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tDIT'tll, 
A SToNJS MrN� 

HI •lUH• 

''Great Improvement�' 
Dear Mr. Pohl : 

I have just finished reading the August 
issue of Astonishing Stories and thought 
that I'd drop you a fe\V lines of cr1tirisnL 

First, I'd rate the stories in the follo\\·
ing order : 1, "1"'hc Ele1nent of Logic�" 
one of the n1ost interesting stories I have 
ever read ; 2, " Bon Voyage ! " in which the 
plot \vas a litt]e obvious, but yet very 
good; 3, "'The Deadly S"varn1, " just about 
the oldest p lot in stf. , but still good for a 
fe'\V n1ore Stories ; 4, uyA/ edding of the 
Moons,, .. not too lllttch science fiction 
here: move the location and \vhat \rould 
you have ? ;  5, "'The Lodestone Core, t: 
plenty, if not too tnuch, science here; 6. 
• '\\'ornan Out of Thne," should have been 
printed in a \Veird tnag, but it \Va�.n't bad; 
7, "The Cat-1\fan of Aen1t," just couldn't 
get n1uch interest out of this story: it 
should have rated higher. 

After con1paring this n1onth' s issue \Vith 
the last three I can see a great j rnpro ve
ment, especially in the illustrations. The 
cover is slightly better, and the interitJr 

illustrations have in1proved greatly. 
The departn1ents, ";hat there are of 

them, are very good . I \vould like to see 
more, though; the editorial \vas conspicu

ously n1issing, and the readers' "View
points" could be enlarged. The Fantasy 
and l�an l\1agaz ine Revie\vs are still the 
best of any magazine on the market. 

As a parting word I'd like to say, keep 
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up the good \\· ark, and let's have a few 
n1ore departn1ents . Gerry de la Ree, Jr., 
Secretary, The .Solaroid Cllib, Co-editor!' 
.Suu-Spots .. 9 Bogert Place, Westwood, 
N e\\" Jersey. 

Liked :\!1 But One 
Dear �1r. Pohl : 

I 've just read my first copy of Aston
ishing Stories_, and \vas pleasantly sur
prised. Frankly, I'd expected it to be just 
another of the tnushroon1 grolvths that 
have been springing up lately in the sci· 
ence fiction 11eld; but instead I found this 
issue. at least, to 1Jc the peer of any of its 
kind.l and the super ior of a lot of thetn. 

1 liked all of the stories except one. But 
l1aving been a scien ce fiction \vriter tnvself -
and kno\ving ho\v ungodly hard it is  
sotnetimes to sell to you cantankerous 
editors in the first place, without having 
son1e din1,vit of a reader tossing a few 
brick-bats, I shan't te11 you 'vhich story 
that \vas. Instead, I'll point out the two I 
liked best. "rhey 'vere Fearn's �'l-Ie con
quered Venu s ' ' and Hardart's "The Dev
il's Pocket . " I 'tn particularly interested 
in I-Iardart's ,, .. ork, since this writer has 
been n1ore or less of a protegee o£ mine, 
\Vho I feel possesses rare qualities of ere .. 

ative hnagination. 

Your department, "Fantasy Reviews, " 
\vas exceedingly interesting, particularly 
Harry Warner's revie,\r of Zeisl's "Little 

(Continued on page 109) 
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QUif:KS.4�[)S OF Y OUTHW .4R[)�ESS 
13}' �alc:oltn Ja10�son 

A powerful serial novel of a planet where age reigned 
triumphant, and to be young was a fault which meant 

death! 

Part One 
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CHAPTER ONE 

The Thuban Blows 
IS FACE SET in Jines as grin1 as 
granite, stocky old Captain Yphon 
sat slurnped , strapped fast in the 

master control chair of the dizzily fal ling 
Thuban. Not once did his tired old eyes 
stray from the congested ro\vs of gauges 
and indicators before hin1. There was no 
need of their wanderi ng elsewhere. for 
every port and outlet \\·as double-shut
tered and screened against the beati11g 
rays of Sirius. 

-

------ --

- -2 

Except for the tough instruments that 
n1casured the invisible but alJ-pervading 
lines of n1agnetic force, the ship was blind. 
Long since that fierce radiation had va
po rized the suhchron1atic plates i n  Ulbcr
son's special carneras, hooded though they 
v;ere in protective turrets overhead . 

Can1cras and periscopes alike had col
lapsed, their n1oltcn lenses dribbling a\��t·ay 
to spread like so tnttch honey over the 
plates of the hull. 

It 'vas the gravirncter gauges that 
caused Yphon ·s grave concern. For sec
onds now their tt!lltale gongs had been 
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tapping ominously· clamoring for atten
tion. The reading of Absolute Field 
Strength was bad, unbelievably bad dou
ble that against which the ship had been 
designed to operate. But far worse, the 
needle indicating the rate of acceleration 
was quivering hard against its final stop 
pin. The situation had passed being dan
gerous. It was desperate. 

Captain Yphon, without turning his 
head� called quietly, 

ul\1r. Ronny. Step here pleasP-e
quickly." 

The haggard chief engineer stun1bled 
the few feet from his station and pre
sented hitnself at the Captain's side. The 
Captain did not speak at once. He was 
still scanning the warning instrun1ents. 
Before issuing his drastic order, he n1ust 
be very sure. 

In that brief n1oment of hesitation, the 
other men in the room turned their heads 
toward him, dully anxious to catch the 
words of hope. There \\·ere Sid Daxon, 
the lanky Mate, clinging by straps to the 
c.ontrol board, flanked by his four helpers. 
Beyon4 were Ronny's men, another four, 
each tending a segment of the intricate 
switchboard. In the background the ship's 
surgeon, the efficient and friendly Dr. El
gar, hung to a stanchion v;ith one }land 
while he strove with the other to safe
guard a trayful of hypodermics filled with 
the potent Angram Solution, that blessed 
specific against the tetany of excessive 
gravity. 

ROFUSELY sweating and with star-
tling eyes, panting laboriously, they 

awaited the Captain's decision . Absent 
only was Ulbcrson the great Ulberson, 
explorer at whose insistence they had 
approached so close to Sirius. He lay 
in another room, whimpering in his bunk, 
imploring the air. " . son1ebody do 
something, do something,�, was the re
frain. But he was unheard, or if heard, 
disregarded. Those others were too busy 

doing that something. For those frantie 
appearing tnen in the control rootn were 
not frightened. Not one of them knew 
the meaning of the word 14fear. " Their 
harried, anxious looks were due solely 
to the uncontrollable reflexes of straining 
muscles and tortured glands. 

4'Ronny, " said the Captain, ., throw in 
your reserves all of them. Cut over the 
auxiliaries except the air-putnp, we can't 
spare that. Everything, mind you, to the 
last erg even the lights." 

"Aye, aye, sir," gasped Ronny. Then 
hesitantly he added, 111for your informa
tion, sir, the Kinetogen is already carrying 
a hundred per cent overload. It'll blow, 
sure as hell ."  

uvVe'Il blO\\', then, " was all the Captain 
said, still looking at his meters. Better 
to be blasted than to be slowly crushed 
and roasted with it, was his thought, but 
he saw no need to voice it. 

Ronny made a gesture to his men at 
the board, knowing they had heard and 
understood. Swiftly, silently, they pulled 
open switches closed others. Warning 
buzzers sounded in the after corridors and 
passages of. the ship. Men braced them
selves for the inevitable shock. Ronny 
himself was back at the board by the time 
the change-over \Vas complete. He grasped 
the main feed lever pushed it firn1ly shut. 

Abruptly the lights went out. Like dumb 
ghosts in the stifling room lit only by 
the eerie glow of the tiny battery fed 
lamps on the indicator panels, the sufferers 
waited. The hull trembled more, and then 
yet more, as increment after increment 
of powerful counterthrust was hurled out 
against the greedy grasp of Sirius. Even 
through the many feet of passages and 
the several safety doors that separated 
the engine room from them, they could 
hear the whine of the excited Kinetogen 
rising to a wild scream and feel it quiver, 
tearing at its bedplate. 

"Thank you Ronny," came the Cap
tain's steady voice, "if she'll hang to .. 
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gether ten minutes we'll be all right., 
Neither Ronny nor anyone else in the 

roon1 believed the Kinetogen could stand 
up tvvo minutes, let alone ten. Nor did 
they think ten half enough, but they were 
grateful to the Captain for saying so. No 
one responded. There was nothing to say. 
They could only wait. 

The vibration worsened, and through
out the roo1n, n1atching the terrible cre
scendo of the runaway Kinetogen, rose 
an answering chattering chorus as metal 
screws, loose papers, furniture, everything 
-joined the mad dance. 

Except for their heavy breathing, the 
throbbing, oppressed humans made no 
sound. Tben, in a momentary lull 1n the 

� 

wild cacophony of the hurtling ship's in-
ternal noises, as it rested, so to speak, 

before swelling into yet louder hovvls, a 
tuuffied wail penetrated to the control 
room. It came from the passage leading 
to the sleeping rooms, and plaintively 
stated a grievance. .ccMy lights are out 

send a n1an. 

Daxon strugg-Jc(l \vith his �afcL_v belt. 

freed hitnself . 1-T c staggered through the 

darkness unti l he found the p�tssage door, 

sJatnn1rd it shut' and leaned against it. 
'"\Vhat \VC can 't help, we have to take," 

he n1uttered through clenched teeth, "but 
by G . . . .  " 

It was merciful in its abruptness. No 
one could kno\v certainly \vhcn it hap
pened or how. 1'he J(inctogcn, secluded 
in its wholly n1echanical, rcn1ote con
trolled engine rootn, did a11 it could, and 
being a tnere 1nachine, could do no n1ore. 
It blew up. 

ID DAXON became vaguely conscious. 
It was utter dark and the heavy air 

was foul \vith the fumes of volatilized 
metals. And it was hot terribly hot. 
He cased a li1np hutnan forn1 off his pinned 

' 

legs and passed a trembling hand over 
his face and head. Hair? Yes. Hair 
yet, nose, eyes everything. Stiffly he 

rolled over and managed to move a little 
on his hands and knees. Crawling, he 
groped about the floor plates trying to 
orient hitnself. He encountered other 
bodies there, scattered about, and felt of 
them, listening. 'rhey were alive, all of· 
then1! 

In titne, he attained the pedestal of the 
master control chair. A swift exploration 
with cautious hands told him Captain 
Yphon lived, too, still firtnly lashed to his 
post of duty. Now he remembered that 
in the base of the indicator panel stand 
there \vas a little locker. In there should 
be son1e portable l1and lan1ps. He fumbled 
the s1nooth face of the door until he had 
it open. They were there he had a light! 

13efore he n 1ade any attempt to arouse 
the others� he flashed the light across the 
faces of the gauges. As was to be ex
pected, the engine room indicators were 
dead. There could be nothing left back 
there. But impuls,:s from the outside void 
were still being received, appraised and 
reported_ The gr<1vitneters showed a field 
force of nearly zero, and that din1in ishing. 

They nutst be going away fron1 Sirius at a 
stupendous pace -n1ust already be a long 
way a\vay! A glance at the ray-sorters 
and the spectogrc:,_ph confirn1 ed it. That 
one desperate effc •rt, the dutnping of all 
their po\ver conceutratcd iflto one colossal 
close, had done the trick. 'fhey were free . 

I� e found Dr. l�Igar face do\vn a1nong 
the litter of his overturned tray and shat
tered tul Jcs. l-Ie 1nust wake Elgar first. 
He \vas the (lllC vvho would know best 

\vhat to do \\rit h the force-stunned victims .. 

Furihcrtnore, EJgar was his buddy they 
n1acle their liberties together whenever 
they hit a good ph�net. 

In a moment, Dr. Elgar gasped and 
regained his sense�;. One by one, they re
vived the others, last of all the Captain. 
Other than simple bruises or cuts acquired 
in falling, none was hurt. 

In a short while, Ronny found the 
breaks in the e1nergency lighting circuit 
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and had a few dim lig�ts burning forward. 
As soon as he was unstrapped, stiff with 
age though he was and cramped from 
the untold hours spent tied to the hard 
saddle, Captain Y phon proceeded at once 
to the inspection of th€" damaged Thuban. 
His officers led the way, lighting the path 
with their hand lamps. 

The wreckage of the engine room was 
complete. The inner bulkheads were torn 
and twisted like crumpled paper, and the 
intermediate ones pierced in many places 
by the hurtling splinters of the gigantic 
Kinetogen, hut nowhere had the hu11 
been breached. Ronny looked at the scat
tered fragments of his great force engine 
with a wry face. The auxiliaries he could 
repair or replace fron1 the spare stores, 
but there \vas nothing- to be done about 
their motive power unless sotnehov; they 
could tnake a planetfall. And even if that 
unlikely feat could be accomplished, it 
would have to be on a civilized planet·
a rare body in these parts. 

Coldly and with a stern face, Captain 
Yphon took stock of the situation. When 
he had seen it all and realized how help
less they were, he slowly retnoved his 
g1asses, and n1eticulously wiping them, 
said simply, 

" I'm glad nobody 'vas hurt. You are 
all good boys and behaved well." He 
screwed up his bulldog face and spat, 
uBut that bout with Sirius was only a 
skirmish now the fun begins." 

In the first relief at finding thetnselves 
living and their ship intact, the last re
mark did not weigh heavily on the Thu
ban's personnel. Anyhow, in the space
vvays the motto uone thing at a time" is 
the only tolerable rule of life. They had 
got out of one jam, they would get out 
of the next. 

All hands turned to cleaning up the 
wreckage aft and repairing the punctured 
and riven bulkheads. There were warped 
doors to straighten and rehang, ruptured 
�pipe and severed conduit to underrun and 

replace, and much else. As to the Kineto
gen, there was nothing could be done 
about it except to sweep its parts together 
and stack them in bins, out of the way. 
In the meantime, the Thuban, with what
ever residual velocity she had when she 
escaped the greedy embrace of the Dog 
Star, was drifting through space. 

Observing the serene resumption of 
the routine, Ulberson, the charterer and 
non1inal head of the expedition, easily re
gained his con1posure. "I kne\v you could 
pull out of there I shouldn't have advised 
going in otherwise." he said blandly to 
Captain Yphon. uToo bad I lost my 
cameras. And it was too bad somebody 
got panicky and wrecked the n1ain. , 

u 1'[ r. Ulberson, " the Captain made not 
the least effort to conceal his disgust, "if 
and \vhen we return to Earth, you are 
at liberty to make any charges you choose .. 
in regard to my handling of this vessel. 
In the tneantime, I have resumed full com
mand. Hereafter, you will be treated as 
a passenger, and as such I tnust ask you 
to refrain fron1 interfering "'dth my crew." 

As the Captain stalked out of the roon1, 
Ulberson hegan to sputter, but glimpsing 
the unsytnpathetic faces about him, he 
changed it to an airy whistle and sauntered 
away to his own room. Ulberson was one 
of those people who thought of himself 
as a "star,

,, 
an attitude that received scant 

respect frotn the tough old skipper of the 
Thuban. 01d Yphon's ideal was tean1 .. 
work. On his ships it was " One for all, 
aJl for one. " There was no place in his 
schen1e of things for the solo perforn1er. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Fog of Amnesion 

NOTHER day came when Captain 
Yphon sat in the master control chair 

and gazed forward with set face and a 
hint of anxiety in his eyes. This time the 
screens were down and the ports uncov-
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ered. Ahead lay the incomparably beau
tiful velvety black of the void with its un
told billions of sparkling points of light .. 
Far to the left were three cloudy patches 
-nebulae gorgeously tinted in reds, 
greens and yellows, one of them studied 
with faintly glowing globules where its 
condensing gases were forming new flam-
• 

tng suns. 

Those colorful nebulae, attractive 
enough to tourists' eyes, were not what 
fixed the attention of the Captain. It \vas 
the black spot dead ahead, that hole in \
the sky that kept on growing, eating the 
stars as it spread. In �here was no color, 
not any. A month before it had been 
but a few degrees wide, now it \Vas sixty 
--.i:land growing. Its edge was marked by 
an irregular circle of ruddy stars, obliterat
ed one by one as the Thuban approached. 
Y phon had been watching the occultation 
of those stars for tnany days. Ah.vays they 
would twinkle awhile, at first, then red
den, to fade away finally to nothing as the 
great globular nebulae swelled up before 
them. 

The Thuban was out of control there 
was no blinking that fact. Propelled by 
the titanic kick of the expiring Kinetogen, 
she was hurtling onward at terrific speeQ., 
and must go on so forever·, or until some 
impeding sun laid its gravitational ten
tacles on her and dragged her in to fiery 
destruction or else imprisoned her in an 
endless orbit. That murk before thetn 
could not be evaded, no matter what its 
nature. They must dive on into it and 
face what lay there. 

THE control room behind, Yphon 
could hear the drone of a voice reading .. 

It was Daxon, and the volume he held was 
that one of the "Sp_ace-pilot and Astraga
tor" for this quadrant of the celestial 
hemisphere. The section he was reading 
dealt with the supposed nature of the dark 
nebula ahead, as compiled from reports 
of earlier vQyagers. Elgar, Ronny and 

Ulberson sat in various attitudes about 
the chart table. listening. 

When Daxon came to the end of it. he 
tossed the book to the table. 

''It's tough but now you know what 
we're up against," he shrugged. '1N o ship 
that ever went into the middle of that was 
ever seen again. A few cut through near 
the edge and came out on the other 
side, all right, but the people in them 
didn't know \vhat it was all about they 
couldn't remember not anything, either 
going- in, or what it was like on the in
side." 

" So they went home and wrote accounts 
of it,"' sniffed Ulberson, with a trace of 
his characteristic supercilious smile. 

Daxon, nettled, shot him a hard look, 
but for the benefit of the others, replied. 

"Yes and why not ?" he snapped. 
"The dope was in their logs, entries show
ing when they sighted the cloud, their 
approach, the motnent of entering all 
about it. The chronometers and the other 
instrun1ents kept on recording and there 
were all their cards, complete. It was only 
the human mind that failed. They remem
bered, some of them, seeing the cloud far 
ahead, and then, like a flash, it was just 
astern of them. When they were con
vinced of the lapse of time and s�w their 
own handwritings in the logs, they knew 
their consciousness had played some kind 
of trick on then1. They must have done alt 
the usual things as they went along, yet 
none of it registered on their memories. 
It \vas sotncthing like being under an 
anaesthetic, I guess." 

" So that's \vhy they call it Amnesion ?" 
remarked Dr. Elgar, in mock cheerful

. 
h ?" ness. uFog of Forgetfulness poet1c, e . 

ulf you've got that kind of mind,'' ad
mitted Daxon, with a quick grin. ��But 
don't forget, it's near the center .of that 
thing we're headed for, not the edge, and 
it's about as far through as our solar sys
tem is wide. If a toucp of it wipes o•t 
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all you've learned for months, V\7�' re apt 
to be pretty doggone ignorant when \ve 
come out on the other side, if we cotne 
out. , 

" Must be a property of the gas,'' specu-
lated Elgar, more seriously, uor . " 

u Or rays,, interposed the Captain, stiJJ 
staring ahead. 11 Mr. Daxon! Kindly have 
all outward openings closed off with ray
shields and rig the spare periscope. I don,

t 
like the looks of things ahead. u 

While the crew were scrambling to 
carry out the order, Dr. Elgar picked up 
the book thrown aside by Daxon. He 
thumbed through it to the chapter on 
Amnesion and read it for· himself, foot
notes and all. Among the losl \vere the 
Night Dragon and the S'ar Dust, carry
ing more than a thousand passengers each 
-two of Rangimon's transports with 
whole families bound for Tellunova in 
Hydra. Then, a few decades later, about 
2306, Sigrey took his Procyon in there 
with a relief expedition, but failed to 
return. In subsequent centuries several 
small freighters disappear·�d in the vicinity 
and were thought to have been S\�·allo\ved 
up by the nebula. 

....... BERSON, annoyed at the ill-con· 
cealed contempt of :hese hardboiled 

spacemen, felt he must n1ake some ges
ture to reestablish his prestige. 

u A bit of luck, I'd say. Since they make 
such a mystery of a little black gas, it tnay 
be worth looking into. As long as we're 
here, I might as \veil sclve their puzzle 
for them." He yawned elaborately, as if 
getting at it was all there was to it. 

"Oh, by all n1eans, " said Elgar. atni
ably� and threw a wink to Daxon, who 
had wheeled angrily at Vlberson's words, 
''if you can manage it. As for myself, 
speaking as a medical ntan, I ant icipate 
son1e difficulties. Explorers n1ay be above 
such considerations, but I was just think
ing how astonished I am going to be, say, 
to observe the effects of some drug I've 

gi ven � having forgotten that I gave it. or 
�rhat for. It is the sort of thing that is  
likely to make the practice of n1edicine un
certain. Given tin1e, I daresay, I n1ay 
develop a technique along those lines, but 
at the n1oment it Jooks to me as if trying 
to live with n1emory not functioning is 
as f0ggy a proposition as that sn1oky cloud 
itself. " 

Ulberson glared at hin1, faintly sqspi
cious that Elgar \vas pulling his legf but 
the doctor's face \Vas a study in innocent 
seriousness. Then, as the full import of 
what had just been said began to dawn 
on him, Ulberson's self-assurance sagged 
a little. He ha.d braved the perils of cold 
on dim Jit planets, and fought thei r bizarre 
fauna, but never under the handicap of 
amnesia. What Elgar seen1ed to envisage 
was not the forgetting of things far past, 
but of things in the happening the oc
currences of a fe\v tninutes ago an in
stant ago ! 

Ulberson twisted uneasily in his chair. 
The i1nplications were not pleasant .. Why, 
that n1ight mean that he could not retain 
the n1etnory of \vhat he started out to do 

he n1ight \Vander around ain1lessly, 
like an i•nbecile observing things, to 
be sure, but without linkage to their 
causes and then forgetting observa
tions in the very moment of making them. 
That would be a horrible situation un
thinkable intolerable. 

Captain Yphon, having overheard, 
chuckled savagely within hin1self. "You 
hired us, my fine bucko," was his grim 
thought, '1to take you into the Great Un ... 
known. Well, by God, you'll get your 
money's \vorth.,  

CHAPTER THREE 

The Captain's Eye 

N ANOTHER week the whole sky 
ahead was devoid of light. Lacking 

any reflective power, the great nebula did 
-
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not appear the gaseous sphere they kne\v it 
to be. It "'as rather a circular etnptiness 
in the heavens, bordered by the ever-'h·i
dening ring of reddish stars that shone 
unsteadily on its misty circumference in 
the brief interval before their final ex
tinction. 

Daxon maintained a close vigil at the 
in�trtnncnt paneL Gravity was beg-inning 
to be registered again, though 1 ight1y. 

The phototueter indicator cra\vled slo,vly 

' . . .  ·. , I' / � 

� to the left until it reached the zero of the 
scale. Then, falteringly, hour by hour, it 
worked its way on past the half-inch blank 
space beyond until it j ammed against the 
side of the case. Negative light ? An ab
surditv! 

/...� 
.· •• 1' , .· The ray-sorters, on the other hand, 

\\"Crc \' ibrating n1adly at the upper end of 
thei r range, necclles clattering against their 
stops. Jlresently they, too, jan1tned, bend
ing under forces that \\"ere trying to force 
then1 on to unn1apped readings. No light 
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-yet rays of terrific intensity itnpinging 
on the ray-detectors and what rays ! If 
they did fall beyond the range of the sort
ers, they must be of wave shapes and fre
quencies unheard of --theoretically non
existent, impossible. 

Dr. Elgar stood there, too, keenly in
terested. Whatever the emnations of the 
inky fog, he wanted to see and weigh 
them. Since steeping himself in the ac
counts of Amnesion, he had been alert for 
any symptom of forgetfulness, but as yet 
there had been no evidence of amnesia 
within the Thuban. Everybody had been 
instructed to keep a n1inute diary. and 
every day scraps from them were picked 
at random and read to their writers. If 
there was forgetting, it was of so subtle 
a type that neither victim nor physician 
could detect it, although Elgar was not 
unaware that the seeming ability to re
member might itself be an illusion. Yet 
it might be, since they were forewarned 
and the ship made tight against gases and 
so well screened that no ray, un]ess of 
some unknown hull-piercing type. could 
enter, that they could pass through the 
cloud w ith immunity. 

"We must be well inside now," said 
the Captain, when he saw the gauges, 
.cc I '11 take a look around and see how 
dense this nebula really is. , He laid 
aside his glasses and seized the guiding 
bar of the periscope, i ntently watched by 
Dr. Elgar. If the peril Jay in the rays, 
they might enter through the eye-pi.ece 
of the per iscope, and n1agnified by it to 
what would surely be· a dangerous in
tensity at that. 

Captain Yphon swung his gaze first 
astern, where the n1ist would be its thin
nest. If stars could still be seen, it \vould 
be there. "All black, " he said, in a nlatter
of-fact tone, and began to S\ving forward, 
scanning as he went. " Not a glin1n1er any
where, " he added, his left eye squeezed 
shut as he squinted with his right, "ex
cept there is a queer greenish lu1ninosity 

on the hull faint, like from a glow-worm. 
I can only see it for about ten yards, then 
it fades out." 

As he spoke, a tiny glint of clear violet 
light began dancing on the surface of his 
staring eyeball. The astounded Dr. Elgar 
saw it brighten, then flare out into a sem
blance of flame feathery sheaves of daz
zling violet rays, juntping jro1n the Cap
tain's eye into the periscope like the flame 
of an arc. � �Still dark," the Captain was 
saying, in the same ordinary tone, swing
ing the periscope from dead ahead on to
ward the port beam. 

Elgar laid a restraining hand on Daxon, 
who was springing forward with the im
pulse to drag the Captain away from the 
periscope. uwe 1'1tUSt know, u he whis
pered. 11 lt doesn't seetn to hurt him he 
doesn

,
t even suspect it. " 

Captain Yphon relinquished the peri
scope and picked up his glasses. He put 
them on and made an effort to adjust 
them, then snatched then1 off disgustedly. 

"What the Hell," he growled, " the right 
lens has gone opaque I can't see a thing. " 

" Let me look at your eye, " ordered 
Elgar, gently, "because nothing has hap ... 
pened to your lens. " 

The Captain turned full toward him, 
arnazen1ent on his usually composed fea
tures, opening and shutting his eyes alter
nately and looking dazedly about the con
trol room. Elgar halted him and peered 
into his face. The left eye \vas normal, 
the du11, faded, yellowed eye of age. But 
the other ! The right eye glowed with the 
soft warn1th of youth. Its cornea gleamed 
with the firm sn1ooth whiteness of the 
very young ; the crystalline lens \vas fine
ly transparent ; the iri s  n1agnificently col
ored. Hastily EJgar tested it for its visu
al qualities . It \\"as perfect according to 
the standard for a boy of twenty ! 

" Captain , " he said, huskily, for he felt 
the weight of his responsibility. " Look 
through the periscope again, but with the 
left eye this time .. " 
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"The periscope ?" echoed the Captain, 
vaguely, uYes, yes we must be well in
side now. I must look around and see 
how dense it  is." 

LGA·R and Daxon exchanged signifi-
cant glances. Yphon had forgotten 

having been at the periscope, yet he had 
been looking through it for a full seven 
minutes. The arnnesia of the nebula was 
not a myth, and that reversed ray seemed 
to be its avenue of infection. 

Again the Captain put his eye to the 
periscope and again there was the strange 
play of violet light frotn the eyeball. Daxon 
and Elgar stood close on either side and 
watched its dancing bri lliance. It was 
unreal, immaterial, like the fire from a 
diamond manipulated in strong light. 
Spectacular though the di splay was, 
Yphon appeared unaware of it. He went 
on as before, making an occasional calm 
remark about the gloom outside. When 
the seven minutes were up, Elgar grasped 
him by the shoulders and pulled him away 
from the eye-piece. 

" What's wrong ? Why did you inter
rupt me, doctor ? "  demanded the Captain, 
"somebody hurt ?'' 

Earnestly staring at the doctor from 
beneath shaggy white eyebrows and im
bedded in the wrinkled, baggy 4pouches of 
an old, old man, were two vibrant, pierc
ing eyes, the eyes of a strong-n1inded, 
vigorous adolescent. There was something 
almost terrifying in its incongruousness. 
Elgar's judgment had been confirmed, 
practically, but the fundamentals of the 
mystery \\Tere as elusive as ever. 

" How do you see ?" inquired Elgar, 
shakily. The Captain brushed his face 
with his hand, looked about him, then 
picked up a table o'f ha versines and ex
amined its tiny agate type. " W.hy, why, 
fine better than I have i n  years 

. better than I can remember ever 
seeing. " 

Dr. Elgar's relief was immense, but he 

saw potential danger. (I Sir," he urged, 
" You tnust not use the periscope any 
more, nor anybody else., unless through 
a strong filter and under my supervision. 
The rays of Amnesion do effect forget
ful ness, and apparently rejuvenation as 
well. I t  n1ay not be prudent to overdo 
" t  " 1 • 

•' 

It was with some difficulty that the 
two younger officers convinced Yphon of 
his lapse of n1e1nory. By careful question
ing they established that as far as his time 
sense \vas concerned, he had lost nearly 
an hour. It was not only that he failed 
to remember what had passed while he 
was at the periscope, but it was as if dur
ing the same time his previously stored 
men1ories began to unravel, unwind, as it  
were, and vani�h. 

After that the periscope was sparingly 

used and then with filters. There was not , 
much need of it, for outside nothing could 
be seen except the eerie fire-fly glow of 
the hull, ghostly in the smoky fog. Once, 
Elgar induced old Angus, the steward, to 
expose both his eyes for a brief period 
to the unfiltered rays, but otherwise the 
phenomenon of th� eye-flame was not ob ... 
served again. Angus, who was quite as 
old as the Captain, had begun to develop 
cataracts, and as in the case of the Cap
tain, a few minutes of exposure had dis
tinctly beneficial results. And like the 
Captain, Angus had to be told of the 
experience afterward, and of what. had 
imn1ediately preceded it. 

LGAR pondered the remarkable thera .. 
� peutic power of the queer rays, deal

ing amnesia and rejuvenation with an 
equal hand. There was a connection, he 
did not doubt. He was beginning to for
mulate a theory, but that theory, although 
logical, was counter to all experience. 

He knew that under the stimulus of 
light, living cells sometimes altered them
selves, that light provoked chemical ac
tion and, as i n  fireflies and the phos-• 
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phorescent organistns of the sea, cells 
sometimes produced lighL But in his ex
perience, the cells of the hun1an body did 
not produce light. and the changes pro
du�ed by tnetabolism \\"ere invariably in 
the direction of greater specialization. the 
simple to the intricate towards senility, 
in other words and that that process \\·as 
irreversible. N orn1allv. a5 the ce1 1s becon1e 

" 

n1ore and more sperialiL·ed. they end by 
losing their arlaptahi 1 i ty .  and old age and 
eventually d_cath ensue Gerocon1ists,  he 
knew, could sometin1es retard those 
changes. hut never arrest then1. let alone 
reverse them. 

Yet he had just seen it done twice. 
And although the ravs se�n1ed to ori�inate 

' ·  

\Vithin the eves, obvious1v the stin1uJus 
� -

can1e from the n�bular gas about. with 

its curious, invisible ravs. Could it be -
that that blaek fog had unique refractive 
powers that twisted the light it so com· 
pleteJy absorhed into invertect even nega
tive forms ? Was its absorptive power so 
great that it rearhed out. so to speak. and 
pulled l ight into itself ?  

And if so, did the living 'cell ,  under 
the compulsion of giving back the light 
it had hitherto ahsorbed. readjust its struc
ture to the simpler form it used to have ? 
If so, the structures would appear young
er. Perhaps it was the sin1plification of 
the cortex of the brain that caused the 
memories stored there to vanish. There 
was no precedent in phy ;;;iology or n1athe
matics for such assumptions, but neither 
was there a precedent for the amazing ocu-
1ar rejuvenation he had twice \vitnessed. 

Those other ships had plunged in here, 

unsuspecting, and therefore unprepared. 
Once in the grip of the atnnesiac rays. they 
\vould be helpless, for they could not rea
son, since reason is a cumulative process. 
And equally as they forg·ot, did they grow 
younger ? Under unlitEited pressure in 
that direction. how far Viould they go ? 

Dr. Elgar saw no way to approach the 
answers to those questions without assutn-

ing unwarranted risks. At least so far, 
the Thttbanites appeared to be effectively 
insulated frotn the outside, and it would 
be reckless to invite forces within that 
\vere so unpredictable in their action. 

CHAPl'ER FOUR 

Plaited 

R tnany ntonths they plunged on 
throt1gh gloom-enshrouded space, 

guessing at their progress by dead reckon
ing. Yphon and Daxon had computed 
their most probable path. Allowing for 
sante decleration due to the friction of 
the enveloping gas, there were indications 
that they n1ight b:tve enou�h n1on1enturn 
to escape the nucleus, as their trajectory 
would pass about one-third of the way be
tween it and the periphery of the nebula. 
There had been a steady increase in the 
gravity readings, but the total force indi
cated was not alarming. They n1ight even
tua11y escape the cloud entirely and enterge 
once more into the outer void, 

This \\'as not as heartening a hope as it 
might have been under other circum
stances, for Ronny had reported that in 
spite of reclamation, there was less than 
a year's supply of oxygen left, and old 
Angus had already begun rationing out 
the food. Beyond Amnesion were many 
parsecs of empty space. Escape to it meant 
only the hollow advantage of dying out
side in the clean clearness of inter-steiJar 
vacuutn, rather than in the depths of the 
dirty black tnist. 

Occasionally Daxon would sweep the 
darkness \vith the periscope. It had al
ways been utter night outside, but one 
day he felt a thrill of surprise as he noted 
an unmistakable lightening of the gloom. 
Broad on the starboard bow, widely dif
fused but clearly distinguishable, \Vas a 

lurid crin1son glow. I-Iour by hour the red 
increased in intensity and lightened in 
hue, until in time it looked as if all that 
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part of the universe to starboard was in 
vast conflagration, half-smothered under a 
paU of smoke. l'hen the black mists seemed 
to be clearing, as a terrestial fog lifts. 
and the initial glow came to be a wcll-de
fi.ned circular patch of intense orange light 
which in a little while revealed its source 
-a sun ! 1-fere at the center of the globu
lar nebula was a fiery yellow sun, lying 
unsuspected \vithin the opaque shell of 
absorbent gases. 

Once n1ore the instrutnents recorded 
norn1al, positive light, and the spectrum of 
the inner sun proved to be much like that 
of Sol. except that it was sonle\vhat richer • 
in the vio"Iet band.. Quick tests showed 
there was no further need of the elaborate 
systetn of screens. The bizarre properties 
of the nebular systen1 \vere apparently to 
be encountered only in its outer husk. 

But although they were no longer in 
the fog and were in the presence of a nor
nlal sun, their �  surroundings were no less 
uncanny. In place of the black backdrop 
of space, spangled with its myriads of 
glittering stars and glowing nebulae, ev
ery,vhere was a dull, angry, stnoky red. 
The starless heavens of inner Amnesion 
resembled the interior of some cosmic fur
nace. Ei ther because the inner layers 
lacked the absorptive powers of the outer, 
or were saturated by reason of their prox
imity to the sun, they dully reflected a rud
dy glare that gave the \vholc region the 
appearance of an inferno. 

Puzzled over the existence of such an 
open space in the heart of the nebula, for 
Daxon had supposed its density would in
crease as they neared the nucleus, he asked 
the Captain about it. 

"Young man, , said the Captain, turn
ing .his strangely youthful, burning eyes 
on the Mate, "when you are as old as I 
am and have wandered as widely in the 
southern void, you '11 accept things as you 
find them. But since you want an explana
tion, you are welcome to my guess. 

r• Presumably that sun represents the 

condensation of what formerly occupied 
this space. After it became so compact 
that it was forced to radiate, its tlght 
pressure naturally forced the outer gases 
back. Those gases, caught between t�o 
forces light pressure pushing out and 
gravity pulling in necessarily were com
pressed. as we have seen, into a sort of 
shell, like the hull of a walnut. if you can 
think of stuff as thin as that in solid 
terms. " The old n1an grunted, and there 
was just the suggestion of a twinkle in 
his boyish eyes. " But then, I never was 
inside a globular nebula before they may 
all be hollow, for all I know. " 

Daxon had to accept the tentative ex
planation. He could think of no better. 
In any case, there they were, and there 
was no\v a sun to worrv about. He be-

J 

gan measuring its apparent diatneter, at 
first twenty minutes, then more, forty, 
fifty, as they approached it. Then a day 
came when the diameter began to lessen. 
They had passed perihelion, but on what 
shaped trajectory he could not know with 
any certainty. If it \vere l.typerbolic, now, 
if ever, \Vas there chance of escape. 

Dr. Elgar had his own reasons for be
ing relieved at putting more distance be
tween thetn and the energtic sun. Appe
tites had grown voracious, animal spirits 
high, but \vith it s igns of rapid aging, as 
sho,vn by the graying at the ten1ples of 
even the younger members of the ship•s 
company. It \vas only by replacing the 
ray-screens that he could keep their rate 
of n1ctabolism at normal. Amnesion 
seemed to be a regi Jn opposite extremes. 

HORTLY after perihelion, Daxon 
was casting about to port with the 

periscope, scannin�� the lurid walls of the 
nebular envelope. He was seeking some 
identifiable spot that he n1ight use as a 
point of reference to dete�n1ine the extent 

of their deflection by the inner sun. Sud

denly the occupants of the control room 

were electrified by his cry of " Planet-bo I "  
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Ahead and a little to the left, was a bril
liant point of light, much in appearance 
as Jupiter viewed from Earth. Officers 
and crew crowded to the forward ports to 
look at the find. 

In a few more hours, Daxon was able 
to announce that the angle between it and 
the sun was steadily opening the planet 
was heading for its aphelion. If a little bit 
of .. maneuvering were possible, the Thu
ban might be made to intercept it. Yphon 
came and looked at the figures. He ex
amined the newfound planet, and scowled 
at the hot little sun and the sultry back
ground all about. He thought of their 
failing oxygen supply, and the dwindling 
stocks in the pantry. He sent for Ronny. 

"Here's where we try out your jury
rigged auxiliaries, Ronny. Hook 'em up, 
and bring the juice up to the board here. 
I mean to land on that p1anet, if we can. 
We ought to be able to slow down a little, 
and the atmosphere there can do the rest·
i£ there is an atmosphere. , 

He did not need to say that if there was 
no attnosphere, it didn't matter. Every
body understood the situation, it was a 
case of grasping at any straw. 

What with the retarding effect of the 
millions of miles of gas they had traversed 
and Ronny's skillful adaptation of his sur
viving machinery, the J'huban' s speed had 
been reduced to manageable proportions 
by the time they were in position for their 
planetfall. Coming in on a tangent about 
a hundred miles above the estimated sur
face, Yphon encircled the cloud-wrapped 
orb three times on a slowly tightening 
spiral, gliding swiftly through the tenuous 
stratosphere, braking as he went. 

Elgar was quick to sample the clear 
gases outside. At first he found an equal 
mixture of hydrogen and nitrogen, but a 
little later there were traces of oxygen. 
When they were down to the level of the 
high cirru�, the proportion of oxygen had 
grown and the hydrogen content gone. 
On.e of their worries could be laid aside. 

• 

, 
The planet not only had an atmosphere, 
but one that closely resembled air. It was 
a haven. They could go on down. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

World of Methuselaha 

WAS not until they were below the 
level of the highest clouds that the 

milky, violet haze beneath thinned enough 
for them to see the details of the terrain. 
Lower were patches of other clouds, fleecy 
cumulus, and to the left the peaks of an 
_extensive mountain range stuck up 
through them like the rocks ·of an offshore 
reef. Far ahead, glimpsed through rifts 
in the lower clouds, was the familiar blue 
of the sea, though tinged slightly toward 
purple. 

As they drew closer to the ground, they 
could make out extensive stretches of veg
etation, brown and yellow for the most 
part, indicating autumn. The Thubanites 
felt pangs of homesickness in looking 
d·own on the fair planet that was so much 
like their homeland. And the nostalgia 
was heightened by their first sight of what 
was unmistakably a town then another, 
and they could see the threads of the high
ways bet.ween. Far ahead were the glit
tering domes of a great city just coming 
into visibility, a city lying by the side of 
an arm of the sea. 

Wild excitement ran through the cabins 
of the Thuban. No one had forgotten the 
accounts of the disappearance in this re
gion of Rangimon's two ships. If the 
Thuban had found her way through the 
encircling nebula here, why not they ? 
Perhaps the populatisn below were de
scended from those earlier Earthmen. As 
the talk buzzed, the ship slid on down, 
ever slower. 

The city, looming before them was quite 
extensive and entirely covered by a system 
of crystal domes, like those used on the 
airless planets, except that these were 

/ 
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variously tinted in greens, ambers, pinks, 
yellows and blues. In the distance the ag
gregation looked like a mass of colossal 
soap-bubbles, iridescent in the noonday 
sun. Opposite, across the inlet, was a 

wide, barren patch of ground probably 
a landing field, but at that distance they 
could not make out the characteristic slag 
flows of a rocket ship port. 

But even as they were speculating as 
to �he uses of the cleared area, small sil
very objects could be seen rising from it 
into the air, hundreds of them. Through 
powerful glasses, Yphon and Daxon 
\vatched them take the air, wheeling and 
swirling like a flock of birds as the swarm 
headed for the oncotning Thuban. They 
were planes, planes of the pritnitive air
borne type used so extensively on Earth 
in the pre-rocket days. A mon1entary ap
prehension that they . tnight have hostile 
intent was quickly dissipated, for in a few 
n1inutes they \Vere peaceably passing the 
ship on both sides, as well as above and 
below, and having passed, looped sudden
ly and turned to accompany her. 

One, evidently a leader, swooped by the 
bo\v ports and as it did, a very old n1an 
leaned out over the side and n1ade a ges
ture \Vith his arm for the Thuban to fol
lo\v him. The startled pilots of the space 
ship had only a glitnpse of the steely blue 
eyes, the glistening bald head, and the 
whiskers flying flat in the hurricane of 
the propeller stream ; but the ancient who 

• • 

had hailed them, apparently to make sure 
he \Vas understood, shot on well ahead, 
\vent into a vertical loop, and swooped 
by again, repeating his signal to follow. 

�� 1-Ioly Con1ets ! " exclaimed Daxon, as 
his second glitnpse confirtned the first, 
" Father Time himself come out to meet . 
us !"  

But when the Earthmen peered out the 
ports at the machines pounding along at 
their sides, every pilot they could see was 
the satne bewhiskered, aged, venerable 
type as the patriarch who lead them. 

' '  HA 1' a planet ! "  said the amazed 
Daxon to Elgar, as they crouched, 

a half hour later, just within the open 
entry port of the grounded Thuban. "But 
one thing's certain--they're human.'' 

"And another thing's certain, " amend
ed Elgar, dryly, "they've been human, 
from the looks of them, a darn sight long
er than either you or I have. " 

The Thuban \vas lying where she had 
been Jed, in the tnidst of the great landing 
field opposite the city. Captain Yphon had 
slid open the entry port and was standing 
outside, ten paces in front of it, awaiting 
the representatives c•f the locality. The 
planes that had escorted then1 in were 
landing in successive waves all about, 
bouncing and rolling to stops. But un
like the custom of most friendly planets, 
\vhere the natives rush to surround a new
ly landed ship, these people of Amnesion 
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had moved with exasp•�rating s]o\vness. 
The two officers had \vatched then1 

clitnb out of their planes. That, it ap
peared, was an exceedingly laborious 
operation, and, once on the ground, their 
progress toward the \vaLing Thuban was 
equally difficult. They <atne on, though, 
tottering and stumbling, supported by 
staffs or canes, and finally stopped, form
ing a ragged semi-circle facing Yphon, as 
if awaiting son1eone yet to con1e. Sotne, 
too decrepit to re1nain st anding, unfolded 
litt)� portable stools, anc_ sat. It \Vas the 
air of incredible age about then1 all , the 
universal seni 1ity, that had prompted 
Daxon's exclan1ation. 'foothless, \vrin
lded, many of thetn woefully bent, that 
strangely hon1ogenous ��rov.'d n1:ldc an 
al rnost unbelievable picture. 

]=>resently a number of stnaH cars sped 
across the field, rolling to a screaming 
stop just behind the asseJnbled octogenar
ians fron1 the plane squa( ron . A lane 'vas 
opened in  their ranks, and after consider
aLlc delay, a \Vhcel ch� _ i r  cnnt�1 i n i ng a 
venerable patriarch and attended by a 
stna ll group who were scarcely younger, 
was haltingly pushed lhrough it and 
hrought up to \vhcre Captain Yphon \Vas 
stan ding. 

uThat n1ust be the grar <1-daddy of thetn 
all, "  \vhispered the irreverent Daxon, as 
the old man coughed, painfully cleared his 
throat, and began to spe< . k. In a quaver

ing, high cracked voice, he sai d� .,. \\taii
katnpt Athnaty. ' '  

T'hc opening \vords \\ ere n o t  at first 
understood, but as the old tnan continued, 
his auditors noticed that the language 
sounded strangely like I:ngli sh English 
of an obsolete dialect, perhaps, but still 
English. They very quic�:ly observed that 
its apparently garbled sounds \Vere due 
to the queer cadences with \vhich it was 
delivered. As soon as the knack of rhythm 
was had. understanding \vas easy. 

' 'Welcome to Athanata, " was what the 
patriarch had said, " the J•tanet of the Im-

mortals. Gladly we receive the noble 
Earthborn, for like you, our pioneers fell 
from out the sky. " He went on to say 
that he hin1self was Tolva, captain of the 
Star Dust, and that he was proud of his 
earth ly birth, having been born near New 
Denver, in the shadow of u Paekpik. " The 
astonished Thuhanites knew fron1 their 
study of the records, that a Captain Talia
ferro had con1n1anded one of Rangimon's 
transports, but that had been a cool t\VO 
thousand years earlier, yet. 

"Well, he looks his age," was Daxon's 
grunted comtnent. 

After offering citizenship and the free
dom of the city to the ne\vcomers, Captain 
Tolva, if such J1c \vas, said that a guide 
and nH::ntor ,,-on lei be assigned to each pair 

of n1en in the ship's cotnpany and that 
they would at once proceed to the city 
where all would be tnade cotnfortable. 

Yphon's interruption to ask for inforn1a
tion as to the availahi l it v of tnechanics and 

r 

n1achine tools for the repai r of the l(ine-
t ng-en \\'as di sn1isscd as of no n1oment . 
" N ot 1 1 0 \V ,  ' ' \vas the suhstance of the re
ply, "we are on the eve of the Great Holi
days. In the cot11ing Era, a1 1  things w i ll 
t •c taken care of. '' 

Yphon, seeing he would have to bide h1s 
titne, n1ade a dignified response to the 
address of \v clcon1e, couching his words 
as best he cnu Jd  in the san1c odd rhytiun 
the (Jther ha(] used. 'fhcrf the old tnan 
bo,\·cd acknowledgn1ent and clattered on 
the ground vvith his staff. At the signal, 
a dozen of the waiting cen tenarians tot
tered forward and saluted. Those were 
to be the co1npanions and tutors of the 
tfhubani tes. 

CHAPTER SIX 

"Too Y oungl, 

APTAIN YPHON, choosing old 
Angus to accompany him, was driven 

off toward the city in the official car of 
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Captain Tolva, leaving the others to pair 
off as they chose. Daxon and Elgar natur

ally fe11 together, leaving Ronny no choice 
but to teatn up \Vith Ulberson. Two by 
tlvo the crew fell in and n1et their guardi 

ans, grinning sheepishly as the testy old 
n1en ordered them about as though they 
\vere children .. 

The one told off to take care of El�ctr 
and Daxon \Vas sotne\vhat spryer than the 
rest. II e led then1 to one of the little cars, 
managing rather better than most as to 
locotnotion, hut his n1illions of wrinkles. 
sunken checks attd knotted finger joints 
told plainly enough that he had heen living 
a long, long time. The two officers got 
into the car, noting with amusement that 
its driver \vas, if anything, a couple of 
decades older than their guide . 

"Say, Sid, if the girls in this tO\\·n 
n1atch the hoys/' laughed Elgar, "you're 
going to find night life pretty tame. " 

Any reply Daxon n1ight have tnade was 
rut off with a grunt as his head hit the 
back of the seat. The clriver had started the 
n1achine and it leaped ahead like a ro\v
eiJed broncho. They were tearing across 
the landing field at dizzy speed. zig-zag
ging wildly atnong dozens of other such 
cars, each racing and jockey ing for posi
tion, dodging parked planes with an agility 
that would be astonishing in any driver. 
In a very few minutes they were clin1bing 
the ratnp that led across the elevated 
cause,vay over the lagoon that separated 
thetn from the crystal domed city. Elgar 
caught a glimpse of what probably was a 
a park beneath, but at this season its 
grasses and trees \vere unifortnly yel
lo\ved and sere. 

Daxon , leaning back, gripped his hat 
with one hand and tried to fend off the 
whipping beard of their antediluvian jehu 
with the other. Once, he glin1psed the 
startled faces of Ronny and Ulberson as 
they were whisked by, gaining a lap in the 
race of toothless madmen. Daxon attempt
ed a hail, but the others were too occu-

pied "'ith hanging on to their own seats 
to notice. 

" Phe'v ! " whistled Elgar. as they eased 
through a great setni-circular opening in  
the first of the grE·at crystalline domes. 
u These old dodos are rickety enough on 
their feet, but boy, ho\\· they cut loo�e 
when they have machines to carry them. " 

Once within the city, the ancient driver 
relaxed his pace, and �t was well he did, 
for the streets vv·ere cro,vded \\·i th people, 
none of thent agile enough to n1ove faster 
than a \valk. Like those at the landi ng 
field, ;1 J 1  \vere ungttessab1y old. Atnong 
then1 were tnany wo�nen, sentenar.ians like 
the n1en. Some were skinny hags� others 
stupendously fat with multiple chins, and 
in bet\\'een \vas every intermediate grade 
of crone and heldan1e. Dr. Elgar looked 
at then1 all in blr.·.nket astonishn1ent-

thousands of people, all senile. He won
dered why there were no young, how the 
race was carried on. 

The dome they were under was of a dull 
n1oss green hue, givi ng everything beneath 
it a sort of  under \Vater aspect. The build
ings appeared to be of stone or brick and 
were retniniscent of old prints of Earth 
cities of several millenia before. Some 
houses 'vere windowless, copies of the 
architectural n1onstrosities erected in 
An1erira City durin.� the first century or 
so of air-conditioning. 

They had hardly become accustomed to 
the g-reen. lighting when they passed 
through another arch into a quarter of the 
city under a rose-colored dome, and after 
that into a third ,,·here the Jight \vas a 
mild atnber. Their car turned a corner 
and pulled up in front of a building bear
ing the black-lettered sign, " Conservation 

U 't �r 3 " nt L 't o. , . 

' '  OR exatnination and registry," 
croaked their guide, laconically, uthe 

branding will come later."  
The latter phrase caused the two officers 

to exchange inquiring glances, but they 
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got out of the car and followed their tutor 
into the building. Passing down a wide and 
rather crowded corridor, they caught sight 
of Captain Yphon through an open door. 
He was protesting sotnething earnestly to 
a sn1allish, bespectacled old man in white, 
and gesturing toward his eyes as he talked. 
Before the boys could see what the con
troversy was about or catch the Captain's 
eye, they were .led o� past and ushered in
to an office. 

In what was evidently a sort of ante
room to more offices beyond, they found to 
their astonishment a railed off enclosure 
filled with benches upon which sat scores 
of old men and women. Over their heads 
was the incredible sign, 1' N ewbom As
semble Here." 

"Never mind those, " said their guide, 
rather contemptuously, "being Earth born 
you are in a favored class. Follow me, if 
you will. , 

In an inner office they were confronted 
by a huge desk behind which sat a jovial, 
fat old Santa Claus, presiding over a gi
gantic ledger. He greeted them with a 
twinkle of the eye, and at once began ask
ing questions as to nan1e, date and place of 
bi.rth, and so on, writing all the answers 
down. When he found that both candi
dates had been living less than forty earth 
years, he banged a bell for his messenger, 
waggling his head sadly. 

t'I am afraid," he said, apologetically, 
"that we will have to postpone the rest of 
this until after the doctor has passed on 
you. Get Dr. Insun, " he said, more sharp
ly, to the messenger, an en1aciated old gaf
fer of son1e hundred and ten years at the 
very least. 

Presently the bespectacled little man 
whom they had see� arguing with Yphon 
came in. He wore the white smock of his 
profession, but he did not have the cheer
ful manner that many doctors n1aintain. 
His bearing 'vas that of a n1an who ex
pects the worst of human nature and 

thinks there must be deception if he 
doesn't at once find it. 

Quite briskly, for he seemed to have 
fewer disabilities than most, he proceeded 
with a cursory physical exan1ination of the 
two Thubanites, pursing his lips and 
frowning all the while, giving vent as he 
went to mournful "Hm-m's" and uTut
tut's."  Finally he ·turned to the benign 
registrar and said rather jerkily. "not 
good specimens like the other two 
have to take it up with the High Priest 
. . . .  " then he glowered at the t\vo young 
men again as if to assure himself he was 
making no n1istake "all wrong every
thing. Now, that one called Angus was 
perfect, and the other Captain Y phon
if we can get his eyes fixed up he will be a 
valuable addition to the community. But 
these two. . " his voice trailed off into 
a mournful silence. 

"Won't live through the Long Night, 
eh ?" added the jovial one, with an air of 
commiseration. Then he suggested, uWhy 
not put them under the big lens on No. 
7 ?" 

The doctor shook his head gloomily. 
1' Not time enough only forty .. four more 
days, you know. Sorry, but they're hope
less. May as well turn them loose and let 
them enjoy themselves while they can. 
They can't possibly survive why, they're 
barely mature, mere children, too young !" 

And with that cryptic pronouncement of 
unworthiness, the doctor left the room 
with the air of a man washing his hands of 
a bad business. 

"Old Angus a perfect specimen l" mut
tered Daxon, looking blankly to Elgar, 
"but we are too young to survive. Say, 
what kind of screwy outfit is this, any
way ?''  

But Dr. Elgar was thoughtful. He sus
pected it was not the utter nonsense it 
sounded. 

-And yet what else but nonsense could 
it be ? 

(End of Part I) 



� ISTE R  I S LA � ()  

This was an unusual island, thought 
H ugh Locke. For instance, it seemed 
odd that a gun should be in his hand, and 
that the girl should be a ble to speak 

English, simply because he willed it. 
I 

_.., 
' � i  -1-
�i # /. , . .. 

T
HE ship shuddered violently when 
it  struck the derelict and heeled 
far to the starboard. Hugh Locke, 

standing 1 1c:ar the rail with only a dress
ing-gown over his screaming pajamas and 
hoping that the breeze would di spel the 
alcoholic fog from his mind,  catapulted 
over the rail .  Down and down he 

23 
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went, until it seem�d that he would never 
cease falling through inky blackness. And 
that thought \Vas emph.1tically not de
signed to ease a queasy s-�omach. 

He slapped into a wLve that secn1ed 
much too solid to be liquid, and a light
less darkness over,vheln1ed hitn. \Vhen 
he could see again , he kne\v that he had 
been unconscious for son1e minutes for 
the ship was a distant fairyland of lights . 

He kne\v that it \vas hopeless to shout, 
and besides he felt that t� e didn't possess 
any breath or strength to be spared. His 
slippers were gone, but the robe dragged 
at him. He shrugged it off and lay in the 

cool water clad only i n  his pajatnas. 
The overdose of ethyl v--as still effective. 

He wasn't worried, because he couldn 't 
worry. The South Pac i flc \·Vater 'vas 
pleasant. There \Vas no discontfort. He 
was happy until the breeze strengthened 
and the waves became higher. The brine 
sloshed into his n1outh <J nd nose. Then 
he tried swimtni ng. 

After an hour 's hard \Y ork, i n tC'rruptcd 
and intensified 1Jy rccu r re 1 t  fJtTind :-:: (d. 1 1 J 

ness, he was in the depths of the 1norbid 
blues. He gloon1 ily discounted death in 

advance of the fact and \vas too tired and 
sick to get exc i ted about it .  A del icious 
sense of \vell-bei ng sto1e t l'" )ugh h i �  body 

and he allo\ved hitnself to s1 ip ben eath 
the waves. Abruptly, so- 11e force seized 
and propelled hin1 throng .1 the \Vat er ]ike 

a hooked fish as blackness closed t:.round 
hin1. 

E WOKE on a \varnt, sandy beach, 

and stared drowsily at a blue sky 
where the sun had not 'let reached the 

• 

zenith. Sotnevvhere clos � hy a breeze 
rustled through trees and hirds �(ltta w·ked 
raucously. H e  sat up and found hi tnself 
looking out over a beautifully azure sea. 
But it had unpleasant connotations which 
caused him to turn away \Vith a grirnace. 

The results were very satisfactory. 
There was_ a delightful vista of coco palms, 

lush .foliage, brightly colored birds and 
a pretty girl. All that any man could ask 
of an island ! She stood in the shade of 
the pahns, watching him \vi th an interest 
that n1a�e her dark eyes sparkle and 
allowed her coral lips to part and reveal 
brilliantly whi te teeth. 1-Ier face, in1n1obiJe 
with surprise, was del icately oval and 
under arched brows were gent Je dark eyes. 

Then she seetned to recaii the proprieties 
and snatched a silken veil across her face . 

Vaguely put out, Hugh climbed to his 
feet and brushed the sand frotn his pa

janlas. His back was still datup and he 
had to peel the cloth frotn his shoulder

blades. He shivered at the feeling, but the 
beauty of the girl banished the unpleasant

ness . The sal t of the \vatcr n1ade his face 
feel t ight and drawn but his eyes never 
left her. 

" Hello," he said \Vith a checrfu 1 voice, 

then added rather hope( ully , " Do you live 
here ? "  

She stared at hitn uncon1prehcndi ngJy. 
She \vas tnot1on1css except for her eyes, 
and a �  1 hey roved over his bed raggled 
figure they spark led vvi th suppressed 
m irth . fl t1gh flushl'd \Vi th con1plete under
stand ing and tnenta11y cu r�ed the da_y he 
had purchased the striped paj:unas. J-J c 
was very conscious of the poor figure he 
presented. 

"Can't you speak English ?" he asked 
irritahJv. • •  I \vant food. Jt'ood under-

.,., 

stand ?---sorncthing to eat! ' '  l-Ie i l lustrated 

his desire graphica1Iy by i nserting imagin

ary food in his  tnouth and chewing with 
exaggerated enjoytnent. l-Ie desisted al
most in1n1ediately \\'hen her t inkling laugh 
sn1ote his ears. lie reddened again. 

" We're getting a1ong fine, " he cotn
mented dryly. "Where are your folks ? 
?\.1aybe I can make one of then1 under
stand 1ne. " 

He forced a friendly smile to his lips 
and started toward her. But the sand 
dragged at his feet, n1aking him lean for
ward and swing his body. He must have 
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appeared menacing to the girl for alarm 
flashed in her dark eyes and she turned 
and fled. 

" Hey ! Wait a minute !u  he called, try
ing to run after her. The sand tripped 
him and as he went do\vn he saw the 
silken flash of her disappearing among 
the trees. 

He got to his feet, spitting sand, and 
glared resentfu11y after her. This was a 
devil of a way to treat a casta\vay ! Then 
he started uphill, smug with the knowl
edge that if he climbed long enough he 
must eventually reach a vantage point 
from which he could survey the island. 

He limped along on tender, unshod 
feet, and becoming increasingly nervous. 
There was a strangeness about his haven 
that made him peer frequently over his 
shoulder to search the brush with his eyes 
for a follower. J3ut there was no one. And 
the strangeness \Vasn't the trees, or the 
flowers, or the birds, or anything he could 
identify positively. It was a sensed alive
ness in the very air of the place ; a brood .. 
ing, somnolent atnusetnent. Somehow it 
brought hack the n1cmory of that side
ward tug as he was sinking beneath the 
waves and the hair on the back of his neck 
prickled. 

........ WAS still trying to force the un-
easiness from his mind when he 

topped the last rise and found himself 
standing on a bare pinnacle. The island 
lay before him, a great verdure-encrusted 
coral ring a half mi1e in diameter, \vith 
only one narrow, reef-protected channel 
leading to the sea. On the coral sand of 
the lagoon, he saw a group of paln1 huts 
and directly across the lagoon, as distant 
as was possible, the dotne of a tetnple-like 
building glittered metallically in the sun
light. The blue lagoon was waveless, as 
smooth as glass and almost as transparent 
except in the center. There the water 
was milkily opaque as though filled with 
a n1ultitude of tiny air bubbles. 

As he watched the milkiness boiled and 
churned to foam. Huge bubbles blistered 
the surface and burst to release a steamy 
yellow haze which rose slowly into the 
air. The strange attnosphere of the place 
was suddenly intensified and despite the 
warmth of the sun .Hugh was chilled. 

Behind hitn the brush rustled. He 
wheeled to face a gigantic, villainous-look
ing black tnan dressed as richly as the girl, 
who now came for\vard 'vith regal con
fidence. But Hugh's eyes were fastened 
on the scimitar \vhich the tnan held lightly 
in one huge pa,v. The sun glistened 
evilly on the sharp curve of the blade. 

Hugh spared one quick glance full of 
reproach at the girl and saw a frown of 
indetermination on her ivory-skinned fore
head. The giant l·ifted the blade and 
stepped closer. Hugh stepped back. The 
giant followed with a frown of irritation. 
And even in the dang·er of the mornent 
1-Iugh could detect or feel the unreal 
strangeness of the island. Indeed, it was 
stronger and as though some unseen be
ing \Vere watching an1usedly . 

II ugh caught his heel on a stone and fell 
backward down the slope. A bush caught 
and held him. He untangled hitnself as 
quickly as possible while the mocking 
laughter of the girl tinkled in his ears . 
Again he flushed \v ith anger, and then 
was additionalJy angry with himself for 
what seen1ed was rapidly becoming a bad 
habit. 

"By God ! I wish I had a gun, " he 
exploded. "Then that big lug \vouldn

,
t 

be so free \\·ith that knife!' 
He halted, mouth agape. Around him

self he felt a gathering of indefinable 
force, a focusing of the strangeness. An 
auton1atic pistol such 1s he had used many 
tin1es on pistol ranges fell to the ground 
in front of him. He looked up\\"'ard to see 
\vhere it had come fro1n. There was not 
the slightest speck to mar the sun-washed 
blueness of the sky. 

The black sensed danger and bounded 
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forwards. scimitar ra,sed high. Hugh ' '.J3ut you were speaking son1e goofy 
snatched up the pistol. \\7hat di fference lingo wait. a n1inute ! I have an 
fron1 where it came ? It 'vas here ! And idea. " He searched his n1ind quickly for 
he knew how to use it ! son1ething he desired. But it was his 

He leveled it at the giant. The girl stotnach which settled the matter. ul wish 
screamed and darted forward. She placed I had a thick steak sandwich." 
herself between the two of them and her He had to grab quickly to catch the 
frightened eyes met 11ugh's. Her fear sand,vich before it struck the ground. The 
had made her forget her notions of black gasped with terror and paled to a 
modesty and her face was fully exposed pasty brown. '�' Mistress LeiJah ! It is the 
to view. Hugh feasted his eyes. He felt Strange One again ! He has acted." 
that he had the situation well in hand, The girl paled and glanced affrightedly 
and also a nasty senst� of satisfaction at at the center of the lagoon. The white 
having turned the tables on the pair. spot \Vas quiescent and milkily sntooth, 

She spoke quickly in a strange language, though a faint haze drifted upward from 

and her forn1er imperious attitude was the surface of the water. 

noticeably absent. Hugh greatly admired "Are you one of the mutineers ?" she 

the softness of her speech, then saw that asked Hugh with the air of a person who 
she was waiting for a reply. She n1ust has

. 
con1e close to a forbidden subject 

have asked a question. and is afraid. 

" I  don't understand you." He shrugged _ " 1v11!-tineers ? ,. Hugh echoed stupidly, 

expressively. still staring at his sandwich. H Who are 

The black mustn't have liked the gesture they ?" He raised the sandwich to his 
for he started purposefully for\vard. Hugh mouth and sank his teeth in it cautiously. 

raised the pistol again, centered the muz- .It tasted good. He chewed and swallowed 
zle on the hairy chest. The girl stopped and took another bite. 

the black angrily and turned to Hugh The girl watched him doubtfully. Hugh 
again. She spoke slowly, enunciating each met her stare boldly and was pleased to 
syllable with laborious clearness. see her flush lightly. She made a move-

"It's no go ! ,  Hugh said when she had ment as though to cover her face with 
finished. " I  don't even know what lan- the veil, then desisted, evidently realizing 

' 

guage you're speaking. I wish you could the uselessness of the gesture. The black 
speak English ! ,, had recovered from his fright and now 

GAIN there was that gathering of 
forces. It was as though tin1e had 

hiccoughed, Hugh thought. He saw a 
startled expression cross the girl's face, 
\videning her eyes tnomentarily. He 
glanced quickly at the black and saw 
mingled surprise and fear on the fellow's 

he spoke : 
"Take care, Mistress Leilah ! He is 

puny, and may be clever. I suggest we 
take him to our camp. FeatHerstone is 
a drunkard and defies the Prophet and is 
in league with the Strange One, but he 
will surely know if this is one of his 
mutinous crew." 

face. Then the girl spoke : 
u\Vhy did you pursue me ? Why 

you threaten us ? " 
"You . . . you speak English ? " 

She silenced him with a wave of her 
do hand and looked at Hugh. Hugh fingered 

his pistol to see if it were still solid and 
substantial. It was. 

ui speak as I have al\vays spoken, " she 
returned impatiently. " If you understand 
me, why haven't you answered ?" 

"You aren't taking me anywhere," he 
declared. " I  don't know who any of you 
are, and if th�re is a fight going on, I'm 
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not goi ng to choose sides. All I know 
is that I •tn huugry. I ran after you be
cause I thought you would lead me to 
your hon1e and there I might be able to 
get sotnething to eat. " 

The girl's face had clouded angt·ily at 
his first v.'ords, but now it cleared tnagic
ally. She turned to the black. " I t  is 
the Strange One, Hassan. He has brought 
another. And it see1ns \Ve have nothing 
to fear from this one. " 

Hassan was doubtful and looked it 
as he n1uttered, u l-Ie tnay be clever. "  As 
though the Strange One \Vcrc perversely 
i nterested in causing lfassan discotnfort, 
the center of the lagoon became a boiling 
cauldron. The haze thickened and drifted 
into the air and gradua l ly d ispersed. They 
\vatchcd in silence for a n1on1ent. 

The girl v.ras the first to speak when 
the lagoon had quieted. " Con1e with us. 
I ,,,.ill get you food, " she said y.rith a quick 
stnile. 

GH \vent \'V illing1y. They went do\vn 
the hill to"'·ard the lagoon and, to 

his  surprise, turned toward the group of 
paint huts. \Vhen they were close he saw 
a man lying at e'�se in the doorway of one 
of the huts. There \vas a bottle in the 
fello,v' s hand ar d Hugh fitted it to the 
description of Featherstone given by Has
san, and was satisfied that he was correct. 
At the door of another hut squatted a 
black \Votnan, busily grinding n1eal. 

"Hi,  B uddy ! "  the tnan called. "A new 
recruit to our li:tle bit of heaven ?" 

l-Ias san snorted derisively. " Infidel ! 
You \¥ouldn't b,� pertnitted the sn1allest 
of glimpses into heaven. " 

"Well, this certainly ain't hell, " Feath
erstone replied, glancing at the bottle in 
his hand. "It cer _ainly ain't ! "  he repeated 
etnphatically, then faced II ugh. "My 
natne' s Featherstone, fortner first mate 
of the S cafoant1 \vhich is also former. 
\''hat's yours ? " 

You've got a shaving treat in stor•e-

Try Thin Gillettes ten cents for four I 
They whisk through stubble extra quick-

You look well-groomed your face feels slickl 

Nt!W lciml ol edges on steel 
llanl enouglt to cut glo11l 
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" Locke, " Hugh said . .:. H ugh l. .. ocke. " 
c' How did you get here ? ' '  l;eatl1erstone 

asked, but Hassan interrupted : " Is this 
one of the mutinous cre'v ? " 

" Course not, " F eat ' 1erstone replied 
wearily, then jerked his head around and 
looked at the black wiJ1 astonish1nent. 
"How cotne you speak E:1glish ? "  

" Guess it's my fault , , ,  Hugh offered. 
H But don 't ask me how 1 t  happened . " 

Featherstone gripped his hands over 
his tetnples and groaned \Vith disgust. 
"The Strange One ! Darune, \vl1y didn't 
I think of that ? Here I been gett1n ' head
aches trying to learn their talk. ' '  l-Ie 
looked up at Hugh and \Varned. ' c  But 
don't try anything funny \Vi th Leilah. 
She's a good girl .  I knu vV ! 1 1 ried. 
And besides that hlack s ,v jnt!"s a \vicked . ... .. 
knife, he docs. 'Ihe cre\v hates hin1 . "  

He looked across the la1�oon at the glit
tering temple-like building and grinned. 
Hugh looked at Leilah helping the old 
\Von1an prepare food. 

" l{no\tv 'vhat that is ? � '  T4'eathvrstonc 
asked, still  gri n n i ng. 

" l luh ! Oh, 'vhat ? "  

Featherstone pointed (tllt across the 
lagoon. 

Hugh shook his head negatively and 
1vahed. 

H Gold ! All gold ! '"fhey found out how 
to \Vork this St range One, \Yhoever he i s ,  
and had hin1 fix 'cn1 up a g· . >ld house . The 
fools don't kno\V gold's only guod for 
\Vhat you can get with it . " llc gazed 
fondlv at the hott lc .  " ] )irect ac t ion--thaCs 

.... 

1ne ! \Vhen you \\·ant a thi J Jg, ask for i t·-
and here you get it . '' 

E P�\ USED to datnp(�n his tln-oat, 
t hen j tunped back to his original 

question. H fl o\v did you gt't here ? "  
" Fel1 overboard \vhen n ty ship hit  a 

derelict, " Hugh repl ied. 

" Passenger, huh, " Featherstone �pat 
disgustedly. � '  \Vhere did :vou go over 
the side ?" 

Hugh shrugged. H I  don 't know. vVe 
. 

were six days out of I-Ionolulu on the 
\vay to Auckland." 

�� You \vent down in the I_)acific, then . '' 
Featherstone concluded. " Lei lab ·s f ron 1 

Persia and \Vent do\vn in the Arabian 
Sea. �nd I piled the S cafoau� on a reef 
in the China Sea after the crew tnutinied 
and ki lled the captain .  A select gathering. 

you tnight call it . " 
" Spa\vn o f  Satan ! ,  catne the black 

giant 's voice. Hugh -turned to defend 
hitnself, but sa\V that the hlark \Vas 
speaking to the old wotnan. " ' Sp_cak \vith 
a civi)ized tongue and leave off that n1on-· 
key-gabbl ing. " 

" Quiet, J-Jassan. " J.,cih1h said . ., l\J r .  
l �ocke n· ! J J  h c ' lp  l 1 er to  sp<.�ak our new 
rnngnc as soon as he has finished talking 
\Vith lVIr. Featherstone. " She looked up 
to n1eet Hugh's eyes and Hugh sa\v that 
hers held a t\vinkle that was like subdued 
laughter . "1 t \vou ld be better. . "  she 
suggested. 

T'he hJack \'·on1an ,.;as argu i1 1g rapidly 
i u the  Ja  n t··u;u!t� ,,·hieh L.ciJah and 1-Ia�san " l • J 

had funne rly �poken. ' ' Okay/' l-Ingh said 
to I.Jeilah and ohiiging]y \v ishcd for the 
\�.totnan to speak ]�ngl ish.  .:\gain there 
catne that strange focusing o[ po\ver and 
the \VOlnan con1pleted. her speech of re
buttal i 1 1  English. 

• 
u hJack ape. Go ! A nd leave a \V Onlal l 

1 11 peace. 
f.-1 a:� san scratched his head puzzJcdJy 

and looked fron1 the \VOnlan to J-l ttgh . and 
then at th e \vhitc center of the 1ag-oon . 
Then, n1uttcring, h e  \vent into the hnt .  

Leilah stni lcd aud 'vi ! h a \\'ave of her 
hand, in vi ted lT ugh to cat t he food she 
and the old \\:otnan had prepared . He 
started for\\:ard willingly. But the old 
\\"Otllan leaped to her feet with a frightened 
yelp and seizing Leilah ' s hand started 
toward the trees. Hugh looked to see \Vhat 
had frightened her and the half dozen 
men who had been sneaking through the 
brush threw to the winds all attctnpts at 
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concealment and sped down on the little 
• 

group. 
Hugh lifted his pistol, aimed carefully 

at the nearest t!nenty and fired. The fel
low stumbled and went down with a 
squall of pain. Hassan charged out of his 
hut with naked scimitar in hand and bel
lowing like an angry bull. For a moment 
Hugh thought the giant intended to cut 
him down. 

Then a scream from Leilah jerked tl1em 
both around like puppets on a single string 
and they saw her struggling in the anns 
of t\\"O of the mutineers who had steaJthity 
outflanked the group of huts and had 
·waited in the brush. The black woman 
clawed at them like an angry tigress until 
one struck her a heavy blow. The act 
seen1ed to drive Hassan 1nad. He bounded 
toward the affray like a black av . .-· 
angel of death. 

Hugh snapped a quick shot back at the 
larger group and another man feU to the 
sa.-.d and the attack n1elted away. Then 
he turned back an� stepping to one side 
to get Hassan out of line, drew a bead 
on one of the mutineers. His pistol barked 
and the fellow stiffened and collapsed 
bonelessly to the sand. 

Leilah fought free of her captor's hands 
and fled toward Hugh. The fellow started 
in pursuit, then saw Hassan coming with 
swinging scin1itar. He turned quickly and 
fled. Hassan kept after him with a grin 
that exposed his white teeth in a carniv
orous snarl. A moment later the pleas 
of the n1utineer were audible, then they 
were cut short. 

Leilah threw herself hysterically into 
Hugh's arnts. He held her close as he 
turned to face the rest. But the only 
mutineer in sight \\·as the wounded man. 

EA TH ERSTONE still reclined cotn
fortably in front of his hut. He 

grinned crookedly. " Know guns pretty 
well, don't you ?' '  he inquired. 

Hugh grunted an angry affirtnative. 
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11Why didn't you help us ?" he denlanded. 
Featherstone's grin widened. u l'm the 

only navigator on the island, so they won't 
harn1 me unless I get directly in their 
way .. which I don't intend to do. As 
it is, nobody dares hurt me . . it's a lot 
like being king. 

'�But now I suppose I'll have to share 
my throne with you. They have tried to 
make guns often enough, but the Strange 
One won't do anything unless you already 
know how. They got lumps of metal that 
looked like guns, but they were soJid. , 

Leilah tugged at Hugh's sleeve. He 
looked at her, then lowered his head to 
hear her whisper, H Make him help us get 
away from here. He says he won't ever 
leave. " 

" It's hopeless, S\veetheart, " said 
Featherstone, divining her words. " I  
know heaven when I find it. I'm staying !" 

Hassan returned, wiping blood from his 
blade with a ragged strip of cloth that 
hadn't come from his o'\vn clothes. He 
glared at Hugh, but there was an odd 
friendliness in the glare. 11 You are good 
to have at one's side in a fight, l.jttle One. 
But next time leave the violators to me. 
My ministrations are more fitting to the 
crime. '' 

Featherstone shuddered and Hugh sud
denly knew he had the mate's number .. 
He smiled confidently at Leilah, and she 
returned the smile. 

' 

"We'll go, " he assured her, "and 
Featherstone will help us. " 

Featherstone barked a short, mocking 
laugh. "Don't count on it, " he ridiculed. 

Hugh laughed with him, then catching 
the mate's eyes directed then1 toward 
Hassan. Featherstone's laughter dwindled 
to an abrupt silence and he looked away 
quickly. 

1'Would you consider it amusing_ Has
san, to shall we say prod Mr. Feather
stone's memory and arn.bition with the tip 
of your blade ?" Hugh asked the giant. 

Hassan glanced quickly at .Leilah, then 

back to Hugh with a grin. ult would be 
a pleasure, " he replied with a deep bow. 

"No ! "  Leilah interrupted. "Hassan, 
don't you dare !" 

" But, Mistress, I cannot refuse. He has 
a gun. " 

., I'm sure Hassan is a talented man," 
Hugh assured her, then glancing down at 
Featherstone to note the effect, added. 
"He will see that no permanent injury 
or death results, if he can possibly help it. �· 

The effect was immediate. The mate's. 
whisky-reddened face paled to a weak 
pink, His eyes darted about wildly for 
a \vay of escape. But Hassan's huge paw 
closed over his shoulder and yanked him 
to his feet. Hugh stepped between the 
pair and Leilah and offered his arm 
gallantly. 

"To work, Infidel. A boat, a good boat, 
one fit to carry my mistress and the little 
sultan. " 

" A-alright ! I will. I will I Leggo me ! 
You're breaking my shoulder." 

Hassan relaxed his brawny fingers and 
Featherstone started down the beach with 
a shout to the unseen mutineers. " Hey ! 
Wait ! HeJp me ! '' 

ASSAN caught him in two bounds 
ann slapped his stern with the fiat of 

his scimitar. "Next time it will be a nick 
-.an oh, so small one a trickle, " he 
threatened. 

Leilah tried to run past Hugh, but he 
caught her. "We must be firm," he said 
with a smile. 

She looked at him angrily and fought 
to free herself. Hassan looked at them 
doubtfully, then slammed Featherstone 
down to a squatting position on the sand. 
u A boat, my dove, a boat ! That is all we 
desire. That and the pleasure of your in
estin1able con1panionship. " 

Hugh was having a difficult tin1e of it 
and wasn't any too certain that Hassan 
would leave him alone. So he breathed 
a sigh of relief \Vhen Featherstone said., 
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110kay okay. Give a fellow a chance. 
I gotta think. , 

Leilah ceased struggling and Hugh re
leased her cautiously. " You see, " he said. 
"All that was needed was a little firmness. 
Con1e on, let's go for that walk. " 

She walked silently at his side. Hugh 
breathed deeply and drew the sleeve of his 
pajama coat over his forehead to mop up 
the moisture. u Whew ! I was bluffing, 
but I don't think Hassan \vas. I'm glad 
he is a friend of tnine now." 

Featherstone was cogitating deeply. 
"Let's see finest teak gold sheathing
gold ballast ." A trin1 hull shaped itself in 
the water of the lagoon. Featherstone 
grinned secretively. Hassan thought it 
was frorn satisfaction. "A beautiful be
ginning ! "  he approved. "Be sure to make 
it a \vorthy ship. " 

Featherstone nodded and continued : 
"Crew's quarters. " That was quickly 
done. "Cabins." Quickly, but a little 
longer. u Captain's quarters, " Feather
stone sighed with genuine interest. uReal 
springs on the bed a real bed. Mahogany 
desk a big sideboard wi th p lenty of roon1 
-all filled. Aaah ! , 1'he ship was cotning 
along fine. �� Best sails and diesel aux
iliary. " 

\\'hen liugh and Leilah returned, they 
halted to stare at the ship. I t  was a beauty ! 
Suduenly the air about thcn1 seemed to 
\\"arp \vith the presence of great forces. 
The white spot in the center of the lagoon 

bubbled furiously, then a screaming 
column of yellow-white gas spewed sky
ward. 

" Behold ! Little Earthlings ! You see 
the completion of twelve thousand years 
of labor. , 

It seemed to Hugh that the \\rords had 
been whispered directly in his ears, but 
when he turned to the others he knew 
from their expressions that they too had 
heard. Leilah moved closer to hiln un
consciously for protection. 1-Ier f-ine dark 
eyes were \vide \Vith fright. l-Iassan 
gripped his scitnitar nervously. Feather
stone fumbled on the b·�ach sand "rithout 
looking, for a bottle which \Vas for once 
out of reach. 

"Did did you hear what I did ?" he 
gulped. 

" I  guess so, " Hugh repl ied, placing his 
arm unconsciously around l�eilah's slim 

• 
watst. 

"What was it ?" she asked fearfully. 
"The Strange One ! "  Hassan chattered, 

terror-stricken. " l-Ie Ita:; a \\'akened ! Allah 
protect us ! , ,  

uvour fear does none of you credit , " 

mused the 'voice,' "but it is what I should 
have expected. I shall leave you as soon 
as I have tny tnolcs st<nved securely . 
Of course, that tneans y1)U n1ust also leave, 
as the island goes with n1e. So it is just 
as well that Mr. Featherstone has been 
thinking with one tricky eye to the 
future . " 

for 
� 
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' '  0 the devil are you ? "  I-I ugh ex-

ploded. u J-[o\v do \V C hear you 
when \Ve can 't see vou ? 1\n d  it isn't like "' 
sound. ' '  

" Speech i s  a b:1rharic n1ode of cotn
munication that i� entirely unnecessary, 
except to compc:xat ively unintell igent 
peoples. As for, -v.rho I ant well, I 
have been called tna.ny things : devil, djinn, 
fiend but I prefer that you know 
1ne as I have n1ade tnyseH kno\vn to you 
-,as an1bi tion, will  and i nsp iration. I 
have awakened wit 1in n1cn the instinctive 
ideals, vague longings, a stri ,� i n g  for son1e
thing better. In one vvord d i ssatisfaction. 

" I  an1 frorn another, n1ore favored 
\vorld and of a ract! totally unlike and far 
in advance of yours. I disroyered valuable 
n1ineral deposits i t t  t h i s  place and for 
t.\velvc thousand years I have been guiding 
n1y n1oles throughout the earth . gathering 
this valuable elen tent of '\tvhich your 
scientists, inci9ent<Jly, knovv nothing. I 
had 1 ittle to occupy tny ti tne , a s  1ny nla
chinery is near1y LUhJillat ic--·so I found 
atntt sctnen t .  

" When I ccune t u a n  \vas 1 itt lc �  i f  any, 

higher than the ani tnal s.  If e \vas satisfied 
if he had enough t o  eat and didn·t have 
to run too 111 t1ch.  J-fc \vas t o o  sati sfied. 
He had no urge to p rogress. I gave your 
race the hlessi u g  ol  di ssat isfaction. ' ·  

' ' I t  tonk n tany �·ears before the dis-
satisfaction founcl channels an d created 
a for\\"ar<l drive, but. \\'hen t hat 1 i n H� ca1ne 
I assisted by influer cing se1ct:1 cd J l l t' t l lhers 
of your race. A s  i tne pa��cd 1 he effect 
\Vas cun1ulative ant your for,yard rate of 
progress speeded \Vith ever increasing 
acceleration. Now that I atn leaving, you 
wi ll be on your O\vn, as you 'vould say. 
It  \Votlld possibly he \\�orthy of a return 
at sotne t i n1c in the future to sec \\·hether 
you continue for\vard.  degenerate, or be
conle decadent. " 

The \Vhi spering voite halted tnotnen
tarily and Hugh thought h e  detected a 
vague determination to return. 1"hen it 

continued : "It  n1ay sound as though I've 
had a very uninteresting titne, but that is 
not so. I have had son1e very an1using 
tin1es by snatching drowning 1nen and 
\\�otnen frotn the oceans and tran sporting 
thcn1 here. Their lives were forfeit anv-
\vay, so n1y interference \vith the natura] 
course of events \vrcakcd no harn1 and 
son1etin1es did good. Fishing I in1agine 
you would call it ,  if you \vcren 't hatn
pered by a definite bias in favor of the 

gatne. " 
" \Vhat do you intend to do \Vith us . 

Hugh asked. 
There vvas a pause. 
"Turn you loose, as I have all other�. 

.i\nd rea11y you have been among the most 
uninteresting of the (•n t i rc Jot .  I V\.· i l 1  

All \vays rentctn ber the Irishntan Y ... ho 
t hought the little folk had enthralled hin1 

a n d  in sisted on hcing carried to his hon 1e 
i n  1 reJa nd in t he anns of three n1ertnaids. 
Then there \vas Aladdin.  He was hard to 
please ! I had to convert th is  lagoon to a 
valley of diatnonds for h is pleasure and 
\Yhen i t  catne tin1e for hi tn  to leave, he 
in�istcd 01 1 tr;l vcJ ing on a giant bird j t l <.\t 
to he diJf.crC'nt. 

" But no\v I a1n ready to Jea ve, and 'the 

\Yater here is deep, so you had better get 
on your ship while our l\Ir. 1:;-cathcrstonc 

gathers the crew. " 
" \Vhat if thev \v on,t leave ?" 1-ft.Hth ., '· .. 

asked. 

; .. T t h i n k  t hrv \V i l 1 .  carne the an�\ver. -
' .: J � sper �a l ly \\·h en they discover that aJJ 
t i H.:i r  go ld houses and je\\'eJs are tncre]y 
. . ' ' 1 l l 1agu1ary. 

" ln1aginary ? ' '  llugh echoed the wh i s
per. 

.:, Naturally ! J)o you suppose I \voulcl 
ntake the effort n ecessary to form the 
aton1s of the things any of  yon desire "�hen 
it j s  so tnuch easier to n1ake you think 
and believe they vverc rca] ? That gun of 
yours i s  in the �an1e class. That dead 

man look at hin1 ! lie will help Feather
stone gather the crew. " 
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HEY turned to look at the " dead" 
man who had been sprawled on the 

sand. The feiiow was sitting up, ya,vning 
as though just awakening from a sleep. 

1 1  ]vl r. Featherstone ! "  V\rhispered the 
voice. " Your con1panion already has his 
instructions, and so have you."  

Featherstone joined the mutineer and 
they started down the beach. Hugh 
watched them, ahnost without seeing 
them. He was trying to grasp the full 
meaning of the Strange One's conimunica
tion. 

"Having been associated \\·ith your race 
for so long, I naturally know of your 
baser instincts. I can conceive no way in 
which you could possibly injure me, but 
I prefer to be absolutely certain. Though 
I have guided your race up frotn barbarity, 
I cannot be held accountable for the 
bloodshed and evils attendant on your 
progress. They were present before I 
came and are still repugnant to me. 
Though I console myself with the fact 
that as you n1ake progress, the wars are 
becotning n1ore htnnane for the con1bat-

_ ants. Figuring fron1 a percentage basis, 
fewer are killed or \vounded no\v than 
\Vere in the wars of yesterday for in-
5tance, the Greek or l{onlan \vars, or 
those of Assyria or Egypt. And as time 
goes on the theater of operations is ex
tended and soon all will be con1hatants. 
I an1 '"'·eH enough acquainted with your 
essential selfishness to be positive that as 
soon as you all know that whether you are 
rich or poor, young or old, n1an or wonl
an, you will still be in danger of your 
lives well, then war will cease to be. 

'• But, enough! " the Strange One whis
pered. " You must go. I-I ere is a small
boat. Get in ! "  

A small boat lay in the water before 
then1, bobbing gently in the miniature 
waves caused by the failing spout of gas 
in the center of the lagoon. 

Suddenly the thought that had been 
hovering in the back of Hugh's mind came 

to the fore. (' But you say all you have 
done for us is in our rninds imaginary. 
This won't hold us. And the ship won't 
do any good. We can't use imaginary 
ships ! "  

" Have you ever tri �d ?"  the whisper 
mocked. " I  assure you they will. While 
I maintain the temporc.ry atoms in their 
present position, the ship will be sea
worthy. Of course, when you reach safety, 
I shall withdraw and they will go also. 
That should take place about the time I 
reach the limits of your solar system. 
There will be a sufficient margin of 
safety. " 

Hugh had nothing to say. H e  helped 
Leilah into the boat and Hassan followed 
then1 unwillingly. No sooner had they 
seated thernselves than the tiny craft 
n1oved swiftly toward the vessel which was 
the result of the Strange One's coopera
tion with Featherstone. 

OM the deck of th(� larger craft, they 
watched the golden dwellings of the 

n1utineers n1clt a\vay like butter in a hot 
sun. It was a sullen, angry crew that 
came aboard. 

uLet's get u d " H h n er \\ay, ug sug-
gested. 

Featherstone was m ost willing. He 
flung orders to the n1en and the craft 
moved toward the channel. Then Feather
stone took one look at the narrow channel 
\vith its studding of reefs and turned to 
Hugh. 

" \Ve can't get her out " he groaned. " I  
\\ranted to stay here and counted on that • 
when I was building her. " 

Hugh might have shot Featherstone if 
he had retained any faith in his pistol. 
Then he received an itnpression of inl
mense disgust from the Strange One and 
the coral atoll moved crazily. Those parts 
near the channel slipped -�Jeneath the water 
while the opposite section rose high into 
the air. 

Only the tips of the oalms bordering 
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the channel still showed. 'fhe sea humped 
into a vast wave and flooded into the 
lagoon. The ship bobbed ]ike a cork, then 
some power seized it and jerked then1 to 
the open sea. 

Tren1endous bow waves furro\ved to 
each side of the ship. Hugh and Leilah 
clung to a stanchion and each other for 
support. 

They looked back at the atoll. It leaped 
fifty feet into the air, exposing a sn1ooth 
metallic curve as its base. A great wave 
lashed out at thetn, and th(� ship plunged 
madly though never slacking its speed. 

When they could see again, the sn1ooth 
metal curve had enlarged to a great hemis
phere, atop which the atoll perched like 
a monk's tonsure. The lago:ln waters cas
caded out the channel and down the side 
in a constantly heightening waterfall. 

A.t last the globe was clear of the water 
and I-Iugh was stricken dun1b with its 
immensity. It was more than a quarter 
of a mile in diameter. It leaped upward 
into the blue sky. It shrank rapidly to a 
distant. dark moon then a small dot 

then it was gone. 

he knew that she with her exotic standards 
of conduct would not understand, here in 
front of others. 

The ship sped through the water at a 
terrific speed. From the captain's cabin 
came the drunken voice of Featherstone. 
He was singing raucously. 

The door of the cabin banged open and 
Featherstone reeled out onto the deck. 
He faced them with a sneer, swaying on 
his feet. 

"As soon as the Strange One lets us 
go, we drop you at the first island. " He 
shouted to the crew. They gathered, still 
sullenly angry. "This is the bunch that 
got us banished from our Fiddler's 
GreenJ " he shouted at then1, and a grum-. 
hie answered his accusation. "I say, 
n1aroon ,c1n ! "  

"Aye ! " was the chorus. 
Almost immediately an island lifted 

over the horizon and the craft slackened 
speed. Hassan lifted his scimitar as though 
to argue the point with Featherstone, but 
I-Iugh spoke quickly to Leilah and she 
forbade any action. 

They were taken ashore and then 
watched the ship move slowly away. 

UGH became conscious of a terrible uWhy did you not fight ?" asked Leilah, 
lack of purpose. He felt a content- troubled. 

ment fill his being and hated it. The full Hugh chuckled and started to answer, 
realization of the constant unguided strug- but the Strange One's whisper inter
gle in store for man descended on his rupted. 
mind in a crushing load. u Gather food, " it said. "You will short-

He looked at Leilah and saw that she, ly be very hungry., 
too, felt the horrible animalistic content Abruptly Hassan grinned and they set 
with things as they \vere ; and he saw that about gathering such fruits as they could 
she too, was distressed when it was to be find. When they had finished and started 
expected that she would be happy. No eating, they sat on the sand watching the 
more empty longing . . .  no more reaching horizon. The ship was only a smudge. 
for the moon . no more progress ! Un- Suddenly it disappeared and they were 
less man had developed sufficiently to gripped with a gnawing hunger. The pile 
proceed on his own. of fruits dwindled as though with the 

And they both doubted. The doubt and Strange One's aid. 
the knowledge that of all the world they, They didn't even cease eating when the 
alone, understood, brought them together. Strange One whispered, "There is a plan-
He wanted to take her into hi s arms, but tation across the island. Farewell." _.. 

THB END 
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THE MARSIAN by J.  W. Gilbert. For

tuny's, New York. $1 .00 
J. W. Gilbert writes a story of life on 

Mars reminiscent of the type written be
fore 1910. We have read a number of 
those old books of Martian life such as 
"Daybreak " and "Zarlah the Martian" 
and this comes up to par. 

The technique is simple. There is no 
involved plot or fast action such as the 
modern Mars tale calls for. Rather once 
the Terrestrial is transported across the 
void (this time by psychic control a Ia 
John Carter) ,  he spends his time studying 
the Martian culture and civilization with 
Earthly comparisons. Essentially the 
literary classification is with the Utopias, 
for that is the intent. Mr. Gilbert's t f  Mar
sian" spends his time ·explaining the ad
vanced society, agriculture, ar�hitecture, 
machinery, and power supplies of his 
planet and afforded this reader some en
tertaining discussion on possible develop
ments of those fields. If you like the slow, 
old-style type of book, you'll find this 
book pleasant. 

-Donald A. Wollheim 

SOULS' JUDGMENT DAY by Judge 
M. W. Albano. Lorecraft Publishers, 
Paterson, N. J. $2.00. 
Subtitled ''A Fantastic Novel, "  the 

most noteworthy fantasy to be found here 
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.ll'oW' times alread1 the people of that Uttle mountain 
valley hod hea.rd a scream ot agony aDd baa round 
only & bideous. bloated corpsel Bad some mad criminal 
1enlus invaded their peaceful land ; or bad D&mballa .. tbe 
Snn.ke God, come out ot hls Jungle fastness to reap ven· 
geance for a tragedy twenty yea.rs old? Don't mtsa THE 
WRATH OF DAMBAI.I.A, a tea.ture·Iengt.h DOVel bJ 
Wa:vne Bogera. 

is a lengthy vision of the birth of the 

earth, the evolution of life and man, and 
the portrayal of a day of judgement for 
the men of earth. The author's concepts 
of the justice due the great characters of 
history is interesting even if his stand
ards seem too much on the moral side. 

The book otherwise is a sort of sertnon 
on morals and religion. the characters be

ing wooden and their actions consciously 
shamefaced. Somehow or other, in this 
day and age, sermonizing on the sins of 
mere sexual passion seems sort of old
fashioned and tame. 

-Donald A. W ollheim 

Book Notes 
"The Great Prince Shan" by E. Phil

lips Oppenheim has been reprinted by 
Pocket Books for the price of 2Sc. Writ
ten several years ago, the story is a fan
tasy dealing with a future war and a 
strange peacemaker. • H. G. Wells, 
science-fiction's most famous name, au
thors a Penguin book "The Rights of 
Man"' setting forth his ideas on the reor
ganization of the world after the present 
war is over. (2Sc ) .  . Olaf Stapledon, 
author of the cosmic '1Last and First 
Men, " appears in the Penguin Book ser
ies with " Philosophy and Living" setting 
forth more of his views first popularized 
by his fiction. 

Also 1D the sa.me issue aro storlea and novelettH b7 

some ot your tal'orlte writers. such as StewBrt StfrllD•, 

Willlatn R. Cox, Dane Gregory. Russell Gr&:v. aDd Doaald 
G. Cormack. 

On Sale SepL 1Oth ! 
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It  was just an eigh t-year-old boy's "invention" a peach crate, tin 
cans, and mysterious, odd-looking wires. But it worked, and Andy 

Matthews feared for the safety of hi$ son ! 

CARED ? That was hardly the word. 
Andy Matthews' bristly, dust
grimed cheeks felt stiff ; and there 

was a sensation inside him as though his 
heart was trying to burst. 

He couldn't get it all at once. To do 
so, fortunately, would have been impos
sible. He only knew that there was some
thing fearfully and incomprehensibly 
wrong about his eight-year-old son, Jack I 

Andy just stood there in the tool room 
over the granary, and stared, like a big, 
dumb ox, frightened, confused, pathet
ically grim, yet helpless. Oh, he would 
h�ve died for his boy a hundred times 
over, if the danger was something he 
could really approach and fight. But this 
was different. It made him want to crawl 
into a dark corner with a loaded shotgun, 
_and wait for a tnasked ntystery to reveal 
itself. But he knew right away that this 
wouldn't be any good either ! 

The apparatus had looked so very harm
less when he had first accidentally uncov
ered it. A peach box base. Tin cans nailed 
in a circle on top of it. A length of fine
gauge wire from an old radio set, was 
wrapped around each can, in a clumsy yet 
patiently involved design. The lengths of 
wire converged to\vard the center of the 
circle of cans, to form a kind of wheel· 
like net, each strand of which was stapled 
to a heavy central block of wood. The 
exposed upper s4rface of the latter, bore 
a deep, elongated indentation, as though 
some object had struck it with terrific 
force. Except for an old fashioned double
throw electric switch, nailed to the side of 
the box, that was all. 

The thing looked like any of the various 
contraptions that kids pounq together 
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while playing inventor. Andy had chuck
led fondly when he'd dragged the riga
majig out of its place of concealment, and 
had begun to fuss with the switch ; for he 
remembered the hammering he had heard 

. 

here in the tool room every time he had 
come in from the fields. Jack had been 
working on his "invention" for almost a 

month. 
So Andy had been entirely unwamed. 

But when he had closed· that switch, he 
had received the surprise of his life. His 
fingers had been a little off the insulated 
handle, and had touched the metal. Blue 
sparks had snapped across Andy's cal
loused palm. His whole body had recoiled 
under the staggering blow of a high
tension shock. It u1ight have ki11ed him, 
had he not stumbled backward. 

HAT was the point now the reason 
for his fearful confusion the focus of 

an incredibly incongruous mixture of 
facts. Jack was just eight. This rigama
jig peach-box, cans, and wires was kid 
stuff. And yet the shock that had struck 
Andy, was like the wallop of a high-volt
age line ! Nor was there any source, with
in half a mile or more, from which the 
contraption might draw power ! 

The thought that he was perhaps the 
father of a child genius, got Andy no
where. Jack was smart, all right ; but cer
tainly no eight-year-old, no matter how 
brilliant his mind might be, could ever 
invent a miracle like this. 

The apparatus was still active there on 
the floor, for the switch was closed. A 
greenish fluorescence, like worms of tur
bid light, had crept along each of the 
radiating wire strands. In the brown shad-



ows of the tool room, that soft wi tchfire 
burned wickedly,  to the accompaniment of 
a low murmur, that seemed to threaten 

and pred ict unguessable developments. In 
the dusty air' there was a slight odor of 
scorched insulation. 

Moved by instinct, Andy Matt hews 
picked up a small wooden splinter from 

the floor, and tossed it toward the appa
ratus. 

Even as the chip flew toward its goal, 
he regretted his impulsive act with a cold 
doubt as to its wisdom. He ducked and 
crouched back, as the spli nter landed on 
those glowing wires. 

The spl inter seemed hardly to touch the 

37 



38 ASTONISH ING STORIES 

\vir�s at all. But the cold etnerald light 
flashed around it. 1 nstantl y it semed to 
rebound, as if fron1 rubber. Whisking 
speed increased to a point beyond the 
range of living retinas. There was a 
twanging, almost n1elodious note, and the 
chip was gone. But in the low-raftered 
roof above, there \Va�. a little hole, as neat
ly punctured as if made by the passage of 
a bullet. The splinter had been hurled fast 
enough to make that hole. 

Andy Matthews gulped with the strain 
of his tightened nerve s. His big head, with 
its close-cropped black hair., S\\�'ttng this 
way and that, in be\vildered belligerence. 
He hadn't been able to go to. school tnuch, 
but he'd read a lot, and he \vas shrewd. 
The kid had made the contraption, all 
right ; but he couldn' t have thought it out 
-:alone ! And \vho e]se was there ? 

Fron1 the back porch of the farmhouse. 
Jane, .i\ndy's pretty wife, was calling for 
him to come in to supper. But he hardly 
heard her. He hardly heard anything at 
all, as his brain fought with a tnystery far 
heyond the kno,vledge of any person that 
he knew. 

But he wheeled about like a burglar, 
caught with the goods, when the door 
behind him opened. 

Jack stood in the entrance. He just 
stood there, not saying anything, his face 
lighted up by the grf:en glow. He looked 
petulant and startled, sure of punishn1ent. 

Andy had no idea at all what to say at 
first. But then love tangled with fear of 
the unknown to produce fury. Andy's 
teeth showed. His slitted eyes snapped. 
His voice, when he spoke, was a hoarse. 
unsteady growl. 

"Come here, you ! "  he comtnanded. 

ST for a moment the kid hesitated, 
his grey eyes vague and clouded in 

the green flicker. Then he can1e forward 
timid(y, his scuffed shoes scraping in the 
untidy litter on the floor. He looked so 
pathetically 1i ttle in his soiled overalls. 

Andy's heart longed to melt, as it always 
had, for his son. But this was no time 
to give way to sentitnent. 

Andy clutched a smaU shoulder, and 
shook it violently. "What's this thing, 
here ?" he snarled, pointing to the miracle 
beside them. "Who showed you how to 
make it ? Come on .! Out \Vith it ! Or, so 
help n1e, I'll break every bone in your 
body ! Hurry up ! Who sho\ved you ?" 

Again there was that timid hesitation, 
which required more violent shaking to 
dissipate ; but the kid spoke at last : 

uMister Weefles He showed me .. . .  
• 

Whereat, Andy snort�d in sheer, boil-
ing exasperation. " Mister W eefles r "  he 
growled. "Always Mister Weefles ! That's 
no ans,ver at a11 ! ' ' Andy s\\-·ung a hard 
pahn. \Vith a sharp snap, it landed on the 
side of Jack's cheek. 

"Now will you tell rnc ? " Andy roared. 
The kid didn 't 1et out a whin1per. That 

\vas n1aybe a little funny in itself. But 
then those grey eyes met Andy's leve11y, 
and Andy felt a dim, deep consternation. 
There \vas sotnething \varning and hard 
and strange, looking out of those eyes. 
Something that wasn•t his son ! 

" I  sai d, :rviistcr \Veefles, " the kid told 
his father quietly. 11 Ife hasn't got any 
name of his own, so I started calling hin1 
that long time ago ."  

Andy had released his grip on the boy. 
and had n1oved back a step. The answer 
seemed to be nothing but pure, childhood 
fantasy. But its tone, and that level, warn
ing stare, told a much different story. So 
Andy's mind seetned to tutnble swiftly 
back through the years, to the time when 
Jack had been little tnore than a baby. 

Aln1ost since he had first leaned to talk, 
it had been the san1e. Always there had 
existed that shadowy individual. Mister 
Weefles. 

Andy ren1embered himself asking on 
many different occasions : "What did you 
do today, son ?"  

And Jack's answer had so often been 
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something like this : uoh, I was thinking 
about Mister \Veefles. I dreamed about 
him last night again. He's a nice old guy, 
but he's awful lonesome and awful funny 
looking, and he knows an awful lot. Only 
he lives all by himself. All his folks are 
dead . . . .  " 

A kid story, Andy had thought .. Lots 
of imaginative youngsters made up dream 
worlds for themselves, and imaginary 
characters. So Andy had accepted the 
fanciful friend of his son as a matter of 
course. with tolerant humor. 

But now ? In that green-lit, flickering 
hvilight of the dusty tool room, a kid's 
unimportant legend had suddenly assumed 
an aspect of real danger I 

Andy Matthews began to sweat pro
fusely. Mister Weefles was only a natne 
his boy had given to something true l 
Tin cans, wires, a peach box, an unknown 
source of terrific electric power ; and the 
bullet-like flight of a splinter of wood, 
going \vhere ? All this was plain evi
dence of its truth ! 

UDDENLY Jack moved forward 
,_,_,.. toward the busy contraption on the 
floor. Andy gave a choked exclamation 
of warning. and made a grab to stop �im. 
But then he only watched, with the intent
ness of a cat watching a mou�e. Because 
Jack's moven1ents were so skillful, so prac
ticed, showing that he'd somehow been 

_taught, an� knew how to do everything .. 
His fingers touched the tip of the in

sulated handle of the switch. With an 
expert lightness of touch, he swung it open 
quickly. The turbid light that had en
veloped the radial wires of the apparatus, 
died out. A completer darkness, atleviated 
only by the evening afterglow from the 
window, settled over the cluttered room. 

But the sharp, muddled concern that 
screamed in Andy Matthews' heart, could 
not be extinguished so easily. 

They faced each other again, then
father and son as though across an abyss 

which seemed to separate them forever. 
But Andy Matthews' anger was dissolved, 
now, by his overshadowing fear. He was 
ready to grope and plead, in the hope that 
thus he might find a loose end a tangible 
means of approach to the sinister pres- · 
ence that had enn1eshed itself with his 
child's personality. His blood throbbed 
with frustrated, fighting courage. 

"Jack, , he husked into the gloom. " I'm 
your dad, boy. Tell me about this pal of 
yours. Where does he live ?" 

Once more there was a pause.. Then, 
grudgingly and sullenly, the kid re
sponded : 

" I  don't know exactly. . Someplace 
a long way off. It's a terrible 

scary kind of place. . 
'4 You only dream about it, and about 

�lister Weefles ?" Andy persisted. "At 
night when you're-asleep ?" 

'•No, Dad," Jack returned. ''Som�
times him and all his stuff are there 
in the daytime, too. I just have to shut 
my eyes and I can almost see him. He's 
been getting plainer all the time because 
I 've .. got more practice figuring out just 
what he thinks. And he's got a special 
kind of machine he uses, too. Mostly 
it's the practice I got, though. And 
he told me that there's something special 
about my brains, that makes them a lot 
easier to talk with than most folk's brains. 
He don't say anything to me out loud, 
really. He just thinks, and I think with 
him. But he's an a\vful nice old guy 

. .  sorta sad. I do what he wants. Just 
now he made me turn off " 

There the kid stopped, sullenly, as 
though somehow he'd been warned not 
to talk further. 

Andy didn't press the point ; but his 
quick, ragged breathing came still faster, 
and he took hold of the kid's shoulder 
again. He pointed to the now-inactive 
peach box apparatus at their feet. The 
t4ing was newly constructed an out
growth rather than a cause of a queer 
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mental contact. From what he had seen 
of its action, Andy concluded that its pur
pose had nothing to do with minds. It had 
catapulted that chip through the roo£-

"What's this rigamajig for, son ?"  Andy 
asked quietly. "What is it supposed to 
do ?" 

The question wasn't much use. The kid 
just shook his head and began to whim
per. Andy picked him up, then a small, 
tight bundle of unrelaxed� resentful nerves 
and muscles. The barrier between him
self and his boy seemed wider than ever. 

"Hurry up and spit it out !"  Andy 
snapped in fresh anger, shaking the kid 
furiously. 

ACK didn't respond : but suddenly there 
was a tinkling sound on the floor. 

Something had fallen out of Jack's overall 
pocket. Instantly the boy became a squirm
ing wildcat, almost impossible to hold. But 
Andy Matthews was far from feeble ; and 
he was certainly determined, now, too. 

Still hanging onto the kid with one arm, 
he bent down to search for the dropped 
object. It wasn't hard to find, for it bad 
fallen right by his shoe ; and the bright 
metal of it glinted even in the semidark
ness. He picked it upt and then set Jack 
on the floor. The boy imtnediately backed 
away, panting, his mop of yellow hair 
streaming down_ into his face. He seemed 
to wait for an opportunity to recover what 
he'd lost. 

11Now ! " Andy said grimly, with a sort 
of triumph. " Maybe \\'e'll find out some
thi_ng ! '1 

He took the object close to the window. 
It was a three inch cylinder, almost like 
a short, thick metal pencil ; for it was 
tapered at one end. A flaky, ashy stuff, 
which still covered part of its burnished 
surface, came away in his palms. It was 
as though the thing had once been acci
dentally thrown into a furnace, or bun1ed 
by the friction of a �eteoric flight through 
the atmosphere. 

The tapered end of the cylinder could 
be detached, like a scre\v. Directly beneath 
this conical cap, there was a litle spindle. 
Andy tugged at it avidly, drawing a tiny 
scroll from its tubular container. Care
fully, but with shaking fingers, he unrolled 
it, sensing that here was a thing, the like 
of which he had never touched before. 
One side of the long, silky, metallic ribbon, 
was coated with a fine glaze. Holding the 
smooth strip up to the dying light of day 
at the window, he squinted at it. But this 
effort to see was unnecessary, for the 
smooth surface was phosphorescent. It 
was divided into three little rectangles, 
one above the other, as in a postcard 
folder. Each rectangle was a picture, a 
photograph. They were luminous, like 
colored lantern-slide images, cast on a 
screen. 

Andy didn't have to be told that these 
were pictures from another world. He was 
no fool, and he knew that no Earthly stars 
'\Vere as sharp as those pictured in the 
uppermost photograph. No Earthly moun
tains were ever so rough an� clear and 
lifeless. Hell, everybody read about things 
like this, once in a while, in the scientific 
magazines ! 

But here it all was, now true- an in
escapable part of a mystery that had set
tled over his own life ! The second pic
ture revealed a shadowy cavern, full of 
machines and apparati, in which must 
course fearful power. There were globular 
tanks, glowing red with the fiery chemicals 
inside them. There was a squat, compli
cated lump of metal which looked like 
some weird kind of dynan1o. 

The third picture was of the interior of 
a great crystal sphere, or con1partment, 
whose walls were rimed with patches 
of thin, lacy frost. Devices of various 
kinds crowded it too ; but Andy scarcely 
noticed these at first, for at the center of 
its concave floor stood a shaggy, lonely 
figure, clad in white polar fur, which 
seemed a natural "part of him. He was 
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quite a little like a n1an. Over his i n1n1ense 
shoulders, \vires \Vere draped, originating 
from a boxlike apparatus, upon which his 
fur-tufted pa\vs rested. The wires led to 
an odd n1etal hehnet, which covered his 
head, j ust above his great, batlike ears. 

I-IROUGI-1 the tran sparent sides of the 
sphere, the san1e kind of terrain as 

that pictured in the first photograph. could 
be seen ; for the strange structure was 
built in the open. Hard, devil-tnountains, 
and frigid, steady stars. 

Mounted on the sphere's top, and vis
ible, too, through its crystalline substance, 
was a thing resembling the crude contrap
tion that Jack had n1ade, except that it 
was much Jargc r, and of  course far rnore 

finely made. And attached to it \vere 

heavy bars of coppery metal, which n1ust 
carry a terrific load of current from some
'''here below. 

Andy Matthews, looking at those col-

orcd. phosphorescent pictures, was a little 
dull just then, as far as feelings went. 
\Vander and fright had left him, nlomen
tari ly to be replaced by a sen1i-daze, 

\vhich. ho\vever,  seemed to sharpen and 
quicken his reason. Like a n1an i n  a death 
strugg1e, he had forgotten fear and won
der ; he \vas devoting all his energies to 
understanding and defeating his enemy. 

Scattered factors in the puzzle that con
fronted him, fell together coherently 'vith 
amazing swiftness. The furry figure in the 
third photograph, was of course Jack's 
hidden friend. The. helmet the being wore, 
and the wires and the dialed box attached 
to it, looked like advanced forms of radio 
equipn1ent. Andy knew his radio. He'd 
been a harn \vhen he was nineteen.. . 

llut this  ,,·asn "t rad io equipment. Jack had 
spoken of a special kind of machine for 
thought-transference. This must be it I 
The source of the weird dreams that Jack 
had experienced since his babyhood. 



42 ASTONISHING STORIES 

Nor was the question of how Jack had 
come to possess the tnetal tube with the 
pictures in it, so difficult to answer, now, 

t 

either ! With vivid, cold n1en1ory, Andy 
recalled what had hap·Jened to the splinter 
of wood he had tossfd onto the glowing 
wires of Jack's cont-aption. Zip ! And 
like a bullet it had gone through the roof ! 
Doubtless it had continued on, up into the 
air, and away through the vacttutn abyss
toward this sitnilar wheel-like apparatus 
on top of the globular cotnparttnent in the 
picture. 

There was that deep indentation in the 
upper surface of the wooden block at the 
center of Jack's rigatnajig. Then there was 
that old-fashioned, double-throw switch. 
The power, acting across the yoid, could 
he turned around ! 

It \Vould have beer� silnp1e for the kid 
to carry his rnachine out into the open, 
where it could work freely, \:vith no roof 
in the way. 

Cotne to think of it there were a lot of 
things missing around the place, now, 
Andy thought \vith a shudder. A new 
adjustable wrench. A spirit-level, a couple 
of radio tubes. And Jane had lost a tape· 
measure. Andy knew what had becon1e of 
these things. The n1onster would be fon
dling them, now. Probably they were 
treasures to him curiosities. Like a man 
getting stuff from Mars ! 

UT God ! What did the shaggy freak 
really \Vant ? What was he meddling 

with Jack for ? \Vhat was his deeper pur
pose ? How could anybody tell ? Andy's 
cool, swift reasoning had taken on a new 
note now ; for seeing what he faced enl
phasized his helples�ness. He was up 
against a knowledge as old as a dead 
world, and as unreachable. 

Dully he rolled up the scroll of pictures, 
and put it back into the tube. He screwed 
the cap into place, and dropped the thing 
into his hip pocket. 

Andy wanted to act. But what was 

• 

there to try ? For a second a wild idea 
blazed in his brain ; then was submerged 
by its futility. And he couldn't leave Jack 
out of his sight for a moment now. But it 
wasn't enough just to watch. / Those howl
ing nerves of his yelled for movement
for a means to drain away sorne of their 
straining, fighting energy. 

Andy's mind settled on just one thing 
-speed ! 

HCome on, you !"  he snarled at the boy, 
who stared at him with that strange, 
watchful, guarded look in his eyes a 
look that wasn't Earthly that belonged, 
in part, to a being beyond n1en. Andy 
knew that if his own mind was not actual
ly read, his every act, at Jeast, \lvas 
'vatched, th rough his o'A·n son's eyes. 

Andy picked Jack up, and stun1bled 
down the dark stair. The kid squirmed 
and fought ; but .lt\ndy's O\vn physical 
strength could \vin here, at least. He hur
ried to the garage. \Vorking with his 
free hand, he got the door open. He g·ot 
into the new car, dragging Jack after 
hitn. Jane was calling angrily from the 
house, again. Supper ! Andy could almost 
have laughed n1ockingly at the triviality 
of such a thing as supper. now ! As for 
Jane, he couldn't face her now. He had 
to protect her from what he knew. He 
couldn't tell her ; he couldn't tell anyone ! 
It wouldn't do any good anyway ! 

v\Tith a fury that was part of his .dark 
secret, he stamped on the starter. A min
ute later the car tore out of the driveway. 
Once he had the car on the road, Andy's 
foot jamn1ed n1ore fierce]y down on the 
accelerator. Speed. Faster. Fast
er. . . . Going toward to\vn. Going toward 
nowhere, really, unless it was away from 
bewildering fact, and away fron1 the 
brooding something that seemed to be in 
the air that seemed to haunt the evening 
stars and the yellow harvest moon 

.. The whizzing motion wasn't much re
lief ; but Andy's teeth were gritted to
gether. His foot, pushing the accelerator, 
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was down as far as it would go, now. 
Sixty. Seventy. Eighty. 
Ninety miles an hour . • . .  

Under the tense, drawn anguish of 
Andy's mind, the crash was almost inevi-

table. It came on the Hensler Curve, when 
another car's lights blazed into view. 
Andy had to take to the ditch at terrific 
speed. The car under him did a crazy 
squelching skip on the steep embankment, 
hurtled and wobbled around sideways, and 
landed on its top. 

Q
UEER, rrtaybe ; but Andy only got a 

wrenched wrist out of the bargain.  
The kid wasn't so lucky. 

Lost in a sort of mind-fog, Andy Matt
hews drove back to the farm in the milk 
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truck. That was about midnight. Jane 
had come into town with the truck, and 
she was at the hospital, now, \vith Jack. 

Partly because he was dazed by \vhat 
had happened, Andy had been able to 
ignore at first the ahnost hysterical accusa
tions of his wife, and the veiled contempt 
under Doctor Weller's professional kind
ness : 

"Your boy can't last more than a few 
hours, Mr. Matthews. \Ve did our best. 
The etnergency operation was the only 
chance. But now that it's over, the boy's 
system can't stand the shock. I'm sorry. " 

What the matter-of-fact old physician 
wanted to say, of course, was that Andy 
was 1ust another damn-fool driver, who 

I 

had as good as murdered his own son. 
Still, Andy \vas able to ignore that ac

cusation. They didn't know how he loved 
that kid of his. Or why the accident had 
happened. Andy had just one burning 
id�a now revenge. Revenge against that 
un-Earthly presence whon1 he felt was the 
author of all his n1isfortune. 

Otherwise he was like a dead thing, 
impervious to all feeling. It wasn't anger, 
exactly, that gripped him now. He'd gone 
beyond that. It was just fundamental 
need. Even grief seemed to have dissi
pated into a mist, against which was 
stamped the fiery blob that represented his 
scheme. He'd thought of it before an� 
had rejected it as hopeless. He still thought 
it was hopeless as hopt�less as trying to 
kill an elephant with a popgun. But \Veil 
-there wasn't any other way at all. 

He· got a couple of big thern1os bottles 
from the kitchen pantry. Then he hurried 
outdoors, and to the woodshed. High up 
on the wall here, was a locked chest, where 
he kept special things. I-Ie'd expected to 
do some stun1p blasting in woodlot. Now 
he opened the chest, and took out a large 
bundle of cylindrical objects, wrapped in 
waxed paper. 

Bt the beam of a flashlight, he ripped 
the paper from each of the objects. In-

side \Vas an oily, ye11owish, granulated 
stuff, that looked a little bit like pale 
brown sugar. 

"Brown sugar, eh ?" Andy thought 
craftily. Yeah, maybe it was a good idea 
to imagine it was something harmless, like 
brown sugar. 

He packed the stuff in the thermos bot
tles. Then he went to the tool room over 
the granary to get the peach box appa
ratus. He took it out into the night, and 
set it down at the farther end of the gar
den. 

HERE were streaky clouds in the 
sky, overcasting the moon. Andy was 

glad of that, at least. But n1aybe his 
enemy knew his whole plan already. Andy 
was conscious of the gigantic learning· he 
was pitted against. Maybe he'd be stricken 
dead in some strange way in the next 
moment. But he accepted this possibility 
without emotion. 

lie grasped the handle of the double
throw switch lightly in his fingers, and 
swung it over to the same position in 
which he had accidentally placed it when 
he had first found his son's contraption 
and had learned of its strange properties. 
That sleepy murmur began. and those 
green wot·Ins of turbid light started to 
creep along the radiating wires of the 
apparatus. 

He \vaited until the glow was on full 
-until the energy, groping across space, 
reached maximum. Meanwhile, as far as 
was possible, he kept his mind on things 
which didn't quite concern his present 
task. He'd made plans to send Jack to col
lege, \vhen the time can1e, for instance. 
But that was all over, now . . • •  

His hand lifted one of the loaded ther
mos bottles. It was best to have the stuff 
it contained insulated against cold and 
heat and against electric shock. That was 
why he had used those vacuum flasks. 

He tossed the thermos toward those 
glowing wires, while he stood defensively 
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back. There \Vas a soft, ringing sound, 
and static prickles raced over Andy's body, 
as the flask bounced upward, amid a play 
of coJd, troubled flame. In a twinkling the 
n1 issilc was gone vanished away in the 
direction of those clouds over the n1oon. 
A swift, but comparatively shockless start. 

Presently, the second thermos went the 
way of the first. Andy was dully surprised 
that he'd gotten away with it. 

With the job over, now, Andy felt a 
wilted kind of relief. He got into the 
milk truck and drove back to town to the 
hospital. There, with wide-eyed, tearless 
Jane beside him, he continued the vigil at 
Jack's bedside . . . •  Jane didn't show any 
resentment now. She seemed glad to have 
Andy there with her. Jack belonged to 
them both ; and though Andy hadn't told 
her anything about the dark mystery, she 
n1ust have sensed how sorry he was. 

There was a funny kind of strain in the 
room, that he felt right away, but couldn't 
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place. It was mental. It seemed to take 
hold of one's mind, powerfully, incompre
hensibly, expressing an indon1inable will 
that n1ust not cou]d not be denied. 
"Live ! Live ! Live ! , , it seemed to beat 
out in an incessant, wordless. telepathic 
rhythm. 

Andy decided at last that it was only 
an illusion of this own tired brain, hoping 
for the impossible that Jack would pull 
through. And so, with Jane in his artns, 
he sat in a chair, watching through the 
night. Some time after dawn they both fell 
asleep. 

OCTOR WELLER didn't wake them 
till nine in the morning. He'd already 

examined Jack several times. 
He Jooked quizzically at the child's par

ents, first one, then the other. His heavy 
brows knit in puzzlement. 

"I hardly believe it." he said at last. 
"But the boy's better. His pulse is firrn-
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er and more even, and not so fast. That 
rib we had to dig out of his lung, hasn't 
caused as· much trouble as I thought. " 

He almost grinned, then. " You folks 
must be psychic, , he went on conversa
tionally. "' Things like this happen once 
in a while, I 've son1etintes thought, though 
medical science never had enough evidence 
to back the idea up. But if you care a 
good deal for sotneone who is very sick, 
and insist in your n1i nd that they 1-nust 
live. perhaps it helps. l\1aybe that's right. 
Maybe not. Any,vay, keep on hoping, 
folks ! ,  

After the physician was gone, Jane 
threw her arms around her husband's 
neck, and wept. Andy stroked her silky 
blonde hair, and patted her shoulder. But 
already, behind his narrowed eyes. a weird 
suspicion was beginning to forn1. Psychic, 
he and Jane ? Perhaps. But Andy was 
beginning to doubt not the miracle it
self but its source. f[e fumbled into the 
hip pocket of the overalls he \Vas still 
wearing. The metal t'Jbe, ren1inder of a 
personality possessing psychic po\vers far 
beyond the Earthly, w;:ts still there. 

Mister Weefles. Jack's drean1 pal. 
All his folks were dead, Jack had said. 
The last of a race, that must n1ean. A 
shaggy, lonely giant on a world that had 
perished. Lonesome. 

Was that right ? It could be right ! 
Andy began to wonder if his first judg .. 
ment hadn't been incorrect after all. 

He was looking beyond the veil of sus
picion, which one must inevitably feel for 
anything strange and alien. He had read 
about the theories of evolution how men 
would change when the Earth got older. 
Long natural fur, to keep out the increas· 
ing cold. Big chests and big lungs to 
breathe the thinning ahnosphere, before it 
became actually neces!.ary to withdraw to 
airtight caverns and habitations. Then 
perhaps the slow decadence of boredom 
and sterility, leading to extinction. 

And now, when the danger of death had 

cotne to his sn1all cotnpanion, the monster 
seemed to be doing his best. He was stand
ing there, in that glass globe, sending out 
healing waves with his telepathic appa
ratus. 

But those thern1os bottles Andy Matt
hews had shot into space, were filled with 
stuff n1eant to kill. 

But after a n1oment, Andy's suspicions 
and weariness were reawakened. Perhaps 
his second j udgn1ent was not so sure, 
either. The shaggy giant could be a true 
friend yes. But couldn't he, just as well. 
have an ulterior n1otive in his efforts to 
save Jack ? What if Jack happened to be 
an essential link in a chain of conquest·
one that it had taken years to develop to 
the point of usefulness ? NaturaiJy, in that 
case, the furry enigtna would want to pre .. 
serve the boy's life, wouldn't he ? 

WAS aln1ost a quandary, as dark as 
the myriad f)ttestions of the stars. But 

the clear truth \Vas there in his pocket. 
The l ittle tube of pictures. Oh, they scared 
a 111an \:vhen he first exan1ined them
sure ! Because they were so unfamiliar. 
But if you thought about them a little, 
you got a milder slant on thei r significance. 
They were like postcards sent to a kid 
nephew ! 

Andy's suspicions wilted when he saw 
their ridiculousness. He got a new grasp 
on the nature of the unknown. The shaggy 
thing out there had lost the aspect of 
o1nnipotence, created for Andy by the 
fantastic circumstances under which he 
had first glimpsed the mystery with which 
his boy was involved. 

The monster was finite. And with all 
the rest of his kind gone, lonely. Maybe 
he'd \vorked and groped for years to find 
a companion a n1eans to reach another 
mind one of the right form to receive 
and transmit thoughts readily. Jack hadn't 
been harmed through the years of con· 
tact except by his own father ! 

Andy's original stark fear had left him, 
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to be replaced by a new worry. The aura 
of healing strain still clung in the room
evidence of terrific effort. And the mon
ster was finite. Besides: he was bemused, 
now, by that tremendous concentration. 
Probably he would not be watching some 
of his instruments. While above his head, 
on the outside of the crystal sphere that 
enclosed him, was another apparatus. A 
wheel of rods. And across space were 
coming two thermos bottles intended to 
destroy. 

Andy moved slowly, trying thus to hide 
the worry, and the driving need for haste 
that throbbe.d in his blood. He edged 
toward the door of the hospital room. 

"Jane, " he said, facing his wife briefly. 
"There's something I've got to look after. 
It's very important. I'll be back in an 
hour. " 

She looked at him with weary conte1npt 
for his desertion now. She didn't know • 
anything about the real depth of the sit-
uation. Nor could he try to explain. 

He drove like blazes back to the farm. 
All the way he kept muttering : 11Dyna
mite I Those flasks are full of dynamite I 
Look out I" 

soned that there must have been corre
sponding developments there, too. Flushed 
with a confused excitement, he arrived, 
and hurried to Jack's room. 

Jane was alone there with the boy., who 
looked just as before asleep and breath
ing evenly. But Jane was smiling. 

"What happened ?" Andy snapped. 
., Something happened. I know it I" 

Jane looked at him oddly. " You must be 
the psychic one, " she said. u I was fright
ened at first. Jack had a kind of sudden 
convulsion. I called the doctor in. But 
he said nothing w�s wrong, except may
be a nightmare. He said he thought Jack 
was sure to recover now, and that he 
wouldn't be crippled. That it was 
just the shock of the emergency opera
tion that was so dangerous. Oh, Andy 
-I hardly believe it ; but I I'm so 
glad " 

Andy Matthews took her in his arms 
then briefly.. He could surely not have 
denied his own happiness at .that moment. 
But he was looking deep into the texture 
of a mystery, and feeling an odd ache of 
regret over something that could have 
driven his wife to hysteria, had she 
known. . 

ETTING out of the truck, Andy Half an hour later, Andy took Jane out 
slammed through the garden gate by to a restaurant. A radio was going there, 

the garage. At the farther end of the gar- giving news-flashes ; and Andy particular-
den he stopped, staring. ly wanted to listen. 

The peach box apparatus he had left uTake it or leave it, friends," the an-
active there had ceased to function. No nouncer was saying. "The moon's dead 
green flame coursed along its wires, old volcanoes have still got a few kicks 
though its switch remained closed. left in them, that make Vesuvius and 

There was no use now to shift the blade Aetna look sic-k ! A half-dozen observa
of that double-throw switch to its opposite tories, in Australia and Asia, where of 
pole to reverse the action of the machine, course it's still night, and where the moon 
as he had intended. Andy bent down, is  still above the horizon, have just re
touching the radial filaments. They were ported some very interesting phenomena. 
still a Iitle warm. The. power must have Two small puffs of dust were observed 
ended just a moment ago, its far-off source in a lunar crater called Plato. These puffs 
broken off. were followed by a tremendous blast that 

There wasn't anything to do- but go back demolished nearly a quarter of the old 
to town and the hospital, now. Andy rea- volcano • • • •  " 

•tHE ·eND 



THE FIJTIJRE'� FAIR 
Panic had to be forestalled somehow, when the huge Exposition-World 
vanished from normal space, so the Publicity Department spread the 
rumor that they were traveling in time-and then they found out how 

close they had been to the truth ! 

E}' Vint:enl R.Eid 
CHAPTER ONE 

All'• Fair 

J
ACK HANSON, Administrator of 

Terra's Fair, looked down thought
fully at the gaily colored scene be

low him. 
He turned as the door behind him 

opened and sighed wearily Phillips, his 
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secretary, ventured a smile as he entered 
the room. 

Hanson looked at him incredulously, 
"What's wrong ?" he asked. 

The smile widened. " I've got about 
three dozen call-backs on the Visaphone, "  
Phillips began, "and it's almost time for 
you to report to the Council. There's 
also a protest delegation from Earth, and 
the Martian Counsel wants to--" 
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Hanson groaned. "What sort of dele· 
gation ?" 

The secretary chuck1ed. "They think ies 
indecent for Mercurians to •gad about 
unclad'. Those are their very words. 
They've got a huge banner " 

"What ! Tell them to--oh my God I" 
He paused abruptly for a moment, then 
continued. " Send them to Doctor Allo
way. And before they get there, phone 
the Doctor to assure these these dele
gates that l\1ercurians get cancer a 
horrible, lingering kind of cancer when
ever they wear clothes any kind of 
clothes. "  

Phillips looked at him startled. "Do 
they ? " he asked fearfully. 

" Do what ! "  
" Do Mercurians get cancer when they 

wear ?" 
Hanson jumped to his feet as Phillips 

beat a hasty retreat to the door .. 
"Use your own judgment," Hanson 

called to him, "and feed me those call
backs in their order of importance. " 

Hanson shifted in his chair at the next 
call. 

The Martian Consul-General couldn't 
understand how Terra had forgotten such 
things as Marriage Bureaus. " People still 
went through that formality on Earth
didn't they ? Or had morality ?" 

The Bureaus were promised, the Consul 
pacified, and the afternoon wore on with 
a maddening barrage of problems .. 

He was working on his report to the 
Council when the local Visaphone came 
to life with an abrupt, shrill clamor. 

Sighing wearily, he flicked the switch, 
then smiled as he noticed his secretary's 
startled expression. 

"What in blue blazes is up ?" he 
grinned. "You look as though you've just 
seen a Pluton ian for the ·first time. " 

The secretary shook his head dolefully. 
" Mr. Hanson, '' his voice faltered, 41 I 
think we've got an epidemic on our 
hands Four hundred cases " 

Hanson jumped to his feet. "Four hun
dred cases of what ?" he shouted. 

" I  don't ·know. " The secretary con
tinued shaking his head. " But Oinic 18 
has just reported 400 Martian children in 
their Isolation Ward. And more coming 
in every hour. , 

Hanson roared into the plate. " Stop 
shaking your head like a constipated phil
osopher. What are the symptoms ?'' 

"Well, their faces have turned all 
splotchy--all mottled like like leaves in 
Autumn. And I can't get Doctor AUoway 
-his line's all cluttered up with Martian 
women " 

"You're in charge till I get back," 
Hanson snapped tersely .,and .don't 
make any fool blunders while I'm gone. " 

- PUSHED his way good naturedly 
through the milling, jostling crowds, 

then stopped abruptly as he gazed at the 
legend emblazoned in fifty-foot letters on 
the shimmering dome above him. 

t' Terra's Future's Fair,'' he repeated 
to himself. The enormity of his task sud
denly struck him. Administrator of a little 
world of one hundred million people. He 
squared his shoulders and walked on. 

About him lay spread in gay abandon, 
a riot of color : everywhere sounds of 
feckless, carefree laughter. 

Here tall gaunt Venusians gaped in 
open-mouthed wonder at Earth's zoO
logical display.. Jovian crowds shrieked 
in terror, then laughed uproariously as 
they swung suspended in air above the 
Gravity Screens. 

A group of Mercurians whistled in high 
glee as they crowded about a pop-corn 
stall. 

And further off, talking quietly in the 
Pleasure Parks sat some guests frQJll 
Pluto, aloof and austere, and watching 
with undisguised .disapproval the antics 
of those about them. 

Terra's Fair, dedicated to the Future, 
had just opened.. And from all nine 
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planets millions had come. Jack Hanson 
sighed deeply as he entered the Clinic. 

Suddenly in the main hallway he was 
surrounded by hundreds of shrieking 
Martian women, imploring hin1 to save 
their children crying hysterically as they 
moaned for help. 

He tore himself Joose frotn their grasp, 
pushed his way through the line of terrified 
nurses, and finding the House Physician, 
hurried him into the Isolation Ward. 

An , explosive oath burst from his lips 
as he opened the door. " 'Epidemic be 
damned, " he roared. a These kids have 
just eaten some Uranian sugar. A little 
len1on juice or vinegar will fix them in a 
minute. " 

The House Physician nodded vehe
nlently. " I  know that's why I couldn't 
understand your orders. " 

" My orders ?" Hanson shouted then 
stopped abruptly. u You spoke to my sec
retary ?" he asked grimly. 

The Physician nodded. 
Hanson picked up one of the grinning, 

brilliantly-colored children and hurried 
him down the hallway. " Get me some 
vinegar, "  he said laconically. 

He strode down the main hall, placed 
the child on a table before the screaming 
wotnen and with a soft sponge gently 
rubbed the vinegar over its face. 

They waited in silence then shouted 
deliriously as the colors slowly faded and 
disappeared. 

A few moments later Hanson was in 
the office of the House Physician. 

u I inquired in1mediately," the Doctor 
said hurriedly, "because Uranian sugar 
is a forbidden drug, I found it was sold 
by a Plutonian Confectioner who called 
it Rainbow River. I got in touch with 
the police at once and they just missed 
hitn at Airlock Four. I 'm sorry, I " 

Hanson broke in quietly. " You did a 
good job no one could have done 
more " He paused, "I wonder if I could 
use your Visaphone, Doctor ?" 

And the secretary's face had barely 
flashed on the screen when Hanson roared 
at him. u who in the name of thundering 
asteroids gave you the authority to have 
those children locked up ? This is the 
closest damn thing we've had to a panic 
yet ! "  

The secretary shifted uneasily. "You 
can't trust those doctors, " he began hesi
tantly. " And contagious " 

Jack Hanson groaned. "W e've got a 
hundred million people here, " he shouted. 
"lrnd because you don't trust doctors you 
damn near let H·=11 loose on us. A thing 
like this spreads Jike wildfire. Oh never 
n1ind, " he concluded abruptly. " I'll be 
back in a few minutes don't set the place 
on fire ."  

REGORY, the attnosphere techni
cian, was pacing the rootn itnpatient

ly as Hanson entered his office. 
He brandished a small, steel cylinder 

excitedly. " Found this in the main shaft, " 
he yelled nervously. u l  don't know "·here 
the he11 I'n1 at, I-Ianson. It's the third one 
in t\\ro days. And if I had missed it it 
would have been good-night Fair " 

" Same stuff ?" Hanson asked briefly. 

" Yes powdered charcoal, ,  Gregory 
moaned. " Enough in this tube to fill the 
whole dome in about half an hour. " 

Hanson looked at him thoughtfully for 
a moment. Well, that settles it, " he said 
finally. He pointed to the cylinder. " You 
know 'vhere that thing con1es from ?" 

The technician nodded his head dubi
ously. " It's rnarked Venus, " he began-
" but the pressure. . " 

Jack Hanson turned to the Visa phone. 
"Get in touch with all Directors and 
PoweF Heads, " he called to his secretary. 
Tell thetn to get here inside of fifteen 
minutes. " 

He looked up at the startled technician. 
"'Those tubes carne from Pluto, " he said 
grimly. " So did that coil you found in 
your Analyser and those run1ours about 
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Venusian Plague on the day we opened " 

He lifted his head wearily. "That acci
dent yesterday at the :rvlain Airlock oh
it's an endless list ,"  he groaned. " But 
every move has been t�·aced to Pluto�
and our hands are tied. " 

CHAPTER 'rWO 

Sabotage 

NTY thousand miles beyond 
Earth's surface, a vast glittering 

sphere rotated slowly within its given 
orbit. Its Luxite shell reflected in clear 
hard brilliance a light, beside which 
Earth's oldest satellite faded into insig
nificance. 

Terra's Fair was literally a world unto 
itself. From its Southern hen1isphere 
came the low, unvarying surge of its 
mighty power plant, drawing its energy 
from the sun. And at tt�,e equator of this 
sphere lay the plane upon which was 
housed the Fair itself. Here, too, were 
the temporary hotnes of a hundred n1iJlion 
guests. Here surrounde( by the luxuriant 

plant life of nine planets, ·.tpon a man-n1ade 
world, they lived and played. 

Every hundred years, since times long 
past, the old customs had been revived . 
And so in the 30th century there still ap
peared in the Worlds' Fairs, hot dogs and 
pop-corn and barkers and tricksters and 
always, gay, unstinted laughter. l�epres
sions were forgotten. llanishf'd for a fe'v 
brief days the problems lnd cares of nine 
\vorlds, gone like a n1i s· ·  1n the sun. 

And while they pla) ed, an artuy of 
craftsmen gave thought to more mundane 
problems. 

To Jack Hanson the an1usen1ents of the 
Fair retreated far into the background

and not only because of such n1atters as 
power, sewage, gravity, atmosphere and 
health to mention only a fe,v. 

He faced his audienc:e of technicians 
with a grim smile on his lips. 

"What I have to say, boys, ' ' he began 
slowly, uwon't take long. I'll start by re
minding you of Preside11:t Alcott's words, 
'It's not your business to solve prohlenls,
you 've got to see they don't even happen . ' 

14We11 we' ve had eight problems in 
two days. They were caused deliberately, 
cleverly, and with a clear knowledge of 
the consequences. "  

He paused for etnphasis . " What I'm 
going to say is in confidence. My orders 
were that this information \vas to be 
handed on to you alone on1y in an 
emergency." 

�� Briefly it is this : Plutonian Transport 
and Power has very good reason to profit 
by our failure. Pluto's exhibition, sub
sidized by the Transport Con1pany, opens 
next week. '"fhey have a fortune to lose if 
we are successful. And to really make this 
interesting we have found it expedient to 
offer free transportation to all visitors. 
Well . . • .  " 

An ind ignant, excited voice interrupted 
hin1. 11Why don't we keep Plutonians out ? 
They 're not like the rest of us anyhow. " 

I-Ianson paused briefly . ' 'In the first 
place ,,,e are at peace with Pluto and the 
move you suggest 'vould ccr1ain1y be con

strued as an unfriendly act. rfhc J>Juton
ians as a people are not responsible for 
these outrages. Their council is a play
thing of the Transport Con1pany. " 

A murn1nr of assent followed these 
\vords. 

He looked at them quiet]y for a moment. 

" \Ve11, the question rises \vhat have 
we to fear ? I can explain with one word 
-PAN IC. 

uour vulnerable points are tnany. This 
sphere \vas built as a gesture of peace, 
not war. We have a limited, confined 
atmosphere. It can be polluted or de
stroyed. Our power plants are indepen
dent of Earth's : they are highly cotnplex. 

And regardless of the strictest examina
tion and care there will always be the 
danger of disease and epidemic. ,, 
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Hanson sn1iled a little grimly perhaps. 
"I don•t have to go on. Each one of you 
knows very wen what precautions to take. 
Earth•s Council chose us with care and 
our responsibility is great. " He paused 
a\vkwardly. •4 I'm not used to making 
speeches. men, but I know we'll all work 
like Hell to keep things going smoothly. 
That's all. " 

.. � spontaneous roar of assurance rose 
from two hundred throats. 

HILLIPS left at midnight after cod
ing the report to the Terrestrian Coun

cil. But before he left, Hanson had stood 
by firn1ly while the moaning secretary 
made an appointment with a psychiatrist. 
���'You're a first class ·organizer, " Hanson 
had assured him, "but you can't go in 
like this. I had a hell of a time explaining 
to the President what actually happened 
in that one-man epidemic of yours. " 

But that was four hours ago. Jack 
Hanson worked on steadily until the solv
ing of his problems became so simple he 
knew it was time to l(nock off. 

I-Ie glanced at the work outlined for the 
next day and rose to his feet. Yawning 
deeply, he strode to the window and gazed 
down at the scene before him. 

The streets were bare except for the 
claners. The stalls dark and silent. A 
wisp of ribbon hung forlornly on a Cen
trifuge Car. Shadows mocked with fleet
ing whispers the by-bygone laughter of 
the day. 

He switched off the lights, took the tube 
to the ground floor and was about to enter 
his car when a faint, high-pitched whine 
caught his attention. It came from the 
Science Museum just across the street. 

He sighed sleepily. "Now what ? Some
body's forgotten to turn off the ventilator. 
And from the sound of it, those bearings 
are pretty hot. " 

The doors of the Musewn were un
locked. He pushed them_ open and entered. 
The lights were still on. He stifled a yawn 

as he turned to the ventilator switch. 
Someone \vas moving there. He edged up 
noiselessly behind a pillar and waited. 

He laughed quietly as a girl came into 
view. Frotn the crest on her uniform he 
could see she was the Director. He must 
be pretty tired, he realized, to have become 
suspicious and jumpy for hardly any 
reason at all. 

The girl walked past him, reached for 
the switch of the ventilator and was about 
to pull it down, when she saw hin1. 

Beyond a faint gasp no sound came to 
her lips. Instinctively she raised her hands 
to her throat, staring at him. 

"I noticed your ventilator was on," he 
began. 

They both became aware of the position 
of her hands at the same tnotnent. 

The sound of her laugh, he noticed, had 
a pleasing, unaffected ring, and there was 
a quiet, cool poise about her person that 
contrasted strangely with her fright of the 
moment before. 

"You're Dr. Hanson, aren't you ? I 'm 
Alice W ent\vorth. " She sighed deeply and 
seated herself beside 'Section of Internal 
Combustion Chamber.' " I  almost lost my 
voice today," she continued, " trying to 
explain how these things used to work. 
I think half the popuJation was in here. " 

He seated himself beside her. 
They laughed at the 'Gad about Un

clad" delegates and it was not until an 
hour later that Jack Hanson realized with 
an abrupt start that another nerve-racking 
day lay before him. 

Her eyes, he noticed as he left, were 
deep and dark. 

CHAPTER THREE 
Panic! 

ISASTER came suddenly like a me
teor from the void. And when it 

struck Jack Hanson realized he had almost 
been expecting it. 
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For weeks in the midst of a never
ending deluge of routine details that drove 
him to frenzied exasperation. Nights fol
lowed with enervating anticipation of 
disaster, days filled with its near realiza
tion. The laughter and color, the gay, 
joyous. unchanging background of a hun-. 
dred million people at play began to fill 
him he realized with a fantastic nostalgia 
that could not be fought off. 

It seemed ludicrous, a monstrous hoax, 
that the problems of simply directing a .. 
Fair, of keeping pleasure and gaiety alive 
could assume such immense and grave 

• 

proportion�. 
But Terra's Fair went on, and although 

Jack Hanson scarcely realized it, to the 
crowds on the street when they thought 
about it it functioned with an unvarying, 
gay simplicity. 

Alice Wentworth became an inchoate 
vision. He remembered, from time to 
time) a laugh with a liquid tinkle, a 
gracious unassuming smile. 

He was on his way to the Main Airlock, 
where someone had been caught tamper
ing with the valves, when it happened, 
abruptly, out of the void. 

One minute they were in brilliant sun
shine, the next a million lights were blaz
ing beneath the Luxite dome. 

The photo-contacts had tripped im
mediately. 

From the crowds about him came a 
fierce, long drawn cry, then angry shouts 
and hysterical screaming. The music 
stopped suddenly. 

Hanson fought his way back through a 
howling mob that was heading for the 
air locks. 

He looked up fearfully. There, tightly 
rimmed against their surface, pressed an 
ominous, engulfing nothingness. 

An all pervading sense of distant fore
boding flashed through his mind.. For in 
the yawning horror that lay beyond, there 
temained not the faintest vestige of any 
familiar �pacemark. 

Something be shuddered at the impli
cations had suddenly, overwhelmingly, 
wrenched them from their Galaxy. 

He stopped, breathless and disheveled. 
before the administrative building, tore 
over to his private tube, and, in his office, 
clamped down fiercely on the Visaphone 
set to Terrestian Council's wavelength. 

A faint, high-pitched spluttering told 
the whole story. The waves were bounc
ing back. 

He paused for a moment, in a cold 
sweat, then grabbed the local 'phone and 
clicked at the receiver with savage haste . 

The panic raging on the streets below 
him, he knew only too well was caused by • 
fear and uncertainty, a suspicion of the 
unknown ; a stark, desperate need of 
familiar sights and sounds. 

He yelled at the operator " Publicity
Publicity ! Don't you understand ?" He 
groaned as he heard her crying hys
terically. 

1 1Department 12A-4," he said quietly. 
The girl looked up at hin1 abruptly and 

nodded .. 

HE call took a long time coming 
through. He muttered impatiently, 

then reaching. out, kicked open the office 
door with one foot and shouted for 
Phillips. 

He burst into the room at once, "I've 
just come front outside, , he cried. 
" There's a mob out there ready to 
tear. ."  

Hanson cut him short. " Never mind 
that now. Call Entertainment and get 
those hands and barkers into action 
pronto. Then send out a general call for 
all technicians. Get them here immedi
ately." 

After what seemed an eternity the 
Publicity Director's terror-wracked visage 
flashed on the screen. 

Hanson gave him no time for questions. 
"How long will it take to change that sign 
on the dome ?" 
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The Director looked at him in bewilder
ment. " Sign ? It could he done in a few 
minutes. It 's on a proj ected screen just 
have to change the slide. But why ?" 

'4 Never mind why. But get a new 
slide printed as fast a�; you can. Get 
your copy,vriters busy laying out new 
posters. I haven't time to work it out 
right now, but here's the idea, , he paused 
for a moment. " You've got to convince 
them that this thing that's happened to 
us was planned plannec for their special 
benefit and as an added feature of the 
Fair. Stress the fact that everything's 
under control. We'll figure out the rest 
afterwards. " 

The Director nodded in agreetnent then 
stopped. " But where are "Ne ? They'll want 
to know. And that black curtain around 
us what is it ? We'll have to say sonle
thing. '' 

Hanson wiped his forehead. ,. I've 
thought about that. We can't say it's a 
protection screen. They'll know better 
than that. And there's no use telling them 
we're moving in space. \\' e've got no 
visible spacetnarks and no tneaus of loco
motion. They kno\Y th� t too. " 

The Director looked &.t him in terror .. 
" But then where are wt:- ? It scares he11 
out of me. I don't blame thetn. " 

Jack I-I anson looked at hin1 thought
fully for a n1o1nent. " I  don 't kno,v, " he 
said quietly. " "T'hat will have to \tvctit. But 
one thing's certain. \Ve,ve got one hun
dred million people out there, and i f  \Ve 
don't stop then1 soon it \von 't rnatter 
where \ve are. Hell will be a picnic com
pared to what will happen here. And 
that" s no figure of speech," he paused, 
then continued quickly. 

" At any rate, here's f1e idea for your 
slogan. Tell them we're traveling into 
the Future. Link it up v1ith the Future's 
Fair. Ask them if they ever stopped to 
consider why we chose that theme. Build 
it up. " 

The Dire<;tor uttered an incredulous 

gasp. " You can't do that ,"  he yelled ex
citedly. "You can't. They'd never believe 
it. Never. It's preposterous. " 

He stopped short. A slow srni!e began 
to appear on his face. 

He continued hurriedly. "I  could link 
it up with those time experiments that 
were conducted last year. They got a lot 
of publicity. Everybody knows about 
them. " He rubbed his hands together. 
" It's a cinch. " 

lianson nodded. "That's the idea and 
here's another thing. I 'm putting you in 
charge of n1aintaining order. llut lets 
forget all that. Get on the open loud
speaker circuit as fast as you can and talk 
to them. They haven't reached the Air
locks yet. Act as though you're surprised 
and indignant. Tell then1 oh Hell
that's your job and you know it. But for 
God's sake hurry We've wasted enough 
time already. " 

Phillips had been waiting. His hand 
shook as he motioned to the door. 
" They're on the way up now, " he grinned 
nervously. "It'll be all right after we get 
then1 quiet, \Von't it ? Or " his voice 
trailed off slowly. 

ANSON stood looking out the \\·u l -
dow, drumming his fingers apprehen

sively on the pane. He beckoned to Phillips 
absent mindedly then looked dovvn at the 
scene on the streets below. Overturned 
sta11s, hundreds of banners and little flags, 
clothes, lost i n  the n1ad terrifying rush. 
N o  damage-yet. 

But would they believe this talk of the 
Future ? I t  was true that only the tnost 
progressive had ventured to Terra's Fair, 
and Science had-

He turned to the secretary. "There's 
no use kidding you Phillips, " he said 
quietly. Even if we do get then1 quiet 
we're still faced with something worse. 
Our power is drawn fron1 the Sun and 
without it we'll have no water or air 
inside of a week .. " . 
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A clamor of voices came from the 
scientists and technicians as they entered 
his office. Among them, he noticed, \vas 
Alice W ent,vorth. She smiled at him 
nervously, her face dravrn and pale, then 
averted his glance. 

Jack Hanson raised his voice. " I  don't 
have to tell you. . " 

Abruptly, from the streets below came 
a smooth, persuasive voice, booming 
through the loudspeakers. u.  and so 
Terra's Fair is speeding into the Future. 
And we have promised you, the Future's 
Fair. . . " 

They rushed to the windows in be
wildered haste and listened. A\ few among 
them nodded vigorously after a time, and 
gradually, under the influence of that deep, 
caln1 voice, the tension lifted, the streets 
began to fill again, the music to play once 
more. 

They turned to Hanson with question-
• 
1ng eyes. 

He faced them squarely. ""fhe responsi
bility for what you have just heard is 
n1ine, " he continued with an effort. 11 I just 
want you to know that I hate detnagogy 
as qtuch as you do. But there was no other 
way.,. 

\Vallace, the oldest n1an amongst them, 
and head of the Department of Astro
Physics at International Research, inter
rupted hitn in a low voice. "There•s no 
doubt that the first proble1n was to avoid 
panic. 1""he only important thing to re
ntember is that it was avoided," he paused. 
"I  also want you to know and I speak 
for all of us that we are thankful, par
ticularly now, that we have a scientist for 
Ad1ninistrator and not a politician. " 

He sighed wearily. 41 But I believe you 
started to ask us if there was any answer 
-,as to where we are, or \vhat has hap
pened. Well there isn't any yet. I 've 
got instruments in my lab here that will 
register a fraction of a dyne on Vega. But 
those instruments, gentlemen, register 
nothing. They are dead." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Cut Consumption! 

HE days that follo,ved \vcre a hellish, 
fantastic nightrnare. For the Fair 

went on. With laughter and carefree 
abandon they played their little games, 
got indigestion, made love in the shadows. 
aired their prejudices and looked forward 
to the Future, a future that promised at 
its best a quick and n1erciful death. And 
the horrible grim humor of it was there 
could be no stinting in their food, no sav
ing in the enormous expenditure of their 
po,ver. 

Jack Hanson realized only too \vell that 
the first sign of such a move would spelJ 
disaster. The suspicion and fear of the 
day before still lay dormant, but the pos
sibility of its awakening \Vas a threat 
that was horrible and real. 

He divided the technicians and scien
tists into t\VO n1ain groups, each divided 
into three eight hour shifts. 

One section conti nued wi th the routine 
job of tending the machines, the other 
spent its days and nights in a frenzied 
maddening atten1pt to discover what had 
happened. But Plut•)nian Transport, if in .. 

deed it \vas responsible, had done its fiend
ish job well, for so far all rational answers 
eluded the scientists . 

Forty-eight hours passed by. To Jack 
Hanson and those \vho worked with him 
each second dragged through an eternity, 
and yet the minutes passed all too quickly. 

He smiled at those who recognized him 
in the crowds. Here and there, he noticed 
with satisfaction, a more elaborate me
chanical gan1e was inconspicuously la
beled 'out of order'. 

Overnight, suggestive, tempting illus
trations had been removed from eating 
places. 

The Publicity Director had done a good 
job. Slogans everywhere chided the visi
tor with good-natured severity for indulg-
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ing in too much fun and play. And as a 
result the Museums were filled to capacity. 

But the power saved in this 'vay, he 
realized, was almost negligible. 

He looked about him carefully, listening 
to chance remarks as he passed by. 

Here, on the grass, groups of children 
playing gravo-gravo. And in the Ancestor 
Park a laughing, boisterous family from 
Neptune at mock war with each other, in 
their ludicrously shaped 'war rockets'. 

Before the doors of the 'World of To
morrow', eager, chattering crowds awaited 
their turn. 

Everywhere in the very air they 
breathed was talk of the Future. 

New games had been started featuring 
'In Times to Corrie', and new posters 
designed, depicting 'Solarians of the Fu-, 
ture, Here We Come'. 

Hanson looked at them thoughtfully. 
Had he made a mistake after all ? What 
was going to happen when ? He brushed 
the thought hurriedly from his mind. 

He glanced at his watch as he entered 
Professor Wallace's laboratory. Another 
hour to go before the Fair closed. 

HE old scientist looked at him anxi
ously. " You'd better try to get some 

sleep, Hanson. You can't keep this up 
much longer and God knows you're 
needed here more than any one of us. bie 
down for awhile. " 

Jack Hanson shook his head wearily. 
"Thanks Wallace I can't. "  He paused. 
" Got any resu Its yet ? " 

The old man cursed under his breath. 
"Not a thing. You know, it's damned 
funny about that stuff outside. I tried 
getting a reaction just a little while ago. 
Nothing affects it. I poked an instrument 
out at the end of a wire . Six. inches from 
our surface that wire bent back · in a per
fect eilipse ·if that means anything. 

11Next I tried temperature and pressure 
readings. There arenft any !" 

Hanson looked at him in amazement. 

"Aren't any \Vhat do you mean ?" he 
exclaitned. 

Wallace began hesitantly. ''The instru
ments come back with the same readings 
as when I send them out." 

Hanson spoke slowly. 11Yes that fits 
perfectly. About four hours after it hit 
us, our temperature began to go up. 
We're not losing any heat or getting 
any either, , he broke off in perplexity. 

"It's beyond us, Wallace. And that 
hurts." 

41 Damn Pluto and every blasted thing 
on it, " Wa11ace shouted. "I wish to God 
their cursed world had never entered our 
system." 

The old scientist pushed a few strag
gling hairs back from his forehead. 11Guess 
I got excited, , he muttered. 

Hanson nodded in sympathy. "By the 
way, didn't somebody try to develop that 
'Beyond Entropy' theory a few years ago ? 
I've forgotten his name." 

Wallace turned to hin1. "Yes and its 
premises led to theoretical chaos . What 
co-ordinates can you. ?" he jumped 
to his feet in excitement. " But that's 
exactly what we're faced with," he 
shouted. 

" But an interval, " Hanson said slowly, 
"even when it's at equilibrium, can be 
influenced. " He looked up at Wallace 
thoughtfully for a moment, then shook his 
head. "We can't even say that with any 
assurance." 

,..Why ?" 

Hanson shrugged his shoulders. '' Well, 
in the first place any argument pro or con 
would have to be verbal. You can't apply 
maths to a system that has no co-ordinates. 
AU you'd get is a statistical indeterminate 
knowledge and that wouldn't lead to a 

• 

scientific statement." 
The old scientist groaned in agreement. 

The Visaphone rang suddenly. Hanson 
rose to his feet. "I expect it's for me,, he 
said wearily. "The danm thing plagues 
me wherever I go." 
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H ILLIPS' face was a study in con
tentn1ent. He grinned as Hanson ap

proached the screen. Jack Hanson looked 
at hin1 incredulously for a mon1ent then 
turned to Wallace. " Ever sec anything 
like it ? This guy's happy. Now I 'm sure 
something's gone haywire. " He turned 
back to the grinning Secretary. 

" All right Cassandra, out vv-ith it, " he 
said. 

Phillips ren1arked casually. '' Somebody 
j ust tried to leave Airlock Six . "  He 
paused drarnatically. 

Hanson roared at hin1. " Well, go on--
go on , you-" 

Phillips continued unruffled. "There 
isn't much to tell. They· left with full 
po\vcr shot out and were pushed back 
before the outer lock closed. The \vhole 
thing happened in no time at all. Trouble 
is, their rocket blast returned with them. 
They're in the hospital now. Just shock, 
the Doctor says nothing particularly 

. ' '  senous. 
Hanson looked at him threateningly. 

" Hovv con1e that Lock was unguarded ? " 

he asked. " I  left strict orders �Tith you 
about that. " 

Phillips nodded. "It won't happen 
again. The guard wasn't strong enough. 
I've doubled it." 

"Anything else ? "  Hanson then asked 
hitn. 

The Secretary flicked a sheet of paper 
into view. u I've got the power consump-

tion staten1ent you wanted. Shall I read 
it ?" IIanson nodded. 

It was a routine, normal reading. Jack 
Hanson listened, q uietly for awhile then 
looked up suddenl y. ""What's that ? "  he 
asked, turning to the Plate. 

PhilJips repeated '' Section 412 2 1 6,-
000,000 units. " Wallace muttered under 
his breath. " That's about twice normal. 
What Section is i t ? "  

" Adn1inistrative mostly. " Hanson said 
tersely, then turned to the Plate again. 
u Go on Phillips, fiuish it. " 

I"he other secticnsJ with slight varia
tions gave the norrr1al, expected consump
tion. 

Hanson switched off. How much longer 
do you figure the power will hold out ?" he 
asked \Vallacc. 

The old scientist pushed a few strag
gling hairs back from his forehead. 
"About two days� " he groaned. " I 've 
called in all the ultra-violet radiators we've 
got. 1'he shops are treating the zinc as fast 
as they can but it's not enough. If only 
\Ve could stop tho� e confounded gadgets 
outside, " he crieci_ excitedly. "They're 
using up all the energy we've got j ust so 
they can amuse themselves. It's crazy, 
Jack. Crazy ! " 

Hanson nodded gloomily. "We daren't 
stop thetn, "  he said tersely, then paused 
for a long titne. " But I 'll have to go, 
Wallace, " he said fnally. ui've got some
thing to do. "  His voice trailed off slowly. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
Section 412 

E \V ALKED with purposeful. hur-
ried strides. breathing deeply the cool, 

washed air. The streets ·Nere deserted. 
His head began to clear a li ttle and he re
JTielnbered other nights before:-

But he forced them from his mind and 
con1pelled hin1self to conce:1trate. 

C)uddenly he stopped, snapped his fin
gers, then continued, running down the 
long empty streets, his foo:.steps er.hoing 
through the silent night. 

He stopped before the Science Museum 
and nodded emphatically. And as on an
other night. the doors gave way to his 
touch. 

He paused before a door at the end of 
the corridor and knocked softly. A nar
row edge of light glimm<!red brightly 
above the casing. 

The door opened and Alice W ent\vorth 
stood before him. I-Ter eyes were red and 
swollen and even as she a sked l1in1 to 
enter she cried softly. 

She motioned him to a seat and began 
nervously. u i  have something to tell you, 
Dr. Hanson. I've tried to over and over 
again, but I couldn't someho'v and I " 

Hanson nodded quietly. u :� know what 
you're trying to say, l\1iss Went\vorth. 
Ifs about your father·-Professor \Vent
worth isn't it ?"  

She looked at him with wic .. e, glj stcning 
eyes. "1t ou kno\v ? "  she asked incredu
lously. 

" I  just found out, " he said tersely. 
"When you add the author of 'Entropic 
Intervals' to the power consumption of 
this section, you get a suspicion. But when 
one of the Directors of that section is also 
called Wentworth well, that's a pretty 
good basis for further assurrtption, isn't 
it ?, 

He paused briefly. .uwhere is  your 
father, Miss Wentworth ? ,. 

For answer, the girl rose to her feet 
and opened the door. 

11 Con1e with me, " she said softly. 
She leu him silently down the corridor 

to a door under the stair-case. She un
locked i t  and they descended another flight 
of stairs. 

The lo\ver basement was bri11iantly 
lighted . In the open spaces between the 
massive pillars Jay row upon row of 
Zincoid dischargers. They continued past 
these to a vast central clearing. 

Jack Han·son looked about hitn in 
amazen1ent. " This isn't a Jab, '"' he mut
tered. Hit's a power house. Where's your 
father ?" 

The girl choked a sob as she pointed 
to a shin1mering, incandescent sphere in 
the center of the lab. 

"In there, " she cried bitterly. 
Hanson checked his stride abruptly at 

what he saw. It rested securely on a mas
sive, universal axis, rotati ng slowly as he 
watched it .  His eyes wandered over the 
heavy cahles, the vast cathode dischargers, 
the tl�ckering zinc plates \Vhere the pho
tons in1pingcd. 

He turned to the girL " l...et's begin 
at the beginning. " 

She nodded in silence. " Dad publ i shed 
the book you n1entioned about 10 years 
ago. l-Ie was ridiculed and criticized so 
severe)y he lost his Chair at Research 
Center. \Ve n1ovcd to the edge of a bor
der to\vn on Mars and Dad began his 
experitnen ts. 

"The day everything was ready Dad 
told me as cmphaticalJy as he could, not to 
touch anything while he was in the globe. 
There were two sets of co-ordinates. one 
controlled by the outside panel and the 
other, in the 'future' inside the glo , 

' HE future ! " Hanson shouted 
hoarsely. "The future ! Good God ! "  

" I  thought you knew, " she said in sur
prise. u All those signs, and games and " 

He shook. his head,.i compelling himself 
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to remain calm, to quell the tumult that 
roared in his ears. 

"No. I did that to prevent a panic, " 
he said slowly. "There was no other way. 
I should have known,"  he whispered, then 
looked up at her. "Please go on-and 
hurry if you can. " 

"The outside panel in the first globe," 
she continued "had no indicators. Dad 
was gone about twelve hours when I 
noticed that one of the standard coils in 
the main current was heating up. I knew 
what a short in that circuit would mean 
--so I tried to break contact." 

She paused, her head in her hands. 
"The whole area for nearly a mile around 
simply disappeared. By some miracle I 
can't understand we weren't killed." 

Her face flushed a deep red as she con
tinued. "Dad w·as imprisoned for two 
years, " she said slowly. "The fact that 
no lives were lost-and no property de
stroyed didn't help. Even when we point
ed out that it was a standard coil-

" I got this job, " she concluded, "and 
with my earnings Dad bought some new 
equipment. We brought it here along with 
the other Museum pieces. Some of i� is 
still upstairs. Dad started the night you 
came. He's been in there," she pointed 
a trembling hand at the shimmering globe 
-"ever since I "  

Jack Hanson looked down at her as 
she finished� " Alice, "  he said quietly, "I'm 
sorry I-" 

"I  understand," she said softly. "It's 
all right. "  

rwo hours later Jack Hanson still re-
mained baffled. "I  can't see it, " he 

said. "There's nothing to grip onto here. " 
He stared at the huge pulsating sphere in 
front of him, turned to the panel and 
looked up thoughtfully at the relay of 
rheostats in the main circuit. 

"One tum, " he muttered savagely. 
"That's all it would take and our troubles 
would be over-one way or another. " 

61 
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How long was it since he had slept ? 
Nostalgic visions of his bed soft and bil
lowy rose before him. He got up and 
walked unsteadily through the silent 
Museum. 

There it was again that metallic, 
rhythmic chuckling. He realized now 
that he had been hearing it for a long 
time. Suddenly he stopped. What was 
it Alice had said about those Museum 
pieces ? 

He groped his way through the ·dark
ness, fumbled with the light switch, then 
turned it on and listened carefully. 

Outside he could hear their tiny world 
coming to life for still another day. An 
early band had already struck up their 
theme song. 

He shook his head gloomily then tensed 
hitnself. He heard it again There ! Be
tween the '21st Century Dynamo' and the 
world

,
s first Zincoid plate stood a small 

metal cabinet ! 
He dropped down beside it, examined 

the dials on its panel and rose suddenly, 
with a wild, exultant shout. 

He picked it up carefully and made for 
the stairs, staggering under its weight. 

Alice came running down the corridor 
to meet him. "What is it, Jack ?" 

'1Never mind now, " he said tersely. 
"Just open that door for me. "  

They carried it downstairs and placed 
it beside the shimmering sphere in the cen
ter of the lab. 

"We've got it, Alice. We've got it I 
Listen I"  

From the interior c,f the cabinet came 
a series of sharp distinct clicks. 

,_.Why, it's part of Dad's apparatus," she 
said. 

"Look ! "  Jack Hanson pointed to the 
panel readings. "Accumulators discharge 
plates and here's the induced current. 
With the same reading as the one in the 
globe panel, " he shouted abruptly. 

"All we have to do is connect the 
' 

leads to this,'' he opened the cabinet, "to 

this coi• which will absorb the charge. 
Don't you see it's synchronized with the 
accumulators inside the sphere. " 

" It's so small, " she objected. "Do you 
know what charge there is on that globe ?" 

Hanson nodded, "Yes." He measured 
the coil hurriedly and looked up at her. 
11But this coil contains nearly 500 miles 
of the best resistant material known:' he 
said desperately. "It has to work. " 

t'We'll drain the charge off the globe, 
then break contact, " he continued as they 
coupled the heavy, massive leads to the 
grotesquely small cabinet. 

It was the work of a few seconds. They 
looked at each other in silence as they 
stood before the slowly, revolving sphere. 

Hanson turned a knob on the tiny panel. 
Alice clutched his arm tightly and closed 
her eyes. 

R a moment nothing happened. 
Then abruptly, with an ear-splitting 

roar the two hemispheres clamped them
selves on the surface of the sphere. Jack 
Hanson hurled himself at the main panel 
-gave the rheostat knob a full rapid turn. 

He smiled grimly as he wiped his fore
head. Alice Wentworth sat down weakly. 
.,Thank God," she said fervently. 

"We're not through yet," he reminded 
her quietly. She looked up at him, her 
eyes shining� " No but soon, , she mur
mured softly. 

Together they opened the finely grooved 
valve in the center of the sphere. Hanson 
looked up in astonishment. 11lt's cold !" 
he exclaimed. "I expected u 

He opened the valve fully and was 
about to enter when Professor Went
worth tottered through the opening. 

The old man looked about him in per
plexity, then smiled, quietly as Alice 
Wentworth threw herself into his arms. 

Hanson helped him to a chair and was 
about to speak when a sudden clamor 
of excited, frenzied voices burst in upon 
thein. 
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He looked up for an instant, then 
turned abruptly and raced for the stair
way. 

CHAPTER SIX 

The Future 

HEY gazed \vith open-mouthed won-
der at the Earth that lay beneath 

them. Every available telescope was in 
use. Long lines of excited, beseeching 
cro\vds clatnored for 'just a look

,
. 

Never-ending cries of astonishment 
fi lied the air as they watched with bated 
breath the thousands of powerful, mighty 
space ships of the future approach with 
unheard-of velocities. then tear past then1 
si1cut1y, effortlessly. 

Forgotten were their gatnes and anlttse
ments. The Pleasure Parks were en1pty, 
the bands silent. 

With impatient, jostling crowds behind 
then1 they looked long and arduously 
through the telescopes. 

A scene of indesc ribable beauty unfold
ed itself. Vast cities, hund reds of n1i les 
across, lay spread before then1. Shimnler
ing, graceful spires n1ocked with quiet 
dignity the bil1owing clouds that lay be
neath them. 

And then it happened .. 

A long sleek spaceship appeared seem
ingly front nowhere, headed in their di
rection, continued unswervingly on its 
course. 

A collision seemed inevitable. 
And then, before they had tin1e to cry 

out, it  had 'struck' them, passed through 
and continued on its way ! 

On the whole of Terra's Fair for a few 
brief seconds there hung a heavy, ominous 
silence. 

But someone had .evidently expected 
this to happen fo.r the very next moment 
the Publicity Di rector's deep, reassuring 
voice boomed fron1 thousands of loud
speakers, calming and explaining in un-

ruffled tones, the reas�·n for this outrage 
to their senses. 

His greatest diffict1 lty, however, lay 
in dissuading the n1ore adventurous among 
then1 £rom paying a personal visit to the 
denizens of the Future. 

He pleaded \vith them patiently and 
gradually the crowds about the airlocks 
began to dwindle. A few hours later and 
other interests had absorbed their energies. 

It was the greatest day in the lives of a 
hundred n1illion Solarians. A day whose 
events would he retnembered. And for 
some strange reason the Administrators 
must have felt it too, for free rein was 
given to many activities usually frowned 
upon. 

The answer to this newly found freedom 
lay with a stnall group 3f technicians gath .... 
ered at that n1on1ent in Jack Hanson's 
office. 

" It's all decided th en, "  Hanson con
eluded briefly. "We a11 know our jobs. 
Sharp at 2 :00 P. M . "  He looked at his 
watch. "That leaves half an hour." 

A rnunnur of assen1 follo\ved and they 
left in a body. 

Professor Wentworth and his daugh
ter remained behind. 

The old man groaned deeply, hi s head 
in his hands. " I 'm responsible for all this� 
Dr. Hanson. " His voice faltered. " Are 
you sure there's no other way ? , 

Jack Hanson shook his head. "Figure 
it out for yourself Professor. It took us 
four days to get here. We've traveled a 
little more than a thousand years. And 
you say it will take about four days to 
get back. " 

Professor Wentworth nodded silently. 
"All right, " Hanson continued. "We've 

got a hundred million people here, and 
no food, water, or air left. There's noth
ing else we can do. " 

He looked at the old man intently. 
"But what about the initial energy used 
in getting to the Future ?" he asked. 

"There isn't any !" \vas the startling re-



64 ASTON ISH ING STOR IES 

ply. " If you measure the energy on the 
accumulators I used- before and after 
we got here you '11 find it's the same." 

Hanson looked at hin1 in an1azen1ent. 
"You mean to say it tJok no energy from 
the Present to reach 1 he Future ?" 

Professor \\Tentwor·th nodded. "Simply 
the manifestation of that energy some
thing like a catalyst, acting on well I 
don't kno\v yet. But I'm sure of one 
thing. We drew nothing from the Pres
ent, and can draw nothing £ron1 the 
Future. " 

He was about to continue \V hen Alice 
broke in qu ietly. t : It's ahnost 2 :00 
o'clock," she said as she walked to the 
window. "They've been asleep for an 
hour. " 

HEY reached the Main Atn1osphere 
Plant a few momt:nts later. The At

mosphere Technician came forward to 
meet them. �' Everything wil1 be ready in a 
few minutes, " he shot .ted above the roar 
o£ the n1achines. 

Hanson nodded. "\iVhere's the Hea1th 
Director ?"  

The Technician poin�ed to a sn1all group 
of wofkers at the far <·nd of the building. 

They made their wa? hu rriedly past the 
gigantic Ventilation shafts. The I-Iealth 
Director approached t 1e1n, stniling nerv
ously. 

"Have you got enoUJ{h on hand ?" Han
son asked hin1. 

The Director nodded, _ , \Ve'vc got four 
gallons that's plenty, '' he paused a\vk
wardly. u J-\ re you s· trc it 's  necessary, 
Hanson ? It's a big responsibi lity and , 

Hanson sn1iled grin1ly. "We have four 
days to go and nothing to eat, drink or 
breathe . I'll take the responsibili ty. Let's 
get going. " 

They fitted their Luxite heln1ets care
fully and turned to the Technician whose 
voice came boo1ning through the ampli

fiers. "Engage to capacity." 
The roar of the machines died down .. 

And only the faint vibration under their 
feet gave indication of the tremendous 
energy that was being consun1ed. 

Hanson adjusted his hehnet. "How 
Jong wil1 it take ? he asked the I-Iea1th 
Director. 

u About half an hour. They'll 'go under' 
immediately. Keep right on sleeping until 
we replace with nortnal atlnosphere. " 

He continued with professional pride. 
"They won't even know there are no 
after effects. But they'll be pretty hungry 
when they wake up, " he added as an 
afterthought . 

Jack Hanson nodded thoughtfully. 

ND as they slept, Terra's Fair plunged 
back\vard into Tin1c. Sped horncward 

to the J.lresent, tl1 rough a thousand years 
of engulfing nothingness. 

A skeleton crew of workers had been 
kept immune from the powerful anaes
thetic. And in the 96 hours which fol
lowed they \Vere not idle. 

The motnent they "arrived" food would 
be necessary, and po\\·er and ai r. And so 
a fleet of air ships was prhned, ready to 
leave at a n1o1nent' s notice ; to speed to 
Earth, and tear back with necessary sup
plies. 

l\llile upon mile of Zincoid plates were 
turned out by the shops, attached to their 
power unit�, and laid in place where the 
sun 's rays \\.·ould in1n1ediateJy strike them. 

;\nd through it all Jack I 1 anson worked 
feverishly. 'rh e  dead silence, the dark 
streets, and above all the absence of the 
cro\vd s, tonncnted hin1 with a never
ending rcn1inder of the stupendous tragedy 
that \vould result i f  anythi ng \vent w rong 
no\v. 

llut Zero hour finaiiy struck. Hanson 
was at the Visaphone .. 'on the Terrestrian 
Council's wave length. Alice and Profes-· 
sor Wallace stood by the slowly rotating 
tin1e sphere, their eyes glued to the Indi
cators. 

The Atmosphere had been cleared, the 
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pilots were ready.. Some of the guests 
were already on the streets headed for 
the cafes and restaurants of the Amuse
ment Zone. 

A few seconds later and they were in 
brilliant sunshine. Phillips shouted de
liriously from the window, then turned 
back, grinning amiably. 

Hanson held his breath until President 
Alcott's purple visage flicked on the 
screen. 

Then he sighed deeply. 
The old man spluttered and coughed 

unable to release the torrent of words 
that threatened to �allow, unwilling to 
believe that Hanson actually was before 
him and grinning impudently too the 
young pup. 

Fie recovered himself and roared into 
the plate until his image began to flicker. 
"What in the name of seven thundering 
asteroids happened to you ? Where have 
you been who's responsible for this
this ? Come on man, speak up ! What 
are you waiting for ? You've got nine 
planets in an uproar, yelling . " 

A significant, ominous pause ensued. 
"If this is your idea of a joke, Hanson, 
I '11. " 

Jack Hanson listened patiently, then ab
ruptly, finding an opening proceeded to 
explain to the gaping President what 
really had happened. 

H WeJl, how n1any deaths then ?" the 
old man broke in with a groan. Or did 
the whole shebang go to pieces ? Don't 
try to stall, Hanson. Out with it, " he 
ho\\Tled. 

Hanson continued with the full story 
quietly. 

"You mean you put them to sleep ? 
The whole crowd ?, President Alcott 
gasped incredulously. 

Hanson nodded. 
"Then everything's all right There's 

nothing wrong. And this Professor Went
worth's responsible ?" 

Jack Hanson continued, nodding. 
"That's what I've be(�n trying to. . . " 

A rollicking guffaw of laughter fol
lowed. The old man r·:lared and chuckled 
and ho\vled until his sides ached with 
pain, and his face gr<:·w alarmingly con
gested. Several times he tried to speak, 
only to fall back weakly and repeat with 
buoyant, expressive mirth his performance 
of the minute before. 

Finally, drying his eyes he began to 
speak. 

"We thought Plutonian Transport was 
responsible, , he chuclded weak1y. "We 
ran them out of business. Transported all 
their small �hareholders by the tens of 
thousands to a general meeting. Opened 
their vaults and clamped the Directors in 
jail on enough criminal charges to hang 
the lot." 

"Plutonian Council would have made a 
Civic Holiday if it hadn't been for your 
disappearance. "  

He paused, "I 'n1 sending someone up 
to relieve you. And before the Council 

• 

does it, I want to congratulate you, Han-
son. You did one of the finest jobs I've 
ever , 

He noticed Jack I-Ianson's enlbarrass
ment and broke off, s1niling. '�Qh yes�
And bring that Professor with you. I 
want to talk to him." 

ND SO six weeks later another hun
dred million guests of Terra's Fair 

could see for themselves that Terra's Fu
ture was fair. 

And in the Future, to a background of 
wild, carefree laughter and gay, feckless 
abandon a certain Martian Counsel . 

joined together for better or for worse 
Alice Wentworth and Jack Hanson. 

And of Phillips let jt be said, that he 
grumbled fiercely with long drawn face, 
and moaned to himself, and in his own 
melancholic manner enjoyed himself tre
mendously after the ceremony. 



I'ERSO�ALITY I'LUS 
I t  seemed that Dr. Butterworth's machine had 
failed in its purpose-until they found it had 
merely succeeded too well! 

A 
NEWSCASTER who thought he 
was pretty clever put on a tele
vision act recently, based on me 

and the way I helped Dr. Butterworth 
with his scientific experiment. What we 
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did went wrong ; I admit it .  But this news
caster treated it as though it were some
thing funny. I do assure you it wasn't. So 
I write this to make clear j ust what hap
pened. You woo read it very likely will 
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say that I got myself in for what happened 
to n1e, through my own greed. I guess 
that's right enough ; I admit, I did let 
Georgie who was the subject of our ex
periment bribe me with five hundred 
gold-dollars. That isn't so much, now that 
've have the plati nun1 standard ; but still 
it was a good deal to me. 

But just the satne, I insist that I felt 
I was helping with important scientific 
research work. As Dr .. Butterworth put it 
to me, our experin1ental development of 
Georgie's personality was a test case. If it 
had worked out properly, it could have 
been of imtnense benefit to all 1nankind. 
But unfortunately, as I have said, it didn't. 

J J E  thing began that sutnn1er afternoon 
when I met Georgie on the third ran1p. 

over Broad\\·ay where Forty-second Street 
crosses. I didn't know him then ; I'd never 
laid eyes on him before. As a matter of 
fact, nobody in the world knew the Georgie 
whom he was at that instant not even 
Georgie hin1self. I saw him standing at the 
edge of the pedestrian 'valk, gazing sort 
of blankly at a line of public little aircars 
as they landed and roJJed down the ramp. 
He was a slin1, extren1ely handsome fellow 
of maybe thirty. His wavy black hair, 
longish about the ears, had a little grey in 
it. His face had delicate, finely chiseled 
features, with eyelashes and a n1outh al
nlost gj dish. But it wasn't an effen1inate 
face. It was tnore n1asculinely poetic·
refined, cultured and sensitive. 

Not that I got all that out of tny first 
glance at Georgie. I didn 't. All I sa\v 
was this fellow standing as though he was 
dazed, or sick, or drunk. Anyway, I saw 
something was certainly the matter with 
hitn. So I grabbed him by the arm and 
asked hitn could I help. 

1 1  Oh thanks, " he said. His voice was 
soft, musical. It was a nice voice. He was 
trembling ; timid and frightened ; a man 
completely non-plussed. '� There's some
thing the matter with me, '' he said. 

" Somehow I can't seem to remember how 
I got here, or who I am. Is this New 
York City ? It looks like its pictures. "  

He wasn't nuts ; and it didn't take me 
long to figure out what the trouble was. 11 1 
sort of reme1nber, " he said, u I just grad
uated from Secondary School and I'm go
ing to college. Next September, that is .  
and if I don't flunk anything I'll graduate 
in 1992. That's four years from now. 
and " 

1 'This is 2000, " I said. " You seem to 
have slipped twelve years. , 

That really frightened him. He went 
pale ancl clutched me. 11 Take it easy," I 
said. 11 Your trouble is amnesia. I'll take 
you to Government Mental Hospital . 
They'll straighten you out. " 

I-Ie \vas vvell dressed, but there wasn't 
a thing in hj s pocket except a lone gold
dollar bill. I was about to grab us a sur
face taxi when a little n1an came bustling 
up to us. 

"Oh. there you are, Georgie, " he greet
ed. 1' My stars and planets, I'm glad I 
found you. \Vhat do you mean by climb
ing out the window like that ?" 

He was a rotund, fussy-looking little 
fellow with a cherubic rnoon-face. He was 
Dr. Ezra Butterworth, he told us. He bad 
been treating Georgie, he said, not ten 
minutes ago ; and the n1inute he'd turned 
his back, Georgie had gone through the 
window. 

u I 'tn your best friend, Georgie, "  he 
said. " Now if you'll just trust me " 

" I  guess T 'n1 in trouble, " Georgie ad
mitted. " I  can't seen1 to remember " 

" No, n1y stars, of course you can't. But 
that's all rig I tt. Just be calm." 

" What's n1y name ? "  Georgie detnand
ed timidly. 

"You're G·eorge Trent. But everybody 
always called. you Georgie, and " 

It seemed to register. Georgie bright
ened. 11That's right. I retnember " 

Little Dr. Butterworth reached up hast
ily and gripped him by the shoulders. 
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41Stop that, '' he said sharply. uNever 
mind trying to remembe r. That's just the 
point. That's just what I don't want. " 

" That I just finished Secondary 
School, " Georgie was saying dreamily. 
"But I can't remember the little town. 
I know I was eighteen last month, but u 

11 YoU:'re thirty, u Dr. Butterworth said. 
11Now don't get yourself all mixed up. I'll 
explain everything when. I get you home. " 

-

.L...oi.LJL, the upshot was that Dr. Butter
worth took him in a taxi, and he in· 

vited me to come along. It was only a few 
blocks a small hotel apartment on the 
third ramp floor. 

"I've got a confession to make, " little 
Dr. Butterworth announced, when he had 
given Georgie a nib of brandy. He gave 
me one too ; I guess he figured I

,
d need 

it by the time I'd heard what he had to 
say. "What's your narne, young man ?" 
he asked tne. 

ll Jack Rance, " I said. "I'm a tinned 
and synthetic food salesman. "  

"You look intel1igent. Now that you're 
in this, I have no doubt you'll be able to 
help us. We're all working for Georgi�'s 
welfare. " 

"Am I am I that bad ?" Georgie mur· 
mured. He was frighte11 ed again. 

Now I don't know how n1uch Georgie 
got out of what Dr. Butterworth explained 
in his first talk. Georgie was trembling 
with a sort of frightened, timidity. And he 
was still cotnpletely dazed, thoroughly 
mixed up by a twelve year bJankness in 
his memory. And even previous to that, 
everything seemed pretty hazy to him. I 
wasn't any of those things ; I was just 
stupefied. And I want to make clear right 
here and now, I'm no scientist. -1 don't 
know a thing about the n1ysteries of sci
ence, particularly \veird psychological stuff 
like this. I

,
n1 only reporting what Dr. 

Butterworth said, and what happened. 
It was Dr. Butterworth himself who 

had caused Georgie's amnesia. He had de-

liberately stricken Georgie with it, here 
in this hotel apartment only half an hour 
ago. He had done it, he assured us hast
ily, completely for Georgie's own good. 
Georgie was too dazed now to get angry ; 
and I couldn't think of anything to say, so 
I didn't say anything. Dr. Butterworth 
showed us his apparatus, which was in 
the adjoining rootn. 

It was partly dismantled now, but even 
if it hadn't been, it wouldn't have meant 
a thing to me. It was a complicated look
ing apparatus of dials and levers and 
wires, with a looped antenna connected to 
a sort of X-ray tnachine. There was a 
small metal chair, �ith wires 'hooked to its 
legs and a metal headpiece on top. It 
looked something like the old fashioned 
death chair at Sing Sing. 

uDid I sit in that ?" Georgie shud
dered. 

u r  tricked you/' Dr. Butterworth ad
mitted deprecatingly. "You had a head
ache, and I told you my invention would 
cure it. " 

Then he gave us quite a lecture on the 
scientific phenomenon of Time the psy
chological pseudo-aspect of Time, as it 
engraves itself on the human tnemory. I 
learned now that while the unrollment of 
real Time is unchangeable, Psychological 
Time isn't. A minute of violent activity 
impresses us as being very short ; a min
ute of apprehensive waiting is very long. 
As the real Time passes, with unvarying 
speed, it engraves our n1emory like a 
series of jerks, or dots and dashes. It is 
an electrical engraving a thing unstable .. 
Psychological changes in our body and 
brain affect it. 

I hope I n1ake the thing at least decently 
clear. Dr. l1utterworth, with all the en
thusiasm of an inventive scientist, ex
plained with warn1th and at considerable 
length. But to put it in a nutshell, he had 
discovered a curious electrical vibration 
�a _thing completely and tangibly physi
cal which, when applied to the hwnan 
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brain ce1ls, electr1cally deranged the elec
trical Tirne-field of the n1emory-scroll. A 
sort of short-circuiting, so to speak. In 
effect, the eight-year record of dots and 
dashes of Psychological Time in Georgie's 
mind were so compressed and distorted 
that now he could not use then1. Like tun
ing a radio vva ve, on]y those tnost recent 
eight years were affected. Beyond that, 
Georgie's memories were a little jarred 
as it were. but otherwise undatnaged. 

E CLOSED t he door on that grue
sotne apparatus, and went back i nto 

Butterworth's living room. " Look herei 
why did you do that to me ? "  Georgie 
"vanted to know 

(fFor your own good, Georgt e My 
stars, you'll realize that in a n1inute. And "' 
for the good of all 1nankind. Why, don't 
you realize, with a thing like this I can 
retnake hun1an lives ? I can control hun1an 
behavior rernake hun1an ity Correct er--
rors. Start human lives afresh. \Vhy " 

" Son1ething was seriously the n1atter 
with Georgie·s life , "  I suggested . 1 1  So you 
had to wipe it away " 

" And gi ve hin1 a fresh start. Exactly 
�o. You were wrecking your life, Georgie. 
Wrecking those who love you. I'm one of 
them, so that nothing could be tnore appro
priate than using you to test out my great 
invention. You 're a test case, for the 
benefit of al1 humanity. 1'hat's a trenlen
dous responsibility, Georgie. My Heavens. 
you must be sure and realize " 

" How was I wrecking my life ? ' �  Geor
gie demanded n1ildly. " I  can seem to re
metnber I was all right in school. "  

Well, it seemed that when Georgie 
went to college things started going wrong 
with hitn. Dr. Butter\vorth didn't go into 
details, he j ust told us the net result. 
Maybe because Georgie was a handsome 
fellow and really intelligent, somehow he 
got a swelled head about it. An over
developed ego. The dominance of a su
periority complex, rampant. In short, 

Georgie was an egottsttcal braggart. A 
conceited n1egalon1aniac. An insufferable, 
swaggering wind-bag. t\ nd a bu11y. He 
came out of co1 1 egf: \Vith everybody hating 
hitn. 

He got a job selling airplane part. But 
he couldn't hold it .  Not that or any other 
job. He not only told his boss how good 
he was, but how much better he was than 
the boss. What little money he could ever 
earn, unscrupulous girls took a'vay from 
hitn, just by the sin1ple process of helping 
him puff up his ego. And h e  had nearly 
killed himself half a dozen times, driving 
his \Vi nged roller on the theory that the 
other fellow is always wrong. 

Georgie just sat 3.nd stared now, as But· 
ter\\·orth handed h im all that in one gulp. 
You couldn't blame him for being shocked. 
•• I grew up to be like that ? "  he murmured. 
u Are you sure people didn't lie about 
rne ? "  

"They dtdn't, " B utterworth declared. 
· ' That's 'vhat you were like. I've known 
you ever since you got out of college. You 
were wrecking your life, Georgie. Not a 
chance for you to come to anything but 
disaster. But I don't blatne you. It wasn't 
your fault .  My stars, it j ust goes to prove 
my theories of human personality of 
human behaviour. You were all right 
when you left Secondary School. And 
then son1e little thing got your personality 
started on the wrong path. " 

Butterworth wa rmed up again to his 
science. " You see, " he told us, u personal
ity isn't son1ething inherent in the in
dividual. It is- developed, moulded by 
environn1eni, swayed by the chance winds 
of circumstance. Human behavior runs 
in grooves, standard patterns, differenti
ated only by slight details of individualism. 
The sins of circumstance make us this 
kind of a man, or that kind. A man is 
just a bundle of accidents. Why, a man's 
very existence is only the result of the 
accidental meeting of two humans. Your 
personality chanced to develop in truly 
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horrible fashion, Georgie. Heaven knows 
how your poor wife has had the courage 
to stand by you."  

EORGIE gulped. "I 've got a wife ? "  
uy ou have indeed. A very fine, 

brave little woman. She's my niece, so 

you see why I've wanted to start you 
fresh. She's here in the next room now, 
waiting to come to you. " 

Georgie just starec., and gulped, with his 
pale handsome face turning pink. ''Oh,

,
. 

he said. 
I can imagine it might make one feel 

peculiar, getting introduced to your wife 
like this. But I'll admit that the thing 
had gotten me enthused now. The ro
mance of it. The inestimable benefit to 
all humanity. Here was Georgie who had 
gone off on a wrong track for years, given 
a chance to go hack and try it over. Liv-

• • tng over agatn. 

I clapped him on the back. 1 1Go with 
it, old man,"· I said. "You'll make good, 
this time. You're lucky. " 

Well, so far as his little wife \vas con
cerned, I could see at once that he was 
lucky. She was a small, brown-haired girl 
of maybe twenty-five. Quite pretty ; and 
dove-like, with a sort of wistful timidity. 
She adored Georgie, that was evident. She 
flung him a quick, apprehensive glance, 
and then turned shyly, questioningly 
toward me. 

''This is Mr. Ranee Jack Rance, " Dr. 
Butterworth said. ' ' He's going to help 
us. ,  Then Butterworth took Georgie by 
the arm and drew him forward. " And 
this here is your wife, Georgie. " 

I guess she would have taken him into 
her anns, but Georgie just stood gulping. 
Then he let her kiss him. " What what's 
your name ? "  he stan1mered. 

Romance ? 111 say it was. They were 
a wonderful looking young couple. 

It was Dr. Butterworth's plan to have 
me drop in on Georgie and Dot every few 
days, see how things were coming along, 

and then. report ba�k to him. For him
self, he didn't want to see Georgie too 
much. Nobody knew them here in the 
city ; he had brought them here from the 
small town of Georgie's boyhood. He 
wanted to avoid having the past intrude 
upon Georgie ; wanted him to have a fair 
start in developing his new personality. 

But I didn't have any chance to do my 
part. The winds of circumstance which 
Butterworth talked about, got to work 
on me. My firm unexpectedly ·Sent me 
out through the southwest and to the 
Pacific Coast on an extended trip. It  was 
nearly eight months before I got back. 
I'd heard once or twice from Dr. Butter
worth, and he wrote that so far as he 
could see Georgie was coming along just 
fine. Georgie had been. a blank that day 
Butterworth struck hin1 with amnesia. A 
nonentity. A man with no personality at 
alJ. You couldn't say what kind of man he 
was he just wasn't any kind nothing 
but dazed confusion and blurred, aln1ost 
faded memories of his boyhood. And now 
his contact with life was developing him 

• 
agatn. 

It sounded very good indeed. 

DIDN'T get to see Dr. Butterworth 
the day I returned. And the next day 

I was back on my old route up in the 
Manhattan-west retail section ; and in the 
late afternoon I butnped into Georgie. 
There was an airplane parts store next 
door to the synthetic food shop I'd just 
visitedt and loud voices were floating out. 

" N ow listen mister, surely you've got 
the brains to understand what I'n1 talking 
about. " That was Georgie's voice. 

" But I can get them same aluminum 
brads half a cent a pound cheaper than 
what you're askin' me. For why should 
I change ?" 

" You don't seem to understand, " 
Georgie said. I could see him now, grace
fully lounging against the counter, block
ing off a couple of women customers who 
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wanted to buy sotnething. , .By using my 
line you'll make it possible for me to 
come here every week or t\vo. You don't 
want to keep on running a little dutnp 

• 

like this all your life, do you ? By having 
me here the advice I can give you about 
expansion what's half a cent a pound ? 
Nothing at all. What you need is 

. . 
'' V1SIOn-

l chased n1yself a\vay and loafed around 
at the nearby ratnp intersection. You can 
in1agine n1y heart sort of sank. Anyway, 
in about thi rty seconds Georgie came 
striding out. He looked angry ; his hand
some face was flushed. But when he saw 
me he smiled with genuine pleasure. 

"Oh hello, Jack, , he greeted. " Uncle 

Ezra said you'd be getting back pretty 
soon. How are you ?" 

" I'm fine, " I said. I didn't ask him 
how he was. Dr. Butterworth had cau
tioned n1e to avoid any mention of the 
past . I \Vas to act like a nonnal friend, 
j ust as thougl- nothing unusual had ever 
happened to Georgie . " Did you make that 
sale ? "  I asked casually. 

Georgie Ja�1ghed. " That old fossil 
doesn't know a brad from a transverse 
tnain-strut. I don 't think I 'll bother with 
hin1 any more. Selling to a little dump 
like that doesn't get you anything. I'm 
going after the big ones. Choke my line 
down their throat. '' 

" Good idea, " I agreed. Maybe it was, 
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for the airplane business ; I can't say as 
to that. But you can't choke ten or twenty 
cases of preserved Early June Peas at 
too high a price down any foodrnan's 
throat. He'll gag on it. 

uit's wonderful meshing into you like 
this, " Georgie was saying. " You're just 
in time I've got son1ething really impor
tant under way .. " 

" In the airplane business ?" 
44 0h, that. H eavens no ! This is some

thing really gc•· 'd . I '11 let you in on it. 
Maybe ya� can help me. Come on home 
-have dinner with n1e and the !ittle 
won1an. Then we'll get rid of her and I 
can tell you. " 

Uncle Ezra had gotten hin1 the air
plane job, he explained as we \Vent along. 
He'd studied the technicalities of the busi
ness pretty intensively for a few months 
-Uncle Ezra arranged with a firm. who 

� 

provided an old airplane parts salesman 
to teach him. 

"I sopped up all he knew, pretty quick, ': 
Georgie was saying. " That was easy, 
though I guess Uncle Ezra thought it was 
maybe because I was a airplane-parts 
salesman, in the old days before " He 
checked himself, and gave n1e his winning 
smile. "We'll omit that, .

, 
he added. "You 

know, I promised Uncle Ezra " 

" I  know,, I agreed. 

A TEYER vague apprehension I 
had over Georgie's new personality 

was more than confirmed by the mute look 
his little wife gave me ·Nhen Georgie en
thusiastically ushered rne in. It was a 
look of silent suffering, sort of edged with 
terror. 

" Oh I'm so glad you came, Mr. 
Rance, "  she said in het soft, timid little 
voice. " Georgie's often tnentioned you. " 

'' Sure have. ' '  Georgie agreed as he 
kissed her. " Come on now, juggle up the 
dinner and then Jack arid I have in1portant 
things to talk over. " 

Why should I go into the details of this 

brief sample I had of Georgie's home life 1 
You can certainly see that all was not 
well with Dr. Butterworth's theories. 
Georgie's little wife undoubtedly still 
adored him. But there was a secret terror 
eating at her. I could understand that·-

.. 
what Georgie had been before, and what 
he was heading into now. You couldn't 
miss it if he wasn't the same old Georgie, 
he was already pretty far on the way. To 
me, all Butterworth's theories for the 
remolding of mankind were threatened 
with going blooie. Of what use to re-start 
a man if he's goi ng to turn out the same 
way he did before ? 

" N ow Jack and I need to be alone, 
Georgie said, when we had finished the 
meal . " Good dinner. Dot. " 

When she had gone into the kitchen, 
Georgie closed the door on us, offered me 
an expensive Havana cylinder and threw 
himself into a chair with his feet cocked 
up on the table. � � Don't want the little 
woman in on this, '' he said with lowered 
voice. "What the femmes don't know can't 
hurt , em. Now g.e.t your wits on this, 
Jack. It's complicated, but once you grasp 
it, it's good.' '  

Well, I learned n1ore in the next ten 
minutes about Georgie as he was now 
than I could have gotten with weeks of 
casual observation. Uncle Ezra, he said, 
knew nothing of this and I had to promise 
fervent1y that I wouldn't tell hin1. Georgie� 
i t  seen1ed, had met an heiress ; and the 
heiress aln1ost immediately had gone de
mented about hin1. 

11That sounds bad," I said. 
" Nonsense," he grinned. " You know 

how won1en are. What in the hell to her 
I 'm George Follansbee, dashing young 
bachelor. She's got the romantic soul. 
But she's harmless, Jack. Got a figure like 
an ironing board and \vears thick-lensed 
spectacle glasses so what the hell. ' ' 

" How did you happen to n1eet her ?" I 
mutrnured. 

A couple of girls from a girl-body 
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show no-clothes artists had introduced 
Georgie to the heiress. I raised my eye
brows. 1'How did it come they knew the 
heiress ?" I demanded. 

That was sin1ple enough, though un-, 
usual. It seems this unattractive heiress 
with the romantic soul was yearning to 
go on the stage to realize herself, or 
something like that. So she wandered in
to this girl show by the stage door and 
wound up by getting turned over to 
Georgie. 

uNow here's where the good part comes 
in, " Georgie grinned. "'Get your mind on 
this, Jack. I've got it all worked out. You 
and I are going to abduct Miss Living
ston. Her adoring admirer that's me. 
And his friend that's you . ,  

"Abduct the heiress ? " 
"Sure. Tomorrow night. I've made 

every arrangement. We carry her off 
at the point of a Banning heat-gun. I 'm 
frantic with love of her, see ? Then the 

• 

S.S. rnen chase us, rescue her but we 
escape. Grand newscasting publicity for 
her, so she'll get a stage job. She cer
tainly ought to. A blue-blood heiress in 
a girl-body show, preceded by publicity 
like that. " 

"And she's agreed to this, Georgie ? "
, 

"Of course she • s agreed to it. She • s 
frantic over the scheme. To tell you the 
truth, Jack, she's not so very heavy men
tally. " 

COULD see how that tnight be. " Now 
listen, Jack,

,
. he added, "here's how 

you and I work it. Tomorrow night we " 

" Not me, " I said. u No sir. You don'� 
get me into anything like that . "  

"Don't be an nill-wit, " he retorted. He 
seemed to feel sorry for n1e that I didn't 
understand. " How can anything go 
wrong· with n1e engineering it ? I've got 
a friend on the Shadow Squad. I spent 
an hour drununing into his head just 
what he's got to do. "  

Well, Georgie finally talked me into . it. 

I haven't the scienti
.
fic knowledge to de

scribe technically the kind of personality 
Georgie had deve.loped since the amnesia 
started him back over again. You didn't 
like hirn, and then again you did, sort of 
in spite of yourse:f. Personality plus, I'd 
call it. Anyway, the clincher he used on 
me I admit it  -was that he suddenly 
shoved five hundred gold-dollars into my 
hand. 

11The heiress ga ve it to me. " he grinned. 
"Expense n1oney A thousand gold-dol
lars. I told her they should have been plati
num, but what the hell. I bought Dot an 
animal coat with the other half. Go on, 
take it. \Vhat the hell " 

Please believe n1e, he had a lot of good 
arguments as to why I should take it. 
To a synthetic-fo.)d salesman, a sudden 
five hundred can con1e in n1ighty handy. 
And anyway, didn't I have to stick close 
to Georgie and see this scientific experi
ment through to its finish ? I had prom
ised Dr. Butterwo1 th i would. ,I realized 
the bigness of the thing- the welfare of 
all n1ankind depet� ding qn it ; depending. 
to some extent, upon me. 

I went straight from Georgte to Dr. 
Butterworth that evening. I was bound 
by steel -clad pron1ises to Georgie. I 
couldn't say much. " I 've just con1e from 
seeing hin1, '' I said. I told him n1y gen
eral in1p ressions. . ,  Seems to me, " I said, 
' 'now I may be wrong, doctor, but it 
seems to me he's slipping back into the 
same old groove. You said human �
havior runs in grooves, retnember ? It's 
cut to standard patterns, differentiated 
only · by slight details of individualism. 
Remen1ber ? Now I won't pretend to be 
certain, " I said cautiously, "but the way 
you described Georgie as he was before 
. somehow it kept coming up to n1e when 
I was with him tonight. '"fhere's danger 
heTe, Dr. Butterworth. "  

A scientist can be very optin1istic. They 
cling to their theories sometimes in spite 
of all hell. I could see that Butterworth 
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might be secretly worried, but his cherubic 
face only bore a faint tolerant smile . 

u �iy stars, I guess you exaggerate, 
Jack. A scientist never should do that. 
With a given set of postulates, he should 
be very careful how � e interprets the 
resulting facts which are presented to 
him." 

Exaggerate ? I hadn't told him one 
percent ! 

�You're taking now the opposite school 
of thought on the nature of n1an' s per
sonality, " he told n1e. 

u Opposite from yours ?" I said. ,. I 
didn't know there was any opposite school 
of thought. "  

"Indeed there is, Jack. It contends that 
personality is not develo�ed by the chance 
winds of circumstance but is inherent to 
the individual . A thing developed only 
by time, the inevitable maturing growth 
of latent character-enzymes, formed dur
ing the growth of the en1bryo. A biologi
cal thing protoplasmic unchangeable 
pre-natal factors, leading always to a re ... 
suit inevitable. In o1 her words, " Dr. 
Butterworth said, 11it contends that per
sonality is  an historical fruit, the result 
of a man's lineage. " 

To me, that seen1ed very neatly put 
indeed. Butterworth was warmly assur
ing me that the proponents of this school 
of thought were all wrong. But I certainly 
didn't think so tonight. Not with rnen1ory 
of Georgie. I didn't say so to Butter
worth. The thing vras too tragic. If 

Georgie as a test case should turn out 
irrevocably the same old Georgie, it made 
Dr. Butterworth's amnesia n1achine of 
completely no benefit to mankind just a 
lot of wites, dials and levers ready for 
the junk-pile. 

OU can imagine that my heart was 
pretty heavy when I left Dr. Butter

worth that night. And all that next day 
I was queerly apprehensive ; not even the 
five hundred, which I had banked, could 

cheer me. But Georgie, when we met 
and fle,v out to the Ia vish suburban home 
of the heiress, was chipper and cocksure 
of himself. I t  was now nearly midnight 
· one of those black. apprehensive, omi
nous nights. 

" I've got every detail arranged,'' 
Georgie assured me. " My friend the 
Shadow-Squad man audiphoned me a 
while ago. Why he'd choose this par
ticular night to get himself fogged with 
alcoholite I can't imagine. But he has. 
So he audical1s like a damfool to tell n1e 
he isn't feeJing very well so he's put two 
other S.S. snoopers friends of his on 
the job. Says he gave them full instruc
tions. That shouldn't've been too much 
strain on his mental i ty. " Georgie chuckled. 
u i worked an hour getting the thing 
through that fool snooper's head. ' '  

That should have warned me. As a mat
ter of fact, it did. But what could I do ? 
Georgie beat down everything I tried to 
say, t,ossed it off as unworthy of his con
sideration. And I had to stand by him ; I • 
couldn't very well run out on hitn now, 
not with that five hundred in  the bank. 

The heiress' hon1e was dark and silent. 
We came vertically down into the garden. 

Georgie had verified that there wouldn't 
be any dogs, and there apparently weren't. 
Miss Livingston had a din1 light in her 
second floor bedroont, where I could pic
ture her sitting on the bed , aJI a-twitter 
to be abducted. 

" Come on, we'll get the ladder," Geor
gie \\'hispered, when we had parked our 
lightless wing-roller under the trees at 
the end of the clrive\vay. 

The ladder was behind a line of box 
hedge, where Georgie had hidden it. 
t• Here's where you rotne in," he chuckled. 
14You hold the bottom of the ladder steady 
while I climb up. Watch yourself now, 
Jack. Don't let it wobble. Grasp the 
idea ?" 

" I  do, " I agreed. Georgie went up 
that ladder like a climbing monkey, and 
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pretty soon he appreared with the heir
ess. My heart was in my throat that one 
of them, or both, would fall ; but they 
didn't. And when Georgie had her on the 
ground, we ran triumphantly for the car . 

..,Come on now, jump in, you two. I'll 
drive," Georgie whispered. "Make it 
swift. "  

"'Oh Mr. Togglethorp, isn't Georgie 
just wonderful," the heiress murmured 
to me. The three of us jammed into the 
seat. She was flustered. She snuggled 
up against me, and then she realized her 
error and snuggled up against Georgie. 
He put his arm around her. That made 
my heart sink ; I'm not exactly a coward, 
but I don't like one-anned drivers. 

We started at a pretty good clip, roll
ing along the dark ground-road. Georgie 
said he had agreed \Vith the S.S. Man 
that we wouldn't take to the air. We'd 
just pretend that our wing-unfolding 
1nechanisn1 had gotten stuck. Georgie 
started right off, rolling fast ; and. he 
wasn't using any headlights. 

" Might be a good idea just to use the 
polarized dimmers ? ' '  I suggested. 

"Just what I was going to do, " Georgie 
agreed. He switched them on. "Want the 
S.S. 1nen to see us coming, though they 
won't be able to identify us 'till we get 
pretty well past 'em. I'd have arranged 
a signal, but that fool friend of mine is so 
dumb he'd have forgotten it anyway. " 

The heiress was adjusting her spectacle
glasses so she could see the dim swaying 
road as we plunged along it. " Isn't Geor
gie just wonderful, "  she murmured. uHe 
thinks of everything. " 

'fhe S.S.  snoopers were to be at a ramp 
intersection about two miles ahead. We 
speeded up as we approached it ; and I 
had a glimpse of their dark wing-roller 
off to one side. What those Government 
snoopers were supposed to do, Georgie 
had never bothered to tell me in complete 
detail . It isn't important anyway. What 
they did actually do is all that counts. We 

hit the intersection ramp at maybe sev
enty miles an hour. When we came abreast 
of them, they hc:.d a chance to recognize 
us, and quite obviously they did. The 
darkness was split by silent stabs of violent 
heat-bolts. The heiress screamed slightly 
and clutched at Georgie's driving arm. 
Those shots weren't just for show. They 
were aimed at our roller-tires, though for
tunately they only seemed to have hit the 
steel car-body with a shower of sparks. 

"What in the hell , " Georgie mutttered. 
�� No reason to be. so damned realistic. " 

We were doing about eighty by now ; 
and when a bolt splashed with red, yellow 
and green sparks on our rear glassite bulls
eye pane, Georgie couldn't help but reach 
the conclusion that something was radical
ly wrong. It was indeed. You've guessed 
it ; nobody would have to be a profes
sional crime-deducer to figure that the 
S.S. man who'd gotten himself befuddled 
with alcoholite had neglected to tell his 
friends the one vital detail that this ab
duction was a fake. These snoopers chas
ing us now were out to get a medal from 
the S.S.  Chief, and they were going at it 
with vim and enthusiasm. 

HEN Georgi{: decided that it was time 
to take to the air. I tried to stop it. 

I did my best to hiss at him that the air 
• 

in any kind of a fight is more dangerous 
than the ground . But you couldn't tell 
Georgie anything. He pressed the button 
to slide out our little folded wings. We 
took to the air all right ; but whether 
those heat bolts had damaged our wing 
mechanism or not, I don't know. I don't 
really care, either. It is results that count. 
Our V\•ings only came half out ; just enough 
to lift us to an altitude of rna ybe ten feet, 
and drop us do,vn again. We kept on 
doing that at intervals, because the wings 
got half out and w ouldn't seem to fold back 

• 

agatn. 
Now I have no doubt that the big S.S. 

car behind us had more power than our 
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little one seater and thus, on paper, theo
retical1y more speed. And us going up 
and do,vn into the air like a wounded in
sect, was aJso a handicap to us. But this 
road wasn't any too good ; it was rutty 
from recent heavy rains ; and it wound 
up and down hill and around dark sharp 
curves. The intrinsic speed of that S.S. 
car was nu11ified by tht· recklessness of 
Georgie's driving. \Ve \Vent like a one
winged dragonfly that had gone crazy 
with fright. 

And in a mile or tvv·o we had pulled 
()ttite a bit ahead. 

" Silly fools. " C':reorgie was muttering. 
"How can I Jet 'en1 rescue Miss Living
ston when they shoot heat-bolts at me ?" 

Obviously he couldn 't. 1 \Vasn 't inter
ested in that no\v ; all I wanted to do was 
stay approximately on the road and make 
a get-away. And then, without any warn
ing, a car con1ing at us from the opposite 
direction hove around a curve close ahead. 
It was the first car we'd passed on this 
lonely road. I haven't n1entioned that it 
was a narrow road. It was. 

I didn't dare say anything to caution 
Georgie ; that might hav·e di stracted him. 
I could only sit and pray. 

"Crazy idiot, " Georgie muttered. "Why 
doesn't he give me room ? Or take to the 
air. Can't he realize I 'm in a hurry ?" 

So far as I could see in all that chaos, 
the oncoming driver did his best. But it 
wasn't quite good enouf:h. We were ac
celerating. Georgie was one of those driv
ers you've probably n1et some· who 
steps on the gas when the brake would 
be much better, on the theory that when 
trouble looms ahead, the sooner you get 
past it ,  the better. We almost got past 
or over that car ; we just tipped its roof 
with our Tear n1udguard. All I can remem
ber is that Georgie was fervently cursing 
the driver of the other car as we flipped 
off the road, miraculously staying right 
side up for quite a ways into the woods 
until we whanged into a tree. 

THOUGHT I was knocked uncon
scious, but I wasn't, quite . The heiress 

was screaming, which was a goorl sign, 
and Georgie was still cursing the other 
driver. How we got out of that wrecked 
car I don't know. Everywhere we moved 
there seemed to be twisted tnetal and 
broken glass. When we got out, I found 
that tny head was cut and my. Jeft arm 
didn't seem to work. Georgie and the 
heiress were al1 right, except that her 
glasses were back in the wreck. From out 
by the tree I took a lool< at the road. The 
car we'd hit had stayed on it, but was 
now slued crosswise. The S.S.  car was 
approaching� coming to a stop. 

" You lie here, " Georgie hissed at the 
heiress. u Pretend you 're nearly killed so 
they'H attend to you instead of chasing 
us. ' '  He chuckled. uEverything worked 
out fine, didn't it ?" He stooped and kissed 
her goodbye. " Snap steady, Kid you'll 
be a no-clothes artist yet. Wait and see 
the publicity you get out of this. " 

He and I decamped into the woods. My 
cracked head was oozing blood down the 
back of n1y neck, and some of it was com
ing off my forehead into my eyes. And 

, 

my left arm hurt pretty badly. It was 
hard, pJunging at full speed through the 
underbrush in that black patch of woods. 
Georgie had to keep waiting for me. 

"Con1e on. for Jieaven•s sake, Jack, " 
he  urged. How Vv .. e finaJ ly got separated, I 
don�t know Georgie was doing his best 
"'ith me ; but for a while a snooper seemed 
to be chasing us, and with bolts stabbing 
around it \vas hard to stay together. When 
the snooper finally gave up the chase, I 
found myself alone. I didn't dare shout 
to locate Georgie I just had to escape 

. 

the best way I could, without him. 
It was the next evening before I dared 

take a chance of going out from where 
I'd been hiding in my room. I went to 
see Butterworth. I'd patched up my head 
myself ; too dangerous to call a doctor. 
The news, I found, was pretty full of our 
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heiress. She was evidently sticking to 
her guns. Two fellows named Follansbee 
and Togglethorp had abducted her, and 
that was that. I could only hope she 
hadn't given too careful a description of 
us. 

I sneaked in to Butterworth, pulled 
down his shades, locked his doors and 
n1ade a clean breast of everything. He 
was very grave. 

He listened silently. 
''W ell tny stars, " he said that at last. "I 

couldn't imagine what this radiogram 
meant. " 

He had received a 'gram collect from 
Georgie about an hour ago. "Read it," 
he urged. 

I read it. 

DEAR UNCLE EZRA SEMICOLON 
AM ON PLANE 1-IEADED WEST 
STOP HOW IS JACK QUESTION 
:l\1:ARK THE LITTLE WOMAN SENDS 
LOVE BUT SAYS TELL YOU SHE 
IS WORRIED ABOUT ME STOP 
THAT IS SILLY BECAUSE I AM ALL 
RIGHT STOP DO NOT WORRY I 
HAVE GOOD IDEAS BUT MAY 
NEED A THOUSAND TO TIDE ME 
OVER STOP WILL LET YOU KNOW 
LOVE 

GEORGIE 

I handed it silently back. What could 
I say ? Dr. Butterworth was sighing 
gravely. 

"Too bad, " he murtnured. 
uy es, " I agreed. "'That other school of 

thought must be right, doctor. This is the 
same old Georgie, isn't it ? His inherent 
personality certainly came out again, 
didn't it ?"  

R son1e unfathomable reason that 
seemed to annoy Butterworth. ·"Not 

at all, " he declared sharply. uy ou see, 
Jack, I couldn't let you and Georgie know 
the real truth. Before I struck hin1 with 
amnesia, he wasn•t an egotistical brag
gart. Quite the reverse. " 

I listened, numbed. Georgie I learned 

now, in reality had alw� us been a shy, 
timid, poetic fellow. And when he got to 
college he got wors(�. 

A bad case of overdeveloped inferiority 
c�mplex, rampant. 

"The other boys called him a sissy, " 
Butterworth was saying. "He wasn't 
that, he was just shy. And then, by the 
time they got through pounding the idea 
into him, he was afraid of his own shadow. 
Why my goodness, he got so he couldn't 
drive a wing-roller, he was too afraid h�'d 
hurt somebody. When he married my 
niece, I got hhu a job but he couldn't hold 
it. You can't get anywhere in business be
ing a wonn. And he was just miserable 
over it. " • 

I could only stare, completely numbed. 
"Don't you see ?" little Butterworth said. 
" I  worked the pow·er of suggestion on 
him. I thought, if he believed he had been 
a reckless, bragging egotist, that the pow
er of instinctive suggestive thought would 
make hin1 strike about a normal person
ality level. ' '  

I began to see. 
The power of sug·gestion. It had cer

tainly worked. It worked too damn well. 
And suddenly now Dr. Butterworth was 
sitting up and beaming at tne. "' Why Jack, 
all I need now is so1ne n1ethod of con
trolling the po\ver of suggestion. Applying 
it, pro and con, in the right proportions 
to suit the individual need. My goodness, 
I've got son1ething there. Why that, in 
conjunction with my amnesia machine
think what it'll mean. in the remolding of 
human personalities which have gone 
astray. W e'U have to find another sub
ject, Jack. We'll work things still more 
scientifically, next t1n1e. " 

I didn't say so, but with my broken 
head and the Shado,.v-Squad looking for 
me, I'd had enough. I 'm not a scientist. 
I don't want to do any more toying with 
weird stuff like that. 

I'm not fitted for it. 

1HB RND 



land Ba rtlett's repetition of an ancient experiment hurled him out of 
his own world, into a new and different one though not quite as 

different as he thought. 

NOW-BLANKETEJ), the rooftop 
of twenty-third century New York 
glistened in the December moon

light, its continuous surface as scintillant 
as the placid Hudson, along \Vhich the 
hundred-level hulwark spra,�·led its twenty 
tnile length. Underneath the great roof 
with its crystal don1es, landing stages and 
penthouses, murmured the throhhing life 
of the greatest of the eleven City-States 
of United North America. 

Housing fifty n1iilion humans, it was 
the western world's center of science, art, 
literature, industry and indolence. lts 
people comprised a polyglot mixture of 
types ranging from the purple-clad pluto
crats of the top levels, through the mid
level workers in gray, to the sketchily cJad, 
skulking parasites of the lowest levels. 
This was New York, a ?Ot s1ntn1ering, 
bubbling merrily at titnes, bt1t occasion
ally boiling suddenly to a point where its 
mixture was in danger of spilling over. 
Symbol of a jaded civilization. 

Rand Bartlett 'vas thinking solemnly of 
these things as he looked out over the riv
er toward the forbidding outlines of the 
Palisades, the rim of the \vastelands. l-Ie 
had forgotten the existence of the girl 
standing beside hin1 at the parapet. 

"Rand ! "  she exclain1ed at length, petu

lantly. "Are you going to con1e dO\Jin out 
of this ghastly cold nigh·� and go with 
me ?" 

"Cold ? " Astonished, con1ing slow Jy out 
of his reverie, Bartlett looked do\vn at the 
huddled-up little figure at his side. uwhy, 
this is a wonderful night out wonder
ful. " 
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"Out ! Always out. Nobody else goes 
on the rooftop. Why must you always be 
different ? Besides we're due at the recep
tion in an hour. , 

"Reception ? What reception ?"-
blankly. 

" Rand Bartlett, do you mean to te11 n1e 
you haven't looked at your engagement 
book ? You don't know we're going to the 
Orn1sley' s ball ? " 

11 Engagement hook ! I never look at 
•t " 1 . 

"Your secretary does. " 
"The fan1ily secretary, you mean." 
The girl's voice took on something of 

the crisp chill of the clear winter night. 
" You're not coming with me, then ?" 

"Listen, Rhoda ; you know how I hate 
those affairs. Besides, 1 •m working on 
something I want to finish tonight. " 

Rhoda Waring's perfect oval of a face 
was white and set in the moonlight. 
"That's final ?" she asked ominously. 

4 10£ course. I'm sorry if " 
'' Sorry ! ' '  scornfully. ' 1Then every

thing's over between us, Rand." 
"Over ? Was there anything between 

us ?" 
110h, you :JOU you're everything my 

friends tell me a.nd worse. Our families 
arranged years ago for our marriage, and 
you know it. Well, it's off now. I 'll nev
er, never marry a a killjoy, a savage. 
You're a thro,vback, just like they said. 
And I'm through., 

Energetically, the girl stalked off to
ward the nearest lift shaft, her spiked 
heels crunching a swift tattoo on the snow 
as she fled. -
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Young BartJett watched her go without 
emotion. When her heavily cloaked fig
ure had vanished from view, he shrugged 
and moved away from the parapet in 
loose-jointed, leisurely fashion. An ironic 
smile briefly twisted the tall young man's 
lips. 

UPPOSEDL Y a superior product of 
the advanced upper-level culture of 

the day, young Bartlett was looked upon 
by his fan1ily and OlOSt of htS would-be 
highbrow associates as an atavism. He 
sedulously avoided the perpetual round of 
indolent gayety indu1ged in by his socially 
pron1inent mother and sisters. Had he 
attended but a fifth of the functions and a 
tenth of the resorts they prescribed, he 
might well have been the lion of the past 
several seasons. But he was a noted de
cliner of invitations and so forgetful of 
engagements forced upon him or made for 
him by others that society was beg;inning 
to look upon him with mistrust and dis
favor. All of which \.vas highly gratifying 
to him· ; Rand Bartlett had other ideas and 
ambitions. 

Though a young giant in stature and 
of robust health, he was an egregious stu
dent. He had a passion for ancient history 
and for experimentation in the rudiments 
of science, especially the science of an old
er day. Although he lived in a world of 
utter dependence upon scientific advance, 
a world that could only survive through 
its discoveries and nse of aton1ic power, 
transmutation of elen1ents and synthesiza
tion of foods and other necessities of life, 
he liked to delve into the fundamentals of 
the sciences which had brought about 
these things rather than to attempt dis
coveries or further improvements of his 
own. It did not occur to him that his 
very heedlessness of the possibilities might 
well lead to something of stupendous im
portance. Luckily, his inheritance was 

. 

such that he was able· to indulge his uou-
sual passion. 

He went now to his odd but completely 
equipped penthouse laboratory, only a 
short distance from where he had stood 
with Rhoda. He proceeded at once to a 

cyc1otron of the vintage of the middle 
twentieth century, a museum piece really. 
Bartlett derived much satisfaction from 
duplicating the elemental investigations 
originally made possible by this most in
teresting machine. He never tired of 
them. 

Tonight he was trying one of the earli
est atom-sn1ashing experiments. The 
records he had of it were incomplete, but 
he thought he had the thing worked out 
correctly. He had already made up the 

� 

mixture of uranium oxide and nitrogen 
iodide. Though not quite clear as to the 
proportions used in the early experiment, 
he was sure this was not important. Any 
untoward result could easily be controlled 
and quenched out as he had done in nu
merous other tests. 

He set his mixture in place at the tar
get focus of the cyclotron and went to the 
control panel, where he switched on the 
power. The hum of its enormous energy 
answered. He knew that within the pow
erful magnetic field in the vacuun1 chanl
ber atomic particles were whirling with 
ever-increasing speed and would quickly 
start the neutron bombardn1ent. There 
should follow the-· progressive explosions 
of uranium atoms and the resultant de
tonation of released nitrogen. 

The result was not as anticipated. True, 
there was a detonation, a sharp one at 
first, then a brilliant blue-white radiation 
from the target of the apparatus. A sec
ond detonation shook the floor. Hastily, 
Bartlett switched off his power. He must 
have erred in making up the mixture. 
Something besides the uranium oxide and 
nitrogen iodide must be involved. But he 
had no time now to consider these pos
sibilities. He had nmde a ntistake, that 
was all. 

The laboratory was thrummi�g to a 
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note of intense energy that came from a 

n1achine whose po\ver was shut off. And 
the blinding l ight grew in brilliance. It 
was cold, that light. Ghastly, blue-\vhite 
like no light Bartlett had ever seen . He 
dived into a drawer for dark glasses. 

And then he saw it a ball of scintil
lating matter, or  pure energy, or what
ever it was, drifting out fron1 the cyclo
tron. The tcn1perature in the laboratory 
was lowering perceptibly. And every ob
ject near which the weird ball of gelid 
light drifted seetned to evaporate and be 
dra \vn into the 1 1 1ass, increasing its size 
rapidly as it  floated i n  tnidair. 

Bartlett again switched the current into 
the coils of the powerful magnet of the 
cyclotron . Perhaps the eerie fireball '"'ould 

'vould be dra\vn in  \\' here i t  cou ld do no 
J 1arn1. l-Ie had seen a pair of pliers torn 
through a \Vorktnan's clothes to that nlag
net, ripping out the strongest of pocket 
tnaterial. But this uncanny thing- of cold 
light flung �\v iftly av;ay front the 1naguetic 
fi.eld. It was negat ive tnatter or energy, 
the reverse in behavior of any kno\vn 
physical phcnotnenon. Gravity-de fying, 
repellent n1agnetical ly . It \vas cotning 
speedily to\vard the control panel. 

()ne of the huge cables dissolved in a 
�\virl of pyrotechni cs that was absorbed 
into the rapacious n1aw of the dri fting in
credibi 1i ty. The thing was now a foot in 
dian1eter. Bartlett shivered with numbing 
co1d as he raised a steel bar from beside 

' 

the control cabinet and flung it with all his 
n1ight at the approaching, all-devouring 
creation of his error. 

Crash ! The universe was rent asunder 
with such a burst of light and ear-split
ting sound and utter frigidity as no n1an 
could bear. 

Abruptly, the exp·�rimenter knew no 
n1ore. 

HEN consciousness returned it came 
as suddenly as it had left hiln.. Bart

lett experienced no pain or discotnfort of 
any kind . He was alive and well, normal. 
But there \vas no wrecked cyclotron, no 
Jaboratory, no snow-(:overed rooftop, no 
1noon or stars overhead. And still he was 
in the open, standing on a carpetlike sur
face in soft , sweetly scented night air. 

1""he ripp li ng \Vaters c•f a lake \vere at his 
feet. Across the body of water, aln1ost on 
a level \vith his eyes, there were a myriad 
ordered ro\vs of t\vinkling lights. He saw 
his shado\v faintly on the ripples before 
him ; there \vas Jight at his back. He 
\vheeled about. 

H e  faced a scene {ronl one of the old 
t\vent ieth century history reels. A broad, 

stnooth]y paved aven.ue, flanked by tall 
leafy gro\vth s such as they had called trees 
in those ancient day� . Beyond the trees 
'vere rows of li ghts along a second pave
tnent fron1 \vhich branch pavements led to 
steps that 'vere attached to separate dwell
ing p1aces. Houses, they had called these. 

• '' 

(Yea, 1 Did Actually aad Literally) 
aDd, as a result of that little talk with God some ten 
�ear a ago, a strange new Power came in to my life. After 
-48 years of horrible, sickening, dismal failure, this 
strange Power brought to me a sense of overwhelming 
victory. and I have been overcoming every undesirable 
condition of m:v life ever since. What a change It was. 
Now-1 have credit at more than one bank, I own a beau· 
tiful home, drive a lovely car. own a newspaper and a 
large office building, and my wife and family are ampi:J 
provided lor after I leave for shores unknown. In addi
tion to t.bese material benefits, I have a sweet peace In m;v 
life. I am happy aa happy can be. No circumstance ever 
upsets me. for I have learned how to draw upgn the 

invisible God-Law, under an:v and aU elrcumsta.ncea. 
You, too, ma:v find and uE-e the same staggering Power 

of the God-Law that I use. It can bring to you, too, 
whatever things are right and proper for :rou to have. 
Do you believe this ? It won "t cost much to find out-just 
a penny post-card or a Jetter, addressed to Dr. Frank B. 
Robinson, Dept. 11,  Mosco""• Idaho. will bring you the 
story of the most fascinatin�= success of the century. And 
the same Power I use is ht!re for your use. too. I'll be 
glad to tell you about it. All information about this expe
rience will be sent you free, of eourse. The addreaa aaain 
-Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Dept. 11, Mqacow, Jdabo, 
Advt. Copyright 1989 Frank B. Robinson. 
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Hon1es ! 
It was a far cry fro·m the cubicles of the 

upper levels of N e,,., York, from the 
speedy lifts and moving cat\rvalks and 
angling belt conveyors. Here there \vas 
peace and quiet. Before hitn vvere hon1es, 
homes with squares of cozily lighted trans
parency that faced hitn welcotningly. Each 
house had a broad railed-in platfortn sur
rounding its front and one side. The 
sound of nlJlltitudinous night insect life 
was wafted on the aron1atic breeze. 

Bartlett felt as if he had awakened from 
one dream into another. In the light of 
the street lamps he looked do,vn and sa\v 
with a start of an1azement that he was 
attired in strange clothing. Instead of his 
usual purple doublet, shorts and sandals, 
he wore an outlandish two-piece garb of 
coarse, neutral-hued n1aterial. Long cylin
ders of the stuff, pressed to a knife-edge 
in front, encased his lower limbs. A loose 
jacket, with sleeves, covered his upper 
portion. Beneath this there was a soft 
white shirt v:ith a cotnfortable open neck. 
On his feet were heavy-soled shoes that 
covered them entirely. 

It catne to him no\\· that his experin1ent 
which had gone wrong son1eho'v had 
served to hurl him back sotne three hun
dred years in time. .He was in a suburb 
of one of the twentieth century cities. And 
a distinctly high cla�s suburb. Only re
cently he had seen and listened to one of 
the old videovocal reels of life during this 
period. But how had his experin1ent ac
complished what scientists for centuries 
had despaired of travel in tin1e ? And 
ho\v was it that his own clothing had been 
replaced by the bulky and impractical gar
ments of this early age ? 

While contetnplating the bizarre pos
sibilities, he was dazzled by a double beatn 
of light that s\\t·ept around a nearby cor
ner and focussed do\vn the avenue before 
him. He saw that 1he twin lights \vere 
mounted on a four-wheeled vehicle that 
rolled no_iselessly to the front of the hoijse 

di rectly across frotn him and came to a 
stop. It was what had been cal1ed an auto
tnobile in the days to \vhich he had been 
so tnysteriously transported. 

GIRL was getting out of the vehicfe, 
a girl in a flowing garn1ent that fitted 

her slender figure only about the \vaist 
and breasts, its skirted portion rather 
vohuuinous and extending belo\v the 
knees. The girl wore a sn1alt pert head 
covering that shado\ved her features from 
the glare of the street latnps, but Bartlett 
sa\v that her face \vas turued his \vay as 
she stepped to the paven1ent. 

u \Vhy, Rand ! " she called out, and ran 
to \vhere he stood. 

" You you know n1y natne ?" he asked 
\vonderingly. 

"Of course. Don't be silly, Rand. ' '  
The girl hooked a smooth white arn1 
through his and looked up into his face 
laughingly. She was breath-taking in a 
fresh beauty the like of which Bartlett had 
never seen. Her nearness, the faint breath 
of her perfume, were intoxicating. "You 
n1ust con1e in, " she continued naturally. 
" You'll catch cold. " 

Sotuething n1ighty queer here. Bart
lett felt like pinching hitnself to n1ake sure 
he was awake. She thought she kne\\" 
him, this swell girl. Was he a reincarna
tion of someone living in the period ? Or 
\\-·as this son1ething psychic ? \Vas his 
corning expected ? Or was he just screwy ? 

Nothing loath, he squeezed the arm and 
found it soft and warm ; he followed will
ingly as the girl dragged him up the steps 
and across the porch to the door. The 
auton1obile was being driven away by the 
n1an Rand had seen at the wheel and who 
had not gotten out. 

The girl inserted a metal object into a 
slot of the door and it clicked open ; it was 
not voice-operated like the doors to which 
he �ras accustomed. But it worked, and it 
opened into the coziest, most hotney series 
of rooms that Bartlett had ever seen. 
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They were strange and new to him, yet 
son1ehow dimly familiar. A stair was on 
his right ; this too was somehow familiar. 
Down the stair drifted a fen1inine voice, 
gentle and smooth caressing, almost 

11ls that you, Betty ?" it called. 
'1Yes, Mother,

,, 
the girl replied. "And 

Rand's with me.·" 
"Oh, I wondered where he was," the 

voice came back. " I  haven't seen him for 
more than an hour. Are you all right, 
Rand ?" 

Bartlett gulped. "Y -yes. All right. " 
These people cared sotnething about him. 
More than ever mystified, he knew he 
would have to play up to whatever this 
was he had stumbled into. 

The girl had removed her hat and was 
arranging the soft waves of her golden 
hair before a mirror. Laughing, rosy
cheeked reflection, girl herself ; both were 
beautiful. Her name was Betty ! Uncon
sciously, Bartlett rolled the syllables over 
his tongue. He must have done it aloud. 
for the girl turned her great eyes on him 

• 

questioningly. \Vhat she saw in his gaze 
caused her flush to deepen. 

11What is it, Rand ?" she asked softly. 
That cotnp1eted his captivation. 
"I I'd just like to sit somewhere with 

you and talk,,  he said. 
She ·came very close now and grasped 

the lapels of his jacket, looking up into his 
eyes searchingly. An ahnost irresistible 
impulse to kiss those upturned red lips 
can1e to Rand Bartlett, who rarely before 
had been seized with such an impulse. 
Certainly Betty was different from the 
calculating, pleasure-mad girls of his own 
sphere. 

Something flamed in her blue eyes as 
they regarded him. 11Why, Rand !" she 
exclaimed delightedly. " You've changed. 
I I believe you're yourself again. You 
bet we'll talk. Come on. " 

Gaily she Jed him by the· hand. Down 
the ha11, a turn to the right, through a 
door and. out on the side porch. All of 

which was, strangely, familiar to Bartlett. 
l-Ie was more and more puzzled. 

,HEY were seated then in a wide seat 
that depended from chains: This, too, 

was in Bartlett's metnory as a thing he 
had done before. But son1ething inex
plicable still held him back ; he would have 
to be very careful what he said. He had 
sat there before at B'etty's side ; this was 
not the first time he had thrilled to her 
nearness. But when ? How ? 

"Betty, " he asked, holding the soft 
hand which, rniraculously, was still theret 
" if I ask strange questions, please try and 
understand ?" 

"Why, of course." The girl looked up 
\vide-eyed in the light of the street lamps. 
''I understand more than you know." 

•ly ott you do ? Well, tell me then : 
how long have you known me ?''  

"Let me see. " She counted prettily on 
her fingers. "Ten days. " 

"What is the date ?"  
"Oh, I know what you're driving at. 

\Vhy, it's I.)ecetnber twentieth, 2247, 
Rand. , 

So he had ttot gone back in time ! But 
he had no memory whatever of the past 
ten days. Ten days since the night his 
experiment went haywire, yet he was in 
a replica of the twentieth century. What 
had happened ? How could it be that there 
was a place on earth where conditions 
such as had existed then still maintained 
in the twenty-third century ? There could 
be only one e:xplanation. 

Bartlett had heard the theory that there 
were worlds and worlds possible of exist
ence simultaneously and occupying the 
same space. V.lorlds that might be lik�ned 
to other dimensions, worlds in which 
planes of vibration differed or where 
atornic structures were along quite differ
ent lines or where the motion of electrons 
about their nuclei were in dissimilar di
rections.. That was what had happened to 
him. Unknowingly, unintentionally, he 
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had in his experiment so altered his own 
atomic structure that he had slipped into 
this other world coexistent with his own. 
Strangely it was at the stage of develop
ment of his own world of three centuries 
gone. Strangely, too, the language here 
was his own English. There must be a 
way of explaining even that. He would 
proceed cautiously until he learned more 
of his surroundings. Certainly he wanted 
nothing to transpire which would remove 
Betty from those su rrounding or himself 
from her vicinity. H e  feared even to close 
his eyes lest he might find her gone when 
he opened them. Her eyes were starry in 
the dim light ; they were laughing at him 
now, he saw. 

Why don't you say something ?" she 
asked mischievously. 

., I was thinking, " gravely. 
111'11 say you were.. Of what ?" 
" Of my what would you call it ?

lapse of memory. " 
''Oh, Rand, I'm glad you know. Am

nesia, father says it was. Do you remem
ber now, remember anything at all ?'' 
Betty was obviously much pleased over 
this development. 

''I remen1ber everything up to Decem
ber tenth. All is a blank after that until 
I came to myself on the shore out in front 
a half hour ago. " 

Betty sounded disappointed. "Then 
you recall nothing of the past ten days, 
of your stay here ?" 

u Dimly only. The place is  slightly fa
miliar ; your mother's voice as it came 
down the stairs had a fan1iliar ring. You, 
Betty, I feel as if I had known forever."  

The girl brightened. 111'm glad you've 
not forgotten everything. " she breathed. 

HJ'll never forget again," vowed Bart
lett. H But, tell me : hov1 did I get here ?" 
He was treading on dangerous ground 
now, he feared. 

Betty's brow clouded. 11I'd rather not 
tell you about that. In fact, I don't know 
very much myself, except that you were 

badly dazed and in terribly soiled and 
torn purple clothes '' 

Bartlett looked down at the clothing he 
wore. The girl laughed. "Dad gave you 
the change of clothing," she explained. 
''And we've kept you here ever since .. 
Dad'll be in soon ; he's putting the car 
away. He can tell you much more than 
I can ... 

Steps could be heard at the rear of the 
house ; there was the slam of a door back 
there. ''Betty, '' Bartlett said. ''Betty.''  

"What ?" softly in the half-light. 
u I I told you I felt as if I'd knoV\rn 

you always. "  
" Yes. You did." 
" I  do feel that way. Betty, would it 

make a great deal of difference to you if 
you knew I came from a different world, 
a world so much unlike yours " 

"Why, Rand, I do know. You don't 
have to tell me that .. Of course it doesn't 
make any difference. " 

" Betty ! " It was not Bartlett who spoke 
her name, though he had been on the point 
of doing so in a different tone. Her 
father had called from inside the house. 

Betty sighed regretfully. •'y es, Dad," 
she sang out. 

' 'Is Rand with you ?" 
"Yes, Dad, on the porch. u 

u Send him in ; I want to talk to him. ,, 
There was an ominous sound to those 

words. Bartlett sensed it ; he knew that 
Betty had reacted to it, too he could tell 
from the trembling of her soft hand in his 
fingers, from th� protective little way she 
drew closer to him, from the quiver of her 
upturned lips. Impulsively, he bent down 
and kissed those lips, thrilled to their glad 
response. 

Then : ucoming, Sir, H he called, and 
was on his feet. Betty squeezed his fill
gers as he entered the house. 

AND BARTLETT remembered 
vaguely the features of the husky_ 

gray-haired man who faced him in the 
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hall. And in this ditn tnetnory of the tnan 
there was a feeling of antagonisn1, slight 
but nevertheless there. 

" Hello, Rand, " boon1ed the tnan. 
11He11o, Doctor. " Son1ehov; he recalled 

even that they had tern1ed hin1 doctor ; 
\vhat the last natne \Vas still eluded him. 

" Cotne into n1y office. " The doctor led 
the wav into an inner roon1 that Bartlett 

� 

definitely had seen before. This tnen1ory 
\vas unpleasant. " S it down, Rand. " 

The younger 1nan sat across the desk 
fron1 Betty's father, who peered intently 
at hin1, then sudden ly leaned forward and 
waved a capable square hand before his 
eyes. 

Bartlett blinked. 
i l  Ah ! ' '  The older 1nan ]caned hack in 

his chair and tapped the desk top thought

fnJiy. " So you've come out of it, " he 
c.on1mented. 11Rand, do you recall any� 
thing of the past ten days ? "  

" A  little, Sir not 111uch. "  
" l�ccall what you \Vere doing before 

you er catne here ? " 
"' Yes, expcrin1ent ing in n1y 0\\' 11 Jahor

atory back there. " 
"Know \vhere you are ? "  
"Only that I 'n1 in another \vorld. A 

different one frotn n1y own . "  
1""he doctor sn1iled grimly. " Yes, quite 

a different world." 
" But not so different, after all, the 

younger Jnan .said eagerly. 

" Very d i fferent, I should say. The 
doctor's tone vvas uncon1protnising, his 
eyes suddenly hard. " I{and, the tin1e has 
cotne for you to return. " 

" Go hack no\v ? "  
. 

• • y  cs, 11ovv. No one can say that Har-
vey Denis ever failed to take proper care 
of a patient or that he ever turned a hu
tnan being out of his hon1e. But you'll 
have to return to your own ¥lorld. " 

" But " 
" Listen, boy. " Doctor Denis set his 

jaw firtnly. "I know what's in your 1nind ; 
it's Betty .. ! You· think you. love her. Well, 

you can't have her. No man from your 
God-forsaken world can ever have her. 
And you're to go back before she falls in 
love with you." 

u But, Doctor, I can't help it if orig
inally n1y atomic structure 'vas different, 
if my vibrations were on another plane ; 
whatever was di:ferent about me is 110\V 
altered. When I came into this plane it 
was by accident, but I couldn't have come 
if there wasn't t he change to adapt me 
to this plane of existence, -could I ? " 

The doctor sta.red. "What in hell are 
you talking about ? Planes, vibrations, 
atotnic structure ; God knows what. Are 
you cotnpletely crazy ? I thought it  was 
only a touch of an1nesia ; perhaps I \vas 
\Vrong. " 

' ' I  'tn not craz�r. You know very \veil 
that t\vo objects can not occupy the sarr1e 
place at the san1e time unless on differing 
vibrational planes or unless these bodies 
have different aton1ic arrangetnent so that 
there will be no collisions nor interference 
between the s\vi ftly n1oving constituent 

. 1 " part ie e.s. 

SEEIVIED that the black eyes of Doc

tor Denis \vere about to pop out 
through his horn -rimn1ed spectacles. He 
stared 'vith lo\ver jaw hanging. 

" r\tty\vay, how are you going to send 
n1e hack ? "  Bartlett asked hin1 trittnlph
antly. " The process is irreversible. And 
no one knovvs hu\v it's done in the first 
place. I don't eve�1 know ho\v I got here. " 

Suddenly the c· octor's laugh rang loud 
and lang. He laughed until the tears ran 
do\vn his cheeks ; he laughed until young 
Bartlett reddened to the ears. lie could 
feel the flush spreading and, as his enl
barrasstnent increased, his anger rose. 

" I  don't kno\v what you think is so 
incredibly funny, " he shouted finally. 
" But if it's so1nething about n1e I wish 
you'd tell 1ne. " 

Betty's father sobered instantly. H Why, 
you young idiot, " he snapped . . 1t lf you. 
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had lived three centuries ago I'd say you'd 
been reading fantastic fiction. Other 
planes, other din1ensions ! You're on good 
old mother earth, not in another plane of 
vibrations or any such fool itupossible 
place. And you're gc ing back \\'here you 
belong before I laugh tnyself sick in bed. " 

" I 'n1 on earth ?"  • 
"Well, in it, then. Listen, boy, you're 

not going to kno\v just where you are. I '11 
tell you this n1uch : you're in an under
surface \Vorld in an e�.1orn1ous cavern that 
lies beneath \vhat used to be northern 
Canada. We \vho people it are descended 
fron1 those who escaped the great tnad
ness and destruction of the n1iddle twen
tieth century and decided to retnain for
ever apart frotn the 'Harring races of the 
outer world. We've prospered and nlttlti
plied and we've kept peace. And V\;e 
haven't penned ourselves in huge cities 
where fifty million people live by the 
efforts of twice as 111any robots and where 
they eat synthetic food and live synthetic 
lives. Where your class, those of the pur
ple, browbeat those of the gray and where 
there is forever strif<� and greed and lust 
and debilitating pleasure-seeking. We're 
what remains of the upper n1iddle class 
of three centuries ago ; their product, rath
er. Product of the class squeezed out of 
surface existence between the upper and 
nether millstones of plutocracy and labor. 
We've been happy down here for three 
hundred years and V\·e intend to stay that 
\vay. " 

Chagrined, Bartlett sat through this 
long speech of the c.octor' s. There were 
many things he still did not understand. 
And the ridicule of the older n1an had not 
contributed to an itnproved state of his 
n1ind. 

"How does it happen, " he asked nleek
ly enough, "that this place is unknown to 
the outside \vorld ?  lio\v did I get here ?' '  

ul'll answer your last question first. " 
The doctor pointed to a television receiv
er. u we keep in  touch with your world 

even though it does not suspect the ex· 
istence of ours. Through their telecasts 
up there \Ve learned of your interrupted 
experitnent. They're still hunting for you. 
You staggered to the catnouflaged en
trance to our don1ain in a daze, hurt and 
ragged, the first n1an of the outside to 
stun1Lle upon the spot in three centuries . 
\Vhat led you here. God alone knows. A t  
any rate, the lone sentry took you in and 
we learned later through the telecasts ,�,..ho 
you \Vere and what occurred." 

Bartlett shook his head. " I  still don't 
get it, " he acltnitted. He could not yet 
disabuse hin1self of the coexistent worlds 
idea. 

"When yoU: were reported missing 
there -vvas an investigation. They found 
your skyplane gone and your laboratory 
upset. Experts deduced that you had been 

'·' experimenting with neutron botnbard
ment of nitrogen iodide and that, through 
an error in con1pounding, you had pro
duced not the detonation you sought but 
a large volume of nitrous oxide. You 
vY"ere overcon1e with laughing gas, that 
was all. Evidently you were under a men
tal strain. Atnnesia came with your re
turn to consciousness and you set off in 
your skyplane, just starting anywhere at 
all. By accident you landed here and we 
were fools enough to take you in. That's 
all . "  

OUNG BARTLEl'T thought long 
and deeply over this. His ideas of the 

ball of cold fire then had been only fig
ments of his itnagination. And his sub
sequent thoughts of travel backward in 
titne or frotn one ditnension to another 
still n1ore ridiculous imaginings. There 
was but one thing real, one thing impor
tant in the entire experience Betty 
Denis. He would not give her up without 
a fight. 

" Do you insist that I go back, Doctor ?" 
he asked. 

" Absolutely. It's a risk to us, of course. 
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Naturally, you'll talk. But we'll blindfold 
you and you'll not know the location of 
our retreat. It must be kept inviolate and 
it shall be. " 

"But I don't want to go back. " Rand 
Bartlett stood up with sudden decision. 
"You're right ; I love Betty. And I hate 
the very things you've criticised about my 
world, the strife, the hypocrisy, the mad
ness of the upper levels, the despair and 
poverty of the lower ones. You have an 
Utopia here that's what I've dreamed of 
ever since I can re1nember. I'll be a good 
citizen if you al1ow me to remain. And 
I '11 be good to Betty if I can win her.'' 

uRand ! �,  Betty rushed in like a minia
ture whirlwind and was in Bartlett's 
arn1s. Together they bravely faced the 
doctor. 

"If he goes back, I go with him, " she 
stormed at her father. "I'd like to do 
something for the mid-level wearers of the 
gray anyway. " She turne� and buried her 
head in young Bartlett's shirt front. " Oh, 
Rand, " she whispered, 111 1 know you'd 
v,rant to stay. " 

Doctor Denis looked quizzically over 
his daughter's shoulder at the interloper 

whose arms now held her so tightly. His 
cheeks puffed out as if he were about to 
explode and he heaved up in his chair as 
if to hurdle his desk and tear the t\\·o 
apart. 

Then he sank back with a chuckle. 
" I  guess you'll do, young man, " he 

approved. " 'fhough I still think you're a 
dan1n fool. We can use a good scientist 
here. There's the daylight and nighttime 
illumination to improve, the weather sim
ulating apparatus, the subterranean farm
ing, a host of things that will keep you 
bu� including Betty. But we've easier 
and less disturbing ways of producing 
nitrous oxide than yours." 

"Yo.u leave him alone, " Betty whis
pered in a voice that was muffled in the 
ho11ow of young Bartlett's neck. "He's " 
The rest \vas lost in a call that echoed 
do,vn from the upper regions of the cozy 
house. 

11Harvey ! '' 
Doctor Denis. chuckled once more as he 

rose to answer. "Which reminds me," he 
told the unheesJing couple, " that I ovle 
n1other a box of candy. She made a. bet it  
would turn out this way. ,, 

THE END 

THE SHADOW OVER 
OUR NEXT 

P R E S I D E N T  
What Is this ei nister shadow that 

hangs over th� head of our next president 7 
Is he to be the victim of a vicious cycle that 

wipes out the president every twenty years ? 
William Henry Harrison was elected President 

in 1840. He died In office. 
Abraham Lincoln was elected In 1860, He died 

in office. 
Jamea A. Garfield wu elected in 1880. He died 

In offiee. 
WiiUem McKJnley waa elected in 1900. He dled 

in office. 
Warren G. Hal'ding was elected In 1920. He 

died in office. 
, , , , , • • • •  , , • • • •  • • , • ,  • • • will be eJected lD 1940. 

He will 7 1 7 T. '? ? ? 7 
Read ''Willkle ?" In October l.uue 

10¢ NEW 9'� 

On all newsstands September lOth, 1940 
· - - · 

BEST DETECTIVE. 
FICTION VALUE ! 
TWELVE STORIES 

TEN CENTS ! 

There was no book of etiquette to guide gla· 
morous Gloria. Joyce, self-made widow. Not 
after her hushand's corpse signed the third 
will ! . . . The most baffiing murder mystery of 
the month ! 
In the same grand October iseue : Carroll John 
Daly, Leslie T. White, Wm. R. Cox, Dane 
Gregory, 0. B. Myers and others ! 

On sale August 23rd. 
- - - .. 



CHAPTER ONE 

Emergency Call 

' '  HERE is a large block of sen
tinlcnt in favor of sending out a 
force to quiet the disturbances 

among the asteroids, to return the lost col
onies to the control of Earth, where they 
belong," said the radio. 

" Rubbish ! "  snapped Dern Ryder, si
lencing the unseen speaker by flicking in 
another station. "They'd get their noses 

88 

bitten off. The asteroids are tough. " 
" It \Vas a mistake to let them go in the 

first place. " Richard Fletnn1ing's voice 
drifted out from behind the con1plex 
switchboard. The upper part of his body 
\Vas buried in the n1achinery \\'hile he 
\vorked \Vith pliers and \Velding tools. 

"Ridiculous ! "  Ryder seerned to give 
each sentence a push with the first out
spat word. "They couldn't do anything 
else. " 

11 Consider the condition that existed at 

• • 
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the titne of the colonizat ion of the aste

roids . ' '  The voice fron1 t h e  radio catne in 

as i f  i t  had hern rehearsed. h l'herc \\·as 
a group of t iny \Yorlds, each \vi t h  its l i ttle 

�ctt lcn1ent of the tnost intelligent and 

hardy rnen i n  the systctn, each ,,-i th i ts  

own arti ficial gravity and ahnosphere. At 
the hcgi nni ng. a ship \vould set out frotn 
Earth or l\tlars perhaps once a n1onth ; each 
colony "·as lucky if  it  \\ras vis ited once i n  
six n1ont hs. l'hese n1cn \vcrc too inte1li
gcnt and too individualistic to allo\v a dis· 

' 
' " 

. • :.· T· 
• ' • • I • 

:. , '"I • • 
' .. ,. ... ,. 

Bern Ryder was a little man to 
think of trying to save the Science 

Colony on Ga l i leo but a scien tist, what
ever his physical s ize, is rea lly as big as h is 

biggest creation. 
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tant government to keep control over 
them ; they sin1ply allowed the bonds to 
slide loose, and set up whatever system 
happened to be n1ost convenient to them 
at the time. 

" No one could do anything about it. A 
ship cotning up there once a half year in 
that tin1e so much could happen on the 
asteroids that control from the earth \vas 
impossible. And even if sotueone wanted 
to do sornething about it, there were no 
battleships with which to apply force. The 
space ships then were too delicately or
ganized to allow the extra \\·eight of weap
ons and artnor. 

"And now that war craft are available, 
the colonies have grown fron1 the status 
of colonies. They are independent states, 
each with its O\vn (·conotnic systen1 and 
form of govern1nent. And what they do 
is no business of . " Click, the radio 
\vas off. 

"The asteroids ! \Ve hear nothing ex
cept the asteroids. "  T·hat can1e fron1 Flem
ming, behind the big oil switch, a little 
belo\v the rack of oscillator tubes. u Squab
bling little upstart states. Capitalistic 
Sandrona at sword-points with Con1n1u
nistic Leninovdr� presumably for reasons 
of principle. Regimentation of souls, and 
all that sort of thing. When it's really be
cause Leninovdra has berylliun1 that San
drona \vants. Christiana on the warpath 
against pagan, feudalistic De Voybus but 
really because De Voybus has uraniun1. 
And Adriana wants the fantastic crystals 
of Christiana for the jewelry they're nutty 
about. The whole bu11ch working at cross 
purposes, because they all want, want, 
want, and the others won't give. They 
should be united. We should do it. " 

"Just like that ."  Ryder snapped his 
fingers. "When each one of those settle
ments has arn1s and protection that a 
space ship couldn't possibly beat down. A 
ship just can't carry enough power or 
armor. And you know they won't listen 
to conciliation. They are each too intense-

ly nationalistic. It will take a long time, 
or something very big, to n1ake then1 get 
together." 

"Let's forget it, then, and get on \vith 
the final testing." Flen1111ing squirtned out 
of the S\vitchboard, stood up straight. He 
to\vered a fu11 two heads above Ryder. 
Not that Fletnming was particularly tall. 
Ryder was sn1all and con1pact� with hands 
that \\·ere delicately ntuscled Jike a nlttsi
cian' s ; black, curly hair that persisted in 
hanging over his right eye. 

l.�El\1MING flicked over a tiny tutn· 
bier switch that was answered by the 

thud of a relay son1ewhere behind the 
panel. Three pilot lights went on. 

Ryder ran his hands over the n1etal 
forn1 that stood in the center of the rootn. 
Gently, caressingly. His hands knew every 
centimeter of the surface, for they had 
made the machitte. The skillful hands had 
fashioned the delicacy of the finger joints, 
the con1plexity of the electro-neural sys
tem, the multitude of n1otors and mecha .. 
nisn1s that gave the machine 111otion. The 
ingenious eyes that surpassed human op
tics. The n1outh that spoke when in1pulses 
came through a \vire fron1 somewhere. 
The ears that heard sound and sent itn
pulses through a wire to go son1ewhere. 
Son1e\vhere. That was the main thing. 
It \vasn't a brain. I t  wasn't a n1ind. But 
there was going to be a n1ind in it later. 

" You don't have a n1ind yet, old thing, 
but you will have soon, " Ryder spoke to 
the tnechanical body. For it  was a robot, 
you know, tall, of shiny black n1etal. "A 
mind will be pushed into you. Not a brain ; 
not the mushy piece of protoplastn that's 
the storage battery for the mess of forces 
known as the hun1an n1ind. But the forces 
themselves will go into the artificial bat
tery ; then you'll be the person \Vhoever 
it is. " 

"Stop talking to yourself, little one .. , 
Flemn1ing hardly wasted a glance on Ry
-der. uLet's get son1e ·work done. " 
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t'Okay. " Ryder said it so that it was 
hardly audible. If Flen1ming had looked 
at Ryder when he had spoken, he might 
have seen the dark little man wince when 
his size had been so lightly and thought
lessly mentioned. Ryder moved back from 
the roJ?ot to the testing instruments, and 
the manner in which his eyes pointed 
towards FJemming was not right for one 
who was a friendly fellow-worker in re
search. 

The big oil switch gave a sudden 
th utnp ; a bank of meters surged in unison. 
The laboratory was silent, except for the 
faint clicking of the recording instru
ments and the sharp signals that Flem
ming whispered at each move. The 
circuits to be tested were of a cotnplexity 
difficult to itnagine. The two spent a long 
time in that room of gleaming n1etal and 
glass and flowing energy. Their work 
could not be merely a matter of conceiving 
and making a machine, and then trying it 
to see if it 'vould work. A human mind 
was the stake in the gamble, and it was 
test, test, test, before they were satisfied. 

Wa-a-a-. The buzzer was shrill. Flem
ming looked up irritatedly ; Ryder gave a 
curt exclamation. Ryder was all sharpness 
and bluster again, and he didn't look like 
the little man who had flinched and shrank 
at a word from Flemming a n1oment ago. 

They'd cut out the regular door signal ; 
they didn't want to be disturbed� but a 
spot of light burned a steady red now. It 
was an emergency. 

Flemming walked over and pulled the 
door open. A battery of feet clattering 
down the hall suddenly crescendoed. 
"What's up ?, Flemming and Ryder found 
themselves in the crowd making for the 
escalators. How they'd gotten mixed in 
the mob was rather confusing. There 
they'd been, perfectly innocent bystanders, 
until tubby Rubinstein and heroically 
statured Nicotera had surged by, and 
they'd been lost in the wake. Rubinstein 
and Ni�otera looked less like physicists 

than aln1ost anyone you could mention, 
but they were a pair you couldn't beat. 

No, you would have to look pretty far 
to find a pair that knew more about their 
field of work than they did, and you'd 
have to look still farther to find an assort
ment of brains equal to that bunch in the 
Research Building.. In fact, you would 
have to go clear out to the asteroids to 
the Science Colony on Galileo. 

CHAPTER TWO 

"Can You Help Us?" 

' '  T'S up ? What's up ?" Nobody 
knew, and everybody asked every

one else, until the crowd of erudite intel
ligences streatned into the assembly hall 
as wondering as u hunch of freshmen on 
their first day in school. 

The Chief of the association he was 
called Chief, but all he seemed to do was 
to call tneetings to order and read an
nouncen1ents that came every once in a 
while the Chief \vas rather breathless, 
and the n1iniature crowd that \Veighted the 
platform was whit·e of face. 

"Gentlemen, please be seated. All right, 
then, stand if you will. , He waved the 
paper in his hand as if he weren!t quite 
sure whether it \\·as a Japanese fan or a 
handkerchief with which to bid someone 
fareweJl. He mopped his bro\v, which was 

• 

a libel on the perfectly functioning air-
conditioning. He suddenly emitted a gasp 
and sat down, himself. 

Reuning, the big, pompous biologist, 
moved itnpatiently. His eyes were red. 
He'd been at the microscope for five hours, 
and the sudden grate of the emergency 
buzzer had caused him to ruin a slide, in 
addition to giving his nerves a bad jolt. 

An elevator load of m�n flowed ittto the 
room. Some irritated by the interruption, 
some vaguely amused. They all wanted to 
know what it was about. What was going 
·on, and when they could get back to work. 
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They never could take that emergency 
signal seriously since the last titne it had 
been used. That was the time a little pine 
snake had sneaked out of one of the biol
ogy labs, into Johnson's chemistry lab. 
Out of all the labs in the building the crit
ter had to pick that one and Johnson 
mortally afraid of snakes of any size and 
color. When the mob found where the 

. 

signal was coming from and sped to the 
rescue, they found Johnson atop a table, 
besieged by the reptile amid the wreckage 
of broken glass and overturned bottles. 
Johnson still has a murderous dislike for 
certain organic chemicals, flasks of which 
he brilliantly chose to overturn at that 
moment. 

Johnson didn't think it was very funny, 
but thereafter. when the signal \vent off 
and fond men1ories were evoked. the at-

, 

mosphere did not contain as much tense 
expectancy as would have been proper. 

-'Millard, you read them. I'm too jit
tery. " Smitty, the Chief, handed a bun
dle of paper to Millard, the famous en
gineering research man. They'd elected 

. 

Smitty Chief because he could say uThe 
meeting will please cotne to order, ,. tnore 
beautifully than any of the others. They 
hadn't really expected him to do anything, 
so when something had to be done they 
found themselves in a hole. Afterwards, 
the group who had �upported l{oss for 
Chief, said I told you so, that they 
shouldn't make jokes out of such serious 
things as elections. But try to teJl a bunch 
of scientists not to rnake jokes out of 
anything that is outside science. 

LLARD cleared his throat. He was 
an engineer ; the pure· scientists pur

ported to despise him, but he was able to 
make things. That was more than some 
of the others could do. 

"Three radio n1essages have come from 
the Asteroids. Two are general n�ws 
broadcasts. The third is directed to us, 
and is the reason for this special meeting. 

No messages have come since. None can 
come, and none can leave, for the ether 
is blocked with interference." Millard 
paused and looked steadily at the faces 
before him. He was a good orator even 
when not speaking ; in a few moments the 
group began to catch on that the emer
gency buzzers hadn't joked this time! 

"The first, " Millard read, "from Card
well City on Ceres, about half a million 
miles from Brenn. Quote : 'A spaceship of 
unusual size was seen to take off from 
Brenn. From its direction, and from ru
mors that have been traveling about the 
asteroids, it is believed that the ship is 
heading for the science colony at Gali]eo. 
Its purpose is officially unknown.' U n
quote.. The second, "  Millard ran on with 
hat·dly a pause, "From l(leerol, about a 
million miles from Brenn, more in the 
direction of Galileo. Quote : 'A large 
spaceship left Brenn at hour zero with 
constaat acceleration of one gravity in the 
direction of Galileo. Rumors indicate that 
the ship is up to no good for Galileo.' 
Unquote. And now the message fron1 
Galileo itself. '' 

Nobody seemed to have moved, but 
where there had been a bunch of annoyed, 
amused, growling, laughing men lounging 
about the four corners of the room, was 

• 

now a compact group of grim scientists 
clustered silently at the foot of the plat
form. 

"This came on our own private, tight
beam, scrambled phone hook-up, just be
fore the interference broke it up. Quote : 
'Report just received of take-off from 
Brenn. Brenn is after our ore deposits. 
Also unconfir1ned rumors that Brenn is 
after consolidation of asteroids under 
Brenn. We believe that plans for the elec
tron -proton projector aiscussed last 
month with Rubinstein and Nicotera have 

• 

been copied by agent from Brenn, and, 
since only we two asteroids know the 
weapon, Brenn is out to see that only one 

( C ontinvecl on page 94) 
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(Continued fr£)1n page 92) 
asteroid ren1ains with the vveapon. We are 
building an opposing field generator, but 
have no tin1e to tnanufacture special tubes ; 
the ones on hand wiii give \l\'ay after five 
hours. Can you help us ?' Unquote. " 

Can you help us ? The l'errestrial In
stitute of Science and the Galileo Science 
Colony. lVIock rivals, squabbling at every 
turn on the surface. But no knovvledge 
one learned vvas a secret fron1 the other. 
And when one needed help it kne'v who 
to ask. 

Can you help us ? A cluster of great 
domed buildings surrounded by a fairy
land of parks : the science colony. Not a 
fortress of war. The power they had 
gushed through instruments of science, 
not fighting tnachines. 

The best brains in  the systen1 were 
working out there on that little world at 
tasks that were unfamiliar to them : de
fense. Even the best brains can be con
quered by lesser brains when the lesser 
�brains are out to get what they want. Per-
haps with this is the joke forces that 
the best brains have invented. 

LLARD spoke flatly and decisively. 
"Our own governn1ent \vashes its 

hands clean. It will not spend any ships 
of its own to help a group with which it 
has nothing to do. A.nyway, the asteroids 
are too far away to get help there in titue. 
Moreover, Brenn is conducting a trade 
treaty with our own governn1ent. Which 
means that anything we do will have to 
be done by ourselve�• on our own hook. 

"'I propose that we in1mediately organize 
ourselves into a com1ni ttee to declare war 
upon Brenn and con1bat then1 with all the 
scientific n1eans at our disposal. Does any
one object to my acting as chairman of the 
comn1ittee ?" No o11e did. Millard was 
hitting on all cylinders, and he could get 
the facts straight better than any other. 

"Rubinstein, what weapon is this that 
the message roentions ?'' 

" We didn't think of it as a weapon, "  
Rubinstein latnely began. Scientists rarely 
thing of that. "It's got plenty of power. 
Ten tin1es n1ore than a neutron or ion 
blast. You disintegrate piles of n1atter to 
get piles of energy to separate electrons 
frotn protons of n1atter. You shoot then1 
off in parallel bean1s, and you keep then1 
fron1 coalescing by tneans of a force f1eld. 
That's the rub to the situation. \Vhen the 
thing hits son1ething the electrons and 
protons con1e together, and where you 
would have neutrons fortned you get cos-
111ic rays. And all the energy of all the 
n1atter disintegrated con1es out at once. 
Wow ! " The last was either descriptive, 
or a result of saying the entire speech with 
one breath. 

"And the defense ?" l\1i11ard had to 
think of everything. 

'tOppose the field of force that holds 
the two beams apart, let them come to
gether before they reach the target. Takes 
loads of power. No \vonder their tubes 
won't hold up. Ten tin1es more powerful 
than any neutron or ion blast. Oh, lots 
n1ore powerful. " 

No '\Vander a lone ship could hope to 
defeat an asteroid. 

"Aren't Brenn, Ceres, and K1eero1 
rather close together ? Half a n1illion 
miles isn't much." That came from Rich
ard Flen1tning, and the group stared. 

Bern Ryder began to look interested. 
When Fletnming started asking questions 
that apparently had nothing to do with 
what was going on, it n1eant that Fletn
ming was starting to dribble bubbles fron1 
his think-tank. 

uThey're part of a group. Ceres, Brenn, 
Kleerol, Astor, and two others I can't re-
1nen1ber. But what does that have to do 
with anything ?" Millard detnanded. 

" How far is Galileo frotn Brenn ?" 
Flemtning persisted, this began to be get
ting 111ore to the point. 

"Tvv-enty n1illion tniles, about, " Millard 
answered. 
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Flemn1ing had the inevitable slide rule 
out of his coat pocket and was working 
away, mumbling to himself. "At one 
gravity, or 32 feet per second per second, 
that means approximately thirty two 
hours for the trip. The enemy has b�en 
en route one hour, which leaves thirty one. 
Gentlemen, do any of you know how we 
can reach Galileo, which at this season is 
approxitnately two hundred million miles 
away, in thirty one hours ?" 

They had all suspected that, but Flem
Jning needn't have rubbed it in. 

"If we don't get to Galileo in time we'll 
get to Brenn later on.,. The promise came 
from the middle of the room and remained 
unidentified. It meant one thing : that 
each person in the group was slowly and 
gradually getting mad. Those men didn't 
do things suddenly. It took them time. 
But when they did get mad the results 
wouldn't be nice at all. Those men knew 
a thing or two, even though they were 
merely scientists ; and they had a few toys 
lying about the labs that no one had 
thought of putting to practical use. Ki1ling 
people isn•t practical, but Constantine, 
Galileo's chief astronomer had been a 
roommate of Fisher, chemist at the In
stitute. Hummel, the lanky chemist up on 
the asteroid, had been pals with Flemming 
way back when. They'd all gone to school 
together, and the sounds of Ray for Dear 
Old Tech could still quicken a pulse and 

• 

motsten an eye. 
So when Brenn marched in on Galileo 

she also declared war on the Terrestrial 
Institute of Science. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Robot 

T THE moment, however, the thirty 
one hours and two hundred million 

miles seemed an insurmountable obstacle. 
Flemming continued his cross-exami

nation. "What ship available will take the 

highest acceleration, and what accelera
tion ?, 

Millard began to be irritated by Fletn
ming's air of mystery. "Our own Blue
bird,s as good as any. She'll do over fifteen 
gravities. Past that, delicate parts begin 
to be overstrained. And I suppose, my 
dear superman, that you are going to fly 
to Galileo under fifteen gravities and do a 
one man rescue. As a messy pulp you 
wouldn't get much rescuing done. u 

Flemming continued to mumble over 
his slipstick. "Fifteen gravities 'vill do 
very nicely. Two hundred million miles in 
twenty six hours, very approximately. 
Giving a five hour difference, and adding 
another four or five hours for their defense 
to hold up, means that we've got to get 
under way in less than nine hours, that 
we've got to work fast. Ryder, get out 
own stuff ready. Rubinstein and Nicotera 
make your weapon. Millard, prepare the 
Bluebt"rd ; I'll race the enemy to Galileo 
and get there in time to lick them with 
their own weapon .. " 

"Wait a second, Flemming," Millard 
objected violently. "I'm only chairman 
of this outfit, but I would like to know 
what's going on. If you know what you're 
doing, that is. Perhaps you don't. " 

'tit's like two and two, Millard. We 
have to get help to Galileo.. We have a 
ship that will do i t, and we have a weapon 
to use ; but a n1an can't do it without 
being crushed to a pulp. Ryder and I have 
a robot. A metal body that will contain 
a mind and that will take the fifteen grav
ity acceleration "·ithout a murmur. What 
could be simpler ?" 

Millard rapped for order. 1' All right, 
then. Since no other plan of action is 
forthcoming, we will proceed immediately, 
All of you who have anything to do know 
it. The rest will keep out of the \Vay. "  
Millard stepped off the platform and 
strode aWay. 

Flemming and Ryder left the crowded 
room. Flemming walked swiftly down 
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the hall with a purposeful look on his 
face, taking no notice of Ryder, who 
dogged his heels. Th ree times Ryder 
started to say something, but nothing 
came out. Suddenly he blurted : " I  was 
to be the first one to enter the robot. You 
promised me. You can't break your prom
ise just like that. " 

Flemming didn't look around. " You're 
awfully anxious to take on a lot of danger. 
What do you know about space naviga
tion ? You'd never come back. I've got 
little enough chance myself. " 

" You've got plenty of excuses, " Ryder 
persisted. " Rut you only want to be a 
hero and pull it off single handed. " 

" My God, shrimp ! "  Flemming stopped 
short and turned upon Ryder, who seemed 
to shrivel at the words. " The way you 
can act like a baby is nauseating. " 

AND that ended that. What could Ry
der say ? How could he tell Flem

ming that the reason he wanted to use the 
robot was because he had always been so 

little, and everything about his nature was 
warped because he had always been so 
little, and now he wanted to be big. That's 
why he had loved making the robot so 
much : it was so big and strong. And 
when the time came that it would be 
finished and ready for his habitation, then 
he would be big, and he wouldn't be 
stopped by anything. 

Ryder absently stared at the brain case 
that lay complete on one of the tables as 
they entered the lab. It was bare and un
adorned ; the contact wires stuck out like 
tentacles. The two arms were neatly 
ranged beside it, with the torso still a skel
eton or metal. 

Flemming was shedding his clothes. 
There was a body to be taken care of 
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when the mind was in the robot. That 
little detail had cost them almost as much 
trouble as the robot itself. The biology 
staff at the Institute had finally taken 
charge, and built them a suspended ani
mation freezing chamber. 

So Flen1ming got frozen. That was 
pretty routine, and Ryder had nothing to 
do but watch dials and push buttons, while 
the other nine-tenths of his mind was else
where. About the tin1e the mind transpor
tation had to be carried out, Ryder was 
decided on what he, himself, was going to 
do. Then he was ready to give all his 
attention to the big job. 

It was unspectacular. The things that 
went on were hidden among shielded 
wires and tubes ; all that you could see 
was the flickering of the n1eter needles. 
When it was all over, what had been 
Flemming was without a mind, and the 
metal thing should have had Flemming's 
mind, Ryder was wiping the perspiration 
from his face with a shaky hand. Mark, 
no,v, Flemming that is, the body that 
had had Flemn1ing's mind wasn't dead. 
There was no sharp line of demarcation ; 
the involuntary tnotions went on as per 
usual, and metabolism went on as much, 
or as little, as the suspended animation 
process normally allowed. 

But the robot had Flemn1ing's mind. 
The robot moved its right hand across 

its goggling eyes. 
"My God," �"'lemming's voice came out 

of the face. "I feel awful. " 
"How ?" Ryder didn't let his face show 

the excitement he felt. 
"I don't feel. That's the trouble. Lord, 

it's awful. "  
The robot moved forward ; a hum from 

within rose sharply as the gyroscope kept 
balance. It Flemming, we'll have to call 
it now staggered and went partly down 
to the floor. Ryder was quick and grasped 
the machine's arms. Flemming gripped 
Ryder's shoulder, who gasped, and 
twisted away .. 

uBe careful !" he bit out. "'Those claws 
of yours are strong." 

uYou should know. You made them. " 
"Yeah. I made them." Ryder turned 

away and picked up his coat which he had 
thrown across the back of a chair. He'd 
mask his disappointment, but the last 
laugh would be his. 

�EMMING finally learned how to use 
the machine that was himself. He 

made a sight walking down the hall, big 
and strong and black, with a kind of pol
ished grace that came from the perfect 
functioning of the intricate joints Ryder 
had designed and made. 

This that was Flemming created a 
greater disturbance in the Terrestrial In
stitute of Science than had the news of the 
attack on Galiteo. Things worked that 
way. It was a shock and a horror to hear 
of the things that was happening far 
away, but good grief, look at this tall metal 
thing walking through the building calling 
itself Dick Flemn1ing, the physicist. The 
big rootn at the top, where the Institute 
ships and planes were kept, rapidly filled 
with scientists and assistants everyone 
down to the boy "'ho ran the bottle wash
ing machine. 

Mechanics swarmed over the Bluebird, 
the swank little boat that was the pride 
and joy of the Institute. Its fifty foot 
length of blue was filled with all the power 
and gadgets that the personnel of the In
stitute could devise. There was only one 
thing it had lacked before ; something to 
fight. This was being supplied now, in the 
shape of a bulk of machinery that was be
ing installed in the cavity of one of the 
forward rocket exhausts. 

Rubinstein and Nicotera were directing 
the installation, arguing with each other, 
as usual. They argued not only with their 
voices, but with vivid motions of the arms 
and their entire bodies. Then Flemming 
and Ryder marched in, pied pipers at the 
head of a flock of gaping ones. 
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"You worked fast, , Flemn1ing re
marked. 

"We had the things bujlt already, "  Ru
binstein explained. "All you have to do is 
to fix it onto son1ething solid enough so 
that the back blast won't push the projec
tor clear back to the next galaxy. '' 

1 1  Strong, eh ?" 
"Plenty strong. And works like a 

dream. " 
u More like a nightmare, I'd say, " Ry

der, the cynical, broke in. "That the only 
one you made ?"  

"No. This one is the biggest of three. 
Sends out a pair of three inch bean1s. The 
force field itself uses over a million kilo
watts. " 

"Oh, oh, hit a snag sotnewhere. " This 
fron1 Flemming, as a n1echanic gesticu
lated wildly from a porthole. Something 
had broken, had to be welded together 
again. The ion generator wouldn't fit into 
the narrow part of the rocket exhaust . 

. 

So the exhaust had to be pulled apart and 
the n1achinery jammed into there some
how, then the whole business welded to
gether again. It was the worst makeshift 
job ever seen ; by the time it was complete, 
seven hours were done. 

He gravely shook hands with Ryder, 
'vith Rubinstein, with Nicotera, and with 
Millard, and with the mechanics ; he 
\vould have shaken hands with everyone 
in the crowd, but Ryder prodded him into 
the ship. 

u Go on, you tin can, and let the neu
trons fly. The battle wilJ have been on for 
three hours by the time you get there, so 
you'd better not waste any time if you 
don't want to miss the fun. " 

CHAPTER FOUR 

J\ilargin of Safety 

HE ports shut and locked themselves. 
The antigravity droned, and the ship 

slowly rose through the back-flung ceiling 

of the room. Air props shoved out and 
spun, keeping the hulk on the straight and 
narrow, because it wouldn't do to use the 
big rockets so close to the Institute. There 
would be little left of the building and 
in1mediate vicinity if he forgot that. 

Bern Ryder suddenly put his head hack 
and laughed. It was the first good laugh 
he had had in a long time, and he took 
pains to extract a great deal of pleasure 
out of it. 

'1What's so funny ?'' Millard wanted to 
know. 

Ryder cut off like son1ebody had pulled 
a s_witch. "Flemming thinks he's going 
to a rescue, " he snickered. "but he'll never 
get there in time. " 

Millard looked startled. "What makes 
you say that ? What do you know is going 
to happen ?" 

"Oh, nothing is going to happen to 
Flemming that I know of, anyway. Don't 
worry, I haven't sabotaged him. No dirty 
secrets in n1y closet. It's just that I'm go
ing to get there ahead of him ; when he 
arrives, there will be nothing left but 
congratulations. Won't I enjoy that, 
though ?"  

Millard raised his eyebrows. " So, more 
tricks up sleeves. Everybody has tricks up 
their sleeves. The genius running ram
pant jn this Institute overwhelms me. I 
suppose you are going to go Flemming 
one better, and make the trip at fifty grav
ities instead of fifteen. " 

H Precisely. At fifty gravities I'll get 
there in fourteen hours, and that gives me 
twelve hours advantage over Flemming, 
which is none too much for what I am • 

going to do. Let's get to work." 
u Not so fast, there. Not so fast. Flem

ming is fixed up pretty well. What makes 
you think he can't_ do the job by himself, 
without you putting us to a lot of work 
just to get a lot of glory for yourself ?" 

11Maybe he can do it himself, and maybe 
he can't. He's got an ordinary ship. Fif
teen gravities is a lot of pull, and if some 
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weak little thing hreaks down, that tnight 
be the end. It's not an armored warship. 
The enenty has the big weapon too, and 
Fletnming doesn't have a shield. Ji(ern
•ning tnight be able to do the job, but he 
doesn't have a strong enough punch to be 
sure. " 

"I give up. " Millard threw up his 
hands .. "Give the orders and your \\·ishes 
\viii be law. The resources of the Institute 
are at your command." 

"Thanks, bud, " Ryder drawled, sarcas
tically, and \vas off to the nearest nlecha
nic, who tnade a con1pletion of his state of 
near-collapse when he heard what Ryder 
\\"anted. 

,. You can't kill my men that way," the 
head mechanic protested. "They've been 
working eight hours straight already, and 
now you want them to work ten hours 
more. It's against all principles. It's un
ethical. The Union won't stand for it. 
What the heiJ do you want us to do ?'' 

WAS a crazy thing that Ryder 
wanted to make. He didn't have any 

plans or calculations, or anything to go by, 
except the idea that was in  his head. He 
had half a robot. Less than half. He found 
some tons of scrap iron. Somebody went 
flying to the shipyard and came back with 
a load of rocket motors. Just n1otors. 
Plain, bare, unadorned motors. The big
gest they could find. 

Somebody else discovered a generator 
and an anti-gravity machine, and fuel 
tanks. Nicotera and Rubinstein stalked 
and waddled down to their laboratory, and 
came back on a truck loaded with one of 
their ren1aining double blast machines. 
The one that worked tnost of the time. 

They threw all the j unk together \Vith 
a big flare of the welding machines. and 
when the stnoke cleared away, an egg had 
been laid. I t  looked like an egg. At the 
center. the very innermost center, was the 
brain fron1 the robot. 

-

a wage-slave 
IF you wish. 

-

DON'T you wish you were like some of your 
friends who are forging ahead while you 

stay put? Like it or not, people size you up by 
what you earn. Is their sizing flattering to you? 
-Why not to �ect ahead. to make more 
money. to get a raise1 1f you don't know how, 
pe_rhaps we can aid you as we have so many 
others. Chances are good that we can help you boost yot�rse/J up in ways you never thought of. 

Thou�ands will lladly tell you how our plan
ned training helped them d1rected their work 
alonJ clrarled_paths to success, bi1ge.r 
eamangs. 10%, 20%• 60%, aome even 100% 
and 200% �ter tncome • • •  At any rate. let 
us send you the · 

book .. Ten Yean' PaomotJon in One." t'a I It will sur:!k 
help you plan your ned raise whether you 
us to help you plan or not. Write us tOday far 
the book the coupon is for your convenience. 

.LASALLE EXTE SIO IVE T� 
I A c.rr..po_,__ 1 
I I � Dept. 1111M-B CW...0 : 
1 Please eend me full IDfor- 1 
1 malion regardlna t.be traiD- 1 
1 lqand aervfce I have marked 1 
I with an X below. �Al10 a I 
1 mpy or . . Ten Y ears• Pro� 1 
1 tlon in One, •• oil wilhout 1 
1 obligation t.o me. I 
I 0 Duslne•• M anallement : I 1 alnJa•forOffidal Man- I 
I qerial.Saleaand l>ep1U'1.1Deatal.E.ecut.lve I 
I C M�en Salum•a•blp• Tral ai�W for u I 
I Sales EKecutlve, Salamm, Sala Coach or • 1 
1 Sales Promotion Maaapr, M-ulact 1 
1 Solldtor, and all PGritiou' .Ia re&all. or 1 
I 1pec:lalty eeiUq. 

I 1 CHIIIfher Ac:a»uataac� z Tralalaa for ae 1 
Auditor. Comptroller, Certl6ed Public atant. 

I I Coat Accouatant. etc. 
I CTnme Mana.aement: Tralnlaa for as I I Railroad. Truck or Industrial TraJfie • 11 I Rate E:�:pert, Freiaht �citor, etc. 
I 0 Law : LL. B. Dearec. I 
I C Steaotypy: The up. to-date method for 1ec:tetarie• : I IUld court and coaveatiOD aepUI ten. 1 I c l'oNIII aaehlpt for �tfou Ia 
I a�meat, such u Superiatendeat, I 
I Foreman, Foremaa, etc. I I O ladu•trlal Maaat�emeat1 1rahdaa for PGIItloae I 
I In Works Manal!ement. P1aductloa Control. Ia- I 
I dustrial Eoalaeeriq, etc. I 
I C Modera Du•lne•• Corr•.,oadean�: Tralnlna for I 
I Salea or Coii("Ction Correspondent. &ales Promotion 1 
1 MaDaaer. Mail Sales .Manqer. Seaewy, etc. 1 
I C Steaotaraphy : Trainin• In tbe new IUperlor ma- 1 
1 cblae .taortbud, Steo<K�py. 1 
I o &.pert Rookkeeplq CRallwa7 e I 
I 0 Buelneu Eallll•la CB8ectlft I 
I 0 Credit aad Collectloll DC. P. A. Coacblalll I 
I Corre•poadeace C Commercial Law I 
I I 
I I 
I I 
I Name • •  - - - 4 · - · · · - - - - - - - - - - - - - _ - - _ . .. . . . .. .  _ _ _ _ _ _ I 
I I 
I I 
: Present Poaltloa . .  _ _ _  . .  _ · - - - _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  - - . . . - - . - : 
I I 
I Add r�a.." • � _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  • •  _ • _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  . •  _ _ _ _  .. _ _  • _ _ _ I L - � � - - - - - � � - - - � � - � � � - - � - � - �  

99 



Stimulate Digestio;a 
Build Up Vitality 

.... ...... In the dum ... ! your old PEP? Have fre
quent liiJgbt d!aeat!ve upaetal Tben-ll tb�r� ie nothing or&&"• 
lcally wroq with you-SLUGGISH DIGFSTION may have 
)'OU down. It can &ive_you_heartburn, aas, a dizzy head. 

Don't nsort to harsh laxatives or drues for slugcish diaestfoa. 
START those alow DIGESTIVE JUICES FLOW ING FAST
ER. Set the miiHons of tiny cella of Fleischmann's live Yeaat 
to work on these digestive-juice glaDds. Thie yeast ia a STIM
ULATOR. It starts dieeatJve juices flowing faster. In tea ca•• 

wu aaeatly increaeed. Eat Fleischmann '& Yeast n:au-
JarJly. calfea a day-one first thfq in the momlaa, one a 

bour before eupper. See If you doD't beaio to FEEL LIKE 
A MILLION. Write today for .. You CtJD'tP'eel Well IC Dtcnti� JwcEe Aze FaDfn.," F. Y. Co., l>ept. S 0, 191 Wulili!8toD St.. N York. At.olutely FREE. -..---... ___ 1 1 111 � .. �-. - - .""lEW .1. 

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

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

100 

ASTON ISH ING STORIES 

Then can1e course after course of tough, 
laminated n1etal that n1ade an inlpenetra
b1e shield for the vita) del icacy of the 
"brain. " The two biggest tnotors had 
been laid end to end, and \Velded itnnlov
ably together with heavy beatns. Stnaller 
motors had been stuck judiciously over 
the body at the proper angles for steering. 
Fuel tanks h�d heen inserted where they 
would fit : the all-in1portant generator had 
been tied do\vn with beams and plates 
welded to a solid n1ass. Eyes from the 
robot protruded heavily protected. Fin
gers fron1 the tnetal hands connected to 
the brain and operated the controls. And 
sheath after sheath of thick tnetal 
sn1oothed the surface. 

The tJ1i rty foot egg "'as far frotn being 
a fragile little thing. It \vas heavy nearly 
a solid mass of metal , and the antigravity 
had been turned on before it had been half 
completed, to keep the floor from �llaps
ing. A floor that supported half a dozen 
ordinary boats. 

It was a monstrous thing� and its sur
face \vas dull in the glare of the lights. 
It  \\'as not pretty, but there was something 
about it  perhaps the bareness of the 
metal and the crud ity of the finish that 
made it look strong and slightly irresist
ible. It looked like you could just throw 
it right through any arn1or, like a projec
tile. 

Ryder 111oved \vith a srnouldering spark 
of vitality that had kept him going for 
eighteen hours. He knew that if he 
stopped he \vouldn't be able to start again. 
Millard had long been curled up in the 
tnost ren1ote corner of the roon1 ; Ryder 
kicked hin1 to \\·ake hin1. 

HUp ! We're on the last lap, and you 
have to run the n1ind ptunp. Just punch 
a button or tv;o, and that's alL You ·n 
learn. "  

" I  think rny rnentality is  equal to the 
task, ' '  l\1illard countered. 

Ryder suddenly stopped before the 
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monster. "We haven't named it. What'll 
we call it ?" 

"A thing like that doesn't deserve a 
name.'' 

"Oh, but it must have one. What does 
it most resemble ? An egg. Then its name 
is the Egg. Short and sweet."  

And so down to the laboratory. 
"Oh, Lord.'' Ryder wailed. "We can't 

move the stuff, and we can't bring the 
robot down here, because we can't move 
the robot without moving the entire Egg, 
and we can't " 

"String a cable, " Millard broke in, but 
already Ryder was r�ting through the 
cabinets looking for one long enough. It 
took several of them, and an hour. But 
they finally got a sufficiently shielded con
nection between the machinery in the labo
ratory, and the mechanical brain in the 
Egg. Work commenced. 

TEVE DORSEY tnade as i£ he were 
going to tear up the papers, but Mike 

Kunsak put out a fist that was as big as 
a melon and took them away from him. 

''Now, now," Mike his full name was 
Michael Vladistovitch Kunsak, Ph. D.
said. uy ou can't go throwing your work 
away like that. " 

11There's not much else to do,, Dorsey 
slumped in his chair. " I  spend my years 
planning and building all this, making 
thousands of drawings and blueprints, and 
now that I'm just about ready to put a 
complete shell around Galileo, everything 
goes bust. " 

''It hasn!lt yet, '' Kunsak said, his face , 
in the papers. "This is some stuff you 
have here. You didn't tell us. " 

"Surprise, surprise, " Dorsey muttered, 
tonelessly. 

HYou're taking this entirely too hard," 
Kunsak rose. uw e'll have to put you to 
work." 

''Ha. I've been working for the last 
fifteen hours. What do you think an en
gineer's for ?" 

"Then go to sleep. l
,
ve got my own 

work to do." 
Kunsak went in to confer with Mac

Pherson, temporary Chief of operations. 
uHow goes the field generator ?"  

'�Smoothly. Fifteen ·hours now, and fif
teen more to go. We'll n1ake it, and to 
spare. Then to set it up on the trips, and 
let it go at the first squeak from the mag
netic detectors. " 

"I wish we had some ·offensive weap
ons, " Kunsak said. 

''I do, too. But every way we figure, 
we can't work it. Our own new double 
blast won't go through our screen. If we 
could hit the attacking ship first try, that 
will be fine. But we'd probably miss., 

"You know what we can do, don't 
you. " That came from a young fellow 
with the beginnings of a mustache, dressed 
in a soiled leather jacket. Reeves had been 
quite an airman in his school days, and he 
was finding difficulty in settling down to 
his job as a chentist. uw e can hook the 
double blast machine onto the nose of our 
fastest boat, and I can go out and wipe 
up the Brenn ship." 

"Listen, Reeves. You've asked me that 
a dozen tin1es, and I still say no. You 
would make a fine picture going out there 
in your little tincan, waiting until the 
attackers came. 1'hey would float in with 
lights and most power out, everything 
shielded so that we couldn't detect them. 
You might smack into them. You might 
not, but they would detect you first ; �nd 
they would n1ake hash out of you. " 

Thunder came fro1n the machine that 
worked madly to cover the domes with 
thick layers of the latest product of the 
metallurgists. It 'vas an incredibly tough 
metal after being cooled within certain 
fields of force, and certain other fields of 
force gave its molecules a tendency to 
cease motion, so that the metal stayed cool, 
though being bombarded with a practically 
solid blast of high speed particles. It took 
power and power and yet it Wouldn't . last 



102 ASTONISHING STORIES 

for an instant under the new double blast. 
That had to be fended by the screen of 
force, which would still a.Uow the straight 
neutron and ion beams to cotne through 
as if there weren't any screen there. It 
was just because of the way the thing 
worked. But the screen wouldn't stay up 
more than five hours, and then what 
would they do ? 

At the bowels of the asteroid were the 
power generators and the gravity field 
machines. Men labored there, for power 
was needed for many things and the 
scientist knew things about the gravity 
machines they hadn't told yet. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Mad Rae•� 

PACE is curves and motions and veloc-
ities and accelerations. Navigation of 

space is something not to be done with 
impunity unless you have power to waste 
measured in the tons. There is no such 
thing as traveling in a straight line to a 
destination. The most efficient route is a 
highly complex series of curves. The more 
power you can spend the flatter your 
curve can be. 

The ship from Brenn made a compro
n1ise, navigating a pretty fair sweep, but 
well on line for Galileo, twenty million 
n1iles a\vay. It started at an hour-call it 
zero. It kept a steady acceleration of one 
gravity : thirty two feet per second per 
second. Every second its velocity in
creased by thirty two feet per second. Ev
ery minute its velocity curve soared up
ward, and its navigation curve flattened 
out. 

At the end of nine hours well over three 
million miles had been covered ; the 
mighty warship was speeding at a rate of 
two hundred miles per second. 

That was when Flenuning started .. 
Flemming, the tall, black robot, whose 

body of metal was strapped into the con-

trolling chair of a ship otherwise empty of 
life. Life ? Was Flemming living ? Was 
there life in the ship at all ? But Flemming 
was there, too busy to ponder philosophy. 
He was easing through the atmosphere, 
and spinning around the earth for precious 
minutes to attain the proper angle to set 
acceleration. And an acceleration ! Not a 

piddling single gravity, but a force that a 
ship with organic life in it had never at
tempted. !..rife was not in this ship, only 
Flemn1ing. And Flemming was pushed 
down into his chair with a weight fifteen 
times the weight he was accustomed to 
handling. Even the robot was in trouble. 

The ship did not increase its velocity by 
thirty-two feet per second per second, as 
the warship from Brenn was doing.· Every 
second saw it boring aJong four hundred 
and eighty feet per second faster than it 
had gone the prevjous .second. It added 
up. In only one hour it was going 330 
miles per second, very nearly the highest 
velocity the ship from Brenn was to make 

• • • • 
tn Jts enttre trtp. 

But Flemming had farther to go. Two 
hundred tnillion miles of vastness, empty 
and black, lay ahead. Grin1ly he pounded 
through it, rehearsing in his mind the 
action that would come upon his arrivaJ, 
keenly ferreting out each possibility of 
events he might meet, and planning ways 
to meet thetn. And all the time his body 
chained down by the irresistible force that 
the comet-tail of the rocket blast pressed 
on him. 

On and on, among the whirling motion 
and curves of the solar system, the two 
vessels sped to their meeting place on the 
heads of the shrieking swords of radiance 
that were the r<>ckets. 

At hour sixteen the ship of Brenn 
reached the halfway mark. Ten million 
miles it had gone, while Flemming's slen
der little vessel was already looking back 
upon twenty-nine million. Ten million 
miles, and reaching out over 350 new 
miles each .second. 
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Whirling gyroscopes hummed ; the bat
tleship slo\\·ly turned to present its tail to 
the fore. Then again the blasts lashed out, 
and again the force of one gravity applied 
itself to the ship, but in the opposite direc
tion. Its speed decreased. 

Hour twenty-one ; the race \\·as nearing 
it finality. The ship fron1 Brenn had ac
complished three quarters of its trip, 
Flen1n1ing would be half,vay in another 
hour. Sotnething, then, happened, 'vhich 
was the one possibility that Fletnn1ing. in 
his planning, had not given the slightest 
thought. 

YDER entered his ship. 
Ryder, now, was not the body that 

had been ca11cd by that cotnhination of 
syllables. He \vas not a robot, like l4.1etn
nling was. He was a complex network of 

vibrations and forces in space conducted 

along a cable fron1 the protoplas1nic bat

tery \vhich had contained it, to a ne\v 

n1etal battery that was to be its habitat. 
In the exact center of the Egg the little 

mechanisn1 rested, hidden by layer after 

layer of metal. surrounded by generators 

and motors that consu1ned power of a 

n1agnitude very nearly to warp the inune
diate space. 

Ryder opened his eyes. That is the 
n1etal spheroid down below emitted an 
itnpulse that flowed through wires to a 
mechanisn1 that opened the shields cover
ing the optic instruments sunk into the 
armor of the Egg. 

Ryder felt well, he could not feel ; 
there v;as an absence of sensation that 
�nt beyond the ordinary n1eaning of the 
phrase. He could not even feel ill at the 
lack of sensation ; there were no bodily 
organs to cooperate with a production of 
the sensation of feeling ill. So he did not 
feel. 

He sa\\", and he heard, when there \\·as 
air ;  he had orientation by virtue of the 
tiny gyroscope \vithin the shell. 
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His hands, hidden somewhere an1ong 
the machinery, wriggled their fingers, and 
touched the buttons that were the controls. 
A n1otor spun ; the pai r of eyes s)o,vly pro
truded then1selves frotn their recesses. 

This \Vas joy for Ryder. Looking do\vn 
fron1 the twenty foot height, he at last felt 
hig. He at last felt as though he had the 
po\ver to do son1ething, instead of bluffing 
and being caustic as a defense against be
ing little. l"'he grey n1etal lookcd so strong. 

The fingers tnoved. pressed buttons. 
The eyes retracted and becantc don1cd 
\vith protective transparent sheathing. The 
antigravity hummed ; the Egg rose, slo\\'
ly, then with increasing velocity. The roof 
of the chan1ber spread wide. and then \vas 
he]o\\' ; the people gathered in  there be
canlc t iny, then \\·ere gone in the distance 
that pulled the city together in  a ragged 
splotch interrupting the earth's curve . 

The heavy gyrowheels roared ; slowly 
the Egg responded, turning its nose away 
fron1 the sun that was going do\vn in t1u� 
\vest. Then the rockets quickly buildi ng 
up fron1 a thin sliver of incandescence to 
a ferven t llan1e that stretched part \\·ay 

across a cont inent hJastcd. 

Flemming was halfway to hi s rlcst i u a 
tion ; Brenn three-quarters gone, but l{y 
der \\"as going under fifty gmvities of ac
l'eleration. He '"·as all 1netal, and the ship 

\\'as as nearly solid as any ship had ever 
been n1ade before. I t  held. 

For seven hours he bored on through 
the blackness, pushed by that spear of 
light. And for seven tnore hours he con
tinued on, with the spear of light grinding 
hi 111 to a stop. 

' '  AMN Reeves !" MacPherson ex-
clainled. " \Vho let hin1 out the 

airlock ? "  
Reeves was gone, and \Vith hin1 one of 

the e..xperimental double-blast projectors. 
He had disappeared from sight for several 
hours ; MacPherson had thought he \\·as 
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sitting in a corner moping. But all the 
time he had been installing the projector 
in his little ship ; now he and the ship were 
gone. 

Up in the sky was the tiny streak that 
marked his distant rocket trail ; it snapped 
out as he began his silent vigil, hanging 
up there in an orbit, watching for some
thing to con1e. 

11He wins," MacPherson sighed. 
"We'll send him the signal as soon as we 
know something. Jones !" he called. "Are 
the torpedoes ready ?" 

uTwo of then1. No time for more. 
They're devilish things to make.. Lord, 
I'm sleepy., 

"Okay, shoot then1 out and sign off. 
You'll know \vhen things begin to bust. 
Get some sleep in the meantitne. " 

The torpedoes, hastily built things, were 
sent up into their orbits, where they would 
spin uptil the glare of the enetny 's rocket 
would set off the photo-cells ; relays would 
guide the torpedoes relentlessly to the 
source of that glare. The double-blast 
would flame out ahead. If, of course, there 
was anything left of the torpedo by that 
time. A body moving head-on in an un
swerving line is a lovely target. 

CHAPTER SIX 
For the Freedom of Science 

'' ILOT !" spoke the commander of 
the battle ship frotn Brenn. " Report 

on position and velocity." 
"Position now one thousand miles from 

Galileo, at velocity of one mile per second. 
We have been on a straight line from 
Galileo for the past fifty thousand n1iles."  

Fine work. From that distance and po
sition the rocket exhaust would not be a 
comet tail, but a tiny star not to be told 
with casual glance from the other thou
sands of stars. 

"Good, " the commander said. "Cut 
rockets and (!rift until fifty miles from 

Galileo. Then decelerate at rate sufficient 
to bring us to rest within that distance. " 
To the power roon1 : "Cut all power as per 
plan.

,, 
T� the gun stations : "Conunence 

firing itntnediately at fifty n1ile range with 
�he double-blast projector. Neutron and 
ion blasts handle defense."  

The lights winked out ; the ship became 
a dark wraith floating indetectable, except 
to the magnetic and gravity in�truments, 
which were in pretty bad shape among 
the cotnplex fields of the asteroids. 

A n1ile a second. In fifteen minutes the 
detectors blared out their warning down 
on Galileo. The big douhle blast screamed 
out of its projector to\vards the estimated 
point of disturbance, but the spotting was 
vague, Vv"ith an error of plus and minus 
one degree ; at a hundred mile range the 
beam might be off one and three quarter 
miles on either side. According to the laws 
of chance they cou.ld have hit the ship 
with the two foot beam. But of course 
they didn't. 

Nearly a minute fled by, and suddenly 
all of the detectors on Galileo went wild ; 
the electron-tube re1avs reacted with the ., 
speed of light, throwing the po\ver screen 
through the already warn1ed-up tubes at 
aln1ost the san1e instant that the enemy's 
double blast reached the asteroid. 

Aln1ost the satne instant. That beam 
was a pencil of fire impaling upon· · its tip 
a fragment that n1ight have been from the 
very center of the sun. It darted dovvn to 
the surface of the asteroid, lingered there 
for a time too sma1 l for human senses to 
realize, then quailed back as the screen set 
up its repulsive power. In that instant 
Galileo shook, and the rock that had been 
touched disappeared in a blaze of power. 

The defensive sbield fought the beam, 
and where the electrons and protons came 
together was that little center of radiation 
that was like the sun. 

The battleship's rockets were on full. 
The two torpedoes that had been drifting 
above, went into action. Their propq.lsion 
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blazed ; the double beams fingered ahead. 
These were little bean1s. Th�y had not 
the hundt;ed mile range of the battleship's. 
But their power was intense. 

From two different directions they sped. 
Their mechanical controls knew one les
son. Aim for the ship and hit it. From 
opposite sides of the battleship spat ion 
blasts, caressing the simple targets of the 
torpedoes for an easy moment. And then 
the glare and the debris scattered. 

A comet zoomed fron1 the other side of 
the asteroid. Reeves, in his little boat, 
groaned against his chair straps. He'd 
been far away ; it  took time to get where 
he wanted at a speed low enough to be of 
any use. 

His weapon was fixed. He had to aim 
the ship ; to do that he had to get the ship 
pointing directly at the Conqueror. The 
ion blasts were spitting around him ; the 
mechanical sighters were getting on to his 
orbit. He cut out of the gyrations, tried 
to shift his path, but at a thousand n1iles 
an hour the blood spurtEd out of his nose ; 
before he had tin1e to Jose consciousness 
from the pressure the blaze of his rockets 
coalesced with the incandescence of the 
ion blasts, and space was filled with little 
droplets of n1olten metal 

HE battleship went into an orbit about 
Galileo, spraying the big double-blast 

over the asteroid. But the blast never 
quite hit, because the screen made the two 
beams come together in that fierce fireball. 
The ion blasts ,poured downward, but the 
soil merely melted and ran, while the pro
tected domes absorbed them without a 
murn1ur. 

An immense neutron beam speared out 
of the base of one of the domes. The skin 
of the battleship began to glow. Five pow
erful blasts concentrated their fury upon 
the projector down there, and suddenly it 
snapped off. 

Galileo was without offense. 
" Prepare for landing," the commander 

ordered. Rockets thundered, and the ship 
spiraled inward. 

Then it was that the generators at the 
center of Galileo, heretofore comparative
ly silent, began to hum and groan. 

"Acceleration failing !" the pilot called, 
a frown marking his face. 

The con1mander glanced over the me
ters and gasped. "Report !"  he shouted as 
he flipped a connection to a room at the 
bo\ve]s of the ship. 

The man with the detectors and analyz
ers \Vas on his toes with the infornlation-
and excited. 

""The gravity field opposing us is of a 
type predicted recently by the Science 
Colony, probably just created by them. 
Its effect is identical to that of the field 
about an atomic nucleus. The ion blasts 
have sufficient momentum to penetrate, 
but we do not. " 

, 
The commander irately snapped the 

connection. A n1ost lovely force screen 
that was, repelling all that came frotn 
without, but not affecting that which was 
on the surface of the asteroid. 

Siege con1tnenced. The question that 
hung in the balance was whether the ship 
could hold the beam longer than the as
teroid could hold the shield. 

When Bern Ryder the Egg that 
scarred little · metal ovoid came streaking 
upon the scene, the status quo still held. 

During that long voyage he had prac
ticed target shooting. He thought he knew 
a way to hit a thing without heading 
straight for it  and making . a  beautiful tar
get himself. I t  made the enemy almost as 
hard to hit as himself, but the enemy was 
bigger, so maybe he had a chance. 

If he'd had perhaps ten years to practice 
• 

the maneuver he might have done it suc-
cessfully. It was mad. 

YDER'S rockets pounded him to a 
momentary stop, then he leaped again 

towards the enetny. But in that instant of 
' 

restJ a�d in the moments required to gain 
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speed, e\·cn at the fiercest aC('eleration at 
his  conunand. the forces catne beating 

upon hin1 ,,· i th dcYas tation. He sheered 
off frotll t heir grip, hut his for\vard n1otor 
,,·as gone. and "·i t h  i t  the blast projector. 
His ll. [19 \Vas lopsided . 

It  took t i ny tnotnents of titne. \Vherc the 
fleeti ng thought s raced , and l{yder, the 
\\Teck , "·cnt s i x t een hundred feet per 
second, th irty t\vo hundred feet per sec
ond. forty eight hundred feet per second, 
up and up every second ; the tnetal fingers 
of R vder tnnde the slight turn in the flight 

., 

of the J�gg that sent  i t  shrieking for the 
Conqueror. Ions and neutrons pounded 
h in1. l'he nose of the Egg ran incandes
cent front its concentrated force of many 
projectors. hut all  the tnass v•as still there, 
and the �pace het \\· cen the t\\·o ships nar
ro\\·ed s \\r j f t 1 y. 

Ryder's eyes v�·ent out when the pro
jecti le that was hin1 1nade the plunge 
through the artnor of the Conqueror in a 
s\\·eep of devastat ion that left garbage of 
the itnmediate vicinity ; he could not tell 
\\·hat he had done. nut the beam that came 
up fron1 below left nothing retnain i ng of 

the batt leship to he seen. 

Ryder, incredib ly retai ning the thread 
of connection to the n1etal brain that hid 
belo\v sheaths of armor at the center of 

the broken Eg.rJ could not tc11 ho\\' or 
\vhere he tnoved, nor could he tell that 
Flen1 1n ing \vas j ust then flan1ing in upon 
the \\' i ngs of his  rockets. 

But he had faith ; he kne\\· that Flenl
tning ,,·ould find hitn. And in that utter 
darkness he li ved for a tin1e that was un

nleasurahle to hitn.  thinking of \vhat he 
\\·ould say to Flcn1 1ning \\·hen the light 
\\·ould strike his  htunan eves. and \\'hen he • 
\\·auld ha \'e a voice to speak : 

" l\faybe I \\'as a little n1an, Flemtning. 

hut \\· ith the hands that created the robot I 
tnade 1nyself big. Don't ever call tne l i ttle 

any more. ' ' 

THE END 
I 
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al borae iD lime. FREB B.aletla. No obU1atloe. Addr .. 
...._ a.t. A741f. at 51111. CMc.p 

OTBBB MEN have read 
and proftted by our free 
books .. Patent Protee-
tion,. and .. Selliq an In- · 

Yentlon." Fully explain v:o II a /',.�A many interesting pointe , ' V ft ., Iii ,_ 
to inventors and llluat.rate important mechanical prlD
eiplee. With books we at.o aend free .. B.,..Idenee ef 
Invention•• (oran. Reaaonable fees. deferred payment.. 
forty-two yeara• experlen�. Write to :  VIctor J. EYAPI a Co., Reai•terecl Pateat Attomqa, 589-L, Victor Balldlq, W , D. C. 
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GOOD STORIES - ·  

GOOD 

UST CHA E 

--

THE Tl I • 

Nothing is so vital to the an of good story 
telling than that it be ever alert to the constant 
shiftings of time and tonpo and human values. 
A good story in 1929 might be a bad story io 
1940. • A story which you read and en· 
joyed siz months aao might leave you cold 
today! 

THE PUBLISHERS OF THIS MAGAZINE 
ARE UNALTERABLY OPPOSED TO THE 
PRESENT-DAY CUSTOM OP REPRJNTING 
OLD STORIES WHICH BECAUSE THEY 
HAVE BEEN PUBUSHED PREVIOUSLY
CAN BE BOUGHT CHEAPLY! 

Insure yourself full value in reading pleas
ure. 

Insist on a magazine which is plaioly 
marked-

MALL STORIES . . .  NO REPRI 
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ID 
F YOU get this issue the day it ap
pears on your nc\vsstands, you will 
have just about enough tilne left to 

tnake arrangetnents to attend t he C/ricou. 
(({ Chicon : "  Fan argot for " Chicago Sci
ence Fiction Convention of 1940. ") The 
Chicago confab promises to set a new 
high in interest for science fiction conven
tions and that \\'ill be no easy feat, for 
of the dozen or n1ore national and region· 
al convent ions held so far, there has never 
been a dull one. Atnong the special events 
already schedu1ed \vii i  he a banquet in 
honor of E. E. Stnith, Ph. D., pren1iere 
science fiction author ; a science fiction 
masquerade ball, where prizes wit! be 
a '"·arded for the best costutnes represent
ing science fiction characters ; sho\\'ing of 
a science fiction n1otion picture, u 1\fon
sters of the Moon," parts of which haYc 
never before been released ; and many 
other events. For further infortnation. 
contact Erie Korshak, Convention Secre
tary, 3 1 56 Catnbridge Avenue, Ch icago. 
Il linois. The date is Septentber 1 st. 2nd, 
and 3rd and tnake a date to be there ! 

u Quicksands of Y outhwardness, "  he
ginning in th is issue, is our first seriaL \ \r l' 
want your opinions on i t  not only oi the 
quality of the story, but as to \\·hcther or 
not \ve should continue with serial s .  

\\'hat do you think ? 
Reporting on the stories in the August 

issue : Your letters have placed Art hur G. 
Stangland's "' llon Voyage ! "  and • ·  The 
Cat- T\·fen of Aen1t " by Neil R. Jones in a 
neck-and-neck tie for first plarc. Seconcl 
place \\·as also a tic.  sp1itting bet\veen 
4 ( \\'edding of the l\foons "  by Fred<.•ric 
Arnold Kun1n1er, Jr., and R. R.  \\ri nter
bothanl's '' The Eletnent of Logic. "  The 
only story not liked by the n1ajority "·::.s 
"Won1an Out of Tinte�,  "'hich n1ost 
characterized as a readable weird storv, _, 
but out of place in a science fiction n1aga-

• 
zsne. 

-THE EDITOR 
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(Continued from page 4) 
Symphony. " The idea of including other 
phases of fantasy besides drama is good. 

Here's wishing Astonishing Stories 
continued success ; which, of course, is 
just another way of looking forward to my 
own future reading pleasure. Amelia 
Reynolds Long, Harrisburg, Pennsylva-

• 

tua. 

Registers Kick 
Editor, ..t4.ston.ishing Stories : 

I just finished the August issue of your 
magazine, and I want to register a kick 
right now, while it's still hot in my mind. 
Your "Tales to Come" department says 
you are going to start a three-part serial 
in the next issue. 

Now, see here, Ed., how would you feel 
if you were a poor deluded reader who 
had to wait two months-between each part 
-four months in all to see whether Boy 
really Gets Girl at the end of the story ? 
'Tain't fair ! Really, you should show 
more consideration the least you can do 
is to make the magazine a monthly. 

If you can,t do that, please don't print 
serials ! H. K. Harrigan, St. Albans, 
New York. 

Morey I l lustrates Next 
Dear Mr. Pohl : 

Although a trifle late, I wish to com
pliment you on your latest issue of Aston
ishing Stories. To you I give my pro
found thanks for bringing back Professor 
Jameson and his metal comrades. The 
stories in your magazine are as a rule 
fair, with a large antount of poor ones. 
The departments are slanted more toward 
the fan side than most n1agazines, which 
is very good : keep it up. 

I am overjoyed to learn that a three
part serial of 2 1 MM392 is coming up..
more power to you I I was slightly disap
pointed when I saw that Morey didn't 

illustrate "The Cat-Man of Aemt," but 
you got the best substitute in the illus
trating field. I'm not implying that Morey 
is better than Bok, for he isn't, not any
where near, but I have been so used to 
seeing Morey illustrate them that it didn't 
seem like old times. Please have Bok do 
more iltustrating, for he is the best one on 
your staff in fact, the only artist. Give 
him some covers ; I think you have the 
worst covers in the pro field, with all 
crumby air-gun effects. Please give more 
fan artists a chance like you have been 
doing. You don't know what it means to 
them. I would like to see Roy Hunt do 
some work for you, for he is one of the 
bes� fan artists illustrating. 

Well, that's all for now. Please, oh 
please don

,
t cut any of the Jameson yarns, 

and don't let n1e hear of it if you do�-
for you'll receive a dozen assorted good 
old Rocky Mountain Rattlers in my next 
letter. Lew Martin, Co-editor, The Al

chemist, 1258 Race Street, Denver, Colo
rado. 

' ' Every Poor Story'' 
Dear Mr. Pohl : 

I have until now been a silent but ap
preciative reader of both your mags, pre
ferring to accept the occasional poor yarn 
with philosophic cahn. But, having just 
finished the June issue of Astonishing, I 
no longer can remain silent. With the ex
ception of two, you seem to have gathered 
together every poor story you could lay 
your hands upon, and jammed them into 
this issue. "He Conquered Venus/' by 
Fearn, is particularly obnoxious, point
less, plotless, and atnateurishly written ; 
Fearn n1ust have thrown it together in a 
half hour. The others are slightly better 
-:at least readable. 

The two exceptions I mentioned are 
u Children of Zeus, " by Grosser, and " A  
Miracle in Time," by Hasse. Grosser is 
new, isn't he ? But good l Hasse at least 
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shows some faint signs of a writing style, 
something which 90% of your writers 
have not yet done. I still remember his 
''He Who Shrank" of a few years ago, 
which I consider the greatest sub-atomic 
story yet written. 

Less interplanetary yarns, please, and 
more of anything by Grosser, Hasse, and 
Gregor his "Asteroid" was the best 
you've printed, yet and you may yet 
make something of these mags, for I think 
you're trying. Meanwhile:- I shall remain 
silent until you print another tripey con
glomeration of words like "He Conquered 
Venus, " and then you'll hear from m�e -
but good ! Richard D.e Vries, Men1phis, 
Tennessee. 

Wa nts Sequel 
Dear Mr. Pohl : 

Have just finished reading "A Miracle 
in Time, " by H. Hasse in the June issue 
of Astonishing Stories. 

This story, a human interest science 
fiction story, calls for many seque]s. 

Do not leave I( M ech " die by any 
means. This would make an excellent 

• 

series of stories. A fantasy fan, Carl 
Motz, Jr., Woodward, Pennsylvania. 

Cut Departments? 
Dear Editor : 

' 

After giving a ·good deal of thought to 
• 

the subject, I have come to a conclusion 
in regard to Astonishing that ought to be 
of interest to you. 

It is : That you are trying too hard. 
You are trying to please everyone ; 

everyone, that is, who writes you and 
yells loud enough about what he wants. 
Consequently, Astonishing becomes meat 
to A, poison to B because B,  like your 
scribe, is the quiet, unarguing type (note 
that this is only my second letter to you 
so far which tneans my second letter to 
any magazine.) I am not a career science 
fictionist, as most of your readers the 

ones that write letters seem to be ; I read 
science fiction for relaxation. And all I 
read believe this if you can is the 
stories r 

And I'm willing to bet that 99 44/100% 
of your readers do likewise. 

Concrete proposals : Cut out all depart
ments except the letter column ; insert in 
their stead a page of poetry and a good, 
well-drawn cartoon strip. 

And don't pay too much attention to 
what's said by the readers not even by 
me ! M.  Sn1ith, 329 N. Chapel Street, 
Catasauqua, Pennsylvania. 

Sequel Coming ! 
Dear Editor : 

For August Asto1tislt·i1�g Stories, my 
fancy dictates thusly : 

1 .  uThe Element of Logic." I'll wager 
that not many others make that selection ! 
2. '1The Cat-Men of Aemt. " Not the 
best of the series, but still good. 3. "Bon 
Voyage !" Well done, although Flando's 
identity was rather obvious. 4. "Wedding 
of the Moons. " Good tnainly because of 
the interesting and realistic "tradition ;" 
also because a Martian was the hero. 5. 
Asimov's letter, for the marvelous way in 
which he "corrected" the discrepancy in 
1'Callistan Menace." (Who says I can't 
rate a letter with·· the stories ?) 6. "The 
Lodestone Core. " Seemed rather cock
eyed ; just why, I don't know. 7. "Wom
an Out of Time." Astonishing, perhaps ; 
but not science fiction. 8. "The Deadly 
Swartn/ '  Ho-hu1n. Eighth place when 
there are only seven stories ! Just another 
adventure. 

Why tantalize with those Fan Maga
zine cotnments ?  I can't afford them. 

Bok's anthropomorphic monstrosities, 
such as the· Aemt and the Moep, are al
ways worthy of careful study. Let's have 
n1ore of them. 

Seems as though the characters on the 
covers ought to have their hair mussed or 
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a \v rinkle or two in their clothing. Not 
so ? 

Bring on the sequel to " Half-Br�ed. 
It  doesn't need to be quite as good as the 
first story to be very welcome. D. ll. 
'Thotnpson, 3 136 Q Street, Lincoln, 
!\ebraska. 

Didn't Like Cover 
Dear Editor : 

... fut tut, and again tut tut. Is this an 
stf tnagazine or " Dick Cars ton Fights the 
7th Cohtn1n" bi-monthly ? I refer to �fa
yorga's strca•nlined turkey on the Augu st 

issue. \Verc I a new fan, I never \\roulcl 
ha vc noticed that the interior i llustrations 
had itnproved as of this issue ; the frontis
p iece would have been sufficient. 

�lore of san1e : unless n1y eyes ha,·c 
gone back on tne, the tnajority of pub
l ished letters expressed a co-desire with 
tnine for two-way readers' colun1ns in the 
t\\·o tnagazines. Further : I 'n1 sure you, 
\·ourself could sketch up a more attrac-

• 

tive-looking cut for Viewpoints than the 
thing you have there now. 

And really, son1ething shou./d be done 
to correct that little line which tells us 
that Asto11ishing is published bi-monthly. 
\\lith a hearty second to Bradbury's plea 
for more Bok, I close. Robert W. 
l.,owndes, 2574 Bedford Avenue, Brook-
lyn, New York. 

RAI LW Y OSTAL CLER 
$1800 Flnt r•r n1111ar 

MANY OTHER GOVERNMENT J 
CltJ' Mall Carrlen Postofftce Cl•rka Rural Mall Carrlen 
-Liquor Gauge atoms I napectora Staaosrrapber•e -

Typlata. ete. 
SUIO to $2100 Flnt Yeu 

MEN-WOMEN Mall Coupon lmmediateb-todaJ' BUN. 

Conl•ln• 
... , 

,...-.. nl Fact• 
lnfor111aUon I 

Welder Bhou1d Own Thla New. Useful Book oontalol.ng clear. 
eoocl8e. practlcal lnrormatlon. polnten and facts relatlq to 
praotlce ID all DrancbEB. Easy to read and undentand-ov« 400 
paae� Fully JlhLcttrated -ewble oover-poeket alse-a Ready Ref· 
erence that ADBwera Your Qu•tlone accurately-Money B1oll:. If 
Do& O.K. To ge& thl.a tor 70unelf. order copy today. 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

THU. AUDD. PDIIe11 ..... 4e W.23nl St.. NewYork 
Ph •• Aoo•u• oom• CPrle� lll. •t•t:t.fwtuaJ. l wGl •-=tt 
tl • .._ ..t• IU'I"'ftl. otb wke will nlanl lbe boo.lll.. 
NMD' - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  

Addr�- _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  - - - _ - _ _ _  - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

�411 tiOL - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - • 

PER - - - - � -�-� � - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
... ·· -· 

MOUNTINGS In 1/40 14 KARAT YEL-
LOW GOLD OR STERLING SILVER. 

Double H-d almuloted cameoe .,.. s an�rle He•tl ID-.uo Hem.Ut.e rlncs. Eve17 rlllfl b II itb' embOeMd, II'UlUive Qpear • aaee. Wlll Lae& a Lllelimel SL"tfD NO IIONaYI Pu �a. 1 1 .00. plu. email ..-tAft ch&qe • .,.. enclore mon. ·� and we w i l l  pa� poatap. 8&8&. If #old or �tllver. IJI'YiftK al... 10 DA FREE TRIAL. Mone� INiclc It not deH•hted. Compan wiU. an, 1 1  �.oo 
CCJMeo rlna. ORDER NOWI Llmlt.eel •UJ'P�· 

Rl ... Co., tel W. LaSalle St • •  S.ath Bend, Ind. 

y 
POINT 

y 
• • • • • • • • • • • • C  o u P  o N • • • • • • • • • • •  

I FRAN.KJ.IN INSTITUTE. Roehe•ter. N. Y. I Dept. 8174, 
I Gentlemen : Ruah to me. without cost to me. 32 I page book wltb ltet of U. S. Government big paid : positions. Advtae me also regarding salaries. houra, 

1 work, vacation; etc. Tell me how to quallf:v for a 
1 pOsition. 

I 1 Na.me . . . . . • • • • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . • • . • . . • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . •  

I 1 Add'reN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . .  . 
1 1 1  
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Antique �Indian Relics for Sale 
_____ __: ______ .. 

Indian ReUe8. Coins, Curios. Catalog lie. VERNON 
LEMLEY . OSBORNE, KANSAS. 

Aviation 
-------------------

AVlATION APPRENTICES - Training for entering 
Aviation ll.fl Apprentices. Write immediately enclosing 
stamp. Mechanix Universal Aviation Service. Wayne 
County Airport. DeJ;lt. U21, Detroit, Michigan. 

Educational 
-- --�--------

Correspondence courses and educational books. slightly 
used. Sol·l. �nted. Exchanged. All subjecte. Satisfae .. 
tion g1laranteed. Cash paid for osed courses. Complete 
detAils and bargain catalog FREE. Write NELSON 
COMPANY, 600 Sherman. Dept. K-218, Chicago. 

Female Help Wanted ------------
S6.00 per day. spare time. and your own dresses Free 

demonstrating lovely Fashion Frocks. No investment. No 
canvassing. Write fu}ly, giving age, dress size. Fashion 
Frocks, Dept, K-1 026. Cincinnati . 0. • 

Help Wanted 
Permanent. steady income with opportunity for ad

vancement in ea rnings to sale�men for selling biggeet 
advertised brand hosierJ direct from mille to wearen. No 
investment. Real Silk. Dept. K-320, Indianapolis, Ind. 

0 

Male and Female Help Wanted -------- ·--- --- ------
M. M. earned $1,174 in spare time for exceptional 

"cellar crop .. Snow-King mushrooms J FREE Book tells 
If your celJar, shed suitable. We buy crops. United, 8848 
&lneoln Ave . •  Dept. 652, Chicago. 

Patent Attorneys 
--- --

- -· - - · - - - - - - - -·-·· 

• 

-----· 
INVENTORS-Protect your idea. Get free Patent Guide. 
Write Clarence A. O'Brien. Registe1·ed Patent Attoa·ney, 
OK26 Adams Building. Washington, D. C. 

Photo Finishing 
--------- ----·- · - - · · - - - -·------

NEW t SENSATIONAL ! STYLE LEADER ! ARTIS
TIC DECKLED GLISTENING SNAPSHOTS I In neat 
cOJlvenient album form. Keepa your pictures and nega ... 
tives together in sets as taken. 8 Exposure 26c. Reprints 
same style 3c. Each set bour�d in a separate small attrac
tive album. Free enlargemE:nta with each 25c in trade. 
Candid and split-size film ultra fine g1·ained developed 
and enlarged 3 1,4 x 41;2 a.lburn style--36 Exposures $1.00.  
16-18 76c, 12 50c, and 8 Exposure Vest rocket, Bantam 
and Univex 40c. Album style enlarged Re1nints from 
Miniature Films 4c. Finished and remailed same day 
received. Brings films from Middle West back in thr� 
days. Ea.st. South, and to Rocky Mountain.!\ in four days. 
You have tried the ordinary kind-now �ive the beet just 
one test. ROCKFORD PHOTO SERVICE. "A mcricct's 
Finest Photo Laboratories," Box 1 02-46, Rockford, Illinois. ------· · - · - - - - �- - ---- ---- - -----

ROLLS DEVELOPED-25c coin. Two 6 x 7 Double 
Weight Professional Enlargements. 8 gloss prints. CLUB 
PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 16. La Crosse. Wis. 

--- -----------
DOUBLE SIZE PRINTS. Rol l developed, 8 prints all 

enlarged to nearly post�ard size 25c. Willard Studios, 
Dept. 35, Cleveland , Ohio. 

Poems Songwriters 
-------·--- .. _ , _  -

Songwriters. Interesting Proposition. Write PARA· 
MOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-60, Box 190, 
Hollywood, Cali!. 
------------- -------------------------------

SONGWRITERS : Send your poem today for immediate 
consideration. RlCHARD BROTHERS, 80 Wooda Build· 
lng, Chicago. 
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T
HEY came through the Divide in a long, 
snaky line. Hard-bitten pioneers with their 

\VOrk-worn women and their care£ ree, v..Ti1der .. 
ness-bred children. The broad "Venus Vans" 
jogg1ed clumsily along, loaded do·wn with 
atnorphous n1asses of household necessities. 

The stream of Terrestrial colonization was 
penetrating farther into Venus 1 

The leaders surveyed the prospect and one 
spoke in clipped sy1lables : .. Almost through, 
J em. We're out an1ong the foothills now.'• 

And the other replied slo\vly, •4And there's 
good new growing-land ahead. We can stake 
out farms and settle down. ." 

From the ridge ahead the last ridge before 
the va1ley two Twecnies, father and son, un
seen dots in the distance, watched the ne\\-com
ers with heavy hearts. 

"The one thing we cannot fight !, said 1Iax 
Scanlon. "VV c fled the pure-blood hordes on 

Earth, but they fol low us even here on Venus." 

Words came fron1 Arthur Scanlon reluc .. 
tantly. uThey are few and unarn1ed. vVe can 
drive them out in an hour. Venus is ours!" 

Max Scanlon smiled mournfully. "Surely, we 
can drive thcn1 out in an hour in ten minutes. 
But they would return in thousands, and anued. 
\V e' re not ready to fight all Earth." li j s voice 
quavered and age sat heavy on hin1. 4 '\Ve tried, 
}\ rthur, but I think I think we have failed . . . .  " 

•·fia1 f -Breeds on Venus," Isaac Ashnov's con
tinuation of the story of a brand-new race of 

humans seeking respite f ron1 the persecution of 

the old race they are replacing, will appear in 

the December issue of AstoJ1ishin,g Stori.es, out 
October 23rd. 

Classified Advertising 
( Continued) 

---------=-=_____:, _ _ - -.. - · - ----------

POEMS WANTED to be set to music. Free examina
tion . Send poems. McNeil. Master of Music. 610-A South 
Alexandria, Los Angeles, Calif. 

------------------� -

wANTED-Poems for musical setting. Submit fOI'. 
considt:ration. Phonograph transcriptions made. Keenan,_• 
Studio. PP, Box 2140. Bridgeport, Conn. - - - · -- - - ... · . .... · - - - - --·- - - - · - - · - ----- - - ---- -- ---

SONGWRITERS. Write for free book outlining profit 
&baring plan. Allied Music, Dept. 20, Box 60'7. Cincin
nati, Ohio, ----- - -------------------

SONGWRITERS - Submit Original Songs - Poem�� -
FREE BOOK - V ARIE'I'Y. Salem . Indiana. 

Sideline Salesmen 

EXCELLENT Sparetime Profits taking aubeeriptlon••-
2500 Magazines. Agents Confidential Catalogue. Com
plete Starting Supplies FREE I Dept. �01. PINES, 688 
Monrc:Je, Brooklyn, N. Y. 



Buy d i rect trom us a n d  save 
over  $70.00 on g e n u i n e  office 
model U n derwood No. 5 .  Re
b u i l t  tt. ll tl r P f i n i tt h e tl like 
bt·tt.nd nt-w. Full 2 year }.(UBr· 
antee. Tlwu:-lond� paid S/0!.50 for t hill rnorlrl. but It's 
yours for on l y  $ 3 1 . � !1  cR�h 
or on �o;nMy Tt-rmJot o f  60c 
R w.-ek. Pny No Money 
Dow n - Sf'.,. hPron• vnu 
buy on 10 nny T r i u l .  F ree 
tyP i ng course i n c l u d to •l 
with o lfer. 

EXTRA VALUE! 
ROLL · A ·  WAY SECRETARIAL 
TYPEWRITER STAID 

Fen tho� who huve no typt•\\' l'lt
t•t' �lnnd Ol' hnntly place to l l � t ·  a 
mnl'hin£>. I mnkt> thi� �P•·<·ial 
olfe•·. Thi� nttrnclive �tantl t h a r  
ortl i n u ri l y  1'4t' l l �  fm· $·1 . x:, t•n n l�t· 
your8 fot· only $:!.UH ..-xt ra o-ultl.·tl 

to your· Ht'count. (JII(r/rtl1 '' ""' 
:\'nfl' nil 1l.ot rnn twuil'lll (p,;turr ... 

UNDERWOOD-The World's 
Most Popular Typewriter !  

{ ' n dn'U't!/Jd (/If l ,liJit lt'rlft'T fi'!'II(Jfi/Zt d U ll  lhf 
•r n • .  � t  ..t r,tm/t�l h w l t .' Tlurtk of 1 11 1 :-; \'1\lu� ! 
\\'odd Fnrnou� olli('e 1-\ize U nc.le1·wooc.l No. 5 
l'om plett.'ly rd.H d l t  w i t h  late improved fea
ture� Your� ror lt·�H t han l/3 thtc> m(re. 
oriJ,c. J l l'ice. This U n d e rwood No. 5 has a l l  
dandard equipme n t  .loi.S character. - t  row 
keyboat rtl. :! rotor dbhon, hn1·k Hp:u·t· t·, auto
mntic ri:'Vt.'l'�. ttthulntor. :-�hift hH'k,  etc. A 
)lerfe4·t ul l  lJUrpo�._. l Y J tt•w riter -�tu nd !-1 hnrc.l. 
lonJ( Ht" I'Vice-·No ri�k- You St't> Ho•fon� You 
Buy- -Fully I(URrH nt<·e<l and but•kt·d by 3\1 
yean of fair dealtnl[. 

WIDE 14"" CARRIAGES 
Widt" r·nr· riRJ>t"t' mnchine� for J.Covernment re
vortH, larJ,Ct> ulll<"c· formM. b i l l i nJ>t" ete •• only 
S3.UO extra wrth ortlt'r, TakeH pnper 1 4 "  
wid-=-. has 1 :! "  Wl'itln� l i ne. A Real Buy!  

NO MONEY 
DOWN 

NO OBLI G A T I ON .  SEND NO 
M O N E Y  Tt)' l ' ruh-rwootl :'1\n. 
:. !'ttl I l l  I II I I  tlll.\ "i  Ill �I l L I I  

I10IILI' w l ! h• • l l l  n .... k. s,.,. , , ,, 
)·ounwlr tht' w·ul, (t�•rft't'l work 
t1 tlm•IJ IJt-c·ult· wu lwut .... llh',.. 
ruan'a l't"'�-"ur.- ·wUhuut burn. 

10 DAY TRIAL 
SEE B E FORE YOU B U Y  
'l't•:-L lfiSIIt'Cl, t'mn(•art·. Thi!O 
l ' IHh·n�t'llutl �CJ. !'1 Is �h((lt�·t.l IO 
you un Its mt·rlt wltuH·. I t  
IIIUSt *.'IJ lt.lk•lr IUIISt t'OJIY!JII'r 
\ uU ur· Its l rement.I<HL-. u lut'. 

2 YEAR GUARANTEE 
Our :! \L yuuraUit'l' 1.11 .\ our 11a· 
�litll llt't:' fA sut blat•Jiuu. l'11� 
11111111 l11· .,,l t•flnl lh11t  thll b 
I lit• biKJit'MI Vllhlt' o•Vt•r niTt•rrd 
lu • t n ��""tltt'r. 

Easiest Terms 
Only &De a Week! 
OniJ tiOc a week ."iUIIU a�•Y:-t for 
� � t LII' 1 .\'IM.'Wr i r t·r nt t hb low 
J•J il'l•, , . _..,,, llllll'lilfll' I"" ,\ U\1 l'<.t,\ 
fill' i l .  C lnl.• � :! . :-�1 1  " uwn r h  
It· ....... ! h u n  tlu• ,.,, ... , or n·ntllll.l 
Jll  l n r t•rlu• mad•int•. Order 
Now! 

International T y p e w r i t e r  
F.srh., Chical(o, Ill. 

F R EE ! 
� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

C o m p l e t t>  h o m t� 
�tudy t' O U r � t· o r  
\"nn Znmlt TolH'h 
Typi l l t-!' :-; y :o� t t.• m  
('un· f u l l y  i l luRtntt
£>d. \V rilt4•0 ior 
humt· Ufllt•. 

I n ternational TyptwriLer EJ.change Out. 1039 I 231 W. Monror St.,  Chicago, I l l . /1 
"'t·nd t:ndt•rwnut � :\ n  !t i F. O. Il. Clllt'll�tll  for l.t'D tlll}S t n a l .' I I  I kt•t•L.J I t ,  I W i l l  t • a .\ :' :! . !,o H'l' I JHtlllh u n t i l  t'll"i� l t'rlll ( trln· 
� �:Hi. :!�l )  i ... \!:tit!. II I : t i l l  IIHI �t l hr ll·tl . I 1'1111 fl'l\1 1 11 i t / ::�:f

l
l;:··;s t•ullt•t•f. I t •" l'll friltlott' :.J H" l'I Hria�·· u:·: .u ·�.

.ht·
�� 

F or Quick Shipment Give Occupation and Rchr•nce / /Y I�l' r ./ tt�ral !,t'� / t !
or
:.!
l l�� Sl•mi uttl' / un rrC'dl)t "t 

I r.r-.l r-a,.maat 
I \ ' i ly  

1 
ul\ lJnt.l.-rwut.d, • 

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  , 
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Kalamazoo Stove & Furnace Co., Monufactu,.rs 
.501 Rochester Avo., Kalamaxoo, Michigan 

Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG. 
Check aniclcs in which you arc interested: 

Combination Oat, Cool or- Oil Ranges ::J Coal and Wood Rangea 
Gat Rangea .J Electric Ranges 0 Coal and Wood Heater-a 

1 Oil Heatert LJ Oil Ranges ....J Purnacet 

J\'a111e • • • . • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . (P,.inl nam� /Jiain/y) 
.lddress . . . . .  , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • • . . . . . .  

City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . .  . 




