensils scattered about. 
He brought from one tent a bow 
and quiver of arrows. The work
manship was good, but very evi
dently the maker had no know
ledge of metal tools. 

Arthur's acquaintance with ar
cheological subjects was very 
slight, but he observed that the 
arrow-heads were chipped, and 
not rubbed smooth. They were 
attached to the shafts with strips 
of gut or tendon. 

Arthur was still pursuing his in
vestigation when a sob from Es
telle made him look at her. 
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" Oh, what are we going to do?" 
she asked tearfully. "What are 
we going to do? What are we?" 

"You mean, when are we," Ar
thur corrected with a grim smile. 
"I don't know. Way back before 
the discovery of America, though. 
You can see in everything in the 
Village that there isn't a trace of 
European civilization. I suspect 
that we are several thousand 
years back. I can't tell, of course, 
but this pottery makes me think 
so. See this bowl?" 

He pointed to a bowl of red 
clay lying on the ground before 
one of the wigwams. 

" If you'll look, you'll see that 
it isn't really pottery at all. It's 
a basket that was woven of reeds 
and then smeared with 'clay to 
make it fire-resisting. The people 
who made that didii't know about 
baking clay to make it stay put. 
When America was discovered 
nearly all the tribes knew some
thing about pottery." 

"But what are we going to do?" 
Estelle tearfully insisted. 

"We're going to muddle along 
as well as we can," answered 
Arthur cheerfully, "until we can 
get back to where we started 
from. Maybe the people back in 
the twentieth century can send a 
relief party after us. When the sky
scraper vanished, it must have 
left a hole of some sort, and it 

. may be possible for them to fol
low us down." 

"If that's so," said Estelle 
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q uickly, "why can't we climb up 
it without waiting for them to 
come after us?" 

Arthur scratched his head. He 
looked across the clearing at the 
skyscraper. It seemed to rest very 
solidly on the ground. He looked 
up. The sky seemed normal. 

"To tell the truth," he admit
ted, "there doesn't seem to be 
any hole. I said that more to 
cheer you up than anything 
else. "  

Estelle clenched her hands 
tightly and took a grip on herself. 

"Just tell me the truth," she 
said quietly. "I was rather foolish, 
but tell me what you honestly 
think." 

Arthur eyed her keenly. 
" In that case ," he said reluc

tantly, "I'll admit we're in a pretty 
bad fix. I don't know what has 
happened, how it happened, or 
anything about it. I'm just going 
to keep on going until I see a way 
clear to get out of this mess. 
There are two thousand of us 
people , more or less, and amoiJb 
all of us we must be able to find 
a way out." 

Estelle had turned very pale. 
"We're in no great danger from 

Indians ," went on Arthur 
thoughtfully, "or from anything 
else that I know of-except one 
thing." 

"What is that?" asked Estelle 
quickly. 

Arthur shook his head and led 
her back toward the skyscraper, 
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which was now thronged with the 
people from all the floors who had 
come down to the ground and 
were standing excitedly about the 
concourse asking each other what 
had happened. 

Arthur led Estelle to one of the 
comers. 

" Wait for me here," he ordered. 
" I'm going to talk to this crowd. "  

He pushed his way through un
til he could reach the confection
ery and newsstand in the main 
hallway. Here he climbed up 
on the counter and shouted: 

" People, listen to me! I'm going 
to tell you what's happened! " 

In an instant there was dead 
silence. He found himself the cen
ter of a sea of white faces, every 
one contorted with fear and anx
iety. 

"To begin with," he said con
fidently, "there's nothing to be 
afraid of. We're going to get back 
to where we started from! I don't 
know how, yet, but we'll do it. 
Don't get frightened. Now I'll tell 
you what's happened ." 

He rapidly sketched out for 
them, in words as simple as he 
could make them, his theory that 
a flaw in the rock on which the 
foundations rested had developed 
and let the skyscraper sink, not 
downward, but into the Fourth 
Dimension. 

"I'm an engineer," he finished. 
"What nature can do, we can imi
tate. Nature let us into this hole. 
We'll climb out. In the meantime, 
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matters are serious. We needn't 
be afraid of not getting back. 
We'll do that. What we 've got to 
fight is-starvation! " 

Planning for the Food-Supply 

" We've got to fight starvation, 
and beat it," Arthur continued 
doggedly. " I'm telling you this 
now because I want you to begin 
right at the beginning and pitch 
in and help. We have very little 
food and a lot of us to eat it. 
First , I want some volunteers to 
help with rationing. Next, I want 
every ounce of food in this place 
put under guard where it can be 
served to those who need it 
most. Who will help?" 

The swift succession of shocks 
had paralyzed the faculties of 
most of the people there, but half 
a dozen moved forward. Among 
them was a single gray-haired 
man with an air of accustomed 
authority. Arthur recognized him 
as the president of the bank on 
the ground floor. 

" I  don't know who you are or 
if you're right in saying what has 
happened," said the gray-haired 
man. " But I see something's got 
to be done, and-well, for the 
time being I'll take your word 
for what that is. Later on we'll 
thrash this matter out." 

Arthur nodded. He bent over 
and spoke in a low voice to the 
gray-haired man, who moved 
away. 
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"Grayson, Walters, Terhune, 
Simpson and Forsythe, come 
here," the gray-haired man called 
at the: doorway. 

A number of men began to 
press dazedly toward him. Arthur 
resumed his harangue. 

"You people-those of you who 
aren't too dazed to think-are re
membering there's a restaurant in 
the building and no need to 
starve. You're wrong. There are 
nearly two thousand of us here. 
That means six thousand meals 
a day. We've got to have nearly 
ten tons of food a day, and 
we've got to have it at once." 

"Hunt," someone suggested. 
"I saw Indians ," someone else 

shouted. "Can we trade with 
them? " 

" We can hunt and we can trade 
with the Indians ," Arthur admit
ted, " but we need food bytheton 
-by the ton, people! The Indians 
don't store up supplies, and, be
sides, they're much too scattered 
to have a surplus for us. But we've 
got to have food. Now, how many 
of you know anything about hunt
ing, fishing, trapping, or any pos
sibile way of getting food?" 

There were a few hands raised
pitifully few. Arthur saw Estelle's 
hand up. 

"Very well," he said. "Those of 
you who raised your hands then, 
come with me up on the second 
floor, and we'll talk it over. The 
rest of you try to conquer your 
fright,

-
and don't go outside for 
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a while. We've got some things to 
attend to before it will be quite 
safe for you to venture out. And 
keep away from the restaurant. 
There are armed guards over the 
food. Before we pass it out indis
criminately, we'll see to it there's 
more for to-morrow and the next 
day." 

He stepped down from the coun
ter and moved toward the stair
way. It was not worthwhile to use 
the elevator for the ride of only 
one floor. Estelle managed to j oin 
him, and they mounted the steps 
together. 

"Do you think we'll pull 
through all right?" she asked 
quietly. 

"We've got to!" Arthur told 
her, setting his chin firmly. 
"We've simply got to." 

The gray-haired president of 
the bank was waiting for them 
at the top of the stairs. 

"My name is Van Deventer," 
he said, shaking hands with Ar
thur, who gave his own name. 

" Where shall our emergency 
council sit?" he asked. 

"The bank has a board-room 
right over the safety vault. I dare 
say we can accommodate every
body there-everybody in the 
council, anyway. "  

Arthur followed into the board
room, and the others trooped in 
after him . 

" I'm just assuming temporary 
leadership," Arthur explained, 
"because it's imperative some 
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things be done at once. Later on 
we can talk about electing officials 
to direct our activities. Right now 
we need food. How many of you 
can shoot? " 

About a quarter of the hands 
were raised. Estelle's was among 
the nwnber. 

"How many are fishermen?" 
A few more went up. 
"What do the rest of you do? " 
There was a chorus of • • garden-

er." "I have a garden in my yard," 
"I grow peaches in New Jersey," 
and three men confessed that they 
raised chickens as a hobby. 

"We'll want you gardeners in 
a little while . Don't go yet. But 
the most important are hunts
men and fishermen. Have any of 
you weapons in your offices? "  

A nwnber had revolvers , but 
only one man had a shotgun and 
shells. 

" I  was going on my vacation 
this afternoon straight from the 
office," he explained, "and have 
all my vacation tackle ." 

"Good man! " Arthur exclaim
ed. "You'll go after the heavy 
game." 

"With a shotgun?" the sports
man asked, aghast. 

" If  you get close to them, a shot
gun will do as well as anything, 
and we can't waste a shell on 
every bird or rabbit. Those shells 
of yours are precious. You other 
fellows will have to turn fish
ermen for a while. Your pistols 
are no good for hunting. "  
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"The watchmen at the bank 
have riot gWlS," said Van Deven
ter, "and there are one or two re
peating rifles there. I don't know 
about ammunition. ''  

"Good! I don't mean about the 
ammunition, but about the gWlS. 
We'll hope for the ammunition. 
You fishermen get to work to 
improvise tackle out of anything 
you can get hold of. Will you do 
that?" 

A series of nods answered his 
question. 

"Now for the gardeners. You 
people will have to roam through 
the woods in company with the 
hunters and locate anything in 
the way of edibles that grows. Do 
all of you know what wild plants 
look like? I mean wild fruits and 
vegetables that are good to eat." 

A few of them nodded, but the 
maj ority looked dubious. The 
consensus seemed to be that they 
would try. Arthur seemed a little 
discouraged. 

"I guess you're the man to tell 
· about the restaurant," Van Dev

enter said quietly. "And as this 
is t_he food co�mission, or some
th.ng of that sort, everybody here 
will be better for hearing it. Any
way, everybody will have to know 
it before night. I took over the 
restaurant as you suggested, and 
posted some of the men from the 
bank that I knew I could trust 
about the doors. But there was 
hardly any use in doing it. 

' 'The restaurant stocks up in 
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the afternoon, as most of its 
business is in the morning and 
at noon. It only carries a day's 
stock of foodstuffs, and the-the 
cataclysm, or whatever it was, 
came at three o'clock. There is 
practically nothing in the place. 
We couldn't make sandwiches for 
half the women that are caught 
with us , let alone the men. Ev
erybody will go hungry tonight. 
There will be no breakfast to
morrow, nor anything to eat un
til we either make arrangements 
with the Indians for some sup
plies or else get food for our
selves . "  

Arthur leaned his jaw o n  his 
hand and considered. A slow flush 
crept over his cheek. He was get
ting his fighting blood up . At 
school, when he began to flush 
slowly, his schoolmates had 
known the symptom and avoided 
his wrath . Now he was growing 
angry with mere circumstances, 
but it would be nonetheless unfor
tunate for those circumstances. 

" Well," he said at last deliber
ately, "we've got to- What's 
that?" 

There was a great creaking and 
groaning. Suddenly a sort of vi
bration was felt under foot. The 
floor began to take on a slight 
slant. 

"Great Heaven! " someone 
cried. "The building's turning 
over and we'll be buried in the . 1 " rums. 

The tilt of the floor became 
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more pronounced. An empty chair 
slid to one end of the room. 
There was a crash. 

Arthur and Estelle in 
Conference 

Arthur woke to find someone 

tugging at his shoulders, trying 
to drag him from beneath the 
heavy table, which had wedged 
itself across his feet and pinned 
him fast, while a flying chair 
had struck him on the head. 

"Oh, come and help," Estelle's 
voice was calling deliberately. 
" Somebody come and help! He's 
caught in here!" 

She was sobbing in a combi
nation of panic and some un
known emotion. 

"Help me, please! " she gasped, 
then her voice broke despond
ently, but she never ceased to 
tug ineffectually at Chamberlain, 
trying to drag him out of the 
mass of wreckage. 

Arthur moved a little , dazedly. 
" Are you alive?" she called 

anxiously. "Are you alive? Hur
ry, oh, hurry and wiggle out. The 
building's falling to pieces." 

"I'm all right," Arthur said 
weakly. "You get out before it 
all comes down." 

"I won't leave you," she de
clared. "Where are you caught? 
Are you badly hurt? Hurry, please 
hurry!" 

Arthur stirred, but could not 
loosen his feet.  He half-rolled 
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over, and the table moved as if it 
had been precariously balanced, 
and slid heavily to one side. With 
Estelle still tugging at him, he 
managed to get to his feet on the 
slanting floor and stared about 
him. 

Arthur continued to stare 
about. 

"No danger," he said weakly. 
" Just the floor of the one room 
gave way. The aftermath of the 
rock-flaw." 

He made his way across the 
splintered floocing and piled-up 
chairs. 

"We're on top of the safe-de
posit vault," he said. "That's 
why we didn't fall all the way to 
the floor below. I wonder how 
we're going to get down?" 

Estelle followed him , still 
frightened for fear of the building 
falling upon them. Some of the 
long floor-boards stretched over 
the edge of the vault and rested 
on a tall, bronze grating that pro
tected tha approach to the mas
sive strong-box. Arthur tested 
them with his foot. 

"They seem to be pretty solid," 
he said tentatively. 

His strength was coming back 
to him every moment. He had 
been no more than stunned. He , 
walked out on the planking to 
the bronze grating and turned. 

"If you don't get dizzy, you 
might come on," he said. "We 

can swing down the grille here to 
the floor." 
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Estelle followed gingerly and 
in a moment they were safely be
low. The corridor was quite emp
ty. 

"When the crash came," Estelle 
explained, her voice shakingwith 
the reaction from her fear of a mo
ment ago, "everyone thought the 
building was coming to pieces, 
and ran out. I'm afraid they've 
all run away." 

"They'll be back in a little 
while," Arthur said quietly. 

They went along the big marble 
corridor to the same western door, 
out of which they had first gone 
to see the Indian village. As they 
emerged into the sunlight they 
met a few of the people who had 
already recovered from theirpan
ic and were returning. 

A crowd of resptectable . size 
gathered in a few moments, all 
still pale and shaken, but coming 
back to the building which was 
their refuge. Arthur leaned wear
ily against thecoldstone. lt seem
ed to vibrate under his touch. He 
turned quickly to Estelle. 

"Feel this!" he exclaimed. 
She did so. 
' 'I 've been wondering what that 

rumble was," she said. "I've been 
hearing it ever since we landed 
here, but didn't understand where 
it  came from." 

"You hear a rumble?" Arthur 
asked, puzzled. "I  can't hear any
thing."  

" It isn't as loud as  it was, but I 
hear it," Estelle insisted. " It's 
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very deep, like the lowest possible 
bass note of an organ." 

"You couldn't hear the shrill 
whistle when we were coming 
here," Arthur exclaimed sudden
ly, "and youcan'thearthe squeak 
of a bat. Of course your ears are 
pitched lower than usual, and 
you can hear sounds that are low
er than I can hear. Listen careful
ly. Does it sound in the least like 
a liquid rushing through some
where?" 

"Y-yes," said Estelle hesita
tingly. "Somehow, I don't quite 
understand how, it gives me the 
impression of a tidal flow or some
thing of that sort." 

Arthur rushed indoors. When 
Estelle followed him, she found 
him excitedly examining the mar
ble floor about the base of the 
vault. 

"It's cracked," he said excit
edly. "It's cracked! The vault rose 
all of an inch!" 

Estelle looked and saw the 
cracks. 

"What does that crack in the 
floor mean?" 

"It means we're going to get 
back where we belong," Arthur 
cried jubilantly. "It means I'm on 
the track of the whole trouble. It 
means everything's going to be 
all right." 

He prowled about the vault 
exultantly, noting exactly how 
the cracks in the floor ran and 
seei�g in each a corroboration of 
his theory. 
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' 'I 'll have to make some inspec
tions in the cellar," he went on 
happily, "but I'm nearly sure I'm 
on the right track and can figure 
out a corrective. "  

"How soon can we hope to 
start back?" asked Estelle eager
ly. 

Arthur hesitated ,  then a great 
deal of the excitement ebbed from 
his face, leaving it rather worried 
and stern. 

" It may be a month , or two 
months , or a year," he answered 
gravely. " I  don't know. If the 
first thing I try will work, it won't 
be long. If we have to experiment, 
I daren't guess how long we may 
be. But" -his chin set firmly
" we're going to get back." 

Estelle looked at him specula
tively. Her own expression grew 
a little worried, too. 

" But in a month," she said 
dubiously, " we-there is hardly 
any hope of our finding food for 
two thousand people for a month, 
is there?" 

" We've got to," Arthur declar
ed. "We can't hope to get that 
much food from the Indians . It 
will be days before they'll dare 
to come back to their village, 
if they ever come . It will be weeks 
before we can hope to have them 
earnestly at work to feed us, and 
that's leaving aside the question 
of how we'll communicate with 
them, and how we'll manage to 
trade with them. Frankly, I think 
everybody is going to have to 
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draw his belt tight before we get 
through-if we do. Some of us 
will get along, anyway." 

Estelle's eyes opened wide as 
the meaning of his last sentence 

penetrated her mind. 
" You mean-that all of us 

won't-" 
" I ' m  going to take care of you," 

Arthur said gravely, "but ther
�
e -

are liable to be lively doings 
around here when people be
gin to realize they're really in a 
tight fix for food. I 'm going to 
get Van Deventer to help me 
organize a police band to enforce 
martial law. We mustn't have any 
disorder, that's certain, and I 
don't trust a city-bred man in a 
pinch unless I know him." 

He stooped and picked up a 
revolver from the floor, left there 
by one of the bank watchmen 
when he fled, in the belief that 
the building was falling. 

Wild Pigeons Dash Against 
the Building 

Arthur stood at the window of 
his office and stared out toward 
the west. The sun was setting, but 
upon what a scene! 

Where, from this same window 
Arthur had seen the sun setting 
behind the Jersey hills, all edged 
with the angular roofs of fac
tories , with their chimneys emit
ting columns of smoke, he now 
saw the same sun sinking redly 
�hind a mass of luxuriant fo-
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liage. And where he was ac
customed to look upon the tops 
of high buildings-each entitled 
to the name of "skyscraper"
he now saw miles and miles of 
waving green branches. 

The wide Hudson flowedon pla
cidly, all unruffled by the arrival 
of this strange monument upon 
its shores-the same Hudson Ar
thur knew as a busy thoroughfare 
of puffing steamers and chugging 
launches. Two or three small 
streams wandered unconcernedly 
across the land that Arthur had 
known as the most closely built-· 
up territory on earth. And far, 
far below him-Arthur had to lean 
well out of his window to see it
stood a collection of tiny wig
wams. Those small bark struc
tures represented the origffial 
metropolis of New York. 

His telephone rang. Van De
venter was on the wire. The ex
change in the building was still 
working. Van Deventer wanted 
Arthur to come down to his pri
vate office. There were still a 
great many things to be settled
the arrangements for comman
deering offices for sleeping 
quarters for the women, and num
berless other details.  The men 
who seemed to have best kept 
their heads were gathering there 
to settle upon a course of action. 

Arthur glanced out of the win
dow again. He saw a curiously 
compact dark cloud moving swift
ly across the sky to the west. 
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"Miss Woodward," he said 
sharply, "What is that?" 

Estelle came to the window and 
looked. 

"They are birds," she told him. 
"Birds flying in a group. I've 
often seen them in the country, 
though never as many as that." 

"How do you catch birds?" 
Arthur asked her. "I know about 
shooting them, and so on, but 
we haven't guns enough to count. 
Could we catch them in traps,  
do you think?" 

"I wouldn't be surprised," said 
Estelle thoughtfully. "But it 
would be hard to catch many." 

"Come downstairs," directed 
Arthur. "You know as much as 
any ·of the men here, and more 
than most, apparently. We're go
ing to make you show us how to 
catch things." 

Estelle smiled, a trifle wanly. 
Arthur led the way to the eleva
tor. In the car he noticed that she 
looked distressed. 

"What's the matter?" he asked. 
"You aren't really frightened, are 
you?" 

"No," she answered shakily, 
"but-I'm rather upset about this 
thing. It's. so-so terrible, some
how, to be back here, thousands 
of miles, or years, away from all 
one's friends and everybody. " 

"Please" -Arthur smiled en
couragingly at her-"please count 
me your friend, won't you?" 

She nodded, but blinked back 
some tears. Arthur would. have 
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tried to hearten her further, but 
the elevator stopped at their floor. 
They walked into the room where 
the meeting of cool heads was to 

• take place. 
No more than a dozen men were 

in there talking earnestly but dis
piritedly. When Arthur and Es
telle entered, :Van Deventer came 
over to greet them. 

" We've got to do something," 
he said in a low voice . "A wave 
of homesickness has swept over 
the whole place . Look at those 
men. Every one is thinking about 
his family and contrasting his 
cozy fireside with all that wilder
ness outside." 

"You don't seem to be wor
ried," Arthur observed with a 
smile. 

Van Deventer's eyes twinkled. 
"I'm a bachelor," he said cheer

fully, "and I live in a hotel. I've 
beifu longing for a chance to see 
some real excitement for thirty 
years. Business has kept me from 
it up to now, but I'm enjoying 
myself hugely." 

Estelle looked at the group of 
dispirited men. 

"We'll simply have to do some
thing," she said with a shaky 
smile . "I feel j ust as they do , 
This morning I hated the thought 
of having to go back to my board
ing house tonight, but right now 
I feel as if the odor of cabbage 
in the hallway would seem like 
heaven. "  

Arthur led the way to the flat-
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topped desk in the middle of the 
room. 

" Let's settle a few of ·the more 
important matters," he said in 
a businesslike tone. "None of us 
has any authority to act for the 
rest of the people in the tower, but 
so many of us are in a state of 
blue funk that those who are here 
must have charge for a while. 
Anybody have any suggestions? "  

"Housing," answered Van De
venter promptly. "I suggest that 
we draft a gang of men to haul all 
the upholstered settees and rugs 
that are to be found to one floor, 
for the women to sleep on." 

"M-m. Yes. That's a good idea. 
Anybody have a better plan?'' 

No one spoke. They all still 
looked much too homesick to take 
any great interest in anything, 
but they began to listen more or 
less halfheartedly. 

"I've been thinking about 
coal," said Arthur. "There's un
doubtedly a supply in the base
ment, but I wonder if it wouldn't 
be well to cut the lights off most 
of the floors, only lighting up the 
ones we're using." 

"That might be a good idea 
later," Estelle said quietly, "but 
light is cheering, somehow, and 
everyone feels so blue that I 
wouldn't do it tonight. Tomorrow 
they'll begin to get up their reso
lution again, and you can ask 
them to do things." 

" If we're going to starve to 
death," one of the other men said 
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gloomily, "we might as well have 
plenty of light to do it by. "  

"We aren't going to starve to 
death," retorted Arthur sharply. 
"Just before I came down I saw 
a great cloud of birds, greater 
than I had ever seen before. 
When we get at those birds-" 

"When," echoed the gloomy 
one. 

"They were pigeons," Estelle 
explained. "They shouldn't be 
hard to snare or trap." 

"I usually have my dinner be
fore now," the gloomy one pro
tested, "and I'm told I won't get 
anything tonight." 

The other men began to 
straighten their shoulders. The 
peevishness of one of their num
ber seemed to bring out their la
tent courage . 

" Well, we've got to stand it for 
the present," one of them said 
almost philosophically. "What 
I'm most anxious about is getting 
back. Have we any chance?" 

Arthur nodded emphatically. 
" I  think so. I have a sort of 

idea as to the cause of our sinking 
into the Fourth Dimension, and 
when that is verified, a corrective 
can be looked for and applied." 

"How long will that take?" 
" Can't say," Arthur replied 

frankly. "I don't knowwhattools, 
what materials, or what workmen 
we have , and what's rather more 
to the point, I don't even know 
what work will have to be done. 
The pressing problem is . food. " 
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"Oh, bother the food," some
one protested impatiently. " I  
don't care about myself. I can go 
hungry tonight. I want to get 
back to my family." 

"That's all that really matters," 
a chorus of voices echoed. 

"We'd better not bother about 
anything else unless we find we 
can't get back. Concentrate on 
getting back," one man stated 
more explicitly. 

"Look here," · said Arthur in
cisively. "You've a family, and 
so have a great many of the others 
in the tower, but your family and 
everybody else's family has got to 
wait. As an inside limit, we can 
hope to begin to work on the prob
lem of getting back when we're 
sure there's nothing else going to 
happen. I tell you quite honestly 
that I think I know what is the 
direct cause of this catastrophe. 
And I 'll tell you even more hon
estly that I think I'm the only 
man among us who can put this 
tower back where it started from. 
And I'll tell you most honestly 
of all that any attempt to meddle 
at this time with the forces that 
let us down here will result in a 
catastrophe considerably greater 
than the one that happened 
today." 

"Well, if you're sure-" some 
one began reluctantly. 

" I  am so sure that I'm going 
to keep to myself the knowledge 
of what will start those forces 
to work again," Arthursaid quiet-
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ly. "I don't want any impatient 
meddling. If we start them too 
soon, God only knows what will 
happen." 

Organizing the Food Supply 

V.an Deventer was eyeing Ar
thur Chamberlain keenly. 

"It isn't a question of your 
wanting pay in exchange for your 
services in putting us back, is it? "  
he asked coolly. 

Arthur turned and faced him. 
His face began to flush slowly. 
Van Deventer put up one hand. 

"I beg your pardon. I see." 
"We aren't settling the things 

we came here for," Estelle inter
rupted. 

She had noted the threat of fric
tion and had hastened to put in 
a diversion. Arthur relaxed. 

"I think that 
'
as a beginning," 

he suggested, "we'd better get 
sleeping arrangements comple
ted. We can get everybody to
gether somewhere, I dare say, and 
then secure volunteers for the 
work." 

"Right." Van Deventer was 
anxious to make amends for his 
blunder of a moment before. 
" Shall I send the bank watchmen 
to go on each floor in turn and 
ask every one to come down
stairs?" 

"You might start them," Ar
thur said. "It will take a long 
time for every one to assemble." 

Van De venter spoke into the 
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telephone on his desk. In a mo
ment he hung up the receiver. 

"They're on their way," he said. 
Arthur was frowning to himself 

and scribbling in a notebook. 
" Of course ," he announced ab

stractedly, "the pressing problem 
is food. We've quite a number 
of fishennen, and a few hunters. 
We've got to have a lot of food 
at once, and everything consider
ed, I think we'd better count on 
the fishermen. At sunrise we'd 
better have some people begin to 
dig bait and wake our anglers. 
They'd better make their tackle 
tonight, don't you think? " 

There was a general nod. 
"We'll announce that, then. 

The fishennen will go to the river 
under guard of the men we have 
who can shoot. I think what In
dians there are will be much too 
frightened to try to ambush any 
of us , but we'd better be on the 
safe side. They'll keep together 
and fish at nearly the same spot, 
with our hunters patrolling the 
woods behind them, taking pot 
shots at game, if they see any. 
The fishermen should make more 
or less of a success, I think. The 
Indians weren't extensive fishers 
that I ever heard of, and the riv
er ought fairly to swarm with 
fish." 

He closed his notebook. 
"How many weapons can we 

count on altogether?" Arthur ask
ed Van Deventer. 

" In the bank, about a dozen 
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riot-guns and half a dozen repeat
ing rifles. Elsewhere I don't 
know. Forty or fifty men said 
they had revolvers, though." 

" We'll give revolvers to the 
men who go with the fishermen. 
The Indians haven't heard fire
arms and will run at the report, 
even if they dare attack our men." 

"We can send out the gun-arm
ed men as hunters," someone 
suggested, "and send gardeners 
with them to look for vegetables 
and such things." 

"We'll have to take a sort of 
census, really," Arthur suggest
ed, "finding what everyone can 
do and getting him to do it." 

"I never planned anything like 
this before," Van Deventer re
marked, "and I never thought I 
should, but this is much more 
fun than running a bank." 

Arthur smiled. 
" Let's go and have our meet

ing," he said cheerfully. 
But the meeting was a gloomy 

and despairing affair. Nearly ev
eryone had watched the sun set 
upon the strange, wild landscape. 
Hardly an individual among the 
whole two thousand of them had 
ever been out of sight of a house 
before in his or her life. To look 
out at a vast, untouched wilder
ness where hitherto they had 
seen the most highly civilized 
city on the globe would have been 
startling and depressing enough 
in itself, but to know that they 
were alone in a whole continent 
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of savages and that there was not, 
indeed, in all the world a single 
community of people they could 
greet as brothers was terrifying. 

Few of them thought so far, 
but there was actually-if Ar
thur's estimate of several thou
sand years' drop back through 
time

. 
was correct-there was ac

tually no other group of English
speaking people in the world. The 
English language was yet to be 
invented. Even Rome, the syno
nym for antiquity of culture, 
might still be an obscure village 
inhabited by a band of tatterde
m alions under the leadership of 
an upstart Romulus. 

Soft in body as these people 
were, city-bred and unaccustom
ed to face other than the most 
conventionalized emergencies of 
life, they were terrified. Hardly 
one of them had even gone with
out a meal in all his life. To have 
the prospect of having, to earn 
their food, not by the manipula
tion of figures in a book, or by 
expert juggling of profits and 
prices, but by literal wresting 
of that food from its source in 
the earth or stream was a really 
terrifying thing for them. 

In addition, every one of them 
was bound to the life of modern 
times by a hundred ties. Many 
of them had families, a thousand 
years away. All had interests, en
grossing interests, in modern 
New York. 

One young man felt an anxiety 
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that was really ludicrous because 
he had promised to take his sweet
heart to the theater that night, 
and if he did not come, she would 
be very angry. Another was to 
be married in a week. Some of 
the people were, like Van Deven
ter and Arthur, so situated they 
could view the episode as an ad
venture, or, like Estelle, who had 
no immediate fear because all her 
family was provided for without 
her help and lived far from New 
York, so they would not learn of 
the catastrophe for some time. 
Many, however, felt instant and 
pressing fear for the families 
whose expenses ran always so 
close to their incomes that the dis
appearance of the breadwinner for 
a week would mean actual want or 
debt. There are very many such 
families in New York. 

The people, therefore, that 
gathered hopelessly at the call of 
Van Deventer's watchmen were 
dazed and spiritless. Their excite
ment after Arthur's first attempt 
to explain the situation to them 
had evaporated. They were no 
longer keyed up to a high pitch 
by the startling thing that had 
happened to them. 

Nevertheless, although only 
half comprehending what had act
ually occurred, they began to real
ize what that occurrence meant. 
No matter where they might go 
over the whole face of the globe, 
they would always be aliens and 
strangers. If they had been car-
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ried away to some unknown 
shore, some wilderness far from 
their own land, they might have 
thought of building ships to re
turn to their homes. They had 
seen New York vanish before 
their eyes, however. They had 
seen their civilization disappear 
while they watched. 

They were in a barbarous world. 
There was not, for example , a 
single safety match on the whole 
earth except those in the runaway 
skyscraper. 

A Food-Riot in the Building 

Arthur and Van Deventer, in 
tum with the others of the cooler 
heads, thundered at the apathetic 
people, trying to waken them to 
the necessity for work. They 
showered promises of inevitable 
return to modem times; they 
pledged their honor to the be
lief that a way would ultimately 
be found by which they would all 
yet find themselves safely back 
home again. 

The people, however, had seen 
New York disintegrate, and Ar
thur's explanation sounded like 
some wild dream of an imagina
tive novelist. Not one person in 
all the gathering could actually 
realize that his home might yet 
be waiting for him, though at the 
same time he felt a pathetic anx
iety for the welfare ofits inmates. 

' Every one was in a turmoil of 
contradictory beliefs. On the one 
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hand they knew that all of New 
York could not be actually des
troyed and replaced by a splendid 
forest in the space of · a few 
hours, so the accident or catas
trophe must have occurred to 
those in the tower, and on the 
other hand, they had seen all of 
New York vanish by bits and 
fragments, to be replaced by a 
smaller and dingier town, had 
beheld that replaced in turn, and 
at last had landed in the midst 
of this forest. 

Everyone, too, began to feelan 
unusual and uncomfortable sen
sation of hunger. It was a mild dis
comfort as yet, but few of them 
had experienced it before without 
an immediate prospect of assuag
ing the craving, and the knowl
edge that there was no food to 
be had somehow increased the 
desire for it. They were really ina 
pitiful state. 

Van De venter spoke encourag
ingly, and then asked for vol
unteers for immediate work. 
There was hardly any response. 
Everyone seemed sunk in des
pondency. Arthur then began to 
talk straight from the shoulder 
and succeeded in rousing them 
a little , but everyone was still 
rather too frightened to realize 
that work could help at all. 

In desperation the dozen or so 
men who had gathered in Van 
Deventer's office went about 
among the gathering and simply 
selected men at random, ordering 
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them to follow and begin work. 
This began to awaken the crowd, 
but they wakened to fear rather 
than resolution. They were city
bred, and unaccustomed to face 
the unusual or the alarming. 

Arthur noted the new restless
ness, but attributed it to growing 
uneasiness rather than selfish 
panic. He was rather pleased that 
they were outgrowing their 
apathy. When the meeting had 
come to an end, he felt satisfied 
that by morning the latent reso- · 

lution among the people would 
have crystallized and they would 
be ready to work earnestly and in
telligently on whatever tasks they 
were directed to undertake. 

He returned to the ground floor 
of the building feeling much more 
hopeful than before. Two thou
sand people all earnestly working 
for one end are hard to down 
even when faced with such a 
task as confronted the inhabit
ants of the 'runaway skyscraper. 
Even if they were never able to 
return to modem times, they 
would still be able to form a 
community that might do much 
to hasten the development of 
civilization in other parts of the 
world. 

His hope received a rude shock 
when he reached the great hall
way on the lowe_r floor. There was 
a fruit and confectionary stand 
here, and as Arthur arrived at 
the sp�t, he saw a surging mass 
of men about it. The keeper of 
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the stand looked frightened, but 
was selling off his stock as fast 
as he could make change. Arthur 
forced his way to the counter. 

"Here," he said sharply to the 
keeper of the stand, "stop selling 
this stuff. It's got to be held 
until we can dole it out where 
it's needed." 

" I-I can't help myself," the 
keeper said. "They're takin' it 
anyway." 

"Get back there ," Arthur cried 
to the crowd. "Do you call this 

decent, trying to get more than 
your share of this stuff? You'll 
get your portion tomorrow. It is 
going to be divided up ." 

"Go to hell!" someone panted. 
"You c'n starve if you want to, 
but I'm goin' to look out f'r my
self." 

The men were not really starv
ing, but had been put into a panic 
by the plain speeches of Arthur 
and his helpers, and were seizing 
what edibles they could lay hands 
upon in preparation for the hun
ger they had been warned to ex
pect. 

Arthur pushed against the mob, 
trying to thrust them away from 
the counter, but his very effort 
intensified their panic. There was 
a quick surge and a crash. The 
glass front of the showcase broke 
in. 

In a flash of rage Arthurstruck 
out viciously. The crowd paid not 
the slightest attention to him, 
however. Every man was too pan-
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ic-stricken, and too intent on get
ting some of this food before it 
was all gone, to bother with him. 

Arthur was simply crushed back 
by the bodies of the forty or fifty 
men. In a moment he found him
self alone amid the wreckage of 
the stand, with the keeper wring
ing his hands over the remnants 
of his goods. 

Van De venter ran down the 
stairs . 

"What's the matter? " he de
manded as he saw Arthur nurs
ing a bleeding hand cut on the 
broken glass of the showcase. 

"Bolsheviki! "  answered Arthur 
with a grim smile. " We woke up 
some of the crowd too success
fully. They got panic-stricken and 
started to buy out this stuff here. 
I tried to stop them, and you 
see what happened. We'd better 
look to the restaurant, though I 
doubt if they'll try anything just 
now." 

He followed Van Deventer up 
to the restaurant floor. There 
were picked men before the door, 
but just as Arthur and the bank 
president appeared two or three 
white-faced men went up to the 
guards and started low-voiced 
conversations. 

Arthur reached the spot in time 
to forestall bribery. 

Arthur collared one man, Van 
Deventer another, and in a mo
ment the two were sent reeling 
down the hallway. 

"Some fools have got panic-
• 
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stricken! " Van Deventer explain
ed to the men before the doors 
in a casual voice, though he was 
breathing heavily from the un
accustomed exertion. "They've 
smashed the fruitstand on the 
ground floor and stolen the con
tents. It's nothing but blue funk! 
Only, if any of them start to ga
ther around here, hit them first 
and talk it over afterward. You'll 
do that?" 

"We will! "  the men said heart
ily. 

"Shall we use our guns?'�  ask
ed another hopefully. 

Van Deventer grinned. 
"No," he replied, "we haven't 

any excuse for that yet. But you 
might shoot at the ceiling, if they 
get excited. They're just fright
ened! " 

He took Arthur's arm, and the 
two walked toward the stairway 
again. 

" Chamberlain," he said hap
pily, quickening his pace, "tell 
me why I've never had as much 
fun as this before!" 

Arthur smiled a bit wearily. 
"I'm glad you're enjoying 

yourself! " he said. "Because I'm 
not. I'm going outside and walk 
around a bit. I want to see if 
any cracks have appeared in the 
earth anywhere . It's dark, and 
I'll borrow a lantern down in the 
fire-room, but I want to find out 
if there are any more develop
ments in the condition of the 
building." 
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Theorizing on the Strange 
Occurrence 

Despite his preoccupation with 
his errand, which was to find if 
there were other signs of the 
continued activity of the strange 
forces that had lowered the tow
er through the Fourth Dimension 
into the dim and unrecorded years 
or aboriginal America, Arthur 
could not escape the fascination 
of the sight that met his eyes. 
A bright moon shone overhead 
and silvered the white sides of 
the tower, while the brightly
lighted windows of the offices 
within glittered like j ewels set 
into the shining shaft. 

From his position on the ground 
he looked into the dimness of the 
forest on all sides. Black obscur
ity had gathered beneath the dark 
masses of moonlit foliage. The 
tiny birch-bark teepees of the now 
deserted Indian village glowed 
palely. Above the stars looked 
calmly down at the accusing fin
ger of the tower p ointing up
ward, as if in reproach at their 
indifference to the savagery that 
reigned over the whole earth. 

Like a fairy tower of j ewels 
the building rose. Alone among 
a wilderness of trees and streams 
it towered in a strange beauty; 
moonlit to silver, lighted from 
within to a mass of brilliant gems, 
it stood serenely still. 

�ur, carrying his futile Ian-
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tern about its base, felt his own 
insignificance as never before. 
He wondered what the Indians 
must think. He knew there must 
be hundreds of eyes fixed upon 
the strange sight-fixed in awe
stricken terror or superstitious 
reverence upon this unearthly 
visitor to their hunting grounds. 

A tiny figure, dwarfed by the 
building whose base he skirted, 
Arthur moved slowly about the 
vast pile. The earth seemed not 
to have been affected by the vast 
weight of the tower. 

Arthur knew, however, that 
long concrete piles reached far 
down to bedrock. It was these 
piles that had sunk into the 
Fourth Dimension, carrying the 
building with them. 

Arthur had followed the plans 
with great interest when the Met
ropolitan was constructed. It was 
an engineering feat, and in the 
engineering periodicals, whose 
study was part of Arthur's busi
ness , great space had been given 
to the building and the methods 
of its construction. 

While examining the earth care
fully he went over his theory of 
the cause forthe catastrophe. The 
whole structure must have sunk 
at the same time, or it, too , would 
have disintegrated, as the other 
buildings had appeared to disinte
grate. Mentally, Arthur likened 
the submergence of the tower in 
the oceans of time to an elevator 
sinking past the different floors 
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of an office building. All about 
the building the other skyscrapers 
of New York had seemed to van
ish. In an elevator, the floors one 
passes seem to rise up. 

Carrying out the analogy to its 
logical end, Arthur reasoned that 
the building itself had no more 
cause to disintegrate , as the build
ings it passed seemed to disinte
grate, than the elevator in the of
fice building would have cause 
to rise because its surroundings 
seemed to rise. 

Within the building, he knew, 
there were strange stirrings of 
emotions. Queer currents of panic 
were running about, throwing 
the people to and fro as leaves 
are thrown about by a current of 
wind. Yet, underneath all those 
undercurrents of fear was a rapid
ly growing resolution, strength
ened by an increasing knowledge 
of the need to work. 

Men were busy even then shift
ing all possible comfortable fur
niture to a single story for the 
women in the building to occupy. 
The men would sleep on the floor 
for the present. Beds of boughs 
could be improvised on the mor
row. At sunrise on the following 
morning many men would go to 
the streams to fish, guarded by 
other men. All would be fright
ened, no doubt, but there would 

· be a grim resolution underneath 
the fear. Other men would wan
der about to hunt. 

There was little likelihood of 
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Indians approaching for some 
days, at least, but when they 
did come Arthur meant to avoid 
hostilities by all possible means .  
Th e  Indians would be fearful of 
their strange visitors, and it 
should not be difficult to con
vince them that friendliness was 
safest, even if they displayed un
friendly desires. 

The pressing problem was food. 
There were two thousand people 
in the building, soft-bodied and 
city-bred. They were unaccustom
ed to hardship, and could not en... 
dure what more primitive people 
would hardly have noticed. 

They must be fed, but they 
must be taught to feed them
selves. The fishermen would help, 
but Arthur could only hope that 
they would prove equal to the oc
casion. Hn did not know what to 
expect from them. From the hun
ters he expected but little. The 
Indians were wary hunters , and 
game would be shy if not scarce. 

The great cloud of birds he 
had seen at sunset was a hopeful 
sign. Arthur vaguely remem
bered stories of great flocks of 
wood-pigeons which had been ex
terminated, as the buffalo was 
exterminated. As he considered, 
the remembrance became more 
clear. 

They had flown in huge flocks 
which nearly darkened the sky. 
As late as the forties of the nine
teenth century they had been. an 
important article of food, and had 
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glutted the market at certain sea
sons of the year. 

Estelle had said the birds he 
he seen at sunset · were pigeons. 
Perhaps this was one of the great 
flocks. If it were really so, the 
food problem would be much 
lessened, provided a way could 
be found to secure them. The 
ammunition in the tower was 
very limited, and a shell could 
not be found for every bird that 
was needed, nor even for every 
three or four. Great traps must 
be devised, or bird-lime might 
possibly be produced. Arthur 
made a mental note to ask Estelle 
if she knew anything of bird-lime. 

A vague, humming roar, alter
ing in pitch, came to his ears. 
He listened for some time before 
he identified it as the sound of 
the wind playing upon the irreg
ular surfaces of the tower. In the 
city the sound was drowned by 
the multitude of other noises, 
but here Arthur could hear it 
plainly. 

He listened a moment, and be
came surprised at the number of 
night noises he could hear. In 
New York he had closed his ears 
to incidental sounds from sheer 
self-protection. Somewhere he 
heard the ripple of a little spring. 
As the idea of a spring came into 
his mind, he remembered Es
telle's description of the deep
toned roar she had heard. 

He put his hand on the cold 
stone of the building. There was 
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but was still noticeable. He drew 
back from the rock and looked up 
into the sky. It seemed to blaze 
with stars, more stars than Arthur 
had ever seen in the city, and more 
than he bad dreamed existed. 
city, and more thanhe had dream-
ed existed. 

As he looked, however, a cloud 
seemed to film a portion of the 
heavens. The stars still showed 
through it, but they twinkled in 
a peculiar fashion that Arthur 
could not understand. 

He watched in growing perplex
ity. The cloud moved very swift
ly. Thin as it seemed to be, it 
should have bee·n silvery fromthe 
moonlight, but the sky was 
noticeably darker where it mov
ed. It advanced toward the tower 
and seemed to obscure the upper 
portion. A confused motion be
became visible among its parts. 
Wisps of it whirled away from 
the brilliantly lighted tower, and 
then returned swiftly toward it. 

Arthur heard a fainttinkle, then 
a musical scraping, which became 
louder. A faint scream sounded, 
then another. The tinkle develop
ed into the sound made by break
ing glass, and the scraping sound 
became that of the broken frag
ments as they rubbed against the 
sides of the tower in their fall. 

The scream came again. It was 
the frightened cry of a woman. A 
soft body struck the earth not ten 
feet from where Arthur stood, 
then another, and another. 
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Arthur and Estelle in Conference 
Again 

Arthur urged the elevator boy 
to greater speed. They were 
speeding up the shaft as rapidly 
as possible, but it was not fast 
enough. When they at last reach
ed the height at which the excite
ment seemed to be centered, the 
car stopped with a jerk and Ar
thur dashed down the hall. 

Half a dozen frightened stenog
raphers stood there , huddled to
gether. 

"What's the matter?" Arthur 
demanded. Men were running 
from the other floors to see what 
the trouble was. 

"The-the windows broke, and 
-and something flew in at us! " 
one of them gasped. There was a 
crash inside the nearest office, 
and the women screamed again. 

Arthur drew a revolver from 
his pocket and advanced to the 
door. He quickly threw it open, 
entered, and closed it behind him. 
Those left out in the hall waited 
tensely. 

There was no sound. The wo
men began to look even more 
frightened. The men shuffled 
their feet uneasily, and looked 
uncomfortably at one another. 
Van Deventer appeared on the 
scene, puffing a little from his 
haste. 

- The door opened again and 
Arthur came out. He was carry-
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ing something in his hand. He 
had put his revolver aside and 
looked somewhat foolish but very 
much delighted. 

"The food question is settled," 
he said happily. "Look! " 

He held out the object he car
ried. It was a bird, apparently a 
p igeon of some sort. It seemed 
to have been stunned, but as 
Arthur held it out it stirred, then 
struggled, and in a moment was 
napping wildly in an attempt to 
escape. 

"It's a wood-pigeon," said Ar
thur. "They must fly after dark 
sometimes. A big flock of them 
ran afoul of the tower and were 
dazed by the lights. They've brok
en a lot of windows , I dare say, 
but a great many of them ran into 
the stonework and were stunned. 
I was outside the tower, and when 
I came in, they were dropping 
to the ground by hundreds. I 
didn't know what they were then, 
but if we wait twenty minutes or 
so I think we can go out and ga
ther up our supper and breakfast 
and several other meals, all at 
once." 

Estelle had appeared and now 
reached out her hands for the 
bird. 

"I'll take care of this one," she 
said. "Wouldn't it be a good idea 
to see if there aren't some more 
stunned in the other offices?" 

In half an hour the electric 
stoves of the restaurant were 
going at their full capacity. Men, 
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cheerfully excited men now, were 
bringing in pigeons by armfuls, 
and other men were skinning 
them. There was no time to pluck 
them, though a great many of the 
women were busily engaged in 
that occupation. 

As fast as the birds could be 
cooked they were served out to 
the impatient but much cheered 
castaways, and in a little while 
nearly every person in the place 
was walking casually about the 
halls with a roasted, broiled, or 
fried pigeon.. in his hands. The 
ovens were roasting pigeons, the 
frying-pans were frying them, and 
the broilers were loaded down 
with the small but tender · birds. 

The unexpected solution of the 
mast pressing question cheered 
every one amazingl y. Many 
people were still frightened, but 
less frightened than before. 
Worry for their families still op
pressed a great many, but the re
moval of the fear of immediate 
hunger led them to believe that 
the other problems before them 
would be solved, too, and in as 
satisfactory a manner. 

Arthur had returned to his of
fice with four broiled pigeons in 
a sheet of wrapping-paper. As he 
somehow expected, Estelle was 
waiting there. 

"Thought I'd bring lunch up," 
he announced. "Are you hun
gry?" 

"Starving! " Estelle replied, and 
laughed. 
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The whole catastrophe began 
to become an adventure. She bit 
eagerly into the bird. Arthur be
gan as hWlgrily on another. For 
some time neither spoke a word. 
At last, however, Arthur waved 
the leg of his second pigeon to
ward his desk. 

"Look what we've got here! " 
he said. 

Estelle nodded. The stWlned 
pigeon Arthur had first picked 
up was tied by one foot to a paper-
�eight. 

' 

"I thought we might keep him 
for a souvenir," she suggested. 

"You seem pretty confident 
we'll get back, all right," Arthur 
observed. "It was surely lucky 
those blessed birds came along. 
They've heartened up the people 
wonderfully! " 

"Oh, I knew you'd manage 
s'omehow! " said Estelle confi

. dently. 
"I manage? ". Arthur repeated, 

smiling. "What have I done?" 
" Why, you've done every

thing," affirmed Estelle stoutly. 
"You've told the people what to 
do from the very first, and you're 
going to get us back." 

Arthur grinned, then suddenly 
his face grew a little more seri-
ous. 

"I wish I were as sure as you 
are," he said. "I think we'll be 
all right, though, sooner or later." 

" I'm sure of it," Estelle declar
. ed with conviction. "Why, you-" 

"Why I?" asked Arthur again. 
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He bent forward in his chair and 
fixed his eyes on Estelle's. She 
looked up, met his gaze and stam
mered: 

"You-you do things," she fin
ished lamely. 

"I'm tempted to do something 
now," Arthur said. "Look here, 
Miss Woodward, you've been in 
my employ for three or four 
months. In all that time I've nev
er had. anything but the most im
personal comments from you. 
Why the sudden change?" 

The twinkle in his eyes robbed 
his words of any impertinence. 

" Why, I really-1 really sup
pose I never noticed you before," 
said Estelle. 

"Please notice me hereafter," 
said Arthur. "I have been notic
ing you. I've been doing practic
ally nothing else." 

Estelle flushed again. She tried 
to meet Arthur's eyes and failed. 
She bit desperately into her pi
geon drumstick, trying to think 
of something to say. 

"When we get back," went on 
Arthur meditatively, " I'll have 
nothing to do-no work or any
thing. I'll be broke and out of a 
j ob." 

Estelle shook her head emphat
ically . .A{thur paid no attention. 

"Estelle," he said, smiling, 
"would you like to be out of a 
job with me?" 

Estelle turned crimson . 
"I'm not very successful ," Ar

thur wer'l.t on soberly. "I'm afraid 
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I wouldn't make a very good 
husband, I'm rather worthless 
and lazy!" 

"You aren't," broke in Estelle; 
' 'you're-you're-'' 

Arthur reached over and took 
her by the shoulders. 

"What?" he demanded. 
She would not look at him , but 

she did not draw away. He held 
her from him for a moment. 

" What am I?" he demanded 
again. Somehow he found him
self kissing the tips of her ears. 
Her face was bwied against his 
shoulder. 

"What am I?" he repeated 
sternly. 

Her voice was muffled by his 
coat. 

"You're-you're dear! " she 
said. 

There was an interlude of about 
a minute and a half, then she 
pushed him away from her. 

"Don't!" she said breathlessly. 
" Please don't! " 

"Aren't you going to marry 
me? "  he demanded. 

Still crimson, she nodded shyly. 
He kissed her again. 

"Please don't! " she protested. 
She fondled the lapels of his 

coat, quite content to have his 
arms about her. 

"Why mayn't I kiss you if 
you're going to marry me?" Ar
thu,r demanded. 

She looked up at him with an 
air of demure primness. 

"You-you've been eating pi-
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goon," she told him in mock gra
vity, "and-and your mouth is 
greasy! " 

A Geyser Effects a Happy 
Return 

It was two weeks later. Estelle 
looked out over the now familiar 
wild landscape. It was much the 
same when she looked far away, 
but nearb-y there were great 
changes. 

A cleared trail led through the 
woods to the waterfront, and a 
raft of logs extended out into the 
river for hundreds of feet. Both 
sides of the raft were lined with 
busy fishermen-men and wo
men, too. A little to the north of 
the base of the building a huge 
mound of earth smoked sullenly. 
The coal in the cellar had given 
out and charcoal had been found 
to be the best substitute they 
could improvise. The mound was 
where the charcoal was made. 

It was heartbreaking work to 
keep the fires going with charcoal, 
because it burned so rapidly in the 
powerlul draft of the furnaces, 
but the original fire-room gang 
had been recruited to several 
times its original number from 
among the towerites, and the 
work was divided until it did not 
seem hard. 

As Estelle looked down, two 
tiny figures sauntered across the 
clearing from the woods with a 
heavy animal slung between 
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them. One was using a gun as 
a walking-stick. Estelle saw the 
flash of the sun on its polished 
barrel. 

There were a nwnber of In
dians in the clearing, watching 
with wide-open eyes the activi
ties of the whites. Dozens of 
birch-bark canoes dotted the Hud
son, each with its loa� of fisher
men, industriously working for 
the white people. It had been 
hard to overcome the fear in the 
Indians, and they still paid super
stitious reverence to the whites, 
but fair dealings, coupled with a 
constant readiness to defend 
themselves, had enabled Arthur 
to �titute a system of trading 
for food that had so far proved 
satisfactory. 

The whites had found spare 
electric-light bulbs valuable cur
rency in dealing with the redmen. 
Picture-wire, too, was highly 
prized. There was not a picture 
left hanging in any of the offices. 
Metal paper-knives bought huge 
quantities of provisions from the 
eager Indian traders, and the 
story was current in the tower 
that Arthur had received eight 
canoe-loads of corn and veget
ables in exchange for a broken
down typewriter. No one could 
guess what the savages wanted 
with the typewriter, but they had 
carted it away triwnphantly. 

Estelle smiled tenderly to her
self as she remembered how Ar
thur had been the leading spirit 
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in all the nwnberless enterprises 
in which the castaways had been 
forced to engage. He would come 
to her in a spare ten minutes ,  
and tell her how everything was 
going. He seemed curiously boy
like in those moments. 

Sometimes he would come 
straight from the fire-room-he 
insisted on taking part in all the 
more arduous duties-having 
hastily cleaned himself for her 
inspection, snatch a hurried kiss 
and then go off, laughing to help 
chop down trees for the long fish
ing-raft. He had told them how 
to make charcoal, had taken a 
leading part in establishing and 
maintaining friendly relations 
with the Indians, and was now 
down in the deepest sub-base
ment, working with a gang of 
volunteers to try to put the build
ing back where it belonged. 

Estelle had said, after the col
lapse of the flooring in the board
room, that she heard a sound 
like the rushing of waters. Ar
thur, on examining the floor 
where the safe-deposit vault 
stood, found it had risen an inch. 
On these facts he had built up 
his theory. The building, like all 
modern skyscrapers, rested on 
concrete piles extending down to 
bedrock. In the center of one of 
those piles there was a hollow 
tube originally intended to serve 
as an artesian well. The flow had 
been insufficient and the well 
had been stopped up. 
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Arthur, of course, as an engi
neer, had studied the construc
tion of the building with great 
care, and happened to remember 
that this partly hollow pile was 
the one nearest the safe-deposit 
vault. The collapse of the board
room floor had suggested that 
some change had happened in the 
building itself, and that was found 
when he saw that the deposit
vault had actually risen an inch. 

He at once connected the rise 
in the flooring above the hollow 
pile with the pipe in the pile. Es
telle had heard liquid sounds. Ev
idently water had been forced into 
the hollow artesian pipe under an 
unthinkable pressure when the 
catastrophe occurred. 

From the rumbling and the sud
denness of the whole catastrophe, 
a volcanic or seismic disturbance 
was evident. The connection of 
volcanic or seismic action with a 
flow of wa�er suggested a geyser 
or a hot spring of some sort, 
probably a spring which had bro
ken through its normal confines 
sometime before, but whose pres
sure had been sufficient to pre
vent the accident until the fail
ure of its flow. 

When the flow ceased the build
ing sank rapidly. For the fact that 
this "sinking" was in the fourth 
direction-the Fourth Dimension 
-Arthur had no explanation. He 
simply knew that in some myster
ious way an outlet for the pres
sure had developed in that 
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fashion, and that the tower had 
followed the spring in its fall 
through time. 

The sole apparent change in 
the building had occurred above 
the one hollow concrete pile, 
which seemed to indicate that if 
access were to be had to the my
sterious, and so far only assumed 
spring, it must be through that 
pile. While the vault retained its 
abnormal elevation, Arthur be
lieved that there was still water at 
an immense and incalculable pres
sure in the pipe. He dared not at
tempt to tap the pipe until the 
pressUre had abated. 

At the end ofthe week he found 
the vault slowly settling back into 
place. When its return to the nor
mal was complete, he dared begin 
boring.a hole to reach the hollow 
tube in the concrete pile. 

As he suspected, he found water 
in the pile-water whose sulfu· 
rous and mineral nature confirm
ed his belief that a geyser reach
ing deep into the bosom of the 
earth, as well as far back in the 
realms of time, was at the bottom 
of the extraordinary jaunt of the 
tower. 

Grysers were still far from sat
isfactory things to explain. There 
are many of their vagaries which 
we cannot understand at all. We 
do know a few things which af
fect them, and one thing is that 
"soaping" them will stimulate 
their flow in an extraordinary 
manner. 
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Arthur proposed to "soap" this 
mysterious geyser when the re
newal of its flow should lift the 
runaway skyscraper back to the 
epoch from which the failure of 
the flow had caused it to fall. 

He made his preparations with 
great care. He confidently expec
ted his plan to work, and to see 
the skyscraper once more tower
ing over mid-town New York as 
was its wont, but he did not al
low the fishermen and hunters 
to relax their efforts on that ac
count. They labored as before, 
while deep down in the sub-base
ment of the colossal building Ar
thur and his volunteers toiled 
mightily. 

·They had to bore through the 
concrete pile until they reached 
the hollow within it. Then, when 
the evidence gained from the wa
ter in the pipe had confirmed his 
surmises, they had to prepare 
their "charge" of soapy liquids 
by which the geyser was to be 
stirred to renewed activity. 

Great quantities of the soap 
used by the scrub-women in 
scrubbing down the floors were 
boiled with water until a sirupy 
mess was evolved. Means had 
then to be provided by which this 
could be quickly introduced into 
the hollow pile, the· hole : then 
closed, and then braced to with
stand a pressure unparalleled in 
hydraulic science. Arthur be
lieved that from the hollow pile 
the soapy liquid would find its 
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way to the geyser proper, where 
it would take effect in stimulating 
the lessened flow to its former 
proportions. When they took 
place he believed that the build
ing would return to normal, mod
em times, as swiftly and as sure
ly as it had left them. 

The telephone rang in his of
fice, and Estelle answered it. Ar
thur was on the wire . A signal was 
being hung out for all the casta
ways to return to the building 
from their several occupations. 
They were about to soap the gey
ser. 

Did Estelle want to come down 
and watch? She did! She stood 
in the main hallway as the excit
ed and hopeful people trooped in. 
When the last was inside, the 
doors were firmly closed. The few 
friendly Indians outside stared 
perplexedly at the mysterious 
white strangers . The whites, 
laughing excitedly, began to wave 
to the Indians. Their leave-taking 
was premature. 

Estelle took her way down into 
the cellar. Arthur was awaiting 
her arrival. Van Deventer stood 
near, with the grinning, grimy 
members of Arthur's volunteer 
work gang. The massive concrete 
pile stood in the center of the 
cellar. A big steam-boiler was 
coupled to a tiny pipe that led 
into the heart of the mass of con
crete. Arthur was going to force 
the soapy liquid into the hollow 
pile by steam. 
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At the signal steam began to 
hiss in the boiler. Live steam 
from the fire-room forced the 
soapy sirup out of the boiler, 
through the small iron pipe, into 
the hollow that led to the geyser 
far underground. Six thousand 
gallons in all were forced into the 
opening in a space of three min
utes . Arthur's grimy gang began 
to work with desperate haste. 
Quickly they withdrew the iron 
pipe and inserted a long steel 
plug, painfully beaten from a bar 
of solid metal. Then, girding the 
colossal concrete pile, ring after 
ring of metal was slipped on, to 
hold the plug in place. 

The last of the safeguards was 
hardly fastened firmly when Es
telle listened intently. " I hear a 
rumbling! " she said quietly. 

Arthur reached forward and put 
his hand on the mass of concrete. 

" It is quivering! " he reported 
as quietly. "I think we'll be on 
our way in a very little while." 

The group broke for the stairs, 
to watch the panorama as the 
runaway skyscraper made its way 
back through the thousands of 
years to the times that had built 
it for a monument to modern 
commerce. Arthur and Estelle 
went high up in the tower. From 
the window of Arthur's office they 
looked eagerly, and felt the slight 
quiver as the tower got under way 
Estelle looked up at the sun, and 
saw it mend its pace toward the 
west. 
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Night fell. The evening sounds 
became highpitched and shrill, 
then seemed to cease altogether. 

In a very little while there was 
light again, and the sun was 
speeding across the sky. It sank 
hastily, and returned almost im
mediately, via the east. Its pace 
became a breakneck rush. Down 
behind the hills and up in the 
east. Down in the west and up in 
the East. Down and up-The flick
ering began. The race back to
ward modem time had started. 

Arthur and Estelle stood at the 
window and looked out as the sun 
rushed more and more rapidly 
across the sky until it became 
a streak of light, shifting first to 
the right and then to the left as 
the seasons passed in their tum. 

With Arthur's arms about her 
shoulders, Estelle stared out 
across the unbelievable land
scape, while the nights and days, 
the winters and surnrners, and the 
storms and calms of a thousand 
years swept past them into the 
irrevocable aeons. 

Presently Arthur drew her to 
him and kissed her. While he 
kissed her, so swiftly did the days 
and years flee by, three genera
tions were born, grew and begot 
children, and died again! Estelle, 
held fast in Arthur's arms, 
thought nothing of such trivial 
things . She put her arms about his 
neck and kissed him, while the 
years passed them unheeded. 

Of course you know that the 
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building landed safely, in the 
exact hour, minute, and second 
from which it started, so that 
when the frightened and excited 
people poured out of it to stand 
in Madison Square and feel that 
the world was once more right 
side up, .their hilarious and in
comprehensible conduct made 
such of the world as was passing 
by to think a contagious mad
ness had broken out. 

Days passed before the story 
of the two thousand was believed, 
but at last it was accepted as 
truth, and eminent scientists 
studied the matter exhaustively. 

There has been one rather queer 
result of the journey of the nm
away skyscraper. A certain 
Isidore Eckstein, a dealer in jewel
ry novelties, whose office was in 
the tower when it disappeared 
into the past, has entered suit in 
the courts of the United States 
against all holders of land on 
Manhattan Island. It seems that 
during the two weeks in which 
the tower rested in the wilderness 
he traded independently with one 
of the Indian chiefs, and in ex

-cruinge for two near-pearly 
necklaces, sixteen finger-rings, 
and one dollar inmoney, received 
a title-deed to the entire island. 
He claims that his deed is a con
veyance made previous to all 
other sales whatever. 

Strictly speaking, he is un
doubtedly right, as his deed was 
signed before the discovery of 
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America. The courts, however, 
are deliberating the question with 
a great deal of perplexity. 

Eckstein is quite confident that 
in the end his claim will be al
lowed and he will be admitted 
as the sole owner of real estate 
on Manhattan Island, with all 
occupiers of building and terri
tory paying his ground-rent at a 
rate he will fix himself. In the 
meantime , though the founda
tions are being reinforced so the 
catastrophe cannot occur again, 
his entire office �� packed full of 
articles suitable �r trading with 
the Indians. If the tower makes 
another trip back through time, 
Eckstein hopes to become a land
holder of some importance. 

No less than eighty-seven books 
have been written by members of 
the memorable two thousand in 
description of their trip to the 
hinterland of time, but Arthur, 
who could write more intelligent
ly about the matter than anyone 
else, is too busy to bother with 
such things. He has two very im
portant matters to look after. One 
is, of course, the reinforcement 
of the foundations of the build
ing so that a repetition of the 
catastrophe cannot occur, and the 
other is to convince his wife
who is Estelle, naturally-that 
she is the most adorable person 
in the universe. He finds the lat
ter task the more difficult, be
cause she insists that he is the 
most adorable person-TH E END 
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Many of you probably know Otis Adelbert Kline best for his 
adventure novels set on Venus and Mars - especially The 
Planet of Peril and The Swordsman of Mars - which Ace 
Books has been bringing back for a newer generation of 
readers . But some of you old-timers out there probably re
member that long before he was caught up in that famous 
literary rivalry with Edgar Rice Burroughs, Kline was writing 
very popular stories for the old Weird Tales aTJ,d for the 
early years of Amazing, the first of which, " The _Malignant 
Entity, " is still a shocker. It begins with a famous scientist 
trying to create life out of "inert matter," but apparently 
he was too successful - because one morning he's found 

dead on the floor of his laboratory, fully clothed, yes, but 
without an ounce of flesh or a drop of blood on his dry 
white bones! 

T H E  
I tell you, Evans," said Dr. Dorp , 

banging his fist on the ann of 
his chair for emphas is, "the 
science of psychology is in much 
the same stage of development 

MALIGNANT. today as were the material 
sciences in the dark ages ." 

"But surely," I objected, "the 

E NT I T Y 
two centuries of investigation 
just past have yielded some fruit. 
It cannot be that the eminent 
men who have devl)ted the 

By OTIS ADELBERT KUNE 
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greater part of their lives to this 
fascinating subject have labored 
in vain." 

The doctor stroked his iron
gray Van Dyke meditatively. 

"With a few-a very few ex
ceptions , I'm afraid they have," 
he replied, "at least so far as 
their own deductions from ob
served phenomena are con
cerned." 
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"Take Sir Oliver Lodge, for ex
ample-" I began. 

"The conclusions of Sir Oliver 
will serve as an excellent ex
ample for my analogy," said the 
doctor. "No doubt you are fa
miliar with the results of his 
years of painstaking psychical re
search as expounded in his 
books." 

"I  believe he has become a 
convert to spiritism," I replied. 

" With all due respect to Sir 
Oliver , "  said the doctor, " I  
should say that he has rather 
singled out such facts as suited 
his purpose and assembled them 
as evidence to support the spir
itistic theory. It may seem par
adoxical to add that I believe 
he has always been thoroughly 
conscientious in his investiga
tion and sincere in his deduc-
tions." 

,. 

" I 'm afraid I do not quit£ 
follow you." 

''There are times in the life 
of every man," continued the 
doctor, "when emotion dethrones 
reason. At such crises the most 
keen-witted of scientists may be 
blinded to truth by the over
powering influence of his own 
desires. Sir Oliver lost a beloved 
son. Only those who have suf
fered similar losses can appre
ciate the keen anguish that fol
lowed his bereavement, or sym
pathize with his intense longing 
to communicate with Raymond. 
Most men are creatures of their 
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desires. They believe what they 
want to believe. Under the cir
cumstance it was not difficult for 
a clever psychic to read the mind 
of the scientist and tell him· the 

' things he wanted to hear." 
"But what of the many in

vestigators who have not been 
similarly influenced?" I inquired. 
"Surely they must have found 
some basis -" 

I was interrupted by the en
trance of the doctor's house
keeper who announced

"Beggin' your pardon, sir, a 
gentleman to see .you, sir." 

"Show him in," Dr. Dorp said 
rather petulantly. 

His frown of annoyance chang
ed to a welcoming smile of re
cognition at sight of the . tall, · 

b ulky individual who sttode 
through the doorway. 

"How are you, Doc," roared 
the big man as they shook hands 
cordially. "Haven't bothered you 
for a long time, have I? Got a 
case for you now that will make 
you put on your thinking cap 
all right." 

"Sounds interesting," replied 
the doctor. " Let me present my 
old friend, Mr. Evans, who writes 
a story now and then when the 
spirit moves him. Mr. Evans, 
Chief McGraw of the detective 
bureau. We were just discussing 
our mutual hobby, psychic phe
nomena, when you came in," he 
continued after we had acknowl
edged the introduction. 
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" No doubt Chief McGraw's 
communication is of a confiden
tial nature-" I began with the 
purpose of taking leave of my 
host. 

"Nothing secret about it so far 
as Dr. Dorp and his friends are 
concerned," interrupted the 
chief. "It may be that if you are 
a psychologist you can offer 
some solution of the mystery. 
Of· course, I don't exactly know 
whether it's a case for a psy
chologist or not. Damned curious 
thing, and ghastly too." 

"Stay and listen if you are 
intereste4," said the doctor. 

"If it has any smattering of 
psychology or the· occult, you 
know my failing," I responded. 

"Can't 
'
say as to that," said 

the chief. " It's queer enough, 
though-and horrible. You gen
tlemen have heard of Professor 
Townsend, I presume." 

"You mean Albert Townsend, 
the chemist and inventor?" asked 
the doctor. " Assuredly. Who 
hasn't heard of him and his queer 
theories about creating life from 
inert matter? What has he done 
now?" 

" I  don't know whether it 's 
something he did (jr something 
that was done to him , but any
way he's dead." 

"Murdered?" 
"That's the point I want you to 

help me clear up. I don't know. 
His daughter 'phoned the office 
this morning and asked for me. 
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When I got on the wire I could 
hardly understand her, she was 
so hysterical. Sobbed out some
thing about her father being 
gone and a human skeleton 
lying on the floor of his labora
tory. I jwnped in the car and 
took Hirsch, the fingerprint ex
pert, out there with me.  We 
found the frightened girl weeping 
in the arms of a motherly neigh
bor, who informed us that the 
laboratory was on the second 
floor. 

" The whitened skeleton of 
Professor Townsend, fully cloth
ed in garments that hung like 
a rags on a scarecrow, lay on the 
floor of the laboratory." 

"You made sure of course, 
that it really was the skeleton 
of the Professor." 

"Beyond the least shadow of 
doubt. In the first place it was 
clothed in the professor's gar
ments. His watch with his name 
in the back was ticking in the 
vest pocket. His monogranuned 
ring, a present from his daugh
ter, circled a bony finger. On the 
bones of his right forearm were 
the marks of a fracture that had 
healed, and the skull was slightly 
indented above the right temple. 
These marks resulted from an 
automobile accident in which the 
professor was injured two years 
ago. To make assurance doubly 
sure, we called in his dentist who 
readily identified his own work 
on the teeth." 
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• 'Wl!en was the professor lasf 
seen alive?" 

"That is the feature that makes 
the affair so uncanny. He was 
alive, and apparently normal 
mentally and physically, at 
dinner last evening." 

" Most amazing!" exclaimed Dr. 
Dorp. "Suppose we go out-" 

"Just what I was going to sug
gest." replied the chief. " My car 
is waiting outside. Would you 
care t o  accompany us , Mr. 
Evans?" 

"He would perish from curi
osity if he couldn't see the thing 
through now," said the doctor 
when I hesitated. " Come along 
with us, old man. If two minds 
are better than one, then surely 
three minds are 

·
superior to 

two . "  
W e  piled into the chief's roomy 

roadster and were soon speed
ing toward the house of mystery. 

Two Mysterious Deaths 

Presently the car stopped be
fore a two-story brick house. Its 
upper windows, with shades half 
drawn, appeared to stare down 
at us with a look of sly cunning 
as if endeavoring to conceal 
some fearful secret. 

A short chunky individual, 
smooth-faced and with a decid
edly florid complexion, met us 
at the door. Chief McGraw in
troduced him as Hirsch, the 
fingerprint expert. 
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"All alone, Hirsch?" asked the 
chief, looking about as we en
tered the spacious living room. 

" Might as well be," replied 
Hirsch. " Miss Townsend is inher 
room with a neighbor. The cook 
and housemaid are out in the 
kitchen, scared green.''  

"Coroner been here?" 
"No . He called me up about 

twenty minutes ago and said he 
had an inquest to attend to on 
the south side. Told me he didn't 
know how soon he could get 
here, but it would be several 
hours, at least." 

"How about the prints?" 
"All the fingerprints in the 

laboratory seem to have been 
made by the same person, evi
dently the professor." 

" Hum. Better phone h ead
quarters right away and have 
them send Rooney out. He might 
come in handy to guard the death 
room in case the coroner is late." 

"All right, sir. I'll call up right 
away." 

" Now gentlemen," said the 
chief, turning to the doctor and 
me, "let us go upstairs." 

We followed him up the thickly 
carpeted stairway and along a 
broad corridor at the end of 
which he opened a door. 

I started involuntarily at sight 
of the grinning, ghastly thing 
that lay on the floor. Not so Dr. 
Dorp. He knelt beside it and ex
amined it minutely, his keen 
gray eyes alert for every detail. 
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He even touched his fingers to 
the white forehead and prodded 
the shadowy depths of the empty 
eye sockets. 

At length he rose and washed 
his hands at the porcelain 
lavatory. 

"It seems incredible," he said, 
"that this man could have been 
alive yesterday." 

"Just what I was thinking," 
responded the chief. "Thos e 
bones could not have been drier 
or whiter if they had bleached 
in the sunlight for the last ten 
years." 

The doctor now turned his at
tention to the contents of the 
laboratory. He examined the col
lection of retorts , test tubes , 
beakers , jars, dishes and other 
paraphernalia spread on a por
celain-topped table set against 
the wall and reaching half the 
length of the room. The walls 
were shelved clear to the ceiling, 
and evecy shelf was crowded to 
its utmost capacity with bottles, 
jars and cans containing a multi
tude of chemicals. To these he 
gave but scant attention. 

In the center of the immaculate 
white tile floor stood an open, 
glass-lined vat. From its height 
a nd diameter I estimated its 
capaCity at about sixty gallonS-. 
It was more than a third full of 
a colorless, viscous liquid that 
gave off a queer, musty odor. 

" What do you suppose that 
stuff is?" I asked Dr. Dorp. 
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"Looks like a heavy albumi
nous or gelatinous solution," he 
said. "Possibly it is some special 
compound the professor employ
ed in his experiments. Mediums 
of this nature are often used in 
the cultivation of colonies of 
bacteria, and it is possible that 
he intended to use it as a car
rier and food for the organisms 
it was his ambition to create 
synthetically." 

' 

"Any idea what caused the 
death of the professor?" asked 
the chief. 

"I have a theocy," replied Dr. 
Dorp, "but it seems so illogical, 
so wildly impossible,  so-er, con
trary to the teachings of science 
that I prefer to keep it to my
self for the present, at least." 

A heavy tread sounded in the 
hallway and a moment later a 
blue-uniformed officer entered. 

"Hello, Rooney," greeted Chief 
McGraw. "I want you to see that 
no one disturbs this room or 
its contents until the coroner 
arrives. We are going downstairs 
now . Keep a weather eye on 
things and I'll send a man to 
relieve you soon. If either of 
these gentlemen wants to come 
in at any time, you may admit 
him. 

"Yes, sir. I'll remember them." 
We trooped downstairs. Two 

women were seated in the living 
room. Chief McGraw presented 
us to the younger, who proved 
to · be the professor's daughter, 
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Dorothy Townsend. She was a 
slender girl, about twenty years 
of age with pale, regular features 
and a wealth of gold-brown hair. 
Her large , expressive eyes were 
red with recent weeping, and her 
lips quivered slightly as she bow
ed to us in turn and introduced 
us to the stout, middle-aged 
neighbor, Mrs. Harms , who had 
been endeavoring to comfort her. 

"Hirsch and I are going to run 
down to headquarters for a 
couple of hours ," said the chief. 
" Would you prefer to come with 
us or stay here and look a
round?" 

" I  think we had better look 
around a bit if you don't mind," 
replied the doctor. 

" All right. I'm going to send 
a man to relieve Rooney at six. 
Will be along myself a little later. 
If you discover anything new, 
call me up." 

When the two men were gone, 
the doctor bowed before Miss 
Townsend. 

"May I have a few words with 
you in private?" he asked. 

" Certainly," she replied, rising, 
" In  Father's study if you wish." 

The_y ent.ered the �tudy, which 
was directly off the living room, 
and closed the door. They must 
have been gone about a half 
hour, but it seemed like two 
hours to me as , fidgeting in
wardly, I listened to Mrs. Harms' 
family history, her account of the 
death of her beloved husband, 
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and minute descriptions of six 
operations she had undergone, 
each time, to use her own ex
pression, "standing at the en
trance of death's door." She as
sured me, also, that she knew 
what it was to have death in the 
home. The Grim Reaper had 
visited her family a score of 
times, she averred, and only 
three weeks before, one of her 
roomers had been found dead 
in bed. 

She prattled on with scarce a 
pause until the door of the study 
opened. I was glad when she 
went upstairs with Miss Town
send and left Dr. Dorp and me 
together. 

" Come into the study," he said. 
"I have learned some interest
ing things, and it is possible 
that more awaits us in here." 

Professor Townse nd's study 
was neither large nor pretentious. 
It was obviously the retreat of 
a profound student, as was at
tested by the book-lined walls, 
many of the volumes of which 
were worn with much handling. 
The furniture consisted of a 
large, roll-top desk, a smaller 
typewriter desk on which stood 
a hooded machine, a filing cab
inet, two office chairs and three 
comfortable, overstuffed chairs, 
one beside the window, the other 
two placed conveniently under 
wall lights for reading. 

A thick pile of typewritten man
uscripts lay on the roll-top desk. 
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The doctor divided them, hand
ing me half and settling himself 
comfortably in one of the over
stuffed chairs with the other half. 

" Miss Townsend kindly 
brought these out of the files 
for me," explained the doctor. 
"I think it possible that they 
may shed some light on the mys
terious cause of the death of 
their author. We can save time 
dividing the work." 

"I 'believe I can conduct a more 
intelligent search if you will give 
me some idea of what I am to 
look for," I said. 

"Quite so," he agreed. "I had 
forgotten for the moment that 
you were not familiar with the 
details of my interview with Miss 
Townsend. Let me review it 
briefly. 

"She finished school nearly a 
year ago, and since that time 
has been acting as her father's 
secretary, typing his manuscripts 
and attending to much of his 
voluminous correspondence. . 

"He had been working day and 
night in his effort to prove his 
theory that a living organism 
can be created from inorganic 
matter. During their months of 
close association she found him 
e xtremely irritable until one 
morning about three weeks ago . 
It appeared that his very nature 
had changed overnight, and she 
assumed that he had made some 
important discovery. She remem
bers the exact date owing to the 
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fact that Mrs. Harms' roomer was 
found dead in bed on the night 
of the supposed discovery. This 
roomer, who was living under 
an alias, was found to be a noto
rious character known as Im
mune Benny, and is alleged to 
have committe d numerous 
crimes, among which were sev
eral revolting murders, without 
ever having been convicted. 

"After that night the profes
sor's j ubilant attitude kept up 
until his death. He paid no at
tention to his correspondence or 
manuscripts and spent the 
greater part of his time in his 
laboratory, presumably experi
menting with numerous live 
animals which he had delivered 
each day. His first experiments, 
she stated, were with mice,  rats 
and guinea pigs. He next used 
cats , rabbits and small dogs,  
then larger dogs until, on the 
day before his death he had two 
huge mastiffs brought to the 
house and took them into the 
laboratory. None of the animals 
taken behind the door ever re
appeared, and she quite naturally 
assumed that they had been the 
subjects of vivisection. My 
theory, is that he-" 

The doctor was interrupted by 
a loud rap at the study door. 
He rose and opened it, reveal
ing a sturdy uniformed police
man. A frightened housemaid 
peered around his huge bulk. 
The man seemed greatly perturb-
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ed. His voice shook as he asked
"Where's Rooney? " 
"He's on guard in the labo

ratory," replied the doctor. "Are 
you the man sent to relive 
him?" 

" I'm Officer Burke. The maid, 
here, showed me to the labo
ratory, but Rooney ain't there. 
It's a horrible place. Don't blame 
him for leavin' . "  

" Ye s .  That s keleton on the 
floor isn't exactly pretty." 

"That skeleton? You mean 
them skeletons. There was two 
of them, and one was dressed 
in a cop 's uniform!" 

With an exclamation of sur
prise and horror , the doctor 
threw down the manuscripts he 
was holding and rushed for the 
stairway. I followed breathlessly. 

A Strange Diary 

What we saw in that awful 
room of death confirmed our 
wildest fears. A skeleton, with 
the bones whitened like those of 
the professor, lay on the floor 
facing the doorway. One bony 
arm was stretched across the 
threshold as if its owner had 
been attempting to drag himself 
from the room when struck 
down. A blue uniform bagged 
loosely over the bones , and on 
the feet were the heavy, hob
nailed, square-toed shoes I had 
noticed on Rooney's feet some 
time before. 
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The doctor squinted at the star 
on the breast of the recumbent 
figure. Then he turned to Officer 
Burke who had come up behind 
us. 

' 'What was Rooney's number? ' '  
h e  asked. 

"942." 
"Then this is Rooney's uni

form , and it probably is his 
skeleton. Call up the chief and 
tell him what happened. This 
is horrible-diabolical! " 

"Your theory," I said, "does 
this shed any light on it?" 

" On the contray," he replied, 
"It makes the case more baffling 
than ever. It seems incredible 
that such things can really hap
pen. I tell you, Evans, there is 
some mysterious force at work 
here-something new and un
heard of in the annals of scien
tific research. It is my opinion 
that the late Professor Townsend 
chanced upon some force hitherto 
unknown to scientists and play
ed with it like a little child with 
fire until it suddenly destroyed 
him. The death of Officer Rooney 
is ample proof that this terrible 
force , whatever it may be , 
survived him. 

"Now let us conjecture regard
ing the nature of this thing that 
has taken the lives of two human 
beings. We know that the profes
sor's chief ambition was to create 
life from inert matter. All of 
his experiments in the laboratory 
were made with this object in 
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view. All his printed works show 
plainly his firm belief that the 
thing could be accomplished, · 
some of them going so far as 
to point out the processes by 
which he believed protoplasm, 
the primitive basic life substance, 
might be analyzed. As protoplasm 
is a compound of almost unlimit
ed complexity in its physical and 
chemical constitution, our most 
skilled chemists have been un
able to unravel its secrets. In 
fact, the further a chemist gets 
in his attempts at analysis, the 
more baffling and complex he 
finds it to be. Being a compound 
composed of complex substances 
which are in turn composed of 
others still more complex, and 
so on, ad infinitum, its secrets 
are fully as inscrutable as those 
of the starry universe. 

" The profes sor' s first step, 
therefore , in this seemingly im
possible undertaking, would be 
to analyze protoplasm. Assuming 
that he succeeded in reducing it 
to its basic elements, his next 
problem would be to take similar 
elements and, through a process 
even more complex tha n the 
previous one, assemble and re
assemble them until they were 
capable of sustaining life. 

"Let us suppose that he did 
these things. Let us assume that 
he has succe eded i n  creating 
protoplasm. What next? We will 
say that he has taken some 
primitive form of life for a pat-
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tern, a moneron, perhaps , the 
most simple type of animal ,  con
sisting of a single cell of proto
plasm. There still exists a dif
ference between the moneron 
and the synthetically created cell. 
Chemically and physically they 
are the same, but the moneron 
is alive. 

"What is life? Broadly defined 
as we recognize it on this earth, 
it is a temporary union of mind 
and matter. There may be, and 
probably is another kind of life 
which is simply mind without 
matter, but we of the material 
world know it not. To us, mind 
without matter or matter without 
mind are equally dead. The 
moneron has a mind-a soul-a 
something that makes it a living 
individual. Call it what you will. 
The professor's cell of man-made 
protoplasm has not. Can you con
ceive of any possible way in 
which he could, having reached 
this stage, create an individual 
mind or soul, an essence of life 
that once united with his cell 
of protoplasm would form an 
entity?" 

" It seems impossible," I 
admitted. 

"So it seems ," he replied, "yet 
it is only on such an hypothesis 
that I can account for the 
mysterious deaths of the profes
sor and Officer Rooney." 

"But I don't see how a mone
ron or a creature remotely re

. sembling one could kill and com-
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pletely devour a man in less than 
two hours," I objected. 

"Nor I," agreed the doctor. 
"In fact, I am of the opinion 
that if the professor did succeed 
in creating life, the result was 
unlike any creature large or 
small, now inhabiting the earth
a hideous monster, perhaps , with 
undreamed of powers and pos
sibilities-an alien organism 
among billions of other or
ganisms, hating them all because 
it has nothing in common with 
them-a malignant entity govern
ed solely by the primitive desire 
for food and growth with only 
hatred of and envy for the more 
fortunate n atural creatures a
round it." 

"If the professor did succeed 
in creating or discovering such 
a creature," I said, "it is evident
ly in this house at this very 
moment . Unless i t  has th e 
faculty of making itself invisible, 
a thorough search should reveal 
its whereabouts, for having con
sumed two men it must be a 
monster of no mean proportions. "  

" That is true , "  replied the 
doctor, "however, we have an
other hypothesis that is equally 
worthy of our consideration if 
we accept the premise that the 
professor created a living crea
ture. Judging from hfs writings 
he spent a considerable portion 
of his time studying and experi
menting in microbiology. Sup
pose he succeeded in creating a 
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microscopic organism, and that 
organism had the power to re
produce its kind. If it reproduced 
by fission, that is, by simply 
dividing itself after it had attain
ed a certain size, the only check 
to its increase would be 

·
death 

or lack of food. The more food 
it could obtain, that much more 
rapidly would it and its descend
ants multiply. Countless billions 
of such creatures might occupy 
this room and yet be invisible 
without the aid of a compound 
microscope . There is ample room 
for a swarm of such creatures 
numerous enough to devour a 
man to float in the air above 
our heads without revealing itS 
presence." 

The words of the doctor af
fected me strangely. Involun
tarily I looked upward, half ex
pecting a swarm of man-eating 
microbes to descend and devour 
me. For a moment I was seized 
with a feeling of panic so strong 
I could scarcely restrain myself 
from leaping for the door. The 
fact that the sun had just set 
and dusky shadows were thick
ening in the room augmented the 
illusion. I crossed the floor ner
vously and pressed the switch 
beside the door. Instantly the 
place was flooded with blue-white 
light from a cluster of powerful 
globes depending from the mid
dle of the ceiling. 

As I .  was recrossing the room 
my eyes fell on the contents 
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of the glass-lined tank. I stared 
unbelievingly for a moment, then 
called Dr. Dorp. 

"What is it, Evans? "  he asked. 
"The liquid in this tank," I 

replied. "It has changed color. 
Something has turned it pink." 

· "The effect of the artificial 
light, no doubt," he said, coming 
up beside me. Then the expres
sion of doubt on his face changed 
to surprise and wonder. 

"You are right," he exclaimed. 
" It has not only changed color, 
but a still more remarkable trans
formation has taken place . When 
we noticed it this afternoon, the 
tank was a third ·full of the color
less liquid. This pink fluid rea
ches half way to the top!" 

A Drawer Filled with Bones 

The tread of many feet sound
ed in the hall. Chief McGraw 
paused in the doorway, staring 
down at the blue-clad skeleton 
on the floor, a look of horror 
on his face. Behind him were 
four policemen in uniform. 

"Is - is that the skeleton of 
poor old Rooney?" McGraw ask
ed. "It's too ghastly a thing to 
believe. "  

"I'm afraid i t  is , "  replied Dr .  
Dorp . 

The chief knelt and examined 
the star on the bagging blue coat. 

"It's hellish, positively hell
ish," he said, rising. "Do you 
know what killed him?" 
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"We are working on a theory 
- "  began the doctor, but was 
interrupted by the chief. 

"Theories be damne d! " he 
snapped. "Work on your theories 
if you want to. This thing has 
gone too far. I'm going to get 
some facts. , He swung on the 
four men behind him. "Search 
the house," he said. "Look sharp 
for anything of a suspicious na
ture. An infernal machine, per
haps, or a blood-sucking animal. 
There is a man-killer of some 
kind, human or otherwise, hid
den in this house, and it's our 
business to find it." 

When the men had departed, 
he stepped over Rooney's skele
ton. 

"I 'll search this room myself," 
he said. 

He did, with professional thor
oughne ss , looking for hidden 
panels and sounding the walls, 
both in the open areas and be
hind the shelves , for hollow 
spaces. Then he began opening 
the drawe:rS ·in a tall cabinet that 
stood in one corner, disclosing 
surgical and dissecting instru
ments of various kinds , an in
dexed set of microscope slides 
with some extra lenses, platinum 
dishes; porcelain drying pans , 
crucibles, glass rods and tubing, 
pipettes, rubber tubing and stop
pers, rubber gloves and apr.ons, 
and other miscellaneous labora
tory paraphernalia. 

The bottom drawer of the cabi-
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net was quite large and deep,. 
The chief cried o ut e xcitedly 
when he saw its contents. 

"Good Lord! Look at that! " he 
exclaimed. 

It was filled to the top with dry, 
white bones. 

"Nothing but the bones of 
small animals ," said Dr. Dorp, 
picking up a skull. "This, for 
instance, is the skull of a dog. " 
Then, taking up another: "Here 
is the skull of a rabbit. Notice 
the characteristic chisel-shaped 
teeth. This one beside it once 
supported the be-whiskered 
countenance of a common house 
cat. 

"What do you suppose he was 
doing with them?" asked the 
chief. 

"It is my belief that they were 
brought here to be killed and 
devoured by the same thing that 
killed the professor and Rooney." 

"And that thing is -" 
"At present, merely a shadowy 

theory, although it most certain
ly has an existence. There is a 
power in this house that is a 
menace to everyone under this 
roof - a malignant entity that 
destroys human beings in some 
mysterious manner unparalleled 
in the annals of science or hu
man experience. This much we 
know , reasoning from e ffects.  
Reasoning from possible causes 
we are aware that the hobby of 
Professor Townsend was the en
deavor to create a living thing 
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from inorganic matter, and put
ting the two together it seems to 
me that the logical hypothesis 
would be that he either succeed
ed in creating a monster of a 
sort unknown to biologists , or 
discovered and developed un
heard of powers and habits in a 
creature already known." 

"If there's such a thing in 
this house, believe me I'm going 
to find it," said the chief, stamp
ing out of the room. 

"Now that we have a few mo
ments to ourselves," said Dr. 
Dorp when McGraw had depart
ed, "let us conduct a search, or 
rather an inquiry on our own 
account. I perceive that we have 
a very excellent compound mi
croscope at our disposal and am 
curious to examine the liquid 
which has so mysteriously risen 
and changed color in the tank." 

He took a blank slide from 
the cabinet drawer and a small 
glass rod from the table . As he 
was about to dip the rod in the 
liquid he uttered a low exclama
tion of surprise. 

"What's up now?" I asked. 
"This amazing liquid has again 

become transparent," he replied. 
"The red tint is gone." 

He plunged the tip of the rod 
into the viscous liquid, twisted 
it slightly and withdrew it. Al
though the liquid seemed quite 
heavy it slipped from the end 
of the rod much after the manner 
of the white of an egg. After 
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considerable j uggling he succeed
ed in obtaining a small amount 
which he smeared on the slide. 
He then placed the slide in posi
tion and adj usted the microscope 
with a practiced hand. 

"Well," I asked, after he had 
peered into the eyepiece for a 
full ten minutes, "what is the 
stuff, anyway? " 

"Here, look for yourself," he 
replied. 

What I saw in the field of the 
microscope appeared to be a 
mesh work or foam work of ex
ceedingly fine bubbles or perhaps 
globules. Granules of different 
sizes and shapes seemed imbed
ded in these globules, and the 
whole was dotted at intervals 
with small white objects. While 
I watched, several of these white 
objects seemed to dissolve and 
disappear. All of them apparently 
were endowed with life , for I 
noticed that they expanded or 
contracted spasmodically and 
seemed. endeavoring to push 
their way through the surround
ing bubbles. 

" Seems to be a sort of foam, " 
I said, "with something alive 
floating in it." 

"The foam, as you call it, bears 
a singular resemblance to the 
basic life principle, protoplasm, 
when s een under the micro
scope," replied the doctor. 

"But those white things -" I 
began. 

" The white things ," he went 
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on, "are the living remnants of 
a complex organism that has 
been destroyed. They are wag
ing an unequal and hopeless bat
tle against assimilation by the 
globules that surround them. 
These faithful guardians of the 
organism when alive still fight, 
and will continue to fight the 
enemy until, figuratively speak
ing, the last man falls." 

" But what are they?" I de
manded. 

" Unless I am very much mis
taken," he replied, "they are-" 

His answer was cut short by 
the appearance of Chief McGraw. 

"Coroner and jury are down
stairs," he said tersely. " I  sup
pose they'll want your testimony. 
I 'll leave a couple of men on 
guard here if you want to come 
down." 

"Let us go down to the study 
and complete our perusal of the 
professor's manuscripts while the 
jury is in session," said the doc
tor. "We can thus save consider
able time and will be on hand 
when they are ready to question 
us., 

We met Coroner Haynes and 
his jurors at the foot of the 
stairs. They were about to go 
up for an inspection of the labor
atory and its gruesome contents. 

Dr. Dorp switched on one of 
the reading lamps and closed the 
door. Then he established him
self in a comfortable chair with 
a· pile of manuscripts, and I fol-
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lowed his example. We found 
essays an d articles on almost 
every subject pertaining to the 
transmission or generation of 
life. There were papers on an
atomy, bacteriology, cell-struc
ture, microbiology and embryol
ogy. There were treatises on 
evolution, spontaneous genera
tion, and the structures and hab
its of micro-organisms. A force
ful and extremely impressive es
say set forth the astounding 
theory that all life was merely 
a form of force generated from 
matter. The reasoning was, of 
course, purely analogical. The 
professor's contention , stated 
briefly, was that just as elec
tricity, a force that is invisible 
and indefinable, is generated by 
the friction of particles of certain 
kinds of matter, so life is genera
ted and springs into being when 
certain other types of matter 
come together in the right pro
portions and combinations. 

"What is your opinion of this 
theory?" I asked Dr. Dorp. 

" It is most cleverly put, but 
based on the false premise of the 
materialists that there are only 
two things in the universe, matter 
and force. They do not recognize 
the power that controls the force 
which moves the matter toward 
a fixed objective. That power is 
mind. Thus, to them, all life and 
all mind are merely forms of force 
generated originally from inert 
matter." 
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"If the professor succeeded in 
creating a living thing from inert 
matter," I said, "it seems to me 
that he has demonstrated his 
proposition." 

"Why?" 
"Because h� was experiment

ing with dead matter and not 
with mind or living creatures. 
There would be no mind or soul 
involved to inherit its being from 
a parent mind or soul. A new 
life entity would be generated, 
as it were, from matter which 
formerly contained no life. "  

"I think , "  said the doctor 
quietly, "you would have stated 
the proposition more accurately 
had you said that a lif� entity 
- a  mind without a body- had 
been induced to enter the body 
synthetically created. "  

Our discourse was interrupted 
by Chief McGraw, who informed 
us that we were wanted by the 
coroner. 

The Coroner's Jury 

Dr. Dorp did the talking before 
the coroner's jury. All the way 
through his testimony was nega
tive. When asked if he had any 
idea what killed the professor 
and the policeman, he replied 
that he had several ideas, but 
none of them would be worth 
bringing before the jury without 
more facts to substantiate them. 
I could see that his purpose was 
to get the inquest over with as 
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soon as possible so we might 
continue the investigation. 

After due deliberation a verdict 
of "Death from cause or causes 
unknown," was brought in, and 
the coroner departed with his 
men. 

"Now that the inquest is over, 
what do you suggest?" McGraw 
asked the doctor. 

"My suggestion is that we im
mediately destroythe liquidin the 
glass-lined tank in the labora
tory." 

"Why?" 
"Because I am convinced that 

it is at least one of the causes of 
the deaths that have taken place 
in this house." 

"I suppose you have a good 
reason for your assumption." 

" An  excellent one, I believe. 
While you am your men were 
searching the house, Evans and i 
did a little investigating on our 
own. We put some of the liquid 
under the compound microscope, 
and as we both saw the same 
things, I am convinced that my 
eyes did not deceive me. Tell 
the chief what you saw, Evans." 

I described the foam work, the 
granules and the white objects 
which appeared to be alive and 
struggling to escape. 

"All Greek to me," said the 
chief. "What was it?" 

"The foam work with its ac
companying granules closely re
sembled protoplasm, the basic 
life substance." 
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" And the white things-" 
"Were white blood corpuscles 

from the veins of a human being. 
They were the strongest of the 
human body cells to resist assim
ilation and consequently the last 
to succumb. The red corpuscles 
turned the liquid pink for a while, 
but they had disappeared before 
we made our microscopic exam
ination." 

"Good Lord, why didn't you 
tell me this before?" demanded 
the chief. "Let's go up and des
troy the stuff now. Those two men 
up there ni.ight be killed any min
ute." 

We found the two policemen un
harmed and made our plans for 
the destruction of the substance 
in the tank. Several demijohns of 
acid stood under the table, and 
the doctor selected one nearly full 
of sulphuric acid. 

"Open the windows," he order
ed. "This is going to make a hor
rible stench." 

Then he removed the rubber 
stopper from the mouth of the 
demijohn, and I helped him hoist 
it to the edge of the tank. The 
searing liquid struck the heavy 
fluid in the tank with a hissing 
sound and bored into it like hot 
water poured in a snow bank. 
The jelly-like mass quivered 
slightly, and pungent, nauseating 
fwnes arose to torment our nos
trils. 

Then, suddenly, as if in hor
rible pain and awakened to the 
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danger of its dissolution, the plas
mic substance began to heave and 
billow toward the top of the tank 
with a movement suggestive of 
the writhing of a huge coiled 
serpent in its death agony. By 
directing the stream of acid at 
the various peaks that arose, we 
endeavored to keep it all washed 
down to a common level. Then 
a dozen peaks rose simultaneous
ly and I noticed that one was cap
ped with a round ball in the cen
ter of which was a black spot. 

"The nucleus! " cried the doc
tor excitedly, shifting the demi
john. "Pour it on the nucleus! "  

W e  were too late . The thing up
reared itself with amazing speed 
and lopped over the edge of the 
tank opposite us. We dropped the 
nearly-emptied demij ohn into the 
tank and rushed around to inter
cept it, just in time to see the ball 
containing the black spot separ
ate itself from the stringy mass 
by which it was suspended, drop 
to the floor and roll under the 
table. 

An exciting chase of several 
minutes ensued. The thing dart
ed, or rather, rolled from place 
to place with amazing rapidity. 
The tile floor was cracked in a 
dozen places by blows from the 
clubs of the two policemen who 
assisted us. At length we drove 
it into the comer beneath the lav
atory and advanced in close for
mation. I had armed myself with 
a large spatula, the doctor grip-
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ped a heavy pestle , the two police
men had their clubs and the chief 
held his automatic pistol in readi-
ness . 

As we drew close, we moved 
with extreme caution, our nerves 
taut, our weapons ready to strike 
when the thing should make its 
dash for liberty. We waited breath
lessly, but no movement came 
from the comer. I prodded the 
space behind the water pipes with 
my spatula. Still no sign of the 
thing we were after. Then I peer
ed behind them and saw the rea
son-a hole an inch in diameter 

in the tile floor, probably drilled 
in the wrong place by a careless 
plumber and left unfilled because 
it was out of sight. 

When I pointed it out to Dr. 
Dorp ,  he shook his head solemn
ly. "The Malignant Entity has es
caped." he said. "No one in this 
house-in this community, even 
-is safe until it is captured or 
killed." 

" You don't mean to tell me that 
little thing we were chasing a
round the room could kill any
body," said the chief. 

" I  am not so sure that it could 
kill any one now that it has been 
reduced to the size of a golf ball, 
although the cytoplasm surround
ing the nucleus evidently has 
the power of quickly dissolving 
and assimilating living tissues. 
Its growth, apparently, is only 
limited by the amount of food it 
can find." 
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"Maybe we'd better get the 
women out of the house," said 
the chief. 

"The sooner, the better. I sug
gest also that you surround the 
place with men armed with shot
guns . If that thing gets out and 
starts to grow, I shudder to think 
of what may happen. Children will 
not be safe outside their own 
homes, and perhaps riot even 
within them. Adults will be at
tacked as soon as the creature 
has attained sufficient size, and 
there is always the possibility 
that it may have the power to re
produce its kind. Organisms of 
this kind, as a rule, multiply with 
exceeding rapidity. Think of a 
thousand or perhaps a million 
such monsters roaming through 
the land. It is almost impossible 
to kill them because of the power 
we have just witnessed, of leaving 
the body, no matter how larg� 
it has grown, taking with it only 
enough cytoplasm to protect the 
nucleus and make a new start." 

We were all gasping from the 
fumes that came out of the tank, 
and glad to get out of the labora
tory. 

When all were assembled in the 
living room, the chief phoned 
headquarters for men and shot
guns while Dr. Dorp and I explain
ed what we had found to Miss 
Townsend. 

After we had described our ad
venture in detail, the doctor said: 
• • It seems strange that your father 
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left no records of his experiments 
with the monster." 

"I feel quite sure that he left a 
record of some sort, though I have 
never seen it," replied Miss Town
send. 

• 'Have you any idea where it 
. ? "  IS . 

"Perhaps in his safe in the 
study." 

"I do not remember seeing a 
safe in the study." 

"Naturally. It is hidden. Come 
and I will show you where it is." 

We followed her into the study, 
and she swung back one of the 
bookcases which was hung on 
concealed hinges,  revealing a 
small wall safe. 

"Would you mind opening it 
for us?" asked the doctor. 

She turned the dial to number 
twelve , then pulled the lever. It 
did not move. She seemed sur
prised, set the dial more carefully 
and tried again with the same re
sult. 

"It's no use, I guess," she said. 
" The last number of the combin
ation is twelve. He usually turn
ed it back to one , and then it was 
only necessary to turnitto twelve 
to open it. He must have locked 
it last night. "  

" Don't you know the combina
tion? " 

"No. Father was the only one 
who knew that." 

"I wonder if you would object 
to our blowing the safe," he ask
ed. 
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" Not if it will be of assistance 
to you." 

Chief McGraw, who had j ust 
finished calling headquarters, 
came into the room. 

"Think you can get us a safe
cracker tonight, Chief?" asked 
the doctor. 

"Get you rpost anything you 
want. What's in the safe?" 

" We believe it  contains some 
valuable information regarding 
the thing we were chasing a while 
ago . "  

"I'll get a man out here right 
away," said McGraw, going once 
more to the phone. 

Officer Burke escorted Miss 
Townsend, Mrs. Harms and the 
two servants to the Harms home, 
where they were to spend the 
night. 

Shortly afterward there arrived 
twenty policemen armed with 
shotguns and carrying several 
dozen bulls�ye lanterns. They 
brought extra weapons, which 
were distributed to all of us who 
remained in the house, the chief, 
the doctor, the four policemen 
and myself. Burke was to remain 
on guard next door. 

A ring of lanterns was placed 
around the house and the twenty 
armed men were posted at inter
vals between them. We then div
ided our forces as follows: One 
policeman was placed on guard 
in the laboratory. Chief McGraw 
with another policeman patrolled 
the upper rooms and halls. The 
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doctor and one policeman remain
ed on the first floor and I ,  ac
companied by a strapping young 
fellow named Black, who had re
cently been admitted to the force,  
did sentry duty in the basement. 

Theorizing 

The Townsend basement was 
divided into three rooms, each 
lighted �ather dimly by the yellow 
rays from an incandescent globe 
suspended on a short drop-cord. 
The furnace room and coal bins 
were situated at the rear t!ld. The 
middle compartment contained a 
miscellaneous assortment of box
es, barrels, garden tools, house
hold tools, canned fruits, empty 
fruit j ars, bottles, and what not. 
The front room was used as a 
laundry. 

Officer Black and I searched 
each room thoroughly, using a 
flashlight in the dark comers and 
moving everything that wasn't 
fastened to the floor or walls. Sev
eral mice j umped out from behind 
boxes and barrels, but we saw no 
sign of the creature we �ere hunt
ing. 

We were peering behind the fur
nace when several loud squeaks 
came to us from the middle room. 

With shotgunheld in readiness, 
I moved stealthily toward the 
point from ·which the sound came. 
Then�. in the center of the floor 
almost under the yellow electric 
light bulb, I saw the fast disap-
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pearing body of a mouse under a 
mass of plasmic j elly. 

My first impulse was to shoot, 
but on second thought, I decided 
to attempt to capture the thing 
alive if possible. Instructing Black 
to hold his weapon in readiness 
in case I failed, I unscrewed the 
lid from a large empty fruit jar 
and walked softly toward the cen
ter of the floor. I exp·ected the 
thing to spring away, but to my 
surprise it lay almost motionless 
on the body of its victim. I could 
see streaks of bright red flowing 
through the jelly-like mass as 
blood of the mouse was drawn up 
for assimilation. 

I clapped the mouth of the jar 
over the creature and still it made 
no effort to escape. Then, sliding 
a fire shovel which Black brought 
me, under the thing and its victim, 
I turned the jar right side up . It 
fell to the bottom of the re
ceptacle, still clinging to the now 
formless mass that had once been 
a mouse and making no effort to 
escape . I put the lid in place and 
screwed it down tight. 

"Now try to get away, you 
devil! " I cried, shaking the jar 
exultantly. 

I almost dropped it a moment 
later as a muffled explosion jarred 
the building. Then I remembered 
Chief McGraw's safe-cracker, and 
hurried upstairs. 

When I reached the living room, 
Dr. Dorp was emerging from the 
study in a cloud of plaster dust. 
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In his hand was a thick, loose
leaf book. 

"I have the professor's diary," 
he called excitedly. 

"Don't get fussed over such 
trifles," I replied. "Look what 
I've got. Caught it alive , too." 

I put the jar on the table, and 
he squinted at it for a moment. 
The blood-bloated monstrosity 
had separated its shapeless hulk 
from the whitened bones of its 
victim and was sluggishly crawl
ing up the side of the glass. 

"You caught it, sure enough," 
he said. "I only hope it hasn'tany 
little sons or daughters about." 

" I 'll keep the house under 
guard for a couple of days," said 
Chief McGraw, who had come 
down to learn the result of the 
cracksman's labors. "If there are 
any more of these things around, 
they ought to show themselves 
by that time . "  

The doctor drew a chair up to 
the table and eagerly scanned the 
pages of the diary while we watch
ed the antics of the thing in the 
j ar. It kept getting lighter colored 
all the time , and more lively. By 
the time the cytoplasm had be
co me transparent it was racing 
around, contorting its body into 
all kinds of shapes-flat, oval, and 
round. At times it put forth pseu
dopods, sometimes elongating 
them until it resembled a small 
cuttle fish. 

"September twenty-third was 
the night Immune Benny died 
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wasn't it, Chief? " asked the doc
tor. 

"Right. Why?" 
"Then this diary tallies with 

Miss Townsend's testimony. Here 
is the professor's entry. 

" 'September 23, Nearly Mid
night. 

" 'Eureka! I have succeeded. 
I placed a tiny drop of synthe
plasm on the slide tonight as I 
have done a tho'usand times be
fore, and covered it with a weak, 
sterile solution of gelatine. 

" 'I watched it steadily for a 
half hour, but nothing happened 
until, suddenly, I noticed a tiny 
black spot forming in its center. 
I am positive there were no ani
malcules either in the synthe-

, plasm or the solution, yet no 
sooner had the black spot be
come readily distinguishable 
than my speck of syntheplasm 
b egan moving about as if search
ing for food. Evidently it cannot 
subsist on gelatine. 

" 'I next introduced a rhizopod 
into the solution. My animal 
s'ightly resembles it, but is lar
ger and gets about much faster. 
I wanted to compare the two but 
the rhizopod was quickly de
voured. Now I know what to 
feed it. ' " 

" It is growing late, so I will 
not read all the details to you," 
continued the doctor. "Suffice to 
say that the professor discovered 
his synthetically created creature 
would feed on nothing but living 
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creatures. He fed it so many 
microscopic animals the second 
day that it grew to a size visible 
to the naked eye. Then he fed it 
gnats, mosquitos, flies, beetles , 
and finally mice, when it became 
so large that he was forced to 
transfer it from the small porce
lain dish in which he kept it, to 
a much larger one. 

• 'The thing grew at a prodigious 
rate of speed. Its growth seemed 
only limited by the amount of 
living creatures it was permitted 
to devour. At length he was com
pelled to keep it in the glass-lined 
tank which he had been using 
for the culture of infusoria. Its 
victims were thrown into the tank 
alive and were quickly killed by 
the monster. He noticed that it 
was sluggish while assimilating 
its food, but moved with cat-like 
quickness when hungry. Though 
it had no eyes , it seemed to 
sense the approach of food in 
some way and, toward the last, 
stretched forth pseudopods and 
snatched the animals from his 
hands. 

"Yesterday this professor led 
two mastiffs into the room. Hardly 
had he closed the door of the 
laboratory befote the monster was 
out of the tank. It killed and de
voured the two big dogs in less 
than a half hour-then crawled 
back sluggishly into the tank to 
digest its meal. Thus ends the 
written record of the professor's 
advent�s with the Malignant 
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Entity. His whitened bones on the 
floor of the laboratory are mute 
testimony of what occurred." 

There was a moment of awed 
silence when the doctor finished 
his narrative. His eyes fell on 
the struggling thing in the glass 
j ar. 

"What are you going to do with 
it?" I asked. 

"Come," he said, taking up 
the jar and starting for the base
ment. " I  will show you." 

The chief and I followed him 
down the basement stairs and in
to the furnace room. He open
ed the fire-door and tossed the jar 
on the glowing coals. 

The thing raced about spasmod
ically for a moment in the in
tense heat, then fell huddled in 
the bottom of the jar. Suddenly, 
as if inflated from beneath ,  it 
puffed upward and outward, al
most filling the receptacle in a 
shape that resembled a human 
head. I thought this only a fig-

Don't Miss 

ment of my imagination at first
blinked-and looked a second 
time. The face of a man stared 
back at me from behind the curv
ed glass, eyes glowing with male
volent hatred and lips drawn back 
in a snarl that revealed crooked, 
yellow fangs. For a moment only 
the vision held. The next instant 
the jar was empty of all save a 
tiny pile of white, flaky ash and 
the bones of the mouse. 

Dr. Dorp shut the doorsuddenly 
and noisily. 

"That face," I exclaimed. "Did 
you see it also?" 

"A queer dis{ortion of the gas
inflate(! protoplasm," he replied. 

Chief McGraw seemed greatly 
perturbed. He drew a long black 
cigar from his pocket, lighted it 
and puffed nervously for a mo
ment. 

"Distortion, hell," he muttered. 
"It was a perfect double for the 

face of Immune B�nny!" 
THE END 

KEITH LAUMER'S NEW NOVEL 
AXE AND DRAGON 

THE MALIGNANT ENTITY 

IN THE JANUARY FANTASTIC 
Now On Sale 
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From the very first issue of Amazing (April, 1926 ), h ere's 
a story-by the author of " The Coming of the Ice" and 
" The Chamber of Life" -so modern in tone and style that 
it's hard to believe that it first appeared more than forty 
years ago. A nd although later writers-for example, Donald 
Wandrei, with that brilliant "thought-variant" Colossus
might ring more significant changes on th e theme of macro
cosmos, which of them (as Werten baker did) would first do 
so at the astonishingly precocious age of sixteen? A nd which 
of them would also follow through with an exciting sequel
coming up in our April issue-even more provocative than 
the original? 

the Man from 

the Ato m 
BY G. PEYTON WERTENBAKER 

Illustrated by PAUL 
-

I AM a lost soul , and I am home-
sick. Yes, homesick. Yet how 

vain is homesickness when orie 
is without a home! I can but be 
sick for a home that has gone. 
For my home departed millions 
of years ago, and there is now 
not even a trace of its former 
existence. Millions of years ago, 
I say, in all truth and earnest
ness. But I must tell the tale
though there is no man left to 
understand it. 

I well remember that morning 

when my friend, Professor Mar
tyn, called me to him on a matter 
of the greatest importance. I may 
explain that the Professor was 
one of those mysterious outcasts, 
geniuses whom Science would not 
recog!Uze because they scorned 
the pettiress of the men who 
represented Science. Martyn was 
first of all a scientist, but al
most as equally he was a man 
of intense imagination, and 
where the ordinary man crept 
along from detail to detail and 

Copyright 1926 by E.P. Co., Inc. 
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required a complete model be
fore being able to visualize the 
results of his work, Professor 
Martyn first grasped the great re
sults of his contemplated work, 
the vast, far-reaching effects, and 
then built with the end in view. 

The Professor had few friends. 
Ordinary men avoided him be
cause they were unable to under
stand the greatness of his vision. 
Where he plainly saw pictures of 

. worlds and universes, they vain
ly groped among pictures of his 
words on printed pages. That 
was their impression of a word. 
A group of letters. His was of 
the picture it presented in his 
mind. I ,  however, though I had 
not the slightest claim to scien
tific knowledge, was romantic to 
a high degree, and always willing 
to carry out his strange experi
ments for the sake of the adven
ture and the strangeness of it 
all. And so the advantages were 
equal. I had a mysterious per
sonage ready to furnish me with 
the unusual. He had a willing 
subject to try out his inventions, 
for he reasoned quite naturally 
that should he himself perform 
the experiments, the world would 
be in danger of losing a mental
ity it might eventually have need 
of. 

And so it was that I hurried 
to him without the slightest hesi
tation upon that, to me , momen
tous day of days in my life. I 
little realized the great change 
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that soon would come over my 
existence, yet I knew that I was 
in for an adventure, certainly 
startling, possibly fatal. I had no 
delusions concerning my luck. 

I found Professor Martyn in his 
laboratory bending, with the eyes 
of a miser counting his gold, over 
a tiny machine that might easily 
have fitted in my pocket. He did 
not see me for a moment, but 
when he finally looked up with 
a sigh of regret that he must 
tear his eyes away from his new 
and wonderful brain-child, what
ever it might be, he waved me a 
little unsteadily into a chair, and 
sank down in one himself, with 
the machine in his lap. I waited, 
placing myself in what I consid
ered a receptive mood. 

" Kirby," he began abruptly at 
last, "have you ever read your 
Alice in Wonderland?" I gasped 
perhaps, in my surprise. 

"Alice in-! are you j oking, 
Professor?" 

"Certainly not ," he assured me. 
I speak in all seriousness." 

"Perhaps I am playing with 
you unduly," 'he said, "but do you 
remember the episode of the two 
pieces of cheese, if my own recol
lection is correct, one of which 
made one grow, the other 
shrink?" 

I assented. "But," I said incred
ulously, "certainly you cannot 
tell me you have spent your time 
1n preparing magical cheeses?" 
He laughed aloud this time, and 
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then, seeing my discomfort, un
burdened himself of his latest 
triumph . 

"No Kirby, not just that, but I 
have indeed constructed a ma
chine that you will be incapable 
of believing until you try it. With 
this little obj ect in my lap, you 
could grow forever, until there 
was nothing left in the ·universe 
to surpass. Or you could shrink 
so as to observe the minutest of 
atoms , standing upon it as you 
now stand upon the earth. It is 
an invention that will make scien
tific knowledge perfect !"  He halt
ed with flushed face and gleam
ing eyes. I could find nothing to 
say, for the thing was colossal, 
magnificent in its possibilities . 
If it worked. But I could not re
sist a suspicion of so tiny a 
machine. 

"Professor, are you in absolute 
earnest? " I cried. 

"Have I ever jested about so 
wonderful a thing?" he retorted 
quietly. I knew he had not. 

"But surely that is merely a 
model?" 

"It is the machine itself! " 

II 

I was too astounded to speak at 
first. But finally, "Tell me about 
it," I gasped. "This is certainly 
the most fantastic invention you 
have made yet! How does it 
work?" 

"I am afraid," suggested Pro-
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fessor Martyn, " that you could 
not understand all the technical 
Jetails . It is horribly complicated. 
And besides, I am anxious to try 
it out. But I will give you an 
idea of it. 

" Of course, you know that an 
obj ect may be divided in half 
forever, as you have learned in 
high school, without being en
tirely exhausted. It is this prin
ciple that is used in shrinking. 
I hardly understand the thing's 
mechanism myself-it was the 
result of an accident-but I know 
that the machine not only divides 
every atom, every molecule, ev
ery electron of the body into two 
exactly equal parts , but it accom
plishes the same feat in itself, 
thus keeping pace with its ma
nipulator. The matter it removes 
from the body is reduced to a 
gaseous form, and left in the 
air. There are six wires that you 
do not see, which connect with 
the body, while the machine it
self is placed on the chest,  held 
by a small belt that carries wires 
to the front of the body where 
the two controlling buttons are 
placed. 

"When the user wishes to grow, 
he presses the upper button, and 
the machine then extracts atoms 
from the air which it converts, 
by a reverse method from the first, 
into atoms identical to certain 
others in the body, the two atoms 
thus formedj oining into one large 
particle of twice the original siz�. 
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"As I said, I have little idea of 
my invention except that it works 
by means of atomic energy. I 
was intending to make an atomic 
energy motor, when I observed 
certain parts to increase and di
minish strangely in size. It was 
practically by blind instinct that 
I have worked the thing up. And 
now I fear I shall not be able to 
discover the source of my atomic 
energy until I can put together, 
with great care , another such 
machine, for I am afraid to risk 
taking this apart for analysis." 

" And I," I said suddenly, with 
the awe ·I felt for such a discov
ery quite perceptible , I fear, in 
my tone, " I  am to try out this 
machine?" 

"If you are willing," he said 
simply. "You must realize, of 
course, that there are a multi
tude of unknown dangers. I know 
nothing of the complete effects of 
the machine . But my experiments 
on inanimate obj ects have 
seemed satisfactory.' '  

"I  am willing to take any risks," 
I said enthusiastically, "If you 
are willing to risk your great 
machine. Why, don't you realize,. 
Professor, that this will revolu
tionize Science? There is nothing, 
hardly, that will be unknown. 
Astronomy will be complete, for 
there will be nothing to do but 
to increase in size enough to 
observe beyond our atmosphere, 
or one could stand upon worlds 
like rocks to examine others." 
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"Exactly. I have calculated that 
the effect of a huge foot cover
ing whole countries would be 
slight, so equally distributed 
would the weights be. Probably 
it would rest upon tall buildings 
and trees with ease. But in space, 
of course, no support should be 
necessary. 

"And then, as you said, one 
could shrink until the mysteries 
of electrons would be revealed. 
Of course, there would be danger 
in descending into apparent noth
ingness, not knowing where a 
new world-atom could be found 
upon which to stand. But dangers 
must be risked." 

"But now, Kirby," remarked 
the Professor officially, "time 
passes, and I should like you to 
make your little j ourney soon 
that I may quickly know its re
sults. Have you any affairs you 
would like to put in order, in 
case-" 

"None," I said. I was always 
ready for these experiments.  And 
though this promised to be mag
nificently momentous , I was all 
ready. "No, if I return in a few 
hours, I shall find everything 
all right. If not, I am still pre
pared. " He beamed in approval. 

"Fine . Of course you under
stand that our experiment must 
take place at some secluded spot. 
If you are ready, we can pro
ceed at once to a country labora
tary of mind that will, I think, 
be safe." 
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I assented, and we hastily 
donned our overcoats, the Pro
fessor spending a moment or two 
collecting some necessary appara
tus. Then we packed the machine 
in a safe box, and left his home. 

" Are you all ready, Kirby?" 
The Professor's voice was firm, 
but my practiced ear could detect 
the slightest vibrations that indi
cated to me his intense inner 
feelings. I hesitated a moment. I 
was not afraid of going. Never 
that. But there seemed something 
partaking almost of finality about 
this departure. It was different 
from anything I had ever felt lie
fore. 

"All ready, Professor," I said 
cheerfully after a brief moment. 

"Are you going to magnify or 
minimize yourself? ''  

"It shall be growth," I answer
ed, without a moment's hesi
tation there. The stars , and what 
lay beyond . . . .  It was that I 
cared for. The Professor looked 
at me earnestly, deeply engrossed 
in thought. Finally he said, "Kir
by, if you are to make an excur
sion into interstellar space, you 
realize that not only would you 
freeze to 'death, but also die from 
lack of air." 

Walking to a cabinet in the rear 
of the room, he opened it and 
withdrew from it some strange 
looking paraphernalia. "This," he 
said, holding up a queer looking 
suit, "is made of a great quantity 
of interlocking metal cells, her-
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metically sealed, ·from which the 
air has been completely exhaust
ed so as to give the cells a high 
vacuum. These separate cells are 
then woven into the fabric. When 
you wear this suit, you will , in 
fact, be enclosed in a sort of ther
most bottle. No heat can leave 
this suit, and the most intensive 
cold cannot penetrate through it." 

I quickly got into the suit, 
which was not as heavy as one 
might imagine. It covered not 
only the entire body, but the feet 
and hands as well, the hand part 
being a sort of mitten. 

After I had gotten into the suit, 
the Professor placed over my head 
a sort of transparent dome which 
he explained was made of strong 
unbreakable bakelite. The globe 
itself really was made of several 
globes, one within the other. The 
globes only touched at the lower 
rim.. The interstices where the 
globes did not touch formed a 
vacuum, the air having been 
drawn from the spaces. Conse
quently heat could not escape 
from the transparent head piece 
not could the cold come in. From 
the back of this head gear, a flex
ible tuble led into the interior; 
it was connected to a small com
pressed oxygen tank, which the 
Professor strapped to my back. 

He then placed the wonder 
machine with its row of buttons 
on my chest, and connected the 
six wires to the arms and other 
parts of my body. 
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Professor Martyn grasped my 
hand then, and !taid in his finn, 
quiet voice: 

"Then goodbye, Kirby, for 
awhile. Press the first button 
when you are ready to go. May 
the Fates be with you! " 

The Professor next placed the 
transparent head gear over my 
head and secured it with attach
ments to my vacuum suit. A 
strange feeling of quietness and 
solitude came over me. While I 
could still see the Professor, I 
could hear him talk no longer as 
sounds cannot pierce a vacuum. 
Once more the Professor shook 
my hand warmly. 

Then, somehow, I found my
self pressing down the uppermost 
of three buttons. Instantly there 
was a tingling, electric flash all 
through my body. Martyn, trees, 
distant buildings , all seemed to 
shoot away into nothingness. 
Almost in panic, I pushed the 
middle button. I stopped. I could 
not help it, for this disappearing 
of all my world acted upon my 
consciousness. I bad a strange 
feeling that I was leavingforever. 

I looked down, and Professor 
Martyn, a tiny speck in an auto
mobile far below, waved up to 
me cheerfully as he started his 
car and began to speed away. He 
was fleeing the immediate danger 
of my growth, when my feet 
would begin to cover an immense 
area, until I could be almost en
tirely in space. I gathered my 

1 1 8 

courage quickly, fiercely, and 
pressed the top button again. 
Once more the earth began to 
get smaller, little by little, but 
faster. A tingling sensation was 
all over me, exhilarating if al
most painful where the wires 
were connected upon my fore
arms ,  my legs, about the fore
head, and upon my chest. 

It did never seem as though I 
was changing, but rather that the 
world was shrinking away, faster 
and faster. The clouds were fall
ing upon me with threatening 
swiftness, until my head broke -
suddenly through them, and my 
body was obscured, and the earth 
below, save tiny glimpses, as 
though of a distant landscape 
through a fog. Far away I could 
see a few tall crags that broke 
through even as had I, scorning 
from their majestic height the 
world below. Now indeed, if nev
er before , was my head "among 
the clouds! " 

But even the clouds were go
ing. I began to get an idea of 
the earth as a great ball of thick 
cloud. There was a pricking sen
sation beneath my feet, as though 
I stood upon pine needles. It 
gave me a feeling of power to 
know that these were trees and 
hills. 

I began to feel insecure , as 
though my support were doing 
something stealthy beneath me. 
Have. you ever seen an elephant 
perform upon a little rolling ball? 
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Well that is how I felt. The earth 
was rotating, while I no longer 

could move upon it. While I pon
dered, watching in some alarm as 
it became more and more like a 
little ball a few feet thick, it took 
matters in its own hand. My feet 
slipped off, suddenly, and I was 
lying absolutely motionless, pow
erless to move, in space! 

I watched the earth awhile as it 
shrank, and even observed itnow 
as it moved about the sun. I 
could see other planets that had 
grown at first a trifle larger and 
were now getting smaller again, 
about the same size as the earth, 
tiny balls of no more than a 
couple of inches in diameter . . . .  

It was getting much darker. 
The sun no longer gave much 
light, for there was no atmos
phere to diffuse it. It was a great 
blinding ball of fire near my 
feet now, and the planets were 
traveling about it swiftly. I could 
see the light reflected on one 
side, dark on the other , on each 
planet. The sun could be seen to 
m ove perceptibly too, though 
very slightly. As my feet grew 
larger, threatening to touch it, I 
hastily drew them up with ease 
and hung suspended in space 
in a half-sitting position as I 
grew. 

Turning my head away all at 
once, I observed in some sur
prise that some of the stars were 
growing larger, coming nearer 
and nearer. For a time I watched 
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their swift approach, but they 
gradually seemed to be getting 
smaller rather than larger. I 
looked again at my own system. 
To my amazement, it had moved 
what seemed about a yard from 
its fo rme r position, and was 
much smaller. The planets I saw 
no longer, but there were faint 
streaks of light in circles about 
the sun, and I understood that 
these were the tracks of the 
worlds that now moved about 
their parent too swiftly to be 
followed with the eye. 

I could see all the stars mov
ing hither and yon now, although 
they still continued to appear 
closer and closer together. I 
found a number lying practically 
on the plane of my chest, but 
above that they seemed to cease. 
I could now see no planets, only 
the tiny sun moving farther and 
farther, faster and faster along 
its path. I could disc ern, it 
seemed to me, a trend in its and 
its companions' path. For on one 
side they seemed to be going one 
way, and the opposite way on 
the other. In front, they seemed 
to move across my vision. Grad
ually I came to understand that 
this was a great circle swinging 
vastly about me, faster and faster. 

I had grown until the stars 
were circling now about my legs. 
I seemed to be the center of a 
huge vortex. And they were com
ing closer and closer together, as 
though to hem me about. Yet I 

1 1 9 



could not move all of me away. 
I could only move my limbs and 
head in relation to my stationary 
body. The nearest star, a tiny 
brig�t speck, was a few yards 
away. My own sun was like a 
bright period upon a blackboard. 
But the stars were coming near
er and nearer. It seemed neces
sary for me to move somehow, 
so I drew my legs up and shot 
them out with all my force. I 
began to move slowly away, hav
ing acted upon what little ma
terial substance there was in the 
ether. 

The stars were soon only a 
few feet apart below me, then a 
few inches, and suddenly, look
ing out beyond them, I was 
struck with the fact that they 
seemed to be a great group, iso
lated from a number of far dis
tant blotches that were apart from 
these. The stars were moving • 

with incredible swiftness now 
about a center near ·which was 
what I imagined to be the sun, 
though I had lost track of it 
somehow. They merged closer 

and closer together; the vast 
group shrunk more and more, 
until finally they had become in
distinguishable as entities. They 
were all part of a huge cloud 
now, that seemed somehow fa
miliar. What did it suggest? It 
was pale, diffused at the ends, 
but thick and white in the center, 
like a nebul-a nebula! That was 
it! A great light broke over me. 
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All these stars were part of a 
great system that formed a nebu
la. It explained the mystery of 
the nebulae. 

And there were now other nebu
lae approaching, as this grew 
smaller. They took on the resem
blance of stars, and they began 
to repeat the process of closing 
in as the stars had done. The 
stars, universes within universes! 
And those universes but nebulae 
in another great universe! Sud
denly I began to wonder. Could 
there be nothing more in infinity 
than universe after universe, each 
a part of another greater one? So 
it would seem. Yet the spell was 
upon me and I was not ready to 
admit such simplicity yet. I must 
go on. And my earth! It could 
not even be found, this sphere 
that had itself seemed almost 
the universe. 

But my growth was terribly 
fast now. The other nebulae were 
merging, it would seem at first, 

upon me. But my slow progress 

through space became faster as 
I grew larger, and even as they 
came upon me, like flying ar
rows now, I shot above them. 
Then they, too, merged. The re
sult was a vast nucleus of glow
ing material. 

A great light began to grow all 
about me. Above I suddenly ob
served, far away, a huge bright

ness that seemed to extend all 
over. the universe. But it began 
definitely. It was as though one 

AMAZING STORIES 



' 

were in a great ball, and the 
nebulae, a sunlike body now, 
were in the center. But as I be
came larger with every instant, 
the roof-like thing diffused, even 
as before things had converged, 
and formed into separate bodies, 
like stars. I passed through them 
finally, and they came together 
again behind me as I shot away, 
another great body. 

A coinci�ence suddenly struck 
me. Was not this system of a 
great ball effect with a nucleus 

within similar to what the atom 
was said to be? Could the nu

cleus and its great shell be op
posite poles of electrical energy, 
then? In other words, was this an 
electron-a huge electron com

posed of universes? The idea was 
terrible in its magnitude, some
thing too huge for comprehen
sion. 

And so I grew on. Many more 

of these electrons, if such they 
were, gathered together, but my 
luck held and I passed beyond 
this new body thus formed-a 

molecule? I wondered. Sudden
ly I tired of the endless proces

sion of stars coming together, 
forming ever into new stars that 
came together too. I was getting 
ho�sick. I wanted to see human 
faces about me again, to be rid 
of this fantastic nightmare. It was 
unreal. It was impossible. It must 
stop. 

A sudden impluse of fear took 
earth again. All at once, I reached 
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down, and pressed the central 
button to stop. 

But j ust as a swiftly moving 
vehicle may not stop at once, 
so could not I. The terrific mo
mentum of my growth Cafried me 
on, and the machine moved still, 
though slower. The stars seemed 
shooting upon me, closing about 
me. I could see no end of them 
before me. I must stop or they 

would be about me. 
Closer in they came, but small

er and smaller. They became a 
thousand pinpoints shooting 
about me . They merged into a 
thick, tenuous cloud about me, 
thicker and thicker. I was shoot
ing up now, but my growth had 
stopped. The cloud became a 
cold, clammy thing that yielded 
to the touch, and - and it was 
water! Yes, pure water! And I 
was floating in it. . . .  

Years . . . .  

Suddenly I shot up, out of the 
water, and fell back. Strength 
returned to me, and warmth, and 
love of life. It was water, some
thing I knew, something familiar, 
a friend. And so I swam, swam 

on and on, until my feet touched 
bottom, and I was leaping forth 

out of the water, on to the sand . . . .  

III  

There is no need to drag the 
tale out. I awoke finally from an 
exhausted sleep , and found my
self in a world that was strange, 
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yet familiar. It might have been 
a lonely part of the earth, except 
for an atmosphere of strangeness 
that told me subconsciously it 
was another world. There was a 
sun, but it was far distant, no 
larger than my moon. And vast 
clouds of steam hung over the 
j ungles beyond the sand, obscur
ing them in a shimmering fog, 
o bsc uring the sun so that it 
danced and glinunered hazily 
through the curtain. And a per
petual twilight thus reigned. 

I tried to tell myself I was in 
some strange manner home. But 
I knew I was not. At last, break
ing beneath the weight of home
sickenss and regrett, I surren
dered to a fit of weaping that 
shamed my manhood even as I 
wept. Then a mood of terrible, un
reasoning anger against Fate en
veloped me, and I stormed here 
and there about the beach. 

And so, all through the night, 
I alternately wept and raged, and 
wheri the dawn came I sank again 
in peaceful slumber . . . .  

When I awoke, I was calm. 
Obviously, in stopping I told my
self I had been left in a cloud of 
atoms that proved to be part of 
another group of matter, another 
earth or atom, as you will. The 
particular atoms I was in were 
part of the ocean. 

The only thing to do was to 
return. I was ashamed of my 
madness now, for I had the means 
of return. In the third button . . .  
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the bottom button. I saw no rea
son for delay. I splashed back 
into the water, and swam hastily 
out to the point where it seemed 
I had risen. I pushed the lowest 
button. Slowly I felt myself grow 
smaller and smaller, the sense of 
suffocation returned, only to pass 
away as the pinpoints shot about 
me again, but away this time. 
The whole nightmare was repeat
ed now, reversed, for everything 
seemed to be opening up before 
me. I thrilled with joy as I 
thought of my return to my 
home, and the Professor again. 
All the world was friend to me 
now, in my thoughts, a friend I 
could no t bear to lose. 

And then all my hopes were 
dashed. How, I thought, could 
I strike my own earth again? 
For even if I had come to the 
right spot in the water to a cer
tainty, how could I be sure I 
would pass between just the right 
cloud of molecules? And what 
would lead me to the very elec
tron I had left? And, after the 
nucleus, why should I not enter 
the wrong nebula? And even if I 
should hit the right nebula, how 
should I find my own star, my 
own earth? It was hopeless, im
possible! . . .  And yet, so constitu
ted is human nature that I could 
hope nevertheless! 

My God! Impossible as it is, I 
did it! I am certain that it was 
my own nebula I entered, and I 
was in the center, where the sun 
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should be. It sounds fantastic, 
it is fantastic. The luck of a 
lifetime, an infinity, for me. Or 
so it should have been. But I 
looked where the sun ought to 
be found, in the central cluster. 
I halted early and watched long 
with a sinking heart. But the 
sun - was gone! 

I lay motionless in the depths 
of space and I watched idly the 
stars that roamed here and there. 
Black despair was in my heart, 
but it was a despair so terrible 
that I could not comprehend its 
awfulness. It was beyond human 
emotion. And I was dazed, per

haps even a little mad. 
The stars were tiny pinpoints 

of light, and they shot back and 
forth and all around like purpose

less nothings. And ever would 
they collide, and a greater pin
point would be born, or a thou
sand pieces of fragments would 
result. Or the two might start off 
on new tracks, only to collide 
again. Seconds it took them to 
cover what I knew to be billions 
of trillions of light-years. 

And gradually the truth dawned 
upon me , t he awful truth. 
These stars were suns , even as 
mine had been, and they grew 
and died and were reborn, it 

seemed now, in a second, all in 
a second. Yet fair races bloomed 
and died, and worlds lived and 
died, races of intelligent beings 
strove, only to die. All in a 
second. But it was not a second 
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to them. My immense size was 
to blame on my part. 

For time is relative, and de
pends upon size. The smaller a 
creature, the shorter its life. And 
yet, to itself, the fly that lives 
but a day has passed a lifetime 
of years. So it was here. Because 
I had grown large, centuries had 
become but moments to me. And 
the faster, the larger I grew, the 
swifter the years, the millions of 
years had rolled away. I remem
bered how I had seen the streaks 

that meant the planets going 
about the sun. So fast had they 
revolved that I could not see the 

circuit that meant but a second 
to me. And yet each incredibly 
swift revolution had been a year! 
A year on earth, a second to me! 
And so, on an immensely greater 
scale, had it been as I grew. The 
few minutes that meant to me 
the sun's movement through the 
ether of what seemed a yard had 

been centuries to the earth. Be
fore I had lived ten minutes of 
my strange existence, Professor 
Martyn had vainly hoped away 
a lifetime, and died in bitter des
pair. Men had come and died, 
races had flourished and fallen. 
Perhaps all mankind had died 

away from a world stripped of air 

and water. In ten minutes of my 
life . . . .  

And so I sit here now, pining 
hopelessly for my Mother Earth. 
Tilis strange planet of a strange 
star is all beyond my ken. The 
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men are strange and their cus
toms curious. Their language is 
beyond my every effort to com
prehend, yet mine they know like 
a book. I find myself a savage, 

a creature to be treated with pity 
and contempt in a world too ad

vanced even for his comprehen
sion. Nothing here means any
thing to me. 

I live here on sufferance, as 

an ignorant African might have 
lived in an incomprehensible, to 
him, London. A strange creature, 
to play with and to be played 

with by children. A clown . . .  a 
savage . . .  ! And yearn as I will 

for my earth, I know I may never 
lmow it again, for it was gone, 
forgotten, non-existent a trillion 
centuries ago . . .  ! 

THE END 
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The popular author of Deathworld and Deathworld 2, those chilling 

portraits of hostile planets, here focuses his talent on a smaller 

but more vital subject: Sam Morrison, an unassuming college pro

fessor (Carteret, Miss.), just stopping between busses but carrying a 

simple cigar box that could have changed the world-if a far greater 

drama hadn't intervened. 

�ute �ilton 
By HARRY HARRISON 

W ITH ponderous smoothness 
the big Greyhound bus 

braked to a stop at the platform, 
and the door swung open. 
"Springville," the driver called 
out, "Last stop ! "  The passengers 
stirred in the aisle and climbed 
down the steps into the glare of 
the sun . .  Sam Morrison sat pa
tiently, alone, on the wide rear 
seat, waiting until the last pas
sengers were at the door before 
he put the cigar box under his 
arm, rose and followed them. The 
glare of sunlight blinded him aft
er the tinted glass dimness of the 
bus, and the moist air held the 
breathless heat of Mississippi 
summer. Sam went carefully 
down the steps, one at a time, 
watching his feet, and wasn't 
aware of the man waiting there 
until something hard pushed at 
his stomach. 

"What business yuh got in 
Springville, boy ?" 

Sam blinked through his steel
rimmed glasses at the big man 
in the grey uniform who stood 
before him, prodding him with a 
short, thick nightstick. He was 
fat as well as big, and the smooth 
melon of his stoJDach bulged out 
over his belt worn low about his 
hips. 

"Just passing through, sir," 
Sam Morrison said and took his 
hat off with his free hand dis
closing his cut-short grizzled 
hair. He let his glance slide across 
the flushed reddened face and the 
gold badge on the shirt before 
him, then lowered his eyes. 

"An' just where yuh going to, 
boy ? Don keep no secrets from 
me . . .  ," the voice rasped again. 

"Carteret, sir, my bus leaves in 
an hour." 
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The only answer was an un
communicative grunt. The lead 
weighted stick tapped on the ci
gar box under Sam's arm. "What 
yuh got in there-- a gun ?" 

"No, sir, I wouldn't carry a 
gun." Sam opened the cigar box 
and held it out : it contained a 
lump of metal, a number of small 
electronic components and a two
inch speaker, all neatly wired and 
soldered together. "It's a . . . a 
radio, sir." 

"Turn it on." 
Sam threw a switch and made 

one or two careful adjustments. 
The l ittle speaker rattled, and 
there was the squeak of tinny mu
sic barely audible above the rum
ble of bus motors. The red faced 
man laughed. 

"Now that's what ah call a real 
ni-gger radio . . . piece uh 
trash." His voice hardened again. 
"See that your on that bus, 
hear ?" 

"Yes, sir,'' Sam said to the re
ceding, sweat-stained back of the 
shirt, then carefully closed the 
box. He started towards the col
ored waiting room, but when he 
passed the window and looked in, 
he saw that it was empty. And 
there were no dark faces visible 
anywhere on the street. Without 
changing pace Sam passed the 
waiting room and threaded his 
way between the busses in the 
cinder parking lot and out of 
the rear gate. He had lived all of 
his sixty-seven years in the State 
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of Mississippi ; so he knew at once 
tnat there was trouble in the air 
-and the only thing to do about 
tr!mble was to stay away from it. 
The streets became nat'Tower and 
dirtier, and he trod their familiar 
sidewalks until he l:'aw a field 
worker in patched overalls turn 
into a doorway ahead u nder the 
weathered BAR sign. Sam went 
in after him ; he would wait here 
until a few minutes before the 
bus was due. 

"Bottle of Jax, please." He 
spread his coins on the damp, 
scratched bar and picked up the 
cold bottle. There was no glass. 
The bartender �aid nothing. Aft
er ringing up the sale he retired 
to a chair at the far end of the 
bar with his head next to the mur
muring radio and remained there, 
dark and impenetrable. The only 
light came from the street out
side, and the high-backed booths 
in the rear looked cool and invit
ing. There were only a few other 
customers here, each of them sit
ting separat.ely with a bottle of 
beer on the table before him. Sam 
threaded his way through the 
close-spaced tables and had al
ready started to slide into the 
booth near the rear door when he 
noticed that someone was al
ready there, seated on the other 
side of the table. 

"I'm sorry, I didn't see you,'' 
he said and started to get up, 
but the man waved him back on
to the bench and took an airline 
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bag with TWA on it from the ta
ble and put it down beside him. 

"Plenty of room for both," he 
said and raised his own bottle of 
beer. "Here's looking at you." 
Sam took a sip from his own bot
tle, but the other man kept drink
ing until he had drained half of 
his before he lowered it with a 
relaxed sigh. "That's what I call 
foul beer," he said. 

"You seem to be enjoying it," 
Sam told him, but his slight 
smile took the edge from his 
words. 

"Just because it's cold and wet 
-but I'd trade a case of it for a 
bottle of Bud or a Ballantine." 

"Then you're from the North, 
I ima�ine ?'.' Sam had thought so 
from the way he talked, sharp and 
clipped. Now that his eyes were 
getting used to the dimness, he 
could see that the other was a 
young man in his twenties with 
medium-dark skin, wearing a 
white shirt with rolled up sleeves. 
His face was taut and the frown 
wrinkles on his forehead seemed 
etched there. 

"You are damned right, I'm 
from the North and I'm going 
back. . . .  " He broke off sudden
ly and took another swig of beer. 
When he spoke again his voice 
was cautious. "Are you from 
these parts ? "  

"I was born not far from here, 
but right now I live in Carteret, 
just stopping off here between 
busses." 
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"Carteret-that's where the
college is, isn't it?" 

"That is correct. I teach there:" 
The younger man smiled for 

the first time. "That sort of puts 
us in the same boat ;- ! go to NYU, 
majoring in economics." He put 
his hand out. "Charles Wright. 
Everyone but my mother calls 
me Charlie." 

"Very pleased to meet you," 
Sam said in his slow, old-fash
ioned way. "I am Sam Morrison, 
and it is Sam on my birth certifi
cate too." 

"I'm interested in your college· ; 
I meant to step in there but 
. . . .  " He broke off suddenly at the 
sound of a car's engine in the 
street outside IJ,nd leaned forward 
so that he could see out the front 
door, remaining there until the 
car ground into gear and moved 
away. When he dropped bark en
to the seat, Sam could see that 
there were fine beads of sweat in 
the lines of his forehead. He took 
a quick drink from his bottle. 

"When you were at the bus sta
tion, you didn't happen to see a 
big cop with a big gut, red face 
all the time ?" 

"Yes, I met him ; he talked to 
me when I got off the bus." 

"'l'he J,astard !" 
"Don't get worked up, Charles ; 

he is just a policeman doing his 
job." 

"Just a . . .  !" The young man 
spat a short, filthy word. "That's 
Brinkley ; you must have heard of 
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him, toughest man south of Born
bingham. He's going to be elect
ed sheriff next fall, and he's al
ready grand knight of the Klan, 
a real pillar of the community." 

"Talking like that's not going 
to do you any good," Sam said 
mildly. 

"That's what Uncle Tom ':laid
and as I remember he was still a 
slave when he died. Someone has 
got to speak up ; you can't re
main quiet forever." 

"You talk like one of those free
dom riders." Sam tried to look 
stern, but he was never very good 
at it. 

"Well, I am, if you want to 
know the truth of it, but the ride 
ends right here. I'm going home. 
I'm scared and I'm not afraid to 
admit it. You people live in a 
jungle down here ; I never real
ized how bad it could be until I 
came down. I 've been working on 
the voter's committee, and Brink
ley got word of it and swore he 
was going to kill me or put me in 
jail for life. And you know what 
- I  believe it. I'm leaving today, 
just waiting for the car to pick 
me up. I'm going back north 
where I belong." 

"I understand you have your 
problems up there to. . . ." 

"Problems ! "  Charlie fin ished 
his beer and stood up. "I would
n't even call them problems after 
what I've seen down here. It's 
no paradise in New York-but 
you stand a chance of living a 
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bit longer. Wnere I grew u p  in 
South Jamaica we had it rough, 
but we had our own house in a 
good neighborhood and-you 
take another beer ?" 

"No, one is enough for me 
thank you." 

Charlie came back with a fresh 
beer and picked up where he had 
left off. "Maybe we're second class 
citizens in the north-but at least 
we're citizens of some kind and 
can get some measure of happi
ness and fulfillment. Down here a 
man is a beast of burden, and 
that's all he is ever going to be
if he has the wrong color skin." 

"I wouldn't say that ; things 
get better all the time. ll.lfy father 
was a field hand, a son of a slave 
-and I'm a college teacher. 
That's progress of a sort." 

"What sor t ? "  Charlie pounded 
the table yet kept his voice in an 
an(rr:v whisper. "So one hun
dredth of one percent of the Ne
groes get a l ittle education and 
pass it on at some backwater col
lege. Look, I 'm not running you 
down ; I know you do your best. 
But for every man like you there 
must be a thousand who are born 
and live and die in filthy poverty, 
year after year, without hope. 
Millions of people. Is that prog
ress ? And even yourself-are you 
sure you wouldn't be doing bet
ter if you were teaching in a de
cent university ?" 

"Not me," Sam laughed. "I'm 
just an ordinary teacher and I 
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have enough trouble g-etting ge
ometry and algebra across to my 
students without trying to ex
plain topology or Boolean alge
bra or anything like that." 

"What on earth is that Bool 
. . .  thing? I never heard of it.'' 

"It's, well, an uninterpreted 
logical calculus, a special disci
pline. I warned you ; I'm not very 
good at explaining these things 
though I can work them out well 
enough on paper. That is my hob
by, really, what some people call 
higher mathematics, and I know 
that if I were working at a big 
school I would have no time to 
devote to it." 

"How do you know ? Maybe 
they would have one of those· big 
computers-wouldn't that help 
you ?" 

"Perhaps, of course, but I've 
worked out ways of getting 
around the need for one. It just 
takes a little more time, that's 
all." 

"And how much time do you 
have left ?" Charlie asked quiet
ly, then was instantly sorry he 
had said it when he saw the older 
man lower his 'head without an
swering. "I take that back. I've 
got a big mouth. I'm sorry, but 
I get so angry. How do you know 
what you might have done if you 
had the training, the facilities 
. . . .  " He shut up, realizing he 
was getting in deeper every sec
ond. 

There was only the murmur 
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of distant traffie in the hot, dark 
silence, the faint sound of music 
from the radio behind the bar. 
The bartender etood, switched the 
radio off and opened the trap be
hind the bar to bring up another 
case of beer. From nearby the 
sound of the music continued like 
a remembered echo. Charlie real
ized that it was coming from the 
cigar box on the table before 
them. 

"Do you have a radio in that ?" 
he asked, happy to change the 
�ubject. 

"Yes-well, really no, though 
there rs an RF stage." 

"If you think you're making 
sense--you're not. I told you, I'm 
majoring in economics.'' 

Sam smiled and . opened the 
box, pointing to the precisely 
wired circuits inside. "My neph
ew made this ; he has a little !�fix
it shop, but he learned a lot about 
electronics in the Air Force� I 
brought him the equations, and 
we worke_tl out the circuit togeth-
er." 

Charlie th<>ught about a man 
with .electronic training who was 
forced to run a handyman's shop, 
but he had the sense not to men
tion it. "Just what is it supposed 
to do ?'' 

"It's not really supposed to do 
anything. I just built it to see if 
my equations would work out· in 
practice. I suppose you don't 
know much ab<>ut Einstein's uni
fied field theory . . . '!" Charlie 
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Bmiled ruefully and raised his 
hands in surrender. "It's difficult 
to talk about. Putting it the simp
lest way, there is supposed to be 
a relation between all phenome
na, all forms of t;lnergy and mat
ter. You• are acquai.t.ed with the 
sfmpler interchange�. heat ener
gy to mechanical energy as in an 
tngine, electrical energy to light " 

"The light bulb !" 
"Correct. To go further, the 

Jjbstulation has been made that 
time is relat.ed to light energy, 
• is gra-vity to light, as has been 
proven, and gravity to electrical 
energy. 'l'hat is the field I have 
been exploring. r· have· made cer
taln suppositions tbat there is -an 
Interchange of energy within a 
gravitic field, a measurable inter
change, such as the lines of force 
that are revealed ab�ut a mag
netic field by iron particles-rio; 
that's not a good simile-per
llapa the ability of a w·ire to carry 
a carl'ent endlessly under the 
·chilled ·condition of supercGnduc
tlvity-" 

"Professor, you have lost me. 
l'm not ashamed to admit it. 
Cotilll. -you maybe give me an ex
�ple-like what is ha}lpening in 
this little radio here ?" 

Sam made a careful adjust
ment, and the music gained the 
tiniest amount of volume. "It's 
not the radio part that is inter
esting-that stage really just 
demonstrates that I have detect· 
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ed the, Jea,kage,-no, we should 
call it the differential between 
the earth's gravitic field and that 
ot the lump of. lead there in the 
corner of the box." 

"Where is the battery ?" 
Sam smiled proudly. "Tir.a.t is 

the point-there is no battery. 
The input curren� is derived " 

"Do you mean you are running 
the radio off gravity ? Getting 
electricity for nothing ?'' 

"Yes . . .  really, I should say 
no. It is not like that . . . . � 

"It sure looks lik� that t" Cl'tar
lie was excited now, crouching 
half across the table so he cpuld 
look into the cigar box. "I may 
not know anything about elec
tronics, but in economics we 
learn a lot about power sources. 
Couldn't this gadget of yours be 
developed to generate electricity 
at little or no cost ?" 

"No, not at once. This is just 
a first attemp:t. . •  !' 

"But it could eventualiy and 
that means-" 

Sam thought that the young 
man had suddenly become sick. 
His face, just · inches away, be
came shades lighter as the blood 
drained from it. His eyes- were 
staring in horror as be slow1y 
dropped back and down into his
seat. Before Sam could ask him 
what was the matter· a grating 
voice bellowed through the room. 

"Anyone here seen a boy by 
name of Charlie Wrtght ? C'mon 
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now, speak up. Ain't no one gon
na get hurt for tellin' me the 
truth." 

"Holy Jesus . . .  ," Charlie 
whispered, sinking deeper in the 
seat. Brinkley stamped into the 
bar, hand resting on his gun butt, 
squinting around in the dark
ness. No one answered him. 

"Anybody try to hide him gon
na be in trouble !" he shouted 
angrily. "I'm gonna find that 
black granny dodger !" 

He started towards the rear of 
the room, and Charlie, with his 
airline bag in one hand, vaulted 
the back of the booth and 
crashed against the rear door. 

"Come back here, you son of a 
bitch !" 

The table rocked when Char
lie's flying heel caught it, and the 
cigar box slid to the floor. Heavy 
boots thundered. The door 
squealed open and Charlie pushed 
out through it. Sam bent over to 
retrieve the box. 

"I'll kill yuh, so help me !" 
The circuit hadn't been dam

aged. Sam sighed in relief and 
stood, the tinny music between 
his fingers. 

He may have heard �be first 
shot, but he could not have beard 
the second because the .38 slug 
caught him in the back of t;he 
head and killed him instantly. He 
crumpled to the floor. 

Patrolman Marger ran in from 
the patrol car outside, his gun 
ready, a·nd saw Brinkley come 
back into the room through the 
door in the rear. 

"He got away, damn it, got 
clear away." 

"What happened here ?" Mar
ger asked, slipping his gun back 
into the holster and looking down 
at the slight, crumpled body at 
his feet. 

"I dunno. He must have 
jumped up in the way when I let 
fly at the other one what was run
ning away. Must be another one 
of them commonists anyway ; he 
was sittin' at the same table." 

"There's gonna be trouble about 
this . . • .  " 

"Why trouble ?" Brinkley asked 
indignantly. "It's just anutba ol' 
dead nigger� . . . " 

One of hiS' boots was on the ci
gar box, and it crumpled and 
fractured when he turned away. 
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• o·ss  

I S L I N D 
By CARL JACOBI 

lllust rat or: MOREY 

One of the more remarkable things about Carl Jacobi
author of Revelations in Black and Portraits in Moonlight
is the durability of his reputation as a writer. Never very 
prolific, over the years he has steadily turned out a score 
or so of carefully polished weird, fantasy, and science-fiction 
stories, many of which have a way of staying with his 
readers long after they've forgotten the more animated work 
of other writers. "Moss Island" is a good example of what 
we mean. Long after yo.,l, forget its title, its author, even 
th e magazine in which you first read it, you will remember 
Jacobi's disquieting description of an ; ominous, timber-. 
covered island off the coast of New Brunswick-and of what 
almost happened there to a young geology student simply 
because he dropped his thermos bottle in a clearing at its 

center. 

F IFTEEN MILES off the New 
Brunswick coast, to the south 

of Marchester yet north of La
mont , lies a great timber-covered 
rock which has become known 
as Moss Island. With its endless 
chain of reefs, its frowning sheer 
walls, and its bastions of dense 
underbrush and giant trees, the 
island has remained untrespassed 
and primeval. Fishermen fear its 

j agged sides and keep well away. 
And as far as I have been able 
to learn, I am the only human 
being, or at least the only one 
for years , who has cared to visit 
its Eden shores. 

For the sum of ten dollars, a 
little fishing smack had brought 
me out, had carefully threaded its 
way to a bit of beach on the 
western side. 

Copyright 1932 by Teck Publications, Inc.  
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" You're a· darn fool , "  the 
rather deaf owner of the boat had 
growled when we arrived. "I'm 
givin' ya fair warnin'. I'll keep 
my part of the bargain and come 
back for ya at five o'clock, but 
only if the weather permits. l'in 
not so crazy about the looks of 
that sky over there , and if 
there's anythin' stronger'n a 
breeze comes up-well, you can 
figure on stayin' here 'til it 
calms down. I ain't  a-goin' 
through that bunch of saw-teeth 
in a wind for the fun of it. Not 
with my boat. Anyway, what's 
interestin' here? N othin' on 
Moss Island but trees and rocks. 
Not even any moss no more. 
Some thin' killed it." He pointed 
to a smooth expanse of black 
rock, in places covered by a mass 
of last year's vines, dead and 
brown colored. One slab high 
above me looked like a woman 
with long, glowing hair, a great 
embossed Medus a ,  it seeme d, 
when the wind ruffle d the 
withered grasses. 

"That's Mape vine, not moss," 
I corrected him. "There's prob
ably lots of moss farther in where 
there's damp shade." I picked up 
my hammer, my chart-drawing 
board and my knapsack and step
ped from the boat, adding: "I'm 
going to do a little geological sur
vey work, examine the rock for
mations, you know; and I don't 
think we'll have a storm. The 
weather report didn' t say so." 
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He gave a deris ive humph, 
whether at the nature of my work 
or my remark about meteorology 
I was left wondering, for with
out another word he shoved off. 
For a while I watched the boat 
bobbing away through the white 
caps , the little sail growing small
er and smaller and showing clean 
white in contrast to the green 
water and the blue sky. Then I 
turned to my surroundings. 

I was still below the island pro
per, the cliff running some thirty 
to fifty feet up to the edge of 
the woods. In some places the 
wall was almost perpendicular, 
and I looked about for means 
of climbing it. Farther on along 
the beach I came upon a break 
and a series of jags which, with 
a little maneuvering, would 

· serve as a staircase. I began my 
ascent. It was hard, slow work. 
Gulls whirled about me at my 
interruption, filling the air with 
their clamor. Ensnarled Mape 
vine impeded my progress, and 
clumps of scarlet bush, which 
seemed to thrive on the scant 
nourishment it found in soil
filled crevices, dug its thorns 
relentlessly into my hands. Upon 
a little jutting shelf I saw a dead 
snake, its head hanging into space 
as though watching something 
below. 

At length I reached the top , 
which I found to be flat as a 
plateau, the surface from the edge 
of the cliff quite void of vegeta-
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tion for a distance of about five 
yards, when abruptly began a 
wall of trees, the outer ones bear
ing evidence of the ravages of 
the elements. Peering off to sea 
again, I tried to catch sight of 
the boat that had brought me, 
but though I looked until the 
air before my eyes . appeared 
porous, I could see no sign of it. 

Striving to throw off a growing 
feeling of depression, I broke out 
into a loud whistle, following any 
tune my lips desired. The whistle 
seemed to travel for miles in the 
clear air. It rose above the trees 
and went far over the island. 
There was no echo. Only the 
waves swashed over rocks below 
me, and as I walked along, the 
screaming cries of a soHtary gull 
fell perfectly into the rhythmic 
cadence of my steps. 

I kept close to the edge of 
the cliff. To have attempted pene
trating that jungle of growth 
would have been foolhardy. So I 
watched for a place where the 
trees might thin down, reflecting 
idly that the glacial drift must 
be of a considerable depth to sup
port such extensive vegetation. 
About half a mile onward i found 
some pieces of shale with a few 
shell fossils and a small slab of 
limestone with remarkably clear 
impressions of crinoids. These 
ancient forms of marine life I 
determined to be of the Mississip
pian geologic period. 

But for some reason I lost 
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interest in my work. The very 
solitude of the island seemed to 
have crept into me and dulled 
my senses. Occasionally I was 
forced to enter the wood to cir
cle a mound of larger rocks that 
defied ascent. Occasionally I 
caught the glint of the sun shin
ing upon the bloated body of a 
dead fish lying far below on the 
little stretch of sand. And al
though I had gone only a short 
distance , all the while the weight 
of my knapsack seemed steadily 
increasing. 

By three o'clock I had almost 
reached the opposite side of the 
island. It was there on the east
ern exposure that I came upon a 
sheer wall, a rock formation that 
would have delighted the most 
experienced geologist. Here with 
the Pennsylvania strata folded 
and resting upon the eroded edges 
of the Mississippian was a great 
sedimentary history of geologic 
time. 

For a long while I examined 
the wall-from its base upward 
as high as I could reach. At length, 
taking my hammer, I began work
ing on a rather peculiar outcrop
ping vein or rather a slight dis
coloration on the rock. Strange 
enough, as I went deeper the 
color changed: from a dark brown 
at the surface to a reddish brown 
and from a reddish brown to a 
deep scarlet. If this were oxida
tion . . .  but no . . . .  And then sudden
ly my hammer broke through-
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into a cavity in the limestone, 
a large hole which had been hol
lowed out by the ground water 
slowly filtering through the rock 
crevices and in the course of time 
dissolving the soluble parts. Such 
cavities are common to limestone, 
I knew, but sometimes rather 
interesting phenomena accom
panies them. And so with a feel
ing of expectation I went to work 
with a will, enlarging the aper
ture until it was wide enough to 
thrust in my hand. 

I extended my arm into the 
opening gently, clawed air for 
a moment, and then reaching 
downward, felt a cold sticky 
liquid touch the fingers. Hastily 
I drew my hand to sight. It was 
dripping with a brownish, vis
cous · solution that had a musty 
odor. I stared in amazement. Poc
kets of mineral water are not un
common in this district, but al
ways it is clear and transparent. 
Never had I come upon any liquid 
formation in such a mucilaginous 
state. 

The thought of oil flashed 
across my mind. I cast it aside 
with a sheepish smile. There is 
no oil on the New Brunswick 
coast nor for thousands of miles 
in any direction. And this brown
ish mass in no way resembled 
crude petroleum. It was very odd. 

And then quite suddenly I re
membered a recent conversat�on 
with Professor Monroe at the 
University of Rentharp, where 
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I am doing graduate work in 
geology and mineralogy. 

"Phillip," he had said when 
I came upon him in one of the 
laboratories before a table of vials, 
tubes; and instruments, "Phillip, 
I believe I've made a discovery." 
And while he worked he had told 
me in his short, jerky, nervous 
manner about muscivol, the name 
which he had given to his find. 
"It is very rare," he had said, 
"rarer than radium." 

I have always been interested 
in botany and I have a fair knowl
edge of the subj ect, but I confess 
some of his scientific explanation 
went over my head. This much, 
however, I roughly gathered: 

In northern climates, under 
favorable conditions , can be 
found a rare moss which resem
bles and yet fundamentally dif
fers from the common Saelania 
moss. After living in great luxu
riance for a number of seasons, 
this Musci plant will suddenly 
die. If the diseased plant is ex-
amined just before its death, it 
will be found that almost a rever
sal of the natural processes of 
growth is going on. 

A month earlier a small blis
ter or pouch develops just above 
the rootlets. And for some un
known reason most of the food 
elements which the plant obtains 
from the soil and from the air, 
instead of serving to nourish the 
whole plant, gather and centra
lize in this pouch in liquid form. 

AMAZING STORIES 



The rest of the plant is thus 
robbed of fts food; it can no lon
ger live healthily, and growing in 
damp places as it does , it is slow
ly overcome by rot. 

The decay affects the contents 
of the pouch. The liquid goes 
through a process of fermenta
tion, though that is hardly the 
correct term. At length, however, 
the pouch bursts and the liquid 
soaks into the soil. 

If a large number of these 
diseased moss plants are present, 
the ground will be almost sat
urated with the liquid. In time
always under favorable condi
tions-the liquid will soak down 
until it reaches and becomes a 
part of the ground-water-that is: 
the water in the solid rock below 
the swface which one taps when 
digging a well. 

Limestone is full of s ub
terranean cavities.  The water 
carrying this plant-liquid in solu
tion may find one of these, enter 
it, and become stagnant. Gradual
ly the cavity deep down in the 
rock will be filled with the pouch
liquid of hundreds of these 
diseased mosses. And what is 
equally important with it will be 
certain amounts of mineral matter 
which is always present in the 
ground-water. 

" Nowher� can it be found in 
the same intensity," Professor 
Monroe had said, "and in no 
two places is it really the same, 
for the mineral matter in the 
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solution will always vary." 
"Well, what good is it?" I had 

asked, rather bored by his long 
explanation. 

The professor had put down his 
test tube, leaned across the la
boratory table and said slowly: 
"I have discovered by accident 
that sometimes this liquid-Mus
civol, I have called it-sometimes 
it contains all the elements of 
growth." 

"What do you mean?" I asked, 
puzzled. 

"I mean that if I apply a small 
quantity of it that has the right 
amount of mineral matterin solu
tion to the original moss plant, 
one in healthy condition, its rate 
of growth will be speeded up 
tremendously. I mean that the 
few drops of Muscivol I have 
been able to find when placed on 
the stalk of a moss plant caused 
it to leap upward to twice its 
original size in a few seconds . "  

And as I stood there on the 
cliff, staring at my dripping fin
gers, it all came back to me. 
With a start I realized that this 
must be a vug* "of Muscivol, that 
rares� of liquids, the essence of 
moss growth. In haste I emptied 
the coffee from my thermos bot
tle and, using the cover as a 
cup , carefully reached into the 

* A vug is a term used in min
ing to indicate a small, unfilled 
cavity in a vein or in the sur
rounding rock. 
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cavity and with the utmost care 
began the process of capturing 
as much of the sticky fluid as 
I could. I smiled to myself as 
I pictured Professor Monroe's sur
prise and delight when I brought 
him this find. The most he had 
been able to discover was a few 
drops, while here was almost a 
quart. True, I did not know as 
yet if it contained the necessary 
mineral matter to make it potent. 
That I must leave to the pro
fessor and his test tubes. When 
I had filled the thermos bottle, 
I carefully closed it and placed 
it in my knapsack. 

The next hour I spent in mak
ing a rough chart of the sedi
mentary wall before me and writ
ing i:p my notebook a brief geolo
gic description ·of the island. All 
this, of course, was part of my 
university work. At length, the 
brief survey completed, it occur
red to me that I still had time 
for further exploration before the 
boatman would return, and so 
shouldering my knapsack, I head
ed into the interior. 

In a moment, as though a migh
ty door were shut, the woods 
closed dark upon me, and Hound 
myself in a j ungle of growth 
that discouraged further penetra
tion. Gradually, however, as I 
struggled forward, the under
brush, finding insufficient sun
light to exist, thinned down until 
there were left only trees and 
moss. The strange, luxuriant 

1 3 8  

abundance of the latter account
ed, I saw, for the island's name. 
Fern moss, Long moss, Urn and 
Cord moss, Catharinaea angus
tala, Polytrichum strictum, and 
tree moss-in every division com
mon to the northeastern United 
States the Musci order here was 
represented. 

On rotting logs, at the foot of 
trees, in parasitical clumps upon 
the trunks , and on the ground as 
a soft carpet of damp green
everywhere was moss. With its 
perpetual damp and shade and 
its moist sea air, the island 
seemed to present strangely per
fect conditions for this plant. 

The wood was silent about me 
now, and only occasionally, when 
the tessellation of verdure above 
became less dense, could I see 
the light of the sky. As I went 
deeper, the trees seemed to take 
definite positions in the forest 
about me, to form long, dark 
corridors with winding turns. 
The mosses lost their dark green
ish hue and developed into a 
bluish yellow, a sickly yellow in 
the gloom. The air was moist 
and warm. It weighed heavily 
upon my lungs and seemed to 
throw a great torpor over my 
body. I wiped the perspiration 
from my forehead and went on. 
The island, it appeared, was in
fested with blue j ays , j ays 
strangely fat and overnourished. 
Great frocks of them rose up 
at my approach, their screaming 
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cries filtering slowly through the 
sodden air like the death wails 
of a thousand drowning cats. 

But as I went farther and far
ther, even they disappeared, and 
I was left with only the walls 
of trees, the floor of moss and 
the gloom. I saw more varieties 
now: Shaggy moss, Hooked moss , 
and Hair-capped moss . Yellowish 
plants, they were, sickly and flac
cid in the half light. 

At random I chose one of the 
corridors through the trees and 
made my way slowly forward, 
my steps velveted in the soft 
grasses . Winding, yet going ever 
deeper into the interior, the wall
ed lane stretched before me like 
a living gallery. The intertangle
ment of foliage far above was 
heavy and dense, admitting no 
light but only a strange green 
glow. An odor of rot rising from 
the earth crept into my nostrils, 
and I began to breathe with diffi
culty. 

It was a quarter after four by 
my watch when I reachE:d a point 
where the trees opened abruptly 
onto a little glade. Roughly esti
mating this to be about the heart, 
the center of the island, I was 
about to turn and retrace my 
steps when a mass of white at 
the far side of the open space 
caught my eye . I stepped for
ward and found myself gazing at 
a great circle of densely packed 
White Moss . For some moments 
I stood there, looking down at 

MOSS I SLAND 

the cushion-like tufts as a wave 
of loathing slowly rose within me. 

The species I had recognized 
as what is technically known as 
Leucobryum glaucum, a Musci 
plant common enough in moist 
woods , but for some reason, 
whether because of its contrast 
to the green and yellow moss 
on all sides or the anemic pallor 
of its gray whiteness, I viewed 
it here with a feeling of utter 
revulsion. There was something 
repulsive about the very way it 
sprawled across the glade. 

During all this time, with the 
enthusiasm of exploration, I had 
almost forgotten my finding of 
the liquid in the limestone cavity. 
Now, however, I felt a sudden 
desire to prove to myself beyond 
a doubt that the solution really 
was Muscivol, by observing how 
this moss plant would react to 
a few drops. Quickly I unfast
ened my knapsack, drew forth the 
thermos bottle, and unscrewed 
the cap. Then carefully tilting it 
over the matted circle of white 
moss, I let a small amount of 
the brownish liquid fall. 

The result was amazing. The 
plant quivered a half moment, 
then shot upward with terrific 
growth rate. Unconsciously I 
jumped back. My foot caught in 
a bramble. I lost my balance and 
fell full length. The thermos bot
tle bounced from my hand, roll
ed across the ground straight in
to the White Moss plant, and 
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there the viscous contents began 
to pour forth. 

With a cry of dismay I realized 
what had happened. A quart of 
Muscivoi was upon the plant, a 
quart where a few drops had been 
multipotent. A great shudder ran 
through the moss. A sobbing sigh 
came from its grasses. And then 
with a roar, the rootlets gouged 
down into the ground, tore at 
the soil, and the plant with a 
mighty hiss raced upward, five 
feet, ten feet. The tendrils swell
ed as though filled with pressure, 
became fat, purulent, octopus 
folds. Like the undulations of 
some titanic marine plant the 
white coils waved and lashed the 
air. Up they lunged, the growth 
rate multiplied ten thousand 
times. 

A tentacle in its mad gyrations 
brushed my face. I screamed in 
horror, turned to the wood and 

· ran-down the long corridors, the 
lanes, the galleries, through the 
trees.  Behind me the roar rose 
into a great thunder; the hissing 
stabbed the air like escaping 
steam. On through the dark woods 
I raced, a wave of wild fear surg
ing over me. Looking over my 
shoulder, I could see the white 
moss with coils like cables now, 
climbing over the trees, advanc
ing with frightful velocity. Mus
civol! What fiendish chemical was 
this that could destroy the very 
laws of nature? The black boles 
of the trees like shrouded phan-
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tasms leered at me in mocking 
answer as I lunged by them. A 
great wail rose up as a thousand 
terrified blue jays flapped away 
in a mad hegira for safety. The 
forest was endless. Miles I seem
ed to have run, but with a heart 
pounding trip-hammerpulsations 
I tore on even faster toward the 
cliff. 

At length I reached it, emerg
ed into the open air, but found 
the day not as I had left it. A 
heavy fog had rolled in from the 
sea, had thrown a veil over the 
entire coast. 

I did not stop. To the rear the 
wall of white was lunging over 
the island now like a tidal wave. 
Came the repercussions of the 
crashing of trees, snapping under 
the great weight of the moss. 
The growth fulminations pound
ed against my ear drums until 
they seemed ready to crack. Along 
the cliff, through the thickening 
fog, I ran. And suddenly a fear
ful thought came to me. Suppose 
the boatman had not returned? 
Plangent and insanely insistent, 
the question beat through my 
brain. I could see myself being 
crushed, strangled, smothered in 
those white folds. 

Again I looked back. Again I 
screamed in stark horror. With 
frightful rapidity the advancing 
moss was gaining on me. Like 
an octopus the tentacles were 
clawing the sky, engulfing the 
whole island. And now the gronnd 
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beneath my feet, torn and ruptur
ed by the distant moss roots, be
gan to shake in cataclysmic con
vulsions. 

But at length I reached the 
break in the cliff where I had made 
my ascent from the beach. I ran 

: to the edge and peered over. The 
boat was there! Through the haze 
of the fog I could see it drawn up 
on the sand, the boatman placidly 
smoking his pipe, waiting. Never 
was a sight more welcome, and 
with a prayer of thanks I leaped to 
the jags in the rock sides and be
gan my descent. Going down was 
harder than coming up. Twenty 
times I saved myself from falling 
only by grasping the Mape vine 
coils. The thorns of the scarlet 
bushes stabbed to the bone. 

How I ever reached the bottom 
safely I don't know. I remember 
running wildly across the beach 

to the boat, climbing in, and 
shouting something unintelligible 
to the astonished boatman. And 
then we were out on the water, 
heading into the fog, the cool 
salt air fanning my face. 

I came to my senses finding the 
old man chafing my wrists. 

"What in thunder happened?" 
he asked. "What's the matter?" 

I stood up in the rocking boat. 
Vaguely, indistinctly through the 
haze I could see the great bulk of 
the island a half mile to our lea. 

"That moss!" I cried, "that wall 
of white moss! Don't you see it?" 

He st_ared over the water, squin
ting his eyes. "Moss?" he repeat
ed slowly. "Did you say moss?" 
and he turned to me with a queer 
look. 

"I don't see no moss," he said. 
"All I can see is fog, white fog." 

THE END 
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Editorial (Continued from page 4) 

ous about every new story that a favorite writer turns out, even 
though they no longer feel that he writes especially for them. 

But what response can the S-F magazine make to this tendency 
to dilute the very thing for which it exists? Well, it could turn away 
completely and limit itself entirely to stories that only veteran 
readers would enjoy-or understand. But that's too introverted and 
would only shrink the field even moreso than it already has . Or it 
could give in and publish whatever competent writers produce, even 
though most of it is not �reant for us. But that way, too, leads to 
extinction, for the science - fiction magazine would then become 
merely an adjunct of the paperback field. Finally, though , it could 
do what we here at Amazing are trying: it could publish a mixture 
of the very best of the new material-such as Murray Leinster's 
"Killer Ship" and Arthur C. Clarke's " Sunjammer"-and some of 
the best of the older stories written in a day when writers had a 
much closer relationship to their readers than they seem to now. 

And then, who knows? Maybe if this combination of entertaining 
science fiction-from the present and the past-catches on with 
enough new readers, as it seems to be doing, then perhaps one day 
some of those really talented S-F writers will look back and find 
an audience grown larger than when they left it. Then maybe 
they'll think once more of writing the kind of story that can only 
be written when a writer knows that his readers expect him to 
top himself each time out. -JR 

WATCH FOR THE .BIG 

40TH ANNIVERSARY ISSUE 

OF AMAZI NG STORIES 

ON SALE · FEB. 24th 

1 42 AMAZING STOR IES 



PRESS U RE 
By ARTHUR PORGES 

Once again the crew of the scoutship Herschel 

faces death-until the fertile brain of Ensign 

de Ruyter, encouraged by hunger, finds a way out. 

UNDER this tough, homogene
. ous, basaltic-like rock

which is thirty inches thick, by 
the way-" Ensign De Ruyter 
said dreamily, "is a pool of the 
rarest mercury isotope known to 
science. According to my little 
geological magician here--" he 
patted the gleaming cubical test
instrument, a small miracle of 
electronics, gravitronics, sonics, 
and graser *-"it measures about 
the size of a hemisphere forty 
feet in diameter. Think of the 
number of cubic feet ! Think of 
the fat bonus our heirs will col
lect ! "  

"By the time they ever find us 
--or rather our remains," Lieu
tenant Burton said in a dry voice, 
"our heirs will have heirs, u nto 
the Nth generation." 

"That bad, eh ?" Captain 
Morse asked. Not that he had any 
reason to doubt it. 

"That bad," his executive and 

engineering officer said. "We're 
stranded on a two-bit planet of a 
dust-speck sun in a misbegotten 
little galaxy. The thrust-bearing 
has lost its collar, which has a 
crack not so deep as a well, but 
'twill serve. For the benefit of 
you two illiterates, that's a steal 
from Shakespeare, who wrote so 
long ago that we know little but 
his name--and his work, whi.ch 
is incomparable but not as easily 
absorbed as audio-visual-brain
wave imagery. Hence, few both
er." 

"You were saying-about that 
bearing," Morse pointed out, 
keeping his tone offensively neu
tral. 

Burton was unabashed. Disci
pline in these three-man scouts 
was traditionally informal, as in 
submarines of the early days on 
earth, but none the less effective 

•Gravity Amplification b11 Stimulated Emh· 
oion of Radiation. 
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when the chips were down. On 
this ship, HERSCHEL, there was 
even less need for a strict rule
book operation, since the three 
officers liked and respected each 
other more than many brothers. 

"I only thought," he drawled, 
"that a little education might be 
in order, since we're not going 
any place." 

"Education is what I'm after," 
the captain said sweetly, "but 
not literary. I'd like to know just 
why my engineering officer has 
given up on the thrust bearing." 

"Yes, sir !"  was the reply, ex
aggeratedly mil itary. "It's like 
this. I can fix the collar, al
though even there it's not a sure 
thing. It has to take a terrific 
strain when we space-warp into 
overdrive-but you know that." 

"That much I know," Morse 
said. "Even pilots get some en
gineering fundamentals. Believe 
it or not, there was a time I could 
dismantle the power-plant my
self." 

"We don't use steam any 
·more," Burton said, and De Ruy
ter gave him a queer glance. 
Only nineteen, the ensign had 
plenty of courage-nobody got 
through the screening to cadet 
without it-but even so the cool 
badinage of the two veterans, 
considering · their desperate 
plight, was a revelation to the 
boy. 

"I'll note that insolence for the 
inevitable and deserved court-
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martial", the captain said. "But 
unless you get us back to base, 
there won't be one, what with no 
other senior officers here. And if 
you get us back," he pointed out 
gravely, "the .charge would have 
to be withdrawn, in view of your 
.saving our lives. That should 
give you some incentive, Lieu
tenant !" 

"Why ? It add� up to no court
martial in either case. B ut 
enough small talk-sir ! As I was 
saying, the collar can be fixed 
with a cold weld-the Bascomb 
type. It should hold long enough 
to get us back. But-aber-mais 
-to get the collar back on the 
bearing calls for a fifty-ton 
squeeze. Any looser fitting, and 
when you shift to overdrive, said 
collar will certainly slip. And if 
it moves a milimeter while we're 
warping, the three of us will 
look like bloody Klein bottles, 
with our guts a nice, messy dem
onstration of topology-inside
outside, left-to-right, mirror-im
age, one surface, all in a single 
juicy mixture." 

"We have the latest power 
screw-jack." 

"True. But it's good for only 
five tons. Maybe I could overload 
the thing, and build up another 
two or three, but that wouldn't 
help a bit." 

WHAT about adding a ten
_foot lever set-up ?" De Ruy

ter said. 
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"Good thinking, Ensign ! 
Only," Burton said, "we haven't 
anything in that length that 
wouldn't bend like a wet noodle 
before the .collar slid into place." 

"Plenty of other power," 
Morse said. "What about heating 
the collar--or freezing the 
shaft ?" 

"Heating the collar's out-
that's why I mentioned a cold 
weld. Heat would ruin its temper, 
and we'd be as badly off as going 
into overdrive without any 
bearing. That is to say, suicide. 
As for freezing, that would be 
great, except that these new 
Mark IX bearings are inyarium 
gamma, with a coefficient of ex
pansion--or contraction, to coin 
a term-'-{)f six times ten to the 
minus twenty-fifth. You could 
take this baby to absolute zero, 
and only a spectral interferome
ter would show a fringe-shift or 
two of volume decrease." 

"You're not very encourag
ing," the captain said. "But all 
too lucid." He looked at De Ruy
ter. "What does our communica
tions officer have to say ?" 

The boy shook his head. 
"Not much, sir. There's no

body scheduled to be in this space 
block for months-maybe years. 
Our food, of course, won't last 
more than ninety days ; and the 
planet's all rock-like this cavern 
we're in now." He gestured to
wards the black, smooth walls 
revealed by their light-packs on 
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the level floor. The low roof of 
the cave was of the same heavy, 
slick mineral. "Of course, we 
could take off in normal drive, 
but the nearest star that might 
have planets is three light years 
away, and at our maximum speed 
of two hundred plus miles a sec
ond-you see that wouldn't help. 
We'd die of old age before even 
getting close. And even if the 
lieutenant could beef up that 
drive, and bring u s  to a planet in 
ten years, it might be as worth
less as this one, for all we know. 
This part of space is still terra 
incognita." 

"Incognita, yes ; terra, no," 
Burton said. "Your Latin's lousy, 
son." 

"Then as it stands," Morse 
said slowly. "We can stay here, 
or in the ship, or take off in a 
pointless way for nowhere. In 
each of those unpleasant choices, 
we last as long as our food. With 
power, we can make air indefi
nitely, of course. This atmos
phere is safe to breathe for a 
long time, even if the oxygen is 
low, and the ammonia taint no 
joy." 

"It doesn't matter," De Ruyter 
said, "but that ammonia trace 
could kill us-lung irritation
after a year or two." 

"All right," the captain said, 
his voice holding a new crisp
ness. "It's up to me to make the 
decisions. I don't care to wait for 
starvation to kill me. We'll put 
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the collar on as tightly as the 
screw-jack can do it, take off, 
and go into overdrive at the nor
mal range from the planetary 
mass." 

"It's suicide," Burton said, 
''but quick and painless-at 
least, I hope so. People who went 
into space-warp with faulty 
equipment never were able to tell 
us how it felt to be twisted into 
several dimensions at once ; but 
how bad can anything be that 
happens in a small part of a mi
cro-microsecond ?" 

"Maybe time is also messed 
about," Morse said. "So that a 
microsecond seems like a year." 

"Ouch ! "  Burton replied. 
"But I wasn't thinking of sui

cide," the captain said. "Rather 
of a chance, however small, 
against no chance at all. It is 
possible," he asked. "that the 
collar might hold, isn't it ?" 

The lieutenant looked at him 
for ten long seconds. Then he said 
quietly, "No, I'm sorry, Cal-not 
a prayer. If I could force it on 
under, say, forty tons, there 
might be an outside chance, but 
never with only five. It would be 
like expecting a .22 shell to have 
good ballistics through a .30 
caliber rifle. Far too much play." 

They both looked at De Ruy
ter, who had cleared his throat 
noisily. 

"Yes, Ensign ?" Morse - said. 
"I agree with both of you, only 

-" He hesitated. 
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"What De Ruyter means, I 
think," Burton said, "is that we 
needn't take off this minute, 
right ?" 

"That's right," the ensign 
said, relieved. "We may be able 
to figure something out ; there's 
still almost ninety days to go
on the food, I mean." 

"You're wrong," Morse said 
evenly. "There's a hundred and 
eighty. We go on half rations 
while looking for an out. I didn't 
mean to give anybody the idea I 
wanted to leave at once. We'll 
give it a real colle�e try. It's just 
that I like to plot my course clear
ly in advance. So," he added dry
ly, "there will be time to make 
full use of De Ruyter's legendary 
ingenuity." He grinned, taking 
the sting out of his last remark. 

"You heard the captain," Bur
ton said. "We can't get old 
HERSCHEL into overdrive, but 
your brain's still in working or
der, so get at it, boy !" 

FOR the first thirty days they 
were full of hope ; it didn't 

seem possible that three highly 
intelligent and superbly trained 
men, with a ship-full of excellent 
equipment, could fail to solve so 
simple a problem. It was just a 
matter of obtaining fifty tons of 
smooth, controlled force, but 
they were stopped cold. It was 
easy to get the fifty tons, but 
only from some kind of explosive 
reaction that was completely un-
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suited for the delicate placement 
of the welded collar. On the other 
hand, the screw-jack could be 

used to compress the shell of an 
egg without cracking it, so pre
cise were its controls, but be
yond six tons-an overload-it 
showed signs of burning out, and 
had to be turned off. 

Nor did the scanty food-ration 
help ; they were hungry all the 
time, and losing strength. They 
had no further thought for the 
cavern, with its fortune in mer
cury ; a bonus was no good to 
dead men. 

On the sixty-eighth day, hag
gard and grim, they held a pol
icy conference. 

"We're getting too weak," the 
captain said bluntly. "I think 
we'd better go back on full ra
tions for a few days-to build up 
some strength, just in case-and 
then shoot the works on the loose 
collar. Give it all the screw-jack 
can produce by burning it out, 
and then take off." 

"That suits me," Burton said. 
"Right now, a full meal seems 
more important than a few more 
days of life-if you call this life. 
A planet that's bare rock on top, 
and mercury pool underneath. 
If we were like those mineral sili
con "plants" on Cuvier, we could 
at least guzzle mercury ; they 
thrive on it. Bit heaVY on the 
stomach, for mine." He managed 
a weak hin, directed at De Ruy
ter. "The kid's failed us, Cap-
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tain. Never thought it would 
happen. Maybe we should use the 
screw-jack on his head-put 
enough pressure on De Ruyter, 
I've noticed, and he comes up 
with an answer. Like with the 
urn, and the prayer wheels, and 
then his mighty solenoid that 
stopped a war. Pressure on De 
Ruyter," he said, a little muzzily. 
"And that's what we need-just 
pressure ; fifty tons of it." 

The boy was sitting tensely 
upright, his eyes shining fever
ishly. 

"Captain," he said in a hoarse 
voice, almost a whisper. "I just 
got an idea. It could work-it 
has to work. In the cavern ; the 
mercury." Then he fell back, out 
cold. 

It is doubtful if any junior of
ficer had ever been so solicitous
ly revived by his seniors before. 
They worked over De Ruyter as 
if he had been Galactic President 
instead of a new ensign. When 
he came to, and told them his 
plan, they looked at each other in 
pregnant silence for smp.e sec
onds. Then-

"Holy jumping trilobites ! "  
"Great galloping gildabs !"  
The exclamations came with 

perfect simultaneity. 
"The kid's got it, I think," Bur

ton said. 
The captain, only a trifle less 

exuberant, said : "It looks that 
way ; damned if it doesn't. Let's 
get moving. I'd like to go home." 
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"My advice, captain," the lieu
tenant said, licking his lips, "is 
that we have a real feed first ; 
we'll need all our strength, for 
one thing. Besides, you did say 
full rations, remember?" 

As they ·ate, the three men 
worked out details of the scheme 
so thoroughly that the actual 
work went as smoothly as if 
rehearsed. Using power drills, 
they made two circular shafts, 
some ten yards apart, through 
the rock floor of the cave to the 
mercury pool. One of these had a 
diameter of · fifteen inches-the 
exact dimensions of the thrust 
bearing ; the other a diameter of 
only three inches. Both shafts, 
piercing thirty inches of dense 
rock, were highly polished by the 
superb drills, which had cutting 
elements many times harder than 
diamond. 

Then, using small but im- · 

mensely strong power hoists, the 
bearing was lowered into the 
larger shaft, to rest on top of the 
mercury below, where it floated, 
sticking some eight feet into the 
cave. The collar, braced against 
a smooth area on the roof, was 
centered over the top of the bear
ing. Through the smaller hole 
they passed a rod of tough alloy 
steel, ground until it was a per
fect, leak-proof fit. The screw
jack, braced against the ceiling, 
rested on top of the rod. 

When De Ruyter gave the 

word, Burton turned on the jack ; 
it pressed down on top of the rod·, 
building up to its full five-ton 
load. The rod, in turn, sliding 
through the leak-proof shaft, 
bore down on the incompressible 
liquid metal below. The pressure 
was transmitted, with almost no 
loss, to the much larger face of 
the bearing, which rested on the 
mercury through the other shaft, 
ten yards away. Since the sur
faces bore a ratio of 225 to 9, 
that was how much the impro
vised hydraulic press multiplied 
the power of the jack-the five 
tons at the rod became 125 tons 
at the bearing. Which was far 
more than needed for a tight fit ; 
the bearing rose to slide easily 
into the collar. 

They took off the next morn
ing, still haggard and weary in 
appearance, but with a totally 
different look on their faces. 
They were going home, now, and 
would make it. 

"I said, 'Put enough pressure 
on De Ruyter,' didn't I ?" Burton 
grinned. "We did-or circum
stances did-and in turn, he put 
pressure on the bearing. Not di
rectly, of course, but through 
mercury." 

"De Ruyter's our communica
tions officer," Morse said quietly. 
"Wasn't Mercury the messenger 
of the gods ?" 

"Who's educating us now ?" 
Burton said. 

YHIE lEND 
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A lthough primarily a poet and writer of weird tales, the late 
Clark Ashton Smith - author of Out of  Space and Time and 
Lost Worlds - also did some very fine science-fiction stories 
that show what can happen to some of the most traditional 
S-F themes when a poet turns to them. " The City of the 
Singing Flame," for example, has an almost hallucinatory 
power, a visionary quality that grows stronger each time we 
reread it. So does " The Plutonian Drug" (the only story 
Smith ever did for Amazing) ,  wh ich is about a sculptor 
named Balcoth, who began the evening simply enough - with 
an interesting little experiment involving a drug from the 
planet Pluto - but ended it, suddenly, in the shadows of a 
21st century alleyway. 

The Plutonian Drug 
By CLARK ASHTON SMITH 

I T is remarkable," said Dr. 
Manners, "how the scope 

of our pharmacopoeia has been 
widened by interplanetary ex
ploration. In the past thirty 
years, hundreds of hitherto un
known substances, employable as 
drugs or medical agents, have 
been found in the other worlds 
of our own system. It will be 
interesting to see what the Allan 
Farquar expedition will bring 
back from the planets of Alpha 
Centauri when-or if-it suc
ceeds in reaching ihem and re-

turning to earth. I doubt, though, 
if anything more valuable than 
selenine will be discovered. 
Selenine, derived from a fossil 
lichen found by the first rocket
expedition to the moon in 1975, 
has, as you know, practically 
wiped out the old-time curse of 
cancer. In solution, it forms the 
base of an infallible serum, 
equally useful for cure or pre
vention." 

"I fear I haven't kept up on a 
lot of the new discoveries," said 
Rupert Balcoth the sculptor, 
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Manners' guest a little apolo
getically. " Of  course, everyone 
has heard of selenine. And I've 
seen freq:uent mention, recently, 
of a mineral water from Gany
mede whose effects are like those 
of the mythical Fountain of 
Youth." 

"You mean clithni, as the stuff 
is called by the Ganymedians. 
It is a clear, emerald liquid, rising 
in lofty geysers from the craters 
of quiescent volcanoes. Scientists 
believe that the drinking of 
clithni is the secret of the almost 
fabulous longevity of the Gany
medians; and they think that it 
may prove to be a similar elixir 
for humanity. "  

• • Some of the extraplanetary 
drugs haven't been so beneficial 
to mankind, have they? " queri
ed Balcoth. " I  seem to have 
heard of a Martian poison that 
has greatly facilitated the gentle 
art of murder. And I am told 
the mnophka, the Venerian 
narcotic,  is fa r worse , in its 
effects on the human system, 
than is any terrestrial alkaloid." 

"Naturally," observed the doc
tor with philosophic calm, "many 
of these new chemical agents 
are capable of dire abuse . They 
share that liability with any num
ber of our native drugs. Man, 
as ever, has the choice of good 
and evil. . . . I suppose that the 
Martian poison you speak of is 
akpaloli, the juice of a com
m on russet-yellow we ed t hat 
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grows in the oases of Mars. It 
is colorless, and without taste 
or odor. It kills almost instantly, 
leaving no trace , and imitating 
closely the symptoms of heart
disease. Undoubtedly many peo
ple have been made away with 
by means of a surreptitious drop 
of akpaloli in their food or medi
cine. But even akpaloli, if used 
in infinitesimal doses, is a very 
powerful stimulant , useful in 
cases of syncope, and serving, 
not infrequently, to re-animate 
victims of paralysis in a quite 
miraculous manner. 

"Of course," he went on, "there 
is an infinite lot still be be learn
ed about many of these ultra
terrene substances. Their virtues 
have often been discovered quite 
by accident-and in some cases, 
the virtue is still to be dis
covered. 

" For example, take mnophka, 
which you mentioned a little 
while ago. Though allied, in a 
way, to the earth-narcotics, such 
as opium and hashish, it is of 
little use for anaesthetic or 
anodyne purposes. Its chief ef

fects are an extraordinary ac
celeration of the time-sense, and 
a heightening and telescoping of 
sensations, whether pleasurable 
or painful. The user seems to be 
living and moving at a furious 
whirlwind rate-even though he 
may in reality be lying quiescent 
on a couch. He exists in a head
long torrent of sense-impres-
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sions, and seems in a few min
utes, to undergo the experiences 
of years. The physical result is 
lamentable-a profound exhaus
tion, and an actual aging of the 
tissues, such as would ordinarily 
require the period of real time 
which the addict has ' lived' 
through merely in his own il
lusion. 

" There are some other drugs, 
comparatively little known, 
whose effects, if possible, are 
even more curious than those of 
mnoph ka. I don't suppose you 
have ever heard of plutonium?" 

" No ,  I haven ' t , "  admitted 
Balcoth. "Tell me about it. " 

" I  can do even better than 
that-1 can show you some of 
the stuff, though it isn't much 
to look at-merely a fine white 
powder. "  

Dr. Manners ros e from the 
pneumatic-cushioned chair in 
which he sat facing his guest, 
and went to a large cabinet of 
synthetic ebony, whose shelves 
were crowded with flasks , bot
tles, tubes and cartons of various 
sizes and fomis . Returning, he 
handed to Balcoth a squat and 
tiny vial, two-thirds filled with 
a starchy substance. 

" Plutonium," explained Man
ners , "as its name would in
dicate , comes from forlorn, frozen 
Pluto, which only one terrestrial 
expedition has so far visited
the expedition led by the Cornell 
brothers, John and Augustine, 
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which started in 1990 and did 
not return to earth till 1996, when 
nearly everyone had given it up 
as lost. John, as you may have 
heard, died during the return 
voyage, together with half the 
personnel of the expedition: and 
the others reached earth with 
only one reserve oxygen-tank re
maining. 

"This vial contains about a 
tenth of the existing supply of 
plutonium. Augustine Cornell, 
who is an old school-friend of 
mine, gave it to me three years 
ago, just before he embarked 
with the Allan Farquar crowd. I 
count myself pretty lucky to own 
anything so rare . 

"The geologists of the party 
found the stuff when they be
gan prying beneath the solidified 
gases that cover the surface of 
that dim, starlit planet, in an 
effort to learn a little about its 
composition and history. They 
couldn't do much under the cir
cumstances, with limited time 
and equipment; but they made 
s ome curious discoveries-of 
which plutonium was far from 
being the least. 

" Like selenine, the stuff is a 
by-product of vegetable fossiliza
tion. Doubtless it is many bil
lion years old, and dates back 
to the time when Pluto posses
sed enough internal heat to make 
possible the development of 
certain rudimentary plant-forms 
on its blind surface. It must have 
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had an atmosphere then; though 
no evidence of former animal life 
was found by the Cornells. 

" Plutonium, in a ddition to 
carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen and 
oxygen, contains minute quan
ti ties of several unclassified ele
ments. It was discovered in a 
crystalloid condition, but turned 
immediately to the fine powder 
that you see, as soon as it was 
exposed to air in the rocketship. 
It is readily soluble in water, 
forming a permanent colloid , 
without the least sign of deposit, 
no matter how long it remains 
in suspension." 

"You say it is a drug?" queri
ed Balcoth. "What does it do 
to you?" 

"I'll come to that in a minute
though the effect is pretty hard 
to describe. The properties of 
the stuff were discovered only 
by chance: on the return j ourney 
from Pluto, a member of the ex
pedition, half delirious with 
space-fever, got hold of the un
marked jar containing it and took 
a small dose, imagining that it 
was bromide of potassium. It 
served to complicate his delirium 
for a while-since it gave him 
s ome brand-new ideas about 
space and time . 

" O ther people have experi
mented with it since then. The 
effects are quite brief (the in
fluence never lasts more than 
half an hour) , and they vary 
considerably with the individual. 
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There is no bad aftermath, either 
neural, mental or physical, as 
far as anyone has been able to 
determine. I've taken it myself, 
once or twice , and can testify to 
that. 

"Just what it does to one, I 
am not sure. Perhaps it merely 
produces a derangement or 
metamorphosis of sensations, 
like hashish; or perhaps it serves 
to stimulate some rudimentary 
organ, some dormant sense of 
the hwnan brain. At any rate 
there is, as clearly as I can put 
it, an altering of the perception 
of time-of actual duration-in
to a sort of space-perception. One 
sees the past, and also the future, 

in relation to one's own physical 
self, like a landscape stretching 
away on either hand. You don't 
see very far, it is true - merely 
the events of a few hours in 
each direction; but it's a very 
curious experience; and it helps 
to give you a new slant on the 
mystery of time and space. It is 
altogether different from the 
delusions of mnophka. " 

" It sounds very interesting," 
admitted Balcoth. "H owever, 
I 've never tampered much with 
narcotics myself; though I did 
experiment once or twice , in my 
young, romantic days with can
nabis Indica. I had been reading 
Gautier and Baudelaire, I sup
pose. Anyway, the result was 
rafu:er disappointing. '' 

" You didn't take it long 
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enough for your system to absorb 
a residuum of the drug, I im
agine," said Manners. "Thus the 
effects were negligible, from a 

· visionary standpoint. But pluto
nium is altogether different-you 
get the maximum result from the 
very first dose. I think it would 
interest you greatly, Balcoth, 
since you are a sculptor by pro
fession: you would see some un
usual plastic images, not easy to 
render in terms of Euclidean 
planes and angles. I'll gladly give 
you a pinch of it now, if you'd 
care to experiment." 

"You're pretty generous, aren't 
you, since the stuff is so rare?" 

"I'm not being generous at all. 
For years, I've planned to write 
a monograph on ultra-terrestrial 
alkaloids; and you might give me 
some valuable data. With your 
type of brain and your highly 
developed artistic sense, the vi
sions of plutonium should be un
commonly clear and significant. 
All I ask is, that you describe 
them to me as fully as you can 
afterwards." 

"Very well," agreed Balcoth. 
"I'll try anything once." Ills 
curiosity was somewhat invei
gled, his imagination seduced, by 
Manners' account of the remark
able drug. 

Manners brought out an an
tique whisky-glass, which he fil
led nearly to the rim with some 
golden-red liquid. Uncorking the 
vial of plutonium, he added to 
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this fluid a small pinch of the 
fme white powder, which dissolv
ed immediately and without ef
fervescence. 

" The liquid is a wine made 
from a sweet Martian tuber 
known as ovvra, , he explained. 
" It  is light and harmless, and 
will counteract the bitter taste 
of the plutonium. Drink it quickly 
and then lean back in your 
chair." 

Balcoth hesitated, eyeing the 
golden-red fluid. 

"Are you quite sure the effects 
will wear off as promptly as you 
say?" he questioned "It's a 
quarter past nine now, and I'll 
have to leave about ten to keep 
an appointment with one of my 
patrons at the Belvedere Club. 
It's the billionaire , Claud WISh
haven, who wants me to do a 
bas-relief in pseudo-jade and neo
jasper for the hall of his coun
try mansion. He wants something 
really advanced and futuristic. 
We're to talk it over to-night
decide on the motifs, etc." 

"That gives you forty-five min
utes," assured the doctor-"and 
in thirty, at the most, your brain 
and senses will be perfectly 
normal again. I've never known 
it to fail. You'll have fifteen min
utes to spare, in which to tell 
me all about your sensations." 

Balcoth emptied the little 
antique glass at a gulp and lean
ed back, as Manners had direct
ed, on · the deep pneumatic 
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cushions of the chair. He seemed 
to be falling easily but endlessly 
into a mist that had gathered in 
the room with unexplainable 
rapidity; and through this mist 
he was dimly aware that Manners 
had taken the empty glass from 
his relaxing fingers. He saw the 
face of Manners far above him, 
small and blurred, as if in some 
tremendous perspective of alpine 
distance; and the doctor's simple 
action seemed to be occurring 
in another world. 

He continued to fall and float 
through eternal mist, in which 
all things were dissolved as in 
the primordial nebulae of chaos. 
After a timeles s interval , the 
mist, which had been uniformly 
grey and hueless at first, took 
on a flowing iridescence, never 
the same for two successive 
moments; and the sense of gentle 
falling turned to a giddy revolu
tion, as if he were caught in an 
ever-accelerating vortex. 

Coincidentally with his move
ment in this whirlpool of pris
matic splendor, he seemed to un
dergo an indescribable mutation 
of the sens es . The whirling 
colors, by subtle, ceaseless grada
tions , became recognizable as 
solid forms. Emerging, as if by 
an act of creation, from the in
finite chaos , they appeared to 
take their place in an equally 
infinite vista. The feel ing of 
movement, through decrescent 
spirals, was resolved into absolute 
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immobility. Balcoth was no 
longer conscious of himself as 
a living organic body: he was 
an abstract eye , a discorporate 
center of visual awareness , sta
tioned alone in space , and yet 
having an initimate relationship 
with the frozen prospect on which 
he peered from his ineffable 
vantage. 

Without surprise, he found that 
he was gazing simultaneously in 
two directions. On either hand, 
for a vast distance that was 
wholly void of normal per
spective, a weird and peculiar 
landscape stretched away, trav
ersed by an unbroken frieze or 
bas-relief of human figures that 
ran like a straight undeviating 
wall. 

For a while , the frieze was in
comprehensible to Balcoth, and 
he could make nothing of its 
glaci al , flowing outlines with 
their background of repeated 
masses and complicated angles 
and sections of other human 
friezes that approached or de
parted, often in a very abrupt 
manner, from an unseen world 
beyond. Then the vision seem
ed to resolve and clarify itself, 
and he began to understand. 

The bas-relief, he saw, was 
composed entirely of a repetition 
of his own figure , plainly distinct 
as the separate waves of a stream, 
and possessing a stream-like 
unity. Immediately before him, 
and for some distance on either 
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hand, the figure was seated in 
a chair-the chair itself being 
subj e ct to the same billowy 
repetition. The background was 
composed of the reduplicated 
figure of Dr. Manners, in another 
chair; and behind this, the man
ifold images of a medicine cabinet 
and a section of wall-panelling. 

Following the vista on what, 
for lack of any better name, 
might be termed the left hand, 
Balcoth saw himself in the act 
of draining the antique glass, 
with Manners standing before 
him. Then, still further, he saw 
himself previous to this, with 
a background in which Manners 
was presenting him the glass, 
was preparing the dose of pluto
nium, was going to the cabinet 
for the vial, was rising from his 
pneumatic chair. Every move
ment, every attitude of the doc
tor and himself during their past 
conversation, was visioned in a 
sort of reverse order, reaching 
away, unalterable as a wall of 
stone sculpture, into the weird, 
eternal landscape. There was no 
break in the continuity of his 
own figure; but Manners seem
ed to disappear at times, as if 
into a fourth dimension. These 
times, he remembered later, were 
the occasions when the doctor 
had not been in his line of vision. 
The perception was wholly 
visual; and though Balcoth saw 
his own lips and those of Man
ners parted in movements of 
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speech, he could hear no word 
or other sound. 

Perhaps , the most si ngular 
feature of the vision was the 
utter absence of foreshortening. 
Though Balcoth seemed to be
hold it all from a fixed, immov
able point, the landscape and 
the intersecting frieze presented 
themselves to him without dimi
nution, maintaining a frontal 
fullness and distinctness to a 
distance that might have been 
many miles. 

Continuing along the left-hand 
vista, he saw himself entering 
Manners' apartments, and then 
encountered his image standing 
in the elevator that had borne 
him to the ninth floor of the 
hundred story hotel in which 
Manners lived. Then the frieze 
appeared to have an open street 
for background, with a confused, 
ever-changing multitude of other 
faces and forms, of vehicles and 
sections of buildings , all jumbled 
together as in some old-time 
futuristic painting. Some of these 
details were full and clear, and 
others were cryptically broken 
and blurred, so as to be scarcely 
recognizable. Everything, what
ever its spatial position and rela
tion, was re-arranged in the flow
ing frozen stream of this temporal 
pattern. 

Balcoth retraced the three 
blocks from Manners' hotel to 
his own studio, seeing all his 
past movements, whatever their 
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direction in tri-dimensional space, 
as a straight line in the time
dimension. At last he was in his 
studio; and there the frieze of 
his own figure receded into· the 
eerie prospect of space-transmut
e d  time among other friezes 
fonned of actual sculptures.  He 
beheld himself giving the final 
t ouches with his chisel to a 
symbolic statue at the after
noon's end, with a glare of ruddy 
sunset falling through an unseen 
window and flushing the pallid 
marble. Beyond this there was 
a reverse fading of the glow, a 
thickening and blurring of the 
half-chiselled features of the 
image, a female form to which 
he had given the tentative name 
of Oblivion. At length, among 
half-seen statuary, the left-hand 
vista became indistinct , and 
melted slowly in am9rphous mist. 
He had seen his own life as a 
continuous glaciated stream, 
stretching for about five hours 
into the past. 

Reaching away on the right 
hand, he saw the vista of the 
future . Here there was a con
tinuation of his seated figure 
under the influence of the drug, 
opposite the continued bas-relief 
of Dr. Manners and the repeated 
cabinet and wall-panels. Mter a 
considerable interval, he beheld 
himself in the act of rising from 
the chair. Standing erect , he 
seemed to be talking awhile , as 
in some silent antique film, to 
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the listening doctor. Mter that, 
he was shaking hands with Man
ners, was leaving the apartment, 
was descending in the lift and 
following the open, brightly-light
ed street toward the Belvedere 
Club where he was to keep his 
appointment with Claud Wish
haven. 

The Club was only three blocks 
away, on another street; and the 
shortest route , after the first 
block, was along a narrow alley 
between an office building and a 
warehouse. Balcoth had meant 
to take this alley; and in his 
vision, he saw the bas-relief of 
his future figure passing along 
the straight pavement with a 
background of deserted doorways 
and dim walls that towered from 
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sight against the extinguished 
stars. 

He seemed to be alone: there 
were no passers-only the silent, 
glimmering endlessly repeated 
angles of arc-lit walls and win
dows that accompanied his re
peated figure. He saw himself 
following the alley, ·like a stream 
in some profound canyon; and 
there , mi d-way, the strange 
vision came to an abrupt, in
explicable end, without the 
gradual blurring into formless 
mist, that had marked his ret
rospective view of the past. 

The sculpture-like frieze with 
its architectural ground appared 
to tenninate, broken off clean 
and sharp, in a gulf to immeasur-
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able blackness and nullity. The 
last wave-like duplication of his 
own person, the vague doorway 
beyond it, the glimmering alley
pavement, all were seen as if 
shorn asunder by a falling sword 
of darkness, leaving a vertical 
line of cleavage beyond which 
there was-nothing. 

Balcoth had a feeling of utter 
detachment from himself, an 
eloignement from the stream of 
time, from the shores of space, 
in some abstract dimension. The 
experience, in its full realization, 
might have lasted for an instant 
only-or for eternity. Without 
wonder, without curiosity of re
flection, like a fourth-dimensional 
Eye , he viewed simultaneously 
the unequal cross-sections of his 
own past and future. 

After that timeless interval of 
complete perception, there began 
a reverse process of change . He, 
the all-seeing eye, aloof in super
space, was aware of movement, 
as if he were drawn back by 
some subtle thread of magnetism 
into the dungeon of time and 
from which he had momentarily 
departed. He seemed to be follow
ing the frieze of his own seated 
body toward the right, with a 
dimly felt rhythm or pulsation 
in his movement that correspond
ed to the merging duplications 
of the figure. With curious clear
ness, he realized that the time
unit by which these duplications 
were determined, was the beating 
of his own heart. 
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Now, with accelerative swift
ness, the vision of petrific fonn 
and space was re-dissolving into 
a spiral swirl of multitudinous 
colors , through which he was 
drawn upward. Presently he came 
to himself, seated in the pneu
matic chair, with Dr. Manners 
opposite. The room seemed to 
waver a little, as if with some 
lingering touch of the weird trans
mutation; and webs of spinning 
iris hung in the corners of his 
eyes. Apart from this, the effect 

of the drug had wholly vanished, 
leaving, however, a singularly 
clear and vivid memory of the 
almost ineffable experience. 

Dr. Manners began to question 
him at once, and Balcoth describ
ed his visionary sensations as 
fully and graphically as he could. 

"There is one thing I don't 
understand," said Manners at the 
end with a puzzled frown. "Ac
cording to your account , you 
must have seen five or six hours 
of the past, running in a straight 
spatial line, as a sort of con
tinuous landscape; but the vista 
of the future ended sharply after 
you had had followed it for three
quarters of an hour, or less. I've 
never known the drug to act so 
unequally: the past and future 
perspectives have always been 
about the same in their extent 
for o thers who have used 
plutonium." 

"Well," observed Balcoth, "the 
real marvel is that I could see 
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into the future at all. In a way, 
· I can understand the vision of 

the past. It was clearly composed 
of physical memories-Qf all my 
recent movements; and the back
ground was formed of all the im
pressions my optic nerves had 
received during that time. But 
how could I behold something 
that hasn't yet happened? ''  

" There ' s  the mystery, of 
course," assented Manners. "I  
can think of only one explana
tion at all intelligible to our finite 
minds. This i s ,  that all the 
events which compose the stream 
of time have already happened, 
are happening, and will continue 
to happen forever. In our or
dinary state of consciousness , we 
perceive with the physical senses 
merely that moment which we 
call the present. Under the in
fluence of plutonium, you were 
able to extend the moment of 
present cognition in both direc
tions, and .to behold simultane
ously a certain portion of that 
which is normally beyond per

ception. Thus appeared the vision 
of yourself as a continuous, im
mobile body, extending through 
the time-vista." 

Balcoth, who had been stand
ing, now took his leave. "I must 
be going," he said, "or I'll be 
late for my appointment." 

" I  wo n't detain you any 
longer," said Manners. He ap
peared to hesitate, and then ad
ded: " I'm still at a loss to com-
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prehend the abrupt cleavage and 
termination of your prospect of 
the future. The alley in which 
it seemed to end was Falman 
Alley, I suppose-your shortest 
route to the Belvedere Club. If 
I were you, Balcoth, I'd take 
another route, even if it requires 
a few minutes extra." 

"That sounds rather sinister," 
laughed Balcoth. "Do you think 
that something may happen to 
me in Falman Alley? " 

"I hope not-but I can't guar
antee that it won't." Manners' 
tone was oddly dry and severe. 
"You'd better do as I suggest." 

Balcoth felt the touch of a 
momentary shadow as he left 
the hotel-a premonition brief 
and light as the passing of some 
night-bird on noiseless wings. 
What could it mean-that gulf 
of infinite blackness into which 
the weird frieze of his future 
had appeared to plunge , like a 
frozen cataract? Was there a 
menace of some sort that awaited 
him in a particular place, at a 
particular moment? 

He had a curious feeling of 
repetition, of doing something 
that he had done before, as he 
followed the street. Reaching the 
entrance of Falman Alley, he 
took out his watch. By walking 
briskly and following the alley, 
he would reach the Belvedere 
Club punctually. But if he went 
on around the next block, he 
would be a little late. Balcoth 
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knew that his prospective patron, 
Claud Wishhaven, was almost a 
martinet in demanding punctu
ality from himself and from 
others. SQ he took the alley. 

The place appeared to be 
entirely deserted, as in his vision. 
Midway, Balcoth approached the 
half-seen door-a rear entrance 
of the huge warehouse-which 
had formed the termination of 
the time prospect. The door was 

his last visual impression, for 
something descended on his head 
at that moment, and his con
sciousness was blotted out by 
the supervening night he had 
previsioned. He had been sand
bagge d, very quietly and ef
ficiently, by a twenty-first cen
tury thug. The blow was fatal; 
and time, as far as Balcoth was 
concerned, had come to an end. 

THE END 
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DISCUSSIONS 

Dear Editor: 
Have read the latest Amazing Stories 

and Fantastic. I enjoyed both more than 
I had for a number of years. 

Please use more of the Paul covers and 
inside i l lustrations whenever possible. I 
hope you wil l  reprint al l  the classics, long 
and short that appeared in the twenties 
and thirties. I hove wanted to read Ed
mond Hamilton's "Universe Wreckers" and 
Charles R.  Tonner's "Tumithakof the Corri
dors" for a long time but have never been 
able to. Also "Beast of the Island" by 
Alexander M. P.hi l l ips. As for Fantastic, 
how about Eondo Binder's "little People" 
stories and Adam Link? Also Manly Wade 
Wellman's Hok the Cove Man stories. 
Also reprints of Nelson S. Bond stories. 
And incidentally what happened to Bond? 
His is about the best there is, and I haven't 
seen a new story by him in a long time. 

Ned Reece 
1 1  03 Rogers lake Rd. 
Kannapolis, N.C. 2B081 

e Don't know if we con coax any new 
stories out of Bond, but watch for "The 
Priestess Who Rebelled, "  which many con
sider his best-coming up soon.- Editor. 

Dear Editor: 
For quite some time we hove been try

ing to contact Jerry Siegel, formerly of 
50 Knightsbridge Rd., Great Neck, long 
lslon?, New York. Mr. Siegel happens 
merely to be none other than " the writer 
with the $ 1  00,000,000 brain"- the original 
creator, with Joe Schuster, of Superman. 

We ore in possession of Siegel's manu
script, "Miracles on Antares" (the origin 
of which is described in the June, 1 958 
issue of Future Science Fiction Magazine) 
and which Nicholas Diamond assures us is 
"eminently appropriate" for i mmediate 
motion-picture production 

Must we call Su,.»ermon personally, in 

1 60 

order to locate his own creator? Con 
readers of A mazing Stories help? 

G. Bernard Kantor 
Ries-Kantor Promotions 
533 W. 1 1 2th Street 
New York 25, N.Y. 

e Anyone out there know where Mr. 
Kantor con find the man who helped make 
the Man of Steel even more famous than 
Phil Nowlan's Buck Rogers?-Editor. 

Dear Eoitor: 
11' certainly Is a pleasure to encounter 

good imaginative s-f in the old-time tradi
tion after grappling with the obscure and 
often affected themes of your competitors. 
. I  gather that Amazing Stories is in the pro
cess of being revi tal ized, and I congrat
ulate you on your efforts to bring bock 
many earlier stories by today's leading s-f 
writers. How about more information on 
the author and the original publication 
date of these older tales,- and stick with 
the authentic i l lustrations, they lend some
thing to the nostalgia of these classics. 

In 111ddition, I would suggest that you 
have at least one short article in each 
Issue of Amazing dealing with some aspect 
of s-1 literature in general. leave straight 
science articles to their appropriate jour
nals. I t  might be of interest to provide a 
short biography on a particular s-f author, 
or provide an analysis of various recur
r ing themes in s-f (time travel, al ien soci
eties, etc.), or perhaps some data on 
early s-f magazines in this country. 

Warrick C. Robinson 
Box 89, Cove Rd. 
Oyster Bay, N.Y. · 

e Enough good suggestions here to keep 
us busy for a month of Sundays, but right 
now we're working hard on one you didn't 
mention: the BIG 40th Anniversary Issue 
of Amazing- coming up next time!- Editor. 

AMAZING STORIES 
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RATES AND TERMS: 25¢ per word (including name 
and address). Minimum order $2.50. Payment must 
accompany copy except when ads are placed by 
accredited advertising agencies. Frequency dis· 
count: 5% for 6 months; 10% for 12 months paid 
In advance. 

GENERAL I N FORMATION: First word In all ads set in bold caps at no extra charge. 
Additional words may be set IJJ bold caps at 5¢ extra per word. All copy subject to 
publisher's approval.  Closing Date: 1st of the 3rd preceding month (for example, April 
Issue closes January 1 st). Send order and remittance to: Leonard Greene, Inc., 1457 
Broadway, New York, N.Y., 10036. 

AUTHORS 

AUTHORS! Learn how to have your book 
pu blished, promoted, distributed. Free 
booklet "ZD", Vantage, 120 West 31 St., 
New York 1 .  

AUTHORS-ILLUSTRATIONS for your 
work by a S-F O riented Technical Illustra
tor. Write, Charles B. Goodwin, 7301 Fall· 
brook Ave., Canoga Park, Cal ifDrnia 

BOOKS AND MAGAZINES 

SPECIALISTS: Science-Fiction, Fantasy, 
Weird Fiction, Books, Pocketbooks. Lists 
issued. Stephen's Book Service, 63 Third 
Avenue, New York, N.Y. 

NAME the book-we'll find It for you! 
Out of print b6ok specialists. All subjects. 
(Title alone is sufficient) Write-no obll· 
gation. Books-On-File., Dept. AMF, Union 
City, New Jersey. 

BACK Issues scientifantasy magazines, 
books. Free catalog. Gerry de Ia Ree, 7 5  
Wyckoff, Wyckoff, N.J. 07481 . 

sF·· BARGAINS. List free. Werewolf Book
shop, Verona 47, Pa. 

CONTACT Fandom-Franzines 12 for $1.00 
Johnson, 339 Stiles, 

.
Val!x H_all, N.J. 97080. 

WHY ·Buy Books7 Send 10¢ for informa· 
tion. Science Fiction Circulating Library, 
P.O. Box 1308, South San Gabriel, Ca lif. 
91777. 

FREE Science-Fantasy list. Steen, 228 North 12 ,  
Lincoln, Nebr. 

BOOKH UN1'ERSI Send Wants! Atlantic 
Book Service, 10 N Cedar, Charlestown, 
Mass. 02129. 

$CASH $ Entire collections purchased. 
Science-fiction, comics, movie stills. Col
lectors Book Store, 1717 Wilcox, Holly
wood, Calif. 90028. 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 

INVESTIGATE ACCIDENTS-Earn $750 to 
$1 ,400 monthly. Men u rgently needed. 
Car furn ished. Business expenses paid. 
No selling. No college education neces
sary. Pick own job location. Investigate 
full time. Or earn $6.44 hour spare time. 
Write for Free Literature. No obligation. 
Universal, CB·7. 6801 Hil lcrest, Dallas 5, 
Texas. 

COINS 

INDIAN cents ten d ifferent $2.00 Free 
price list. Edel's, Carlyle, Ill. 62231 .  

FOR SAI,.E 

. . -

Partners trumping your aces? Embarrassed when 
you renege? Four suit flushes? Miss that meld? 
Whatever game you play you'll play it better if 
the cards have pips you cari �e plainly. Regula· 
lion size bridge or poker decks, oversize charac
ter. Marvelous G ifts. $.80 per pack. How many? 
No. C.O.D. Jowar Sales, 21528 Ronan Avenue, 
Torrance, Calif. 90502 

UNIQUE, imported Sign Pen. Fine nylon tip. Ideal 
for all writing, sketching, marking. Guaranteed 
quality. Black, blue, red. 3/$1.00. Hjadla, 9407 
Bedford, Northridge, Calif. 9 1325 

HORSE TRAI�ING 

HOW TO TRAIN HORSES-Everyone who 
likes horses or ponies should have this 
book; FREE. Send name, zip code. Beery 
school, 5412. Pleasant Hill, Ohio 45359. 
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HYPNOTISM OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS 

FREE Hypnotism. Self-Hypnosis, Sleep LOCATE Books! $4 minimum. Fantasy 
Iee ming Catalog! Drawer Af400, Ruldoolo. Books, Box 1749, O rlando, Fla. 32802. 
New Mexico 88345. 

HYPNOSIS Manual plus crystal ball $2.00. 7 Books 
to myst1c power $3.00. Belcher, 2407 Catherine 
Dallas, 752 1 1  

SLEEP LEARNING, HYPNOTISM! Strange, 
gigantic catalog FREEl Autosuggestion, 
Box 24-FG, Olympia, Washington. 

"M ISCELLANEOUS 

AMAZING new propulsion theory makes galactic 
travel feasible. Be among the f irst to be able to 
discuss this theory. Pamphlet # 1 .  $1 .00 Shumway 
Enterprises 627-P San Vicente Blvd. Santa Monica, 
California. 

UNUSUAL, ODD CURIOS. 1000 gifts. Cata
log 10¢. Worldwide Curio House, Dept. AM, 
Box 5655, Minneapolis, Minn . 55417. 

MUSIC 

POEMS wanted for n- songs. Send 
poems. Crown Music, 49-LL West 32. New 
York 1.. 

PATENTS 

INVENTORS WANTED: Manufacturers need 
new items! Your Inventions ideas devel· 
oped for Cash/Royalty sales. Free "Inven
tion Record"; Information. Raymond Lee, 
1606T Bush Building, New York City 36. 

PERSONALS 

AUTHENTIC BIRTH CERTIF ICAT E - $1 .00 I.D. 
CARD SUPPLIED, F ILLED OUT LAMINATED 50¢ 
C O M PLETE . DeNOB ILE ,  1645 64 STREET, 
BROOKLYN, N.Y. 1 1204 

STAMPS 

ONE! TWO! THREE! Cent Stamp Approvals, 
Regardless catalog. Kloster, 4164-52nd 
Street, San Diego, calif. 92 105. 

WANTED 

WANTED: Amplco or Duoart Pleoo Rolls.. 
Want Coin Operated Player Piano Wltb 
Stained Glass Front; Plays Drums. Ek.; 
Any Condition. Newton, tnaomar, Pa. 

Get your copy of the . NEW JANUARY FANTASTIC 
1 .  KEITH LAUMER'S NEW NOVEL 

AXE AND DRAGON 

2. SIX AND TEN ARE JOHNNY 
by WALTER M. MILLER JR. 

3. WONDER CHILD by JOSEPH SHALLIT 

4. PHONEY METEOR by JOHN BEYNON 

5. WHAT A MAN BELIEVES by ROBERT SH ECKLEY 

6. THREE WISHES by POUL ANDERSON 
NOW ON SALE 
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FANTASTIC IS NOW LARGER THAN EVER WITH AN 
ADDITIONAL 32 PAGES PER iSSUE ! 

MORE PAGES- MORE STORIES 

Subscribe now a nd read top science-fiction and fantasy stor
ies by such great names as ISAAC ASIMOV, RAY BRADBURY, 

FRITZ LEIBER, THEODORE STURGEON, CLIFFORD D. SIMAK, 

KEITH LAUMER, L. SPRAGUE deCAMP, ROBERT BLOCH, ROBERT 

SHECKLEY, etc. 

FANTASTiC 
Only $2.50 for one yea r ( 6  issues) 

EXTRA BO NUS! Did you miss any of these great stories. 
FREE if you subscribe now. ( One for every 1 year sub. ) 

363 Physician to the Universe 
by Clifford D. Simak 

564 Adept's Gambit 
by Fritz Leiber 

764 The Kragen 
by Jack Vance 

863 Bazaar of the Bizarre 
by Fritz Leiber 

964 Planet of Change 
by J. T. Mcintosh 

963 The House That Time For
got 

by Robert F. Young 

1 164 The Knocking in the 
Castle 

by Henry Slesar 

1264 The Unteleported Man 
by Philip K. Dick 

1263 After A Judgment Day 
by Edmond Hamilton 

1263 The Soul Buyer 
by Keith Laumer 

264 Novelty Act 
by Philip K. Dick 

464 Centipedes of Space 
by Daniel F. Galouye 

463 Some Fabulous Yonder 
by Philip Jose Farmer 

963 The Demon of the North 
by C. C. MacApp 

• • • • • • CLIP AND MAIL THIS MONEY-SAVING COUPON TODAY. • • • • •  

Enter my subscription for the New Giant 162 page FANTASTIC 
STORIES (Extra 32 pages) 
6 Issues only $2.50 . ... ... ... 12 Issues only $4.50 ......... . 
Nam•-----------------------------------------
Addreu ---------------------------------------
Clty _________ �tata ----- Zip Code ---
Send the following free issues ...... ....... ..... [List by number] 
(Add 50¢ per year additional postage for Canada and Pan Ameri ·  
c a n  countries; and $1 per year extra for oil oth er foreign orders.) DECEMBER 1965 

Mail to: Fantastic I Box 7, Oakland Gardens, Flushing, N.Y. 1 1364 
· - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  
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