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WHEN you've got the niffies, a 
chill, and your throat feels irri

tated. it's a sign that germs are prob
ably at work in mouth and throat. 

Sometimes they can be killed in 
sufficient numbers or kept under 
control so that ature can halt the 
infection ... throw off the cold. 

If you have any symptoms of 
trouble, start gargling with full 
strength Listerine Antiseptic and 
keep it up. Countless people say it's 
a wonderful first aid and 8 year of 
scientific research back them up. 
Tests during this period actually 
showed fewer and milder cold for 
Listerine Antiseptic users ... fewer 
sore throats, too. 

Li terine Antiseptic reaches way 
back on throat surfaces to kill mil
lion of the secondary invaders
germs that many authorities say 
help to complicate a cold and make 
it so troublesome. 

Actual tests showed germ reduc
tion on mouth and throat surfaces 
ranging to 96.7% even 15 minutes 
after the Listerine Anti eptic gargle. 
Up to 80cio one hour later. 

In view of this evidence, don't you 
think it is a wise precaution to use 
Listerine Antiseptic systematically 
during fall, winter, and spring months 
when colds are a constant menace to 
the health of the entire family? 

Lamb�rt Pharmaeal Co., St. Lo�til, .\To. 

NOTE HOW LISTERINE GARGLE REDUCED GERMS! 

AFT& A 

The two drawings at left illustrate height of 
range in germ reductions on mouth and throat 
surfaces in test cases before a.nd after gargling 
Listerine Antiseptic. Fifteen minutes after gar
gling, germ reductions up co 96.7% -vere noted; 
and even one hour afu:r, germs were still re
duced as much as 80%. 
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I nconSfQUfnTIRl DHRil 
Science-fiction deals with invention and progress, and loud is the call for 

great and sweeping ideas. But it is, in the land of present reality, remarkably 
difficult to distinguish between a "great invention'' and an "in1provement in incon
sequential detail." The immediate reaction to that statement is probably a vociferous 
disbelief. Does sound slightly screwy, doesn't it? It's a painful fact, however
painful for those fellows who make a minor improvement, just a slight change in 
detail, that turns a one-percent efficient and wholly uneconomic "great idea" into 
a ninety-percent efficient and useful device. Sometimes the man who makes it work 
gets the credit; generally he doesn't, Edison was lucky, in this respect, and Nernst 
correspondingly unlucky. Nernst produced an incandescent electric light that was 
considerably more efficient than Edison's carbon-filament bulb. 

Unfortunately, Nernst lamps required a rather delicate thermo-relay and a 
platinum pre-heater coil, and ran at a temperature that slowly but surely evaporated 
away the platinum. :(Incidentally, if they'd persisted to modern times, broadcast 
radio wouldn't have come into existence. Each little incandescent rod would have 
been the source of a wonderful howl of static.) 

Still this subtle art of differentiating between a minor ch;l.nge of design, in
tended to squeeze an infringing patent through the Patent Office, and a major, 
revolutionary development would not, on the surface, seem to require much insight 
into the intricacies of science. If Inventor A patents a cooling tube with disk
shaped fins foe dissipating heat, and Inventor B tries to patent a cooling tube with 
disk-shaped fins for dissipating heat, the latter fin differing somewhat in hapc 
and number, Inventor B is, obviously, a bare-faced chiseler. 

Only, it happens, he isn't. Inventor B has, in fact, made a vital and revolu
tionary invention. In this case, it applies to the cylinder of an air-cooled airplan 
engine, and that small change in shape an,d placement of air-cooling fins is one of 
the year's major inventions. It boosted the power of the largest ngin'es from 
twenty-four hundred horsepower to thirty-six hundred horsepower-made possible 
an entirely new understanding and system of design for aircraft engines. 

The N ACA, at the same time it announced that new engine, announced a new 

type of aircraft wing. It differs minutely in the exact curve employed, the cross
section has a slightly different shape. The combination, they stated, would make 
possible ships of five hundred miles per hour and better. 
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Two more inconsequential details. A slight increase in peed-from about 
four hundred seventy to, say, five hundred ten miles per hour-and the difference 
in wing-curve imperceptible to the untrained eye. The trick is hidden therein: 
the properties of air change abruptly and violently at al:iout five hundred miles 
per hour. The normal "streamline" forms signally and abruptly fail to give smooth 
airflow above that critical speed, the usual wing refuses t� lift, and instead of 
slipping through the air starts trying to blast a path. 

The announcement that planes of speed greater than five hundred miles per 
hour are now possible, because of a slightly different wing-shape, means that a 
second major and revolutionary discovery has been perfected. 

Yet each of these two first-order in�ntions differs so slightly in appearance 
from its predecessors as to be almost indistinguishable to the unspecialized eye. 
They represent not mere improvements; they are the practical application of newly 
discovered fundamental principles. 

This situation is an invitation�and- has been for years-for patent-law 
trouble, this seemingly minor physical difference between two things that i11volve. 
actually, radically different principles. Great ideas hidden behind a mask of 
inconsequential difference make it nearly impossible for a co�rt to determine 
where, in refusing a patent to one seemingly slight improvement, and granting one 
on another slight physical difference, they are to draw the line. 

But, perhaps, it might equally be an invitation for stories. Great ideas make 
stories-but great ideas aren't always vastly different in appearance and seeming 
than their minor predecessors. 

Ohe final inconsequential detail we should like to point out. Arthur McCann's 
filler, on page 154, is an obvious and evident invitation for stories. ·As he rightly 
says, science-fiction proposes, time and again, the discovery of some miraculou new 
metal on a strange planet, the synthesis of super-normal p1etal atoms, and similar 
expedients to attain the super-metal. From present science knowledge, it appears 
that what we want is not a "great discovery," but another "minor invention." We 
need a new way of heat-treating or tempering metals we already have, for that 
atom�to-atom strength ties in copper and aluminu� as well as in steel. 

Many mall steps that way have already been taken. The recently discovered 
austempering process which makes possible a steel so hard it cuts glass that is yet 
so tough a file made of it can be bent double without cracking, is an instance. 

It isn't alone new ideas we need; we need, too, to make the ones we have work 
better. 

THE EDITOR . 
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n£UTHHL VfSSfL 
Ia Interplanetary war, you don't merely aftaclc a aeufraf 

vessel-you can turn it Info a helpless but terrible weapoa! 

By Harl Vincent 
lllustl'ated by R. lsip 

IN the captive military observation 
sphere a hundred miles above the outer 
cloud layer of Venus, Tommy Blake 
idly punched a location spot on the cal
culating board. He was not greatly im
pressed by the alarm indication of this 
body's approach. Seven million miles 
it was off, at the limit of the sensitive 
magnetic pickup system. From its di
rection, it could hardly be a Martian 
battle fleet and, even if it were, they 
would· be several days getting here. 
Plenty of time. 

His next check on the object gave 
him pause. It was an hour later when 
he glanced casually at the distance-in
dicator spot which marked it. It read 
5,200,000 miles ! An impossible figure. 
Nothing in the Solar System could travel 
nearly two million miles in an hour. 

"Hey, Masters," he called across the 
room. "Come over here and tell me if 
I'm screwy." 

"I  don't have to come over to tell you 
that," his pal grinned. But he crossed 
to the instrument board. 

"Look here " Blake said excitedly. 
"See this approach-warning dot? I get 
an incredible reading on its velocity. 
Check me, will you ?" ' 

"Did you put the spectroscoi:e on it?" 
"Sure, but it's too small and too far 

off No lines. Now, be a good guy 
and hold the stop watch while I punch 
the calculator. Give me ten-second in
tervals." Blake squinted purposefully 

I 

into .the vernier, hi fingers on the key
board. 

Barney Master labghed. "Man, you 
won't need intervals that close for any
thing that moves."  

"Never mind." Blake was frowningly 
serious. "I will if this thing's travel
ing as fast as I think. I 'm setting the 
calculator for serial subtraction, so yelp 
out the times." 

A pause ; Masters eying his stop 
watch. Then, "Now!" he sang out. 

The calculator chuckled and clunked. 
And at each "now" for two solid min
utes the machine did likewise. 

"Enough," announced Blake, tearing 
out the printed tape. · 

Together they gazed at the figures ; in 
unison they whistled their wonderment. 
5,090,005 - 5,084,355 - 5,078,705 -
5,073,054-and so ran the eries down 
to an end figure of 5,022,181 in miles 
distant. 

Masters' eyes goggled. Blake grabbed 
his slide rule and pencil. "67,824 miles 
in two minutes !" he gasped. "565 miles 
a second average. See for yourself.'� 

Masters saw for himself. He was 
checking it by long division. "565.2," 
he corrected. ' And the difference are 
progressively lightly greater. Won
der what that means?" 

Blake stared, checking back rapidly 
in his mind to the average of 500 miles 
a second for the first hour. "Why," he 
husked. "it means the thing's accelerat
ing. The slide and indicator of his rule 
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mu\<..:d swiftly. "At about 160 feet per 
ect)nd. Five Earth gravities." 

"Meteors don't accelerate," 'Masters 
remarked thoughtfully. ''Nor comet , 
nor anything-" 

"Excepting spaceship-," Blake fin
ished for him. "And neither comet nor 
spaceship ever went this fa-t." . 

"Whatever it is, it's coming thi- way;" 
Masters said gloomily. 

"Approximately, anyway. But there 
isn't a chance in a million of it hitting 
us. Not ten million." Blake was struck 
with a sudden new thought. ·• a-ay !" 
he norted. "We're fools to believe this 
-it just isn't po sible. I'll bet our base 
line, for the autQmatic triangulator, is 
haywire. The other sphere may be 
down or out of whack. We'll check up 
with headquarters. Have to report, any
way." 

taring at one another with a mixture 
of hope, awe and incredulity on their 
lean young faces, the two Terrestro
Venusian military observers made for 
the radio room. They couldn't po ibly 
know that some five hours previou ly, 
out in space-

CAPTAIN ]EFFERY BRAND had an un
easy feeling. 

It wasn't as if the pirit of T crra had 
anything to fear in the Earth-Venus 

pace lane. The mightie-t liner of the 
skies, though nearly new, she wa- tried 
and proven hy her nine previous jaunts 
aero s the Yoid. he wa unarmed and 
carried no contraband. Her repulsor 
screens were of ample capacity to ward 
off any stray mines of either com
batant he might encounter. She car
ried proudly the insignia of Earth, which 
planet had been steadfastly neutral 
through the two years of bitter warfare 
between 1Iar- and Venus. Under the 
terms of treatie- ne\'er yet dishonored, 

he was guaranteed freedom from search 
or attack in pace, and afe entry at the 
designated unblockad d ports. till the 
captain was uneasy. 

Brand was not superstitiou He had 
no fear of anything in an atmosphere 
or in the far-flung reache of the heav
ens. Perhaps his dinner hadn't agreed 
with him. Maybe he had neYer gotten 
quite used to these ultramodern liners 
in which every major mechanism was 
automatic, bridge-controlled. He'd come 
up through the rank . He'd been a yard 
mechanic, rocket man, conditioning en
gineer, chartman, control operator, and 
skipper of slow lunar freight. Fir-t 
taking orders, later giving them. Ac
customed for more than twelve years to 
a full-crew ship, he'd rather bark his 
orders at a man than at a machine
even though the machine was likely to 
be more reliable. You began to feel like 
a damn machine yourself. 

His eyes swept the thirty-foot curve 
of the bridge control board. Four men, 

paced along its length, their fingers 
twinkling over a maze of control , their 
eyes alert to the flickering on and off of 
varicolored lights before them, were all 
that were required for the operation of 
every mechanical detail of the thousand
foot, eighty-thousand-ton ship! Of 
course, there was the maintenance crew. 
The purser and his staff. Cargo wran
glers and an army of deckhands. Hun
dreds in galleys, dining saloons, cabin 
service-all coming under the head 
steward. But of old-time, hard-bitten 
spacemen like himself, there were none. 
Even his first officer, Gary Carlin. had 
never cen ervice on a full-crew ship. 

Brand paced the bridge, along the de.k 
rim of the control board, a thing he 
rarely did. The men's eyes ne\'er left 
their instruments and lights, nor their 
fingers the button and jacks and lever , 
as he passed; but he knew his disquie
tude was affecting them. Fortunately, 
he'd soon be relieved by Carlin. 

He pau ed at the po ition-indicating 
panel. They were just under ten mil
lion miles from Venus and approaching 
it at the normal coasting rate of 27.6 
miles per second. A little over four 



, 

12 A STOCNDI�G SCIENCE-FI CTION 

days yet remained of their journey. And 
Brand would be glad when it wa com
pleted. 

He was glad now when Carl in came 
in. The mate was alway vvearing a 
grin. a cheerfully boyish sort of smile. 
He wore i t  now. 

··Fellow to see you, sir," he told the 
captain. "Waiting in your lounge. ne 
of the passengers." 

Brand arched black brows. "Com
plaint ?" 

''He didn't say. Looks harmless 
enough, though. Venusian. I 'd say, or 
Vent1so-Terrestrian."  Young Carlin 
looked up at the chronometer. "Ready 
to giYe OYer, ir ?" he asked. 

Brand's eye raYed enviously over the 
younger man's trim, inewy form a set 
off by hi perfectly fitted uniform. His  
own quare bulk, he wa painfully aware, 
was better uited to the rigors and scanty 
garb of a foundry than to the gold
braided scarlet and a drawing room. 

''Yes," he sighed, "I 'm ready, Mr. 
Carlin. And, as US!-lal .  there are no in
_·tructions." He waved a knotty hand 
toward the control board. " It's all done 
for us automatically. Done i n  wriggling 
red and blue and green lines that ink 
them e!Ye on the charts." 

Gary Carlin had better sense than to 
expand his grin. ''Yes. sir,'' he said re
pectfully. 

Phill ips ?" he said. "I hould have 
thought you were Venusian." 

"Only on the maternal side, captain. 
Father was pure Terrestrain. But that 
i neither here nor there, sir. Excepting 
that my sympathies are naturally with 
Venu in, shall I say, the present un
pleasantness ?" 

Brand repres eel a chuckle at the l it
tle man's seriou nes and verbiage. 
"That's not surprising, Mr. Phil l ips," 
he conceded. "Many Earthmen are 
sympathizers on one side or the other. 
I try to be trictly neutral. But I re
peat. sir : what can I do for you?" 

The Venusian ympathiz r looked 
around nervously. "There are Martian 
spies aboard," he said \Yith o\\ ' l i  h sol
emnity. 

The captai11 laughed rea suringly. " I  
shouldn't be surprised. Probably Ve
nusian. spies as well .  \Ve can't help 
that. Why worry about it ? This is 
neutral territory, ju t the same as Lon
don." 

"I know that, 1r. Leander Phil-
l ips was ten ely serious. "In general, 
I believe this cau e you no concern. 
In this case, however, I 'm com�inced it 
should be oE grave concern to you:" 

The man earnestne s impre sed . 
Brand. "Let's not beat about the bu h," 
he suggested. "Just what have you to 
tell me ?" 

Phillips furtively withdrew · a · paper 
THE APPEARA 'CE of Brand's vi · itor .from his pocket, pas ing it to the captain 

ju tified Carlin's estimate. A scrawny as if it were red-hot to hi touch. "First 
l ittle man with washed-out eyes and off, sir," he whispered, " I  beg of you 
parchment skin drawn tight over high to look this over and conceal it at ohce." 
che kbones. His greeting was mildly Brand's skin crawled as he saw the 
apologetic. meticulously drawn sketch on the paper. 

"What can I do for you?" the cap- I t  was an accurate circuit diagram of 
tain boomed genially. , the Spirit of Terra! Hastily he pock-

Hi caller bowed in almost servile eted it. "\Vhere 'd you gel this?" he 
manner. "I am greatly honored, cap- asked soberly. 
tain. that you receive me. I am Leander · "They were discus ing it, sir, at my 
Phillips of London. And I have some table. One dropped it later. And I'm 
information I believe will interest you." quite a bit frightened, sir, for my daugh-

Surprised, Brand offered the man a ter's sake. She is with me, you know. 
cigar, bit the end off his own. " ame's · 

·
That is one favor I came to a k :  would 
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it be possible to have our table changed 
for the remainder of the voyage-Zona's 
and mine?" 

Brand frowned, thinking of his pre
vious uneasiness. "Can you point out 
the ones you think are spies?" he de
manded i n  his abrupt way. 

Leander Phillips jumped a foot, then 
smiled sheepishly. "I can, sir, and will, 
of course," he quavered . 

The captain j abbed at a button and 
bawled into the audio frame on his desk : 
"Tell Mr. Worthman two more pas
sengers at my table, starting with sup
per this period. Leander Phillips and 
h i  daughter, Zona. That's all." 

Every passenger knew that Worth
man was head steward. The little 
V enuso-Terrestrian bowed himself out, 
smiling relievedly, leaving the captain 
to sit scowling perplexedly in a haze of 
cigar smoke. 

WITHOUT knowing why, Brand 
stirred himself in a few minutes and 
went into his private quarters, where he 
instructed his cabin boy to Jay out his 
mo t impressive fi nery. He knew why, 
a moment" later, when he returned to his 
lounge and beheld the vision. If ever 
he wished he were twenty years younger, 
it was then. A girl-vision, it  was, tall 
and slim and auburn-haired, with fea
tures and a figure that would have made 
tl1e greatest artist forget his art. The 
girl's lips were tremulous and hh eyes 
wide. 

"I 'm Zona Phillips," she said breath
lessly. "Has . . • has my father been 
here?" 

"Why, yes, my dear," said Brand, 
blissfully unconscious of what was an 
intrusion. "He left only a few minutes 
ago." 

The girl wrung her tapered fingers. 
"Oh, Captain Brand !" she wailed. "I'm 
afraid. I . . •  I just know somet�ing's 
happened." 

"Now, now-" the captain tarted to 
soothe her. But he forgot what words 

of comfort had been on his lips in a ud
den sensation that comes only to an 
old-time spaceman. A rush of empti
ness inside him. 

The Spirit of Terra had leaped into 
sudden acceleration ! To the girl, to 
any passenger aboard the giant liner, 
this would be unnoticeable-the internal 
gravity compensators took care of that 
instantly. But you couldn't fool an old
timer like Brand. 

Zona Phillips was becoming frantic 
when the audio frame on his desk bel
lowed in Carlin's familiar accents : "All 
stern motors and steering jets blasting 
full, captain. Controls not functioning. 
Your instructions, sir." 

B rand sputtered. This was an un
heard-of eventuality. But just like these 
newfangled contraptions to let you down 
at exactly the wrong time. "Coming!" 
he barked at the frame. " Be right w ith 
you." 

"I  . . . I 'm sorry, captain." The 
girl's eyes were starry with tears about 
to come. "I . . . I didn't mean to in
terrupt. "But, my father-" 

The reason for her presence had 
slipped Brand's mind. "Yes, yes," he 
said hastily. "Come along, Miss Zona, 
and tell me about it on the way. I 
have to be on the bridge immediately. "  

Trotting a t  his side, she said : "I 
can wait till you've finished with that, 
captain." But her voice sounded dead, 
hopeless. 

And well it might. Row1ding a cor
ner of the corridor, they almost fell over 
the body of Leander Phillips, which 
was slumping grotesquely to the floor. 
The acrid smell of burned flesh was in 
the air. His head was almost bla ted 
from his shoulders. The girl screamed 
and flopped at his side j ust as B rand 
leaped after the big figure he saw scut
tling off. Her scream had warned the 
fugitive and he turned like an animal at 
bay, whipping up a tubby flame 
thrower. A fleeting instant showed 
B rand bloodshot eyes, twisted mouth, 
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the most malignant face he'd ever seen. 
Then, as white flame crackled past his 
eae, singeing his hair odorously, he 
launched his big bulk into a flying tackle. 

His arms enwrapped struggling legs ; 
his square battering-ram of a shoulder 
hit just right. The fellow went down 
like a toppling chimney, smacking into. 
a floor grating with a crunch of finality. 
But Brand made sure with the butt of 
the fellow's own weapon. Kicking · him 
over, he saw that he was a Terrestro
Martian. Phillips' suspicions had been 
well founded but his visit too late. 

Returning, Brand found that the girl 
Zona had fainted over her father's body. 
He picked her up bodily and strode onto 
the bridge with her slim form draped 
over one arm. 

There would be no supper at the cap
tain's table tod'ay for them. 

II. 
CARLIN at once seemed more solici

tous of the girl than of the difficulties 
on the bridge and below. 

" She's only fainted," Brand told him 
gruffly after one look at the control pan
els. He had never ,seen so many red 
lights flashing at one time in all his ex
perience. 

He glared at the mate, who scurried 
back to the controls. Then Brand 
howled into an audio frame for the in
firmary. He told them about Phillips 
and about the daughter and to be damn 
quick doing something. He got the re
sults he demanded. A nurse was with 
the girl almost before he had finished 
bellowing. 

Then he glared at the indicating panel. 
Their speed had increased from the nor
mal 27.6 to 45.8 miles per second in 
ten minutes. None of the operators 
spoke a word. Brand moved to the 
motor panels and saw that all five driv
ing jets were on full blast, as were the 
four steering jets. He flicked a control 
key himself. Nothing happened. The 

jets continued to blast. They were ac
celerating with full power-at five gravi
ties. Nothing serious in that-for a 
while. There was plenty of time to de
celerate. But how long would the tubes 
stand the heat? And what was the trou
ble� The flashing lights showed every
thing in the ship wrong all at once. 

" I 've notified maintenance," Carlin 
told him. 

"What started it all?" Brand asked. 
"Regular hourly test procedure, sir . .  

The operators plugged in on their 
ground indicators and everything started. 
Every relay clicked furiously and the 
jets were on. As you can see, they re
fuse to cut off. That's all we know." 

Brand thought of the circuit diagram 
and· of Phillips, a frown creasing his 
brow. "Funny," he mpttered. 

Carlin jumped. "What's that, sir?" 
"Nothing." The audio blared and 

Brand jumped. 
The four operators straightened 

tensely. Something was in the air. 
"Wilson, maintenance," squawked the 

audio. "Numbers one, two and three 
drive chambers inspected. All circuit 
breakers closed and fused solid. Can't 
be repaired without complete shut
down." 

"We can't shut down. What's wrong 
with the hand disconnects?" returned. 
the captain. 

"Fused solid, sir." 
"Very well. Stand by until the others 

report." 
"Aye, sir." . 
Brand turned to the mate. "Now, · 

what in the devil could have done that ?" 
he demanded. 

Carlin shopk his. head. Just then the 
audio started talking again. Numbers 
four and five drive chambers were re
ported in the same condition as the first 
three. 

·
so were the steering-jet cham

bers. Brand grimaced. 
"Get Jarvis up here," he told Carlin. 

"And Tony Rosso. You and I are go
ing below." 
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The mate called and the econd and 
third officers responded quickly. Zona 
Phillips had gone out with the nurse, 
Brand noticed. Jarvis and Rosso were 
here, reporting in. Brand pointed word
lcs ly to the panels and told them to 

tand by. 
" We're going armed," he told Carlin, 

a ·  they left.  
"A rmed ?" The mate looked sur

prised. 
B rand xplained and, stopping at the 

mate's cabin for flame throwers, they 
started below. They went directly to 
Brinkerhof, the head maintenance en
gineer, finding him scratching his head 
as he looked over his fi le of circuit draw
ings. 
· "I can't figure it out," he told Brand. 

' ' Jt  looks as if someone had tampered 
with the switches all around. It doesn't 
seem possible." 

'' o," agreed Brand. " But it-" 
The door to the maintenance office 

era bed open and an electrician collapsed 
inside. Blood gushed from his throat in 
jerky spurts. He bubbled horribly : 
" Machine shop. They're-" 

That was all .  The man died while 
they stood rooted with horror. Hi  
jugular had been ripped wide open . 

.. A mutiny ! "  babbl d Brinkerhof. 
" M utiny, hell !"  Brand snorted. ' 'This 
war. On a neutral ship, too. Come 

on !" 

THE CAPTA I N 's burly form nearly 
filled the passageway as the three made 
toward the machine hop. They 
plunged through the central core for
ward of number three drive chamber and 
Brand glanced up at the huge discon
necting witch. Sure enough, its mas
sive copper bars had been hand-brazed 
fast in their fingers. How could any
one have gotten away with this ? They 
couldn't on a full-crew ship, that was 
a cinch. 

This bu iness of placing the drive mo
tors as complete assemblies with their 

individual fuel supply in separate insu
lated cells was all right, he reflected, 
provided you never had trouble with 
more than one or two at a t ime. Vv ith 
all of them out of commi · sion and the 
disconnects inoperative, what were you 
going to do ? 

Those disconnects were in the 1 3,800-
bolt bus from the main generator. To 
cut them out of a l ive ci rcuit like that 
was something. The relays and main 
breakers, too, were inside the cell with 
the igniter tube, jet breech and fuel hop
per. o were the step-up transformers, 
the ph:tnotron rectifiers and the 400,000-
volt D. C. for ignition. And the heat of 
a continuous blast. You couldn't even 
get in there to shut off the fuel sup
ply. And you dared not shut down the 
main generators because the gravity 
compensators ran off the 1 3,800-volt 
A. C. And who could l ive to tell of 
sudden exposure to five gravities ? 

A lso, and worse, the main generators 
supplied the current for the exciters that 
maintained the atomic blast which, i n  
turn, supplied eneray to turn that gen
erator. Cut the generator, and the blast 
would die. ·with that out, t.he generator 
couldn't be restarted t i l l  the blast was 
restarted from a jury-rig exciter cir
cuit. Generators weren't suppo ed to 
be cut out in t ransit ; the exciter cur
r nt for tatting was supplied normally 
from special l ines run in from dock 
before take-off. Rigo-ing jury-exciter cir
cuits would take hours, and in the mean
time, nothing but low-voltage storage
battery power would be available. 

It looked as if they'd j ust have to keep 
on accelerating for a while. Unti l  they 
could figure a way out. Meanwhile-

H is reflections ceased abruptly when 
he saw a bent figure skulking out of the 
machine shop. Not in ship's uniform, 
this figure. Brand splashed a lance of 
white flame at his feet and saw a floor 
grating glow instant red. The man 
yelped and ducked into a passage lead
ing forward. 
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" You're under arrest," snapped the captain-and in the same 
instant the Martian went for his gun, and his head vanished. 

"I 'll get him," grunted Carlin and 
sprinted down the corridor. 

Poking the snout of his flame thrower 
around the door jamb ahead of himself, 
Brand followed it cautiously into the 
machine shop, Brinkerhof at his heels. 
The place was a shambles. Not a man 
of the hop force was alive. They hung 
draped over lathe, drill press and mill
ing machine, heads battered in or jugu
lars slashed. Obviously they had been 

taken by surprise and by a superior 
force. Altogether, there were nine dead. 
One was not in ship' uni form. Brand 
turned the fellow over and thought he 
might be a Martian drylander. You 
could never be sure, though, with more 
than five generations of intermarriage 
between various races of the three plan
ets. Brinkerhof groaned a if in pain. 

"Lord, captain, what's  it all about ?" 
he asked helplessly. 
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Carlin dashed in, panting. " Lost 
him," he reported ruefully. " H e  gave 
me the slip." 

Brand rose from the prostrate out
lander corpse. He hadn't found a sin
gle identifying mark. "Whatever it's 
all about, it's serious," he said grimly. 
" A nd we have to get to the bottom of it. 
Carlin, you'll return to the bridge. 
Erinkerhof, you get busy and find a way 
of cutting these stern jets out of com
mission. I 'm going to the infirmary and 
question that girl." 

"The girl ?" asked the mate, blankly. 
"Yes, the girl." Brand grinned. 

Ther hadn't been a "mister" or a "sir" 
tossed around lately. It  remin9ed 
Brand of the old full-crew days. 

He found Zona Phillips recovered, 
though pale and obviously much shaken. 
H r father's body was lying in the mor
tuary, pending instructions for disposal. 
• o was that of his murderer. 

Brand patted her shoulder sympa
thetically. " orry to bother you in the 
circumstances, Miss Zona," he said. 
' ' But I 'm afraid I 'll have to ask you a 
few questions." 

"I f  1 can be of any help," she said 
t ren1ulowly, " I 'll be glad to." 

"You know, of cour e ,  why your dad 
was-put out of the way ?" 

The girl nodded mutely, her big eyes 
fi lling anew with the tear she was strug
gling to hold back. 

" He thought certain part ies at your 
table were spies. Did you ?" 

Zona Phi l l ips became articulate. " I 'm 
sure of it," she said . 

' 'Can you identify them ?" Brand 
a ked gently. 

"I . . . I could. But-" The blue 
eyes widened farther and a look of fear 
glazed over the sorrow. 

"I 'll protect you," the captain assured 
her hastily. 

"It isn't that. I 'm not really afraid 
for myself. It 's something else I 
can't-" Her band went swiftly tp her 

mouth as if to shut off words she 
shouldn't be saying. 

Brand was nonplused. Was this girl 
willfully hiding anything ? "M iss 
Zona," he said soberly, ''this ship is in 
grave danger of some sort. I don't 
know even yet how serious it may be in 
extent. If  you can help us to identify 
the miscreants at the bottom of it, you 
will be rendering a great service. It may 
b.e the means of saving other lives." 

"Oh, I will ! I will. I 'll do any
thing." 

" Do you know the names of the ones 
your father suspected ?" 

The girl looked fearfully around the 
infirmary waiting room. "I ' think so. 
If I can see _the passenger list-" 

Brand knew then that she was in ut
most terror. "Now, you can just stop 
worrying," he told her. "Come along 
with me, you11g lady, and I 'll see that 
nothing happens to you. We've a du
plicate list in the bridge office. You 
won't even need to cross a passenger 
deck." 

Zona Phillips brightened perceptibly, 
though there still remained a look about 
her eyes that might have been furtive. 
Brand laid it  to her fears. · Or tried to. 
:He still wondered vaguely. 

T H EY fqund the bridge in somewhat 
of a turmoil, the usual discipline having 
relaxed. The operators were fidgety at 
the control board. And Carlin was in 
a huddle with the second and third offi
cers. They pulled apart when they aw 
the captain coming. All eyes were on 
Zona Phillips. Caressingly, almost, 
those eyes. For some reason, Brand 
bristled inside. 

"Anything new ?" he a ked Carlin. 
"Only that the radio room ha been 

wrecked and the radio transmitter ru
ined. And Brinkerhof reports every 
cutting torch in his stores either smashed 
or missing entirely." 

J{ou could have heard a pin drop on 
the bridge after that. Brand's «yes 
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strayed to the indicating panel. The 
speed was 1 OS miles a second. Faster 
than any of them had ever expected to 
travel. And still the Spirit of Terra was 
accelerating at five gravities ! 

"Tell Brinkerhof to rig up an electric
arc burning outfit and cut out those 
disconnects as fast as he can," Brand 
ordered. " You, Jarvis, get after the 
radio and have it fixed. Rosso, get be
low and organize the steward's depart
ment. But make sure the passengers 
don't get wise that anything's up." 

He moved toward the office with the 
girl. 

"Vve're still in the Venus-Terra 
beam," Carlin reminded him in a sort 
of hushed voice. 

"I know it," snapped Brand. He 
didn't want to think about that now 
and he didn't want the �irl to b� 
alarmed further. · 

In the office, looking over the passen
ger list, she seemed more at ease. Brand 
was surprised when she identified five 
unpronounceable names. 

"Tho e weren't all at your table ?" he 
exclaimed. 

"No, only two. But I saw those two 
talking confidentially with all three of 
the others at different times." 

Brand noted the cabin numbers of the 
five and immediately audioed the chief 
steward to round up their occupants. 
He had no sooner left the frame when 
it crackled back at him in Rosso's voice : 

" Deckhand says he saw several pas
engers fooling with the lock of num

ber twenty-one lifeboat. I'm going down 
there." 

" So am I," Brand shot back. Then, 
to the girl : "You stay in my lounge, 
Miss Zona. You'll be safe there. Tell 
the cabin boy I said it'd be all right." 

He picked up Carlin as he rushed 
across the bridge and they sped to join 
Ros o. It looked as if whoever had 
made such a thorough job of putting the 
ship out of commission was trying for a 
getaway. 

I I I. 

TH I NGS like this just couldn't be 
?appening on the greatest passenger ship 
m the skylane . A neutral hip, at that. 
But they were happening. Brand caught 
himself wishing they hadn't been quite 
so damn trictly neutral. His mind 
worked swiftly as he and the mate thud
ded along the corridor toward number 
twenty-one lifeboat lock. 

"Got any theories ?" he asked Carlin. 
" No. Except someone's trying to get 

Earth into the war. It'll mean a declara
tion, sure as shooting." 

" But why should Martians be trying 
to get us in on the other side ? This'd 
mean war against Mars, not Venus." 

Carlin grunted. "If we keep accel
erating-" 
• What he had been about to ay was 
jarred out of him by a catapulting body 
that struck him amidships from out a 
side passage. The mate went down in 
a heap, thrashing wildly to get a grip 
on his assailant. Brand's weapon de
scribed a wide arc and crunched down 
on the fellow's head. Carlin rose grog
g ily. 

"Thanks," he said. 
Brand searched the dead man's clothes 

without result. " Damn ! "  he muttered. 
"Shouldn't have killed him . .  Might have 
made him talk. " On an impulse, he 
ripped open the fellow's shirt. 

On his chest was tattooed the red orb 
of Mars and its two moons. 

Sounds of a conflict were wafted to
ward them from ahead. They leaped 
toward the melee. The inner seal of 
number twenty-one life lock was open. 
And inside the narrow space surround
ing the small craft it housed, a battle was 
raging. Tony Rosso and two stewards 
were finding their hands very full with 
some six or seven huskies who were 
trying to pulverize them. There were 
no searing pencils of white flame. No 
one seemed to be armed. Brand couldn't 
understand, anyway, how the one who'd 
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killed Phillips had managed to get a 
flame thrower on hoard. He flung him
self upon the one who was throttling 
Ro so's eyes out onto his cheeks and 
dragged him off with his big hands. 
Savagely he bent him back over his knee 
and bore down until his spine cracked. 
The fellow went limp. 

Carlin' weapon spat luridly twice. 
His ftrst blast splashed a hideously grin
ning Martian face into bubbling incan
descence that drove back into an emp
tied kull. His econd seared arm and 
shoulder from the one who had just 
slashed a steward's throat. Rosso 
scooped up the falling knife and killed 
a third with an upcurving slash that 
disemboweled him. The others remain
Ing of the battling Martians tried to 
crowd into the small port of the lifeboat 
and Brand smeared them into blazing, 
frying blobs that stuck to the glowing 
spot his flames had painted on the hull. 
The lock l_Va thick with choking smoke 
which stank sickeningly of red-hot death. 
The survivers piled out into the cor
ridor. 

"That's that," said Brand grimly 
when they were in the fresher air out
side. "And that isn't all of them, I'll 
gamble. Listen, Rosso : I want you to 
go to Worthman and have him put a 
patrol in every blessed lifeboat corri
dor. Take this steward with you and 
tell him to arm his men from the stores. 
This is no picnic ; it's an emergency and 
we have the right to small arms. Car
lin, you and I are going forward and 
have a council of war. We can't be 
everywhere at once." 

Bv THE TIME they reached the bridge, 
the pirit of Terra was ripping through 
the void at nearly 200 miles a second. 
About an hour and a half had passed 
since they started this mad acceleration. 

Brand frowned. "I 'm surprised the 
tubes haven't melted down," he ob
served. 

"Guess the tungstoloy linings are bet
AST-2 

ter than the designers thought,'' said 
Carlin. "Looks like they'd stand maxi
mum blast indefinitely." 

"Yes." Brand shook his head re
flectively. "How much time do we 
have ?'t he asked Carlin. 

"Remembering we're in the Venus 
lane ?" 

Brand nodded. How could he forget ? 
He moved to the audio frame as Carlin 
busied himself with his slide rule. Jar
vis answered from the radio room. 

" It's a mess, captain," he reported. 
"We have spare tubes to replace the . 
broken ones and can repair the con
densers and coils. But they shorted both 
generators. Armatures burned out. 
They'll'h ave to be rewound." 

"How long'Il that take ?" Brand bit 
'
the end from a fresh cigar. 

''About eight-ten hours. We only 
need one." 

"All right. Have 'em rewound." 
Brand turned from the frame to Carlin 
with inquiring eyes. 

"We're still adding five gravities," he 
stated. "At the end of two hours from 
when this started, we'll be doing 247 
miles a second, at three hours 356-" 

"Never mind that. How long do we 
have ?" Brand saw that the operators 
were cocking their ears at the board. 

Carlin glanced at the chronometer and 
the velocity indicator. He lowered his 
voice. "A little over five hours to 
Venus," he whispered. "And the ve
locity then will be close to 800." 

Brand turned again to the audio and 
called Brinkerhof. 

"How you making out with those dis
connects ?" he asked him. 

"Just tried to burn one off with a 
13,800-volt arc. Killed one of my men 
and blew up the rig we'd made. I'm 
going to try it with a 440-volt outfit. 
Have to make up a transformer rig." 

"How long'll that take ?" 
"Two or three hours." 
"All right. Go to it. What's the 

temperature in the drive cells ?" 
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"La t I aw, captain , it was over boil-· 
· ing. Nobody can go in those." 

" That 's what I thought." Brand 
t urned .to Carlin, who looked grave. 
" I 'm going to talk to the Phillips girl 
again ," he told him: 

"The girl ?' ' Carlin wrinkled his fore
head. 

"Yes. I 've a bunch." Brand trode 
off toward his own quarters, knowing 
the mate's puzzled eyes were following 
him. 

He didn't know why he wanted to 
.talk with her himself. Certainly not 
becau e she was o attractive. He was 
too old for that and, anyway, the situa
tion was too desperate. There was some 
sort of a hunch. If only the radio were 
operative, they'd not have so much to 
worry about . They could have the 
Venus-Terra beam Jane cut off for an 
instant and, at this speed, they'd be out 
of the curve of its magnetic guiding 
forces in nothing flat. But the radio 
couldn't Qe fixed in time ; they'd simply 
have to get a steering jet cut" out within 
the five hour . J ust one of them would 
do the trick ; the opposing jet would 

wing them out of the lane and give 
them time to complete repairs. In a 
full-crew hip, now, this never could 
happen. 

Brand almo t ran headlong into Zona 
Phillips as she can1e out from his lounge 
on the arm of a tall male passenger with 
a decidedly Martian cast of countenance. 
The girl blushed furiously, avoiding the 
captain' accusing eyes. 

' 'vVhat are you doiog here ?" Brand 
demanded of the man. ' ' Passengers 
aren't allowed here ; you know that ."  

' 'M iss Phillips is a passenger," the 
Martian sneered. 

' ' That's di fferent." With a quick mo
tion of his huge paw, Brand snatched 
open the front of the fellow's shirt. 
There was the brand of the red planet 
and its satellites ! 

Quick as a fla h a flame-thrower snout 
appeared in the fellow's fist. Another 

one ! " Raise your hands !" the _thin
lipped mouth over the ugly snout of the 
weapon snapped. "And be quick about 
it ." 

Brand's hands came up slowly. "Mi  s 
Zona," he said calmly, "you had better 
return to the lounge. You're not a{e 
with this man." 

They were backing away together, the 
man and the girl. o wonder he'd had 
a hunch about her, Brand thought 
sourly. She was in with the conspi ra
tors ! And her old man,  too before he'd 
died, like as not. Or el e he'd been 
double-crossing her own father. To look 
at the beauty and sweetness of her, you'd 
never think it. Brand was watching for 
the slightest sign of relaxing vigilance 
on the Martian's part. It  didn't come. 

Suddenly the girl'� eyes :.Videned with 
terror and, simultaneously, the Martian's 
thrower belched white flame. Brand 
dropped flat as its pencil of death fanned 
his cheek with blistering heat. There 
crackled another blast from behind and 
the Martian, because no man can tand 
up after his head has been blown away, 
toppled and lay stil l .  

''Thanks," Brand said soberly, r i  ·ing 
and gripping the mate's band. 

"That makes us even," grinned Carlin. 
The girl started into a panicky run 

down the corridor. 
''Oh, no, you don't, my pretty," he 

said, catching her and drawing her arms 
behind her. "You II come right along 
with me and de some tall explaining." 

Despite her kicks and t ruggles and 
pleading, he returned her to hi lounge' 
and tossed her on a divan. "Come in," 
he told Carlin, ' 'and clo e the door." 

" Now, young lady," he demanded, 
"what's this all about ?" 

Zona Phillips tossed her head and 
clamped her lips to a thin line. Her eyes 
flashed fire. She wa more beautiiul 
than ever ; Brand heard Carlin draw in 
a quick breath. 

"Are you going to tell  me ?" Brand 
houted. 
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"There's nothing to tell ," the girl in
s isted tubbornly. Then she began cry
ing. Hysterically, Brand thought. 

The captain couldn't bear to see a 
woman cry. Neither could the mate. 
Consulting in undertones while the girl 

- regarded them fearfully, they decided i t  
was be t to leave her here under guard. 
Brand locked her in and went to audio 
\Vorthman for stewards to stay and S<f 
thal he didn't get away or into any trou
ble. He'd deal with her later. 

IT wAS gha tly having to wait for re
sults below. Brand left the mate on the 
bridge. where there was still nothing that 
cmtld be done, and walked out to cool 
off. Out in the great central well of the 
ship where all the pas enger decks cir
cled like balconie , everything seemed 
exactly as usual . He mo\·ed along the 
spanning catwalk and was glad to ob
sen·e that nothing . eemed to be worry
ing the passenger at all. They had not 
the least inkl ing that anything was 
wrong. Dancing, cards, deck games, 
wen� proceeding as always at this t ime 
of day. 

Of course. though the Spirit of 
T crra had accelerated to terrific speed 
and was still accelerating, there was 
no sensation observable aboard. Not 
any more than when traveling at 
normal peed, not any more than you 
would notice the 1 8.5 miles a sec
ond orbital velocity on Earth or the 
2 1 .7 on Venus. With gravity compen
sation functioning here as it did, you 
just didr1't notice anything at all differ
ent from what it would be at home. But 
Prancl knew. and he was getting impa
t ient and more than ever concerned. 
They had accelerated for nearly three 
hours now and were doing about 350. 
And still those atomic jets astern stood 
up under the puni hment. How to cut 
them off or, temporarily, even that one 
steering jet ? 

Rosso had reported everything quiet 
in the l i feboat corridor and Worth-

man's men hadn't been able to locate 
any of those Zona Phill ips had originally 
reported. Brand could not help won
dering about the girl , and he was be
ginning to think that all of the cons pi ra
tors had been accounted for. He 
decided to check up Brinkerhofs gang. 

He found them working at number 
two steering jet, in the approach tunnel , 
rigging up an in ulated platform under 
the disconnect overhead. Ordinarily 
these disconnects were pulled open by 
hand with a hook on the end of a long 
i nsulating handle. Now the blades were 
brazed fast. Aud each wa carrying 
some 10,000 amperes at main voltage. 

"Nearly ready ?'' Brand asked Brin
kerhof, who was fluttering about his 
sweating men. 

Through the cell bulkhead you could 
hear the thrum of the igniter tube under 
its 400.000 volts and the rhythmic tap
ping of the tiny fuel-aclmis ion valve. 
The nearly continuous atomic blast of 
the jet wa evident only by a faint tremor 
that was in floorplates. the air, eYery
thing-and the heat, which was almost 
intolerable even here in the tunnel. 

" early ready," said Brinkerhof. 
"\\' e couldn't find a single one o[ the 
cutting torche . One of those would be 
the trick."  

"Couldn't we make one quicker than 
this ?" Brand jerked a thumb toward 
the 440-volt cable that looped along 
the floor to the resistance of tht; arc rig 
that was still missing its transformer. 

" No, I had Wilson check up. Ma
chining nozzles and valves and all would 
take four or five hours." 

Brand examined hi flame thrower, 
then experimentally Ia heel its full blast 
up at a blade of the disconnect. The 
men clucked and the copper glowed red, 
then white. But it refused to melt down ; 
the flame spread over too great an area. 
These things were made to kill men, not 
to cut through metal . The charge was 
exhausted ; the weapon valueless with
out reloading. 
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"\\'onder i f  we couldn't make a cut
ting torch out of one of these," said 
Brand, handing it to the maintenance 
man. " Nozzle it down." 

"The noz,zle's tungstoloy," muttered 
Brinkerhof. "Another four- or five-hour
machining job. And no a surance •it'd 
work. "  

The men were bringing in t h e  new 
t ran former and swift ly connect ing it in 
the arc circuit. Mopping his brow, 
Brand turned away. 

"Wait ,  sir," suggested t he mainte
nance man. "They' l l  be ready to cut in 
a moment." He handed Brand dark 
goggles. 

The captain waited. He needn't haYe 
been so concerned, he thought. Cutt ing 
out this one jet would hurl them out of 
the Venusward course. Then cutting off 

,number four steering jet would set their 
course traight in space again and give 
them plenty of t ime to get the drive mo
tors out and start permanent repairs. 
Their terrific velocity could then be de
celerated with the forward braking jets, 
whi h you didn't dare use now fot fear 
of buckling the hull  plates. Brand 
cheered up. 

" l\ l ove back. ir," Brinkerho( warned 
a the men swung the h inged rod of the 
cutting arc up toward the disconnect. 
''There '11 be fireworks." 

Controlled from thirty feet away by 
handwheels behind an asbestos ;'hield, 
the contact points snapped viciously, and 
there was a lu rid green flare of a.. copper 
arc. The quartz tube that sheathed the 
heavy conductor and insulated careless 
workmen from the low-in the neces
sarily cramped power room of the space
ship-1 3,800-volt bus bar shattered and 
t inkled on the floor. The contacts moved 
forward again ,  one planted firmly on the 
heavy copper bus. Then the other 
touched it, moved slowly away, draw
ing out the h issing, luridly green flare of 
the 440-vol t  arc. The metal sputtered a 
dazzling shower of sparks and started 
fusing away. In two minutes a slash 

opened down through the six-inch thick
ness of copper-and th 1 3,800-volt an: 
let loo ·e with a roar and a blast of flame 
that em·eloped the ent ire apparatus and 
d rove everyone far back into the coni
dol-. By a miracle, all of them men 
escaped �eath. The heat, e,·en here, 
was brutal. 

The high-tension arc continued, melt
ing down the heavy bar as i f  it were tal
low.' In this narrow pace the ·ixty
cycle note of released power was ear
shattering. :.\f eta! dripped over the ap
paratus and-the t ran former burner! 
out with a deep groan and a billow of 
thick oil smoke ! 

The shiel I aboYe the di connect was 
dripping molten metal. There was an 
abrupt cessation of sound and the huge 
arc whipped out of existence. A glow
ing, white-hot blob of metal had bridged 
the gap and reclo ed the circuit to t he 
jet cell .  Nothing had been accom
plished. 

And the cutt ina apparatus was 
wrecked again. All to do oYer. 

Brand cursed luridly, mopping per
spiration and looking at his watch. 
Then he took his headach away ir n 
there and went bridgeward. 

I V .  

FouR HOt:Rs-466 mile· a cconu. 
Five hours-575. J\nd only a l i tt le more 
than four and a hal f mill ion mile · to 
Venus ! They'd be there in an hour and 
three quarters. And t hey'd hit with-

Brand stared solemnly at the mate a 
they stood by the ind icat ing panel .  
Brinkerhof "·ould be ready with a new 
cutting apparatus in half an hour.  He 
t hought it "·as al l  perfectly constructed 
and shielded now. But Brand had his 
doubts. I t  was all right to say the con
spirators had been able to braze tho:>e 
switches shut and we ought to b able 
to cut them open. That was all right, 
but there hadn't been 1 0,000 amperes of 
1 3.800-volt juice flowing through the 
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buses when the Martians did that. And, 
besides, the circuits were closed when 
they operated. There wasn't any open
ing of a 1 85,000-horsepower blast of 
energy to consider. They had casually 
brazed the switches tight with torches 
whose flames couldn't ground them. 
Then they'd gone in the cells and 
loaded the jet breakers with fusible ma
terial that would lock them closed at 
the next automatic momentary closing 
for routine test. They were well out of 
the dattger zone when that happened. 
And the switches were all closed to stay ! 

"Couldn't we slow down the main 
g_enerators gradually ?" asked Carlin. 
"So the effect of changing gravity would 
not be severe ?" 

· "Carlin, if it were the passengers alone 
now, I 'd say yes. Mars isn't trying to 
get Earth in on this war ; she's trying to 
end the whole thing. The Spirit of 
Terra's the heaviest thing in the sky
ways-heavier than any warship. Mov
ing at the speed she'll have when she 
reaches Venus, if we can't stop her
Carlin, there won't be any Venus city ! 
A meteor moves only about 100 miles 
a second ; we have, ton for ton, sixty
four times as much energy of impact. 
And we're the largest meteor ever re
corded ! 

"This ship has to be stopped-and 
not for the sake of the passengers alone !" 

Carlin shuddered. He simply could 
not visualize the terrific eventuality of 
smashing into Venus at close to 800 
miles a second. With the Spirit of 
Terra's 80,000 tons a molten mass from 
atmospheric friction and the energy of 
impact proportioned to that mass multi
plied by the square of the velocity ! I t  
would damn well destroy the planet, and 
that was just what the Martian con
spirators had figured on. They hadn't 
been worried about Terra going in on 
the side of Venus. There wouldn't be 
any Venus. Not any more. 

"The lifeboats are worthless, too," 
Brand told Carlin. "At this speed 

they'd be helpless. Going out with the 
same residual velocity a ours, they'd 
never be able to decelerate with theif 
weak jets and small supply of atomic 
fuel. Otherwise I 'd have had them 
loaded an hour ago. Now it's way too 
late, even if it hadn't been then." 

The audio frame blared in Rosso's 
voice. "Just caught a couple more at 
thirty-six · lifeboat," was his amazing 
news. "Trying to get away. And a 
girl with them." 

"A girl !"  roared Brand. "Redhead ?" 
"Yes, and she won't talk. What'll we 

do with her ? We blasted the two men." 
"Do with her ? Send her back to my 

lounge with three-no, five stewards to 
guard her. She got away from two and 
I'm going to find out how." Brand 
turned a foolishly beaten gaze on the 
mate. "What do you know about that ?" 
he demanded. 

Then he lurched toward the lounge, 
the mate following. 

ToM MY BLAKE sat white-faced at his 
calculating board on the observation 
sphere above the clouds of Venus. He 
had finally caught the mysterious speed
ing object in the spectroscope. The 
shifting of the lines had checked its ve
locity of · approach with the calculating 
board. I ts speed now was over 600 
miles a second. It would be here in 
little more than an hour. And would 
meet up with the planet at 780 miles per 
second, he figured. 

"The thing's in the Venus-Terra mag
netic lane," he told Masters. " It's bound 
to hit us." 

' Doesn't seem like the right direction 
at all," the other objected. 

"I 've tried to tell you," Blake ex
plained patiently, "that the beam is con
stantly shifting its curvature in space, 
due to the motions of the two planets 
in their orbits. This thing's . in the lane, 
all right." 

"But what is it ? Accelerating like 
this." 
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"I'm just taking a determination of 
its mass," replied Blake, his lean young 
features drawn into grim lines. 

The calculator before him was clack
ing and chuckling merrily. At last it 
stopped with a decisive clunk and Blake 
tore off the tape. 

" 1 63 ,705,040 pounds," he read off. 
His voice dropped to a whisper of de
spair. "The Spirit of Terra," he said 
hopelessly. "That would be just about 
her weight with passenger and freight 
load. And Zona is on board !" 

Masters eyed him sympathetically. 
He knew how much his friend had been 
looking forward to the coming of the 
only girl-to their marriage, which had 
all been arrang�d on the q. t .  "Maybe 
they can pull out of it, Tommy," he 
said without much conviction. 

"Pull out of it, hell ! Something's 
jammed her tern jets full on . She's a 
runaway. Even if they could get them 
off now, they'd never be able to de
celerate in time." 

"Well, if they do hit us, we'll never 
know it," commented Masters. 

"No, we won't." Blake was trying 
to figure the momentum of this hurtling 
mass at the square of its inconceivable 
velocity. He jumped up and paced the 
floor like a madman. "We've got to 
stop it from hitting, and I 'm going to 
do something about it even if  I 'm court
martialed." 

Young Blake strode into the radio 
room and spun the transmitter dials 
away from the military wave. He called 
Venus Spaceport, a most flagrant vio
lation of regulations. 

" Spaceport ?" he asked, when a sleepy 
operator replied. "What report have 
you on the Spirit of Terra?" 

" No report. She's still four days out 
and hasn't radioed at all ." 

"Oh, yeah ? Four days out. She'll 
be here in an hour-only you won't 
know it." 

"Who in hell is this ? What're you 
talking about ?" 

"Listen, fellow," Blake mouthed fran
tically into the microphone. " I  can't tell 
you who I am, but I 'm above the clouds 
in an observation sphere. And I tell 
you the Spirit of Terra's a runaway. 
She's doing 600 miles a second right 
now and sti l l  in the lane. Get that beam 
cut off, for God's sake !" 

The operator laughed raucously. "I ' l l  
say you're up in the clouds. ix hun
dred-why, y9u're nuts-'' His carrier 
cut off abruptly. 

Blake groaned. "There you go. No
body'll believe us, Masters." 

He dialed down and started calling 
G. H. Q., watching the chronometer 
anxiously. Another sleepy operator an
swered. "Get me the major p. d. q.," 
Blake shouted. "Military emergency." 

"The major's asleep. What do you 
mean, emergency ?" 

"I tell you it's real," cried Blake. 
"You've gotta believe me, Or we'll all 
be dead in another hour. Get me the 
major.'' 

Evidently Blake's panic got through 
to the G. H. Q. operator. "All  right ," 
he said with sudden decision. "I 'l l  get 
him." 
. "If only they'll cut out the u'ual red 

tape and do something, we may get 
somewhere," Blake groaned, eying the 
time. "But you know how it is in the 
service." 

"Yeah." Masters looked dubiou . 
He had not yet become really afraid. 
He would in a few minutes. 

The G. H. Q. operator was back on 
the air. "Major threw a shoe at me 
and told me to get to hell out," he told 
Blake. 

"Listen, fellow." Blake's voice was 
wheedling, frantically insistent. "'We've 
got to put this across. Listen, do this 
for me, will you-" 

The youngster in the black-and-white 
uniform of Venus was begging for Zona, 
for himself, for another billion and more 
lives. He put all of his fear.s and hopes 
into his quivering voice. G. H. Q. would 
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"That figures out five h undred miles a second! That 
ship's out of control-and she's beaded right for Venus!" 

have to l isten. They'd have to get that 
beam cut off-something-

CAPTAIN BRA ND found his cabin boy 
and two tewards locked in his serving 
pantry. He raged when he let them out. 

" he a ked for a cocktai l ,  s ir,' ' one 
of the tewards e."plained. , .. nd it took three of you to make 
it for her !" Brand wheeled from them 
as three other stewards came in with 
Zona Phil l ips. 

The girl was holding her head high, 
a spot of color burning on either check. 

" 'o now, ' the captain bellowed. 
" Now, young lady, you're up to ome
thing again. And you're going to talk 
tlu time." 

"I'l l talk," she aid simply. "Send 
the e others out." Her sweeping ge -
ture embraced the goggling cabin boy 
and five goggling steward . 

Brand booed them out and. as a pre
caution, locked the outer door to the 
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loun..,.c and pocketed the key. "\Vei l ?'' 
he . aid, trying to keep hi: voice tern. 
Somehow, you couldn't tay angry with 
Zona Phil lips. 

'' I was only trying to get away," �he 
said breathles. ly, ' 'because I 'm planning 
to  get married on Venus." 

"Married ?" said Brand blankly. 
" Y e  , to a boy in the Venus forces 

-Tommy Blake. I t 's forbidden, you 
know, and my passport's no good ex
cept for a vi  'it. The Martians prom
i sed to land me ecretly. That's all. I 
haven't done anything . really wrong, 
have I ?" 

' '\Veil ,  I ' l l  be d-doggoned ." Captain 
Brand looked hi amazement. Then he 
pol<e to the girl seriously : "Wrong, 

no, but foolish, my dear. Do you realize 
how fast we're going ?'' 

" N -no." The girl's eyes widened to 
their ful l  blinding blue. 

Brand told her. He told her what 
would ha\'e happened if she had suc
ceeded in g tting away from those Mar
tian. ; that the little l i feboat would use 
up all its fuel trying to decelerate and 
then would go drifting forever in a so.lar 
orbit, a frozen , airles' tomb at last. That 
even now the Spirit of Terra was headed 
for a disaster that would likely de:troy 
the planet Venus along with t hemseiYes. 
"And you make trouble for me," he 
c ncluded glumly. 

" I 'm orry." The girl's voice was 
truly contrite. She stared at the cap
tain as the ful l  purport of his words 
sank in. "1'hen we'll all die, anyway ?" 
·he asked. "And-Tommy'll  be killed , 
too ?" 

Brand nodded. "Unless maintenance 
wins out with their new cutting rig,'' 
he admitted. 

The girl pur ed her lu cious lips and 
frowned prett ily. " I t  seems," she aid, 
"that something might be done with the 
l i feboats." 

That was all, but i t  set Brand think
ing. uddenly he was a madly whirl
ing tornado. He hugged Zona Phil lips 

in his enthusiasm and . he didn't se m 
to mind. 

''Girl, you've cr t it !" he exulted. 
"With the l ifeboat · we'll do it." He 
began bawling into the audio frame. 

' 'But you said-" began the girl. 
"Never mind what I aid." Brand' 

broad face was alight. "We'll do it 
with the l ifeboat . Watch !"  

H e  talked swiftly in clipped word to 
the frame when Ro so came in. 

v. 
"Rosso !" he chirped . "And you, too, 

\Vorthman"-two voices having come in  
by now-"listen closely. M an l ifeboats 
eleven to twenty and fifty-one to sixty. 
And don't a k any questions t i l l  I 'm 
finished. That's ten above and ten b -
low on the port ide a tern. Plug i n  
an audio connection t o  each. lose all 
inner eals when manned. Seal boats 
themselves. Open outer eals of air 
locks. At my orders, we'll bla t for
ward rocket ." 

"Of the l i feboats ?'' inquired Worth
man incredulously. 

"Certainly. They've weak jet , to be 
sure. B ut with twenty of them hla ·t
ing, we may be able to g t out of th 
lane." 

· 'Wil l  the air-lock seals hold ?" 
"We'l l  chance that. P�1t a wateh on 

ach. J 'l l  stand by the audio. 
"Now," he aid to Carlin wh n they 

reached the bridge control · , ''thi is go
ing to work like a full-crew ship. Give 
me visuals down stern l ifeboat corri
dors on the p rt ide. We're going to 
pull out of the magnetic lane." 

"You mean-" 
' 'With the l ifeboats." 
A low red suffused the mate's cheeks 

as he watched the smi le that wreathed 
Zon� Phil l ips' l ips. H 'd be wil ling to 
bet she had something to do with this. 
And he hadn't thought of it him elf. 
Of course the l ifeboats would do it
if-
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Signs of activity showed in the cor
ridors as soon as the viewplates lighted. 
Lock hatches were being opened one by 
one. One by one the individual audio 
connections plugged in. 

"Blast forward jets gently," Brand 
told them, watching the cross lines of 
the course indicator. They blasted gen
tly. " Inner seals holding all right ?" · he 
asked. The boats had driven back sol
idly by now. 

One by one the men in the corridor 
reported them 0. K. 

" Increase blasts slowly," Brand or
dered. · The glowing, rapidly enlarging 
orb of Venus had not budged from the 
cross-line centering. 

Carefully, as he would have done on 
a· full-crew ship, Brand had them in
crease the power of their jets until the 
inner lock seals had all he thought they 
could stand of the reaction of the small 
lifeboats pushing to get through them 
and inside the ship. Then he added 
boat after boat to the number until all 
twenty he had designated were blasting, 
shoving mightily against ·the inner seals. 
There were no automatic relays to take 
care of things ; Brand was jockeying to 
get a balance of energies the way you 
would jockey a horse. And he loved it. 

But Venus still swooped in toward 
them. 'I:hey hadn't budged the tiniest 
fraction of an inch from the magnetic 
course. Traveling 720 miles a second 
and only about half a million miles to go. 
Brand dripped perspiration. 

"Quick, Rosso," he called. "Same 
thing on boats twenty-one to thirty and 
sixty-one to s�venty forward, star
board." He'd twist the Spirit of Terra 
off this lane if it was his last act. And 
trying would be his last act if he didn't. 

The men responded swiftly. All knew 
the in)portance of speed. In another 
minute two lifeboats were blasting on 
the opposite side of the liner, up near 
the nose, trying desperately to turn her 
vast bulk like a pinwheel. But only a 
fraction of an inch from her present 

line, just the slightest angularity would 
do. In fact, more than this would be as 
disastrous as the collision toward which 
they were heading. But only for them
selves. 

Twenty-two, twenty-three, twenty
four, sixty-two, sixty-three and sixty
four lifeboats blasting. Still Venus came 
in ever larger, rushing madly. Still 
centered precisely on the crosshairs. 
Twenty-five and sixty-five boats re
ported blasting. No one moved on the 
bridge. No one seemed to breathe. 
Brand choked on the remains of his 
cigar and threw it away. Twenty-six 
and sixty-five in. Twenty-seven, twenty
eight. The crosshairs began a slow 
march eastward across Venus. 

"Hold it there !" Brand yelped. "No 
more." The crosshairs kept on in their 
slow march. Venus was out of line. 
"Enough," called the captain. "Cut ev
erything off." He slumped back weakly 
in his chair. 

Brand didn't even hear the thunder
ous explosio� as Brinkerhof finally cut 
the mad flow of current to the jets
quite safely and easily when he, almost 
simultaneously with Brand's inspiration, 
saw the answer. From spares, he got 
a series of the heavy emergency fuses, 
rigged a short by-pass line around a 
section of the main bus bars to a steer
ing jet, and inserted the fuses in the by
pass. Then a hand power saw readily 
sliced out a two-foot section of the by
passed, and hence unloaded, bus bar. 
One of the heavy fuses paralleled in the 
by-pass circut was then pulled out of the 
socket with the insulated pole, and the 
other promptly blew from the overload, 
with a roar of triumph interrupting and 
killing the jet circuit ! Nor did Brand 
hear Jarvis reporting that one of the 
generators was again in commission and 
the radio operative. Ahead of time. 

G. H. Q. was even more tubborn 
than Tommy Blake had anticipated. He 
finally did manage to get Major Varejo 
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excited, though, and he promised to take 
it up with the colonel. The colonel 
would go to the general. 

Blake groaned. In his radioscope 
screen the Spirit of Terra now was visi
ble as a tiny speeding dot with a ten
mile trail of incandescent gases astern. 
He thought he saw faint illumination off 
to one sioe. 

" See that. Masters ?" he demanded. 
" Doesn't it look as if  they were blasting 
a steering jet or something ?" 

" I t does, Tommy, it does ! But, 
Lord, they're only four hundred thou
sand miles off, And 730 miles a sec

"' ond. It 's too late." 
Blake tore into the radio room as a 

call came in. It was General Fulsen. 
He had to tell his story all over again. 
He was nearly sobbing as he finished. 
" Can't you see, sir ?" he pleaded . "The 
major checked with the other sphere. 
He lrnows it's the truth. We've only a 
few minutes and it won't make any dif
ference to any of us !" 

' ' I 'll see what I can do with the space 
line, young man." The G. H .  Q. car
rier was off and Tommy Blake tore his 
hair. 

"He'll see what he can do !" he raved 
at nobody at all. " See what he can do. 
Masters, if we live to tell the tale, I 'm 
getting out of this danm service." 

Masters grinned in spite of the im
pending catastrophe. Two closely 
cropped heads came together before the 
'
radioscope screen. 

"They are !" exulted Blake. "They 
are blasting off the side. And say ! 
M asters ! They're off t he l ine. They'll 
miss us. To hell with G. H. Q. and 
their song of 'see what I can do.' " 

The two OBS. men did a war dance 
of their own as a trail of penciled flame 
swept across the viewplate and off into 
space. Venus was safe and so was the 
Spirit of T e"a. 

I N  Captain Brand's lounge there was 
great rejoicing. A few minutes ago they 

had passed Venus with a thousand miles 
to spare, scarcely even feeling her gravity 
pull as they swept by at 800 miles per 
second and left her far astern. 

Everyone was talking all at once in  
the captain's lounge. The ship's entire 
staff of officers was here. And an au
burn-haired girl. 

Captain Brand had shooed off all her 
other admirers and had her sitting be
side him on one of the comfortable di
vans. She looked brightly up at the 
big man over the rim of her glas . 

" You," he was telling her, "wi l l see 
your Tommy boy. And you'll be able 
to marry him, if I have anything to say 
about it. That is,  if  I think he's good 
enough for you when I look him over.'' 

The girl laughed throatily, happily. 
" How can you arrange that ?" he de
manded. 

"How would you like to be my daugh
ter, Miss Zona ?" The captain looked 
down at his big red hands and blu hed 
as if this were a proposal of marriage. 

The girl's eyes misted. ' 'Why ?" he 
asked softly. 

' 'Because," Brand told her solemnly, 
"that way you could have yo1o1r Tommy 
Blake. Look : I 'm the law and every
thing else on this ship. I can marr:Y 
people or divorce them. I 'm the judge 
and the jury and the preacher, if nec
essary. I can adopt you, have the pa
pers attested and all, right here. Then, 
with my permission as your father, you 
can marry anybody you please on 
Venus. Passport be d-darned. Be
sides"-Brand searched the girl's won
d rous and wondering eyes-" ! like you, 
Miss Zona. I sort of think I 'd like to 
have you for a daughter." 

Brand looked away. The chatter of 
the crowded lounge was a meaningless 
background for his leaping thoughts. 

"Why, you old dear," a soft voice was 
saying. " I 've lost a father and found 
a new one. I . . .  I think I 'd like what 
you propose, D-daddy Brand. I 'm sure 
I would.'' 



1 n  T imEs TO comE 

ne difficulty ·ometime encountered i n  running on of mith · · novel · is that 
the serial following it ,  while, perhaps, a good, workmanlike job in it ·elf. tends to 
seem rather pale. That difficulty has been settled. I think-or, rather, pushed off 
into the future by five month · . The next erial wi l l  be "I£  Thi Goe On-" by 
Robert . Heinl in. It is one of the trongest novel I have een in science-liction. 
one of the most beauti fully and carefully detailed piece of cience-fiction. I t 's a 
two-part novel, utterly different from mith' "Gray Len ·man," yet as strong a piece 
of work in an equally len e field. 

'' I f  Thi · oe On-" i the first of two n vels we have lined up. Tt gives a 
deadly ke n picture of the future of a thing that i today an art , but wil l ,  tomorrow, 
he a ience, a m re fateful and important cience, in ofar as fan' future is con
cerned, than the scienc of medicine. It is the future of propaganda, and its fol
lower. dictator hip. Propaganda and dictator hip developed to their ultimate, th  
goal toward which they tend today-a fal·e cult, hiding behind the mask of a new 
religion ! 

I t 's fiction-and it's prophecy. And it is so thoroughly di fferent in strength 
and presentation from any predeces or that it win · stounding's rare Non£ 
de ignation. 

That i a two-part serial. We have already cho en i t  ucce s r. "Blackout."  
I announce them both now, becau e they form, really, an a lm ·t inter-connecting 
1 air. though " 13lackout'' i in no en e a equel, i · . in fact, by a di fferent author
L. Ron Hubbard. Dut as " I f  Thi Goes On-" i the future of propaganda and 
dictator ·hip, " Blackout" i the future of their pawn-creeds and war. \V e have 
heard for m nth that "another European war will mean the nd of European 
civili zation." Well, what would that mean ? 

" Blackout" is a grim and final an wer-the night that come· when "Europe' 
l ights are going out, one by one"-and are not l it again. 

I t  i not a imr Ie publicity boa t, but an hone t opini9n of a long-t ime cience
fiction reader when I say that the e two complementary novels, " I f  This Goes 

n-" and " lackout," are two of the mo t powerful and truly meaningful stories 
science-fi L ion ha produced. I f  you have a friend you want to introduce to 
science-fict ion. these are the stories for him to begin _on. 

Due to the hort while the November issue has been on the stands at the time 
this i sue was made up, thi month, Analytical Laboratory contain in ufficient 
data and will be po tponed, giving a double Laboratory next month. 

THE EDITOR. 



moon Of Ofl iR IUffi 
There were deadly parasites there, horribly efficient 

parasites-but they forgot, in their fear of them, 

one characteristic of truly efficient parasites-

By D .  L. James 
I llustrated by W. A. Koll 

TH ERE was an interval of tense silence 
in the control room of the Pegasus. 
Then a bell clanged sharply. I mmedi
ately thereafter came a dull thump a the 
,hip made contact with the surface of 
Dione, and for a second low-pitched 
vibrations raced to wift death up and 
down t hat drum-tight, molybdic alloy 
hull. 

' 'We're here !" 
aptain Egard's u ually hearty Yoice 

wa. edged with more than a trace of 
strain. 

'' Hall , take an atmo phere te t im
mediately. And be sure you don't let 
any of t hat t u ff  loose here inside t he 
ship ! GriAin , what's t he temperature 
outside ?'' • 

". til l  subzero, captain ; but the 
meter' lowly ri. ing." 

" Norm-if you can pull your head out 
of that port-run down to the rocket 
room and tell l\fcDill and Perrin I want 
'em up here just as soon as t hey can 
leave t hings. Get Ri ves and Talbot, 
too." 

Eric Norm, jun ior member of the· 
crew, tore himsel f away from the port 
through which he had been staring. That 
scene of alien grote quene s had held a 
peculiar fascination for him. Black 
rocl<s jutt ing up between fernlike 
mound of frozen vapor ; icc crystals 

parkling and throwing back the J ight 
of the tiny, but still brilliant sun in deli-

cate tints of purple, ro e and gold n 
green. 

He entered the cartridgelikc car, 
which shuttled through a tube from 

ten) to stern, and a econd later emerg d 
into the rocket room. McDill and his 
mate, Perrin, appeared to be in exultant 
moods-as well they might.  

'' Hey there, orm," grinned the 
solidly-built, chief, welcoming Norm 
with a hearty slap on the back. "We 
made it, on !" 

"Cap wants you and Perrin in the con
t rol rooms," said Norm. 

" Why didn't he phone ?" asked P r
rin, to sing aside a handful of wa ·te. 

Norm shook h i - head a he turned 
back to re-enter the lift .  He didn't Jil<e 
to mention Captain Egard's unprece
dented display of j it terine-s. 

On the deck above the rocket room 
he found R ives and Talbot staring from 
a port. They had evidently j u  t fini h I 
giving their oxygen uits a Ia. t careful 
in pection. 

Talbot was speak ing_: "-a green 
mote ! I saw it  drift pa-t t he port."  

"You're seeing thing ," scoffed R i ve . 
Five minutes later, the entire crew 

of the Pegasus-nine men including the 
ship's surgeon, Dr. Frontain-were con
gregated in the not-too- paciou control 
room. That i , all xcept Hall,  who 
was sti l l  bu y with his atmo phere 
analysis. 



Burdened, hampered by the suit, he stum
bled over the rocks, dodging frantically-

31 
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"Men, here we are on Dione-fourth 
moon of the ringed planet," said Captain 
Egard, his shrewd, bushy-thatched eyes 
stabbing around to rest for an instant 
on those of every man present. "You've 
all done your duty. I 'm proud of you 
-so proud I want to take you all back 
with me." 

"Cap,'' spoke up the irrepressible Mc
Dill, giving Torm a sly nudge in the 
rib , "none of us figure to desert ship." 

Grins and a tense laugh or two fol
lowed, but they quieted immediately. 
Nerves were keyed to a h igh pitch, as 
must alway be when men face the un
known. 

" You all know our purpose here," 
continued Egard. "We've sworn to 
collect thought-nuggets, and take them 
back to Earth-or die trying ! But 
what some of you don't know is the 
exact hazard we're up against. You 
were all warned of the danger attending 
this voyage-but not in detail .  Until 
now I 've withheld just a little of the 
slight information I possess, so that our 
morale might be maintained-not that 
you're men inclined to flinch, but antici
pating danger too far ahead is bad. So 
far as I 'm aware, no man ever set foot 
here on Dione and lived to tell about it." 

N avigator Griffin cleared his throat. 
"But,  captain, that can't be right." 
Bronzed, quare-jawed, he was leaning 
against the chart table, his light-blue 
eyes regarding the older man steadily. 
"What about Morgran, the explorer, 
who brought back the first thought
nugget-ten years ago ?" 

Captain Egard answered slowly : 
' 'Explorer Morgran used a radio-con
trolled mobile robot to do the actual 
ground work. His ship touched here 
only for a few hours ; the air lock was 
never unsealed." 

Griffin nodded. "Right, captain
pardon the interruption." 

"Unfortunately, Morgran died before 
his ship reached Earth," continued 
Egard. "We had only his notes to go 

by-and the thought-nugget. Here," 
he added-fishing a small object from 
his pocket-''this is an imitation, made 
to closely resemble the original, o we'll 
know what we're looking for. Pa it 
around. Milk-white, the size of a pea
nut. The original was of crystalline 
tructure, but whether an organic pro

uct or a mineral is something we don't 
know. 

"You are all aware of what happened 
when that thing was turned over to 
scientists. They soon discovered that 
it was thought-sensitive--capable of re
ceiving and amplifying telepathic im
pressions-an element long ought by 
physicists. 
, "Enthusia m waxed fevetish over this 

astounding discovery. And during the 
years that followed, ship after ship left 
Earth for this remote moon, to collect 
more of the treasured nodules. But not 
one of them ever came back-" 

"Capt.ain Egard," interrupted Hall at 
this moment, elbowing his way into the 
crowded control room. Tall and lanky, 
he was able to stretch an arm over 
Norm's shoulder. "Here's the atmos
phere formula." 

'EGARD grasped the slip of paper, his . 
eyes sliding quickly over the penciled 
symbols. 

"Hm-m-m. Quite an envelope for a 
body only twelve hundred miles through 
-mostly inert gases, nothing poisonous 
-and no oxygen, either." 

A mutter of voices had tarted up 
among the crew. 

"The old boy don't ound any too 
cheerful," husked McDill in rorm' ear. 
"Don't take it too seriou , though. He'd 
cut his throat before he'd lose a man 
here on this confounded chunk of rock. 
I know him !" 

Norm nodded in full agreement. 
"But I wonder what else he's got up 
his sleeve." 

Egard raised his hand for silence. 
"One or two things more, and then 
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we'll get busy. I I \  fate was met with by 
our predecessor . From ?. f or gran' re
port we know there i l ife here on D,ione. 
We know that thi l i fe is parasitic and 
uses a ymbio is-a damned queer l i fe
form-deadly to anything else that's 
ali\'e, and eYen to itself-" 

"I don't get that," broke in Rive , 
eying first Egard and then Talbot, his 
in eparable companion, but with whom 
he maintained a erialized argument 
about everything within and without the 
cosmos. "About that symbiosis-" 

" I  can't do better," said Captain 
Egard, turning to fumble in the files 
under the chart table, "than to read you 
!\Iorgran's own notes. Then you'll 
know j ust as much a I know. Here 
they are, as published in a monthly re
port of the Academy of Science, dated 
l'. l ay, 237 1-<>r roughly ten years ago : 
'Green Animal of Dione : There is no 
such thing a a distinct plant l ife on 
�atellite I . The primary substance 
compo ing Dione's green -animal l ife is 
somewhat comparable to the proto
plasmic base of all earthly l ife, in so 
far as the fluid entering i ts composition 
i . in both instances, water ; but in the 
case of Dione. an unidenti fied chemical 
reagent renders this solvent free from 
crystallization into ice at low tempe4·a
ture's. 

" 'This l iving animal-matter is per
fect ly transparent to allow the passage 
of sunlight to the mill ions of chlorophyll
bearing vegetable cells within its sub
stance, hence i ts green color. Here we 
�serve what might be called an instance 
of perfect symboi is between animal and 
plant ; the animal cells supplying carbon 
anhydride and nitrogenous matter to the 
vegetable cells, and they in turn supply
ing 0xygen and starch to the animal 
cell . 

•· 'Thus we have organisms maintained 
almost entirely by sunlight. But growth 
and regeneration can take place only 
by the absorption of fresh protein from 
anotl1er living body-hence the evolu-

t ion of parasiti ·m. Constant,  in idious 
warfare must necessarily be carried on 
against each other by Dione' individual 
l ife-unit  .' " 

There was a moment' si lence after 
Egard finished reading. 

" Parasitic l ife-hell," muttered Rives. 
But his exact meaning, i f  any. wa not 
clear. 

"There you ha\'C it. men, "  concluded 
the captain. " Jow v;e'll get busy. I 
know there's not one of you but would 
volunteer to be the first to go outside 
the ship. But that would be ide- tep
ping good j udgment on my part. Rives, 
you and Talbot jump into your oxygen 
suits. But j ust becau e you're suppo eel 
to be good at outside space work, don't 
t ry anything fancy. Take every pre
caution. You'll be in con tant communi
cation with Norm here, by microwave. 
Stick clo e to the hip, until we find 
out where we tand." 

TH E  CONFERENCE broke up quietly. 
Rives and Talbot were hustled into their 
oxygen uits. Back-slapping and rough 
joking followed-such as men sometimes 
indulge in when thei r nerves are on 
edge-then the bubblelike hoods of 
t ransparent gla sopla t were clamped 
down, and the t wo men prepared to 
leave ship. 

Norm watched these activitie with 
mingled feeling . Although naturally of 
a rather unobstru ive disposit ion. he had 
often wondered i f  his job as communi
cations-technicist wasn't robbing him of 
certain adventurous thri lls, such as Tal
bot and R i ves must now be experiencing. 

"Norm, get to your post," ordered 
the captain. "They'll be out ide in a 
couple of minutes." 

Seated at the microwave panel in the 
control room, directly in front of an 
observation port, onn clamped ear
phones on his head, adjusted various 
switches. A moment later the shuttling 
car brought Captain Egard. 

"They're outside," he growled, 
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snatching up an auxil iary headset. 
"Talbot ! Rives !" Norm spoke into 

t he t ran mitt r. 
" Sure, son," came Talbot's matter-of

fact voice. 
" Keep your hirt on," advi sed Rives. 

"There's nothing to it, kid." 
A lmost at once the two figures, bulky 

in their oxygen uits, appeared outside 
and below the port. They were wall�
ing slowly away from tl1e ship, on the 
britt) frost-cry ·tals that covered the 
rocks. 

" I s  everything right ?" queried the 
captain, harply, speaking into the 
transmitter attached to his own headset. 

"0. K.," reported Talbot. 
"Same here, cap," came R i ves' voice. 
There was an interval of silence while 

t he two men drew farther away. 
"Any sign of l i fe ?" asked Egard, his 

tone easier. 
Talbot answered : " Something floating 

in  the ai r-green motes." 
· " Not motes, you blockhead ," R iv�s� 
voice cut in. ' ' ..·or spores, either. Too 
large, ome of 'em. More like burrs-'.' 

" Yea, that's it-burrs," conceded 
Tal·bQt , grudgingly. ' 'Like green chest
nut burrs." 

"Do they t ry to attack you ?" a ked 
Egan! ,  quicl�ly. 

- " Well-110t exactly," said Talbot, 
after a momentary pause. " But they 
k ind of swarm around. Hear that tap
ping ? That's them, hitting against my 
hood." 

By peering intently, . ..  orm him elf 
could now catch a vague gli mpse of 
the e green dots in  the air. 

"But you're saie in the oxygen suit ?" 
persisted Captain Egard. 

"Sure, cap. :--Jow we'll start look
ing for thought-nuggets." 

W ITH A GUSTY sigh o(relief, Egard 
removed his earphones. He t urned to 
Griffin, the navigator, who had entered 
quietly and was watching from another 
port. 

"There's our answ r," he tleclared. 
"A man in an oxygen suit is safe. The 
real danger lies in the chance that some 
of those burrs may get inside the ship. 
In the construction of the Pegasus' air 
locks, this was all foreseen . With the 
ordinary lock, a pocket of outside air 
follows a man in through the n utral
izing chamber when he enters the ·hip. 
That was undoubtedly the fate met by 
our predecessors. Dione's atmo-pherl' 
is contaminated with parasitic l ife. ome 
of those burrs got inside their ship. But 
with our locks, the neutralizing chamber 
is automatically cleared by a bla t of 
sterile air before the inner slide opens." 

Grif6n nodded. ' 'Then t h  r 's u u  
reason why the rest of us 'houltln 't go 
out and give a hand with the search."  

After some hesitation r:gard agree<.! . 
' ' You and Hall · can go. But don't get 
separated . What I 'd like to do, if po--i
ble, is to collect a few of the nuggets, 
and leave before darkne s sets in . The 
sunlight period here on Dione lasts for 
thirty-tliree hour· , which may give us 
t ime enough. I think I 'l l  I t McDil l  
and Perrin lo se, also. That will make 
three earching partie , leaving Dr. 
Frontain, � orm and my elf to take care 
of the hip. 1 tlon 't think that this i5 
being incautious. I 'm of the opinion 
t hat the!r burr are the only. life on 
Dione. The ship itself wil l  hardly re
quire any defending, and the !WOre men 
we have outside, the better chance of 
helping each other in cas of accident. ' '  

Norm cur ed oftly under his breath 
at this . arrangement . He wanted to 
go out and join in the earch. M ean
while, Rives and Talbot had rnoved 
out of ight from the port, but he could 
. t i l l  hear them chafing each other in their 
half-serious fashion. 

"This stuff i sn 't 'sno\y ', as you call 
it," Rives was saying. " I t's too cold 
to snow here on thi lousy moon. "  

"Oh, yeah ? Well notice that haze 
floating a few feet above the gromHI, ' '  
came back Talbot. " That's due to the 
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sun's action on patches of bare rock. 
And see how those mounds are build
ing up all around. M iniature snow
storms in•action, I call 'em." 

"Shuck ! Norm-ask Cap where'g. 
the be. t place to look for those nug
g t ." 

"Giap isn't here right now," Norm 
_poke into the transmitter. " Beside . 
you've al ready b een told all that. Look 
where the rock are bare ; in chinks
you know. "  

Hall and Griffin. clad i n  oxygen suits. 
were soon leaving the ship. A few 
minutes later. McDill and his mate 
Perrin aLo joined in the search. Each 
was promptly surrounded by a convoy 
of floating, green burrs. 
' Time pas. ed. Presently a rousing re

port came from Ri ves. 
The fi rst thought-nugget had been 

found ! 
Captain Egard received the word with 

elation. 
" \Ve only need a few," he explained 

to Norm and Dr. Frontain. "Then , 
with information as to where and how 
more can be obtained, ,,·e'll have ac
complish cl our purpose here. Norm, 
tell Rives to bring the thing i n ; I want 
to make sure it's genuine." 

R i ve arri ved a few minutes later. 
"There's not hing to i t !"  said he, hood 

tipped back
' 

from hi alert-eyed counte
nance. "Those burrs can't hurt you
'cause they can't get at you to touch 
your flesh. Here-" 

He dropped a milk-white nodule into 
Egard' hand. 

" It's real ! "  breathed the captain, 
after a clo e scrutiny. "Ri ves-you'll 
he a blasted hero when we get back to 
Earth !" 

AGAI N  the search \Yent on. Rives de
parted to rejoin Talbot. And during t he 
next hour, w ith six men outside the 
ship to be kept t rack of, orm's atten
tion was so thoroughly occupied that 
few ,pare moments remained i n  which 
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to bewail his own enforced nonparticipa
tion. 

Mean while, no more nugget had been 
found. But as t ime passed . Norm bega.:: 
to form a kind of v icarious familiarity 
with the immediate locale. The Pegasus 
was re ting in a wide. saucerlike depre -
sion. Fantastic mountain-chains, ser
rated and icc-spangled. rimmed this de
pression. But the moon, even dose to 
the ship. \\'as Yery rough. being crossed 
by innumerable chasms and littered with 
fragments of rock and other mineral 
detritus. 

The search gradually widened as the 
men began wandering farther and farther 
from the ship. Still no more. nuggets 
were found. It was perhaps two hours 
later when the first untoward incident 
occurred. 

Then, wi thout gi ving notice of any
thing ami s, lcDill,  the rocket-engineer, 
returned to the ship, bearing on his 
hroad shoulders the body of his mate 
Perrin-no great mu cular feat, how
ever, in the \\'eak gravity of Dione. 

"The clumsy son took a fall in the 
rocks," he explained to the three men 
waiting in the ship. 

" Why didn't you send in word ?" de
manded Captain Egard . scowling darkly 
a Dr. Frontain stripped the oxygen suit 
off Perri n.  

" Didn't want to tie thing up," Mc
Dill confe sed, grinning broadly. "He 
isn't  hurt  bad." 

"Broken leg," reported Dr. Frontain, 
after a short examination. 

"You big sap ! · ·  Me Dill said to the in
j ured Perrin, unfeelingly. " You could 
have done that by falling downstair at 
home." 

Perrin groaned. 
" So long. I 'm going out again," said 

McDill .  
"You j oin up with Griffin and Hall,'' 

ordered the captain. " And don't try 
anything smart. We'll need you, now 
that Perrin is laid up." 

"I 'l l  have him on h is feet i n  three 
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days," promi ed Dr. Frontain. "A shot 
of B-X-44, in the fracture, will do the 
trick." 

For a time thereafter, Norm was 
alone in the control room while Captain 
Egard and Frontain were making the 
injured man comforlaL!e in his bunk 
amidship. 

McDill was again outside. Presently 
his voice sounded in Norm's phone : 
"Kid-you don't know what you're 
missing." 

"\Vhere you going ?" asked Norm, for 
the direction-finder. certainly did not 
indicate that the engineer was follow
ing Egard 's orders. 

"Back where Perrin took that fall," 
said McDill.  "I got a hunch that it's 

. a likely place to look." 
"Griffin and Hall  aren't over there." 
"I  know , but they're finding no nug-

gets. Why should I tag along with 
them ? We'ye got to spread out." 

The other searchers seemed to be of 
this opinion also. They were nt>w rather 
widely di spersed over the rugged area 
surrounding the Pegasus; Rives and 
Talbot were perhaps two miles from 
the ship, Hall and Griffin nearly as far 
away. But the impetuous McDill was 
choosing a course which lay on the 
opposite side of the ship, far from any 
of the others. 

Norm stretched his cramped legs 
under t-he microwave panel. He longed 
to take a more active part in· things. 
Presently he threw the switch over to 
Griffin and Hall. They had nothing to 
report ; neither had R ives and Talbot. 
The latter two were still disagreeing 
monotonously about the surrounding 
scenery in whole and in part, occasion-

ally reverting to 
the former di pule 
con erning frost
mounds and to the 
exact meani.ng o{ 
t
'
he word " now." 

Twenty minutes 
passed. 

":McDill, h o w  
a r e you making 
out ?" asked onn 
for the tenth t ime. 

" Stop worrying 
about me !" bawled 
McDill desperately. 
Then in a mi lder 
tone he confided, 
"Listen, kid-:j ust 
between you a n  d 
me __.:. I think l 'm 
finding something." 

At this moment 
Captain Egard re
turned to the con
trol room. T h e 
general enthusiasm 
following the dis
covery of that first 
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nugget had by this time cooled. Egard's 
face . looked tired and drawn as he re
cei ved Norm's report. 

"Did McDill join up with Griffin and 
] I all ?" he demanded astutely. 

"\Veil . . . er . . . no," confessed 
Norm. " He's over there where Perrin 
met with his accident." 

Egard snatched up the auxiliary head
set. 

" McDill, you crazy fool !" he rOared 
into the transmitted. "McDill- Mc
Dill-" 

There was no reply. 
'· Norm, why don't he answer?" de

manded Egard, sharply. 
Norm shook his head. "He was on 

only a moment ago." 
Egarcl's hand flipped over the control 

switches. "Rives, Talbot ! And you, 
Griffin and Hall-start back on the 
jump ! McDill's silent ; something may 
be wrong. You're too far away to help 
immediately, so I'm sending Norm-" 

Norm snatched off his own headset. 
At last he was to engage in a little action 
-personally ! 

" Use Perrin's oxygen suit," directed 
Captain Egard. "You know where to 
go-or I hope you do ! I 'l l  take your 
place here. Now get a move on, my 
lad-but watch yourself !" 

So ERIC ORM went into action. 
With Dr. Frontain's help he thrust his 
lean body into Perrin's oxygen suit
which was the only one quickly available 
-damped the glassoplast hood down 
over his head and adjusted the flow of 
oxygen. 

The Pegasus' air locks were almost 
automatic in action. Less than five min
utes after the initial alarm Norm was 
outside the ship, surrounded by the life
infe ted atmosphere of Dione. 

With long strides he started out 
aero s that rough basin in the direction 
he knew McDill had taken. Over him 

.the tiny, brilliant disk of the sun 
gleamed coldly down, its slow advance 

across the blue-black sky almost imper
ceptible. 

A green burr circled close to Norm 
in the thin air. Then another, and an
other. Some were large. Talbot's 
simile, suggesting their resemblance to 
chestnut burrs, seemed very apt. Para
sitic life, evolved through some strange 
symbiosis of plant and animal to resist 
the rigor of existehce on this inhospita
ble moon. Was the captain right i n  
thinking these burrs were its only mani
festation ? 

And what was now happening to Mc
Dill ? His sudden silence-though 
ominous-might have a simple explana
tion. Microwaves were very beamlike 
in action. If he had entered some pocket 
or cavern surrounded by metallic rocks-

Norm raced down a declivity, leaped 
a rod-wide fissure. Then, for the first 
time, he noticed that his own communi
cation-unit was not functioning. Per
rin's fall, in this same suit, had evidently 
broken or displaced some essential part 
of the instrument I 

Well, thought Norm, perhaps it 
wotildn't: make any difference. He could 

· still go on, though his silence would 
probably add to the captain's worries. 
No telling wha� McDill had gotten into, 
and a few minutes delay might spell the 
difference between l ife and death. 

As he climbed the opposite slope, a 
thin, bitterly cold wind whispered 
around him-quite audible through the 
direct-sound diaphragm in his hood. 
But the oxygen suit was especially de
signed to maintain an even temperature. 
He could still see the Pegasus, although 
it was now a good half-mile distant . .  
From this particular side of Dione, the 
ringed-planet, Saturn, was never visible. 
For as Dione raced swiftly around the 
mother planet in an orbital period of only 
sixty-six hours, she kept always this 
desolate, mountain-rimmed depression 
facing outward toward the. depths of 
space. 

And now, with that almost black sky 
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staring down at him, Norm experienced 
a sudden forebodi�g. This was new 
work, in which he had comparatively 
little practice. He paused for an in-

. stant to glance around. He must now 
be nearing the point from which McDill 
had last spoken. The sight was not 
reassuring. For behind him now trailed 
a swarm of green burrs. 

The oxygen suit, inflated with a pres
sure considerably above that of Dione's 
shallow atmosphere, kept these har
bingers of death safely away from him ; 
but now, during this brief pause, he 
could hear the tiny tapping soW1ds of 
them against his hood. 

Eyes straining sharply ahead for a 
first glimpse of the unruly, but well-in
tentioned engineer, Norm raced on 
again. The ground here was very 
broken and rocky, with large spaces clear 
<?f frost-mounds. He began shouting
although fully aware that a voice could 
not travel far from the diaphragm, 
through this thin atmosphere. 

He had reached a point where, ac
cording to his best judgment, he should 
find McDill, when catastrophe overtook 
him. It came unexpectedly. There was 
a sudden, soft s-s-swooshing sound, fol
lowed by the immediate collapse of his 
oxygen suit ! 

With stunning clearness, Norm real
ized the cause. Perrin's accidental fall 
in this same suit had done more than 
damage the communication unit. Some 
sharp point of rock must have scraped 
along the tough fabric, straining it al
most to the point of rupture. For the 
suit had now split open in a foot-long 
gash across the shoulders.  

I mmediately succeeding that loss of 
pressure, Norm's lungs began to .work 
overtime in labored gasps as the W1-
familiar scent of Dione's thin, bitterly
cold atmosphere entered his nostrils. 

And tending to add a note of panic 
to this truly grim situation, that swarm 
of green burrs awoke into sudden, 
vicious activity. Here and there they 

darted around him, like angry hornets. 
The sound as they stn;ck his hood grew 
continuous-tap . . . tap . . . tap-

Despair entered Norm's heart. Noth
ing in his experience indicated what 
should be done in a crisis of this sort, 
but his alert mind groped for some sav
ing expedient. 

An answer came in the very nick of 
time. He jerked the valve of his oxygen 
tank wide open. 

Again he could breathe-after a fash
ion. For even Dione's shallow atmos
phere offered a certain pressure, enough 
to inflate his lungs and keep the oxygen 
from dissipating immediately. 

He stood there for a moment, trem
bling, exhausted. 

HoPE SPRANG up again as his lungs 
absorbed oxygen. His breathing became 
freer. He might possibly last long 
enough to return to the ship ! 

But what about McDill ? 
Norm groaned regretfully. Even 

Rives or Talbot would not be expected 
to carry on in the face of such disaster. 
He cast a last look around for the engi
neer. No human shape was visible. 
McDill would have to take his chances. 

Gathering his feet together, Norm set 
off in a long leap for the Pegasus. Im
mediately, a stinging pain in the back 
>f his neck diverted his attention, brought 
him tumbling in a heap against a mound 
of brittle ice crystals. 

Dione, moon of delirium, was only 
just starting with him ! 

He endeavored to clap a hand to the 
sourte of the pain, swearing in a breath
less mumble, "Damn green burr-got in 
through that hole." 

But encumbered as he was by the de
flated suit, a moment passeC;I. while he 
struggled to reach the thing and tear it  
away. 

Meanwhile, a purely local numbness, 
like that produced by the injection of 
cocaine, had succeeded that first agon
izing twinge ; and by the time Norm 
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fi nally managed to touch the area in ques
t ion . a lump, the size of a walnut, had 
pufl'ed up there-a lump. and nothing 
more. The burr had drilled in, imbed
ding itself in the Ae h a!t�o . t at the base 
of the brain. 

And, unknown to Norm, a ti ny, fila
mentlike rootlet had penetrated even 
deeper, contacting nerves of the spinal 
cord. 

N orm st ruggled to his feet .  Even 
slight e ·ertion made him pant ·and 
gasp for more oxygen. Then he noticed 
that all those other greenish burrs had 
departed from him, a if-well , - as if his 
fate had been squabbled over, decided, 
,ealcd. 

And suddenly he noticed something 
el e. an utterly strange. incomprehensible 
thing-he possessed a new sen e !  

A sixth sense-a ense in  addition to 
sight and hearing and the normal five 
senses ; an alien, unfamiliar sense, and 
with it he could now sense-l ife ! 

Life all around hi m-an awareness of 
life as a form of radiant energy. Life 
that he couldn't see or hear-

" Lord," he muttered, "it's got me. 
I 'm all-" 

He wa going to say "crazy," but he 
didn't actually feel crazy, merely un
familiar with himself. He could sense 
life here and there around him, but more 
particularly he could sense something 
off to his right, somethittg-a monstrous 
organi m-that had it lai r in a deep 
cleft in the rock ; somethit�g that was 
calling. 

He realized that he was not himself 
mentally. No longer could he go on ; no 
longer could he struggle to reach the 
Prgasus and thereby prolong hi own 
life. His mind seemed to be divided 
against itself. Yet, with e\·ery atom 
of his reason-his former self-he tried 
to fight against that competing, insidious 
call. 

" Food . • . food . food," 
boomed that soundless voice from the 

rock-cleft. "Food . . . come nearer 
. . .  nearer." 1 
. A st range rapture seized Eric Norm. 

Food.-that meant him ! He was food 
And this realization fil led him with an 
elation that was pure madness. For 
suddenly it seemed that the entire pur
pose of his existence lay in the fulfillment 
of a certain obligation to that hidden 
monstrosity now calling him. 

And yet, his rea oning powers were 
apparently unimpaired. He realized 
that he had been trapped by one of the 
strange para it ic l i fe-forms of Dione. 
The thing on his neck was a decoy-sent 
out by that dreadful organism hiding 
in  the rock-cleft to beguile and delude 
him. 

But he didn't mind thi uelusion. No ! 
Above all things he longed to answer 
that call. 

Breathle · . panting, he turned aside. 
How long would hi oxygen hold out ? 
He had only the \'aguest idea,. But 
long enough now. in  all likelihood, for 
him to accomplish his new purpose. 

The rock-cleft lay only a short eli -
tance to his right. He staggered down 
a talus of frost-bound rocks, into the 
opening, Before him he could · no\v 
see that it formed one of numerous en
t rances into a wide gully or ravine. 

Suddenly his new sen e told him that 
McDill was down there omewherc, al-

• though i t  didn't seem to matter greatly. 
Directed against hi rea.oning -self, he 
entered this ravine. 

"Food . . .  food . . .  food !" With 
rising clearness radiated that t hought
voice ahead of him, almost shrieking now 
i ts eager command . " Nearer . • . 

. , ,  nearer . . . nearer . 
This was the end, thought Eric Norm 

vaguely. The Pegasus would return to 
Earth without him. Perhaps no one 
would ever learn exactly what had hap
pened to him, here on this frightful moon 
of Saturn. 

But all this was misty and unim
portant. 
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PRESENTLY, as he staggered around a 
jagged block of . rock which rose from 
the floor of the ravine, he saw his fate
A vividly green, star-shaped monstro
sity ! Twenty feet from tip to tip, its 
body bulged upward in the center to 
form a hideou rpamelon of glaucous, 
glistening fie h on · which emerald eye
spots pul ed with rhythmic dilation and 
shrinkage. The thing was advancing 
slowly up the ravine on its hundreds of 
short, pseudopodia! legs. 

" Food . . .  food . . .  food !" it was 
shrieking witi:J that extra-sensory voice. 
"Food . . .  come nearer-nearer !"  

Again that strange rapture seized 
Eric N arm-intensified now into an 
exquisite ecstasy of longing, a yearning 
to be consumed, absorbed, combined ! 

And as he reeled onward, his mind 
half numbed with horror, half frenzied 
with this nameless delirium, he noticed 
dully a strange thing on the rocks under 
his tumbling feet. 

The floor of the ravine was strewn 
\vith milk-white nodules. 

Hundreds of them lay there. And in  
a flash o f  odd v i  ion he  realized the an
swer. Thought-nuggets and green burrs 
were the same thing ! This frightful 
organism sent out the green burrs . in a 
sporelike fashion, to snare and lure. 
When they failed to contact a living crea
ture, they returned to this ravine where 
the monster had its lair, and here meta
morphosed into thought-nuggets-:-re-

taining for some obscure reason thr. 
quality of beino- telepathically ensitive. 

A pertinent discovery, thought �orm. 
But now nothing seemed to matter ex
cept the quic < relinquishment of his ego 
as a separate being. So, blindly and 
deliriously, he reeled forward. 

Now he wa almost within the mon
ster's reach- o close, indeed. that one 
of the triangular extremitie of its tar
shaped body had lifted to draw him clo e 
in its frightfiJl embrace-when a thin, 
distant voice bawled out behind him. 

"Norm ! What the hell ? Norm
come back t" 

It was a real voice this time, a voice 
edged with fear and a tonishment, a 
voice that he knew-1\1cDil l 's voice. 

::\IcDill was trying to call him back 
from death. But the mystery of the 
engineer's voice, of h i  presence here, 
seemed of slight importance. ot worth 
troubling over. 

l'vloreover, to 1 orm, with his new 
sen e, there was nothing strange about 
it anyway. He seemed instinctiYely to 
know l\IcDill 's recent l ine of experience, 
j ust as well as his own. McDill had 
wandered into this ravine from a dif
ferent angle. Enthusiastic over hi · dis
covery of myriad thought-nuggets. he 
was not even aware that his microwave 
connection with the ship had been oc
cultea by these black, metallic rocks ; 
and only this very instant had he 

" �A\<E '5U�� 
\ �ACH SIP 
"'ip..c;tcs sw�<,. 
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glimpsed the Dionian monster. 
AU this was very clear to Norm-al

though unimportant. And yet, McDill's 
shout, fraught with urgency, did cause 
him to raise his eyes for a last look 
around before taking that final step. 

"Food . . . food !" boomed that 
soundless voice. With a slowly flow
ing motion the monster's multitudinous 
feet bore it  closer. 

McDill, corpulent in his oxygen suit, 
hip-pouches overflowing with milk-white 
nodules, was bounding across the rock
strewn floor of the ravine, shouting as 
he came, "Norm-for God's sake-beat 
it !"  

The fact that McDill was not himself 
in any danger, pleased Norm distinctly. 
But not so pleasing came knowledge of 
the loyal-hearted engineer's determina
tion to take an active hand in these 
proceedings. 

Something touched Norm's shoulder. · 
He glanced around. The monster had 
heaved itself half upright over him. The 
undersurface thus exposed was a writh
ing mass of pseudopodia! legs and ab
sorptive disks, pulsing with a dreadful 
eagerness. 

"Eood . . . food · . . . food !" the 
thing seemed to gurgle. 

A gloved hand suddenly clamped itself 
around Norm's arm, tried to yank him 
back. But like a lunatic poised on the 
brink of a cliff, he resisted rescue, strug
gled to twist his arm free. 

That grasp, however, was not to be 
broken, for McDill was solidly boned 
and muscled. 

"Norm !" he was half shouting, half 
gasping. "You dope ! Don't you know 
me ? Stop fighting ! Come away !" 

The affrighted and desperate appeal 
in McDill's voice penetrated only dimly 
through the delirium drowning Norm's 
reason. He continued to struggle. 

Suddenly, McDill's hard fist swung 
up in a crushing blow that pliable glasso
plast could not divert. Norm's hood 
bulged in against his jaw. His head 

snapped back, and forthwith all that 
scene of madness evaporated into mist. 

WITH returning consciousness .came 
the impression that a rather long interval 
had elapsed. Again Norm could breathe 
without gasping ; there was plenty of 
oxygen. And even before he opened his 
eyes he knew where he was-back 
aboard the Pegasus, in his own bunk ! 

He opened his eyes. In the soft glow 
cast by the nimbus tube on the metal 
ceiling, he blinked at the group of wor
ried faces around him-Captain Egard, 
Griffin, Talbot, all the crew, in fact, ex
cept Perrin. 

" He's coming around," said the voice 
of Dr. Frontain. "Take it easy, Norm 
-just relax. Are you in any pain ?" 

For a moment Norm didn't answer. 
He was trying to figure things out
with strangely good success ! All that 
former obsession, the sacrifice of his 
body to the monster in the ravine, had 
vanished. He felt, if not perfectly nor
mal, :very fit indeed-and in a certain 
odd way, even more than normal. 

McDill shouldered his way forward. 
Despite Frontain's remonstrances, the 
impulsive chief grasped Norm's hand. 
"Kid, you got into this on my account. 
I 'm sorry I had to crack you." 

Norm sat up in the bunk. "That's all 
right. You saved my life. Thanks for 
packing me back here to the ship." 

Frontain pushed McDill aside. " Bet
ter lie down," he urged Norm,: sooth
ingly. 

But Norm had no desire to lie down. 
Instead, he raised a hand to the back 
of his neck. The swelling was not nearly 
so noticeable, and a piece of tape was 
plastered over the place where the burr 
had entered. 

"You tried to operate," he said, look
ing at the troubled Dr. Frontain. 
Norm's words were more in the form 
of a statement than question. 

The ship's surgeon nodded unwiii
ingly. "Just lie down and rela.x," he 
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said. "You'll come through all right." 
"Why not tell the truth ?" asked Norm 

gently. "You tried to remove the burr, 
and found that most of it had already 
been absorbed. Moreover, the small 
vestige still remaining was so thoroughly 
incorporated with the spinal cord that 
to attempt its removal would cause my 
death." 

Frontain's jaw dropped. " How did 
you kriow that ?" he gulped. 

" Because," said Norm quietly, "I can 
read your thoughts." 

Blank amazement fell across that circle 
of faces. 

They watched Norm rise from the 
bunk. 

Then Captain Egatd stepped forward. 
Worry had deepened the lines on his 
face. "Lad," he said gruffly, "I 'll never 
forgive myself for ordering one of my 
men out in a bad oxygen suit." 

"Forget it, Cap," said Norm. "I 'm 
0. K." 

And this seemed to be the truth. Eric 
Norm had never felt better in his life. 
Formerly he had been of a rather quiet, 
retiring disposition ; but now, with the 
possession of this new sense, a certain 
ease and sureness of himself had de
scended on him-for his mind seemed 
to reach out and encompass that of every 
man present. 

Nevertheless, he was mystified. What 
had become of that obsession, that 
delirium he had labored· under ? Of 
course, McDill's interference, which 
had prevented him from immediately 
uniting with the Dionian monster, might 
be the solution. For the telepathic con
trol exerted by the monster over its 
burrs might conceivably be expected to 
grow weaker with the passage of time 
when anything prevented their natural 
functioning. 

But what about the burr itself ? Why 
had it not killed him ? Would it eventu
ally kill him ? 

Rives and Talbot were staring at him 
with odd, slightly abashed expressions. 

And for once Rives was speechless. 
Norm grinned. It seemed almo t as 

if they were all expecting him to take 
charge of things. 

"I think," he obser�d with quiet 
assurance, "that Dr. Frontain has fig
ured out a possible explanation as to 
why that burr hasn't killed me. Won't 
you tell us aQout it, doc ?" 

"This is the most astounding thing 
that ever happened to mankind !" gasped 
Dr. Frontain. "Yes, it is true ! I do 
have a theory. These burrs, as we 
know, belong to a symbiotic life-form. 
It is quite apparent that when they at
tack man, the burrs are not in them
selves deadly. The man attacked im
mediately acquires a new sense. And 
if he is prevented from acrificing him
self to the parent organism during the 
subsequent brief delirium, he may even 
be permanently benefited. This life
form, since it works on a symbiosis, does 
not kill him, but merely attempts to con
tinue its symbiosis. It is mutually profit
able both to the life-form and the man, 
but more profitable to the man because 
he has at last acquired a long-desired 
faculty. 

" Moreover, this new sense will un
doubtedly be transmitted from genera
tion to generation, as are certain earthly 
forms of symbiosis with which we are 
already familiar. 

"This, gentleman, is my theory !" 
As Dr. Frontain ceased speaking, 

Captain Egard stepped to Norman's side. 
" Men," he announced gravely, yet 

in a deep tone of triumph, "we shall 
leave Dione immediately. We have 
more than accomplished our mission. 
Not only shall we return to Earth with 
a plethora of thought-nuggets, but with 
something much more auspicious. 

" Behold the superman !" he rumbled, 
placing his hand on Norm's shoulder. 
"The possible progenitor of a new race 
of humans-the first man with a com
plete telepathic sense !" 





THf SfTIHLLfST GOD 
A most unusual subject for et science-fiction yarn: flte 

biography of a rubber doll! lut when a scientist ·weights 

a rubber doll witlt tlte goo of a ruined experiment-

By Lester de l fley 
I l l ustrated· b y  R. lsip 

DR.  ARLINGTON BRUGH led his visitor 
around a j umble of machinery that 1mide 
sen e only to himself, and through a 
maze of tables and j unk that occupied 
most of his laboratory. 

" I t's a little disordered j ust nqw ," he 
apologized, glad that hi  a i ·tant had 
been able to clear up the wor t of the 
me . " ort of gets that way after a 
long experiment." 

H err Dr. Ernst �Ieyer nodded heavy 
agreement. 'Ja, o. Und mit all dis 
matchinery, no vunder. It  gives yet no 
goot place v'ere 1 can mit comfort vork, 
also in mine own laboradory. Und v'at 
haff ve here ?" 

' 'That's H ermes-my mascot."  Brugh 
picked up the little, hollow rubber figure 
of the god Hermes ; Uercury, the Ro
mans called him. " The day I bought 
him for my daughter, the funds for my 
cyclotron were voted on favorably, so 
I 've kept him in here. Just a little su
perstition." 

Meyer shook his head. " Nein. I 
mean here.'' He tapped a heavy lead 
chest bearing a large "Keep Out" label. 
" I s  maybe v'at you make ?" 

• 

"That's right ."  The physical chem
ist pulled up the heavy cover and dis
played a few dirty cry tals in a small 
compartment and a thick, tarry goo that 
filled a half-liter beaker. "Those are 
my late t success and my first failure. 
By the way, have you seen Dr. Hodges 

over in the biochemistry department ?" 
"Ja. Vundcrful vork he make · yet, 

nicht wahr ?" 
" Um-m-opinion differ. I 'll admit 

he did a good j ob in growing that yn
thetic amreba, and the worm he made in 
his chemical bath wa n't o bad , though 
I never did know whether it was really 
alive or not. Maybe you read about it ? 
But he didn't stick to the simple things 
until he mastered his technique. He had 
to go rambling off trying to create a 
synthetic man." 

Meyer' rough face gleamed . "Ja,  so. 
Dot i hiibsch-nice. Mit  veins tu1d 
muschles. Only it i not mit der life 
upfilled." 

Brugh sifted a few of the cry tals in 
the chest out onto a watch gla s where 
they could be inspected more carefully. 
Then he put them into an opened dra\\· r 
and closed it until the crystals were in 
a much dimmer light. In the emidark
ness, a faint gleam wa visible, hover
ing over the watch gla s. 

" Radioactive," he explained. " Th re 
is the reason Hodges' man i n 't fil led 
with l ife. I f  there had been ome of this 
in his chemical bath when he wa grow
ing Anthropos-that 's what he calls the 
thing-it would be walking around to
day. But you can't expect a biochemist to 
know that, of course. They don't k ep 
up with the latest development the way 
the physical chemists do. l\fost of them 
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aren't aware of the fact that the atom 
can be cracked up into a different kind 
of atom by using Bertha." 

'" Bert' a ?  Maybe she is die daughter ?" 
Brugh grinned. " Bertha's the cyclo

tron over there. The boys started call
ing her Big Bertha, and then we j ust 
named her Bertha for short." He swung 
around to indicate the great mass of 
metal that filled one end of the room. 
'"That's a lot of material to make so few 
crystals of radioactive potassium chlo
ride, though." 

" Ach, so. Den it is  der radioagdi
vated salt dot vould give life to der syn
t' etic man, eh ?" 

"Right. We're beginning to believe 
that life is a combination of electricity 
and radioactivity, and the basis of the 
Ia t seems to be this active potassium 
we've produced by bombarding the or
dinary form with neutrons. Put that in 
Anthropos and he'd be bouncing around 
for his meals in a week." 

Meyer succeeded in guessing the 
meaning of the last and cocked up a 
bushy eyebrow. " Oen v'y not der salt to 
der man give ?" 

"And have Hodges hog all the glory 
again ? Not a chance." He banged his 
hand on the chest for emphasis, and the 
six-inch figure of Hennes bounced from 
its precarious perch and took off for 
the watch glass. Brugh grabbed fran
tically and caught it just before it hit. 
" Some day I 'll stuff this thing with 
something heavy enough to hold it 
down." 

T H E  GERMAN looked at the statue 
with faint interest, then pointed to the 
gummy me s in the beaker. "Und dis ?" 

"That's a failure. Some day I might 
analyze a little of it, but it's too hard 
to get the stuff out of that tar, and proba
bly not worth a quarter of the energy. 
Seems to be a little of everything i n  it, 
including potassium, and it's fairly ra
dioactive. but all it's good for is-well, 

to stuff Henne so he can't go bouncing 
around." 

Brugh propped the little white figure 
against a ring stand and drew out the 
beaker, gouging out a chunk of the vari
colored tar. He plopped it into a con
tainer and poured methyl alcohol over 
it, working with a glass rod until it was 
reasonably plastic. " Darned stuff gets 
soft, but it won't dissolve," he grumbled. 

Meyer stood back looking on, shak
ing his head gently. Americans were 
naturally crazy, but he hadn't expected 
such foolishness from so distinguished 
a research man as Dr. Brugh. In his 
own laboratory, he'd have spent the next 
two years, if necessary, in finding out 
what the tar was, inste�d of wasting it 
to stuff a cheap rubber cast of a statue. 

"Dis Herr Dr. Hodges, you don't like 
him, I t'ink. Warum ?" 

Brugh was spooning the dough into 
his statue, forcing it into the tiny mouth, 
and packing it in loosely. ;'Hodges 
wanted a new tank for his life-culture 
experiments when I was trying to get 
the cyclotron and the cloud chamber. I 
had to dig up the old antivivisection 
howl among the students' parents to 
keep him from getting it, and he thought 
that was a dirty trick. Maybe it was. 
Anyway, he's been trying ever since to 
get me kicked out, and switch the ap
propriations over to his department. By 
the way, I 'd hate to have word of this 
get around." 

"Aber-andivifisegtion !" Meyer was 
faintly horrified at such an unscientific 
thing. 

Brugh nodded. "I know. But I 
wanted that cyclotron, and I got it ; I 'd 
do worse. There, Hermes won't go fly
ing around again. Anything else I can 
show you, Dr. Meyer ?" 

"T'ank you, no. Der clock is late 
now, and I must cadge my train by der 
hour. It has a bleasure been, Dr. 
Brugh." 

" Not at all." Brugh set the statue on 
a table and went out with the German, 
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leaving Hermes in sole possession of the 
laboratory, except for the cat. 

I I .  

THE CLOCK in  the laboratory said four 
o'clock in the morning. Its hum and 
the gentle breathing of the cat, that ex
ercised its special privileges by sleeping . 
on the cyclotron, were the only noises 
to be heard. Up on the table Hermes 
stood quietly, just as Dr. Brugh had 
left him, a little white rubber figure out
lined in the light that shown through 
from the outside. A very ordinary lit
tle statue he looked. 

But inside, where the tar had been 
placed, something was stirring gently. 
Faintly and !ow at first, . life began to 
quiver. Consciousness began to come 
slowly, and then a dim and hazy feel
ing of individuality. He was different 
in being a unit not directly connected in 
consciousness with the dim outlines of 
the laboratory. 

What, where, when, who, why, and 
how ? Hermes knew none of the an
swers, and the questions were only vague 
and hazy in his mind, but the desire to 
know and to understand was growing. 
He took in the laboratory slowly through 
the hole that formed his partly open 
mouth and let the light stream in against 
the resinous matter inside. At first, 
only a blur was visible, but as his "eyes" 
grew more proficient from experience, 
he made out separate shapes. He had 
no names for them, but he recognized 
the difference between a round tube and 
a square table top. 

The motion of the second hand caught 
his attention, and he studied the clock 
carefully, but could make no sense to it. 
Apparently some things moved and oth
ers didn't. What little he could see of 
himself didn't, even when he made a 
clumsy attempt at forcing motion into 
his outthrust ann. It took longer to 
notice the faint breathing of the -cat ; then 
he noticed it not only moved, but did 

so in an irregular fashion. He strained 
toward it, and something clicked in his 
mind. 

Tabby was dreaming, but Hennes 
couldn't know that, nor understand from 
whence came the pictures that seemed to 
flash across his gummy brain ; Tabby 
didn't understand dreams, either. But 
the little god could see some tiny crea
ture that went scurrying rapidly across 
the floor, and a much-distorted picture 
of Tabby was following it. Tabby had 
a definitely exaggerated idea of herself. 
Now the little running figure began to 
grow until it was twice the size of the 
cat, and its appearance altered. It made 
harsh explosive noises and beat a thick 
tail stiffly. Tabby's picture made a noise 
and fled, but the other followed quickly 
and a wide mouth opened. Tabby woke 
up, and the pictures disappeared. Her
mes could make no sense of them, though 
it was plain in Tabby's mind that such 
things often happened when her head 
turned black inside. 

But the cat awake was even more in
teresting than she was sleeping. There 
were the largest groups of loos�tly classi
fied odor, sights, and sensations to be 
absorbed, the nicest memories of mov
ing about and exploring the laboratory. 
Through Tabby's eyes he saw the part 
of the laboratory that was concealed 
from him, and much of the outside in 
the near neighborhood. He also drew 
a hazy picture of himself being filled, 
but it made no sense to him, though 
he gathered from the eat's mind that the 
huge monster holding him was both to 
be despised and respected, and was, all 
in ·an, a very powerful person. 

By now his intelligence was great 
enough to recognize that the world seen 
through the eat's eyes was in many ways 
wrong. For one thing, everything was 
in shades of white and black, with me
dial grays, while he had already seen 
that there were several colors. Hermes 
decided that he needed another point of 
view, though the cat had served ad-
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mi rably to start his  mind on the way 
to ome understanding of the world 
about him. 

A LOW howling sound came from out
side the laboratory, and Hermes recoiled 
mentally. drawing a picture of a h uge 
and ferocious beast from his secondhand 
eat's memory. Then curiosity urged 
him to explore. If the eat's color sense 
wa faulty, perhaps her ideas on the 
subject o( dogs were also wrong. He 
thrust h i  mind out toward the source 
o( the sound. and again there was the 
l ittle click that indicated a bridge be
t ween t wo minds. 

He liked the dog much better than 
the cat. There wa more to . be learned 
here, and the animal had ome faint un
derstanding of a great many mysteries 
which had never intere ted Tabby. Her
mes also found that hard. selfish emo
tions were not the only kind. On the 
whole, the mind of hep seemed warm 
and glowing after the frigid self-interest 
of Tabby. 

Fi rst in the dog's mind, as in all oth
ers, was the thought of elf, but close 
behind was mistress. and master, the 
same person whom the eat's mind had 
pictured fill ing the god. And there were 
the two l ittle mis ies. Something about 
the dog's mental image of one of them 
arou eel an odd sensation in the little 
god, but it was too confu eel to be of 
any definite interest. 

But the dog retained hazy ideas of 
word a a means of thought, and Her
mes seized .on them gratefully. He 
gathered that men used them as a me
dium of thought conveyance, and filed 
the sixty partly under tood words of 

hep's vocabulary carefully away. 
There were others with tantalizing pos
sibilities, but they were vague. 

Shep' world was much wider than 
that of Tabby, and h is general impres
sion of color-for dogs do see colors
was much better. The world became a 
fa cinating place a he pictured it, and 

Hermes longed for the my teriou power 
of mobility that made wide explorations 
possible. He tried to glean the secret, 
but all that Shep knew on the ubject 
was that movement followed desire, and 
sometimes came without any wish.  

The god came to the conclu. ion that 
in all the world the only animals that 
could satisfy his curiosity were men. 
Hi mind was sti l l  too young to be both
ered with such trifle a modesty, and 
he was quite sure there could be no ani
mal with a better intelligence than he 
had. The dog couldn't even read 
thoughts. and Herme had doubt about 
man's ability to do the same ; otherwise, 
why should the master have puni heel 
Shep for fighting, when the other dog 
had clearly started it ? 

And if he hadn't. Shcp would have 
been home, i nstead of skulkinrr around 
this place, where he sometime came t 
meet the master after work. 

Hermes tried to locale a man's mind. 
but there was none near. He caught a 
vague eddy of jumbled thought waves 
from someone who was evidently lo
cated there to guard the building, hut 
there was a definite l imit to the space 
that thought could span. 

The eat's brain had gone black in
side again, with only fitful image flick
ering on and off, and the dog wa drift
ing into a similar tate. Hermes tudied 
the action with keen intere t and de
cided that sleep might be a very fine 
way of passing the time unt i l  a man 
came back to the laboratory, as he gath
ered they did every time some big light 
shone from somewhere high up above. 

But �s he concentrated on the matter 
of turning off h is mind, he wondered 
again what he was. Certainly neither 
a dog nor a cat, he had no real belief 
that he was a man·; the dog didn't know 
about him, but the cat regarded him as � 
stone. Maybe he ,,·as one, if stone 
ever came to l i fe.  Anyway, he'd find 
out in the morning when the master 

I 
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came in. Until then he forced thoughts 
from his mind and succeeded in simu
lating sleep. 

I I I .  

A TRA NCE noi e wakened Hermes in 
the morning. From what he had seen 
in hep' mind, he knew it ,was the 
sound of human speech, and listened in
tently. The people were talking at a 
point behind him, but he was sure it 
was the master and one of the little mis
sies. He tuned hi mind in on that of 
the master and began soaking up im
pressions. 

" I  wi h you'd stay away from young 
Thomas." Dr. Brugh was saying. " I  
think he's the nephew of Hodges, though 
he won't admit it. Your mother doesn't 
like him. either, Tanya." 

Tanya laughed oftly at her father' 
su picions, and Hermes felt a glow all 
over. I t  wa a lovely sound. "You 
never l ike my boy friends," she said . 
"I think you want me to grow up into 
an old-maid schoolmarm. Johnny's a 
n ice boy. To hear you talk, a person 
w uld think Hodges and his whole 
family were ogres." 

' '::\faybe they are." But Brugh knew 
better than to argue with his older 
daughter ; she always won, just a her 
mother always did. "Hodges tried to 
swindle me out of my appropriation 
again at the meeting last night. He'd 
like to ee me ruined." 

"And you swindled him 6ut of his 
tanks. uppo e I proved to the presi
dent who sent those anonymou vivisec
t ion letters to all the parents ?" 

Brugh looked around hastily, but there 
was no one li tening. • ·  Are you trying 
to blackmail me, Tanya ?" 

he laughed again at h i  attempt at 
anger. ' ' You know I won't tell a ·soul. 
'By, dad. I 'm going swimming w ith 
Johnny." Hermes felt a l ight k i  s 
through Brugh's senses, and aw her 
start around the table to pass in front 
of him. He snapped the connection 

with the master's mind and prepared 
his own eyes for confirmation of what 
he had een by telepathy. 

Tanya was a vision of l i fe and lov l i
l1ess. In the fleeting second it took her 
to cro s the l ittle god's range ·of sight, 
he took in the soft, waving brown hair, 
the dark. sparkling\ eyes. and the dim
ple that lurked in the corn r of her 
mouth, and something happened to Her
mes. As yet he had no word for it, 
but i t  was pure sen ation that . ped 
through every atom of hi ynthetic soul. 
He began to appreciate that l ife was 
something more than the satisfaction of 
curio ity. 

A sound from Brugh, who was put
tering around with a cloudy precipitate, 
snapped him back to reality. The ques
tions in hi mind still needed answering, 
and the physicist was the logical one to 
an wer them. Again he made contact 
with the other' mind. 

This was infinitely richer than the 
dog's and eat's combined. For one 
thing, there was a seemingly inexhaust i
ble supply of word thought to be 
gleaned. As he ab orbed them. think
ing became easier, and the words pro
vided a framework for abstraction , 
omething utterly beyond the bound - of 

the animal mind . For hal f an hour he 
. tudied them, and absorbed the detail 
of human l i fe gradually. 

Then he set about finding the rca ons 
for his own l ife ; that nece sitated learn
ing the whole field of physical chemis
try, which occupied another half-hour, 
and when he had finished , he began put
t ing the knowledge he had gleaned to
gether, until it made sense. 

ALL LIFE, he had found. was probably 
electricity and radioact ivity, the latter 
supplied by means of a t iny amount of 
potassium in the human body. But l i fe 
was really more than that. There were 
actions and interactions between the two 
things that had thus far baffled all stu
dents. Some of them baffled the rubber 
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god, but he puzzled the general picture 
out to his own satisfaction. 

When the experiment had gone wrong 
and created the tarry lump that formed 
the real life of Hermes, there had been 
a myriad of compounds and odd ar
rangements of atoms formed in it, and 
the tarry gum around them had acted 
as a medium for their operations. Then, 
when they were slightly softened by 
tlte addition of alcohol, they had begun 
to work, arranging and rearranging 
'themselves into an interacting pattern 
that was roughly parallel to human life 
and thought. 

But there were differences. For one 
thing, he could read thoughts accurately, 
�nd for another he had a sense of per
ception which could analyze matter di
rectly from its vibrations. For another, 
what he called sight and sound were 
merely other vibrations, acting directly 
on his life substance instead of by means 
of local sensory organs. He realized 
suddenly that he could see with his 
mouth instead of his eyes, and hear all 
over. Only the rubber casing prevented 
him from a full three-hundred-and-sixty
degree vision. But, because of the minds 
he had tapped, he had learned to inter
pret those vibrations in a more or less 
conventional pattern. 

Hermes analyzed the amount of radio
active potassium in Brugh's body care
fully and compared it with his own. 
There was a great difference, which 
probably accounted for his more fully de
veloped powers. Something ached 
vaguely inside him, and he felt giddy. 
He turned away from his carefully or
dered thoughts to inspect this new sen
sation. 

The alcohol inside him was drying 
out-almost gone, in fact, and his tarry 
interior was growing thicker. He'd 
have to do something about it. . 

" Dr. B rugh," he thought, fixing his 
attention on the other, "could I have 
some alcohol, please ? My thoughts will 

be slowed even below human level if  I 
can't have some soon." 

Arlington Brugh shook his head to 
clear it of a sudden buzz, but he had 
not understood. Hermes tried ag•in, 
using all the remaining thought power 
he could muster. 

"This is Hermes, Dr. Brugh. You 
brought me to life, and I want some 
alcohol, please !' '  

Brugh heard this time, and swung 
suspiciously toward the end of the room, 
where his assistant .was working. But 
the young man was engaged in his work, 
and showed no sign of having spoken 
or heard. Hermes repeated his request. 
squeezing out his fast failing energy, and 
the master jerked quickly, turning his 

. eyes slowly around the room. Again 
Hermes tried, and the other twitched. 

Brugh grabbed for his hat and ad
dressed the assistant. " Bill, I'm going 
for a little walk to clear my head. That 
session last night seems to have put 
funny ideas in it." He paused. "Oh, 
better toss that little rubber statue into 
the can for the j unkman. It's beginning 
to get on my nerves." 

He turned sharply and walked out of 
the room. Hermes felt the rough hands 
of the assistant, and felt himself falling. 
But his senses were leaving him, drained 
by the loss of alcohol and the strain of 
forcing his mind on the master. He 
sank heavily into the frash can and his 
mind grew blank. 

IV. 
A SPLATTER of wetness against Her

mes' mouth brought him back to con
sciousness, and he saw a few drops fall 
near him from a broken bottle that was 
tipped sidewise. Occasionally one found 
its way through his mouth, and he 
soaked it up greedily. Little as he got, 
the alcohol still had been enough to 
start his dormant life into renewed ac
tivity. 

There \Yas a pitch and sway to the 
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rubbish on which he lay, and a rum
bling noise came from in front of him. 
Out of the corner of his ·"eye" he saw a 
line of poles running by, and knew he 
was on something that moved. Mo
mentarily he tapped the mind of the 
driver and found he was on a truck 
bound for the city dump, where all gar
bage was disposed of. But he felt no 
desire to use the little energy he had i n  
mind reading, so h e  fell back to study
ing the small supply of liquid left in the 
bottle. 

There was an irregular trickle now, 
running down only a few inches from 
him. He studied the situation carefully, 
noting that the bottle was well anchored 
to its spot, while he was poised pre
cariously on a little mound of rubbish. 
One of Newton's laws of momentum 
flashed through his mind from the mass 
of information he had learned through 
Brugh ; if the truck were to speed up, he 
would be thrown backward, directly 
under the stream trickling down from 
the bottle-and with luck he might land 
face up. 

Hermes summoned his energy and di
rected a wordless desire for speed to
ward the driver. The man's foot came 
down slowly on the accelerator, but too 
slowly. Hermes tried again, and sud
denly felt himself pitched backward
to land face down ! Then a squeal of 
brakes reached his ears, as the qriver 
counteracted his sudden speed, and the 
smallest god found himself rolling over, 
directly under the stream. 

There were only a few teaspoons left, 
splashing out irregularly as the bounc
ing of the truck threw the liquid back 
and forth in the fragment of glass, but 
most of them reached his mouth. The 
truck braked to a halt and began re
versing, and the last drops fell against 
his lips. It was highly impure alcohol, 
filled with raw chemicals from the labo
ratory, but Hermes had no complaints. 
He could feel the tar inside him soften, 
and he lay quietly enjoying the sensa-

tion until new outside stimuli caught 
his attention. 

The truck had ceased backing and 
was parked on a slope leading down to
ward the rear. There was a rattle of 
chains and the gate dropped down to 
let the load go spinning out down the 
bank into the rubbish-filled gulley. 
Hermes bounced from a heavy can and 
went caroming off sidewise, then struck 
against a rock with force enough to send 

' white sparks of pain running through 
him. 

But the rock had changed his cour e 
and thrown him clear of the other trash. 
When he finally stopped, his entire head 
and one arm were clear, and the rest 
was buried under only a loose litter of 
papers and dirt. No permanent dam
age had been done ; his tarry core was 
readjusting itself tq the normal shape 
of the rubber coating, and he was in no· 
immediate danger. 

But being left here was the equiva
lent of a death sentence. His only hope 
was to contact some human mind and 
establish friendly communications, and 
the dump heap was the last place to find 
men. Added to that, the need for fur
ther alcohol was a serious complication. 
Again he wished for the mysterious 
power of motion. · 

He concentrated his mental energy on 
moving the free arm, but there was no 
change ; the arm stayed at the same awk
ward angle. With little hope he tried 
again, watching for the· slightest move
ment. This time a finger bent slightly ! 
Feverishly he tried to move the others, 
and they twisted slowly until his whole 
hand lay stretched out flat. Then his 
arm began to move sluggishly. He was 
learning. 

It was growing dark when he finally 
drew himself completely free of the trash 
and lay back to rest, exulting over his 
newfound ability. The alcohol was re
sponsible, of course ; it had softened the 
tar slightly more than it had been when 
he made his first efforts in the labora-
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tory, and permitted motion of a sort 
through a change of surface tension. 
The answer to further motion was more 
alcohol. 

There were bottles of all kinds strewn 
about, and he stared at those within his 
range of vision, testing their vibrations 
in the hope of finding a few more drops. 
The nearer ones were empty, except for 
a few that contained brackish rain water. 
But below him, a few feet away, was a 
small-sized one whose label indicated · 
that it had contained hair tonic. The 
cork was in tightly, and it was still half 
full of a liquid. That liquid was largely 
ethyl alcohol. 

HER M ES forced himself forward on his 
tomach, drawing along inch by inch. 

Without the help of gravity, he could 
never have made it, but the distance 
shortened. He gave a final labored 
hitch, clutched the bottle in his tiny 
hands, and tried to force the cork out. 
It was wedged in too firmly ! 

Despair clutched at him, but he threw 
it off. There must be some way. Gla�s 
was brittle, could be broken easily, and 
there were stones and rocks about with 
which to strike it. The little god propped 
the neck of the bottle up against one 
and drew himself up to a sitting posi
tion, one of the stones in his hands. He 
could not strike rapidly enough to break 
the glass, but had to rely on raising the 
rock and letting it fall. 

Fortunately for his purpose, the bot
tle had been cracked by its fall, and the 
fourth stone shattered the neck. Her
mes forced it up on a broken box and 
tipped it gingerly toward his mouth. 
The smell of it was sickening, but he 
had no time to be choosy about his 
drinks ! There was room inside him to 
hold a dozen teaspoonfuls, and he meant 
to fill those spaces. 

The warm sensation of softening tar 
went through him gratefully as the liq
uid was absorbed. According to what 
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he had read in Brugh's mind, he should 
have been drunk, but it didn't feel that 
way. It more nearly approximated the 
sensation of a man who had eaten more 
than he should and hadn't time to be 
sorry yet. 

Hermes wriggled his toes comfortably 
and nodded his approval at the ease 
with which they worked. Another idea 
came to him, and he put it to the test. 
Where his ear channels were, the rub
ber was almost paper-thin ;  he put out 
a pseudopod of tar from the lumps in
side his head and wriggled it against 
the membrane

.
; a squeaky sound was 

produced like a radio speaker gone bad. 
He varied the speed of the feeler, alter
nating it until he discovered the varia
tion of tones and overtones necessary, 
and tried a human word. 

"Tanya I" It wasn't perfect, but there 
could be no question as to what it was. 
Now he could talk with men directly, 
even with Tanya Brugh if fate was par
ticularly kind. He conjured up an ec• 
static vision of her face and attempted a 
conventional sighing sound. Men in 
love evidently were supposed to sigh, 
and Hermes was in love ! 

But if he wanted to see her, he'd have 
to leave the dump. It was dark now, 
but ultraviolet and infrared light were 
as useful to him as the so-called visible 
beams, and the anwunt of light needed 
to set off his sight was less than that for 
a cat. With soiled hands he began pull
ing his way up the bank, burro·ning 
through the surface rubbish. Then he 
reached the top and spied the main path 
leading away. 

His little feet twinkled brightly in the 
starlight, and the evening dew washed 
the stains from his body. A weasel, 
prowling for food, spied him and de
bated attack, but decided to flee when 
the little god pictured himself as a dog. 
Animals accepted such startling appar
ent changes without doubting their 
sanity. He chuckled at the tricks he 



52 ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION 

could play on Tabby when he got back, 
and sped down the lane at a good two 
miles an hour. 

v. 
BnuGu worked late in the laboratory, 

making up for the time he had taken 
off to clear hi head. All thoughts of 
hi trouble with Hermes had vanished. 
He cleared up the worst of the day's 
litter of dirty apparatus, arranged 
things for the night, and locked up. 

Dixon, head of the organic-chemistry 
department, was coming down the hall 
as the physicist left. He stopped, his 
pudgy face beaming. and greeted the 
other. "Hi,  there, Brugh. Working 
late again, eh ?" 

"A little. How's the specific for tu
berculosis going ?" 

Dixon patted his paunch amiably. 
" Not bad. We're able to get the metal 
poi on into the dye, and the dye into 
the bug. We still can't get much of the 
poi on out of the dye after that to kill 
our friend, the bacillus, but we've been 
able to weaken him a little. By the 
way. I saw your daughter today, out 
with Hodges' nephew, and she told 
me-" 

"You mean Johnny Thomas ?" 
Brugh's eyebrows furrowed tightly and 
met at the corners. "So Hodges is his 
uncle ! Hm-m-m." 

''Still fighting the biochemistry de
partment ?'' By a miracle of tact and 
good nature, Dixon had managed to 
keep on friendly terms with both men. 
" I  wish you two would get together ; 
Hodge is really a pretty decent sort. 
. . .  \Veil. I didn 't think so ; you're both 
too tubborn for your own good. That 
nephew of his isn't so good. though. 
Came up here to pump money out of his 
uncle and get away from some scandal 
in New York. H is reputation isn't any 
too savory. 'Vouldn't want my daugh
ter going with him." 

" Don't worry ; Tanya .wott't be going 
with Hodges' nephew any longer. 

Thanks for the tip." They reached the 
main door, and Btugh halted suddenly. 
" Darn !" 

" What i it ?" 
"I left my auto keys on the work

table upstairs. Don't bother waiting for 
me, Dixon. I ' ll see you in the morn
ing." 

Dixon smiled. "Absent-minded pro
fessor, eh ? All right, good night." He 
went out and down the steps while 
Brugh climbed back to his laboratory, 
where he found the keys without fur
ther trouble. Fortunately he carried a 
spare door key -to the lab in his pocket ; 
it wasn't the first time he'd done. this 
fool trick. 

As he passed down the hall again, 
a faint sound of movement caught his 
ear and he turned toward Hodges' labo
ratory. There was no one there, and 
the door was locked, the lights all out. 
Brugh started for the stairs, then turned 
back. 

"Might as well take advantage of an 
opportunity when I get it," he muttered. 
" I 'd like to see that creation of Hodges, 
as long as he won't know about it." He 
slipped quietly to the door. unlocked it, 
and pulled it shut after him. The one 
key tmlocked every door in the build
ing and the main entrance ; he had too 
much trouble losing 'keys to carry more 
than needed with him. 

There was no mistaking the heavy 
tank on the low table, and Brugh moved 
quietly to it,' lifted the cover, and stared 
inside. There was a light in the tank 
that went on automatically when the 
cover was raised, and the details of the 
body inside were clearly defined. Brugh 
was disappointed ; he had been hoping 
for physical defects, but the figure was 
that of a young man, almost too classi
cally perfect in body, and with an in
telligent, handsome face. There was 
even a healthy pink glow to the skin . 

But there was no real life, no faint
est spark of animation or breathing. 
Anthropos lay in his nutritive bath, eyes 
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Qpen. staring blankly at the cei l ing and 
s eincr nothing. • · .  o properly radio
active pota · ium " Brugh gloated. " In 
a way, i t 's a pity, too. I 'd like to work 
on you." 

He put the cover .down and crept out 
again, .1i1aking ure that the night watch
man

' 
was not around. The man seldom 

left the first floor, anyway ; who'd steal 
laboratory equipment ? Brugh reached 
for his keys and fumbled with them try
ing to find the prop r one. It wasn't on 
the key ring. " Damn !" he said softly. 
" I  . uppose it fell off back on the table." 

But he still had the spare, and the 
other co.uld stay on the table. With the 
duplicate, he opened and relocked the 
door, then slip1 eel down the hall to leave 
the building. gain a faint ound 
reached him, but he decided i t  ·.vas the 
cat or a rat moving around. He had 
other worries. Mrs. Brugh

. 
would give 

him what-for for being late again, he 
suppo ·eel. . nd Tanya probably 
wouldn 't be home y t from the beach. 
That was another th ing to be attended 
to ; there'd be no more running with 
that young Thomas ! 

I N  T H E  LATTER supposition he was 
wrong ; Tanya was there, fooling with 
her hai r and gushing to her mother about 
a elate she had that night with Will 
Young. he usually had seven date a 
week with at lea t four different men 
serving as escort . Brugh thoroughly 
approved of Young, however, since he 
\ as completing his Ph.D. wOI:k and 
acting as Jab a sistant. :M rs. Brugh ap
proved of him becau·se the young man 
cam� from a good family and had· inde
pendent means, without the need of the 
long grind up to a full profe sorship. 
Tanya was chiefly interested in his six
{oot-t \VO, his football reputation , and a 
new Dodge he owned. 

Margaret Brugh spied her husband 
coming through the door. and began her 
usual worried harangue about his health 
and overwork. He muttered something 

about a lost key. and Tanya changed 
the ubject for him. Bnwh threw her 
a grateful mile and went in to wa h up. 
He decided to postpone the lecture on 
Thomas until after supper ; then she was 
in too much of a hurry to b bothered, 
and he put it off unt il morning. 

The old :Morris chair wa oothing 
after a full meal- o soothing that the 
paper fell from his lap and scattered i t
self over the floor unnoticed until the 
jangling of the telephone brought him 
back with a jerk. " I t 's for you," his 
wife announ ·eel. 

The voice was 
·
that of Hodges, his 

na al ermont twang unmi takable. 
"Brugh ? Your late t brain torm back
fi red on you ! I 've got evidence against 
you this time. so you'd better bring it  
back. ' The pitch of the voice indicated 
fury that was only partly controlled. 

The back hairs 'on Brugh' neck bris
tled up hotly, and hi voice snapped 
back harshly : "You're drunk or crazy, 
l ike all biochemists ! I haven't done

.
any

thing to you. nyway, what is  i t  you 
want back ?" 

"You wouldn't know ? How touch
ing, such innocence ! I want . nthropo·, 
my synthetic man. I suppo e you 
weren't in the laboratory this evening ?" 

Brugh gulped, remembering the faint 
noise he had heard. o it had b en 
a trap ! "I never-" 

"Of course. But we had trouble be
fore- omeone trying to force their way 
in-and we set up a photoelectric eye 
and camera with film for u. v. l ight. 
Didn 't expect to catch you, but there's 
a nice picture of your face on it, and 
your key i in the lock-the number 
how it's your . I didn't think even 

you would stoop to stealing !" 
Brugh made trangling sounds. " I  

didn't teal your phony man ; wouldn't 
touch · the thing ! Furthermore, I didn't 
leave a key. Go sleep your insanity 
off !'' 

"Are you going to return Anthropos ?" 
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"I  don't have him." Brugh lammed 
the receiver down in disgu. t. norting. 
If H odges thought that he could put 
.uch a trick over, he'd find out better. 
\\'ith all the trumped-up evidence in 
the world, they'd still have to prove a 
few thing . He'd ee the pre ident in 
the morning before Hodge could get 
to him. 

But he wasn't prepared for the door-

bell a half-hour later. nor f r th hlue
coatecl figure that _ tood out ide. They 
wa ted no time. 

" Dr. Arlington Brugh ? \\' e have a 
warrant for your arre t, charg being 
larceny. I f  you'll j u  t come along qui
etly-" 

They were purpo eful individuals. 
and word did no go d. Brugh went 
along-but not quietly. 

"Thanks," said Brugh unhappily, "but you're 
a little small to be useful, aren't you?" 



THE SMALLEST GOD 55 

VI. 
HERMES spied the public highway 

below him, and began puzzling about 
which direction to take back to town. 
Brugh !had never been out this way, and 
he had failed to absorb the necessary 
information from the garbage man, so 
he had no idea of the location of Corton. 
But there was a man leaning against a 
signpost, and he might know. 

The little god approached him con
fidently, now that he could both move 
and talk. He wanted to try his new , 
power instead of telepathy, and did not 
trouble with the man's thoughts, though 
a faint impression indicated they were 
highly disordered. 

"Q)od evening, sir," he said pleas
antly, with only a faint blur to the word�. 
"Can you direct me to Corton Um
versity ?" 

The man clutched the signpost and 
gazed down solemnly, blinking his eyes. 
"Q)t 'em again," he said dispassionately. 
"And after cutting down on the stuff, 
too. ' Sfunny, they never talked before. 
Wonder if the snakes'll talk, too, when 
I begin seeing them ?" 

It made no sense to Hermes, but he 
nodded wisely and repeated his ques
tion. From the vibrations, the man was 
not unacquainted with the virtues of al
cohol. 

The drunk pursed his lips and ex
amined the little figure calmly. "Never 
had one like you before. What are 
you ?" 

"I suppose I 'm a god,'' Hermes an
swered. "Can you direct me to Corton, 
please." 

"So it's gods this time, eh ? That's 
what I get for changing brands. Go 
away and let me drink in peace." He 
thought it over slowly as he drew out 
the bottle. "Want a drink ?" 

"Thank you, yes." The little god 
stretched up and succeeded in reaching 
the bottle. This time he filled himself 
to capacity before handing it back. It 

was worse than the hair tonic, but tht·re 
was no question of its tar-softemng 
properties. "Could you-" 

" I  know. Corton. To your right and 
follow the road." The man paused and 
made gurgling noises. "Whyn't you. 
stick around ? I like you ; snakes never 
would drink with me.". 

Hermes made it quite clear he couldn't 
stay, and the drunk nodded gravely. 
"Always women. I know about t�1at ; 
it's a woman that drove me to this
seeing you. 'Stoo bad. Well, so long !" 

Filled with the last drink, the god 
stepped his speed up to almost five miles 
an hour. There was no danger of fa
tigue, since the radioactive energy within 
him poured out as rapidly as he could 
use it, and ·there were no waste prod
ucts to poison his system. His tiny legs 
flickered along the road, and the little 
feet made faint tapping sounds on the 
smooth asphalt surface. 

He came over a hill and spied the yel
low lights of Corton, still an hour's trot 
away. It might have been worse. The 
swishing of the water inside him both
ered him and he decided that he'd stick 
to strai�1t alcohol hereafter ; whi key 
contained too many useless impurities. 
Hermes flopped over beside the road, 
and let the water and some of the oil 
from the hair tonic trickle out ; the al
cohol was already well inside his gummy 
interior where there was no danger of 
losing it. For some reason, it seemed 
to be drying out more slowly than the 
first had, and that was all to the good. 

The few cars on the road aroused a 
faint desire for some easier means of 
locomotion, but otherwise they caused 
him no trouble. He clipped off the 
miles at a steady gait, keeping on the 
edge of the paving, until the outskirts 
of the town had been reached. Then 
he took to the sidewalk. 

A BLUE-COATED figure, ornamented 
· with brass buttons, was pacing down the 

street toward him, and Hennes wei-
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comes the presence of the policeman. 
One of the dutie of an officer was di
recting people, he had gathered, and a 
little direction would be handy. The 
smallest god stopped and waited for the 
other to reach him. 

"Could you direct me to the home 
of Dr. Arlington Brugh, please ?" 

The cop looked about carefully for 
the speal<er. Hermes raised his voice 
again. "I 'm here, sir." 

Officer O'Callahan dropped his eyes 
slowly, expecting a drunk, and spied the 
god. He let out a startled bellow. "So 
it's tricks, is it now ? Confound that 
Bergen, after drivin' the brats wild 
about ventriloquence. Come out o' 
there, you spalpeen. Tryin' your tricks 
on an honest police. like as if I didn't 
have worries o' me own." 

Hermes watched the officer hunting 
around in the doorways for what he be
lieved must be the source of the voice, 
and decided that there was no use lin
gering. He put one foot in front of 
the other and left the cop. 

"P ssst !" The sot111d came from an 
alley a couple of houses below, and Her
mes paused. In the shadows, he made 
out a dirty old woman, her frowsy hair 
blowing about her face, her finger 
crooked enticingly. Evidently she 
wanted something, and he turned in 
he itantly. 

"That dumb Irish mick," she grunted, 
and from her breath Hermes recognized 
another kindred spirit ; apparently hu
mans were much easier to get along with 
when thoroughly steeped in alcohol, as 
he was himself. "Sure, now, a body 
might think it's never a word he'd heard 
o' the Little Folks, and you speal<ing 
politely, too. Ventriloqttence, indeed ! 
Vl as you wanting to know what I might 
be telling you ?" 

Hermes stretched his rubber face into 
a passable smile. "Do you know where 
Dr. Arlington Brugh lives ? He's a re
search director at Corton University." 

She shook her head, blinking bleary 
eyes. "That I don't, but maybe you'd 
take the unh·ersity ? It's well I knew 
where that may be." 

Dr. Brugh lived but a short distance 
from the campus, he knew, and once on 
the university grounds, Hermes would 
have no trouble in finding the house. 
He nodded eagerly. She reached down 
a filthy hand and caught him up, wrap
ping a fold of her tattered dress about 
him. 

"Come along, then. I 'll be taking· you 
there myself." She paused to let the few 
last drops tricKle from a bottle into her 
wide mouth, and stuck her head out 
cautiously ; the policeman had gone. 
With a grunt of satisfaction, she struck 
across the street to a streetcar stop. 
" 'Tis the last dime I have. but a sorry 
day it'll be when Molly McCann can't 
do a favor for a Little Folk." 

She propped herself against the car
stop post and waited patiently, while 
Hermes pondered the mellowing effect 
of alcohol again. When the noi y car 
stopped, she climbed on, clutching him 
firmly, and he heard only the bumping 
of a flat wheel and her heavy breathing. 
But she managed to keep half awake, 
and carried him off the car at the proper 
place. . 

She set him down as gently as un
steady nerves would permit and pointed 
a wavering finger at the buildings on 
the campus. "There you be, and it's 
the best of luck I 'm wi hing you. May.be, 
now that I 've helped a Little Ma11, good 
luck'll be coming, to me. A very good 
night to you." 

Hermes bowed gravely as he guessed 
she expected. "My thank , Molly Mc
Cann, for your kindness, and a very good 
night to you." He watched her totter 
away, and turned toward the laboratory 
building, where he could secure a few 
more drops of straight alcohol. After 
that, he could attend to his other busi
ness. 
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V I I. 

TANYA BRUCH was completely un
aware· o[ the smallest god's presence as 
he stood on a chair looking acros at her. 
A stray beam of moonlight struck her 
face caressingly, and made her _seem a. 
creature of velvet and ilver, withdrawn 
in sleep from all that was mundane. 
Hermes probed her mind gently, a lit
tle fearfully. 

Across her mind, a flickering pageant 
of tall men, strong 'tnen, lithe and ath
letic men, ran in disordered array, and 
none of them were less than six feet tall. 
Hern1es gazed at his own small body, 
barely six inches high ; it would never 
do. Now the face of Joh'n Thomas fit
ted i

-
tself on one of the men, and Tanya 

held the image for a few seconds. The 
god growled muttered oaths ; he had 
no love for the Thomas image. Then 
it flickered into the face of Will Young, 
Brugh's assi tant. 

Hennes had probed her thoughts to 
confirm his own ideas of the wonderful 
deliaht that Tanya must be, and he was 
fain�ly eli appointed. I n  her· mind were 
innocence and emptiness-except for 
men of tall stature. He sighed softly, 
and reverted to purely human rationali
zation until he had convinced himself of 
the rightness of her thoughts. 

But the question of height bothered 
him. Children, he knew, grew up, but 
he wa no child, though his age was 
measured in hours. . ome way, he must 
gain a new body, or grow taller, and 
that meant that Dr. Brugh would be 
needed for advice on the riddle of height 
increase. 

He dropped quietly from the chair 
and trotted toward the master's bed
room, pushing against the door in the 
hope that it mfght be open. It wasn't, 
but he 111 de a leap for the doorknob 
and caught it, throwing his slight weight 
into the job of twi ting it. Finally the 
knob turned, and he kicked out against 
the 

·
door jamb with one foot u·ntil the 

door began to swing. Then he dropped 
down and pushed until he could slide 
through the opening. For his ize, he 
carried a goodly portion of strength in 
his gum-and-rubber· body. 

But the master was not in the bed, 
and the mi tress was making slow 
strangling sounds that indicated emo
tional upset. From Brugh's mind, Her
mes had picked up a hatred of the sound 
of a woman crying, and he swung ha tily 
out, wondering what the fuss was about. 
There was only one per$011 left, and he 
headed toward the little 1\I issie Kath
erine's room. 

She wa asleep when he entered, but 
he called softly : "Miss Kitty." Her 
head popped up suddenly from the pil
low and she groped for the light. For 
an eight-year-old child, she was loYely 
with the sleep still , in �1er eyes. he 
gazed at the little white figure in faint 
astonishment. 

Hermes shinnied up the leg of a chair 
and made a leap over onto the bed where 
he could watch her. "What happened to 
your father ?" he asked. 

She blinked at him with round eyes. 
"It  talks-a little doll that talks ! II ow 
cute ! "  

"I 'm not a doll ,  Kitty ; I 'm Hermes." 
" Not a doll ? Oh, goody, you're an 

elf then ?" 
"Maybe." I t  was no time to bicker 

about a question that had no satisfactory 
answer. But his heart warmed to\\·ard 
the girl. She wasn't drunk, yet she 
could still believe in his existence. " I  
don't know just what I am, but I think 
I 'm the smallest of the gods. \Vhere's 
your father ?" 
. Memory overwhelmed Kitty in a ru h, 

and her brown eyes brimmed with tears. 
" He's in jai l !" she answered through 
a puckered mouth. "A nasty man came 
and took him away, and mamma feels 
awful. Just 'cause Mr. Hodges hates 
him." 

"Where's jail ? ever mind, I 'l l  find 
out." It would save time by taking the 
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information di rectly from her head. since 
she knew \\'here it was. " Now go back 
to sleep and I 'll  go find your father. " 

"And bring him home to mamma ?" 
"And bring him home to mamma." 

Hermes knew practically nothing of 
jails. but the feeling of power was surg
ing hotly through him. So far, every
thing he had attempted had been ac
complished. Kitty, smiled uncertainly at 
him and dropped her head back on the 
pillow. Then the little god's sense of 
vi bration perception led him toward the 
cellar in search of certain vital bottles. 

A child's toy truck, overburdened with 
a large bottle and a small god. drew up 
in front of the di rty white building that 
served as jail. Hermes had discovered 
the toy in the yard and u ed it as a 
boy docs a wagon to facilitate travel. 
Now he stepped off, lifted the bottle, 
and parked the truck in  a small shrub 
where he could find it again. Then he 
began the laborious job of hitching h im
self up the steps and into the building. 

I t  was in the early morning hours, 
and there were few men about.  but he 
stayed carefully in the shadow and 
moved only when their back were 
turned. From his observation, men saw 
only what they expected, and the un
usual attracted attention only when ac
companied by some sudden sound or 
movement. Hermes searched one of the 
men's minds for the location of Brugh. 
then headed toward the cell .  dragging 
the half-pint bottle behind him as noise
lessly as he could. 

DR. Bnucu sat on the hard iron cot 
with hi  head in  his hands, somewhat 
after the fashion of Rodin's " Thinker" ; 
but his face bore rather less of calm re
flection. An occasional muttered invec
t i ve reached the little god, who grinned. 
Arlington Brugh was a man of w ide at
tainments, and .he had not negltcted the 
development of his vocabulary. 

Hermes waited patiently until the 
guard was out of sight and slipped rap-

idly toward the cell, mounting over the 
bottom brace and through the bars. The 
scientist did not see him as he trotted 
under the bunk and found a convenient 
hiding place near the man· legs. At the 
moment, B rugh was considering the 
):>lea ant prospect of attaching all police 
to Bertha and bombarding them with 
neutrons until their flesh turned to any
t hing but protoplasm. 

H ennes tapped a relatively huge leg 
and spoke softly. ·�r. Brugh, if you'll 
look down here. please-" He held up 
the bottle, the cap already unscrewed. 

Brugh lowered his eye and blinked ; 
from the angle of hi sight. only a half
pint bottle of whiskey, raising itself from 
the floor, could be seen. Dut he was in 
a mood to accept miracle without ques
tion, and he reached in tincti vely. Or
dinarily he wasn't a drinking man. 
but the person who won't drink on 
occasion has a special place reserved for 
h im in heaven-well removed from all 
other saints. 

As the bottle was lowered again, Her
mes reached for i t  and .drained the few 
remaining drop , while Brugh stared at 
him. " VI/el l ?" the god asked finally. 

The alcohol wa leaving the cientist's 
stomach rapidly. as it does when no food · 
interferes. and making for his head ; the 
mellowing effect Herme had hoped for 
was beginning. " That' my voice you're 
u ing," Brugh ob erved mildly. 

"It should be ;  I learned the language 
from you. You made me. you know." 
He waited for a second. "Well,  do you 
believe in  me now ?'' 

Brugh grunted. " Henne , ch ? So 
I wasn't imagining thing back in the 
lab. '.Yhat happened to you ?" A su -
picious look cro sed his face. " Has 
Hodges been t inkering again ?" 

As briefly as he could, th• little god 
summarized event , and explained him
self, climbing up on the cot a he did 
so, and squatting down against the physi
cist's side, out of sight from the door. 
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· The other chuckled sourly as he fin
ished. 

" So while Hodges was fooling around 
with amrebas and flesh, I made super
life, only I didn't know it, eh ?" There 
was no longer doubt hl his mind, but 
that inight have been due to the whiskey. 
The reason for more than one conver
sion to a new religious belief lies hid
den in the mysterious soothing effect of 

· ethanol in the form of whiskey and rum. 
"Well, glad to know you. What hap
pens now ?" 

"I promised your daughter I'd take 
you home to the mistress." But now 
that he wa here, he wasn't so sure. 
There were more men around than he 
liked. "VJ'e'll have to make plans." 

Brugh reflected thoughtfully. "That 
might not be so good. They'd come 
after me again, and I 'd have less chance 
to prove my innocence." 

Hermes was surprised. "You're in
nocent ? I thought you'd murdered 
Hodges." After all, it was a reasonable 
supposition, based on the state of the 
physicist's mind the day before. "What 
happened ?" 

" No, I haven't murdered him-yet." 
Brugh's smile promised unpleasant 
things at the first chance. " It's still a 
nice idea, after this trick, though. I t  
all started with the key." 

"Maybe I better take it from your 
head," Hermes decided. "That way I 'l l  
be less apt to miss things, and more sure 
to get things straight." 

Brugh nodded and relaxed, thinking 
back over the last few hours. He lifted 
the bottle and tried to extract another 
drop, but the only dampness in it was 
such as condensed from his breath. 
Hermes followed the mental pictures 
and memory until the story was com-
plete in his head. 

· 

" So that's the way it was," he grunted, 
finished. " Some of it doesn't make 
sense." 

" None of it does. All I know is that 
I'm here and Hodges has enough 

trumped-up evidence to convict me. He 
wanted to make the charge kidnaping, 
but they suggested corpse stealing, and 
compromised on larceny-grand lar
ceny, I guess." 

"I still might be able to swipe the 
guard's keys, and attract their atten
tion-" 

Brugh gathered his somewhat pickled 
senses. " o. Your biggest value to me 
is in your ability to get in places where 
a man couldn't, and find out things 
without anyone knowing it. If I get 
out, I can do no more than I can here 
-I 'm not a detective when it comes to 
human reactions ; just physical or chemi-
cal puzzles." . 

There was something in that, Hennes 
had to concede. "Then I ' m  to work 
outside ?" 

"If you want to. You're a free agent, 
not bound to me. Slaves have gone out 
of fashion, and you're hardly a robot." 
The physicist shook his head. "Why 
should you help me, come to think of 
i t ?" 

"Because I want to grow up, and 
you might help me ; and because in a 
sense we both have the same memories 
and thought actions-! started out with 
a mixture of dog, cat and you." He 
climbed off the bunk and scuttled across 
the floor. "I 'll give Hodges your love 
if I see him." 

Brugh grinned crookedly. "Do." 

VIII.  

PROFESSOR HIRAM HoDGES stirred 
and turned over in his bed, a sense of 
something that wasn't as it should be 
troubling his mind. . He grunted softly 
and tried to sleep again, .but the premo
nition still bothered him. And then he 
realized that there was a rustling sound 
going on in his stu,dy and that it was 
still too early for his housekeeper. 

He kicked off the sheet and rum
maged under the bed for his slippers, 

' drawing on the tattered old robe he'd 
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worn for the last six years. As quietly 
as he could, he slipped across to the 
study door, threw it open, and snapped 
on the light switch, just as the rustling 
sound stopped. Probably his nephew up 
to some trick-

But the room contained neither a 
nephew nor any other man. Hodges 
blinked, adjusting his eyes to the light, 
and stared at his desk. It had been 
closed when he went to bed, he was sure 
of that. Now it was open, and a litter 
of papers was strewn across it in hap
hazard fashion. Someone must have 
been there and disappeared in the �plit 
second it took to snap on the lights. 

Hodges moved over to the desk, stop
ping to pick up a few · scraps of paper 
that had fallen on the floor, then reached 
up to close the roll top. As he did so, 
something small and white made a sud
den frantic lunge from among the pa
pers and hit the floor to go scuttling 
across the room. With startlingly quick 
reactions for his age, the professor spun 
his lank frame and scooped up the scur
rying object. 

Apparently it was an animated rub
ber doll that lay twisting in his grasp. 
Words came spilling out, though the 
tiny mouth did not move. "All right, 
you've caught me. Do you have to 
squeeze me to death ?'' 

Some men, when faced with the im
po sible, go insane ; others refuse to be
lieve. But Hodges' life had been spent 
in. proving the impossible to be possi
ble, and he faced the situation calmly. 
A robot wouldn't have spoken that way, 
and obviously this wasn't flesh and 
blood ; equally obviously, it was some 
form of life. He l ifted the figure onto 
the desk and clamped the wire waste
basket down over it. 

" Now," he said, "what are you, where 
from, and what do you want ?" 

Hermes devoted full energy to pic
turing himself as a charging lion, but 
the professor was not impressed. 

" It's a nice illusion," he_ granted, smil-

ing. "Come to think of it, maybe your 
other shape isn't real . Which i it
my nephew or Brugh ?" 

Hermes gave up and went over the 
story of · his creation again, point by 
point, while dawn crept up over the 
roofs of the adjacent houses and urged 
him to hurry. Hodges' first incredulity 
turned to doubt, and doubt gave place to 
half belief. 

''So that's the way it is ? All right, 
I 'll believe you, provided you can ex
plain how you see without the aid of 
a lens to direct the light against your 
sensory surface." 

Hermes had overlooked that detail, 
and took time off to investigate llim
self. "Apparently the surface is sensi
tive only to light that strikes it at a cer
tain angle," he decided. "And my mouth 
opening acts as a very rough lens
something on the order of the old pin
hole camera. The tar below is curved, 
and if I want clearer vision, I can put 
out a thin bubble of fairly transparent 
surface material to rectify the light mor\.' 
fully, as a lens would. I don't need an 
iris." 

"Um-th-m. So Brugh decided he'd 
made life and wanted to make a fool of 
me by bringing my man to conscious
ness, eh ? Is that why he kidnaped An
thropos ?" 

Hermes grunted sourly. His mind 
was incapable of the sudden rag�s and 
dull hates that seemed to fill men's 
thoughts, but it was colored by the dis
like Brugh cultivated for the biochem
ist. " It's a nice way of lying, professor, 
but I know Dr. Brugh had nothing to 
do with your creation." 

The other grinned skeptically. "How 
do you know ?" 

"I read his mind, where he had to re
veal the truth." In proof, the little god 
transferred part of the picture he had 
drawn from Brugh's mind to that of 
Hodges. 

" Hm-m-m." The biochemist lifted 
the wastebasket off and picked up the 
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l i ttle figure. "That would account for 
the expo ed film. Suppose you come 
with me while I get dressed and try 
reading my mind. You might be sur
prised." 

H ER . ! ES was mprised, definitely. In  
the professor's mind there had been 
complete conviction o( Brugh's guilt, 
shal�en somewhat now by the story trans
ferred by Hermes. Instead of being a 
cooked-up scheme to min his rival , the 
th ft of the ynthetic man was unques
t ionably genuine. The god fixed on one 
detail, trying to solve the riddle. 

A note received the n ight before had 
fir  t apprised the bio hemist of the d i  -
appearance of his pet creation and sent 

.him to the laboratory to investigate. 
"\ Vhat happened to that ransom note ?" 
Hermes a ·ked. 

Hodges was st ruggl ing with . man's 
symbol of slavery to the law of fa h ion , 
his necktie. ' ' I t 's st i l l  in my pocket-:
here." He flipped it aero s the room, 
where the other could study the crude 
scrawl. The words were crude and di
rect : 

Perffeser, we got yur artifishul man 
itll cost you 1000$ to get him back leave 
the dough in a papre sak in the garbaj 
can bak of yur hows noon tomorer an 
dont caw! the bulls. 

"Obviously the work of a well-edu
cated man," Hodges grunted, succeed
ing finally with the t ie. "They always 
try to appear too i l l i terate when writ ing 
those notes. That's why I thought Dr. 

Brugh wrote i t  to throw me off the tr�i l ." 
' ' Hatred had nothing to do with it ,  I 

uppose ?" 
"I don't hate Brugh, and if his con

science didn't bother him, he wouldn't 
hate me. We used to be fairly good 
friend . We could stil l be if we weren't 
o darned stubborn ."  The profes ·or 

grinned a he picked up the small fig
ure and moved toward the k itchen . 
'_'You don't eat, do you ? Well, I do. 
Brugh played a dirty trick on me, but 
I 've put o er a few of them myseH to 
get money for my department. • t Cor
ton , i t 's  always peen dog eat dog when 
appropriations were under debate."  

" But d id  you think he'd leave h is  key 
lying around for evidence ?" 

• ·  People do funny things, and only 
the department heads are permitted ma -
ter keys. I t  had his number." Hodges 
swallowed the last of a bun and \Yashed 
it down with milk "I t  is funny, though. 
Let' see, now. Brugh left the keys on 
the table, and sometime yesterday he 
lost one of them. Tanya was in the 
laboratory in  the inorning, ju  t before 
a date with that confounded nephew of 
mine. I-Im-m-m." 

"But Tanya wouldn't-" Herme felt 
duty bound to protect Tanya's reputa
t ion. 

Hodges cut in on his protest. " It's 
plain you don't know Tanya Brugh. 
For herself, she wouldn't take i t .  But 
give her a fairly handsome young man 
with a smooth l ine, and she'd sell her 
own father down the river. That ran-

l 

• 
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som note might he . orne of J ohnny' 
plea ·ant work." 

"Then you think it ' your nephew ?'' 
"I don't think anything, but it might 

be. He's the type. Tell you what I 'l l  
do ; you try to get some of that potas
sium alt--oh, yes, I k�1ew about it long 
ago-from your patron. and I 'l l  help 
you in\'C l igate Johnny." 

" I f  you'll help increa e my size.'' That 
question was sti l l  a major one in the 
god's mind. "How'll we find out 
whether Thoma ha the thing ?' ' 

"That' your worry, son. I 'l l  carry 
you there, but from then on it' in your 
hand ." H odges pocketed Herme and 
turned out of the kitchen. 

IX. 
JoH NNY THOMAS looked reasonably 

plea ant a he stuck hi head out of th� 
d or, though the circle under hi eyes 
were a little too prominent in the early 
morning hours. He grinned with evi
dent self-satisfaction. 

"Ah, my dear maternal uncle. Do 
come in." He· k icked a ide a newspaper 
that wa scattered across the floor and 
flipped the cigarette ashes off the one 
comfortable chai r in the room. eating 
himseH on the bed. "\V,hat can I do for 
you thi morning ?" 

Hodge coughed to cover the noi e 
of Hermes slipping acros the room to 
a dark place under the table. \\' ith that 
attended to, he faced his nephew. "You 
know nthropos-that synthetic man I 
grew in a culture bath ? Somebody stole 
him last night , tank and al l .  and sl ipped 
a note under my door demanding a thou-
and dollars for his return." 

"Too bad. But urely. uncle, you 
don't think I had anything to do with 
i t ?" 

"Of cour e not ; how could you get 
into the laboratory ? But I thought you 
might help me contact the men and make 
arrangements to pay. Of course. I 'd be 

willing to let you have a few dollars for 
your work." 

Thoma. mil d ,  and lool ed aero� the 
room while apparently making up hi 
mind. As he looked, a cat came out 
from where no cat should be, gravely 
l i fted a bottle of whi key and drank 
deeply . . "Excellent, my dear Thoma ," 
the cat remarked. " I  suppo e when 
you collect that grand from your uncle, 
we'll have e\•er better drinks. mart 
trick. stealing that thing." 

The cat licked it chops, sprouted 
wings and turned into a fairy. 
"Naughty, naughty," said the fairy. 
"Little boys houldn 't teal." It flut
tered over to Thomas' shoulder and 
perched there. t inkl ing reproachfully. 

The young man swatted at it. felt hi, 
hand pa s through it, and jumped for 
the chair. Now the room was empty, 
though his eye darted into every cor
ner. H i  uncle coughed again. " I f  
you·re done playing, John-" h e  sug
ge ted. 

"Didn't you see it ?" 
"See what ? Oh, you mean that fly ? 

Yes, i t  was a big one. But about thi 
bu inc s I have-" 

" I  think he'd make a nice meal."  said 
a grizzly bear, materializing uddenly. · 
"So young and succulent." 

A shining halo of light quivered vio
lently. "You'd poi on your . y  tem. 
Bruin. Go back home." The bear 
obediently trotted to the window and 
pa sed through the glas ; the halo of 
l ight struck a commanding note, and a 
face of wrath appeared in it . "Young 
man, repent of your way and learn that 
your sins have found you out. Time 
is  but short on thi· mortal sphere. and 
the bad that we do mu t follow us 
through all eternity. Repent, for the 
hour ha come !" 

Thomas quivered clown onto the bed 
again, wiping his forehead. The idea of 
getting nervous at a time l ike thi ! The 
things couldn't be r�al. He turned back 
to Hodges, who was waiting patiently. 
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"Just a little nervous this morning ; not 
used to getting up so early. Now, as 
we were saying-" 

Click ! The sound was in the young 
man's head, and a soft purring voice 
followed it. "I know a secret, I know 
a secret, and I'm goi9g to tell ! Johnny, 
old kid, tell the old fossil what a smart 
guy you are, putting over a trick like 
that on him. Go ahead and tell !"  There 
was a hot flicker of pain that stahbed 
up the backbone, then ran around the 
ribs and began doing something on the 
order of a toe dance in Thomas' stomach. 

He gritted his teeth and groaned. 
Hodges became all solicitation. "Some� 
thing you ate ?" asked the professor. 
"Just lie down on the bed and relax." 

There was a whole den of  rattlesnakes 
curled up on the bed, making clicking 
sounds that seemed to say : "Come 
ahead, young fellow, it's breakfast time 
and we're hungry !" Thomas had no 
desire to relax among even imaginary 
snakes. 

' 

"Gulp--ugh !" he said, and an angel 
unscrewed its head from the light socket 
and dropped near him. "Gttlp-ouch !" 
The angel sprouted horns and tail, and 
carried a red-hot fork that' felt most 
unpleasant when rubbed tenderly along 
his shins. 

Click I Again the voice was in his 
head. "Remember that girl at Casey's ? 
Well, when she committed suicide, it 
wasn't so nice. But that was gas, and 
she didn't feel any pains. When you 
commit suicide-" 

"I won't commit suicide !" The bel
low was involuntary, forced out just as 
the little devil decided his fork would 
feel worse in the stomach. "Take 'em 
away !" 

Hodges clucked sympathetically. 
"Dear, dear ! Do you have a dizzy feel
ing, Johnny ?" 

Johnny did, just as the words were 
out. His head gave an unpleasant twang 
and leaped from his body, then went 
whirling around the room. A gnome 

picked it up, whittled the neck quickly 
to a point, at].d drew a whip. "Hi, fel
lows ! "  called the gnome. "Come, see 
the top I made." He drew the whip 
smartly across Thomas' head and sent �t 
spinning as a horde of other little hob� 
goblins jumped out of odd places to 
watch. That was a little too much for 
Johnny, with the addition of two worms 
that were eating his eyes. 

Hodges chuckled. "All right, Her
mes, let him alone. The boy's fainted. 
It's a pity I couldn't see the things you 
were forcing on his mind. Must have 
been right interesting." 

Hennes came out of the corner, smil
ing. "They were very nice. I think 
he'll talk when he comes to. He per
suaded .Tanya to get him the key by 
pretending an interest in cyclotrons
said he was writing a story. She 
wouldn't have done it, except that the 
key was lying so temptingly within 
reach. He worked on her innocence." 

"0. K., Hermes," Hodges grunted. 
"She's washed whiter than snow, if you 
want it that way. Better get back in 
my pocket ; Johnny's coming around 
again."  

IT wAS noon when Hodges came to 
the cell where Brugh sat. The biochem
ist dropped the little god on the floor 
and grinned. "You're free now, Arling� 
ton," he informed the other. "Sorry I 
got you i n  here, but I've tried to make 
up >for that." 

Brugh looked up at the professor's 
voi<Ie, and his face wasn't pretty. 
"Arrughh !" he said. 

The smile on Hodges' face remained 
unchanged. " I  expected that. But Her
mes here can tell you I honestly thought 
you'd stolen Anthropos. We just fin
ished putting him back where he be
longs, and seeing that young nephew of 
mine leave town. H you'll avoid com-

. mitting homicide on me, the warden will 
· unlock the door." 

"What about my reputation ?" 

-
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"Quite untouched," Herme assured 
him. " Profes or Hodges succeeded in 
keeping everything hushed up, and it's 

unday, o your absence from the uni
versity won't mean anything." 

The physicist came out of the cell, 
and his shoulders lifted with the touch 
of freedom. The scowl on his face was 
gone, but uncertainty still remained in 
the look he gave Hodges. 

The biochemist put out a hand. " I've 
been thinking you might help me on 
Anthropos," he said. "You know, Ar-· 
lington, we might make something out 
of that yet if we worked together." 

Brugh grinned suddenly. "We might 
at that, Hiram. Come on home to lunch, 
and we'll talk it over while Hermes tells 
me what happened." 

Hermes squirmed as a hand lifted him 
back into the pocket. "How about help
ing me grow up ?" 

But the two men were busy discussing 
other thing . The height increase would 
have to wait. 

X. 
H ER M ES sat on the edge of Anthropos' 

tank, kicking hi small legs against i t  
and thinking of the last two days. To 
live in the same house, breathe the same 
air as Tanya Brugh ! He dug up an
other sigh of ecstasy and followed it with 
one of despair. 

For Tanya regarded him as some new 
form of bug, to be tolerated since he was 
useful, but not to be liked-an attitude 
shared by her mother. Dr. Brugh had 
the greatest respect for the little god, 
and Kitty was fond of him. Of them 
all, Kitty treated him best, and Tanya 
worst. 

Of course, that was due to his height. 
.1 ohn Thomas was gone, but there were 
still Will Young and her other escorts, 
none les than six feet in height. And 
Hermes was far from being tall. The 
consultation held with Brugh and 
Hodges had resulted in nothing : when 

all was said and done, there was no hope 
for him. 

He sighed again,  and Dixon, who was 
helping Hodges and Brugh with An
thropos, noticed him. "What's the mat
ter, son ?" he asked good-naturedly. 
"Alcohol drying out again ? Why not 
try carbon tetrachloride this time ?" 

Hermes shook hi head. "I don't 
need anything. The alcohol seems to 
have permanently combined with the tar, 
something like water with a crystal to 
form a hydrate. I 'm softened thoroughly 
for all time." 

Hodges looked up and then turned 
back to the tank where the synthetic 
man lay, and Hermes turned his atten
tion to it. As far as outward appear
ance went, Anthropos was nearly per
fect, and a tinge of envy filled the little 
god's thoughts. 

Dixon wiped his forehead. "I give 
up. Vvhen three separate divisions of 
chemistry can't bring life to him, there's 
no hope. Hodges, your man is doomed 
to failure." 

"He's breathing, though," the bio
chemist muttered. "Ever since we in
jected the potassium into him and put it 
in his nutritive bath, he's been living, 
but not conscious. See, his heartbeat is 
as regular as clockwork." He indicated 
the meter that flickered regularly on the 
tank. 

Brugh refused to look. "To anyone 
but a biochemist," he informed the room, 
"the answer would be obvious. Hi
ram's created life, yes ; but he can't give 
it a good brain. That's too complex for 
his electric cell formation determiner. 
What Anthropos needs is a new brain." 

"I suppose you'd like to stick his head 
full of that gummy tar of yours ?" Old 
habit made the words tart, though good 
fellowship had been restored between 
them. 

"Why not ?" It was Hermes' voice 
this time. Inspiration had flashed sud
denly through his small mind, opening 
a mighty vista of marvels to his imagi-
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Gradually he learned to work the ponderous mechanism 
of this new. body, to move its muscles, to use it-

nation. "Why wouldn't that .solve it ?" 
" I 'l l  bite. Why ?" Dixon grinned, 

sweat rolling from his chubby face. 
"That's the best suggestion we've .had 
today." 

" But he wouldn't be real l ife then, 
not organic life. Besides, we can't be 
sure that another batch of the tar would 
l ive-it might be an accident that Her
mes contained just the right ingredients. 
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The rest o f  t h e  tar probably i n 't the 
same." 

1 Iermes w riggled in his excitement. 
"Organic life i merely a chemicoclec
trical reaction . with radioacti\·ity thrown 
in ; and I 'm all of that. What differ
ence does it make ?" He stretched out 
a small leg. " Dr. Brugh. will you ex
amine my feet ?" 

\\' ith  a p�1zzled frown. B rugh com
plied. "They're wearing out ." he said. 
"The rubber i almost paper-thin. You'll 
need a new body soon, Henne ." 

" Preci ely. That's what I 'm talking 
about. \Vhy couldn't I be put in  An
thropo ' brainpan ?'' 

!-l odge let out a startled wail that 
died out and left his mouth hanging· 
open. Finally he remembered to close 
i t .  " I  wonder-" he muttered. "\Vould 
it work ?" 

Dixon demurred. " I t'd be a delicate 
operation, removing the u ele higher 
part of the brain and leaving the essen
tial vital areas that control the heart 
and organs. Beside , could Hermes con
t rol the nerves ?" 

" \\'hy not ? He can control your 
nerves at a distance if he t ries hard 
enough. But the operation would need 
a doctor's skill ."  

Hennes had that al l  figured out by 
l i < �W, and he voiced hi plan while the 
others listened carefully. Hodges finally 
nodded. ' ' I t  might work. son, and An
thropos isn't much good a is. I prom
i ·ed to help you grow up, and if you 
can use this body. it '  yours. The uni
v<.-t·sity doesn't seem to value it much." 

T H E  BORROWED dis ecting equipment 
from the zoology department was in  
readine s and the men stood looking on 
a Hermes prepared for his work. He 
pau eel at the brink of the tank. "You 
know \\'hat you're to do ?" 

"We do. After you open it, we'll 
lower your temperature until you harden . 
up to unconsciousness, remove your cas
ing. pack you in the brainpan, so there's 

no danger of nerve pre ·sure. and cover 
the opening with the remo\·ed cct ioo 
of the skull ." 

" R ight. In that nutrient fluid, it 
should heal compl tely in a few hours." 
Hermes dropped into the tank and wa 
immer eel by the liquid ; his ability to 
work in  any medium facilitated the op
eration. 

And his sen e of perception made him 
capable of performing t he work with al
mo t uncanny kill. /\ the others 
watched, he cut briskly around the kull, 
reti1oved a section; and went into the 
brain, analyzing it almo. t cell by cell and 
suturing, cutting. and crapi.ng away the 
useless ti sue. 

Blood oozed out slowly, but the liq
uid's restorative power began function
ing, healing the oft nen·e tissue almost 
as rapidly as it wa cut. Hermes nod
ded approval and continued until only 
the vital center that functioned prop
erly were left. Then he indicated that 
he was finished and Hodge pulled him 
out. 

The dry ice was numbing a. they 
packed i t  around him. and his thought 
began moving more sluggi:hly. But as 
consciousnes left him. a heady exulta
tion was singing iL ong through every 
atom of his being. He would he tall 
and hand ome, and Tanya would love 
him. 

Consciousness faded a Hodges began 
the relatively simple job of removino- hi 
casing and in erting him into the va
cancy in Anthropos' head. 

X I .  

DARKNESS. That w a  the first thought 
Hermes felt on regaining consciou ne s. 
He was in a cave with no entrance, and 
light could not stream through. Around 
him was a warm shell that held him 
away fram direct contact with the world. 
He started to struggle again t i t ,  and 
the uneasy sense of close�ess increa eel . 

Then he remembered he was in the 
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heau of the synthetic man . He must 
�n his eyes aiJCI look out. But his 
eyes refused to open. Again he con
centrated, and nothing seemed to happen. 
. Brugh's voice, muffled as from a great 
di·tance, reached him. ' 'Well, he's 
awake. H i s  big toe twitched then." 
There \vas anoth�i· . en ·ation, the feel
ing . of a faint  curi·ent pouring in from 
one of the nerve endings, an'd Hermes 
realized thaf mu. t be his ears sending 
t11eir message to his brain. 
. Thi t ime he tried .to talk, and Hodges 
spoke. "That was his leg moving. I 
wonder if he can· . control his body." 
H erme· was learning ; the so�ind an·d 
nerve .messages co-ordinated this time: 
Learning to use Anthropos' auditory 
sy tem would not be too difficult. 

But he was having t rouble. He had 
t r.ied to open hi eyes, and a toe haci 
�witch�d ; an effort to use. his  tongue re
sulted in a leg moving. There was only 
one · thing to do, and that was to t ry 
everything until the desired result was 
obtained. 
. It was several minutes later when 
Dixon's voice registered on his nerve : 
"See, his eyes are open. Can you see, 
Hermes-or Anthropos ?" 
. Hermes couldn't. There was a wild 
chaos of sensation pouring in through 
the optic nerve, which must be the ef
fect of light , but it made l ittle sense 
t<l him. He concentrated on one part 
that eemed to register less strongly, and 
succeeded in making out the distorted 
figure of a man. It was enough to be
gin with, but learning to use his eyes 
took more time than the ears had. 

He gave up t rying to speak and sent 
his thought out directly to Brugh. " Li ft 
me out and move me around so I can 
stuuy which sensations are related to my 
various parts." 

Brugh obeyed promptly with the help 
of the others, enthusiasm running high . 
Hermes had the entire job of learning 
to make his body behave before him, but 
he brought a highly developed mind to 
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bear' on the problem. Bit by bit,  the 
sensation sent up by the nerves regis-· 
tered on his brain, were catalogued and 
analyzed, and became familiar things to 
him. He t ried touching a table with his 
fing.er, and made i t  in t wo attempts. 

' 'You'll be better than any man when 
\ve're done with you," Hodges gloated. 
" I f  I 'd . bi·ought consciousness into An
tli ropos, I 'd · st il l  have liad to educate 
him as a child is taught: You can learn 
by yourself." · · 

Hermes '"a I arn ing to talk again, in 
the clumsy system of breathing, throat 
contraction .. and oral adaptation that pro
duces human words. · He tried it now. 
�·Let me walk alone." 
· A nother half-hour aw a stalwart 
young figure t riding ahout the labora
tory, examining this and that, t rying out 
in!plements, using his body in every way 
that he could. I t  answered his com
mand- with a· smooth co-ordination that 
pleased them all. 

Brugh was elated . .  "With a brain like 
tliat, Hermes; and the body you have 
now, we could make the world's great
est physical chemist out of you. A l it
tle wire pulling and a few trick , exami
nations, and things, and you'd have your 
degrees in no time. I could u -e you 
here. "  

'' He'd be a wonderful biochemist ." 
H odges cut in.  "Think of what that 
ense of perception would mean to us in 

t rying to determine the effect of <!rugs 
on an organi m."  

Dixon added his opinion. "As an or
ganic chemist, think what it would mean 
in analyzing and Synthesizing new com- -
pounds. But why not all three ? W ha t  
we really need is someone to co-ordi
nate the various field , and Hermes is 
ideal." H e  held out an old pair of t rou
sers, acid stained , but whole, and H er
mes began climbing into them. That 
was a complication he hadn't thought 
of, and one which wa not entirely pleas
ant .  He saw no rea on to conceal the 
new body of which he was so proud. 
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Brugh had accepted Dixon's idea. 
' 'How about getting yourself added to 
our taff in a few year ? It would mean 
a lot to science, and the board oE direc
tors couldn't refuse the appointment i f  
you'd force a little thought into their 
empty heads." 

Hermes had been considering it, and 
the prospect appealed to him. But 
Tanya wouldn't like it, probably. He'd 
have to see her before he could make 
any· decision. Of course, now that he 
was a real man instead of a 1�ubber 
statue, she couldn't refuse him. 

THERE WAS an interruption from the 
door, a small child's voice. - " Daddy, 
daddy, are you there ?" The door swung 
open and Kitty Brugh came tripping in. 

"l itty, you don't belong here." 
Brugh faced her with a scowl of annoy
ance. " I 'm busy." 

" But mamma sent me." Her voice 
was plaintive. "She gave me this tele
gram to bring you." 

Brugh took it  and read it  through, his 
face lighting up. "Great luck," he told 
Hermes, handing it over. "I never 
thought Tanya would chose so well ."  

The telegram was as simple as most 
telegrams are : 

HAVE MARRIED W I LL YOUNG 
AND ON HONEYMOON I N  M I LLS
BURG STOP EVER SO H A PPY 
STOP LOVE TANYA 

QUESTION 
Which are the 

only cough drops 
containing 
Vitamin A ?  

(CA ROTENE) 

And with it. the newly created man's 
hopes went flying out into nothingness. 

But somehow he felt much better than 
he should. He handed it back to Brugh, 
and the sigh he achieved \vas h<.tlf
hearted. Kitty' eyes noticed him for 
the first time. 

She squeaked delightedly. "Oh ,  what 
a pretty man ! \Vhat' your name ?" 

Hermes' heart went out to her. He 
stooped and picked her up in his strong 
young arms. st roking her hair. '' I 'm 
the little god, Kitty. I 'm your Herme 
in a · new body. Do you iike it ?'' 

She snuggled up. " Um-hmm. I t 's 
nice." There was no surprise for her 
in anything Hermes might do. H e  
turned back t o  the three men then . 

"Dr. Brugh. I 've decided to accept 
your offer. I 'd like nothing better than 
working with all of you here at Corton." 

"Splendid, my boy. plendid. Eh, 
Hiram ?" 

They crowded around him, haking 
his hand, and he thoroughly enjoyed 
the flattery of their respect. But mo t 
of his thought were centered on Kitty. 
AEter all ,  she was the only woman-or 
girl-who had treated h im . with any 
consideration, and her little mind was 
open and hone t. he'd make a won
derful woman in ten more years. 

Ten more year ; and he wa n 't so 
very old him elf. There might be hope 
there yet. 
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The modern scientist has long known the alchemist pursued a hopeless 
dream. But, strangely, that modern scientist is hotter on the trail 
of that not-so-hopeless dream than ever was the alchemist of old ! 

'ToDAY I made some cadmium !" · If 
Phillipus Aerolus Paracelsus Theo
phrastus Eremhite von Hohenheim had 
been able to write that in his diary ! B ut 
to us it was only a routine lecture ex
periment for the freshmen, that took ten 
minutes. For demonstration purposes 
we used a ve�;y pretty paraffin sphere as 
t he philosopher's stone, but Paracelsus 
might well have used a common bucket 
of water. The recipe is simple enough : 

Jr. :  1 small pinch powdered boron. 
1 small bubble radon, or small pinch 

radium. Mix well, and seal i n  
a capsule. 

1 piece silver. 
Place the silver and the capsule 
in the center of the bucket of 
waterJ and the silver will be 
transmuted to cadmium. 

Perhaps Paracel us wouldn't have 
liked the last ingredient-after all, why 
take silver at 50¢ an ounce, and turn 
it into cadmium, worth about SO¢ a 
pound ? Paracelsus wanted gold, not 
cadmium-not even the rare isotope of 
cadmium we made. Well, the san1e 

recipe would suffice for making gold if  
platinum is used in place of  silver, but 
that would hardly be much help, either ; 
how about the old' trick of gold from 
mercury ? V\7 e can do that, too, nowa
days ; in fact , we can make almost any
thing out of anything else ! But let us 
go back to the beginning of things. 

In 500 B. C., Democratus had a rough 
idea of atoms and molecules as indi
visible units of matter, but by Paracel
sus' time most of the Greek knowledge 
was lost, and one substance, be it ele
ment, compound, or mixture, was as 
good as another-with the possible ex
ception of a slight bias in  favor of the 
more malodorous compounds. vVhen 
Boyle finally defined an "element," and 
Dalton and Avagadro in the early nine
teenth century laid the foundations for a 
precise formulation of the atomic theory, 
it was implicit in their work that an 
"atom" was not only the smallest, but 
an indivisible unit of matter. And so 
it was, until Faraday, Maxwell, and the 
rest developed the practice and theories . 
of electricity which provided the energy 
to pull an . atom apart. 

Cavendish. Rutherford, J.  J. Thom-
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o u ,  and the group at Cambridge did 
more than make the first "neon" igns ; 
they clearly demon trated that the atom 
wa compo ed of two entitie -a large 

cently, even to the "fundamentals," and, 
in fact, the date i some weeks ago
more recent foreign journal. have not 
reached the \Vest yet. 

fUndamental Par t i cl e s , June 2 ,  1939 
-

Date Par t i c l e  Symbo l Charge R el at ive Mass Mass Energy 
( e . s . u . ) (mill ions ot' 

el..ec tron volts ) 

1:895 e le c tro n  - 1  e- -4. ? 74 X 10-10 . 00055 o. 551 

1932 po s i tron � e+ of. 4 . ??4 X 10-10 . 00055 0 . 551 
1 

proton tH .. 4 . ??4 X 10-10 1 . 0001 940 . 000 

1 932 neu tron 
1 

0 1 . 009 g41 . 00 0  on 

mesatron ? - 4 . 7 74 X 10•1o 0 . 1 ? ? 

neutri no ? 0 >lO . OO O O +  ? ? 

1932 deuteron 

a lpha 
4 2.He 

+9 . 554 X 10-�0 2 . 014? 

+9 . 55 4  X 10 -JO 4. 004 

18?6 . 000 

3?61 . 000 

po itively charged, heavy part called the 
"nucleu ," and lighter, smaller, nega
tively charged particles, the "electrons." 
But their atom splitting was only the 
transient removal of the outer electrons, 
the "ionization" of gases ; the potential 
available then were far too low, for one 
thing. And when the applied potential 
was removed, they had just what they 
tarted with, no more, and no less. The 

Bohr theory indicated that the riddle of 
the constitution of matter was to be 
ought in the heavy nucleus ; the chemi

cal behavior was apparently a charac
teri tic of the outer electrons. 

But before we proceed we had best 
summarize what is known of the struc
tural building blocks of matter and de
fine a few particles ; things move too 
rapidly now for any simple h istorical 
approach. In the table above are the 
fundamental particles as we know them 
today ; the table is dated, because things 
have been happening pretty fast re-

THE FIRST four and the Ia t two are 
the important particle in nuclear phe
nomena ; we don't know much about the 
other two-yet. The electron, known 
since Rutherford's time, and the posi
tron, discovered by Anderson, are fa
miliar quantities and need no further in
troduction, for the proton i imply a 
hydrogen atom without its electron
in other words, the nucleus. The neu
tron, discovered by Chadwick, i some
thing different again ; with no charg , 
it has a mass slightly greater than the 
proton, and we shall discover some ex
citing things about its properties later. 
The mesatron is a heavy electron, weigh
ing about two hundred and fifty times 
a much as an electron, but with the 

rune charge. We haven't been able to 
produce these, yet, and their sole right 
to inclusion in the table lies in their 
observation on Wilson cloud chrunb r 
photographs of cosmic-ray tracks by An
derson and others. 
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The neutrino is even more of an 
nigma. Unobserved at the date of the 

table, it is only an extra term in theo
reti ·al calculations* ; the mass is noted 
a - plus or minus. becau e you can take 
your choi;:e, depending on who's doing 
the calculating-n gat ive mas , of 
cour·e, would be stuff that came at you 
harder the more you pushed it away, 
like high-pressure sale ·men . The mass 
energy column in this table is a imple 
result of Einstein's work ; this is the 
amount of energy that appears if the 
mass of  the particle in question should 
disappear. Thus if a positron and an 
electron should coll ide-and they love 
it !-energy to the xtent of ome 1 . 1 02 
m.e.v. would appear as gamma radia
t ion. Atomic energy ? Su re-but-

The last t wo items in the table are 
deuterium and helium nuclei, respec
t ively, and we might here explain the 
notation u· eel in these cases. vVe can 
repre ent any atomic nucleus by the 
symbol zX w, where z is the number of 
electrons that urround the nucleus in 
the neutral atom, or t he positive electron 
charge of the nucleus itself, ince they 
mu t be equal. 

X i the symbol of the element ,  and 
corre ponds, of course, to the number z, 

ince t he propert ie - of the element con
cerned are mainly a function of the num
ber of outer electrons ;  no other d i fier
ences result in appreciable eli fierent ia
tion , except, p rhaps, in the case of the 
very light elements like hyd rogen and 
deuterium, where the physical proper
t ie - ·uch as density are altered to some 
extent.  But note that chemical behavior 
is solely a function of z. 

w repre ents the approximate weight 
of the nucleus in whole numbers ; thus 
3Li6 repre ent lithium, atomic number 3, 
atomic weight 6, and we have a complete 

• '!'he <.> n e rg y  �pe<:tru m or th e beta particles 
of a betn - a c t i Vt' :-;ub!-<.tan e i s  con ti nuous, a n d  
n o t  dis<'l'ete ; t h e  n � u trino Is postu la ted to pre
' rve the laws or <"onserva l l on of angular mo
m n t u m  and e1wrgy in th se ca��'"· Thus It 
has angular n10tnt• u t u m ,  but wht>tber i t  has 
masu is anoth<•r probJ.,m. 

designation of the tuff at hand ; 3 Li7  is 
t he other natural isotope of lithium, with 
mass 7. 

And i t  might be well  to indicate here 
xactly what the atom is, so far a - we 

know now. l t  consists of a heavy, posi
tively charged nucleus, surrounded by a 
number of light negative electrons, as 
many as there are positive charges. The 
nucleus is composed olely of protons 
and neutrons-when later we hall speak 
of electrons and positrons being emit ted 
by nuclei, it mu ·t be borne in mind that 
these are born, de novo, at t he instant of 
emrssron. I t  can be caltmlated that t he 
l i fe of an electron or po i tron existing 
in the nucleus is extremely short ; of t he 
other of billionths of billionths of a 
second. 

Now we pick up the story of t rans
mutation again.  I n  spite of  man's slow 
progress in this direction, it was found 
with the discoYery of natural radioac
tivity by Becquerel in 1 896 that nature 
had been doing i t  all along. We could 
write one of �he reactions thus : 

ssRa226 = sGRn222 + 2He4 
and it  simply means that an atom of 
radium breaks up, giving off two en
tirely different nuclei , both of gaseous 
atoms ; one is the familiar helium, and 
the other radon, the radium emanation 
or niton so commonly used in rad ium 
therapy. There are, of cour e, a vast 
number of other react ions concerned i n  
natural radioact ivity, but they are of no 
importance here ; the essent ial fact that 
came from the discovery was t he general 
size of the process. 

Rutherford found, for example, that 
t he energies liberated in t hese t ran. mu
tations was of the order of mill ions of 
electron volts,* and he properly t hought 
t hat i t  would require energies of this 
magnitude to effect arti ficial disintegra-

•one electmn volt Is the energy a sociated 
with an electron falling t h rough a potent ial 
or one volt, and it  quais 3. 81 x 1 0 ·20 caloriel". 
A mol or such electrons would give 23,053 
calories; about enough t>nergy to run a hundred-watt l igh t for fifteen m i n u tes. 
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tions. Actually he succeeded in doing 
just that in 1 9 1 9 ; working on a very 
small scale, he did get protons from ni
trogen nuclei bombarded with alpha par
ticles. Unfortunately he didn't recog
nize what he was doing ; his attention 
wa focused on the protons which were 
emitted, and he did not attempt any 
examination of the nitrogen itself. He 
might have found-but wait. 

It was not until 1 934 that the fir t 
artificial transmutation was identified as 
such, and it is intimately associated with 
the discovery of artificial radioactivity. 
In that year Ctuie and Joliot-the mar
ried daughter of Madame Curie-were 
working in the Curie laboratory in Paris 
investigating the emission of positrons 
from boron, using a simple arrangement 
like thi : Po e I B. The Po was some 

O o  
poloniwn, which emitted alpha particles, 
which, on striking the boron target B 
liberated positrons which were detected 
by a suitable device D-such a an elec
tro cope or Geiger counter. One day 
they removed the polonium. and left the 
detector running-astonishingly enough, 
po itrons continued to come out of the 
boron plate ! And there were several 
facts disclo eel by further experimenta
tion which at once proved this phe
nomena was · the actual production of 
artificial radioactivity in the boron : 

( 1 )  The decay, or diminution of 
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number of particles from the boron fol
lowed an exponentiaLcurve. with a half 
life of several minutes-the half life is 
the time required for activity to decrea e 
to one half its initial value-similar to 
the case of natural radioactive disinte
grations ; 

(2)  The growth of the emission of 
particles similarly followed an exponen
tial curve, with the same transforma
tion constant ; 

( 3 )  The intensity of the emitted ra
diation from the boron wa dependent 
upon the intensity of the alpha particles 
used ; but 

( 4 )  the half life of decay was inde
pendent of the inten ity of the bombard
ing particle : 

In  their first paper Curie and Joliot 
uggested, a wa later proved to be 

exactly the case, that this artificial ra
dioactivity was the re ult of the forma
tion of a new nitrogen i otope, unknown 
in nature, by the reaction : 

oBIO + 2He4 = 7Nl:l + ont 
a neutron being emitted in the process. 

Now, it had long been noted that the 
naturally occurring isotopes of the vari
ous elements do not haYe any random 
weights, but that instead they follow a 
particular pattern, e pecially notabfe if 
we plot z, the atomic number. against 
w, the atomic weight ,  a in the figi.trc 
below. 
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THUS no natural i sotopes of lithium 
beyond those with weights 6 and 7 seem 
to exist ; nitrogen ( z = 7) has only the 
isotopes of mass 14 and 1 5. It can 
hardly be regarded that this narrow dis
tribution of isotopic weights is mere co
incidence, but instead it may be inferred 
that the narrow region thus defined by 
the !mown isotopes represent stable pos
sibilities, and any other i sotopes would 
b unstable. And so Curie and Joliot 
suggested that the 7N13 which was 
formed on the impact of the alpha par
ticle with the boron nucleus was un
stable, and would decompose according 
to the reaction 

7Nta = aCts + te+, 
the 7N13 thus being converted into the 
stable, naturally occurring carbon isotope 
of mass 1 3, with the emission of the posi
trons which they observed. The 7N13  
is  a radioactive element, with a half life 
of some 1 0.5  minutes, and they also pre
dicted that it would also be formed by 
the bombardment of carbon with deu
ton . This latter prediction was ful
filled in the same year, when Crane, 
L auritson, and Harper, wox:king in the 
high voltage laboratory at the California 
I nstitute of Technology did actually 
produce it with deutons that had been 
accelerated with a potential of a million 
volts. The reaction may be written 

iC12 + tiP = 7N 13 + on1 

and it represents the first completely 
artificial transmutation. Curie and Joliot 
had certainly made carbon out of boron , 
but they had used a natural source of 
energy, polonium alpha particles, 
whereas the later production of carbon 
isotope 1 3  from the isotope 1 2  was 
brought about solely by artificial elec
trical energy. 

But considering the voltages required 
for accelerating protons or deutons
about 3 m.e.v.-and the natural energy 
of alpha particles available from natu
rally radioactive sources-about 8.8 
m.e. v.-t ransmutations of these sorts 

could only be expected in the lighter 
elements ; in both cases a. charged parti
cle must strike a nucleus, and the natu
ral repulsion of the two positive parti
cles varies, of course, with the product 
of their charges. Thus in the case of 
the boron reaction described, the repul
sion is proportional lo 5 x 2 = 10 ; in 
the case of the carbon reaction, 
6 x 1 = 6. But the repulsion for a 
transmutation of, say, platinum would be 
-using alpha particles-78 x 2 = 1 56 !  

Now, there should be no repulsion of 
neutral particles by the nucleus, and 
acting on this idea in 1 934, Fermi, the 
brilliant Italian physicist, tried the ef
fect of neutrons in producing artificial 
radioactivity. At once the proce s was 
a success, and it was the process we 
used in our little lecture demonstra
tion . The capsule of boron and radon 
is simply a source of- neutrons, produced 
by the first reaction of Curie and J oliot : 

uB lO + 2He4 = 7NlS + ont, 
and it is these neutrons, striking the sil
ver, which bring about the reaction : 

47Aglo7 + ont = trAglos + ln./ 
-the hy represents gamma radiation of 
the appropriate energy to satisfy con
servation of energy, in the relativistic 
sense-but since the 108 isotope of silver 
i s  unstable-it i� not known in nature-
it is decomposed by the reaction : 

47AglOS = 4 Cellos + -le-
with the production of the stable cad
mium i sotope 108 and an electron, and, 
lo, we have transmuted silver to cad
mium ! In our experiment, then, the 
neutrons from tl,1e boron-radon capsule 
strike the silver nucleus, transmute i t  
t o  an unstable silver isotope, which de
composes-with a half life of twenty
three seconds-and becomes cadmium. 

We demonstrated this in the lecture 
by simply putting the piece of silver in 
front of a Geiger counter, showing no in
c�ease i n  the number o{ counts, placing 
the silver in the paraffin sphere with the 
capsule for twenty seconds, and remov-
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ing it again and immediately putting it 
near the counter, which broke out into 
a terrific clatter of activity from all the 
electrons emitted by nuclei undergoing 
thi.s last reaction. No really conclusive 
proof that the element was cadmium, 
but there's hardly time for that in a lec
ture. And anyway, we have already 
done that experiment, and know that 
it's cadmium, and the freshmen were 
willing to trust us. 

-

I called the bucket of water in my 
recipe a "philosopher's stone" ; it was 
discovered in October, 1934, by Fermi. 
Up to that time the neutron source and 
silver had merely been brought close 
together ; Fermi observed that a tre
mendous increase in the activation of 
silver took place when the neutron source 
and silver were surrounded by quanti
ties of water or paraffin. This effect 
is brought about simply by the slowing 
of the neutrons from collisions with the 
hydrogen nuclei of the water or paraffin, 
either wax or oil. 

As any billiard player knows, on the 
impact of two equally heavy balls the 
first is slowed down, imparting some of 
its momentum to the second unless the 

collision is exactly head-on, which is 
a rare occurrence in nucleur phenomena, 
too. · And you can't put "english" on a 
neutron. Thus within the bucket of 
water or paraffin the neutrons are slowed 
down, and their probability of capture 
by a silver nucleus is correspondingly 
increased, just as it is easier-for me, 
at least-to catch a slow grounder than 
a hot line drive. 

So FAR we have discussed some three 
possible transmutation reactions ; the ex
ample of the second happened to pro
duce an isotope of the original element 
as the end product, but the same reac
tion holds good for other elements 
where the next higher isotope-the un
stable one in the carbon-bombarded
with-deutons case-is actually stable, 
and this reaction also leads to the pro
duction of a new element. There are 
in all some eight general reactions which 
have been fairly well investigated that 
lead to the production of radioactive 
products and different elements, and it 
would be verbose to discuss each in de
tail. Instead, we may summarize them 
all by giving the reactions in implicit 
notat1on, as follows : 

A l pha Pa� t i c l e  Bombard�en t  

= H1 1 ( 2 )  ... 

Deuton 

( .J )  ... = n t  
0 

+ 

+ 

zw+ 3  Z+a 
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"---.. •� Z+1 

yW+� Z +1. 
I .. t+.t "(tt+' 

Bomba rdment 
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yW+1 

I • 
x"'+s. 
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-
+ -t e 

+ � e ... 
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(4) + = 1 H1 + x"�+1 
� 

y'W +1 + .. 
... Z+ 1 • 1 e 

Proton Bombardmen t 

{ 5 )  + = hv + Z +1 
yW+1 

I xw+J, 
+ )I> T 1 e z 

N eutr on Bombardme n t  

( 6) x'* + 
z 0 n

1 = 2 He1r 

= 1 H1 ( 7) xw 
+ n 1 

z 0 

( 8) 
z 

xw + 0 n
1 = h'V 

I n  all ca es we are starting with the 
element X, and i t  might be noted that in 
some of the processes we end up with a 
new isotope of the same element,  other 
t imes a new element. And in all cases 
the process may continue further than 
the given two react ions, i f  by cham:e 
the final product happens to be an un
stable isotope. If ou the other hand the 
first product formed i s  a stable isotope, 
the reaction may stop at once. Thus, 
011 applying reaction ( 8 )  to cadmium, 
which has the stable i otopes 1 06, 1 08, 
1 1 0, 1 1 1 , 1 1 2, 1 1 3, 1 1 4, 1 1 5 , and 1 1 6, 
i f  the neutron hit  any particular atom 
except the first two or the last one-and 
all three of the ·e are rare in nature-the 
process tops at once with the emission 
of radiation as indicated in the equation. 
H, on the other hand, the neut ron hit, 
say the 1 1 6 isotope, the unstable 1 1 7 i o
tope would be produced, decompose, and 
we would have 49In 1 1 7, according to the 

. 

+ z -e 
vw- a 

I w-a + 
-1 e ... Z- 1 
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+ Z- 1 w
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I w 
.... zX + _ J. e 

+ xw +1 
z 

L. y'*+1 -
+ e Z +l -1 

reaction. But thi • particular isotope i s  
unstable, too, and i t  would also decom
pose, probably to give us :i0Sn1 17, which 
is a stable, known isotope. 

How much do we make by these 
methods ? Very little. As yet, no one 
has produced weighable quantities of a 
t ransmuted element ,  but it is po ible 
that production of radioactive sodium 
from magnesium with the cyclatron at 
Berkeley will make enough to make it 
possible to actually measure by phy ical 
mean the . amount of neon produced on 
its disintegration. Our little lecture ex
periment requi red about $ 1 50 worth of 
radon, and in the two twenty-second 
exposures to the neutron source we 
made about 6.000,000 cadmium atoms. 
That is 0.00000000000000 1 1 2 grams of 
cadmium-not much for $ f SO ! 

The e low yields are imply a matter 
of geometry and marksman hip ; thus 
if  a proton or deuton i s  being used to 
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produce the tran mutation, the attractive 
and repulsive forces of the outer elec
t rons and nucleus of the target atom 
make minor deflections a certainty, 
even if we could aim a beam of the par
t icles properly-and only di rect hits 
count ! S ince the average distance be
tween the target nuclei wil l  be of the 
order of 10-s centimeters, and the nu
clear diameter of the order of 1 0-12 em., 
there's a lot of room for misses-the 
problem is essentially that of t rying to 
make direct hits on .22 rifle bullets 1 00  
yards apart with a .22 rifle in a high 
wind-though to make an accurate 
analogy we ought to suspend the tar
get bullets on two-foot pieces of string 
and let them sway in  the breeze, too ! 

Alpha particles are even worse, be
cause they wil l  come out of radium, or 
whatever i s  being used as a soUI·c�, in 
completely random directions-same as 
our other analogy, only the fellow with 
the rifle has gone and got quite drunk. 
We can't, of course, ju t increa e the 
thicknes of whatever we're bombard
ing, to make sure of getting all  the alpha 
particles caught by a nucleus sooner or 
later, because the particles have to be 
going darn fast to do any good, and 
after they've done any slowing down 
they j ust gather in any convenient elec
trons and become common, ordinary 
atoms of hydrogen, deuterium. or he
l ium, and then what good are they ? 

The capture of slow neutron , on the 
other hand, is  a much better bu iness, 
even ·though we can't aim them at all ; 
theoretical ly, at lea t, al l  we have to do 
to use up all of them i to increa e our 
absorbing target so that, no matter how 
they wander about, nearly all will get 
a chance to drop into a nucleus of the 
desired substance before wandering out 
of the room-what matter if the chunk 
of material we're transmuting has to be 
several feet thick ? All we need i a 
l ittle source of neutrons in the center. 

And that's the catch ! How do we 
make neutrons ? So far the only known 
ways are to make 'em from reactions 
( 1 )  or ( 3 )  on our l ist-and both of 
these involve that marksmanship bu i
ness again ! 

CONSIDERING the low yi�lds available 
from these various sources. one very 
properly inquires ju t how does one 
identify the transmuted elements, and 
what use are they ? Let us take these 
in order-first the identification. No 
chemical analyst ever dreamed of being 
able to get a test for a mere 6,000,000 
atoms--'-the smallest amount of material 
one can manipulate under a microscope 
i n  present-day micro methods is of the 
order of bill ions of t imes this quantity · 
-so we have to make a lot more than 
we did in our lecture experiment to get 
a chemical test. On the other hand, 
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we can do right well w ith far less ma
terial with either of t he fundamental 
gadgets of th.e nuclear chemist ; an elec
t ro cope or a Geiger counter. 

The electroscope is simply a very 
light charged fiber-usually metallized 
quartz-repelled from its support. As 
radiation falls near the fiber it ionizes 
the surrounding air and permits the 
charge to leak away, and the activity of 
t he sample analyzed is measured sitn
ply as the rate at which the electroscope 
discharges. A Geiger counter may be 
made in a variety of shapes and designs ; 

ssent ially, however, a high direct-cur
rent potential is maintained between a 
wir�n sulated from a metallic cylindri
cal shell  surrounding it. This poten
tial is so balanced again t a vacuum 
tube that the passage of an ionized par,.. 
ti le inside the cylinder ionizes the gas 
sufficiently to trip the vacuum tube, and 
the resulting potential is amplified and 
recorded. 

Needless to say, this is a very s.ensi
tive instrument-theoretically every sin
gle particle emitted from a particular 
sample could thus be counted, but actu
ally cosmic rays are too difficult to 
screen out, and one is content to work 
against a constant "background." How
ever, i t  has been found practicable to 
measure accurately the amount of radio
active material present when only one 
nuclei is exploding every tzvmty sec
onds or so ; roughly, then , we'd only 
have to have some 10,000 or so radio
active atoms to be able to fi nd them with
out trouble. 

Fine, so far ; now we can tell that 
some radioactive material is present. 
But what element is it ? We can tell 
that, too, very simply ; let us take the 
case of the Curie and J oliot reaction 
and follow the process through. Here 
we suspect a radioact ive isotope of ni
trogen being formed, and even though 
we can't possibly handle the small 
amount of it that is present, we can de
tect it, and so we simply add some or-

dinary n itrogen gas-a.n·d to be on the 
safe side a handful of other miscellane
ous elements that might be the radio
active one-to our reaction mixture, and 
then separate out the nitrogen again.  

Usually we put the element through 
one or two characteristic reactions or 
separations-in this case making calcium 
n itride, decomposing it to ammonia; et 
cetera-but, in any event, each and every 
time we do something to the nitrogen 
and the other substances we examine 
them for radioactivity. If  a radioactive 
isotope of nitrogen was initially pres
ent, it would mix with, and behave ex
actly like, the added nitrogen, so that 
if  every .. �ime we test for i t  the radio
activity is still associated with our nitro
gen fraction, then it mu t be coming 
from a nitrogen .isotope. 

To be perfectly exact, of course, this 
method would involve adding each and 
every one of the ninety-two elements 
to a particular mixture and separating 
each and every one of them out . again 
-a pretty difficult business when you re
member a large number of these isotopes 
have a very short half l ife. Take cad
mium, for example. We made 6,000,000 
radioactive silver atoms, with a half 
life of twenty-three seconds. I n  twenty
three seconds, then, there are but 
3,000,000 atoms ; in forty-six seconds 
1 ,500,000, and in ten -minutes not even 
one ! So, one takes all the suspected 
elements he can and does what he can. 

Now we know that the radioactive 
element in the Curie and J oliot reaction 
was nitrogen. 13ut how do we know it  
became carbon after it blew up ? That's 
not so easy ; to a considerable extent 
we get this sort of information from 
analogy with other reactions, and the 
fact that the mass-energy equation bal
ances only if it is carbon-remembe( we 
can measure the energy, charge, et cet
era, of the emitted particles quite readily. 

As a last resort we might have to set 
out and make enough of the particular 
element to get some chemical test for i t  ; 
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in some ca e this is quite simple, as '.in 
the production of 1�P:12 by reaction ( 7 ) ,  
where one simply irradiates carbon di
sulphide with fast neutrons. On the im
pact of the neutron with the nucleus, or 
as recoil from the proton emission as a 
re ult of the formation, the sulphur atom 
is knocked out of chemical combination 
with the carbon, and a faint precipitate 
of the newly born phosphorus slowly 
appears in the carbon di ulphide ; on 
evaporation the residue is pure radio
active phosphoru ! 

TRANSMUTATION as a source of rare 
and expel}sive elements is pretty im
practical-remember the drunk with 
the .22 ? Of course, if we could sober 
him up, so he never missed- But we 
haven't quite done that yet. In the 
meantime, the tremendous value of these 
reactions we have been discussing is not 
that they give us any valuable, stable, 
elements, but that they give us ttnstable 
even more valuable elements. 

' 

Why ? The detection of the emitted 
radiation from these elements was a 
fairly simple matter, we saw, and it gave 
us a test billions of times more sensitive 
than any chemical analysis. And in ad
dition that radioactive determination is 
independent of just how the particular 
element i combined, or where it is-a 
factor making the artificial radioele
ments of tremendous use in biological 
work. 

You want to know if some substance 
A i the precursor of substance B in 
the intact animal ? Feed your animal A 
which has been synthesized with some 
radioelement in it, isolate your B and 
see if it has any radioactivity. 

\Vant to know if a particular sub
stance is stored in the animal as such, 

and for how long ? Feed your animal 
the substance with a radioelement in it, 
and analyze the excrement. 

Want to know how fast the sap flows 
upwards in a plant ? Dump some radio
active phosphorus in the water around 
the roots-and this experiment has been 
done recently, too-put a Geiger counter 
near an upper leaf, and wait. When 
your recorder begins to clatter, the phos
phorus has arrived. 

The story of the ultimate in transmu
tations is the most recent, and we're 
only at Chapter V, so far, but things 
are moving rapidly-too rapidly for dis
cussion here. Briefly, though, we do 
know for sure a few things. When 
uranium is bombarded with neutrons, ·
several radioactive elements, with half 
lives that do not correspond to any of 
the known elements near uranium, are 
formed. These were first identified as 
elements 93, 94, and 95, but we know 
now that some of them are isotopes of 
barium, tellurium, iodine, and antimony, 
and there seems to be more S111{Jller 
pieces of one sort or another. What's 
going on is something like this : 
o2U238 + lint = llsBatss + aaKraa + ? ? 
with both of the two major products 
breaking down into smaller fragments. 
Energy ? I 'll say-plenty of it ! But 
from the standpoint of transmutations, 
this is none of the little one and two 
element jump business, but splitting the 
atom smack in half-and then some. 

But more understanding of, and more 
data on, this transformation is accumu
lating so rapidly that this discussion of 
the uranium reaction is already out of 
date. Under such circumstances, the 
be·st we can do is to join the radio an
nouncers in saying : "For further de
tails see your local papers !" 
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BOOK RfV IfllJ 
A N I 1\IALS W I T H O  T BACKBONES, by Ralph Buchsbaum, Department of 
Zoology, niver ·ity of Chicago, Chicago : niv rsity of Chicago Press, 1 938, 
371  pp. ,  $5.00. 

To fix a meal up so that it looks attractive adds nothing to its  nutritive value, 
but you enjoy i t  more. 1I uch the same applies to b oks. Hence the hand ·ome 
get up of this book, while it may not add to the information imparted, puts you in 
a receptive frame of mind before you start. Simi larly, seasoning adds not a caloric 
to your food, but makes it ea ier to eat ; a l ively writing style neither add· 1101· 
d tracts from the accuracy of a work, but makes it easier to read. So by the time 
you've read Buchsbaum's fi rst sentence : "Anyone can tell the di fference between 
a tree and a cow," you're reasonably sure that you are in for a good time. Nor 
will  you be disappointed. 

The book is a de cription of what our scientific forebears used to call ' 'In
.vertebrates. " They us d to think that the animal kingdom was divided into 
vertebrates and in\'ertebrates. Now we know that animals are divided into a 
large number of large groups call d phyla, of which the vert brates are only one-
and by 110 means the most n umerous or the most various. Being vertebrates 
ourselves, we are naturally more familiar with this phylum than any other. But 
the author hows that, if  we tudy the vertebrates only, we hardly know anything 
about the animal kingdom at all. 

For instance, of the protozoa alone, Buchsbaum points out that "there are 
many more individual protozoa alone than individuals of all other animal:, com
bined." They show an amazing diversity of form and habit, l ive in places and 
put up with conditions that no other animal will stand, and have l ife cycles of 
fanta ·tic complexity. ome of them l i ve in us, without our minding them in the 
I a ·t.  \Vhen others et up hou ekeeping in our bodies, we get fever , or break out 
in spots or lump-, or begin cutting out paper dol ls, or die. \Vhen the la t happens, 
other gangs of protozoa move in and begin wrecking operations. 

The author goes on to tell about sponges, and hydras, and polyps, and planarian 
worms-the cross- yed crawl rs-and flatworms, and roundworm,s, and hairworms. 
These Ia ·t four are all Yery di fferent ,  de pite being all called worms. But all th se 
phyla have members para ·itic on vertebrates, many o( them with the mo t ingenious 
and complicated m thods of supporting themselves and carrying on their species. 

Other invert brates are the mollusks-including such
. 

different creatures as 
oysters and squids-the egmented worms, the buzzing, scuttling, biting, stinging, 
pinching, and often highly edible arthropods, and the many-sided echinoderm ·
·tarfishes, sea urchins, et cetera. There is a section on several obscure invertebrat s 
that seem to be on the verge of becoming vertebrates. At least they were once ; 
maybe they got di cotll·aged. 

The book is not onJy ntertainingly written, but magnificently illu tJ·ated with 
bold black-and-white drawings and photographs. I£ biological matters interest you 
at all ,  it is a "must." It's the kind of book that you will put in t he most conspicuous 
place on your shelves after you've read it. · 

L. SPRAGUE DE CA M P. 
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ff was a maHer of business an� invesfmenfs-buf if woufdn'f sfay 

that way, for a man who'd dreamed, and financed those dreams. 

By Robert H. Heinlein 
I l lustrated .by M. lsip 

On a high hill in Samoa thrr� is a 
grave. Inscribed on tllr marker arr these 
words: 

"Under the wide and sla1·ry sky 
Dig my grave and let me lie. 
Clad did I live and gladly die 
And I lay me down with a will! 

"Tbis be tire verse you grave for me : 
Here Ire lies where Ire longed to be, 
Homr is /Ire sailor, home from tlze sea, 
A rul the l1 1111tcr !rome from the hill." 

These lines a.ppear another place
scra·wled on a shippi11g tag tom fro11l a 
compressed-air CO'nta·hur, and pinued to 
tire ground with a knife. 

IT was not much of a fair, as fairs go. 
The t rotting races didn 't  promise much 
excitement ,  even though several entries 
claimed the blood of the immortal Dan 
Patch. The tents and concession booths 
barely covered the circus grounds, and 
the pitchmen seemed discouraged. 

D. D. Harriman's chauffeur could not 
see any reason for stopping. They were 
due in Kansas City for a directors' meet
ing ; that is to say, Harriman was. The 
chautreur had private reasons for 
promptness, reasons involving darktown 
society on Eighteenth Street. But the 
bo s not only stopped ; he hung around. 
He didn't seem much interested in ·the 
racetrack or sideshows, though. 

.Bunting and a canvas arch made the 
entrance to a large inclosure beyond the 

racetrack. Red and gold letters an-
nounced : 

This way to the 
MOON ROCKET! ! t t 

See it in actual flight ! 
Public Demonstration flights 

TWICE D A I LY 
This is the ACTUAL TYPE used by the 

First Men to Reach the M 00 N !  t 
YOU can ride in it ! !-$25 

A boy, nine or ten years old, hung 
around the entrance and stared at the 
posters. 

"Wan t  to see the ship, son ?" 
The kid's eye shone. "Gee, mister, 

I sure would.'' 
" So would I. Come on." 
Harriman paid out fifty cents for two · 

pink tickets which e_ntitled him and the 
boy to enter the inclosure and examine 
the rocketship. The kid ran on ahead 
with the single-minded preoccupation of 
boyl-iood. Harriman looked over the 
stubby curved lines o[ the ovoid body. 
He . noted with a professional eye that 
she was a single-jet type with fractional 
controls around her midriff. He squinted 
through his glasses at the name painted 
in gold on the carnival reel of the body, 
Carefree. He paid another quarter lo 
enter the control cabin. 

WHEN his eyes had adjusted to the 
gloom caused by the strong ray filters 
of the ports, he let them rest lovingly 
on the keys of the console and the semi
circle of dials above. Each beloved gad-



get was in its proper place. He knew 
t hem-graven in his heart. 

While he mused over the instrument 
board, with the warm liquid of content 
soaking through his body, the pilot en
tered and touched his arm. 

" Sorry, ir. We've got to cast loose 
for the flight." 

"Eh ?" Harriman started, then looked 
at the speaker. Handsome devil, with 
a good skull and strong shoulders
reckless eyes and a self-indulgent mouth, 
but a firm chin. ' ·Oh,  excuse me, cap
tain." 

"Q\liie all right." 
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" Oh, I say, captain . . . er • . . 
uh-" 

" Mcintyre." 
"Captain Mcintyre, could you take a 

passenger this tri p ?" The old man 
leaned eagerly toward him. 

"vVhy, yes, if  you wish . Come along 
with me." He ushered Harriman into 
a shed marked "Office·' which stood near 
the gate. " Pas enger for a check-oYer, 
doc." 

Harriman permjtted the medico to run 
a stethoscope over his thin chest and 
to st rap a rubber bandage around his 
arm. Presently the doctor unstrapped 

I 
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it,  glanced at Mcintyre, and shook his 
head. 

"No go, doc ?" 
"That's right, captain." 
Harriman looked from face to face, 

his disappointment plain to see. "You 
won't take me ?" 

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. 
"I couldn't even guarantee that you 
would live through the take-off. You 
see, sir," he continued, not unkindly, 
"it's not only that your heart condition 
makes heavy acceleration dangerous, but 
at your age bones are brittle, highly cal
cified, and easily broken in the shock 
of take-off. Rocketry is a young man's 
game." 

Mcintyre added : "Sorry, sir. I 'd 
like to, but the Bates County Fair As
sociation pays the doctor here to see to 
it that I don't take up anyone who might 
"be hurt by the acceleration." 

The old man's shoulders drooped 
miserably. " I  rather expected it." 

" Sorry, sir." Mcintyre turned to go, 
but Harriman followed him out. 

"Excuse me, captain-" 
"Yes ?" 
"Could you and your . . . uh . . . 

engineer have dinner with me after your 
flight ?" 

The pilot looked at him quizzically. 
" I  don't see why not. Thanks." 

"CAPTAI N MciNTYRE, it is difficult 
for me to see why anyone would quit 
the Earth-Moon run," said Harriman a 
few hours later. Fried chicken and hot 
biscuits in a private dining room of the 
best hotel the little town of Butler af
forded, three-star Hennessey, and Co
rona Coronas had produced a friendly 
atmosphcrt>: in which three men could 
talk freely. 

"Well, I didn't like it ." 
"Aw, don't give him that, Mac-you 

know damn well it was Rule G that got 
you." Mcintyre's mechanic poured 
himself another brandy as he spoke. 

Mcintyre looked sullen. "Well, what 

if I did take a couple o' drinks ? Any
how, I could have squared that-it was 
the damn persnickety regulations that 
got me fed up. Who are you to talk ? 
Smuggler ! "  

"Sure, I smuggled ! Who wouldn't 
-with all those beautiful rocks just ach
ing to be taken back to Earth ? I had 
a diamond once as big as- But if I 
hadn't been caught I 'd be in Luna City 
tonight. And so would you, you 
drunken blaster-with the boy buying 
us drinks and the girls smiling and mak
ing suggestions-" He put his face 
down and began to weep quietly. 

Mcintyre shook him. "He's drunk." 
"Never mind." Harriman interposed 

a hand. "Tell me, are you really · sat
isfied not to be on the run any more ?" 

Mcintyre chewed his lip. "No-he's 
right, of course. This barnstorming 
isn't what it's all cracked up to be. 
We've been hopping junk at every 
pumpkin doin's up and down the Mis
sissippi Valley-sleeping in tourist 
camps, and eating at greaseburners. 
Half the time the sheriff has an at
tachment on the ship, the other half the 
Society for the Prevention of Some
thing or Other gets an injunctiot1 to 
keep us on the ground. It's no sort of 
a life for a rocket man." 

"Would it help any for you to get to 
the Moon ?" 

"Well-yes. I couldn't get back on 
the Earth-Moon run, but if I was in 
Luna City, I could get a job hopping 
ore for the company-they're always 
short of rocket pilots for that, and they 
wouldn't mind my record. If I kept 
my nose clean, they might even put me 
back on the run, in time." 

Harriman fiddled with a spoon, then 
looked up. "Would you young gentle
men be open to a business proposition ?" 

"Perhaps. What is it ?" 
"You own the Carefree!" 
"Yeah. That is, Cl)arlie and I do

barring a couple of liens against her. 
What about it ?" 
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"I want to charter her-for you and 
Charlie to take me to the Moon !" 

Charlie sat up witl1 a jerk. "D'joo 
hear what he said, Mac ? He wants us 
to fly that old heap to the Moon !''  

Mcintyre shook his head. "Can't do 
it, Mr. Harriman. The old boat's worn 
out. We don't even use standard juice 
in her-just gasoline and liquid air. 
Charlie spend all of his time tinkering 
with her at that. She's going to blow 
up some day." 

" SAY, Mr. Harriman," put in Charlie, 
"what's the matter with getting an ex
cursion permit and going in a company 
ship ?" 

"No, son," the old man replied, " I  
can't d o  that. You know the conditions 
under which Congre s granted the com
pany a monopoly on lunar exploitation 
-no one to enter space who was not 
phy ically qualified to stand up under 
it. Company to take full responsibility 
for the safety and health of all citizens 
beyond the stratosphere. The official 
reason for granting the franchise was to 
stop the enormous loss of life that oc
curred during the first few years of 
rocket travel." 

"And you can't pass the physical 
exam ?" 

Harriman shook his head. 
"Well, what the hell-if you can af

ford to hire us, why don't you just bribe 
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yourself a brace o£ company docs ? It' 
been done before." 

Harriman smiled ruefully. "I know 
it has, Charlie, but it won't work for me. 
You see, I'm a little too prominent. M y  
full name i s  Delos D.  Harriman." 

"What ? Y o�t are old D. D. ? But, 
hell's bells, you own a big slice of the 
company yourself ; you ought to be able 
to do anything you like, rule or no 

. rules." 
"That is not an unusual opinion, son, 

but it is  incorrect. Rich men aren 't 
more free than other men ; they are less 
free-a good deal less free. I tried to 
do what you suggest, but the other di
rectors would not permit me. They are 
afraid of losing their franchise. It costs 
them a good deal in-uh-political con
tact expenses to retain it, as it is." 

"Well, I'll be a- Can you tie that, 
• Mac ? A guy with lots of dough, and 

he can't spend it the way he wants to." 
Mcintyre did not answer, but waited 

for Harriman to continue. 
"Captain Mcintyre, if you had a ship, 

would you take me ?" 
Mcintyre rubbed his chin. "It's 

against the law." 
"I'd make it  worth your while." 
"Sure, he would, Mr. Harriman. Of 

course you would, Mac. Luna City I 
Oh, baby !" 

"Why do you want to go to the Moon 
so badly, Mr. Harriman ?" 

"Captain, it's the one thing I 've really 
wanted to do all my life-ever since I 
was a boy. I don't know whether I 
can explain it to you or not. You young 
fellows have gro\11/11 up to rocket travel 
the way I grew up to aviation. I 'm a 
great deal older than you are ; maybe 
fifty years older. When I was a kid 
practically nobody believed that men 
would ever reach the Moon. You've 
seen rockets all your lives, and the first 
to reach the Moon got there before you 
were old enough to vote. When I was 
a boy they laughed at the idea. 

"But I believed-! · believed. I read 
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Verne and Well and mith, and I be
lieved that we could do it-that we 
?.Uould do it .  I et my heart on being 
one of the men to walk the surface of 
the Moon, to see her other side, and to 
look back on the face of the Earth, hang
ing in the sky. 

"I used to go without my lunches to 
pay my dues in the American Rocket 
Society, because I wanted to believe that 
I was helping to bring the day nearer 
when we would reach the Moon. I was 
already an old man when that day ar
rived. I 've lived longer than I should, 
but I would not let myself die-I will 
not !-unti l  I have set foot on the 
Moon." . 

Mcintyre tood up and p�t out his 
hand. "You find a ship, Mr.  Harri
man. I ' l l  drive 'er." 

"Alta boy, Mac ! I told you he would, 
Mr. Harriman."  

"Charlotte, the day wi l l  -come wh n 
men will rise up off the Earth and vi ·it 
the Moon, even the planets. This i s  
the  beginning." 

":Must you shout ?" 
" I 'm sorry, but you-" 
"I feel a headache coming on. Plea 'e 

try to be a little quiet when you come 
to bed." 

He hadn't gone to bed. He had sat 
out on the veranda all night long, watch
ing the full Moon move across the ky. 
There would be the devil to pay in the 
morning, the devil and a thin-lipped 
silence. But he'd stick by hi guns. 
He'd given in on most things, but not 
on this. The night was his: Tonight 
he'd be alone with his old friend. He 
searched her face. Where was Mare 
Crisium ? Funny, he couldn't make it 
out. He used to be able to see it plainly 
when he was a boy. Probably needed 
new glasses-this constant office work 

HARRIMAN mused and dozed during wasn't good for his eyes. 
the hour's run to the north into Kansas - But he didn't need to see ; he knew 
City, dozed in the l ight, troubled sleep where they all were : Crisium, Mare 
of old age. Incidents out of a long life Fecunditatis, Mare Tranquill itati -that 
ran through his mind in vagrant dreams. one had a satisfying roll !-the Apt:n
There was that time-oh, yes, 1910-a n ines, the Carpathians, old Tycho with 
little boy on a warm spring night. its mysterious rays. . 
"Whiit's that, daddy ?" Two hundred and forty thousand 

"That's Halley's comet, sonny." miles-ten t imes around the Earth. 
"Where did it come from ?" Surely men could bridge a l ittle gap like 
"I don't know, son. From way out that. Why, he could almost reach out 

in the sky somewhere."  and touch i t ,  nodding there behind the 
" It 's beyooootiful, daddy. I want to elm trees. 

touch it ." Not that he could help to do it. He 
" 'Fraid not, son ."  hadn't the education. 

"Delos, do you mean to stand there 
and tell me you put the money we had 
saved for the hou e into th_at crazy 
rocket company ?" 

" ow, Charlotte, please ! It's not 
crazy ; it's a sound business investment. 

ome day soon rockets wil l  fill the sky. 
Ships and trains will be obsolete. Look 
what happened to the men that had the 
foresight to im·est in Henry Ford. "  

''\Ve've been a l l  over this before." 

"Son, I want to have a little serious 
talk with you ." 

"Yes, mother." 
"I know you had hoped to go to col

lege next year"-Hoped ! He had l ived 
or it. The University of Chicago to tudy 
under Moulton , then on to the Yerkes 
ObservatMy to work under the eye of 
Dr. Frost himself-"and I had hoped 
so, too. But with your father g ne, and 
the girls growing up, it's harder to mal<e 
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end meet. You've been a good boy, 
and worked hard to help out. I know 
you'll under tand." 

" Ye , mother." 

"Extra ! Extra ! Strato phere 
Rockel Reaches Paris. Read aaaaall l l l l l  
about 't." The thin l ittle man in the 
bifocals snatched at the paper and hur
ried back to the office. 

"Look at this, . J." 
' ·Huh ? Hm-m-m, interesting, but 

what of it ?" 
'' an't you see ? The next stage is to 

the �1oon !"  
"God, but you're a sucker, Delos. 

The trouble with you is, you read too 
many of those trashy magazines. ow, 
I caught my boy reading one of 'em just 
last week and dres eel him down proper. 
Your folks hould have done you the 
�am favor." 

Harriman squared hi narrow, mid
d le-aged boulders. "They will so reach 
the Moon !" 

H is partner laughed. "Have it your 
own way. If baby wants the Moon, papa 
will bring it home for him. But you 
stick to your discounts and commissions ; 
that's where the money is." 

The big car droned down the Pa eo, 
and tumed -off on Armour Boulevard. 

lei Harriman tirred uneasily in his 
sleep and muttered to himself. 

" B UT, M r. Harriman-" The young 
man with the notebook was plainly per
turbed. The old man grunted. 

" You heard me. Sell 'em. I want 
every share I own realized in cash as 
rapidly as possible ; Spaceways, pace
ways Provi ioning Co. ,  Artemi Mine , 
Luna ity Recreations, the whole lot 
of them." 

" [ t  will depre s the market. You 
won't realize the full value of your hold
ings. '' 

'Don't you think I know that ? I can 
afford it." 

"vVhat about the shares you had ear
marked for Tycho Ob ervatory and for 

the Harriman Scholar hips ?" 
''Oh, ye . Don't  sell those. Set up 

a trust. Should have done i t  long ago. 
Tel l  11r. Kamens to draw up the pa
pers. He knows what I want." 

The interoffice 'vi or flashed into l i fe. 
"The gentlemen are here, 11r. Hat-ri
man. ' '  

" end 'em in.  That's all, hley. 
Get bu y." Ashley went out as Mc
Intyre and Charlie entered. Harriman 
got up and trotted forward to greet them. 

"Come in, boys, come in. I'm o glad 
to see you. Sit down. Sit down. Have 
a cigar." 

"Mighty pleased to ee yo11, Mr. Har
riman," acknowledged Charlie. "In fact, 
you might say we need to ee you."  

' 'Some trouble, gentlemen ?" Hat-ri
man glanced from face to face. �Icln-
tyre answered him. . 

"You still mean that about a job f r 
us, Mr. Harriman ?" 

"Mean it ? Certainly, I do. You're 
not backing out on me ?" 

" ot at all.. 'vVe need that job now. 
You see, the Ca-refree is lying in the 
middle of the Osage River, with her jet 
split clear back to the injector." 

" Dear me ! You weren't hurt ?'' 
" o, aside from sprains and bruise . 

We jumped." 
· Charlie chortled. " I  caught a catfi h 

with my bare teeth ." 
In  short order they got down to busi

ness. "You two will have to buy a ship 
for me. I can't do it openly ; my col
leagues would figure out what I mean 
to do and stop me. I 'll supply you with 
all the cash you need. You go out and 
lqcate some sort o£ a ship that can be 
refitted for the trip. \Vork • up some 
good story about how you are buying 
it for some playboy as a stratosphere 
yacht, or that you plan to try to estab
lish an Al'ctic-Antarct ic touri t roule. 
Anything as long as no one suspects 
that she is being outfitted for space flight. 
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"Th n ,  after the department of trans
port licen-e · her for strato flight,  you 
move to a piece of de ·ert out West-
1 '11 lind a likely parcel of land and buy 
it-and then I ' l l  join you. Then we'll 
in tall the extra fuel tanks, change the 
injector · and timers and so forth ,  to 
lit her for the hop. How about it ?" 

Mcintyre looked dubiou . " It 'l l  take 
a lot of doing. Charlie, do you think 
y u can accomplish that change-over 
without a dockyard and shops ?" 

" M e ? ure, I tan-with your thick-
lingered help. J ust gi\'e me the tools 
and materials I want ,  and don't hurry 
me too much. Of cour e, it won't be 
fancy-" 

body wants it to be fancy. I j u  t 
want a hip that won't blow when I 

tart lapping the keys." 
" I t  won 't blow, :M ac." 
"That 's what you t hought about the 

C arcfree.n 
" That ain't fair, :Mac. I a k you, :Mr. 

Harriman-that heap wa· junk, and 
we knew it. Thi ·'ll be different. \ e're 
going to pend ome dough and do i t  
right. Ain't we, � [ r. Harriman ?" 

Harriman patted him on the boul
der. • ·  ertainly we are, harlie. You 
can have all th money you want.  That's 
the least of our worrie·. N ow, do the 
alarics and bonuses I mentioned uit 

you ? I don't want you to be short."  

' '-a you know, my clients are his 
neare t relative - and ha,·e his interests 
at heart. \Ve conten I that M r. Harri
man's conduct for the pa ·t . e\'eral weeks, 
a hown by the evidence here adduced, 
give· clear indication that a mind, once 
bril liant in the world of finance, has be
come cnile. I t  i ·, therefore, with the 
d epe t 1-cgrct that we pray thi  hon
orable court, if  it plea ·es, to declare Mr. 
Harriman i ncompetent and t o  a· ·ign a 
con ervator to protect his  financial in
tere t and tho e of his future heirs and 
as ·ign . .  " The attorney sat down, 
pleased with himself. 

M r. Kamen· took the floor. " May it 
please the court-if my e teemed friend 
is quite through-! �u g ·t that in his 
Ia ·t  few words my opponent gave away 
h i · ent ire th ·is. 'The financial inter
est of future heirs and a ·sign ·.' It is 
evident that the petitioners beli ve that 
my client hould conduct hi · affairs i n  

uch a fashion a to in ure that his  n iece 
an I nephews, and their i · ·ue, will be 
::;upported in unearn <I luxury for the 
re ·t  of their live·. �J y client's wife ha·  
passed on ; he ha.- no children. I t  i 
admitted that he ha · provid d gener
ou ly for hi sisters and their childr n 
in times past, and that he ha- e tab
lished annuitie· for uch n ar kin a· are 
without mean of . upport. 

"But now, l ike vulture ·-wor c than 
vultures, for they are not content to I t 
him die in p ace-they would prevent 
my client from en joying hi wealth in 
whate,·er manner be t suits him for the 
few remaining year of hi  l ife. It i 
t rue that he ha- sold hi holdings ; i it 
strange that an elderly man hould wish 
to retire ? l t  is t rue that he u ffercd 

ome paper los e in liquidation. 'The 
value of a thing is what that thing wil l  
bring.' He was retiring and lcmanded 
ca ·h.  Is th  re anyt hing . trange ab ut 
that ? 

" I t  is admitted that he rl'fused to di -
cuss his act ions with his so-loving kin
folk. What law, or principle. r quire 
a man to con:ult with his nephew· on 
anything ? 

"Therefore, we pray that thi court 
wil l  confirm my client in hi right to 
do what he like with his own, deny 
this petit ion , and send th e meddlers 
about their bu ·ines ." 

The j udge took off his pectacle · and 
polished them thought fully. 

" ).l r. Kamens, thi court ha a high 
a regard for individual liberty a you 
have, and you may ret a ured that 
any action taken will be . olely in the 
intere ts of your client. everthele s, 
men do grow ol<l, m n do become enile, 
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and in such cases must be protected. 
" I  shall take this matter under ad

visement until tomorrow. Court is ad
joUI·ned."  

From the Kansas City Star: 

ECCENTRIC MILLIONAIRE DISAPPEARS 

-failed to appear· for the adjourned 
hearing. The bailiffs returned from a 
search o £ places usually frequented by 
Harriman with the report that he had 
not been seen since the previous day. 
A bench warrant under contempt pro
ceedings has been issued and-

A DESERT sunset is a better stimulant 
for the appetite than a hot dance orches
tra. Charlie testified to this by polish
ing off the last of the ham gravy with 
a piece of bread. Harriman handed each 
o{ the younger men cigars and took one 
himself. 

"My doctor claims that these weeds 
are bad for my heart condition," Har
riman remarked as he l ighted his, "but 
I 've felt so much better since I joined 
you boys here on the ranch that I am 
inclined to doubt him." He exhaled a 
cloud of blue-gray smoke and resumed. 
"I don't think a man's health depends 
so much on what he does as on whether 
he wants to do it. I 'm doing what I 
want to do." 

"That's all a man can ask of life," 
agreed Mcintyre. 

"How does the work look now, boys ?" 
" My end's in pretty good shape," 

Charlie answered. "We finished the sec
ond pressure tests on the new tanks 
and the fuel lines today. The ground 
tests are all done, except the calibration 
runs. Those won't take long-just the 
four hours to make the runs if I don't 
run into some bugs. How about you, 
Mac ?" 

Mcintyre ticked them off on his fin
gers. " Food supplies and water on 
board. Three vacuum suits, a spare, and 
service kits. Medical supplies. The 
buggy already bad all the standard 

equipment for strato flight. The late 
lunar ephemerides haven't arrived as 
yet." 

"When do you expect them ?" 
"Any time-they should be here now. 

Not that it matters. This guff about 
how hard it is to navigate from here to 
the Moon is hokum to impress the pub
lic. After all, you can see your desti
nation-it's not like ocean navigation. 
Gimme a sextant and a good stadimeter 
and I 'll set you down any place on the 
Moon you like-without opening an al-

. manac or a star table-just from a gen
eral knowledge of the relative speeds in
vt>lved." 

"Never mind the personal build-up, 
Columbus," Charlie told him. "We'll 
admit you can hit the floor with your 
hat. The general idea is, you're ready 
to go now. Is that right ?" 

"That's it." 
"That being the case, I could run 

those tests tonight. I 'm getting j umpy 
-things have been going too smoothly. 
If you'll give me a hand, we ought to 
be in bed by midnight." 

"0. K. When I finish this cigar."· 
;I'hey smoked in silence for a while, 

each thinking about the coming trip and 
what it meant to him. Old Harriman 
tried to repress the excitement that pos
sessed him at the prospect of immediate 
realization of his lifelong dream. 

" M r. Harriman-" 
"Eh ? What is it, Charlie ?'' 
"How does a guy go 9.bout getting 

rich, like you did ?" 
"Getting rich ? I can't say ; I never 

tried to get rich. I never wanted to be 
rich, or well known, or anything like 
that.'' 

"Huh ?" 
" No, I j ust wanted to live a long time 

and see it all happen. I wasn't unusual ; 
there were lots of boys like me-radio 
hams, they were, and telescope builders, 
and airplane amateurs. We had science 
clubs, and basement laboratories, and 



88 ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION 

science-fiction leagues-the kind of boys 
that thought there was more romance 
in one issue of the Electrical E.-�:peri-
111l'1lier than in all the books Dumas ever 
wrote. vVe didn't want to be one of 
Horatio Alger's get-rich heroes, either ; 
we wanted to build spaceships. Well, 
ome of us did." 

"Gosh, Pop, you make it sound ex-
citing." . 

"It  was exciting, Charlie. This has . 
been a wonderful, romantic century, for 
all of its bad points. And it's grown 
more wonderful and more exciting every 
year. No, I didn't want to be rich ; I 
just wanted to live long enough to see 
men rise up to the stars, artd, if God 
was good to me, to go as far as the 
Moon myself." He carefully deposited 
an inch of white ash in a saucer. "It  
has been a good life. I haven 't any com
plaints." 

Mci ntyre pushed back his chair. 
"Come on, Charlie, if you're ready." 

"0. K." 
They all got up. Harriman started 

to speak, then grabbed at his chest, his 
face a dead gray-white. 

"Catch him, Mac !" 
"Where's his medicine ?" 
"In  his vest pocket." 
They eased him over to a couch, broke 

a small glass capsule in a handkerchief, 
and held it under his nose. The vola
tile released by the capsule seemed to 
bring a little color into his face. They 
did what little they could for him, then 
waited for him to regain consciousness. 

01arlie broke the uneasy silence. 
" Mac, we ain't going through with this." 

' 'Why not ?'' 
' 'It's murder. He'll never stand up 

under the initial acceleration."  
" Maybe not. but it 's what he wants 

to do. You heard him." 
" But we oughtn't to let him." 
''Why not ? It 's neither your busi

ness nor the business of this damn pa
ternalistic government to tell a man not 

to risk his life doing what he really 
wants to do." 

"All the same, I don't feel right about 
it. He's such a swell old duck." 

"Then what d'yuh want to do with 
him-send him back to I ansa City so 
those old harpies can shut him up in a 
laughu1g academy till he- dies of a broken 
heart ?" 

" N-no-o-o--not that." 
"Get out there, and make your set-up 

for those test runs. I 'll be along. '' 

A W IDE-TIRED desert runabout rolled 
into the ranch-yard gate the next morn
ing and stopped in front of the hou e. 
A heavy-set man with a firm, but kindly, 
face climbed out and spoke to Mcintyre, 
who approached to meet him. 

"You James Mcintyre ?" 
"What about it ?" 
"I'm the deputy Federal marshal here

abouts. I got a warrant for your ar
rest." 

"What's the charge ?" 
"Conspiracy to violate the pace Pre

cautionary Act ." 
Charlie joined the pair. "What's up, 

Mac ?" 
The deputy answered. "You'd be 

Charles Cummings, I guess. Warrant 
here for you. Got one for a man named 
Harriman, too, and a court order to put 
seals on your spaceship." 

"We've no spaceship." 
"What d'yuh keep in that big shed ?" 
"Strato yacht." 
"So ? Well, I 'll put seals on her until 

a spaceship comes along. Where's Har
riman ?" 

"Right in there." Charlie obliged by 
pointing, ignoring Mcintyre's cowl. 

The deputy turned his head. Charlie 
couldn't have missed the button by a 
fraction of an inch, for the deputy col
lapsed quietly to the ground .  Charlie 
stood over him, rubbing his knuckles 
and mourning. 

"That's the finger I broke playing 
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shortstop. I 'm alway hurt ing that 
finger. " 

"Get Pop into the cabin," Mac cut 
him short, " and strap him into his ham
mock. ''  

" ye, aye, skipper." 
They taxied on the auxil iarj motor 

out o{ the hangar, turned, and started 
out acros the desert plain to find elbow 
room for the take-off. Mcintyre saw 
the deputy from his  starboard conning 
port. He wa staring disconsolately 
after them. 

Mci ntyre fastened hi  safety · belt,  set
tled hi  cor et, and poke into the en
gine-room speaking tube. " A ll set, 
Charl i e ?" 

" ll set, skipper. But you can't raise 
ship yet, Mac. She ain 't named !" 

• ·  o t ime for your superstit ion !'' 
Harriman's thin voice reached them. 

"Call her the Luuatic. It 's  the only ap
propriate name ! "  

Mcintyre settled h i s  head into the 
pads, punched two keys. then three more 
in rapid succe sion, and the Lunatic 
raised ground. 

" How are you, Pop ?" 
Charlie searched the old man's face 

anxiously. H arriman l icked his lips and 
managed to speak. " Doing fine, son. 
Couldn't be better." 

"The acceleration won't be so bad 
from here on. I 'l l  unstrap you so you 
can wiggle around a little. But I think 
you'd better stay in the hammock. "  H e  
t ugged a t  buckles. Harriman partially 
repressed a groan. 

"What is i t ,  Pop ?" 
" �othing. othing at all .  J ust go 

easy on that side.'' ' 
Charlie ran his fingers over the old 

man's side with the sure, delicate touch 
of a mechanic. " You ain't fool in' me 
none, Pop. But there isn't much I can 
do until we ground.' '  

"Charl ie-" 
" Yes. Pop ?' '  
"Can't  I move to a port ? I want to 

watch the Earth.'' 

"Ain't nothin' to see yet ; the blast 
hides it. As soon as "·e build up eno1;1gh 
speed to coast up to the change-over 
point,  I ' ll move you. Tell you what ; 
I ' IJ give you a sleepy pill .  and then wake 
you when we cut the jets." 

" No ! "  
" Huh ?" 
" I 'l l  stay awake.'' 
"Just as you say, Pop." 
Charlie fought hi  way up to the nose 

of the ship, and braced him elf on tbe 
gimbals of t he pilot's chai t�. Mcintyre 
questioned him with his eyes. 

"Yeah, he's alive all right," Charlie 
told him, "but he's in  bad shape." 

"How bad ?" 
"Couple of cracked ribs, anyhow. I 

don't know what else. I don't know 
whether he'll last out the t rip, Mac. H is 
heart was pounding something awful. "  

" He'll last, Charlie. He's tough. "  
"Tough ? H e's delicate a s  a canary." 
" I  don't mean that. He's tough way 

down inside-where i t  counts." 
"Just thy same, you'd better set her 

down awful easy i f  you want to grou!'ld 
with a full complement aboard. "  

" I  will .  I ' l l  make one full swing 
around the Moon and ease her in on an 
involute approach curve. We've got 
enough fuel, I think." 

\VnEN they commenced to coast in a 
free orbit, Charlie unslung the hamm�k 
and moved Harriman, hammock and all, 
to a side port. Mcintyre turned the 
ship about a transverse axis so that the 
tail pointed toward the Sun, the�1 gave 
a short blast on two tangential jets op
posed i n  couple to cause the ship to spin 
slowly about her longitudinal axis, and 
thereby create a slight artificial gravity. 
The init ial weightlessness when coast 
i n g  commenced had knotted the old man 
with the characteristic nausea of free 
flight, and the pilot wished to save his 
passenger as much discomfort as pos
sible. 

B ut Harriman was not concerned with 
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the condition of his stomach. 
There it was, all as he had imagined 

it o many times. The Moon swung 
maje 'tically pa t the viewpQrt, twice as 
wide as he had ever een it before, all 
of her familiar features cameo-clear. She 
gave way to the Earth as the ship con
t inued its low swing, the Earth itself, 
as he had envisioned her, appearing like 
a noble moon, eight t imes as wide a.s 
the M oon appears to the Earthbound, 
arfd more luscious, 1 1 10re ensuou ly 
beautiful than the silver ).'loon could be. 
It was sun et near the At lantic seaboard 
-the line of shadow ran down Hud on 
Bay, slashed through the eastern coast 
line of North America, touched Cuba, 
and obscur d the eastern bulge of South 
America. He avored the mellow blue 
of the Pacific Ocean, felt the texture of 
the soft green and brown of the conti
nents, admired the blue-white cold of 
the polar caps. Canada and the great 
Northwest were obscured by cloud, a 
vast low-pre 'sure area that spread across 
the continent. It shone with an even 
more sati factory dazzling white than the 
polar caps. 

As the ship swung slowly around, 
Earth would pa s from view, and the 
tars would march across the port-the 
ame stars he had always known, but 

::.teady, brighter, and unwinking again t 
a screen of perfect, l ive black. Then the 
Moon would wim into view again to 
claim his thoughts. 

He was erenely happy in a fa hi n 
not given to mo t men , even in a long 
lifetime. He felt as if he were every 
man who had ever Jived, and looked up 
at the stars, and longed. 

At least once he must have fallen into 
deep sleep, or po ibly delirium, for he 
came to with a tart, thinking that h i  
wife, Charlotte, was calliug to him. 
' ' Delos !" the voice had aid . '' D los ! 
Come in from there ! You'll catch your 
death of cold in that night air." 

Poor Charlotte ! he had b en a good 
wife to him, a good wife. He wa quite 
ure that her only regret in dying had 

been her fear that he would not take 
proper care of himself. It had not been 
her fault that she had not shar d his 
dream and his need. 

CHARLIE rigged the hammocl< in such 
a fashion that Harriman could watch 
from the starboard port when they 
wung around the far face of the M oon. 

He picked out the landmarks made fa
miliar to him by a thousand photo
graphs with nostalgic pleasure, as if he 
were returning to his own ountry. M c
Intyre brought her JmyJy down a they 
came back around to the Earthward face, 
and prepared to land in Mare I mbrium 
between i\ ristillus and i\ rchimedes, 
about ten mil - from Luna City. 

It was not a bad landing, all things 
con idered. He had to land without 
coaching from the ground, and h<.> had 
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no second pilot . to punch .the stadimeter 
for him. In his anxiety to make it gen
tle he mi ssed his destination by some 
thirty miles, but he did his cold-sober 
best. At that, it was rather bumpy. 

As they scooted along to a stop, 
throwing up powdery pumice on �ch 
side, Charlie came up to the control 
station. 

· 

" How's our passenger ?" Mac de
manded. 

" I 'll see, but I wouldn't make any 
bets. That landing stunk, Mac." 

"Damn it, I did my best."  
"I  know you did, skipper. Forget it." 
But the passenger was alive and con-

scious, though bleeding from the nose, 
and with a pink foam on his lips. He 
was feebly trying to get himself out of 
his cocoon. They helped him, working 
together. 

"Where are the vacuum suits ?" was 
his first remark. 

"Steady, M r. Harriman. You can't 
go out there yet. We've got to· give you 
some first aid." 

"Get me that suit ! First aid can 
wait." 

Silently they did as he ordered. His 
left leg was practically useless, and they 
had to help him through the lock, one 
on each side. But with his inconsider
able mass having a lunar weight of only 
twenty pounds, he was no burden. They 
found a place some fifty yards from the 
ship where they could prop him up and 
let him look, a chunk of scoria support
ing his . head. 

Mcintyre put his helmet against the 
old man's and spoke. "We'll leave you 
here to enjoy the view while we get 
ready for the trek into town. It's a 
forty-miler, pretty near, and we'll have 
to break out spare air bottles and rations 
and stuff. We'll be back soon." 

Harriman nodded without answering, 
and squeezed their gauntlets with a grip 
that was surprisingly strong. 

He sat very quiet, rubbing his hands 

against the soil of the Moon and sens
ing the curiously light pressure of his 
body against the ground. At long last 
there was peace in his heart. His hurts 
had ceased to pain him. He ·was where . 
he had longed to be-=-he had followed 
his need. Overhead hung the Earth in 
third quarter, a green-blue giant moon. 
The Sun's supper limb crowned the 
crags of Archimedes to his left. And 
underneath-the Moon ; the soil of the 
Moon itself. He was on the Moon ! 

He lay back still while a bath of con
tent flowed over him like a tide at flood, 
and soaked into his very marrow. 

His attention strayed momentarily, 
and he thought once again that his name 
was called. Silly, he thought ; I'm get
ting old-my mind wanders. 

BAcK in the cabin Charlie and Mac 
were rigging shoulder yokes on a 
stretcher. "There. That will do," Mac 
commented. "vVe'd better stir Pop out ; 
we ought to be going." 

" I 'll get him," Charlie replied. " I 'l l  
just pick him up and carry him. He 
don't weigh nothing." 

Charlie was gone longer than Mc
Intyre had expected him to be. He re
turned alone. Mac waited for him to 
close the lock and swing back his hel
met. "Trouble ?" 

"Never mind the stretcher, skipper. 
We won't be needin' it.  Yeah, f mean 
it," he continued. " I  did what was nec
essary." 

Mcintyre bent down without a word 
and commenced to strap on the wide 
skis necessary to negotiate the powdery 
ash. Charlie followed his example. 
Then they swung spare air bottles over 
their shoulders and pass.ed out through 
the lock. 

They didn't bother to do e the outer 
door of the lock behind them. 

Charlie looked toward the relaxed fig
ure propped up on the bed of Lunar 
pumice, face fixed toward the Earth. 
"Well." he grunted, "he hit the Moon-" 



. I n  THf DAY Of THf C O L D  
The Vfise ones ltod known how to read and build and 

work metals. luf they hod not known how to live-

By Sam UJeston 
I l lustrated b y  R. lsip 

HE awoke with the bristling of hai r· 
at his neck The rock floor of the cave 
was shaking. Bits of stone fell on his 
head. Outside he could see the great 
lights playing beyond the ice banks. 

"Get up," he cried to his wife. He 
shook her shoulder and cuffed her face. 
'' Get up.'' 

She came from the sleep with her 
head raised, smelling. " Pengo ! What 
is i t ?" 

"The earth trembles." 
Strangei· huddled in  his 
the embers of the fire. 
too." 

He saw the 
furs beyond 
"Wake him, 

· She arose at once, gathering her skins 
about her. 

The· Stranger came from sleep with 
his eyes ·staring and uttered the cry of 
his kind. "A quake !" His face turned 
to the color of snow as he staggered to 
his feet. The rocks were crashing down 
the hill outside. 

' 'Take only the skins · and the pots," 
Pengo di rected . He scooped embers 
from the fire into a pot with his  big, 
shapeless hands and slung it in  a thong 

arrier. There was no time for the 
wood. 

He reached outside j ust as the cave 
collapsed, his wife and the Stranger be
side him. The ice ground ominously all 
around them, breaking up with loud 
noises. The sky \vas lighted with rib
bons of flame, green, blue and red, that 
moved in the dark. Great fissures 
opened in the snow, shooting up stean1. 

His big nostrils di lated in his flat, ex
pressionless face. 

"Go to the fields," he ordered. "To 
the uld . river." 

They obeyed without question ; he 
was master. There was, he knew, a 
sod shelter near the place where the 
river had been. Once he had planted 
his maize there. But the land would 
no longer grow the maize because of 
the ice, but there was still the hut. H i s  
wife led t h e  way t o  i t  and Pengo ran, 
his breath smoking in  the cold. 

The hut was there, sheltered by the 
rise of the bank, just the roof of it, cov
ered with snow, and the thorn tree. 

"Good," he grunted. He dug the 
snow away with his bare hands. 

':(he Stranger sank to the snow, ex
hausted. "Eart.hquake," he babbled. 
' ·vVe knew them in the North, but never 
like this." He Jay against the snow, 
clutching the frozen ground as it trem
bled. His thi n,  sensitive face was sick 
with fear. He cried aloud when the 
thorn tree spilled crusted snow upon 
him. "The earth is breaking in two !" 
he cried. 

"It i s  always like this,�' Pengo said. 
He wrenched the sod cover from the 

hut. It was empty inside. He was 
angry. The stealers had been. There 
was no \\'OOd. Not even moss. His 
wife cowered in the corner looking at 
him and making l itt le whimpering 
noises. 
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" That is mine !" Pengo growled. "We found it, but it is mine!" 
Desperately the Stranger wailed and tried to shield his head-

"It  is dry." he said stolidly. " Now I 
will  be sick." 

HE wAS sick. Greatly sick. Al
ways, in the time the earth trembled, it 
wa neces ary to be side His wife, 
too, was sick, huddled in a corner. But 
Pengo was ick outside, his short, hairy 
leg planted, his thick body facing the 

ice floes, for he was a man. A choking, 
bitter smoke filled the air. 

"The black stuff burns underground," 
he said. He pointed to the glowing coil 
of red where the earth had opened and 
the rock was burning. They wound 
through the cracks underneath like fiery 
snakes pouring forth thick yellow 
smoke. save where the glow touched the 
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ice and then it wa steam. " I t  is good," 
Pengo �aid. " I t  will melt the snow. 
There will be planting. Let us give 
thanks to the God of the I ce." 

The � · tranger looked at him with 
haggard eyes, barely able to follow the 
uncouthness of his language. "Give me 
water,.

, 
he croaked. 

Pengo gave him water. The man 
drank avidly, slobbering it on his thin, 
scraggly beard. Thus i t  was with all 
the Northerners who managed to get 
through, the madness and the thirst. 
The madne s of the ice, Pengo saw, 
was t i l l  in his eyes. 

But Pengo let him have his fill . 
Soon, he knew, there would be plenty 
of water. Bare ground was already 
showing where the snow had melted. 
It lay packed in hard gray clods. The 
Stranger picked up handfuls of i t ,  let
t ing the f·rozen particles trickle through 
his fingers. 

"Earth," he said, " I  have not seen 
th ground in ixty moons." 

Pengo shook his head distru tfully. 
He did not like this talk. "I do not 
know what sixty is," he said. 

The !ranger regarded him wonder
ingly. He had been good to him, this 
amazingly trong little man with the 
squat, flat-brow d head and wide, ex
pressionless mouth. "I will go back 
and tell them there is land southwan.l .  
I wi l l  tell them that there need be no 
more tarving." 

Pengo hook his head. "You wil l  
never get back," he said. " I  have seen 
the others of your race who tried. The 
Curved Fangs got them before they 
reached the econd Ice." 

The Strang r shuddered and ran the 
back of his hand over his forehead. He 
seemed dazed. He still has his sickness, 
Pengo thought contemptuously ; he i s  
weak, like all o f  h i s  race. 

Pengo's wife crawled to him, shiver
ing with the cold. "There is no food," 
she moaned. ' 'We will  die." 

. Pengo struck her mouth. "We will 
not die," he said. "The Curved Fa11gs 
wil l  come off the ice. seeing the heat. 
I wil l  slay me one." She lay there, her 
blue eyes watching him fearfully, her 
yellow hair falling in  two braids across 
her shoulders. 

The Stranger aw the blood at her 
mouth and cried out . "You truck 
her !" 

"Of course," Pengo said scornfully. 
"She is my wife, not the woman of a 
scientist ." 

The Stranger drew back afraid and 
Pengo aw thi with satisfaction. He 
was like all his kind. 

The earth tremble wa over. It was 
getting light in the sky. Pengo arose, 
stretching the strength in his l imbs. 

"We will go and get wood," he said. 
He tossed one of the axes he had 
brought down from the cave to the 
Stranger. 

His wife cried aloud. ' 'Do not do 
this," she cried. " He will slay you-" 

Pengo let his thick l ips curl. "He  
� l l  not slay me," he  said. " He is  a 
scientist." 

' ' No, no," the tranger protested 
eagerly. " I  wish to b9 your friend. 
They have sent me to be your friend. 
You have the secrets down here that 
wil l  enable men to l ive in spite of the 
ice." 

"You are like all of your brethren," 
Pengo sneered. "Come." 

PENGO LED the way across the 
great fields. The now was nearly gone 
i n  many places. The Ball of Fire had 
risen now. I t  hung dimly in the haze 
over the ice-. The Stranger hivered. 

' ' I t  is the same here," he said. •· To 
heat, no light ." He beat his hand 
against his head. "There must be a 
way to find the heat again. A way we 
have lost." 

"There is no way," Pengo told him 
sternly. "You have your sickness sti l l ." 
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He stopped, sniffing the air. "There 
is a wood fire near here, beside it a 
man." 

They found the fire behind a jumble 
of rock boulders. a man and a woman 
squatted beside it. She saw Pengo and 
cried out. The man raised himself, 
snarling on his side and reached for his 
ax. He was wounded. His leg had 
been crushed. He thrust it under his 
skins to hide it. 

"You cannot come here," the man 
cried. "There is no wood." 

But there was wood. A big pile of 
dry thorn sticks oy the woman. Pengo 
struck him with his ax. He fell with a 
gurgling cry. He was a big man with 
a black beard. Pengo beat his brains 
out on a stone. His woman shrank 
against the boulder, watching. She was 
a young woman with red hair. She 
smiled hesitantly but Pengo did not 
want her. 

"Kill her," he ordered the Stranger. 
He bent to pick up the wood. 

"No !" The thin man from the North 
recoiled in horror. "You can't make 
me do this !" 

Pengo regarded him in wonder. 
"You scientists are all alike," he said 
wearily. He picked up his ax and slew 
her. He tossed both bodies in a crev
asse. 

It had been a good ·day. The man 
had a stout bow with his pots. Pengo 
slung it over his shoulder and later 
killed a Curved Fang with it. They 
caught the animal skulking at the edge 
of the floe sniffing at human bodies. 
Pengo brought him down with one ar
row truly placed. They knelt on cleared 
ground and ate the raw meat, dripping. 

When the Stranger had had enough, 
he turned to Pengo, staring curiously. 
"How long have I been here ?" 

"Two moons." Pengo saw that the 
madness had left the man now. H is 
brown eyes were relaxed and the strain 
had gone out of his thin, ascetic face. 

"Two moons." He seemed staggered. 
"Then I have been sick." He rubbed 
his sallow cheeks with his fingers. "I  
was going South." 

"You are al l  going Soul{1," Pengo 
said. "Those of you who reach here." 

The Stranger nodded. "It was the 
heat. We were looking for the heat." 

Pengo shook his head. "There is no 
heat here. Only the ice. They will kill 
you if you go further." 

"But somewhere . . . somewhere 
there must be the heat." He looked at 
Pengo with silent, desperate pleading. 

"No," Pengo replied shortly. "There 
!{as always been the ice. There will al
ways be the ice and the shaking of the 
earth. "He wiped the blood from his 
beard. "You can stay here if you like. 
You can till the soil." 

"Vegetables can grow-in that?" 
"Certainly." Pengo bristled. "It  is 

good earth. It will make the seed 
sprout. I have saved some in my pot. 
Perhaps if the black rock continues to 
burn there will be ears of corn, green, 
yellow and red.�' Pengo's belly felt 
good with the thought of it. His gut
tural voice softened. "See, the soil." 
He picked up handsful of it. It was 
moist, fragrant. "You may have some 
of it for yours. You can get yourself 
a woman from the caves and till this 
land with me. I say so, I am the master 
of it." 

The Stranger's eyes narrowed. "A 
woman like yours with golden hair ?'' 

"Aye," Pengo growled. 
"I • . • I have never tilled the 

ground. I or my father or my father's 
father." . He stared as if fascinated. " It 
would be a good thing." He took a step 
forward and stumbled as the soft earth 
gave way under him. It was a place, 
Pengo saw, where a wide crack lay 
under the thin covering of earth. He 
seized the .Stranger's arm, pulling him 
back to his feet. 
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"You aved my life," the Stranger 
aid. 

"Tt wa nothing," Pengo replied. 
"No," he cried, "this is a thing to be 

remembered." He seemed deeply 
moved. 

"We can be blood brothers if you 
like," Pengo said indifferently. 

The Stranger's face glowed with ex
citement. "I t  is a symbol. I will help 
you till the soil. Your soi l ." 

Pengo frowned. "You are one who 
dream .' '  

"Why not ?" he cried. "In the . Jorth, 
as the others lay starving, I dreamed 
of this place. Tliere would be land. 
And a woman with blue eyes and two .. 
braids of yellow hair-like yours. Per- ·· 
haps in such a land, I dreamed, would 
lie the secret of the heat." 

Pengo grew uneasy. "I will help you 
get the woman," he said shortly, "But 
the land keeps its ecrets. That is 
holy. It is not right to search out what 
is holy.'' 

The tranger looked at him in sur
pri e. " Is  heat-holy ?" 

'·Ye ," Pengo said uncertainly. " I t  
must be. It is like the Gods of the Ice. 
They must not be offended.'' 

PENGO was unea y. He wondered 
where he had gotten these words. They 
were good words. They had been told 
to him in the old times. But they 
made him fearful. Fearful and con
scious of the terrible cold that was 
everywhere. He moved his feet in their 
kin coverings to keep the circulation 

going. A rock, dislodged by the move-

ment, came Ioo e and lid down into 
the crevasse. Something clanged, a 
queer noi:e. 

Pengo became alert. "What was 
that ?" 

' ' Metal !" The tranger had jerked 
upright. "It's metal !" His no trils 
flared as if he could smell the thin ..... 
He Jay on the edge of the yawning split, 
staring down in. "There is something 
there;" he cried excitedly, something at 
the bottom of the pit. It i po· ible to 
reach it.' ' 

"Do not go down in," Pengo warned. 
"That is death." 

But the man from the orth wa be
side himself. Pengo held hi wrist to 

· steady him. He heard him 
'
spring to 

solid footing below, then his voice call
ing up : "Pengo ! Come down. It is a 
strange thing !"  

Hair  bristling, Pengo Jet h im If down 
in the creva e. It was a narrow place, 
where the earth had riven a under, but 
at the bottom it widened and there was 
space for a man to move around. Pengo 
stood in the gloom with the damp smell
ing earth walls rising around him. The 
sky was a jagged sliver of blue whence 
he· had come. 

"Over here, Pengo. It is truly metal.'' 
He was right, Pengo saw. It was 

metal. Much metal, all in one piece. 
It was like a tree trunk, rounded at 
both ends, long as a man. The tran
ger called it a cylinder. He scraped dirt 
feveri hly from its smooth sides. "There 
is lettering on it. It is in the language 
(lf the Old Tongue."  

Pengo regarded the un iamiliar m arhs 
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with suspicion. baking his hearl . "Thi 
offends the Icc Gods," he said. " Per
haps it i one of their machines for 
death."  

'' No ; l isten , it is hollow"-the Stran
ger struck it with his ax and i t  rang 
with a loud, quivering voice that made 
Pengo a[raid-"we must find a way to 
open it." 

Pengo watched the thin bearded man 
with distrust. He eemed suddenly full 
of authority, this scientist. This cylinder 
was a thing. obviously. made by other 
scientists. It could not be good. But 
he was his friend, his blood brother and 
it was so. He helped him fearfully. 

It took doing to roll it over, for the 
Stranger would have i t  turned. Pengo 
aw now that there was an insert of 

some other material in the metal like a 
window. I t  wa smooth and cool to 
the touch and one could ee through i t  
l ike water. 

"Glass.'' the Stranger said reverently. 
" I t is from the Old Time. " H i s  look 
of madness returned momentarily. But 
he became calm again and peered 
through it, cupping his hands. "There 
is a way to open it, ' ' he said. He pointed 
to a S! ot of reel color on the metal sur
face. "This must be hit with an ax." 

The St ranger struck repeated blow 
on the spot until the ringing sound of 
it dinned in Pengo's ears. But at last 
his stroke ceased and he wa panting. 
exhausted. "I have not the strength,'' 
he gasped . "You are mighty. You 
will do it, my brother." 

Pengo hesitated. Anything that 
would make the heat return could not 
offend the Gods. He thought of the 
Curved Fang he had slain with a single 
blow on the skull. Bunching his mus
cle . he smote the thing with all his 
power. 

The clamp earth walls muffled the 
blow of it. There was a sharp t inkle. 
Something fell away and a mell sprang 
from within it with a h iss. Pengo drew 
back against the wall white with fear. 

" Do not he afraid ." t1le Stranger cried. 
" I t  is a gas they used to preserve these 
thing . " He knelt be ide it. He was 
brave, though a scientist. 

Pengo watched him reach inside and 
turn something. The whole side of the 
cylinder swung outward with a clang. 
revealing what was inside. 

Pengo gasped. There never was a 
thing like this. 

There were helves and compartments 
in the cylinder. Packed in these were 
all manner of things : metal instruments, 
shoes for the feet and coverings for the 
body, paper printed with symbols and 
brightly colored cloth. Pengo marveled. 
It was indeed a thing from the Old 
Times. 

He stared uncomprehendingly at the 
glass tubes of colored waters and at the 
shiny flat metal cans stacked in neat 
rows. But the thing that fascinated 
him was an instrument that looked l ike 
a short double-headed hammer. I t  was 
black. of a substance like the stone 
that burned in the earth and et in a 
cradle base to which one end was at
tached by thongs of hard woven cord. 
Pengo took it out . marveling at its 
smoothnes and the lightness of the club 
in the heavy ba e. He picked the in
strument loose from its cradle and a 
bar came up with a smart click. He 
dropped i t  with a fearful outcry. 

"It  is a thing they talked with,'' the 
Stranger told him. ."See." He put his 
finger in one of the holes on the dial 
that was in the face of the cradle, spun 
it. It whirled back with a strange click
ing noise. "They could talk for miles, 
not seeing o another." 

"This is no holy," Pengo aid. "Let 
us go away." 

"Go away ? 1\ ow ?" The Stranger 
looked at him as if he were mad. Pengo 
became wary. 

BuT the man from the orth was 
concerned only with what lay in the 
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e That's a big statement to 
make, isn't it? But let's look at 
the records: 

The model plane we're offer
ing to you, ABSOLUTELY FR EE, 
is Dick Korda's Wakefield Win
ner, the most perfect model plane 
ever made! THIS M ODEL DE
SIGN WON-

THE NATIONALs-in 1 93 7, 
Korda, holder of many model 
airplane records, flew the origi
nal of the Wakefield Winner at 
this most i ortant meet in the 
United States and shattered all 
existing records when it stayed 
aloft 54 minutes • • •  a record 
still unequalled! 

WA K E F I ELD TROPHY-in 
1 939, Korda's model gave a re
peat performance at the most 
import�nt international meet at 

W O R L D ' S  
T H E P E R F E C T 

whic� planes from all countries 
compete, when his model soared 
43 minutes and 1 5  seconds for 
a world's rec:ord and stayed 
in the air more than three 
times as long as its nearest 
competitor! 

In addition, the Korda design 
has proven its championship 
qualities by winning eleven model 
plane events, some of which are: 
Winner Speed Events, Scripps .. 
H oward Nationals- 1 9 3 6-37;  
1 93,8 record in  Akron; First place 
1 93 8 Pittsburgh; First in Class B 
Gas Model, New Philo.; First in 
Open Fuselage Nationals, 1 939; 
Penn. State Championship, 1 939. 

FOUR-FOOT WING SPREAD 
The plane has been made UP. 

in kit form by Megow's, nation
ally known for quality kits, and 



- · F I N E S T M O .D E L R P L A N E  
C H R I S T M A S  � 1 F T ! . 

contains cverythin& necessary to 
make th plane. The Krord a 
Wakefield Winner uses a highly 
perfected , one-bladed, folding 
propeller, has trim, easy-to-build, 
rectangular sides, an d a wing 
spread of a Pttle under four feet! 

The plane can be bought a t  
department ar.d modei plane 
stores but the price will amaze 
you ! This is tlte only place 
you can g<!t the Wakefield 
Winner FREE! 

WHAT YOU G�T! 
YOU G H  THIS WONDER 

PLANE FREE WITH A O N E
YEAR SUBSCR I PTION TO AS
T G U N D I N G  S C I E N C E- F I C 
TION. Two swell gifts for only 
$2.00. The best in science-fic
tion magazines plus the best in 
model planes. You can't afford 
to turn down this offer! It's the 
answer to every young man's 
dream of a swell Christmas gift! 
With every subscription, you get: 

1. The Korda Wakefield Winner 
model plane kit. 

2. A o11e-year subscriptio to 
Astounding Sde11ce-fiction. · 

3. A Christmas card wil11 your 
name an it as doilor of this 
doub!e-value 9ift! 

A DOUBLE-DUTY GIFT! 
There a r e  m a n y  ways t o  stre.tch 

this offer. For example, you can 
have the magazine sent to you 
and give the kif as  a gift; you 
can g ive th<l subscription ar  a 
gift and keep the kit; or�ou can 
send the kit and the subscription 
to two different friends. A fourth 
possibility is sending both gilts 
to one person. In the latter, we 
will send them d irectly from here 
and we will also inclosP. a Christ
mas card b..Jaring your name. 

Just send :n the money, telling 
us exa.ctly how you want the sub
scription and the kit sent and 
we'l l  take car-e of the rest! Hurry ! 
Do it today !  Avoid the rush and 
push of·Christmas shopping mobs 
and you can bet that your gilt 
will receive a hearty welcome 
from every young man,  boy or 
girl who receives it!  

CHRISTMAS GIFT CO UPON 

SUBSCRJPTION DEPT. J-A 
STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 
79 Seventh Avenue, �Jew YorJc, N. Y. 

Inclosed please find $2.00 1 $2.25 in Canada ) 
for a one-year subscription to ASTOUNDING 
SCIENCE-FICTION, plus a free kit of  the Korda 
Wakefield Winner. Send them bath to me: 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
Address . . . .  � . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Or send them as a Christmas Gift from me to: 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .' .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . 
City . . . . . . . . . .......... . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . . .. . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

DICK KORDA and his famous Wakefield Winner. 
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cylinder. He reached eagerly for one 
of the flat metal cans. It was round 
like the Ball of Fire and the metal shone. 
He pried the cover loose with h is linger
nails. ,\ metal reel lay inside. I t  was 
made of <lull  white metal perforated with 
holes .  Th rough the holes Pengo saw 
black st u ff wound in thin.  t ight layers. 

" Film !" The Stranger �natched the 
reel from the canister, h is  thin face 
elated. " I  haYe seen i t .  A few inches, 
in a mnscun1. He ran it t h rough his 
fingtrs . holdi ng i t  to the l ight.  

It  was thin .  glossy stuff like the glass , 
Pengo saw, only flexible. There were 
queer tiny pictures in the l itt le square 
spaces, all alike. 

lie be0t1111e aware of the Stranger star
ing at him, of the qneer labor of t he 
man's breathing. " \ \' e haYe found i t ,  
Pengo ." H e  at back o n  his heels, a_ 
look of wonder in his thin ,  colorless 
face. " I t  i - their history on a film. \V e 
wi l l know now why t he heat has gone ." 
He turned toward the cylinder, greed i n  
his eyes. 

' 

Pengo saw the look. lie st i ffened , his 
nostrils widening. H is voice was a 
grumbling growl , deep in his chest.  

' ' This is mine," he said. " I  am mas
ter." 

But the St ranger did not hear him. 
lie wa,; feeling of the cloth .  touching 

the other objects that lay within. 
Pengo ::;tood up, brist l ing. ' 'This ts 

mine," he said. 
The man wh i rled , his smile Yanish

ing. ' ' Yon ' re joking. brother ! ' '  Then 
he saw Pengo's look. He saw the ax 
t hat was being raised oYer h is head. 
�1ith a cry he twisted sideways. 

The blow went shari. Pengo could  
feel t he strength  of i t  spending against 
rock. lie saw the St ranger on his 
feet still holding the metal can against 
him a he clawed t he a. ·  from his belt. 

"Gi,·e me that," Pengo said , ad
Yancing . 

" You fool ! "  he yelled. " Get back-" 

Pengo drew his arm hack for a blow. 
The Strang-er saw the blood-lust in his 
eyes. \\' i th sudden cle::;perat ion , he 
rushed at l 'engo, his ax flicking up
ward. The blow caught Pengo's wrist , 
gashing t he flesh open . \\'ith a howl 
Pengo dropped the ax. springing back
ward. The St ranger pinned it with 
his  foot,  d rew it  to him. He had both 
axes now. Pengo stood there. arms 
spread, making snarling animal noises i n  
h i s  throat , h i s  l i t t le eyes glow ing a s  he 
waited for the attack. But i t  did not 
come . 

" Li ten," the Stranger cried. " I  do 
not want  to ki l l  you. You are my 
brother. \\' e haYe the secret of the 
heat. Soon we will  have all  the power 

"I TALKED WITH GOD" 
( yes, I did-actually and literally ) 

nnd, ns a r��ult of that l i t t l e  t alk with God some ten You too mny find nnd use the snmc stnggcrin& 
J�nrs ago, n ,trangr 1ww l 'owt•r rnme i n t o  my l ife. Power of the God-Lnw that I u sc. It rnn bring t o  
A f t e r  4;{ �-. .  n r s  of horrihiP, sickening, di"mn l failure, you too whatever things are l'i�bt n n d  prupl'r for you t h i K  Rt rnu)(� l'ower brought to me a ""usc. o� o�·er- '

t o  have: Do you believe thi< ? I t  won't  cost m uch to wh<'lllling ' ldor�· . and I ha\'e bc�n overconun� 1'\ery fi n d  out-juRt a penny post·cnrtl or a Jetter, addre,st>tl undc,iruble (•utul i ! ion of my life �\•er "h"''> Whnt a 
t Dr Frn,;k H Robinso;1 Dept. 8 Mo•cow, Idaho, change it  wns. :S ow-I have crr<h t at mm � than one 0 · • • ' ' 

t f , i t i  ba n k ,  1 own u hen u t iful home, drive n lo1·e1.1· car,  o �1·n will brmg you t he story or t he mos n
: 

c u� n
.
g 

a new�pnpn n n d  n la rge ottke buildinl\', nn<l my w1fc success of t he century • .And the s�me Powe 1 I u. e IS 
and fnm ilv an• amply pro\'i<lr!l for after I lcnv� for here for your use too. I 'l l  be glad to tell ?·ou nhout 
�hor1•s u n k nown. In a<ldit !ou to t he�c material bene· it . .All inform a t ion about this experience Will be sent 
fitR I have a sweet pence 111  my life. I am happy as ,·ou free of cou rse The address ngain-Dr. Frank B. happy cun be. No circu mstn nce ever upsets me, for I Rohinso� Dept s· Moscow Idaho. Advt. Copyright hn1·e learned how to draw upon the I n visible God-Lnw, n3n F ' k B ·R ·b. on 

' under any and all circumstances. 1., " • ran • o w s • 
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over the men in the South . "  He glanced 
back up over hi shoulder, t rembling 
with fear. " You . . . you will help 
me get out o£ h�re-" 

But the smell of blood was hot in 
Pen..,.o's no. tr i l  . his own blood. This 
man . a Stranger. had d isputed hi right 
to be master. Hi eye fell on the in
strument that looked l ike the two-headed 
hammer lying in the d i rt .  He picked i t  
ur. lett ing t h e  cloth bottomed cradle 
hang by the cord. It was heavy, heavier 
than any sling. He advanced slowly, 
whirlirg it around his .head. 

"Don't ! " the man creamed. " You 
are my brother !" 

Then the flai l ing thing struck hi m 
against the ide of the head. 

He spun backward, flinging the can 
from him. It era hed on a rock spew
ing the film out in great coil . Pengo 
fought the narling stuff, cursing. The 

tranger made one last desperate effort 
to .qu i nn aside, then Pengo was free 
of it. He put hi foot on the man's 
neck where he lay. The tranger's 
eyes rolled in terror. the saliva spew
ing over his  scraggly beard. " The heat 
-" he choked. 

"You planned to take these thing· ." 
Pengo said. "Also my wife. I saw 
it in your eyes . "  

Pengo beat him over the head until  
he no longeJ qu ivered. 

He stepped back finally, staring at the 
short, two-headed instrument. It was 
cracked open in a dozen places, a hol
low thing full of  coils and wires, useless 
as a weapon. He threw it from him con
temptuou I y. 

But there were other weapons in the 
cylinder. Kni ves of steel, exceeding! y 
sharp and strange-looking snouted things 
with handle to fit the hand and a 
ring in which the finger curled. He 
took the knives and the cloth, spi ll ing 
out e\'erything that was in the boxes, 
and aLo ·ome of the bright colored 
baubles for his wife. He t ied as much 

as he could carry in a cloth and pulled 
h imself to the le\·el of the snow. Curved 
Fangs retreated snarl ing from t he an i
mal  he and the St ranger had eaten of. 
He slung . the carcass O\·er hi shoulder. 
leaving some of the in  trument from the 
cylinder on the snow. There would he 
plenty of time for what remained later. 

Hrs w ife 's blue eyes widened at the 
wonder of the th ing when he crept back 
to the sod hut.  

"\Vhere i the St ranger ?" she asked. 

" I  slew him," he aid briefly. " H e  
wa l ike all of his kind."  He tos ed the 
wood to the floor and gave her the cloth 
and the colored baubles. 

"Cloth ! "  she cried. 

" Make the fi re . ' '  Pengo ordered. IIe 
rubbed his blunt, numbed fingers. 

She obeyed, but it was the cloth that 
had the wonder of her. She let the 
woven sluff ripple over her bare arm 
and put the string o( milk-white bauLles 
about her neck. Color came into her 
cheeks and her eyes flashed. he pointed 
to the piece of paper in which Pei•go 
had wrapped the stones. "\Vhat i · 
that ?" 

He laughed. "1t i some of their 
symbols, printed." lie moothed it out 
on the sod floor for her to see. "Now ; 

· is not this a thing ? ' '  

They stared at it together, at the 
meaningless marks which seemed to 
dance and flicked in the light of the 
smok ing fire : 

T I M E  CAPS U LE 
PLACED BE LOW <:; I TE O F  

N EW 'YORK 
WORLD'S FAI R 

1939 

She laughed, shrugged her shoulders. 
"They could read ," she said uninterest
edly, "but they d ied j ust the same in 
the cold. I\'laybe we can't, but we're 
here." 
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PART IV 

CONCLUSION By  £. £ .  Sfn iTH ,  Ph . . D .  
- SYNOPSIS : 

When the inertia./ess drive was per
fected and commerce throztghottt the 
Galaxy became commonplace, crime be
came so rampant as to threaten civili
zati-On. Then came into being the Ga-

' 

lactic Patrol, an organization whose 
highest metnbe1·s, the Lensmen, are ()f . 
tmlimited authority and scope. Each is 
identified by his Letts, a pseudoliving, 
telepathic jewel matched to the ego of 
its owner by the Arisians. The LetlS 



GRAY LENS MAN 103 

caiiiLOt be counterfeited, since it glows 
with color <.dze11 its o·wner 7ttears it and 
kills any other <.dw attempts to do so. 

Of all th,· cightcen-year-olds of Earth , 
only abo ut  o11e h u ndred <.<:i11 through the 
five-year period of weedillrt out izlld be� 
'CO/Ilt' Lensmen. Kim ball Killnison 
graduates Xumber One i11 h is class and 
sAts out to caf'ture one of the Hew-type 
ships of the "pirates"-in reality Bos
/,:oHimzs, adhcrnz/s to a cull ure as 'l�·ide
spread as cit·ili:::atioH-to !cam the se
cret of their sourc(' of power. He suc
ce,·ds, bttt 7�·ith T 'an Bushrf.: , a Valerian,  
is  co111pcl!t•d lo lal:c to a lifeboat. 

They l:md upo11 Velaalia mzd aid 
T r 'o·rsel, a scientist, in 07:ercomi11g the 
01•crlords of lJclfJOII, a parasitic race of 
a neighborill[J plcwct. En route /o flarth 
they la11d fnr repairs upon Trcnco, the 
('lane! upon u·hich is produced thionite, 
the deadliest of all habit-forming drugs. 
II e reaches Earth <.l:ith his data. · 

Ile searches for Grand Base. Bos
krmia's oalactic headquarters. He is 
wou11ded seriously, a11d i11 Base Hospi
tal is cared for by Nurse Cla�rissa Mac
Dougall. Surgeon General Lacy and 
Port Adm iral Hay11es, chief of staff, 
promote a romance betweet1 n urse a11d 
Lc11sman. 

Recovering, Kinnison goes back to • 
Arisia for adva11ced mental training, ac
quiring the sense of perception and the 
ability to control the m inds of others. 
He investigates Grand Base, findi11g that 
it is impreg11able to direct attack. A 
::era time is set, at which the Patrol is 
to attack in force. He goes to Trrmco, 
obtaining a vast supply of thionile. He 
gets i11to Grand Base. He dumps his 
thionite into the primary air duct, thus 
wiping out all the perso n nel except Hel-
11/ utlz . lie kilts Helmu th i�1 hand-to
hand combat. The Patrol attaclu. Grand 
Base falls. 

He discovers that Boskone's head
quarters are in mwther galaxy, a nd de
cides that the best way to get a line upon 
it is to work upward through the drug 

s_vHdicalc. -Disguised as a dock walloper, 
he frequents the saloon of the dmg baron 
of the pla net  Radclix, all({ helps raid ir. 
lle calls a Co11ference of Science, 'i.L•lzich 
de1:ises the meaiLS of building a bomb of 
ncgati·vc matter. 

He im!esligates the stronglzr>ld of 
Pre/lin , a regional director of Boskone, 
but ca11 110t get through his screens. 
Changing h is plan of action,  he becomes 
a meteor miner, Wild Bill Williams, of 
A ldebaran II. While a/'f'armtly help
less from alcohol and drugs he obsen•es 
a confcreHce mtd gets a line upon all
other regional director. Bosko11c forms 
a11 allim1ce with the Oz•erlords of Del
gall , and through a hypcrspatial lube the 
combined forces agai11 attack humanity. 

Kinniso11 and the scientists of the Pa
trol analy:::e the mystery of the tube, aHd 
send the Dauntle s .  the Patrol's super
ship , dow11 the Delgonian's tube lo 
wreak hm•oc from the inside of !heir 
hea�·ily fortified base, reducing it COJI!
pletely. 

Kin niso11 now needs ot�e more regional 
director of Boskone to complete the 
chai11, to find the Galactic director. Re
turning to the character of Meteor ·Bill, 
he contacts Crouminshield, who /mows 
h im OlllV as a harmless, drink-and-drt,g
soddm ;,tiner. Throzigh Crmuninshield' s 
mind, he gets the long-sought clue to the 
Galactic director, 1 alte, a Kalonum, on 
a planet in  a star cluster just outside 
the First Galaxy. 

Kinnison conducts a lone raid Ml the 
stupendously fortified base, sneaking 
past their defenses to get within their 
thought screm a nd pry, 'lt'ith sense of 
perception and finally by e11terillg 1 alte' s 
mind. He learns that Boskot1e is not 
a single entity, but a cou ncil, just where, 
evm 1alte does no� .:-.know. Eichmit, 
Jalte's superior on the planet 1amevon, 
in the Second Galaxy, would know, how
ever. Kimtisolt reali:::es he must inves
tigate Jarnevon. First, however, he re
fttms to Grand Base to report to Port 
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Admiral IJ ayncs, and to get IV orscl to 
accompan�· a11d aid h im. 

XIX. 
"BEFORE you go anywhere ; or, rather, 

whether you go anywhere· or not, we 
want to knock down that Bronsecan 
base of Prc:llin's,' '  H aynes declared to 
K innison in no uncertain voice. " l t 's  a 
Galactic scandaf, the way we've been 
lett ing them thumb their noses at us. 
EYerybody in space thinks that the Pa
t rol has gone soit all of a sudden. When 
are you going to let us smack them 
down ? Do you know what they've 
done now ?" 

" N'  o. \\'hat ?" 
' ' Gone out of business. We've been 

·watching the111 so closely that they 
couldn't do any queer business-goods, 
letters. messages, or anything-so they 
closed up the B ronseca branch entirely. 
'Unfavorable conditions.' they said. 
Locked up t ight-telephones discon
nected. communicators cut, everything." 

" II m-m-m. In that case we'd better 
take 'em, I guess. ); o harm done, any
way. now-maybe all the better. Let 
Boskone think that our strategy failed 
and we had to fall back on brute force. "  

"You say i t  easy. You think that it 'l l  
be a push-over, don't you ?" 

"Sure-why not ?" 
'' You noticed the shape of thei r  

screens ?" 
''Roughly cylindrical"-in surpri e. 

"They're hiding a lot of tuff, of course, 
but they can't possibly-" 

' 'I 'm afraid that they can, and wil l .  
I 've been checking up on the building. 
Ten years old. Plans and permits QX 
except for the fact that nobody knows 
whether or not the inside of the build
ing resembles the plans in any particu
lar." 

" Klono's whiskers !" Kinnison was 
aghast, his mind racing. " How could 
that be, chief ? I nspectors-builders
contractors-workmen ?" 

"The city inspector who had the job 
came into money later, ret i red. an(l t10-
body has seen j1im since. �ubody can 
locate a single builder or \\·orkman who 
saw i t  constructed. • o competent in
spector has been in it since. Cominoche 
is lax-all cities are, for that matter
"·ith an outfit as big as \ V embleson 's, 
that carries its own insurance. does its 
own inspecting. and \Yon 't allow outside 
i nterference. \\' embleson 's i sn't  alone 
in that att itude-they're not all zwil
n iks. either . ' '  

' ' You think that it 's really fortified, 
then ?" 

• ·  Sure of i t .  That's why we ordered 
a gradual. but comple)c, e\·acuation of 
the city, beginn ing a couple of months 
ago. "  

' 'How could you ?" K inni o n  was 
growing more surprised by the minute. 
' 'The businesses-the houses-the ex
pense ! "  

" :.\ I artial law-the Patrol takes oYer 
in emergencies, you know. Businesses 
moYed, and mostly carrying on very 
well. People ditto-very nice tempo
rary camps, lake and river cottages, and 
so on. As for expense, the Patrol pays 
damages. We'll pay for rebuilding the 
whole city i f  we ha,·e to-much rather 

• that than leave that Boskonian base 
standing there untouched . "  

"\\'hat a mess ! ?\ e\·et· thought of i t  
that way, but you · re  nght, as  usual. 
They .wouldn't he there at all unless 
they thought-but they must know, 
chief, that they can 't  hold ofJ the stuff 
that you can hring to bear. " 

"Probably betting that we won 't de
stroy our own city to get them-if so, 
they're wrong. Or possibly they hung 
on a few clays too long.' '  

• · n ow about the observer· ? ' '  Kinni
son asked. " They have four aux il iaries 
there, you know." 

"That's strictly up to you ." I l aynes 
was unconcerned. ''Smearing that base 
is the only thing I insist on. We'll 
wipe out the observers or let them ob-
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erve and report, whichever you say ; 
but that base goes-it has been there 
far too long already." 

"Be nicer to let them alone," Kinni
son decided. "We're not supposed to 
know anything about them. You won't 
ha\'e to usc the primaries, will you ?" 

"No. I t 's a fairly large building, as 
I usiness block go, but it lacks a lot · of 
being big enottgh to be a fir t-class base. 
vVe can burn the ground out from under 
all its foundations with our secondaries." 

He called an adjutant. ' 'Get me Sec
tor 19.' '  Then, as the seamed, scarred 
face of an old Lensman appeared upon 
a plate : 

" You can go to work on Cominoche 
now. Parker. Twelve maulers. Twenty 
heavy caterpillars and about fifty units 
of Q-type screen, remote ·control. Sup
plies and service. Have them muster 
all available fire-fighting apparatus. I f  
desirable, import some-we want to  save 
as much of the place as we can. I 'l l  
come over in the Dau11lless." 

He glanced at Kinnison, one eye
brow rai:;ed quizzically. 

"I feel as though I rate a little va
cation ; I think I 'll go and watch this," 
he commented. "Got time to come 
along ?" 

"I  think so. I t 's more or less on my 
way to Lundmark's Nebula." 

UroN Bronseca, then, as the Daunt
less ripped her way through protesting 
pace. there convei·ged structures of the 

void from a dozen nearby systeins ; each 
ship emblazoned with the device of ray
emitt ing intertwined spirals whi"h is H·.e 
emblem of the Galactic Patrol. Tiler� 
came maulers ; huge, ungainly flying 
fortresses of stupendous might. There 
came transports, bearing the commis
sariat and the service units. Vast 
freighters, under whose unimaginable 
mass the Gargantuanly braced and lat
t iced and tru sed docks yielded visibly 
and groaningly, crushed to a standsti l l  
and disgorged their varied cargoes. 

What Haynes had so matter-of-factly 
referred to as "heavy" caterpillars were 
all of that ; and the mobile screens were 
even heavier. Clanking and rumbling, 
but with their weight so evenly dis
t ributed O\'er huge, flat treads that th y 
sank only a foot or so into even ordi
nary ground. they made their ponderous 
way along Cominoche's deserted streets. 

·what thoughts seethed within the 
minds of the Boskonians. can only be 
imagined. They knew that the Patrol 
had landed in force, but what could they 
do about it ? At first, when the Lens
men began to infest the place, they could 
have fled in safety ; but at that time they 
were too certain of their immunity to 
abandon their richly e tablished posi
t ion. Even now, they would not aban
don it until that · course became abso
lutely necessary. 

They could have destroyed the city, 
true ; but it was not until a[ter the non
combatant inhabitants had unobtrusively 
moved out that that course suggested it
self as a desirability. Now the destruc
tion of property would be a gesture 
worse than meaningless ; it would be a 
waste of energy which would all too 
certainly be needed-badly and soon. 

Hence, as the Patrol's land forces 
ground clangorously into po ition the 
enemy made no demonstration. The 
mobile screens were in place, surround
ing the doomed section with a wall of 
force to protect the rest of the city from 
the hellish energies so soon to be un
leashed. The heavy caterpillars, mount
ing projectors quite comparable in size 
and power with the warships' own
weapons similar in purpose and func
tion to the railway-carriage coast-defense 
guns of an earlier day-were likewise 
ready. Far back of the line, but stitl 
too close, as they were to discover later, 
heavily armored men crouched at their 
remote controls behind their shields ; 
barriers both of hard-driven, immaterial 
fields of force and of solid, grounded, 
ultrare£rigerated walls of the most re-
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fractory materials possible of fabrica
tion. In the sky hung the maulers, 
poised stolidly upon the towering pil
lars of flame erupting from their under 
jets. 

" 
Cominoche, Bronseca's capital city, 

witnessed then what no one there pres
ent had ever expected to see ; the war
fare designed for the i l limitable reaches 
of empty space being waged in the very 
heart of its business district ! 

For Port Admiral Haynes had di
rected the investment of this minor · 

stronghold almost as though it were a 
regulation base, and with good reason. 
H;e knew that from their coigns of van
tage afar four separate Boskonian ob
servers were looking on, charged with 
the responsibility of recording and re
porting everything that transpired, and 
he wanted that report to be complete 
and conclusive. He wanted Boskone, 
whoever and wherever he might be, to 
know that when the Galactic Patrol 
started a thing, that thing it finished ; 
that the mailed fist of civilization would 
not spare an enemy base simply because 
it was so located within one of hu
manity's cities that its destruction must 
inevitably result in severe property dam
age. Indeed, the chief of staff had 
massed there thrice the force necessary ; 
specifically and purposely to drive that 
message home. 

At the word of command there flamed 
out, almost as one, a thousand larrces 
of energy intolerable. Masonry, brick
work, steel, glass, and chromium trim 
disappeared ; flaring away in sparkling, 
hissing vapor or cascading away in bril
liantly mobile streams of fiery, corrosivE! 
liquid. Disappeared, revealing the un
bearably incandescent surface of the 
Boskonian defensive screen. 

Full-driven, that barrier held, even 
against the titanic thrusts of the maul
ers above and of the heavy defense guns 
below. Energy rebounded in scintil lat
ing torrents. shot off in blinding stream-

ers, released itself in bolts of lightning 
hurling themselves frantically to ground. 

Nor was that superbly disguised cita
del designed for defense alone. Know
ing now that the last faint hope of con
tinuing in business upon Bronseca was 
gone, and grimly determined to take full 
toll of the hated Patrol, the defenders 
in turn loosed their beams. Five o{ 
them shot out simultaneously, and five 
of the panels of mobile screen flamed 
instantly into eye-tearing violet. Then 
black. These were not the compara
tively feeble, antiquated rays which 
Haynes had expected, but were the out
put of up-to-the-minute, first-line space 
artillery ! 

Defenses down, it took but a blink of 
time to lick up the caterpillars. On, 
then, the destroying beams tore, each in 
a direct l ine for a remote-control sta
tion. Through tremendous edifices of 
masonry and steel they drove, the upper 
floors collapsing into the cylinders of 
annihilation only to be consumed al
most as fast as they could fall. 

"All screen-control stations, back, 
fast !" Haynes directed crisply. " Back, 
dodging ! Put your screens on auto
matic block until you get back beyond 
effective range. Spy-ray men ! See if 
you can locate the enemy observers di
recting fire ! " 

But no matter how far back they 
went, Boskonian beam still sought them 
out in grimly persistent attempts to slay. 
Their shielding fields blazed white, their 
refractories wavered in the high blue as 
the overdriven refrigerators strove 
mightily to cope with the terrific load. 
The operators, stifling, almost roasting 
in their armor of proof, shook sweat 
from the eyes they could not reach as 
they drove themselves and their mech
anisms on to even greater efforts ; curs
ing luridly, fulminantly the while at 
carrying on a space war in the hotly 
reeking, the hellishly reflecting and heat
retaining environment of a metropolis I 
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t\.No all around the embattled struc
ture, within 'the Patrol's now partially 
open wall of screen, spread holocaust 
suprem ; holocaust spreading wider and 
w iuer during each fract ional . spl i t  sec
pad. I n  an instant, i t  eemed. nearby 
buildings bur 't into flame. The fact 
that they were fi reproof meant nothing 
whatever. The air inside them , heated 
in moments to a point far above the 
ignition temperature of organic material , 
fed furiously upon furniture,  rugs, 
�!rapes, and \Yhatevcr ebc had been left 
in place. Even without such adYenti
tious aids the air i tself. expanding tre
mendously, i rresistibly, drove outward 
before it  the glass of windows and th 
solid brickwork of wal ls. And as they 
fell ,  glass and brisk ceased to exist as 
such. Falling, they fused ; coalescing 
and again splashing apart as they de
scended Uu·ough the inferno of anni
hi latory v ibration in an appalling rain 
which might very well have been sprin
kled from the hottest middle of the cen
tral cor of hell it elf. And in this 
fantastically potent, this incredibly cor
rosive flood the ground it elf, the met
aled pavement, the sturdily immovable 
foundation: of skyscrapers, dissolved as 
do lumps of ugar in boiling coffee. Di -

olved, �lumped down, flowed away i n  
bl indingly t urbulent st reams. Super
structure toppled in to disintegration, 
each di crete particle contributing a i t  
fell to  the utterly i nde cri bable fervency 
of the wh le. 

!\lore and more panels of mobile 
screen went down. They were not de-

igned to tand up under such heavy 
projector a " W  emble on " mounted, 
and the Boskonians blasted them down 
in order to get at the remote-control 
operator back of them. wath after 
swath of flaming ruin w'as cut through 
the Bronsecan capital as the enemy gun
ner t ried to follow the dodging cater
pillar tractors. 

" Drop down, maulers !" the com
mander in chief ordered. "Low enough 

so that your screens touch ground.· 
Never mind damage-they'll blast the 
whole city if  we don't ' stop tho e beams. 
Surround him ! '' 

Down the maulers came. ringwi. e ;  
mighty protecti ve envelopes overlap
ping ; down until the screens bit ground. 
Now the caterpillar and mobile-screen 
crews were safe : powerful as Prellin's 
weapons were, they could not break 
through tho e mauler · screens. 

K ow holocau t waxed doubly infer
nal. The wall wa t ight, the only ave
nue of escape of all that fiercely radiant 
energy straight upward ; and adding to 
the furor were the flaring under jets 
-them el ves destructive agents by no 
means to be despi:;ed ! _ 

I nside the screen , then, raged pure 
frenzy. At the l ine raved the maulers' 
prodigious l i fting blasts. Out and 
away, down C\·ery avenue of escape. 
swept torrent of superheated air  at 
whose touch anythino- and everything 
combustible bur t info flame. But there 
could be no fire-fighting-yet. Outly
ing fires, along the l ines of destruction 
previously cut, yes ; but per onal armor 
has never been designed to enable li f..e 
to exi t in such an envi ronment as that 
neai· those screens then was. 

" Burn out the ground under them !" 
came the order. ' ' Tip them over-slag 
them clown ! " 

Sharply downward angled twoscore 
of the beams which had been expending 
their energies upon Bo kone' radiant 
defenses. Downward into the lake of 
lava which had once been pavement. 
That lake had already been seething and 
bubbling ; emitting momently bursts of 
lambent flame. Now it leaped into a 
frenzy of i ts own ; a tran cenclent fury 
of volatil ization. High-explosive shells 
by the hundred dropped also into the 
incandescent mess, hurl ing the fiery stuff 
afar ; deepening and bro.adening the sul
phurous moat. 
- " Deep enough," Haynes spoke into 

his microphone. "Tractors and press-
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ors as a signed-t ip him over.' '  
The intcn�ity of the bombardment did 

not slacken, but from the maulers to 
the north there reached out pre· ors, 
from those upon the s uth came t rac
tors ; each a beam of terrific power, each 
hacked by all the ma s and all the driv
ing force of a veritable flying fortres . 

lowly that which had been
' 
a bui ld

iag leaned from the perpend icular, its 
inner defensive screen t i l l  intact. 

"Chief ?" From his post as observer, 
K inni·on fla heel a thought to Haynes. 
' ' Arc you beginning to t hink any funny 
thoughts about that ape down there ?" 

":-.J o. Are you ? \\'hat ?" asked the 
port admiral. surprised. 

" � [ aybc I 'm nuts, but it  wouldn't sur
prise me if he'd start doing a flit pretty 
quick. I \·e got a CR..: tracer on him, 
just in case. and it might be smart to 
caution Henderson to keep up on his 
toes." 

" Your dia_gnosis-'nut '-is correct, I 
think," came the an wering thought ; 
hut the port admiral followed the sug
gestion, nevertheless. 

A N D  NONE too "oon. Deliberately, 
grandly, the Colossu was leaning over, 
bowing in ·tately fa ·hion toward the 
awful lake in which it  stood. But only 
so far. Tlien there was a flash, visible 
even in the inferno of energies already 
there at \\ar, and the already coruscant 

lava was hurled to all points of the com
. pass as the full-blast drive of a super

d readnought was cut loose beneath its 
snrface ! 

To the eye the thing :;imply and in
stantly disappeared ; but not to the ultra
vision of the observers' plates, and esp -
cia II y not to the CRX t racers attach d 
by K innison and by Henderson. They 
held, and the chief pilot, already "·arned, 
was on the t rail as fast as he could 
punch his keys. 

Through atmosphere. through strato
sphere, into interplanetary space flew 
pursued and pursuer at ewr-increasing 
speed. The Da u n tless oYerto0k her pro
posed Yictim fairly easily. The Bo -
konian was fast ,  but the Patrol's new 
flier \\'as the fastest thinfT in space. But 
t ractor would 110t hold against the now 
universal standard equipment of hears, 
and the heavy econdaries served only 
to push the fleeing Yessel along all the 
faster. And the d readful primary beams 
could not be used-yet.  

' ' Not yet ." cautioned the admiral. 
" Don't get too clo.e-wait until there's 
nothing detectable in space .. 

, 

Finally an absolutely empty region 
was entered, the word to close up was 
given, and Prell in drank of the bitter 
cup which so many commanders of ves
sels of the Patrol had had to drain-the 
gallingly fatal nece sity of engaging a 
ship which was both faster and more 
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powerful than his own. The Boskonian 
t ried. of cour e. His beams raged out 
at full power against the screens 0f the 
larger ship, but without effect. Three 
primaries lashed out as one. The flee
ing vessel, structure and contents, ceased 
to be. The Dauntless returned to the 
torn and ra\·aged city. 

The maulers had gone. The lumber
ing caterpillars-what were left oE them 
-were clanking away ; reeking. smok
ing hot in C\'Cry plate and member. 
Only the firemen were left, working like 
Trojans with explosives, rays, water. 
carbon-dioxide snow. clinging and 
smothering chemicals ; anything and ev
erything V\'h ich would isolate, ab orb, or 
dissipate any portion of the almost in
calculahl� heat energy o recently and 
so profligately released. 

Fire apparatu from {our planets was 
at work. There were pumpers, ladder 
t rucks. hose and chemical trucks. There 
were men in heavily insulated armor. 
Vehicles and men alike were screened 
against the specific wave lengths of heat ; 
and under the direction oE a fire mar
shal in hi red speedster high in air 
they fought methodically and efficiently 
the conflagration which was the after
math of battle. They fought, and they 
were winning. 

:\nd then it rained. As though the 
heavens themselves had been outraged 
by what had been clone, they opened and 
rain sluiced down in level sheets. I t  
struck h i  ingly the nearby structure , 
but it did not louch the central area at 
all. Instead, i. turned to steam in mid
air, and . rising or being blow aside by 
the tempe tuous wind, it concealed the 
redly glaring, raw wound beneath a 
blanket of crimson fog. 

"Well, that is that , ' '  the port admiral 
said slowly. His  face was grim and 
stern. "A good job of clean-up-ex
pcnsi \'e, but worth the price. So be it 
to every pirate base and eYery zwilnik 
hide-out in the Galaxy ! Henderson, 
land us at Cominochc Spaceport.'' 

-
ANo FROM four other ctt tes of the 

planet four Bo konian ohsen·ers, each 
unknown to all the other . took off in 
four space hips for four d ifferent desti
nations. EaCh had reported fully and 
accurately to J alte everything that had 
transpired until the two flier had faded 
into the distance. Then. highly elated 
-and probably. if the truth could be 
known, no little surprised as well-at 
the fact that he was still ali \'e, each had 
left Bronseca at maximum blast. 

The Galaclic director had done all 
that he could, which was little enough. 
At the Patrol 's fir t warlike move h 
had ordered a squadron of Boskone's 
ablest fighting craft to Prellin' aiel. I t  
was almost certainly a usele s gesture, 
he knew as he did it. Gone were the 
days when pirate bases dotted the Tcl
lurian Galaxy ; only by a miracle could 
those ships reach the Bronsecan's line 
of flight in time to be of service. 

Nor could they. The howl of inter
fering vibrations which was smothering 
Prellin's communicator beam snapped 
off into silence while the would-be res
cuers were many hours away. For min
utes, then. Jalte sat immersed in thought 
at his great desk in the Center, hi nor
mally bluish face turning a sickly green, 
before he called the planet J a rnevon to 
report to Eichmil. his chief. 

"There is, however, a bright side to 
the affair,'' he concluclecl. "Prellin's 
records were destroyed with him. Also, 
there are two facts-that the Patrol had 
to use such force as practical ly to de
stroy the city of Cominoche, and that 
our four obsen·ers escaped unmolested 
-which furnish conclusive proof that 
the vaunted Lensman failed completely 
to penetrate with his mental powers the 
defenses we have been usi:.g again t 
him." 

"Not conclusive proof," Eichmil re
buked him harshly. " Not proof at all ,  
in any sense-scarcely a probability. 
I ndeed,' the display of force may very 
well mean that he has already attained 
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his objective. He may have allowed 
the observers to escape, to lull our sus
picions. You your elf are probably the 
next in line. How certain are you that 
your own base ha not already been in
vad d ?" 

"Absolut ly certain, sir." Jalte's face, 
however, turned a shad greener at the 
thought. 

"You t1se the term 'ab olutely' very 
loo ely-but I hope that you are right. 
Use all the m n and all the equipmCJit 
we haYe sent you to make sure that i t  
remains impenetrable." 

I 

XX. 

IN THEIR nonmagnetic, practically in
vi ible speedster, K inni on and Worsel 
entered the terra incognita of the ec
ond Galaxy and approached the solar 
sy. tem of the Eich, lowing down to a 
crawl a they did so. They knew as 
much concerning dread J arne von, the 
planet which wa their goal as did J alte, 
from whom the knowledge had been 
acquired ; but that was all too little. 

They knew that it wa the fifth planet 
out from the Sun and that it was bit
terly cold. It had an atmosphere, but 
one containing no· oxygen ; one poison
ous to oxygen breathers. It had no 
rotation-or rather, its day coincided 
with its y ar-and its people dwelt upon 
its ternally dark hemisphere. If they 
had eyes, a point upon which there was 
doubt, they did not operate upon the 
frequencies ordinarily referred to as 
"visible" light. In fact, about the Eich 
as persons or identitie they knew next 
to nothing. Jalte had een them, but 
either he did not perceive them clearly 
or el e his mind could not retain their 
true likenes ; hi  only picture of the 
Eichian physique being a confusedly hor
rible blur. 

" I 'm cared, Worse!," Kinnison de
clared. " cared purple, and the closer 
we come the more scared I get." 

And he wa scared. I Ie was afraid 

as he had never befor been, in all his 
short life. He had been in dangerou 
situation before, certainly ; not only 
that, he had been wounded almost unto 
death. In those instances. however, peril 
had come upon him suddenly. He had 
reacted to it automatically, having had 
little if any time to thitJk about it be
forehand. 

Never before had he g ne into a place 
in which he knew in advance that the 
advantage wa all upon the other ide ; 
from which hi chance of getting out 
alive was o terrifyingly small. It was 
worse, much worse, thati going into that 
vortex. There, while the road wa 
trange, the enemy was known to be 

one whom he had conquered befor ; 
and furthermore, he had had the Dau11f
lc ss, it eager young crew, and the ci-
ntific self-abnegation of old ardynge 

to back him. Here he had the speed
ster and Wor el-and ' orsel wa jut  
as  scared a he  wa  . 

The pit of his stomach felt cold, his 
bones seemed bits of rubber tubing. 
Nevertheless, the two Len men were go
ing in. That was their job. They had 
to go in, even though they knew that 
the foe was at least their equal men
tally. was overwhelmingly their uperior 
physically, and was upon his own 
ground. 

"So am I ," \Vorsel admitted. " I 'm 
scared to the tip of my tail. I have one 
advantage over ·you, however-I've been 
that way before." He was referring to 
the time when he had gone to Delgon, 
abysmally certain that he would not re
turn. or would he haYe returned ave 
for Kinnison and Van Buskirk. "v hat 
is fated, happens. hall we prepare ?" 

They had pent many hours in di -
cussion of what could be done, and in 
the end had decided that the only pos-
ible preparation was to make sure that 

if  K innison failed, his failure would not 
bring d isaster to the Patrol. 
· " Might as well. Come in ; my mind's 

wide open." 
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The Velantian i nsinuated h i �  mind 
into K innison's and the Earthman 
slumped· clown. unconscious: Then for 
many minute ... \\'or el wrought w ithin 
the plastic brai n.  Fi nally : 

' 'Thirty seconds after you leave me 
the'-'e i nhibitions will  become operative. 
\Vhen I release them your memory and 
your knowledge wil l  be exactly as they 
were before T began to operate," he 
thcu�ht. slowly, intewely, clearly. "Un
ti: that time you know nothing what 
ever of any of the--e matter· . No men
tal search, however profound ; no t ruth 
drug-. however potent ; no probing, even 
of the suhconsciou:" will or can discover 
them. They do not 

·
exist .  They never 

have ex isted. They shall not exist until  
I so allow. These other matters have 
been. are, am! shall be the facts until 
that instant. Kimball K innison, 
awaken ! "  

The Tellurian came t o ,  not knowing 
tl1at he had b •en out. 1 r othing had oc
curred ; for him no time whatever had 
elapsed. He could not perceive even 
that his mind had been touched. 

"Sure it's clone, \\'or el ? I can't find 
a thing !" Kinn ison , who had himself 
operated upon so many minds as trace
le sly, could scarcely belie\·e that his 
own had heen tampered with. 

' ' I t  is clone. If you .could detect any 
trace of the work it would have been 
poor work, and wa. ted. "  

T H E  speedster dropped a s  nearly as 
the Lcn:-,men dared toward J arnevon's 
tremctldous primary base. They did not 
know whether they were being observed 
or not. For all they knew, these in
comprehensible beings might be able to 
see or to sen e them a plainly as though 
their ship were paiilted with radium and 
were landing openly, with searchlights 
ablaze and with hells a-clang. M uscles 
tense. ready to hurl their tiny flier away 
at the · lightest alarm, they wafted clown
ward. 

Through tht: screens they dropped. 

Power off. even to the gravity pads ; 
thought, even, blanketed to zero. Noth
ing happened. They landed. They dis
embarked. Foot by foot they made their 
cautiou� way forward. 

In e_ ence the plan was implicity it
self. \Vorsel would accompany Kinni
son until both were wi

.
thin the thought 

screen of the dome. Then the Tellurian 
would get, some way or other, the in
formation the Patrol had to have, and 
the Velantian would get it back to Prime 
Base. If the Gray Lensman could go, 
too,  well and good. After all, there was 
no real reason to think that he couldn't 
-he wa merely playing . afe. on gen
eral principles. I f. however, worst came 
to worst, well-

They arrived. 
" Now remember. \Vor el. no matter 

what happens to me, or around me, you 
stay out. Don't come in after me. Help 
me all you can with y'our mind , but not 
otherwise. Take everything I get ,  and 
at the first sign of danger you flit back 
to the speed ter and give her the oof, 
whether I 'm around or not. Check ?" 

" Check," \Vor el  agreed . quietly. 
K innison's wa the harder part. Not 
becau e he wa the leader. but because 
he wa the better quali fied. They both 
knew it .  The Patrol came first. I t  
was . bigger, vastly more important than 
any being or any group of beings in it .  

The man strode away and in thirty 
seconds underwent a weird and strik
ing mental transformation . Three f!Uar
ters of his knowledge eli  appeared so 
completely that he had no i nkling that 
he had ever had it .  A new name, a new 
per anality were his, so completely and 
indisputably his that he had no faint 
glimmering of a recol lection that he had 
ever been otherwi e. 

He was wearing hi Lens. It could 
do no possible harm, since it wa. almost 
inconceivable that the Eich could be 
made to believe that any ordinary agent 
could have penetrated so far, and the 
fact should not be revealed to the foe 
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The fury of the beams rebounded in scintillat
ing torrents. shot off in blinding streamers-

that any Lcnsman could \\'ork w ithout 
his Lens. That \\'ould explain far too 
much of what had already happened. 
Furthermore, it  was a nece ity in the 
only really conyincing role which Kin· 
ni  on coultl play in the e\'ent of his cap· 
ture. 

T ic would not think into that ha'c 
until  he was far enough away irom \\'or· 
sci o that the \ clan tian's hiding place. 
if it were not already known, would not 
he reYealcd. li e did not then know that 
that uch a being as \\'orsel existed : he 
did not think into the stronghold sim• 



GRAY LENSMAN 1 13 

ply becau e he was not yet close enough 
to work efficiently. 

Clo er he crept. Closer. There were 
pits beneath the pavement, he observed, 
big enough to hold a speedster. Traps. 
He avoided them. There were various 
mechanisms within the blank walls he 
ski rted. More traps. He a voided them. 
Phqto cell , trigger beams, invisible 
ray , netvvorks. H e  avoided them all .  
Close enough. 

DELICATELY he sent out a mental 
probe. and almost in the instant of its 
sending, cable of steel came whipping 
from afar. He perceived them as they 
came, but he was unable to dodge them 
all.  His projectors flamed briefly, only 
to be sheared away. The cables wrapped 
about his l imbs, binding him fast. Help
les . .  he wa carried through the atmos
phere, into the dome, through an air 
lock into a chamber housing much grimly 
unmi takable apparatus. And in the 
council room, where the nine of Bos
kone and one armored Delgonian Over
lord held meeting, a communicator 
buzzed and snarled. 

"/\h !" exclaimed Ei�hmil. "Our visi
tor has arrived and is awaiting u m 
the Delgonian hall of question. hall 
"'\! meet again, there ?" 

They did so : they of the Eich armored 
again t the poisonous oxygen, the Over
lord naked. All wore screen ·.  

' ' Earthling, "·e are glad indeed to see 
you here," the First of Boskone wel
comed the prisoner. " For a long time 
we ha1·e been anxious indeed-'' 

" I  don't see how that can be,'' the 
Lensman blurted. "I ju t graduated. 
My fir t big a. signment, and I have 
failed," he ended bitterly. 

A start of surprise swept around the 
circle. Could this be ? 

" He is lying," Eichmil decided. 
" You of Delgon, take him out of his  
armor. · ·  The Overlord d i d  so, the Tel
lurian's st ruggles meaningless to the 
reptile's superhuman strength. "Release 

your creen and ee whether or not you 
can make him tell the truth." 

After all, the man might not be lying. 
The fact that he could under tand a 
strange language n.1eant nothing at all .  
All Len men could. 

" But in case he should be the one we 
seek-'' The Overlord hesitated. 

"\Ve will ee to it that no harm comes 
to you-" 

" V/e cannot , ' '  the Ninth-the p r· 
chologist-broke in. " Before any 
screen i released I suggest that we que -
tion him verbally, under the influence 
of the drug which render it  impossihle 
fot· any warm-blooded oxygen breatlwr 
to tell anything except the complete 
truth." 

The suggestion, so eminently sen i
ble,  was adopted forthwith. 

"Are you t he Len man who has made 
it possible for the Patrol to dri\·e us out 
of the Tellurian Galaxy ?'' came the 
sharp demand. 

" No,". was the flat and urprisi11; 
reply. 

"\".'!10 are you, then ?'' 
" Ph ilip Morgan, cla�s of-" 
"Oh. this will Lake forever ! "  snappect 

the Ninth. " Let me question him. Can 
you control minds at a distance and 
without previous treatment ?" 

"If they n re not too strong, yes. All 
of us special i�ts in p ychology can do 
t hat." 

"Go to work upon hitn, 0Yerlord !" 
The now fully reassured Delgonian 

snapped off his screen and a battle o( 
w ills ensued which made the subether 
boil. For Kinnison, although he no 
longer knew what the truth was, still  
possessed a large part of h is mental 
power, and the Delgonian's mind, as has 
already been made clear, was a capable 
one indeed. 

" Desist !"  came the command. "Earth
man, what happened ?" 

" Nothing," Kinnison replied truth
fully. "Each of us could resist the other ; 
neither could penetrate or control." 
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"Ah !"  and nme Boskonian screens 
snapped off. Since the Lensman could 
not master one Delgonian, he would not 
be a menace to the massed minds of the 
n ine of Boskone, and the questioning 
need not wait upon the slowne s of 
speech. Thoughts beat into Kinnison's 
brain from all sides. 

Turs POWER of mind was relatively 
new, yes. He did not know what it was. 
He went to Arisia, fell asleep, and woke 
up with it .  A refinement, he thought, 
of hypnoti m. Only advanced students 
in psychology could do it. He knew 
nothing except by hearsay of the old 
Brittania-he was a cadet then. He 
had never heard of Blakeslee, or of any
thing unusual concerning any one hos
pital ship. He did not know who had 
scouted Helmuth's base, or put the 
thionite into it. He had no idea who i t  
was who had killed Helmuth. As far 
as he knew, nothing had ever been done 
about any Boskonian spies in Patrol 
base . He had never happened to hear 
of the planet Medon, or of anyone 
named Berninger, or 1adame De
splaines, or P\·ellin. He was entirely 
ignorant of any unusual weapons of of
fense-he was a psychologist, not an en
gineer or a physicist. o, he was n t 
unusually adept with DeLameters-

"Hold on !" Eichmil commanded. 
"Stop questioning him, everybody ! 
Now, Lensman, instead of telling us 
what you do not know, give us positive 
information, in your own way. How 
do you work ? I am beginning to sus
pect that the man we really want is a 
director, not an operator." 

This was a more productive line. 
Lensmen, hundreds of them, each 
worked upon a definite assignment. 
None of them had ever seen or ever 
would see the man who issued orders. 
He had not even a name, but . was a 
symbol-Star A Star. They received 
orders through their Lenses, wherever 
they might be i n  space . . ;.They reported 

back to him in the same way. Yes, 
Star A Star knew what wa going on 
in that room. lie was reporting con
stantly-

A knife descended viciously. Blood 
spurted. The stump was dressed, 
roughly but effectively. They did not 
wi h their victim to bleed to death when 
he died, and he was not to die in any 
fashion-yet. 

And in the in tant that Kinnison's 
Lens went dead, \Vor el, from his safely 
distant nook. reached out direct to the 
mind of his friend, thereby putting his 
own life in jeopardy. He knew that 
there was an Overlord in that room, 
and the grue of a thousand helplessly 
sacrificed generations of forbears swept 
his sinuou length at the thought, d -
spite his inward certainty of the new 
powers of hi mind. He knew that of 
all the entities in  the niver e, the Del
gonians were most sen itive to the 
thought vibration of Velantians. ev
erthele s, he did it. 

He narrowed the beam clO>\'n to the 
smallest possible coverage, employed a 
frequency as far as possible from that 
ordinarily used by the Overlord , and 
continued to observe. It was risky, but 
it was neces ary. It was beginning to 
appear a though the Earthtnan might 
not be able to escape, and he must not 
die in vain. 

"Can you communicate now ?" In  
the ghastly chamber the relentless ques
tioning went on. 

:'I cannot communicate."  
" It is well. I n  one way I would not 

be averse to letting your Star A Star 
know what happens when one of his 
minions dares to spy upon the Council 
of Boskone itself, but the information is 
as yet a trifle premature. Later, he 
shall learn-" 

K innison did not consciously thrill at 
that thought. He did not know that the 
news was going beyond his brain ; that 
he had achieved his goal. Worse!, how
ever, did ; and W orsel thrilled for him. 
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The Gray Lensman had finished his 
job ; al l  that was left to do was to de
troy thi world and the power of Bos

kone would be broken. Kinnison could 
die, now, content. 

But no thought of leaving entered 
Worsel 's mind. He would, of course, 
stand by as long as there remained the 
slightest hred of hope, or unti l  some 
development threatened hi ability to 
leave the planet with his priceles infor
mation. And the pitiless inquisition 

The victim ucked dry, eight of the 
Council departed, leaving Eichmil and 
the Overlord with the Lensman. 

''What you ha,·e in mind to do, Eich
mil, is childish. Your basic idea is ex
cellent, but your technique is pitifully 
inadequate." 

"What could be worse ?" Eichmil de
manded. " I  am going to dig out his 
eyes, smash hi  bones, flay him alive, 
roast him, cut him up into a dozen pieces, 
and send him back to his Star A tar 

went on. with a warning that every creature he 
send into this Galaxy will be treated 

STAR • ST.\R had sent him to investi- the same way. \\'hat would :'t'Ott do ?" 
gate their planet, to discover whether "You of the Eich lack fines e," the 
or not there was any connection between Delgonian sighed. "You have no 
i t  and the zwilnik organization. He subtlety, no conception of the nicer pas
had come alone, in a speedster. No, sibilities of torture, either of an indi
he could not tell them even approxi- vidual or of a race. For instance, to 
mately where the speedster was. It was punish Star A tar adequately this man 
so dark, and he had come such a long must be returned to him alive, not dead." 
d istance on foot. In an hour or so, "Impossible ! He dies-/zere !" 
though, i t  would start sending out a "You misunderstand me. Not alive 
thought ignal which he could detect- a he is now-but not entirely dead. 

"But you must have some ideas about Bones broken, ye , and eyes removed ; 
this Star A tar !"  Thi director was but those minor matters are but a be
the man they wanted so desperately to ginning. I f  I were doing it, I should 
get. .They believed implicitly in this then apply several of these devices here, 
figment of a Lensman director. Fitting successively ; but none of them to the 
in so perfectly with their own ideas of point of complete incompatibility with 
efficient organization, it was more con- life. I should inoculate the extremities 
vincing by far than the actual truth of his four l imbs with an organism which 
would have been. They knew now that grows-shall we say-unpleasantly ? 
he would be hard to find. They did not Finally, I should extract his life force 
now insist upon facts ;  they wanted every and con ume it-a you know, that es
possible crumb of surmi e. "You must sence is a rarely ati fying delicacy with 
have wondered who and where Star A us-taking care to leave ju t enough to 
Star i s ?  You must have tried to trace maintain a bare existence. I would then 
him ?" put what i s  left of him aboard his ship, 

Yes, he had tried, but the problem start it toward the Telurian Galaxy, 
could not be solved. The Len was non- --' and send notice to the Patrol as to its 
directional, and the signals came in at exact course and velocity." 
practically the same strength, anywhere "But they would find him alive !" 
in the Galaxy. They were, however, Eichmil stormed. 
very much fainter out here. That might "Exactly. For the fullest vengeance 
be taken to indicate that Star A Star's they must, as I have said. Which is  
office was in a star cluster, well out in  worse, think you ? To find a corpse, 
either the zenith or the nadir direc- however dismembered, and to dispose of 
tion- it with full military honors, or to find 

AST-8 
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and to have to take care of for a full 
l i fetime a something that has not enough 
intell igence even to swallow food placed 
in its mouth ? Remember also that the 
organ ism will be such that they them
selves will be obliged to amputate all 
four of the creature's limbs to save its 
J i(e." 

While thinking thus the Delgonian 
shot out a slender tentacle which, slith
ering across the floor, flipped over the 
tiny switch of a small mechanism in the 
center of the room. This entirely un
expected action surprised \Vorsel. l ie 
had been debating for minutes whether 
or not to release the Gray Lensman's 
inhibitions. He would have done so in
stantly if he had hatl any warning of 
what the Delgonian was about to do. 
Now it  was too late. 

"I have set up a thought screen about 
the room. I do not wish to share this 
titbit with any of my fellows, as there 
i.:; not enough to divide," the monster 
explained, parenthetically. " Have you 
any :,uggestions as to how my plan may 
be improved ?" 

"� o. You have shown that you un
dcrst:mJ tortu re better than we do." 

" I  should, since we Overlot:ds have 
practiced it  as a fine art since our be
gin�ings as a race. Do you wish the 
pleasure of co-operat ing with me in  the 
work ?" 

" I  do not torture for pleasure. Since 
you do, you may carry out the pro
cedure as outlined. All I require is the 
assurance that he will be a warning and 
an object lesson to Star A Star of the 
Galactic Patrol." 

' ' I  can assure you definitely that he 
will be both. More, I will show you the 
resul ts when I have finished with him. 
Or, if you like, I would be glad to have 
you tay and look on-you will find the 
spectacle interesting, entertaining and 
hig-hly instructi Ye." 

"No, thanks-that is, not if  you are 
smc that you can handle him alone." 

' ' Handle him ! This pitiful weak-

ling ?" The Overlord snorted con
temptuously. "I could handle seven 
like him. He is on the verge of faint
ing already. Observe, please, his re
action to the fungus-culture injections." 

Four t imes the Delgonian rammed 
the needle home ; and , true to predic
tion, Kinnison's body went limp in its 
shackles. 

"Ah, yes ; a weak race, physically
Yery weak,''  Eichmil observed, as he 
left the room ; and the Overlord, alone 
with his victim, cast off the chains in  
order to stretch the Lensman out  upon 
one of the sinister machine. so close at 
hand. 

B uT K I N NISON had not fainted. He 
had not allowed himself to feel the 
hurt of the knife, of the needle, nor of 
the injected fluid. Never before had he 
been more coldly. intently alert than in 
this. the climactic minute of hi  l i fe. 
The full of his powers he did not have, 
perhaps, yet even now he was better 
equipped . •'lentally and physically, than 
the Kinri7:.on of even a short year ago. 
aule to establish a nerve block that would 
permit full and unshaken concentration 
on C\'cry move of offe�:se and defense 
he might make. whatever frightful toll 
of pain and i1� jur y  the inhumanly pow
erful, semireptilian Delgonian might in
flict in  the st ruggle that the Lensman 
now proposed. Thn , upon the first in
stant of opportunity, he exploded into 
action w ith a \"iolence which look even 
the trigger-nerved Overlord entirely by 
surpnse. 

In practically one motion he rolled, 
ducked, gathered himself together and 
launched a kick behind which there was 
the driving force of every ounce of his 
powerful body and the concentrated urge 
of every cell of his brain. I t  struck its 
mark squarely-the hard toe of the 
Lensman's heavy boot crashed squarely 
against the Overlord's plated neck at 
the exact base of the skull. That kick 
would have pulped any human or near-

' 
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human head-it would haYe slain a 
horse-it :-.taggered momentarily ,·en 
the rept i l ianly armor ·d mon�trosity 
\\hich was the J elgonian. 

Kinn ison ,,·ent leaping across the 
room toward a rack o[ implements and 
weapons, only to he buried in mid
course beneath a hurt l ing avalanche of 
fury. For a moment man and monster 
stood poi ·eel , almost en tableau. then 
they crashed to the floor together-tal
ons and fingers clawing. gouging at 
eyes : wings. feet. hard-gnarled hands, 
. cimitared tai l ,  balled list .  boots and 
teeth wreaking e\'ery ultimate possi
bi l i ty o[ damage. .'\gainst the fright
fully armed and naturally armored body 
of the Dclgonian . human phy ical weap
ons and human . trength were near use
les!:> ; hut. insulated against the agony of 
�napping bones and bludgeon blow of 
the mighty tail by that hard-held nerve 
block. the Lens man · f uriou ly active 
mind had a goal-a vaauely under tood 
goal-toward which he directed the 
deadly struggle he could not control or 
hope to win-

Upon and over the thought-screen 
generator rolled the madly warring pai r, 
and as the del icate mechanism d i  inte
grated it ceased to function. 

\Vor. el ' · prodigiou mentality had 
been heating ceaseles ly against that 
screen e\·er since its erect ion, and in  
the wry in tant of i t  fall Kinnison be
came again the Gray Lensman of old. 
And in the next instant both of tho e 
mighty minds-the two most powerful 
then known to civi l ization-had hurled 
themselves again. t that of the Delgonian. 
Bitter though the en uing struggle was, 
it wa brief. )J othing short of an 
Arisian mentality could have withstood 
the v nomous intensity, the berserk 
pm,·er, o[ that concerted and synchro
nized attack. 

Brain hal[ burned out, the Overlord 
wi lted ; and, doci l ity i t .  e l f, he energized 
the communicator. 

" Eichmil ? The work is done. Thor
oughly done. and well . ' 

· ·so soon ?'' 
' ' Ye · .  I was hungry-and,  as I in

timated . Tellurians are much too weak 
to furnish any real :port. . Do you wish 
to in!:ipecl what i · left of the Len ·man ?'' 
This question was safe enough ; \\'or
sci knew exactlv how Kinnison had 
fared during his

' 
whirlwind bodily en

counter with the [rightfully armed, 
heavily armored ngine of de truction 
wllich was the Delgonian. 

" �o." Eichmil , as a h igh executive, 
was accustomed to delegating far more 
important matters to competent under
l ings. ' ' I f  you say that i t  is well done, 
that is sufficient." 

"Clear the way for me, then , plea c , ' '  
the Overlord reque led. Then , picking 
up the h ideou ly mangled thing that was 
Yinni ·on ' body. he incased it i n  i t  
armor and, donning his own, wriggled 
boldly away with his burden. ' ' I go to 
place this re iduum within its ship and 
to return i t  to • tar A tar." 

"You "·i l l  be able to find the speed
ster ?" 

"Certainly. He was to find it .  "'hat
ever he could have done, I. working 
through the cel ls of his brain, can l ike
wise do." 

· ·can you handle him alone, Kinni
son ?" "7or el a ked present ly. "Can 
you hold out unti l  you reach the boat ?" 

"Ye , to both. I can handle h im
we softened him down plenty. I wi l l  
Ia ·t-I'l l make myself Ia t. long enough."  

" I  go, then, lest they be observing 
with spy rays." 

To the black flier the completely sub
ser\'ient Delgonian then bore hi·  phy i
cally disabled ma ter, and carefully he 
put him aboard. \ Vor el helped openly 
there, for he had put out creens again t 
all form of intrusion. The Ye sel took 
off and the Overlord wriggled bl ithely 
back towarcl' the dome. IIe was full of  
the consciou ness of a good job, well 
done. He even felt the sensation of 
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repk:tion concomitant wit  1 having con 
sumed much vital force ! 

" I  hate to let him go ! ' '  \\'or el's 
thought wa. a growl of haffied fury. · · r t  
gripe..; m e  t o  t h  tail t o  let h i m  th ink that 
he ha.· done everything he set out to 
do : that he will  neYer even know how 
h e  got those brui e· and contusions. I 
wanted-! ::-till  want-to tear him apart 
for what he ha · done to you, my friend." 

"Thanks, old nake." Kinnison's 
thought came faintly. "Just temporary. 
He'- living on borrO\\·ed t ime. He'll  

get his.  You've got everything under 
control, haveu 't you ?" 

' ·On the green. Why ?" 
" Becau::.e I can 't hold tlJi · nerve block 

any longer. . . . I t  hurts. . . . I 'm 
ick. . . . I think I 'm g ing to-" 

He fainted. �1ore, he pluno-cd par ecs 
deep into the blacke t depth · of oblivion 
a outraged nature took the toll he had 
beeu so long denied. . 

\\' orsel hurled a call to Earth, then 
turned to his maimed and horribly bro
ken companion. He applied plint to  
the hattered l imb . he dres.ed and 
banda;ed the hideou wounds and the 
raw sockets wh ich had once held eyes. 
he mini-tercel to the raging. burning 
thirst. \Vhenever Kinn�on' ·  mind 
wearied he held for him the nerve 
block, the priceles anodyne w ithout 

wh ich the Gray Lcnsman IIIli t ha\'e 
died from shcere:>t agony. 

' ' \\'hy not allow me. friend, to relieve 
you of all con. ciou,ne-;s until help ar
ri \·es ?" the \'elantian a�ked pityingly. 

"Can you do it  without killing me ?" 
' ' I f  you . o  allow. yes. If you offer 

any resistance, I do not believe that 
any mind in  the Uni ver'c could. ' '  

"I won't re i· t  you. Come in,"  and 
J · inni on's • ufrering ended. 

But kindly \V orsel could do nothing 
about the fanta tically atrociou growth 
which were t ransforming the Earthman' .. 
leg and arm into monstro:;itie· out of 
n ightmare. 

He could, only waiF-wait for the 
shlled a .. istance which he knew mu5t 
be o long in coming. 

X X I .  

\V nEN \Vorsel ' hard-dri ven call im
pinged upon the port admiral's len • .  
Hayne dropped everything to take the 
report him elf. Characteri:->t ically \V or-

e! ent fir t and H ayne , fi.J"t recorded 
a complete statement of the ucce ful 
mission to J arnevon. La t came per
sonalit ies. the tale of Kinni on' ordeal 
and of h is  pre ent plight. 

"Are they following you in  force, or 
can't you tell ?" 
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"Nothing has been detectable, and at 
th� time of our departure there had 
been no suggestion o( any such action," 
Worse] repl ied carefully. 
· "vVe'll come in force, anyway, and 
fast. K ep him alive · until we meet 
you ," Haynes urged, and disconnected. 

I t  was an
' 

unheard-of occurrence for 
the port admiral to turn over his very 
busy and extremely important desk to a 
subordinate without notice and without 
giving him detailed instructions, but 
Haynes did it now. 

"Take harge of everything, outh
worth !" he snapped. " I 'm called away 
-emergency. Kinnison found Boskone 
-got away-hurt-I 'm going after him 
in the Dauntless. Taking the new flo
tilla '1'ith me. Time indefinite-proba
bly a few weeks." 

He strode toward the communicator · 

desk. The Dauntless was, as always, 
completely serviced and ready for any 
emergency. Where was that fleet of 
her sister ships, on its shakedown cruise ? 
He'd shake them down ! They had with 
them the new hospital ship, too-the 
only Red Cross hip in space that could 
leg it, par ec for parsec, with the Datmt
less. 

"Get me Navigations. . . . Figure 
b st point of rendezvous [or the. Daunt
less and Flotilla ZKD, both at full blast, 
en route to Lundmark's Nebula. Fif
teen minutes departure. Figure approxi
mate time of meeting with speedster, 
also at full bla t. leaving that nebula 
hour nine fdt1rteen today. Correction ! 
Cancel speedster meeting ; we can 
compute that more accurtely later. Ad
vise adjutant. Vice Admiral South
worth will send order, through chan
nels. Get me Ba e Hospital. 
Lacy, please. . . . Kinnison's hurt, 
sawbones, bad. I 'm going out after 
him. Coming along ?" 

"Yes. How about-" 
"On the green. Flotilla ZKD, includ

ing your new two-hundred-million
credit hospital. is going along. Slip 

hvelve, Dauutless, eleven and nne half 
minutes from now. H ipe !" And the 
surgeon general "hiped." 

-

Two minutes before the scheduled 
take-ofT Base avigations called the 
chief navigating officer of the Darmtless. 

"Course to rendezvous with Flo
tilla ZKD latitude three fifty-four dash 
thirty longitude nineteen dash forty-two 
t ime approximately twelve dash seven 
dash twenty-six place one dash three 
dash ·oh outside arbitrary galactic rim 
check and repeat, ' rattled from the 
speaker without pause or punctuation. 
Nevertheles , the . chief navigator got it ,  
recorded it ,  checked and repeated it. 

' 'Figures only approximations because 
of lack of exact data on variations in 
density of medium and on distance nec
essarily lost in detouring tars," the 
speaker chattered on. "Suggest in
structing your second navigator to com
municate with navigating officers Flo
tilla ZKD at time t\\'elve dash oh dash 
oh to correct courses to compensate un
avoidably erroneous assamptions m 
computation Base Tavigations off." 

" I 'll say he's off-'way off !"  growled 
the second. "What does he think I 
am-a complete nitwit ? Pretty oon 
he'll be telling me that two plus two 
equals four point oh." 

THE fifteen-second warning bell 
sounded. Every man came to the ready 
at his post, and precisely upon the des
ignated second the superdreadnought 
blasted off. For six miles she rose inert 
upon her under jets, sirens and flaring 
lights clearing her way. Then she went 
free, her needle prow slanted sharply 
upward, her full battery of main driv
ing projectors burst into action, and to 
all intents and purposes she vanished. 

The Earth fell away from her at an 
incredible rate, dwindling away into in
visibility in less than a minute. In two 
minutes the Sun itself was merely a 
bright star, jn five i t  had merged in
dist inguishably into the sharply defined, 
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l>ri l i iantly white belt of the Milky Way. 
Hour after hour, day after day, the 

Dauntless hurtled through space, swing
ing almost imperceptibly this way and 
that to avoid the dense ether in the 
neighborhood of suns through which 
the designated course would have led ; 
but never leavitw far or for long the 
direct line, almost exactly in the equa
torial plane of the Galaxy, between Tel
Ius and the place of meeting. Behind 
her the l\I ilky Way clotted, condensed, 
gathered i tself together ; before her and 
around her the stars began rapidly . to 
thin out. Finally there were no more 
stars in front of her. She had reached 
the "arbitrary rim" of the Galaxy, and 
the second navigator plugged into Com
munications. 

" Please get me Flotilla ZDK, Flagship 
Navigat ions,' '  he requested ; and, as a 
clean-cut young face appeared upon his 
plate : "Hi ,  Harvey, old spacehound ! 
Fancy meeting you out here ! I t's a 
sn)all Universe, ain't it ? Say, did that 
crumb back there at Base tell you, too, 
to be sure and start checking course be
fore you overran the rendezvous ? I f  he 
was singling me out to make that pass 
at, I 'm going to take steps, and not 
through channels, either." 

"Yeah, he told me the same. I thought 
it was funny, too-an oiler's boy would 
know enough to do that without being 
told. \Ve figured maybe he was j i t
tery on account of us meeting the ad
mir:ll or something. \Vhat's burned out 
all the jets, Paul, to get the big brass 
hats 'way out here and all dithered up, 
and to pull tts offa the cruise this way ? 
Must be a hell of an important f l it ! 
You're computing the Old l\lan him
self ; you oughta know something. 
\Vhat's all this about a speedster that 
we're going to escort ? Spill it-give us 
the elope ! "  

' ' I  don't know a thing, Harvey, hon
est, any more than you do. They didn't 
put out a word. \\'ell, we'd better be 
getting onto the course-'to compensate 

unavoidably erroneous assumption� in 
computation . '  " he mimicked caustically. 
"What do you read on my lambda ? 
Fourteen-three-oh point six-decre
ment-'' 

The conversation became a technical 
jargon ; because of which, however, the 
courses of the flying spaceships changed 
subtly. The flotilla swung around, 
through a small arc of a circle o[ pro
digious radius . clecrea ing by a tenth its 
driving force. Up to it the Da1mtless 
crept ; through it and into the van. Then 
again in cone formation, but wjth fifty
five units in tead of fifty-four, the flo
ti lla screamed forward at maximum 
blast. 

\V ell before the calculated time of 
meeting the speedster a Velantian Lens
man who knew \Vorsel well put him
self en rapport with him and sent a 
thought out far ahead of the flying 
squadron. It found its goal-Lensmen 
of that race, as has been brought out, 
have always been extraordinarily capahle 
communicators-and once more the 
course was altered slightly. I n  due time 
y.,r orsel reported that he could detect 
the fleet, and shortly thereafter : 

"\Vorsel says to cut your drive to 
zero," the Velantian transmitted. "He's 
coming up. He's close. He's going to 
go inert and start driving. \Ve're to 
stay free until we see what his intrinsic 
velocity is. \Vatch for his flare." 

I t  was a weird sensation. this of 
knowicg th:1t a speedster-quite a siz
able chunk of boat, really-was almost 
in their midst, and yet having all their 
instruments, even the electros, register 
empty space. 

There it was ! The flare of the driv
ing blast, a bri ll iag_t streamer of fierce 
white light, sprang into being and drifted 
rapidly away to one side of their course. 
\Vhen it had attained a safe distance : 

"All ships of the flotilla except the 
Dauntless go inert," Haynes directed. 
Then, to his own pilot, " Back �" off .a 
bit, Henderson, and do the same," and 
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the new flagship al ·o went inert. 
" l l ow can I get onto the Pasteur the 

quickest, l laynes ?" Lacy demanded. 
" Take a gig, ' ' the admiral grunted. 

" � trapped down, you can u e as much 
accel ·ration a you l ike. Three G's is 
all we can use without warning and 
preparat ion. "  

T H ERE FOLLO\\ E D  a curious and fa -
cinat ing spectacle. for the ho ·pi tal ship 
had an int rinsic yefocity entirely differ
ent from that of either K inni on'· speed
ster or Lacy's powerful gig." The Pas
teur, gra\·ity pads cut to zero, was 
braking down by means of her under jets 
at a conservative one poin t  four gravi
t.ies, since ho::,pital ships were not al
lowed to usc the brutal inert accelera
t ions employed as a matter of course by 
ships of war. 

The gig was on her · brakes at five 
grm·itie · ,  a l l  that Lacy wanted t o  take 
-hut the speed ·ter ! Worse! had put 
his patit'nt into a pre ure pack and had 
hung him on suspension , and "·as "bal
ancing her clown on her tai l ' '  at every
thing he could stand-a full eleven gravi
ties ! 

But cYcn at that. the gig first matched 
the yeJocity of the hospital hip. The 
intrinsic · of those two were at least eli 
the same order of magnitude, ince both 
had come from the same galaxy. There
fore, Lacy boarded the Reel Cross ves
sel and was escorted to the office of 
t he chief nurse while \Vorsel was t i l l  
blasting at eleven 9' -fifty thousand 
miles distant then and getting farther 
<m·ay by the second-to kill the speed
ster's Lunkmarkian int rinsic velocity. 
Nor could the tractors of the warships 
be of any assistance-the speedster' own 
ricious jets were fully capable of sup
plying more acceleration than even un
human \Vorsel could endure ! 

" H ow 'do you do. Dr. Lacy ? Every
thing is ready.' '  Clarrissa !\1 acDougall 
met him, hand outstretched. l ler saucy 

'"hite cap was \Yorn as jerkily cocked 
as eYer ; perhaps even more ,;o. now that 
i t  was emblazon d with the cross- ·ur
mounted wedge which is the in ignia o( 
sector chief nurse. ll er flaming hair 
was as gorgeous, her smile \\·as as ra
diant, her bearing as con fidently-Kin
nison has aid of her more than once 
that she is  the only person he ha eYer 
kn0\n1 \Yho can strut :itting clO\m !
as calmly poised. ' ' I 'm Yery <Y}acl to 

ee you , doctor. I t 's been quite a 
while-" l i er Yoice died a\Yay. for the 
man was looking at her with an ex
pression defying analy ·is.  

For Lacy was thunden;truck. I£  he 
had ever known it-and he must have 
-he had forgotten completely that ;. r ac
Dougall had this ship. This was awful 
-terrible ! 

" Oh. yes . . . yes, of cour ·e. How 
do yuu do ? :Ji ighty glad to ee you 
again.  H ow's e\·erything going ?'' lie 
pumped her hand vigorously, thinking 
frantically the 'vhile what he \Yould
what he co-uld- ay next. ' 'Oh, by the 
\Yay, \rho is to be. i n  charge of the op
eratin<Y room ?'' 

" \\'hy, I am, of course," she replied 
in  surprise. ' ' \Vho else would be ?''  

" AIIj'Oilc else," he wanted to ay, but 
did not-then. ' ' W hy,  that i n 't at al l  
nece- ary. I would suggest-" 

" You'll ugge t nothing of the kind ! ' '  
he stared at him intently ; then,  as she 

realized what hi. expression really meant 
-she had never before een such a look 
of pitying anguish upon hi · usually 
sternly professional face-her own 
turned white and both hands flew to 
her throat. 

" 1Tot Kim, Lacy !"  she gasped. Gone 
now was everything of poi ·e, of in-
ouciance, which had so characterized 

her a moment before. he who had 
worked unflinchingly upon al l orts of 
dismembered. fragmentary, maimed and 
mangled men was now a pleading, 
stri ken, de perately frightened girl.  
" Not Kim-plea e !  Oh, merciful God, 
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don't let it be my Kim !" 
"You can't be there, Mac." He did 

not need to tell her. She knew ; he 
knew that she knew. "Somebody else 
--<Inybody else." 

"No !" came the hot negative, al
though the blood drained completely 
from the chief nurse's face, leaving it 
as white as the immaculate uniform she 
wore. Her eyes were black, burning 
holes. "It  my job, Lacy, in more ways 
than one. Do you think that I would 
ever let anyone else work on him ?" she 
finished passionately. 

"You'll have to," he declared. " I  
didn't want to  tell you this, but he's a 
ghastly mess. Altogether too much so 
for any woman, to say nothing of one 
who loves him." This, from a surgeon 
of Lacy's long and wide experience, was 
an unthinkable statement. N everthe
less : 

"All the more reason why I 've got to 
do it. o matter what shape he's in, 
I 'll let no one else work on my Kim." 

"I  say no. That's an order-officiat !" 
"Damn such orders !" she flamed. 

"There's nothing back of it-you know 
that as well as I do !" 

"See here, young woman-" 
"Do you think that you can get away 

with ordering me not to perform the 
very duties I have taken an oath to do?" 
she stormed. "And even if  i t  were not 
my job, I 'd come in and work on him 
if  I had to get a torch and cut the ship 
apart, plate by plate, to do i t ! The only 
way you can keep me out of that op
erating room, Lacy, is to have about 
ten of your men put me into a strait 
jacket-and if y"ou do that I 'l l  have you 
kicked out of the service bodily. You 
know that I could and that I would !" 

"QX, MacDougall, you win." She had 
him there. This girl could and would 
do exactly that. ' ' But if you faint, I 
swear that I 'll make you wish-" 

"You know me better than that, doc
tor." She was cold now as a woman 
of marble. "If he dies. I ' l l  die, too, · 

right then. But if he lives, I 'll stand 
by as long as I can do a single thing, 
however small, to help." 

"You would, at that," the surgeon ad
mitted. "Probably you would be able 
to hold together better than anyone else 
could. But there'll be after-effects in  
your case, you know." 

"I know." Her voice was bleak. "I 'll 
l ive through them-if Kim lives." She 
became all nurse in the course of a 
breath. White, cold, inhuman ; strung 
to highest tension and yet placidly calm, 
as · only a truly loving woman in life's 
great crises can be. "You have had re
ports on him, doctor. \Vhat is your pro
visional diagnosis ?" 

"Something like elephantiasis, only 
worse, affecting both arms and both 
legs. Drastic amputations indicated. 
Eye sockets require attention. Various 
multiple and compound fractures. Punc
tured and incised wounds. Traumatism, 
ecchymosis, extensive extravasations, 
cedema. Profound systemic shock, of 
course. The prognosis, however, seems 
to be distinctly favorable, as far as we 
can tell." 

"Oh, I 'm glad of that !" she breathed, 
the woman for a moment showing 
through the armor of the nurse. She 
had not dared even to think of prog
nosis. Then she had a thought. "Is 
that really true, or are you just giving 
me a shot in the ann ?" he demanded. 

"The truth-strictly," he assured her. 
"Worse! has an excellent sense of per
ception, and he has reported fully and 
clearly. Kinnison's mind, brain, and 
spine are not affected in any way, and 
we should be able to save his life. That 
is the one good feature of the whole 
thing." 

THE SPEEDSTER finally matched the 
velocity of the hospital ship. She went 
free, flashed up to the Pastettr, inerted, 
and maneuvered briefly. The larger ves
sel engulfed the smaller. The Gray 
Lensman was carried into the operating 
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room. The am.esthetlst approached the 
table and Lacy wa stunned at a thought 
from Kinni on. 

" Ne\'er mind the an:isthetic, Dr. 
L acy. You can't make me unconscious 
without kill ing me. Go ahead with your 
work. I ' l l  hold a nerve block while 
you're doing what has to be done. I 
can do it perfectly-I've had lots of 
practice." 

"B t ' .... , ,  La u we can t, man . cy ex-
claimed. "You've got to be under a 
general for this job-we can't have you 
conscious. You're raving. I th ink. I t  
will work. surely ; it always has. Let 
us try it ,  anyway, won't you ?'' 

"Sure. I t'll saye me the trbuble of 
holding the block, even though it won't 
do anything else. Go ahead." 

The attendant physician did so, with 
the same cool skill and to the same end 
point as in thousands of similar and 
successful undertakings. At its con
clusion : "Gone now, aren 't you, Kin
nison ?" Lacy asked, through his Lens. 

" No." came the surprising reply. 
" Physically. it worked. I can 't feel a 
th ing and I can't move a muscle, but 
mentally T am as wide awake as I ever 
was." 

" But you shouldn't be ! ' '  Lacy pro
tested. " Perhap� you were right, at 
that-we can't gi,·e you much more with
out danger of collapse. But you've go-t 
to be uncon ciou ! I sn't  there some 
way in which you can be made o ?'' 

"Ye , there i . But why do I have 
to be unconscious ?" Kinnison asked 
curiously. 

"To avoid mental shock-seriously 
damaging," the surgeon explained. " In  
your case particularly the mental aspect 
is much graver than the purely physical 
one." 

" Maybe you're right but you can't do 
it with drugs. Call Worse! ; he has done 
it before. He had me unconscious most 
of the way over here, except when he 
nad to give me a drink or something to 
cat. He's the only man this side of 

Arisia who can operate on my mind." 
vVorsel came. " leep, my friend," 

he commanded. gently but firmly. 
"Sleep profoundly, body and mind, with 
no physical or mental sensations, no con
sciousness. no percept ion even of the 
passage of time. Sleep unt il someone 
having authority to do so bids yoLt 
awaken ."  

And Kinni on slept ; so  deeply that 
even Lacy's probing Len could elicit 
no response. 

"He will slay that way ?'' the surgeon 
asked in awe. 

"Yes." 
"For how long ?" 
"Indefinitely. Until one of you doc

tors or nurses tells him to wake up, or 
until he dies for lack of food or water." 

"\Ve will see to it that he gets nour
ishment. He would make a much bet
ter recovery if we could keep him in 
that slate until his injuries are almost 
healed. \Voulcl that do him harm, think 
you ?'' 

"None whate\·er." 
Then the surgeons and the nurses 

went to work. Lacy wa · not guilty of 
exaggeration when he described Kinni
son a being a "ghastly mess." He was 
all of that. The job was long and hard. 
It was heartbreaking, eYen for those to 
whom Kinnison was merely another 
case, not a belo,·ed personality. What 
they had to do they did, and the white 
marble chieE nurse carried on througl1 
every . soul-wrenching second , through 
every shocking, searing motion of it. 
She did her part, stoically, unflinch
ingly, as efficiently as though the pa
t ient upon the table were a total stranger 
undergoing a simple appendectomy and 
not the one man in her entire univer e 
suffering radical d ismemberment. Nor 
did she faint-then. 

BACK in Base Hospital. then, t ime 
wore on until Lacy decided that the 
Lensman could be aroused from his 
trance. Clarrissa it was who woke him 
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up. She had fought for the privilege ; 
first  claiming it as a right and then 
threaten ing to commit mayhem upon the 
person of anyone else who dared even 
to think of doing it. 

"\IVake up, Kim, dear," she whis
p�red. "The worst of it is over now. 
You are gett ing wel l ."  

The Gray Lensman came to instantly, 
in full command of every faculty, know
ing C\'erything that had happened up to 
the instant of his hypnosis by Worse!. 
He sti fTened , ready to establish again 
the nerve block against the intolerable 
agony to which he had been subjected 
so long, hut there was no need. His  
body was, for the first t ime in untold 
reons, free from pain ; and he relaxed 
blissfully, reveling in the sheer comfort 
of it. 

"I 'm so glad that you're awake, Kim," 

the nurse went on. "I know that you 
can't talk to me-we can't unbandage 
your jaw unti l next week-and you can't 
think at me, either, because your new 
Lens hasn't come yet. But I can talk 
to you and you can l isten. Don't be 
d iscouraged, Kim. Don't let i t  get you 
down. I love you just as much as I 
ever did, and as soon as you can talk 
we're going to get married. I am going 
to take care of you-" 

"Don't 'poor dear' me, iliac," he in
terrupted her w ith a vigorous thought. 
"You didn't say it, I know, but you 
were thinking it. I 'm not half as help
less as yon think I a.m. I can still com
municate, and I can see as well as I 
ever could, or better. An.cl if you think 
that I'm going to let you marry me to 
take care of me, you're crazy." 

"You're raving ! Delirious ! Stark, 
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staring mad !'' She started back, then 
controlled herself with an effort. 
":\Iaybe you can think at people without 
a Lens--of course you can. since you 
ju ·t did, at me-but you can 't ::;ee, Kim, 
possibly. Delieve me. l:ioy. I know that 
you can't. I was there-" 

" I  can, though," he in i.ted. ' ' I  got 
a lot of stuff on my second trip to 
.'\risia that I couldn't let anybody know 
about then, but I can now. I 've got as 
good a sense of perception as Tregonsee 
has-m3.ybe better. To .prove it. you 
look thin, worn-whittled down to a nub. 
You've been working too hard--on me." 

"Deduct ion , ' '  she scoffed. "You 
would know that I would." • 

"QX. How about those ro es over 
there on the table ? \ \'hite one , yellow 
ones. and red ones ? \Vith ferns ?" 

''You can smell them, perhaps"-du
biously. Then, with more assurance : 
' 'You would know that practically all 
the flowers known to botany would be 
here." 

"Well, I ' ll count 'em and point 'em 
out to you, then-or. better, how about 
that l ittle gold locket, with 'CM' en
graved on it ,  that you're wearing un
der your uniform ? I can't smell that, 
nor the picture in it-'' The man's 
thought faltered i!'l embarrassment .  
((My picture ! IZ:lono's whisker·s, Mac, 
where did you get that-and why ?" 

" It's a reduction that Admiral Haynes 
let me have made. I am wearing it be
cause I love you-I've said that be
fore." 

The girl' efltrancing smile was now 
in full evidence. he knew now that 
·he could ee, that he would never be 
the helpless 'hulk which she had so gall
ingly thought him doomed to become, 
and her spirits rose in ecstatic relief. 
-But he would 1U'1Hir take the initiative 
now. \Vell, then, she would ; and this 
was as good an opening as she ever 
would have with the stubborn brute. 
Therefore : 

"More than that, as I said before, I 

am going to ·marry you, whether you 
like it or not ." She blushed a heavenly 
-and cli !:icordant-magenta, but went 
on unfalteringly : "And not out of pity, 
either. l( im, or just to take care of you. 
It 's older than that-much older." 

."It  can't be done. �lac." His thought 
was a prote t to high Heaven at the in
justice of Fate. ' ' I ' ve thought it over 
out in space a thousand time ·-thought 
until I was black in the face-but I get 
the same result every t ime. I t 's just 
simply no soap. You are much too fine 
a woman-too splendid, too vital, too 
much of everything a woman should be 
-to be tied down for life to a thing 
that' half steel, rubber, and phenoline. 
It just simply is not on the wheel. that's 
all ."  

"You're full of pickle , K im." Gone 
was all her uncertainty and nervousness 
She was calm. poised ; glowing with a 
transcendent inward beauty. " I  didn't 
really how until this minute that you 
love me, too. but I do now. Don't you 
reaiize, you big, dumb. wonderful 
clunker. that as long as there's one sin
gle, little bit of a piece of you left alive 
I 'll love that piece more than I ever 
could any other man's entire being ?" 

"But I can't, I tell you ! ' '  He groaned 
the thought. " I  can't and I won't ! My 
job i n't  done yet, either, and the next 
t ime they'll probably get me. I can't 
let you wa te yourself, Mac, on a frac
t ion of a man for a fraction of a l i fe
time !"  

"QX, Gray Lensman."  Clarri sa  was 
serene, radiantly untroubled. She could 
make things come out right now ; every
thing was on the green. " \Ve'll put tlus 
back up on the shelf for a while. I 'm 
afraid that I have been terribly remiss 
in my duties as a nur e. Patients 
mustn't be excited or quarreled with, 
you know." 

"That's another thing. How come 
you, a sector chief, to be on ordinary 
room duty, and night duty at that ?" 

"Sector chiefs assign duties, don't 

\ 
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they ?" she retorted sunnily. " Now I 'l l  
give you a rub and change some of these 
dressings. "  

XXI I .  

"HI, Skeleton-gazer !" 
"Ho, Big Chief Feet-on-the-desk !" 
" I  see that your red-headed sector 

chief is still occupying all strategir sali
ents in force." Haynes had pau:-;d in 
the surgeon general's office on his way 
to another of his conferences with the 
Gray Lensman. "Can't you get rid of 
her or don't you want to ?" 

"Don't want to. Couldn 't, anyway, 
probably. The young vixen would tear 
down the hospital-she might even re
sign, marry him out of hand, and lug 
him off somewhere. You want him to 
recover, don't you ?" 

"Don't be any more of an idiot than 
you have to. What a question !"  

"Don't work up a temperature about 
MacDougall, then. As long as she's 
around him-and that's twenty-four 
hours a day-he'll get everything in the 
Universe that he can get any good 
out of." 

"That's so, too. This other thing's 
out o{ our hands now, anyway. Kinni
son can't hold his po ition long against 
her and himself both-overwhelmingly 
superior force. Just as well, too-civili
zation needs more like those two." 

"Check, but the affair isn't out of our 
hands yet, by any means. We've got 
quite a little more fine work lo do there, 
as you'll ee, before it's a really good 
job. But about Kinnison-" 

"Yes. When are you going to fit arms 
and legs on him ? He should be prac
t icing with them at this stage of the 
game, I should think-! was." 

"You should think-but, unfortu
nately, you don t, about anything except 
war," was the surgeon's dry rejoinder. 
"H you did, you would have paid more 
attention to what Phillips has been do
ing. He is making the final test today. 
Come along-your conference with Kin-

nison can wait half an hour." 
In the research laboratory which had 

been assigned to Phillips they found von 
Hohendorff with the Posenian. Haynes 
was surprised to see the old commandant 
of cadets, but Lacy quite evidently had 
known that he was to be there. 

" Phil lips," the surgeon general be
gan, "explain to Admiral Haynes, in  
nontechnical language, what you are 
doing." 

"The origina:l problem was to discover 
what hormone or other agent caused 
proliferation of neural ti  sue-" 

"Wait a minute ; I 'd better do it," 
Lacy broke in. "Anyway, you wouldn't 
do yourself justice. The first thing that 
Phill ips found out was that the prob
lem of repairing damaged nervous tissoe 
was inextricably involved with several 
other unknown thing , such as the origi
nal growth of such tissue, its relation
ship to growth in general, the regenera
tion of lost members in lower forms, 
and so on. You see, Haynes, it is a 
known fact that nerves do grow, or else 
they could not exi t ;  and in some lower 
forms of life they regenerate. Those 
facts were all he had, at first. In higher 
forms, even during the growth stage, 
regeneration does not occur spontane
ously. Phi l lips set out to find out why. 

"The thyroid controls growth, but 
does not initiate it ,  he learned. This 
fact seemed to indicate that there was 
an unknown hormone involved-that 
certain lower types possess an endocrine 
gland which is either atrophied or non
existent in higher types. I f  the latter, 
he was sunk. He reasoned, however, 
that, since higher types evolved from 
lower, the gland in question might very 
well exist in a vestigial stage. He stud
ied animals, thousands of them, from 
the germ upward. He exhausted the 
patience of the Posenian authorities ; and 
when they cut off his appropriation, on 
the ground that the thing was impossi
ble, he came here. We gave him carte 
blanche. 
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"The man is a miracle of perseverence, 
a keen observer, a shrewd reasoner, and 
a mechanic par excellence-a born re
bearcher. Therefore, in time he learned 
what it must be : to cut it short. the 
pineal body. Then he had to find the 
stimulant. Drugs. chemicals, and spec
trum of radiation ; singly and in combi
nation. Years of plugging, with just 
enough progress to keep him at it. Visit:; 
to other planets peopled by races human 
to two places or more ; learning every
thing that had been done along the line 
of his problem. \\'hen you fellows 
moved l\ Iedon oyer here he visited it as 
a matter of routine, and there he hit the 
jackpot. \Vise himself is a surgeon , 
and the l\Iedonians have for centuries 
been haYing warfare and grief enough, 
steadily and in heroic doses, to develop 
the medical and surgical arts no end. 

"They knew how to stimulate the 
pineal-a combination of drugs and spe
ci fic radiation -but their method was 
dangerous. \Vith Phillips' fresh view
point, his wide. new knowledge. and his 
mechanical genius, they worked out a 
new and highly satisfactory technique. 
He was going to try it out on a pirate 
going into the lethal chamber, but von 
Hohendorff heard about it and insisted 
that it should he tried on him. Got up 
on hi Unattached Lensman's high 
hor e and won't come down. So here 
we are." 

"Hm-m-m-interesting !" The admi
ral had l istened attentively. "You're 
pretty sure that it will work, aren't you ?" 

"As sure as we tan be of anything 
that hasn't been tried. Ninety-percent 
probabil ity. say--certainly not over 
ninety-five." 

"Gooo enough odds."  Haynes turned 
to the commandant. " \Vhat do you 
mean, you old reprobate, by sneaking 
around behind my back and horning in 
on my reservation ? I rate Unattached, 
too, you know, and it's mine. You're 
out, von."  

" I  saw it first and I refuse to  relin
quish.'' Von Hohendorff was adamant. 

"You've got to.' ' Haynes insisted. 
" He isn't your cub any more ; he's my 
Lensman. "P.esidt·s. I'm a better te t 
than you are-I ' \'e got more parts to 
replace than you have." 

"Four or five make just as good a 
test a;; a dozen,' ' the commandant de
clared. 

"Gentlemen, th ink ! "  the Posenian 
pleaded. " Please con ider that the 
pineal is actually inside the brain. I t  
i s  true that I have not been able to dis
coYer any brain injury so far. but the 
process has not yet been applied to a 
reason ing brain and I can offer no as
surance whateYer that some obscure in
jury will not result ." 

"\1\'hat of it ?" and the two old Un
attached Lensmen resumed their bat
tic: hammer and tongs. Neither would 
yield a mil l imeter. 

"Operate on them both, then, since 
they are both above law or reason," 
Lacy finally ordered in exasperation . 
"There ought to be a law to reduce 
Gray Lensmen to the ranks when they 
begin to suffer from ossification of the 
intellect." 

"Starting with yourself, perhaps ?" the 
admiral shot back, not at all abashed. 

Haynes relented enough to let von 
HohendoriT go first, and both were given 
the necessary injections. The com
mandant was then strapped solidly into 
a chair ; his head was clamped so firmly 
that he could not move it in any direc
tion. 

The Posenian swung his needle rays 
into place ; two of them, diametrically 
opposed , each held rigidly upon microm
eterecl racks and each operated by two 
huge. double, rock-steady hands; The 
operator looked entirely aloof-being 
eyeless and practically headless, it is im· 
possible to tell from a Posenian's att i
tude or posture anything about the focal 
point of his attention-but the watchers 
knew that he was observing in micro-
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scopic detail �he t iny gland within the 
old Lensman 's skull .  

Then I laynes. "Is this all there is 
to  it ,  or do we come back for more ?" 
he asked, when he was released from 
his shackles. 

' 'That's all," Lacy answered. "One 
stimulation lasts for l ife, as far as we 
know. Rut i f  the treatment is  success
ful you'll come back-about day after 
tomorrow, I think-to go to bed here. 
Your spare equipment won't fit and 
your stumps may require surgical at
tention."  

Sure enough, Haynes did come back 
to the hospital, but not to go to bed. 
He was too busy. I nstead, he got a 
\\·heel chair, and in it he was taken back 
to his now-boiling office. And in a few 
more days he called Lacy in high ex
asperation. 

" Know what you've done ?" he cle
mandcd. '' Jot satisfied with taking my 
perfect ly good parts away from me, 
you\·e taken my teeth,  too. They don't 
lit-I can't cat a th ing ! And I 'm hun
gry as a wolf-! wa never so hungry 
before in all my l i fe ! I can 't live on 
'iOttp, man ; J 'ye got work to do. \Vhat 
are you going to do about it ?" 

"lfo-lw-han•!"  Lacy roared. "Serves 
you right-Yon I J ohendortr is taking it 
t'asy here ; sitting right on top of the 
world. Easy, now, sailor, don't rup
ture your aorta. I ' ll set'ld a nurse over 
with a soft-boiled egg and a poon. 
Tathing-at )'Oilr age- Han•-lw
haw !" 

But i t  \\'as no ordinary nurse who 
came, a few minutes later, to see the 
port admi ral ; it was the sector chief 
herself. She looked at him pityingly as 
she trundled him into his private office 
and shut the door, thereby establishing 
complete coverage. 

" I had no idea, Admiral Haynes, that 
you . . . that there-" She paused. 

"That I was so much o( a machine
shop rebuild ?"-complacently. "Except 
in the matter of eyes-which he doesn't 

need, anyway-our mutual friend K in- • 
nison has Yery little on me, my dear. 
I got so handy with the replacements 
that yery fe,v people knew how much 
of me was art ificial. But it's the-e teeth 
that are taking all the joy out of l ife. 
I 'm hungry, confound it ! ll ave you 
got anything really satisfying that I can 
cat ?" 

" I 'l l  say I haYe !'' She fed him ; then, 
bending OYer, she squeezed him t ight 
and kissed him emphatically. ' 'You and 
the commandant are j ust p�rfectly won
derful old darlings, and I lo,·e you all 
to pieces,' ' she declared. ' · I  think Lacy 
was simply poisonous to laugh at you 
the way he did. \\'hy. you t wo are the 
world's greatest heroes ! He knew per
fectly well all the time, the lug. that of 
course you'd be hungry ; that you'd have 
to eat twice as much as usual while your 
legs and th ings were growing. Don't 
worry, admiral , I 'l l  feed you until you 
bulge. I want you to hurry up w ith 
this, so that they'll do i t  to Kim." 

"Thanks, l\ fac," and as she wheeled 
him back into the main office he 
con idered her anew. A ravishing crea
ture, but sound. Rash, and a bit stub
born .  perhaps : impetuous and head
strong ; but clean , solid metal all the 
way through . She had what it takes 
-she qualified . She and Kinnison 
would make a mighty fine couple when 
the lad got some of that heroic damn 
nonsense knocked out of his head-but 
there was work to do. 

T H ERE was. The Galactic Council 
had considered thoroughly Kinn ison's 
reports ; its every member had conferred 
with him and with \Vorsel at letigth. 
Throughout the First Galaxy the Pa
trol was at work in all its prodigious 

, might ,  preparing to wipe out the men
ace to civil ization which was Bosf<one. 
First-line superclreadnot1ghts-no others 
would go upon that mission-were being 
built and armed, rebuilt and rearmed. 

\V ell it was that the Galactic Patrol 
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A t  the first faint touch of Kim's mind, the Eich 
reacted. Tentacles like steel whips lashed out to bind 
and hold him, to drag him into the frowning fortress-

had previously ama sed an almost in
exhau tible supply of wealth, for its "re
serves of expendiblc credit" were run
ning like water. · 

Weapons, supposedly of lrresi t ible 
power, were made even more powerful. 
Screens already "impenetrable" were 
stiffened into even greater stubbornnes . 
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Primary projectors were made to take 
even higher loads, for longer t imes. 
New and heavier Q-type helice w re 
de igned and built. Larger and more 
destruct i ve duodec bombs were hurled 
against already ruined, torn, and quiv
ering te t planets. Uninhabited worlds 

AST-9 

were being equipped with super-Ber
genholm and with driving projector . 
The negasphere, the most incredible 
menace to navigation which had ever 
exi ted in pace, wa being patrolled by 
a cordon of guard hips. 

And all this act ivi  y centered i n  one 
-vast bui lding and culminat d in one man 
-Port Admiral Hayne , Galactic coun-
cilor and chief of staff. And Hayn 
r,:ould not get enough to eat because he 
wa cutting a new set of teeth ! 

He cut them, all thirty-two of them. 
H is new limbs grew perfectly, even to 
the nails. Hair grew upon what had 
for year been a hinino- expanse of pate. 
But, much to Lacy' relief, it was old 
skin, not young, which covered the new 
l imb . I t  was white hair, not brown, 
that wa dull ing the glo iness of 
Haynes' bald old head. H i  bifocal , 
unchanged, were t i l l  nece sary if he 
were to see anything cl arly. near or far. 

' 'Our experimental a1 i mals aged and 
died normal ly," Lacy explain d gra
ciou ly, ' 'but I wa- beginn ing to won
der if we had rejuvenated you two, or 
perhaps endowed you with etett1al life. 
Glad to see that the new parts have the 
same physical age as .the rest of you
it would be mildly embarra sing to have 
to ki l l  t wo Gray Len 111 n to get riel of 
them." 

"You aren't even as funny as a rub
ber crutch ." Hayne grunted. "Wh n 
are you going to give young Kinui on 
the works ? Don't you real ize that we 
n d him ?" 

" Pretty soon now-just as soon as we 
give you and von your p ychological ex
amination ." 

" Bah ! That isn't neces ary-my 
brain's QX ! "  

' 'That's what you think, but what d o  
you know about brain ? Worsel will 
tell us what shape your mind-i f any
i s  in ." 

The Velant ian put both Haynes and 
von Hohendorff through a grueling ex
amination, findi!lg that their minds had 
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not been affected in  any way by the 
stimulants applied to their p\neal glands. 

Then and only' then did Phill ips op
erate upon Kinnison ; and in his case, 
too. the operation wa a complete suc
ces . A rm and legs and eye replaced 
themselve flawle sly. The scars of his 
terrible wounds di appeared . leaving no 
sign of ever having been. 

I [e wa a l ittle slower. however ; 
somewhat clumsy, and woefully weak. 
Therefore, instead of eli  charging him 
from the hospital as cured, which pro
cedure would have restored to hiin au
tomatically all the rights and privileges 
of an Unattached Lensman, the Council 
decided to transfer him to a physical
culture camp. A few week · there would 
restore to him entirely the strength, 

peed. and agility which had formerly 
been hi . and he would then be allowed 
to resume active duty. 

JusT BEFORE he left the ho pita!, Kin
n ison strolled with Clarris a out to a 
bench in the grounds. 

"-and you're making a perfect re
covery.''  the girl was saying. "You'll 
be exactly as you were before. But 
th ings bet ween us aren't j ust as they 
were. and they never can be again.  You 
know that. Kim. \Ve've got unfinished 
bu iness to t ransact-let's take it down 
off the shelf before you go. "  

" Better let i t  lay. Mac," and a l l  the 
newfound joy of exi tence went out of 
the man 's eyes. '' I ' m  whole. yes, but 
t hat angle was really the lea t impor
tant of all . You never yet have faced 
squarely the fact that my job i n 't done 
and that my chance of l iving through it 
is  j ust about one in ten. Even Phi l lips 
can't do anything about a corp e." 

" No, and I won't face it ,  either, unless 
and until I mu t." Her reply was t ran
quillity i tself. " Most of t he t rouble 
people worry about in advance never do 
materialize. And even if  I did, you 
ought to know that I . . . that any 
woman would rather . • . well, that 

• 

half a loaf is better than no bread. "  
"QX. I haven't ever mentioned the 

worst t hing. I didn't  want tcr-but i f  
you've got t o  have i t .  here it  i s , "  the 
man wrenched out. " Look at ,�hat I 
am. A barroom brawler. A rum-dum. 
A hard-boiled egg. A cold-blooded, 
ruthless murderer, even of my own 
men-" 

" rot that . I im,  ever, and you know 
it ."  she rebuked him. 

" \Vhat el e can you call it ?" he grated. 
"A killer be ide ; a reel-handed butcher 
if  there ever wa one-then. now, and 
fore,·er. I 've got to be. I can 'l get 
away from it.  Do you think that you, 
or any other decent woman. could stand 
it to J ive with me ? That you could feel 
rny arms around you. feel my gory paws 
touching you. without going sick at the 
stomach ?' '  

"Oh, so that's what 's really been grip
ing you all thi t ime ! ' '  Clarri sa was 
surpri eel and enti rely unshaken. " I  
don 't  have to think about that , K im
I know. I f  you were a murderer or 
had the kil ler i nstinct, that would he 
difl'erent.  but you aren't and you haven't. 
Yon are hard. of course. You have to 
be-but do you think that I would ever 
run a temperature over a ofty ? You 
brawl, yes-like the world's champion 
you are. Anybody you · ever ki l led 
needed killing. there's no question of 
that. You don't do tho e thing for 
fun ; and the fact that you can drive 
your elf to do the things that have to 
be done shows your true caliber. 

"1 r or have you ever thought of the 
obverse ; that you lean over backward 
in wielding that terrific power of yours. 
The Desplaines woman the countess
lot o{ other instances. I respect and 
honor you more than · any othel' man I 
have ever known. Any woman . who 
really knew you would-she 11mst ! And 
I /mow! Remember that wide-open 
two-way put me in your mind for an in
stant-long enough-that let me under
stand something of the horrible weight 
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you have to carry, something of the ter
rible power you must-for civil ization
leash or release, direct and control. I 
k1Unu--no words you may say now can 
add to or change that single, full-view 
understanding I got then. 

"Listen, K im. Read my mind, all of 
it. You will know me then, and under
stand me better than I can ever explain 
myself." 

"Have you got a picture of me doing 
that ?" he asked flatly. 

' 'No, you big, unreasonable clunker, 
I haven 't !" she flared, "and that's just 
what' dri ving me mad !" Then, voice 
dropping to a whisper, almost sobbing : 
"Cancel that, Kim-I didn't mean it. 
You wouldn't-you couldn 't, I suppose, 
and st ill be you, the man I love. But 
isn't there something-anything-that 
will make you understand what I really 
am ?" 

" I  know what you are." Kinnison's 
voice was uninflected, weary. "As I 
told you before-the Univer e's best. 
I t 's what I am that's clogging the jets. 
What I have been and what I have to 
keep on being. I simply don't rate up, 
and you'd better lay off me, Mac, while 
you can. There's a po�m by one of tbe 
ancienL-K ipling-the ' Ballad of Boh 
Da Thone'-that describes it exactly. 
You wouldn't know it-" 

" You just think that I wouldn't"
nodding brightly. "The only trouble is 
that you always think of the wrong 
verses. Part of it really is descriptive 
of you. You know, where all the sol
diers of the Black Tyrone thought so 
much of their captain ?" 

She recited : 

"And worshiped with fluency, fervor, and zeal 
The mud on the boot heels of Crook O'Neil. 

"That describes you exactly." 
"You're crazy for the lack of sense," 

he demurred. "I don't rate like that ." 
"Sure, you do," she assured him. 

"All the men think of you that way. 

And not onlv men. Women, too, darn 
'em--and th� very next t ime that I catch 
one of them at it I 'm going to kick her 
cursed teeth out, one by one !" 

KINNISON laughed, albeit a trifle 
sourly. "You're raving, Mac. Imagin
ing things. But to get bas:k to that 
poem, what I was referring to went like 
this-" 

"I know how it  goes. Listen : 

"But the captain had quitted the long
drawn strife 

And in far Simoorie had taken a wife ; 

"And she was a damsel of delicate mold, 
With hair like the sunshine and heart of 

gold. 

"And litt le she knew the arms t11at embraced 
Had cloven a man from the brow to the 

waist ; 

"And little she knew that the loving lips 
Had ordered a quivering life's eclipse, 

"And the eyes that l i t  at her lightest 
breath 

Had glared unawed in the Gates of Death. 

" ( For these be matters a man would hide, 
As a general thing, from an innocent 

bride. ) 

"That's what you, mean, isn't i t ?" 
she asked quietly. 

" Mac, you know a lot of things that 
you've got no bu iness knowing." In
stead of answering her question, he 
stared at her . peculat ively. ' 'My prees 
and brawls, Des a Desplaines and the 
Countess Avondrin, and now thi . 
Would you mind telling me how you 
get the stuff ?" 

" I 'm closer to you than you suspect, 
K im, and have been for a long time. 
Worse] calls it being 'en rapport,' I be
lieve. You don't need to think at me
in fact ,  you have to put up a conscious 
block to keep me out . So I know a lot 
that I shouldn't, but Lensmen aren't the 
only ones who don' t  talk. You have 
been thinking abot1t that poem a lot-
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it worried you-so I went to the l ibrary 
and looked it up. I memorized most 
of i t ."  

" Well,  to  get the t rue picture of  me 
you'll have to multiply that by a thou-

and. Also. don't forget that loose heads 
might be rolling onto your breakfast 
table almo t any morning in lead of only 
once." 

"So what ?" she countered evenly. 
" Do you think that I could sit for l ip
l ing's portrait of M rs. O'Nei l ? No
body ever called my mold delicate, and 
he would have aid of me : 

"With hair like a conflagration 
And a heart of solid brass ! 

"Captain 0' eil '  bride, as well as 
being innocent and ignorant. strikes me 
as having been a good deal of a sis y, 
sqmething of a weeping wil low. and no 
little of a shrinking violet . Tell me, 
Kim do you think that she would have 
made good as a ector chief nur e ?" 

" No.  but that 's neither here-" 
" I t  is. too," she interrupted. "You've 

got to consider what I did, and that it's 
no job for a girl with a weak tomach. 
Be ides. the Boh 's head took the fabled 
Mrs. o·.  eil by surprise. She didn 't 
know that her husband used to be in the 
whole ale mayhem-and-killing business. 
I do. 

· 

" And lastly. you big lug, do you think 
that I 'd be making uch barefaced passes 
at you-playing the brazen hussy this 
way-unle s I was very, very certai n  of 
the truth ?" 

" Huh ?" he demanded, bl ushing furi
ously. "I thought that you were run
ning a blazer on me before-you really 
do kuow, then, that-" He would not 
say it, even then . 

"Of course I know !" She nodded ; 
then, as the man spread his hands help
lessly, she abandoned her attempts to 
keep the conversation upon a light level. 

"I know, my clear ; there is nothing 
we can do about it yet."  Her voice was 

unsteady, her heart in every word. 
" You have to do your job. and I honor 
you for that, too ; even i[ it docs take 
you from me. It will  be easier for you, 
though, I think, and I know that it wilt 
be easier for me, to have us both know 
the truth. Whenever you are ready, 
Kim, I 'l l  be here--or somewhere-wait
ing. Clear ether, Gray Len man ! "  and, 
rising to her feet, she turned back to
ward the hospital. 

"Clear ether, Chris ! "  Unconsciously 
he used the pet name by which he had 
thought of her so much. He stared after 
her for a minute, hungrily. Then, 
squaring his shoulder , he trode away. 

A ND U PON far Jarnevon Eichmil,  the 
First of Boskone. was conferring with 
J alte via communicator. Long ince, the 
I alonian had delivered through devious 
channels the message of Boskone to . an 
imaginary director of Lensmen ; long 
since he had transmitted this cryptically 
direful reply : 

" Lensmar� Morgan l ives, and so does 
tar A tar." 
Jalte had not been able to report to 

his .chief any news concern ing the iate 
of that which the speedster bore, si nce 
spies no longer existed within the res
ervations of the Patrol. He had learned 
of no di covery that any Lensman had 
made. He could not venttu·e any hy
polhe is as to how this tar tar had 
heard of Jarnevon or had learned of its 
location in space. He was sure of only 
one thing, and that wa a grimly dis
turbing fact indeed. The Patrol was re
arming throughout the Galaxy, upon a 
scale theretofore unknown. Eichmil's 
thought was cold : 

"That means but one thing. A Lens
man i nvaded you and learned of us here 
-in no other wa:r could knowledge of 
Jarnevon have come to them." 

"Why me ?" J alte demanded. " I f  
there exists a mind o f  power sufficient 
to break my screens and tracelessly to 
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They wheeled Kim out of the speedster, grim Worsel's 
vast strength gentle to help him into the hospital ship. 
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i n vade Ill); mind,  what of yours ?" 
" I t i a thing proven by the butcome. "  

The Boskonian's statement was a calm 
ummation of fact. "The messenger 

sent again t you succeeded ; the one ent 
against us fai led . The Patrol intends 
and is preparing : certainly to wipe out 
our remai ning forces within the Tellur
rian Galaxy ; probably to attack yottr 
st ronghold ; eventually to invade our 
own galaxy. I t  i well-for that rea
son. in part. was the Lensman l\lorgan 
sent back a ·  he was sent." 

"Let them come ! ' '  snarled the Kalo
nian. " VI/e can and we will hold this 
planet forever against anything they can 
bring through space ! "  

'' I would not he too sure of that," 
cautioned the uperior. " I n fact, . i f
as I am beginn ing to regard as a proba
bil ity-the Patrol doe make a con
certed dri ve against any · igni ficant num
ber of our planetary organ izations, you 

hould abandon your base there and re
return to Kalonia. after disbanding and 

o preserving for future use a many as 
pos ible of the planetary unit . "  

" Future use ? I n  that case there will  
be no future." 

"There will he."  Eichmil replied. 
coldly v icious. " We arc trengthening 
t he defenses of J arnevon to withstand 
any concei \'able a ault. I f  t hey do not 
attack u here of their own free wil l ,  we 
shall compel them to do so. Then, after 
destroying their every mobile force. " 
·hall again take over their galaxy. Ann 
for that purpose are even 'no\Y in the 
build ing. I s  the matter entirely clear ?" 

" I t  is  clear. \Ve shall warn all our 
groups that uch orders may issue : and · 
we shall prepare to abandon this base i f  

uch a step should become desirable." 
So it  wa planned : neither Eichmil 

nor J alte even uspecting two startl ing 
t ruth : 

Fi rst. that when t he Patrol was ready 
i t  would strike hard and without warn
ing, and 

Second, that i t  would strike-not low 
but h igh ! 

X X I I I. 

K r  ' N  r soN played, worked, re ted, ate, 
and slept. He boxed, strenuously and 
v iciously. with master of the craft. He 
practiced with his DeLametcrs ..llnti l  ·he 
had regained his old-t i me st:>!ed and 
dead-center accuracy. He wam for 
hour at a t ime. he ran in cro s-country 
race . He lolled, pract ically naked. i n  
hot s u n  hine. And finally. when hi  
muscles were writhing and rippling a 
of yore beneath the bronzed sat in of his 
skin ,  Lacy answered his insistent de
mands by coming to see him. 

The Gray Lensman met the flier 
eagerly. but h i · face fell when he saw 
that the urgeon general wa,5 alone. 

" No. 1\1ac Dougall didn't come-she 
i n 't around any more," he explained 
guilefully. 

" H uh ?" came t he startled query. 
" How come ?" 

"Out in pace-out Borova way 
somewhere. \'\'hat do you care ? fter 
the way you acted you've got the crust 
of a rhinocero to think that-" 

" You're crazy. Lacy ! \Vhy, we . . .  
she- I t 's al l  fixed up." 

" Funny kind o[ fixing. Moping 
around Base, cryina her reel head -off. 
Finally. though. he decided that she 
had ome Scotch pride left. and I let 
her go aboard agai n. I f  she i n 't all 
clone with you, she ought to be." Thi , 
Lacy figured. would be good for what 
ai led the big saphead. " omc on, and 
l ' l l  see whether you· re fit to go back 
to work or not . · ·  

H e  was fit.  "Q./· , lad . fli t ! "  Lacy 
clischat·ged h i m  informally with a slap 
upon the back. "Get clres eel and I 'll 
take you back to Haynes-he's been 
_ napping at me l ike a turtle e\·er since 
you've been out here.' '  

At Prime Base, K innison was wel
comed enthusiastically by the admiral. 

" Feel tho e finger . K im !"  he ex -
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claimed. "Perfect ! Just like the origi-
nals !" 

" l ine, too. They do feel good." 
" I t's a pity that you got your new 

ones so quick. You'd appreciate 'em 
much more after a few years without 
'em. But to get down to business. The 
fleets have been taking off for a couple 
.of weeks-we're to join up as the line 
passes. If you haven't anything better 
to do, I 'd like to ·have you aboard the 
Z9AJ9Z." 

' ' I  don't know of any place I 'd rather 
be, ir-thanks." 

"QX. Thanks should be the other 
way. You can make yourself mighty 
useful between now and zero t ime." He 
eyed the young man speculatively. 

Haynes had a special job for him, 
K innison knew. As a Gray Lensman, 
he could not be given any military rank 
or post, and he could not conceive o[ the 
admiral of Grand Fleet wanting him 
around as an aid-de-camp. 

"Spill it, chief," he invited. " Not 
orders, of course-! understand that 
perfectly. Requests or . . . ah-hum 
. . . suggestiuns." 

"I 1.vill crown you with something yet, 
you whelp !" Haynes snorted, and Kin
ni on grinned. The e two were very 
do. c, in spite of their disparity in years ; 
and very much of a piece. ' 'As you get 
older you will realize that it is good 
tactics to tick pretty close to Gen Regs. 
Ye , I have got a job for you, and it's 
a na ty one. Nobody else has been able 
to handle it, not even two companies 
of Rigellians. Grand Fleet Operations." 

"Grand Fleet Operations!" Kinni on 
was agha t. " Holy . . .  Klono's . . . 
brazen . . . bowels !  What makes you 
think I 've got j ets enough to swing that 
load1 chief ?" 

"I haven't any idea whether you can 
or not. I know, however, that if you 
can't, nobody can ; and in spite of all 
the work we've done on the thing we'll 
have to operate as a mob, as we did be
fore. and not as a fleet. If so, I shud-

der to think of the results." 
"QX. If you ll send for Worse!, we'll 

try it a fling or two. I t 'd be a shaine to 
build a whole ship around an Opera
tions tank and then not be able to use 
it ; I 'll see what I can do. By the way, 
I haven't seen my head 11urse--Miss 
MacDougall, you !mow--any place 
lately. Have you ? I ought to tell her 
'thanks' or something-maybe send her 
a flower." 

"Nurse ? MacDougall ? Oh, yes, the 
redhead. Let me see--did hear some
thing about her the other day. Mar
ried ? o, that wasn't it. . . . She took 
a hospit�l ship somewhere. Alsakan
Vandemar-somewhere ; didn't pay any 
attention. She doesn't need thanks-()r 
flowers, either-she's getting paid for 
her work Much more important, don't 
you think, to get Operations straight
ened out ?" 

" Undoubtedly, sir," K innison replied 
stiffly, and as he went out Lacy came in. 

The two old conspirators greeted each 
other with knowing grins. Was K in
nison taking it big ! He was falling, 
l ike ten thousand bricks clown a well. 

" Do him good to undermine his po
sition a bit. Too cocky altogether. But 
how they suffer !"  

"Check !" 

K I N N ISON rode toward the flagship 
in a mood which even he could not have 
described. H e  had expected to see her, 
as a matter of course-he wanted to see 
her-confound it, he had to see her ! 
vVhy did she have to do a flit now, of 
all  the times on the calendar ? She knew 
that the fleet was shoving off, and that 
he'd have to go along-and nobody knew 
where she was. When he got back he'd 
find her if he had to chase her all over 
the Galaxy. He'd put an end to this. 
Duty was duty, of course-but Chris 
was C H R I S-and half a loaf was bet
ter than no bread ! 

He  jerked back to r�ality as he en· 



138 ASTOUND I NG SCIENCE-FI CTION 

tered the gigantic teardrop which was 
technically the Z9M9Z, ocially the Di
rectrix, and ordinarily GFHQ. She had 
been designed and built specifically to 
be Grand I•leet Headquarters, and noth
ing else. She bore no offensive arma
ment ; but si nce she had to protect the 
presiding geniuses of combat, she had 
every possible defense. 

Port Admiral Haynes had learned a 
bitter lesson during the expedition to 
Helmuth's ba e. Long before that rela
t ively small Grand Fleet got there he was 
sick to the core, realizing that fifty thou
sand vessels simply could not be con
t rolled or maneuvered as a group. ' If 
that base had been capable of an offen
sive, or even of a real defensive, or i f  
Boskone could have put  their fleets into 
that star cluster in  time, the Patrol 
would have been defeated ignominiously ; 
and Haynes, wise old tactician that he 
was. knew it  only too well. 

Therefore, immediately after the re
turn from that "triumphant" venture, 
he gave orders to design and to build, 
at whatever cost, a flag hip capable of 
directing efficiently a mi llion combat 
units. 

The "tank"-the three-dimensional 
galactic chart which is a necessary part 
of every pilot room-had grown and 
grown as it  became evident that it  must 
be the prime agency in Grand Fleet Op
erations. Finally, in this last rebuild
ing, the tank was seven hundred feet in 
diameter and eighty feet thick in the 
middle--over seventeen million cubic 
feet 'o£ space in which more than two 
million tiny lights crawled hither and 
thither in hopeless confusion. For, after 
the technicians and designers had put 
that tank into actual service, they had 
discovered that it  was usele s. No avail
able tnind had been able either to per
ceive any situation as a whole, or to 
identify with certainty any light or 
group of light needing correction. And 
as for linking up any particular light 
w ith its individual, blanket-proof com-

municator in t ime to tssue orders in 
space combat-

Kinnison looked at the tank, then 
around 

-
the full circle of the million-plug 

board encircling it. He observed the 
horde of operators, each one trying fran
tically to do something. Next he shut 
his eyes, the better to perceive every
thing at once, and tudied the problem 
for an hour. 

" Attention, everybody !" he thought 
then. "Open all circuits--do nothing 
at all for a while." He then called 
Haynes. 

"I think that we can clean up this 
mes if  you'll send over ome Simplex 
analyzer and the crew of technicians. 
Helmuth had a sweet et-up on multi
plex controls, and Jalte had some idea 
that we can adapt to fit this tank. I f  
we add them all together. we may have 
something." 

A ND by the time Wor el arrived, they 
did. 

' 'Red lights are fleets already in mo
tion," Kinnison explained rapidly to the 
Velantian. "Greens are fleets still at 
thei r bases. Ambers are the planets 
the greens took off from-connected, 
you see, by Ryerson string-lights. The 
white star is us, the Directrix. Th�t 
violet cross 'way over there is Jalte1s 
planet, our first objective. The pink 
comets are our free planet , their tail;> 
showing their intrin ic velocities. Be
ing so slow, they had to start long ago. 
The purple circle is the nega phere. It'·s 
on its way, too. You take that side, I 'll 
take this. They were supposed to tart 
from the edge of the twelfth ector. The 
idea was to make it  a smooth, bowl
shaped sweep across the Galaxy, con
verging upon the objective; but each 
of the fleet commanders apparently 
wants to run this war to suit him elf. 
Look at that guy there-he's beating 
the gun by nine thousand parsecs. 
Watch me pin h is ears back !" 
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Some ships, attacked on every hand, watched meters climb, 
strain against stopping-and saw huge converters, hope

lessly overloaded, vanish in gouts of atomic flame. 

board. An operator flicked a switch. 
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He pointed his Simplex at the red 
l ight which had so offendingly sprung 
into being. There was a whirring click 
and the numb r 449276 flashed above a 

"Grand Fleet Operation !" Kinnison 
snapped. "Why are you taking off 
without orders ?" 
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"Why, I • • .  I 'll give you the vice 
admiral .  si r-" 

"No t i me ! Tell your vice admiral 
that one more such break will put him 
in i rons. Land at once ! G FO-off !" 

' 'With around a million fleets to han-
dle. we can't spend much time n any
one," he thought at Worse!. "but after 
we get them lined up and get our R igel
lian broken in. it won't be o bad."  

The breaking i n  did not take long ; 
definite and meaningful order flew 
fa ter and faster along the tiny. but steel
hard beams of the communicators. 

" Take off . . . .  I ncrea c drive four 

* 
* UHRISTMAS � "  

point five. . . . Decrease drive two 
point seven. . . . Change cour e to-" 
and so it went.  hour after hour and day 
after clay. 

And with the pa age of t ime came 
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order out of chaos. The reel light& 
formed a gigantically weeping. curving 
wall .  its almo t imperceptible crawl rep
resenting an actual velocity of almost 
one hundred par ecs an hour. Behind 

• that wall blazed a ea of amb er, threaded 
throughout with the brill iant filaments 
\l'hich were the Ryer on lights. Ahead 
of it lay a parkl i�g. almost solid blaze 
of green. Clo er and closer the wall 
crept toward the bright white tar. 

And i n  the " reducer"-the stanclaq:l, 
ten-foot tank in the lower well-the en
t ire spectacle was reproduced in minia
t me. It was plainer there, clearer and 
mnch more readily seen ; but it  wa o 
crowded that detail were inclistingui h
able. 

Haynes stood be ide Knini on's pad
ded chair one day. staring up into .the 
immense len and shaking hi head. He 
went clown t he flight of stairs to the 
reducer, studied that, and again shock 
his head. 

"Thi is very pretty, but it  doesn't 
mean a t hing," he thought at K innison. 
" I t  begins to look as though I 'm going 
along j ust for the ride. ou-or you 
and \Vorsel-will  have to do the fight
ing, too, I 'm afraid." 

" Uh-huh," K i nnison demurred. 
City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . " \\'hat do we-or anyone else-know 
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about tactics, compared to you ? You've 
got to be the brains. That's why we had 
the boys rig up the original working 
model there, for a reducer. On that you 
can watch and figure out the gross de
velopments and tell us in general terms 
what to do. Knowing that, we wil l  
know who ought to do what, from the 
big tank here, and we will pass your 

. orders along." 
"Say, that will work, at that' !" and 

Haynes brightened visibly. "Looks as 
though a couple of those reds are go
ing to knock our star out of the tank, 
doesn't it ?" 

" I t ' ll be close in that reducer. They'll 
probably touch. Close enough in real 
space-less than three parsecs." 

The zero hour came and the Tellurian 
armada of eighty-one sleek destroyers 
-eighty superdreadnoughts and the Di
rectri.r-spurned Earth and took its 
place in that hurtling wall of crimson. 
Solar system after solar system was 
passed ; fleet after fleet leaped into the 
ether and fitted itself into the smoothly 
geometrical pattern which GFO was 
nursing along so carefully. 

Through the Galaxy the formation 
swept, and out of it, toward a star clus
ter. It slowed its mad pace ; the cen
ter hanging back, the edges advancing 
and folding in. 

"Surround the cluster and close in," 
the admiral directed ; and, under the 
guidance now of two hundred Rigellians, 
civilization's vast Grand Fleet closed 
smoothly in and went inert. Drivers 
flared white as they fought to match the 
intrinsic velocity of the cluster. 

" Vice admirals of all fleets, attention ! 
Using secondaries only, fire at will upon 
any enemy object coming within range. 
Engage outlying structures and such 
battle craft .as may appear. Keep. as
signed distance from planet and stiffen 
cosmic screens to maximum. Haynes 
--off !" 

From untold millions of projectors 
there raved out gigantic rods, knives, 

and needles of force, under the impact 
of which the defensivt> screens of J alte's 
guardian citadels flamed into terrible re
fulgence. Duodec bombs were hurled
tight-beam-directed mo

.
nsters of destruc

tion which, swinging around in huge 
circles to attain the highest possible 
measure of momentum, flung themselves 
against Boskone's defenses in Herculean 
attempts to smash them down. They 
exploded ; each as it burst fil l ing all 
nearby space with blindingly intense vio
let light and with flying scraps of metal. 
Q-type helices, driven with all the 
frightful kilowattage possible to Me
danian conductors and insulation, 
screwed in, biting, gouging, tearing in  
wild abandon. Shear planes, hellish 
knives of force beside which Tellurian 
lightning is pale and wan, struck and 
struck and struck again-fiendishly, 
crunchingly. 

But tho e grimly stolid fortresses 
could take it .  They had been repow
ered ; their defenses stiffened to such 
might as to defy, in the opinion of Bas
kane's experts, any projectors capable 
of being mounted upon mobile bases. 
And not only could they take it-those 
formidably armed and armored plan
etoids could d ish it out as well .  The 
screens of the Patrol ships flared high 
into the spectrum under the crushing 
force of sheer enemy power. Not a few 
of those defenses were battered down, 
clear to the wall shields, before the un
imaginable ferocity of the Boskonian 
projectors could be neutralized. 

A ND at this spectacularly frightful 
deep-space engagement Jalte, Boskone's 
galactic director, and through him Eich
mil, First of Boskone itself, stared in 
stunned surprise. 

"It  is insane !" Jalte gloated. "The 
fools judged our strength by that of 
Helmuth ; not considering that we, as 
well as they, would be both learning 
and doing during the i ntervening time. 
They have a myriad of ships, but mere 
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numbers will never conquer my out
posts, to say nothing of my works here." 

''They are not fools. I am not sure-" 
Eichmil cogitated. 

He would have been even less sure 
could he have l istened to a conversa
tion which was even t hen being held. 

"QX. Thorndyke ?" Kinn ison asked. 
"On the green,"  came instant reply. 

" Intrinsic, placement, releases-every
thing on the green !" 

"Cut !"  and the lone pu rple circle dis
appeared from tank and from reducer. 
The ma ter technician had cut his con
t rol and every pound of metal and other 
substance surrounding the negasphere 
had been absGrbed by that enigmatic 
volume of nothingness. To connection 
or contact with it was now pos ible ; and 
with its carefully established intrinsic 
velocily it  rushed engulfingly toward the 
doomed planet. One o{ the mastodonic 
fortresses which lay in its path vani hed 
utterly, with nothing save a burst of 
invisible cosmic to mark its passing. It  
approached it goal. I t  was almost upon 
the planet before any of the defenders 
perceived it ; and even then they could 
neither understand nor grasp it .  All  
detector and other warning devices re
mained static, btit : 

" Look ! 1 here ! Something's co m 
ing !" an observer j ittered, and J alte 
swung his plate. 

Jalte aw-nothing. Eichmil saw the 
same thing. There was nothing to see. 
A va t, intangible nothing-yet a noth
ing tangible enough to occult everything 
material in a full third of the cone of 
vision ! J alte' operators hurled into it  
their mightie t beams. Nothing hap
pened. They struck nothing and dis
appeared. They loosed their heavie t 
duodec torpedoes : gigantic missiles 
whose warheads contained enough of 
that frightfully violent detonate to dis
rupt a world. Nothing happened-not 
even an explo ion. Not even the faint
est flash of light. Shell and contents 
alike merely and, oh, so incredibly peace-

ful ,  ceased to exist. There were im
portant bursts of cosmics, but they were 
invisible and inaudible ; and neilher J alte 
nor any member of his crew were to l i ve 
long enough to realize how terribly they 
had already been burned. 

Gigantic pressors shoved against it ; 
beams of power ufficient to deflect a 
satellite ; beam who e projectors were 
braced, i n  steel-laced concrete down to 
bedrock, against any conceivable thru t. 
But this was negative, not positive, mat
ter-matter negative in every respect of 
mass, inertia, and force. To it a push 
wa a pull. Pressors to it were tractors 
-at contact they pulled them elves up 
off their massive foundations and hur� 
tied into the appalling blackness. 

THEN the negasphere struck. Or did 
it ? Can nothing trike anything ? I t  
would be better, perhaps, t o  say that the 
spherical hyperplane which was the 
three-dimensional cross-section of the 
negasJ?here began to occupy the same 
volume of space as that in which Jalte's 
unfortunate world already was. And at 
the surface of contact of the two the 
materials of both disappeared. The sub-

tance of the planet vani hed ; the incom
prehensible nothingness of the nega
sphere faded away into the ordinary 
vacuity of empty pace. 

J alte's base, all the three hundred 
square miles of i t ,  was taken at the first 
gulp. A va t pit opened where it had 
been, a hole which deepened and widened 
with horrifying rapidity. And as the 
yawning abyss enlarged itself the tuff 
o[ the planet fell into it, in  turn to van
ish. Mountains tumbled into it ,  ocean 
dumped them elve into i t .  The hot, 
{rightfully compressed and nascent ma
terial of the planet's core sought to erupt 
-but i nstead of moving, it, too, van
ished. Vast areas of the world's sur
face crust, tens of thousands of square 
mile in extent, collapsed into it,  plit
ting off along crevasses of appalling 
depth, and became nothing. The 
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st ricken globe shuddered, trembled, 
ground itself to bits in paroxy m after 
ghastly paroxysm of disint gration. 

What was happening ? Eichmil d i d  
n o t  know, since his  "eye" w a s  destroyed 
before any really ignificant develop
ments could eventuate. He and his sci
entists could only peculate and deduce 
-wJ1ich, with surprising accuracy, they 
did. The officers of the Patrol ships, 
however, knew what was going on, and 
they were scanning with intently nar
rowed eyes the in truments which were 
record ing instant by instant the per
formance of the new co mic uper
screens which were being assaulted so 
brutally. 

For, as has been said, the negasphere 
was composed of negative matter. I n- · 

tead of electr n , its building blocks 
wer po itron -the " Di rac holes" in an 
infinity of negative energy. Whenever 

the field of a positron encountered that 
of an electron, the two neutralized each 
other, giving rise to  two quanta of hard 
radiation. And, since those encounters 
were occurring at the rate of countless 
t ri l l ions per second, there was tearing 
at the Patrol 's defenses a flood of cos
mic rays of an intensity which no space
ship had ever before been called upon 
to with tand. But t[le new screens had 
been figured with a factor of safety of 
five, and t hey stood up. 

The planet dwindled with soul-shak
ing rapidity to a moon, to a moonlet, and 
finally to a discreetly conglot;1erate ag
gregation of meteorites before the mu
tual neutralization c ased. 

" Primaries now," Haynes ordered 
briskly, a the needle of the cosmic-ray
screen meters dropped back to t he point s  
o f  normal functioning. The probability 
was that t he defen e of the Bo konian 



• 

ASTOUND! 1G SCI ENCE-FICTI O N  

cita.dcls would now b e  automatic only, 
that no l i fe had endured through that 
awful flood of lethal radiation : but he 
was taking no chances. Out fla hed the 
penetrant uper rays and the fortresse , 
too. ceased to exist save as the impalpa
ble in fradust of pace. 

nd the mas ed Grand Fleet of the 
Galactic Patrol. remak ing it format ion, 
hurtled outward through the intergalac
t ic  void. 

X X I V  . 

"T n EY are not fool . I am not o 
ure-·· Eichmil had aid ; and when the 

last force ball ,  his last means of inter
galactic communication, went dead. the 
First of Boskone became very unsure 
indeed. The Patrol undoubtedly had 
so·mething new-he him ·elf had had 
glimpse of it-but what was it ? 

That Jalte' base was gone wa obvi
ous. That Boskone's hold upon the 
Tellurian Galaxy wa gone. followed a 
a corollary. That the Patrol was or 
would oon be w iping out Boskone's re
gional and planetary units was a logical 
inference. Star A Star. that accursed 
director of Lensmen. had-must have
succeeded in stealing J alte's record , to 
be willing to destroy out of hand the 
ba ·e which had hou ·ed them. 

Nor could Bo kone do anything to 
help the underlings, now that the long
awaited attack upon J arnevon it  elf was 
almost cetiainly coming. Let them come 
-Boskone wa ready. Or wa it
q uite ? Jalte's defense had been strong, 
hut they had not w i thstood that un
known weapon even for seconds. 

Eichmil called a joint meeting of Bos
kone and the cademy of Science. 
Coldly and preci ely he told them every
thing that he had seen. Di cussion fol
lowed. 

" egative matter beyond a doubt," a 
scientist summed up the consen us of 
opin ion. " I t  has long been urmi ed that 
in some other, perhaps hyperspatial uni
verse there must exist negative matter 

of mas suffi ient balanc the posi
t i ve material of the uni verse we know. 
It is  concei ,·able that by hyperspatial 
exploration and manipulations the Tel
lurians ha,·e disco,·cred that other uni
verse and have transt orted ome of its 
substance into ours. ' '  

' 'Can they manufacture it ?''  • ichmil 
demanded. 

"The probabi lity that such mat rial 
can be manufact ured is exceedingly 
small," wa the studied reply. " n en
t i rely new mathematic · would be neces
sary. I n  all probabi l ity they found 
it already exi "tent." 

" vVe must find i t  also. then, · and at 
once." 

" \Ve wil l  t ry. Bear in mind. how
.ever, that the field is large, and do not 
be optimistic of an early success. Note, 
also. that the substance is not nece ary 
-perhaps not even de irable-in a de-

. fen ive action ." 
" \Vhy not ?" 
" Because. by direct ing pre ors 

against uch a bomb. J alte actually 
pulled it  into his ba e. preci ely where 
t he enemy wished it to go. As a sur
prise attack, again ·t those ignorant of 
its true nature. . uch a weapon would 
be effecti ve indeed ; but against u i t  
w i l l  prove a boomerang. I I  that is 
needful i to mount t ractor heads upon 
pressor ba e , and thus drive the bomb 
back upon those who end them." It 
did not occur, even to the coldest sci
entist of them all, that that bomb had 
been of planetary mass. ot one of the 
Eich suspected that all that remained 
of the entire .world upon which J alte's 
base had tood was a handful of me
teorites. 

"Let them come, then." the Fir.t of 
Boskone announced grimly. ' 'Their de
pendence upon a new and supposedly 
unknown weapon explain. what would 
otherwi e be in a11e tactics. With that 
weapon i mpotent, they cannot possiuly 
win a long war waged so far from their 
bases. VI/ e can match them ship for 
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ship, and more ; and our supplies and 
munitions are close at hand. We will 
wear them down-blast them out-the 
Telurian Galaxy shall yet be ours !" 

ADM IRAL HAYNES spent almo t every 
waking hour etting up and knocking 
down tactical problems in the practice 
tank, and gradually his expression 
changed from one of strained anxiety to 
one of pleased satisfaction. He went 
over to his sealed-band transmitter, 
called all communications officers, and 
ordered : 

" Each vessel will direct its longest
range detector, at highest possible power, 
centrally upon the objective galaxy. 
The first observer to find enemy activity . 
will report it instantly to us here. We 
will send out a general C. B., at which 
every vessel will cease blasting at once, 
remaining motionless until further or
der�." He then called Kinnison. 

"Look here," he directed the atten
tion of the younger man into the 
reducer, which now repesenled inter
galactic space, with a portion of the Sec
ond Galaxy filling one edge. "I have 
a solution, but its practicability depends 
upon whether or not it calls for the im
possible from you, 'vVorsel, and your 
R igellians. You remarked at the start 
that I knew my tactic . I w ish that I 
knew more-or at least could be cer
tain that Boskone and I agree upon 
what constitutes good tactics. I {eel 
quite safe in assuming, however, that we 
shall meet their Grand Fleet well out
side th Galaxy-" 

"Why ?" asked the startled Kinnison. 
"If I were Eichmil, I 'd pull every ship 
I had in around Jarnevon and keep it 
there ; they can't force engagement with 
us !" 

· 

' ' Poor tactics. The very presence of 
their fleet out in space will force us to 
engage, and deci ively at that. From 
his viewpoint, if he defeats us there, 
that ends it. If he loses, that is only his 
first line of defense. His observers will 

have reported fully. He will have in .. 
valuable data upon which to work, and 
much time before even his outlying for
tresses can be threatened. 

"From our viewpoint, we cannot re
fuse battle if hi fleet is there. It would 
be uicidal for us to enter that Galaxy, 

1leaving intact outside it a fleet as pow
erful as that one is bound to be." 

"Why ? Harrying us from the rear 
might be bothersome, but I don't see 
how it could be disastrous." 

"Not that. They could, and would. 
attack Tellus." 

"Oh-I never thought of that. But 
couldn't they, anyway-two fleets ?" 

" No. He knows that Tellus is very 
strongly held, and that this is no ordi
nary fleet. He will have to concentrate 
everything he has up-on either one or 
the other-it i� almost inconceivable that 
he would divide his forces." 

"QX. I said that you're the brains 
of the outfit, and you are !"  

'�Thanks, lad. At the first sign of 
detection, we stop. They may be able 
to detect u , but I doubt i t ,  since we are 
lool<ing for them with special instru
ments. But that's immaterial. vVhat 
I want to know is, can you and your 
crew split the fleet, making two big, hol
low hemispheres o.f it ? Let this group 
of ambers represent the en�my. Since 
they know that we will have to carry 
the battle to them, they will probably 
be in fairly-do e formation. Set your 
two hemispheres-the reds-there anrl 
there. Close in, making a sphere, like 
this-englobing their whole fleet. Can 
you do it ?" 

Kinnison whistled through his teeth ; 
a long, low, unmelodious whistle. "Yes 
-but Klono's brazen claws, chief, sup
pose they catch you at it ?" 

"How can they ? If you were u ing 
detectors, instead of double-ended, t ight
beam binders, how many of our own ves
sels could you locate ?" 

"That's right, too--less than one per
cent of them. They couldn't tell that 

,. 
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they were being englobed until long 
after it wa done. They could, how
ever. globe up inside u -" 

"Yes-and that would give them the 
tactical advantage of position ," the ad
miral admitted. "We probably have, 
however, enough superiority in • firing 
power, if not in actual tonnage, to make 
up the difference. Also, we have speed 
enough, I think, so that we could retire 
in good order. But you are a uming 
that they can maneuver as rapidly and 
as surely a we can, a condition which 
I do not consider at all probable. I f, 
as I believe much more likely, they have 
no better Grand Fleet Operations than 
we had in Helmuth's star cluster-if 
they haven't the equivalent of you and 
VVorsel and this supertank here-then 
what ?" 

"In that case it 'd be ju  t too bad. 
Just l ike pu hing baby chicks into a 
pond." Kinnison aw the possibilities 
clearly enough after they had been ex
plained to him. 

"How long will it take you ?" 
"With W or el and both full crew of 

Rigellian I would gue s it at about 
ten hour -eight to compute and assign 
po ition and two to get there." 

"Fa t enough-fa ter than I would 
have thought possible. Oil up your cal
culating machines and Simplexes and 
get ready." 

IN DUE TI M E  the enemy fleet was de
tected and detection wa confirmed. The 
"Cea e Blasting" ignal was ent out. 
Civi lization's prodigious fleet stopped 
dead, hanging motionless in space with 
its neare t units at the tantalizing limit 
of detectabi lity from the warship await
ing them. For eight hour two hundred 
Rigellians stood at whirring calculators, 
each solving cour e-and-distance prob
lems at the rate of ten per minute. Two 
hours or le s of free flight, and Haynes 
rejoiced audibly in the perfection of the 
two red hemi phere shown in his re
ducer. The two immen e bowls flashed 

together, rim to rim. The sphere be
gan inexorably to contract. Each ship 
put out a red K6T creen as a combined 
battle flag and identification, and the 
greatest naval engagement of the age 
was qn. 

It soon became evident that the Bos
konians could not maneuver their forces 
efficiently. Their fleet was too hug , 
too unwieldy for their operation offi
cers to handle. Again t an equally un
controllable mob of battle craft it would 
have made a bowing, but again t the 
carefully planned, chronometer-timed at
tack of the Patrol individual action, how
ever courageou or however de perate, 
was useles . 

Each red-sheathed de troyer hurtled 
along a definite course at a definite force 
of drive for a definite length of time. 
Orders were strict ; no ship was to .be 
lured fi·om cour e, pace, or time. They 
could, however, fight en passant with 
their every weapon if occasion arose ; 
and occasion did ari e, ome thousand 
of times. The units of Grand Fleet 
fla heel inward, lashing out with their 
terrible primaries at everything in space 
not wearing the crimson robe of civili
zation. And whatever those beams 
truck did not need tt·iking again. 

The warship of Bo kone. fought back. 
Many of the Patrol's defen ive sere ns 
blazed hot enough almost to mask the 
scarlet beacons ; some of them went 
down. A few Pattol hip were en
globed by the concerted action of two 
or three ubfleet commanders more co
operative or more far ighted than the 
rest, and were bla ted out of existence 
by an overwhelming concentration of 
power. But even tho e ves els took tol l 
w ith their primarie as they went out ; 
few, indeed, were the Boskonia.n wh 
escaped through holes thu made. 

At a predetermined instant each 
dreadnought stopped, to find her elf one 
nut of an immen e, red-flaming hol low 
sphere of ships packed almost screen to 
screen. And upon signal every primary 



GRAY LENSMAN 147 

projector that could be brought to bear 
hurled bolt after bolt, as fast as the 
burned-out hell could be replaced, into 
the ragingly incandescent inferno which 
that sphere' interior in tantly became. 
For two hundred million discharges such 
as tho e wil l  convert even a very large 
volume of pace into omething utterly 
impossible to de cribe. 

The raving torrent of energy sub
sided and keen-eyed observers swept the 
scene of action. Nothing was there ex
cept jumbled and tumbling white-hot 
wreckage. few ''e sel had escaped 
during the closing in o{ the sphere, but 
none inside it had survi \'ed this climactic 
action-not one in five thousand of Bos
kone's ma eel fleet made its way back 

· to dark Jarnevon. 
" Maneuver fi fty-eight-hipe !" and 

Grand Fleet shot away. There was no 
waiting, no hesitation. Every course 
and time had been calculated and as
signed. 

Into the econd Galaxy the scarcely 
diminished armada of the Patrol hur
tled-to Jarnevon's olar system
around it. Once again the crimson 
sheathing of civil ization' messengers 
almo t di appeared in blinding corus
cance as the outlying fortresses un
lea heel their mighty weapons ; once 
again a few ship , subj ected to such 
concentrations of force as to overload 
their equipment, were lo t ;  but this con
flict, although savage in its intensity, 
was brief. N" othing mobile could en
dure for long the utterly hellish ener
gie of the primarie , and soon the ar
mored planetoids, too, cea ed to be. 

"Maneuver fifty-nine-hipe !" and 
Grand Fleet clo ed in upon somber Jar
nevon it elf. 

"Si xty ! "  It  rolled in space, forming 
an immen e cylinder ; thr doomed planet 
the midpoint of its axis. 

"Sixty-one ! "  Tractors and pressors 
leaped out, from ship to ship and from 
ship to l10re. The Patrol did not know 
whether or not the scientist of the Eich 
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could render their Qlanet inertialess, but 
now it  made no di flerence. Planet and 
fleet were for the time being one rigid 
system. 

"Sixty-two-blast !" nd against the 
world-girdling battlements of Jarnevon 
there flamed out in all their appalling 
might the dreadful beams against which 
the defensive web of battle hips and of 
mobile citadels alike had been so piti
fully inadequate. 

But the e which they were attacking 
now were not the limited installations of 
a mobile structure. The Eich had at � 
their command all the re ources of a 
galaxy. Their generators and conduc
tors could be of any desi red number and 
size. Hence Eichmil, in view of prior 
happening , had strengthened the de
fenses of his planet to a point which cer
tain of hi fellows derided a being be
yond the bound of sanity or re.ason. 

Now those unthinkably powerful 
screens were being te ted to the utmost. 
Bolt after bo1t of quasi-solid lightning 
struck against them, spitting mile-long 
sparks in  baffled fury as they raged to 
ground. Plain and incased in  Q-type 
helices they came ; biting, tearing, goug
ing. Often and often, under the thru t 
of half a dozen at once, local failures 
appeared ; but these were only mo
mentary, and not even the newly de
vised shells of the projector could stand 
the load long enough to penetrate ef
fectively Boskone' indescribably capa
ble defenses. Nor were the enemies' 
offensive weapons less capable. 

Rods, cones, planes, and shears of 
pure force bored, cut, stabbed, and 
slashed. Bombs and di rigible torpedoes 
charged to the skin with duodec sought 
out the red-cloaked ship . Beam , 
sheathed against atmosphere in Q-type 
helices, crashed again· t and through 
their armor-beams of an intensity al
most to rival. that of the Patrol's pri
mary weapons and of a hundred time 
their effective aperture. And not singly 
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did those beams come. Eight, ten, 
twelve at once they clung to and de
molished dreadnought after dreadnought 
of the Expeditionary Force. 

Eichmil was well content. "We can 
hold them and we are burning them 
down !" he gloated. " Let them loose 
their negative-matter bombs ! Get the 
analysis of those beams-build them ! 
They are burning out projectors, which 
means that they cannot keep this up 
indefinitely. They will have to retire, 
what . there are left of them, for more 
munitions ; and when they come back 
we will blast them out of space !" 

He was wrong. Grand Fleet did not 
stay -there long enough so that even the 
projectors of the Eich could destroy 
more than a few thou ands of ships. 
For even while the cylinder was form
ing, K innison was in rapid but careful 
con ultat ion with Thorndyke, checking 
intrin ic velocities, directions, and 
peeds. 

"QX, Verne-wt!" he yelled. 
Two planets, one well within each 

end of the combat cylinder, went inert 
at the word ; resuming instantaneously 
their diametrically opposed intrinsic ve
locities, each of some thirty miles per 
second. And it was these two very or
d inary, but utterly irresistible planets, 
instead of the negative-matter bombs 
with which the Eich were prepared to 
cope, which hurtled then along the axis 
of the immense tube of \varships to
ward Jarnevon. Whether or not the 
Eich could make their planet inertialess 
has never been found out . Free or ·in
ert, the end would have been the same. 

" Every Y 1 4M officer of every ship 
o[ the Patrol, attention !" Haynes or
dered. ' ' Don't get all tensed up. Take 
it easy ; there' lots of time. Any t ime 
within a second after I give the word 
will be p-1-e-n-t-y o-f t-i�m-e-cut !" 

The two worlds rushed together, 
doomed Jarnevon squarely between 
them. Haynes snapped out his order as 
the three were within hvo seconds of 

contact, and as he spol<e all the tractors 
and all the pressors were relea ed. The 
ships of the Patrol were already free
none had been inert since leaving J alte's 
ex-planet-and thus could not he 
harmed by flying debris. 

The planets touched. They coalesced, 
squishingly at fir t, the ncircling war
ships drifting lightly away before a cos
mically violent blast of superheated at
mosphere ; Jarnevon burst open, all the 
way around, and spattered ; bil l ions upon 
billions of tons o[ hot core-magma be
ing hurled afar in gouts and streamers. 
The two planets, crashing through what 
had been a world, met, crunched, crushed 
together in all the unimaginable mo
mentum of their masses and velocities. 
They subsided, crashingly. Not merely 
mountains, but entire halves of worlds 
d isrupted and fell, in such Gargantuan 
paroxysms as the eye of man had never 
elsewhere beheld. And every motion 
generated heat. The kinetic energy of 
translation of two worlds became heat. 
Heat added to heat, piling up ragingly, 
frantically, unable to escape ! 

The masses st il l falling upon and 
through and past themselves and each 
other, melted-boiled-vaporized incan
descent ly. The entire ma s, the mass of 
three fuseu worlds, began to equilibrate : 
growing hotter and hotter a more and 
more of its terrific motion was converted 
into pure heat. Hotter ! Hotter ! 
HOTTER ! 

And as the Grand Fleet of the Galac
t ic Patrol blasted through intergalact ic 
space toward the First Galaxy and home, 
there glowed behind it a new, small, com
paratively cool, and probably short-lived 
companion to an old and long-estab
l ished star. 

XXV. 
T H E  UPROAR of the landing of the 

Tellurian contingent was over ; the cele
bration of v ictory had not yet begun. 
Haynes had, peculiarly enough, set a 
definite time for a conference with K in-
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n ison and the two of them were in the 
admiral's private office, splitting a bot
tle of fayalin and discussing-apparently 
-nothing at all. 

" 1 a reo t ic ha been yelling for you." 
Hayne · finally got around to business. 
" But they don 't need you to help them 
clean up the zwilnik mess : they j ust 
want to have the honor of having you 
work with them-so I told Ellington, as 
diplomatically as possible, to take a swan 
di1·e off of an asteroid. H icks wants 
you. too : and Spencer and Frelinghuy-

cn and thousands of others. See that 
basketful of stuff ? All requests for yon, 
to be submitted to you for your consid
eration. I submit 'em, thus-into the 
wastcba ket. You see, there's some
thing really important-'' 

"1 ix. chief. nix-jet back a minute. 
plea e !" Kinnison implored. " Unless 
it 's omething that's got to be done right 

7Mvni{. ME----

• 

away, gimme a break, can't you ? I've 
got a couple of th ings to do fir t-stuff 
to a�tend to. M aybe a l i ttle flit some
where. too, _ I don't know yet . ' '  

" M ore important than Patrol busi
ness ?"--dryly. 

' 'Unti l  i t 's  cleaned up. yes." Kinni
son's face burned scarlet and hi eyes 
revealed the mental eff rt  necessary for 
him to make that statement. "The most 
important thing in the · niverse." he 
finished, quietly but doggedly. 

" \-\ ell, of course I can't give you or
ders-" H aynes' frown was distinct 
with disappointment. 

" Don't,  chief-that h urts. I 'll be 
back, honest, as soon as I possibly can, 
and I 'll do anything you want me to-" 

"That's enough, on . "  H ayne stood 
up and grasped I innison's hands-hard 
-in both his  own. " I  know. Forgive 
me for taking you for this l i ttle ride, 
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but you and Mac suffer so ! You're so 
young, o inten e, so insistent upon car
rying the entire Cosmos upon your 
shoulders-! couldn't help it. You won't 
have to do much of a flit." He glanced 
at his chronometer. "Y.j.u'll find all your 
unfinished busine s in Room 7295, Base 
IIospi tal." 

'' H uh ? You know, then ?" houted 
the overjoyed young giant. 

"Who doesn't ?" was the admiral's 
quizzical rejoinder. "There may be a 
few member o[ some backward race 
somewhere who do not know all about 
you and your red-headed ector riot, but 
I don't happen to know-" & was ad
dressing empty air. 

K inni on shot out of the building and, 
exerting his Gray Lensman's authority, 
he did a thing which he had always 
longed boyishly to do but which he bad 
never before really con idered doing. 
He whistled, shrill and piercingly, and 
waved a Lensed arm, even while ·he was 
directing a Len eel thought at the driver 
of the fast ground car always in readi
ness in front of GHQ. 

" Base ITo pital-full emergency 
blast !" he ordered, and the Jehu obeyed. 
That chauffeur loved emergency tuff, 
and the long, low, wide racer took off 
with a deafening roar of umnuffled ex
haust and a scream of tortured, burn
ing rubber. 

"Thanks, Jack-you needn't wait." 
At  the hospital's door I innison ren
dered tribute to fast ervice and trode 
along a corridor. An express elevator 
whisked him up to the seventy-second 
floor, and there his haste departed com
pletely. This was J ur es' Quarters, he 
realized suddenly. He had no more 
business there than-yes, he did, too. 
He found Room 7295 and rapped upon 
its door. Boldly, he intended, but the 
resultant sound was surprisingly small . 

"Come in !" called a clear contralto. 
Then, after a moment ,  "Come in !" more 
sharply ; but the L en man did not, could 
not obey the ummons. She might be 

-dammitall, he didn't have any busi
ness on this floor ! Why hadn't he 
called her up or sent her a thought or 
something ? Why didn't h think at her 
now ? 

THE DOOR opened. revealing the mildly 
• annoyed sector chief. At what he saw, 

her hand flew to her throat and her 
eye widened in tarldy unbeli ving rap
ture. 

"Kim !" she shrieked in ecstasy. 
"Chris-my Chri !" Kinnison whis

pered unsteadily, and for minutes those 
two uniformed minion of th Galact ic 
Patrol stood motionless upon the room's 
threshold, strong young arms training, 
nurse's crisp and spotless white crushed 
unregarded against Lensman's pliant 
gray. 

"Oh . . . I 've mi ed you so terri
bly, my darling !" larrissa crooned. 
Her voice, always sweetly rich, was pure 
mu 1c. 

"You don't know the half of it, Chris. 
This i n't real, I don't think. It can't 
be-nothing can feel thi good !"  

"You did come back to  me-you really 
did !" she lilted . " I  didn't dare to hope 
that you could come so oon." 

" I  had to." I inni on dr w a deep 
breath. " I  imply couldn't stand i t  any 
longer. I t 'll be tough somet im s, but 
you were right-hal[ a loaf is better 
than no bread." 

"Of course i t  is !" She released her
self-partially-after the fir t transports 
of their first embrace and eyed him 
shrewdly. "Tell me, Kim, did L acy 
have a hand in this surprise ?" 

" Uh-huh," he denied. " I  haven't seen 
him for ages-but j t back ! Haynes 
told me-say, what 'll you bet that those 
two old hardheads haven't been giving 
us the work ?" 

"Who are old hard heads?" Haynes 
-in person-demanded. · So deeply im
mer ed had K innison be n in his rap
turous delirium that even l�is �ense of 
percept ion was in abeyance ; an d thcte, 



G RAY LENS M A N  151  

not two yards from the entranced cou
ple, stood the two old Lensmen ! 

The culprits sprang apart, flushing 
guiltily, but Hayne went on imperturba
bly, quite as though nothing out of the 
ordinary had been either said or done : 

' 'Vole gave you fifteen minutes, then 
came up to be ure to catch you before 
you ftited off to the celebration or some 
where. \Ve have matters to di cuss
important matter , but pleasant." 

"QX. Come in, all of you." As she 
spoke. the nurse stood a ide in invita
t ion. "You know, don't you, that it's 
exceed ino-ly much contraregs for nurses 
to entertain visitor of the opposite sex 
in thei r room ? Fifty demerits. Most 
girls never get a chance at even one 
Gray Len men, and here I 've got three ! "  
She giggled infectiou ly. "Wouldn't i t  
be one for the book for m e  t o  get a hun
dred and fifty black pots for thi ? And 
to have urgeon General Lacy, Port 
Admiral Hayne , and Unattached Lens
man 1 imball Kinni on all heaved into 
the clink to boot ? Boy, oh, · boy, ain't 
we got fun ?" 

'' Lacy"s too old and I 'm too moral to 
be affected by the wile even of the likes 
of you. my dear," Hayne explained 
equably, as he eated himself upon the 
davenport-the mo t comfortable thing 
in the room. 

' 'Old ? Moral ? Tommyrot ! "  Lacy 
glared an ' ' I 'll- ee-you-later" look at the 
admiral, then turned to the nurse. 
" Don't worry about that, MacDougall. 
No penaltie accrue-regulations apply 
only to nur es actually in the service-" 

"And what-" he started to blaze, 
but checked her elf and her tone changed 
instantly. ' 'Go on-you interest me 
strangely. sir. I'm just going to love 
this !" Her eyes sparkled, her voice was 
vibrant with unconcealed eagerness. 

"Told you she was quick on the up
take !" Lacy gloated. " Didn't fox her 
for a second !" 

" Hut say-listen-what's this all 
about, anyway ?" Kinnison demanded. 

" Never mind ; you'll learn soon 
enough," from Lacy, and : 

"Kinnison, you are very urgently in
vited to attend a meeting of the Gal...ct ic 
Council tomorrow afternoon," from 
Haynes. 

"Huh ? What's up now ?" Kinnison 
protested. Hi ann tightened about the 
girl's supple waist and she snuggled 
closer, a trace of foreboding beginning 
to dim the eagerne in her eyes. 

" Promotion. We want to make you 
omething-galactic co-ordinator, di

rector, something like that-the job 
hasn't been named yet. In plain lan
guage, the big hot of the econd Gal
axy, formerly known as Lundmark's 
Nebula." 

· But, Klono' brazen claws ! Chief, I 
can't swing it-I haven't got jets 
en{)ugh !" 

"You always yelp about a deficiency 
of jet whenever a new job is mentioned, 
but we notice that you usually deliver 
the goods. Think it over for a minute. 
Who else could we wi h such a job a 
that onto ?" 

" Wor el," K innison declared without 
hesitation. "He's-" 

" Balloon j uice ! "  snorted the older 
man. 

"Well, then . . . ah . . , er-" He 
stopped. Clarrissa opened her mouth ; 
then shut it. ridiculously, without hav
ing uttered a word. 

"Go ahead, MacDougall-you are an 
interested party, you know." 

"No." She hook her pectacular 
head. " I'm not saying a word or think
ing a thought to sway his de:cision one 
way or t he other. Be ides, he'd have to 
flit around as much then as now." 

"Some travel i nvolved, of course," 
Haynes admitted. " 11 over that Gal
axy, some in this one, and back and 
forth between the two. However, the 
Dauntless-or something newer, bigger, 
and faster-will be his private yacht, 
and I do not see why i t  is either neces
sary or desirable that his flits be solo;" 
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"Say, I never thought of that !" Kin
nison blurted, · and, as thoughts began 
to race through his mind of what he 
could do, with Chris beside him all the 
time, to straighten out the mess in the 
Second Galaxy : 
, "Oh, Kim !"  Clarrissa squealed in 
ecstasy, squeezing his arni even tighter 
against her side. 

' 
' 

"Hooked !" the surgeon general chor
t led in triumph. 

" But I 'd have to 
thought was the only 
son's whole wreath 
wouldn't like that." 

retire !"  That 
thorn in Kinni
of roses. " I 

"CERTAINLY you wouldn't." Haynes 
. agreed. "But remember that all such 
assignments are conditional, subject to 
approval, and with a very definite can
cellation agreement in case of what the 
Lensman regards as an emergency. I f  
a Gray Len man had to give up h is  right 
to serve the Patrol in any way he con
sidered himself most able, they'd have 
to shoot us all before they could make 
executives out of us. And finally, I 
don't see how the job we're talking about 
can be figured as any sort of a retire
ment . You will be as active as you are· 
now-yes, more so, I think." 

"QX. I 'll be there-I'll try it," Kin
nison promised. 

" 1 ow for some more news," Lacy 
announced. " Haynes didn't tell you, 
but he has been made president of the 
Galactic Council. You are his first ap
pointment. I hate to say anything good 
about the old scoundrel, but he has one 
outstanding ability. He doesn't know 
much or do much himself, but he cer
tainly can pick the men who have to do 
' he work for him !" 

"There's something vastly more im
portant than that ," Haynes steered the 
acclaim away from himself. 

· "Just a minute," Kinnison interposed. 
" I  haven't got this all straight yet. 
What was that crack about active nurses 
a while ago ?" 

"Why, Dr. Lacy was just intimating 
that I had resigned, goose," Clarrissa 
chuckled. "I didn't know a thing about 
it myself, but I imagine that it must 
have been just before this conference 
started. Am I right, doctor ?" she a ked 
innocently. 

"Or tomorrow, or even ye terday
any convenient time will do," Lacy 
blandly assented. "You see, young man, 
Mac Dougall has been a mighty bu y 
girl, and wedding preparations take time, 
too. Therefore, we have very reluc
tantly accepted her resignation." 

"Especially, preparations take time 
when it's going to be• such a wedding as 
the Patrol ' is going to stage," Haynes 
volunteered. "That was what I was 
starting to talk about when I was so 
rudely interrupted ."  

"Nix-not in seven thousand years ! "  
K innison exploded. "Cancel that, right 
now. I won't stand for it. I 'll not-" 

"Close the pan. young fellow," the 
admiral advised him, firmly. "Bride
grooms are to be seen-just barely visi
ble--but not heard, ever. A wedding is 
where the girls really strut their stuff. 
How about it, you gorgeous young men
ace to civil ization ?" 

"I ' l l  say so !" she exclaimed in high 
animation. " I 'd just [(}IVe it, admiral-" 

. he broke off, aghast . Her face fell. 
"No, I didn't mean that, really. Kim's 
right. Thanks a million , just the same, 
but-" 
. "But nothing !"  Haynes broke in. " I  
know what's the matter. Don't try to 
fib to an old campaigner, and don't be 
silly. I said the Patrol was throwing 
this wedding-all of it. Al l  you have to 
do is to participate in the action. Got 
any money, Kinnison ? On you, I 
mean." 

"No," in surprise. "What would I 
be doing with money ?" . 

" Here's ten thousand credits-Patrol 
funds. Take it and-" 

"He will not !" the nurse stormed. 
"No ! You can't, Admiral Haynes, 



r�ally. Why, a bride has got to buy 
her own clpthe !" 

" he's right, H aynes," Lacy an
nounced. The admiral stared at him in 
w rathful a tonishment. and even the girl 
seemed disappointed at her ea y victory. 
" But li ten to thi · : A surgeon gen
eral. et cetera. in recognition of the un
selfi  h ervices, et cetera. unflinching 
bravery under fi re, performance beyond 
and above requirements or reasonable 
expectation , et cetera, et cetera, Sec
tor Chic( ur e Clarrissa Mac Dougall .  
upon th occa ion of her eparation from 
the service. is hereby granted a bonus 
of ten thou and credits. That goes on 
the record a of hour t welve today. 

ow, you red-headed yoi.mg spitfi re. i f  
you refu e to accept that bonus. I ' l l  
cancel your re ignation and put you back 
to \,·ork ! What do you say to that ?" 

M I D W EST RAD I O  CO RPORAT I O N 
0 £ ;1 1  � C t n c. . n n .l t• O h • o  
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'' I say QX. Dr. Lacy. Thanks a mil
lion. both of you-you' re perfect dar
l ings and I love all two of you ! ' '  The 
gaspingly happy girl kis ed them both. 
then turned to her betrothed. 

T H E  S H A D O W  
" L et's  go and walk about ten miles, 

shall we. I im ? I 've got to do sowl'
thillg or I ' ll explode all over the place ! ' '  

ncl the ta l l  Lensman-no longer un
attached-and t he radiant nurse swung 
clown the hall .  

Side by .side. in  tep, heads up. laugh
ing ; a beginning ymbolical i ncleecl of 
the l i fe which they were to l ive to
gether. 

T H E  E D. 

CLOTHESPII IOI 
Sensational extra help for colds -with Luden'a! 
These famous cough drops not only help soothe 
throat, but release a menthol vapor-which, with 

every breath, helps 
penetrate clogged 
n a s a l  p a s s a ges, 
h e l p s  r e l i e v e 
"clothespin nose!" 

A Motion Picture 

is scheduled for release 

January  5 th  
Be sure to ask your local 
movie house to show it. 
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Want a Regular Monthly Salary ? 
Be a Secret Service and Identification Expert I 

Ji;njoy the thrJII of �etttnr your man-with no personal danger
PLUS a re1utar monthly paid ealary and the .oppartuntty to share 
Sn J\ewards. Learn at home# in spare time, and at low cost, the unloue stc>rets or this younr, tasetnatlnc and rut crowing prote!•lon. You hue enctly the ume opportunity that was otrered the 
Jwndreds or our craduat�s who now hold aplendld potiUona ln more 
fllan 600 institutions. Each or these bureaua haa anywhere from 
ONE to FIFTEEN or our JTaduatea on re&ular salaries-and neW" 
opt•nlnge: denlop from time to time. 

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAI NED MEN 
In This Young, Fast Growing Profession. 
()t the thousands ot towna In A.merf('a, three-fourths are tttll with
out 1dt>nt1flratlon burelliU!I. lfany more are bound to comet That 
IJ)<'IIs 01'1'0RTUNITY. But you must be Rt:ADY. H'a easy to 
master this profession that combtnes thrills with personal sarety, 
ANl) the sffurtty of a IJttady income. \Ve allow you HOW-just aa 
we have already ahown the hundreds who now bold a:ood pay 
1>011\l.lnns. 

FREE ! 
The Confidential Reports Operator 

No. 38 Made to His Chief. 
:lu'Jt rush <'OU'POn t Follow this Operator'• exctttn« hunt for a murduous r:;ang. Also, get free, ''The Rtue Book or Crime," thawing 
the wonderrul OPPOrtunities In the fleld of Finger Prtnts and Crtme 
DetfM.'t1on. Take your flnt steo TODAY toward a Jteady income 
and amccen. Mall roupon NOW! 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
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WATCH THIS CR EEP UP I N  
STORIES NOW! 

A CJI A J N  being as st rong as its weak
est l ink, metallurgists have long been 
intere ted in the actual st r ngth of the 
fundamental link in metallurgy's chain : 
the atom-to-atom binding forces which 
consti tute t he ult imat e l imitat ion of the 

t rength of  metals. The atom-to-atom 
binding forces b t ween i ron atoms, i f  
known, would t e l l  t hem whether or not 
there were any sense in trying to make 
the i ron crystal in a piec of metal
the present w ake t l ink-any more 
tenacious. 

They've found out, recent ly, by X-ray 
and cry tal studies. Perhap they're a 
l i t t le orry about it all.  It turns out 
that the "weakest" link in th ult imate 
chain-th�se atom-to-atom binding 
forces-make possible a steel about one 
thou and t ime t ronger than the best 
they've ever done. They seem to have 
proven quite conclu ively t hat t hey 
don't begin to know anything about 
making tough, st rong steel. In keeping 
with science-fiction, many an author has 
discovered a miraculous new metal on 
some far planet, has synthesiz d n w 
and unnatural atoms for sup r-metals, 
ha'!> compounded preciou al loy . 

Let 's go back and start over. We'll  
j ust learn somet hing about the metal 
we already have : steel. Then, gett ing 
t hat maximum known possible st rength,  
we'll make a wire t welve t hou andths of 
an i nch i n  diameter which wi l l  l ift an 
ordinary automobile, and one a quarter
inch t hick to hoist wrecked locomot i ves. 
Further, using this  new tee!, w 'll make 
automobiles of full ize t hat will  act l ike 
chi ldren' toys. Drop one oti the roof 
·of a building. and it wil l  bounce. J J ave 
a full-speed, head-on coll ision , ami after 
t he bouncing top we can paint out the 
scratches. ( But t h  dri ver will  have 
to be mopped up in the old-fashioned 
way. ) Space hips with half-in ·h walls 
wil l  crape off the ftattem!d remains of 
meteors t hat injudiciously atta ked 
them-

Generally, why go looking for mira le 
metals ? -ARTHUR McCANN.  
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B R A S S  T A C K S  
I think Heinlein's character, "Pialcy," is 

a legitimate super-calculator. Such 
freaks are known, and could do such a 
job. 

Dear M r. Campbell: 
Have gnawed my tlng&s down to the el

bow wai t i ng ror t be October Astounding w i t h  
"Gray Len�m a n . "  Dr. mith's stories are al
ways ou tstanding. :Might remark, too, that 
''The M orons" wa.s the best short story that 
I have ever read In Astounding. 

Very orten I n  I n terplanetary stories our 
he•·o, me n t a l  giant that he is, "with a little 
mental a •· l th metlc" or " w i t h  a. rapid calcula
t ion" computel5 a n  orbit or determines the 
]>osi t ion or a planet i n  nothing flat. Now. If 
you would give these gentlemen some super 
machinHy t o  do the computing, as Berryman did i n  "Speelal Flight , "  all well and good. 
I ' d  swallow It w i t ho u t even a whimper; but 
when �aid gentry perform these fea.ts w i t h  
t h e i r  ow n l i t tle minds l throw up my hands 
In holy hor•·or. Do these a uthors know, per
cha nce, how much work i t  Is to compute even 
a prel i m i n a ry orbit or maybe to compute an 
ephemeris fo•· a. single da.te? 

U•lng a. high-s peed computing machine, the 
orhil wil l  take about ten hours of work anq 
the et>hemerls about two. Such computations 
al•o ret�uire q u i te ext n ive tables, so please 
let's give our mental marvels at least a little 
equipment t o  a i d  t hem. 

The arl ieles I do not care for as a rule. 
Those tltal d o  not pretend to be technical, 
sueh as "The Other Side or Astronomy" are 
1\ 11� busi ness, b u t  all at tempts to make tech
n ical discussions u nderstandable to the lay 
reader make me very unha ppy. 

'l'o the Rogers combination, !eminlne 1ial!: 
J do not t h i n k  t hat women are nearly as capa
ble of attaining prom inence in t he professions 
because or emotional disabilities. Among the 
gen tier sex, careers appear to be little more 
t ha n stopgaps to provide a living and an In
terest u n t i l  such t i me as ma rriage occurs. 

Scoop ! J u st obtained the October Issue. 
"Gray l..ensman" Is excelle n t !  "Space Rating" 
Is ju�t a l i t t le bit childish, I t hought. You 
know: Betcha ca n ' t  do this. Sure I can ; buL 
can vou do this? "Rust," depressing but well  
w ri t ten. 

Reg rds Mt·. Kapetansky's question as to 

how It happens t ha t  the sa me reader enjoys 
both Astounding and Unk11own-1 ha.tr suspect 
that It results rrom a type or wishful think
ing on the part or the reader. It  you w i ll 
notice, almost all stories i n  both magazines 
portray one or more Individuals with special 
powers not vouchsafed to us who live today. I believe It Is the reader's tendency to iden
tify himself w ith these essential s u permen 
and hence the enjoyment from botb k i nds of 
story.-R. A. Langevin, 4 1 1 1  Carthage Rd., 
Toledo, Ohio. 

The gl!ntleman hadn't seen R ogers' Oc
tober and Novembl!r covers. Maybe 
he'll like them. 

Dear Mr. Campbell : 
You wouldn't know it. but  I am a prolific 

writet of let ters to Astoundin g-tetter• that 
never get posted. You see, the only t hi n g  tbat 
makes me w a n t  l o  write is a n  excess of en
thusiasm over somet h i ng or oth�r and a cor
responding u rv,e to say : '"J'ba o ks, J'ohn : you'vl' 
done it aga i n .  ' A nd I te11r them up beca u� by 
nbout pag-e t h ree 1 r�alize t h a t  you are far 
more interested In what we temperamental a ud 
u n reasonable read�rs don't l i ke. 

I wonder 1£ 1 can write an entire Jelter 
about t h i ng� I don't l l k�. Let's see now. 

Everybody seems to be wri t i ng large-scale 
reports nbou t tbe p n�t y�ar of Astounding, ijO 
I guess 1 " 1 1  do a bit of t h a t. 

A year of experiments-and l1ow ! Plenty or 
successes, 11 few fullur�s. and several doubtful 
results that only time and un predictable reader 
renctiou cnn seal or condemn. 

Your e.:peri ments with artists bnve been 
positively courageous, n o d  the ell'ectR ban 
ra nged from brillia n t  to Godawful. Islp Is tar 
and away the most in teresting discovery !or 
in side work, and I would like to se� blm on a 
cover ; bls lll ustration of "Gen�ral Swamp, 
C. I .  C. " suggests t h a t  he might turn in some· 
t b l ng after the style or ]j'inlay's A u gust paint
.l.ug, wbiclt took my e.ve In no small way. 

I am o.lso heavily in favo1· of the retentlon 
of tbc services of that lovel,v colorist, Or Yea 
O ladoe:y. No matter what any d,vspeptic fan 
may say o.bout his J'une cover-and tltey'Ye said 
plen ty-he re�aio.s the best n•an you han ftn� 
sucb. work:. His style of ptLiuting ha� somA· 
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t hing a pproucb l n « d ign ltr, n ntl In J!1ly a t
t a lnt>d a degree of u n sen sa l lona l drnmnt•c force 
t il at d id my hea rt good to ·ce. 

A stounding needs t h a t  quiet forcefulness. 
S�h n{'�JDUn 'S a stronomica l cover bad I t ,  ftR did 
J<'lnluy·s spaceship engine room. It  rep•·e ·en t s  
the l l r t l n g  o r  science ticl ion from t he ru t o r  
rilen 1mesR wh ich you aJHl t be. majority of your 
a u t horR have left beh ind.  

'l'hi improvement of cover pn l n t l ug has been , 
to my mind. one or t he most Import a n t  of t he 
y••a r's advn nces. I t  implies a nt•w ou tlook on 
oue of t he most dlst ruste{l ugly dnckllngs or 
ficti on . I t 's t i me the scotl'ers "•ere shown t h a t  
fA n tnsy a nd a rt ist ry ca n m i x ,  t hongh as yet 
A Rtoundl ng is tilone In m a k i n g  t he at tenJPt .  

On t b P  other h n  nd, how did you manage t o  paHs Rogers' Septembrr cover ? SurP, I k now 
It bas 11 m�asure of rest rain t an<l is compe
t � n t ly drawn and respectabl:v rolo�d. But, oh, 
IJorll, the l ig h t i ng eft'rcts ! ' The ray s ! 'l.'he 
o u ras ! That inexplicable st airca se of purple 
l ll(h t from �hlp to ship ! A nd n i l  t hlk, m a rk 
l ou , In open spnct', w l1�rc npproxlmntely one 
t�n t h or this py rot eeh n ica l i l l umination woulil 
hn ve been vl�ible. 

Still ,  I suppo•e you b n vc to sl�ep sometim�s. 
n nd such t h i ngs s tea l by you in t he s t i l l  ot the 
l l i"h t. J ust ss did Koll's abom i nable Invent ions for 
t l1P desecra tion of · 'J >leaR UI'e �'rove," a nd Or
ba n's qua i n t l i t t l e  bluPpri nts for t he complete 
Rpolla l ion ot "One A ga i nst t he Legion ." 

Oh, yes, some dJ'Pndful t h i ngs have h � ppened 
t h iN .' Pn r In the ralr name or a r t .  For l n � tn nre, 
t '•nth•r h a s  h a ppened . Flin;.: il i m  to the Hounds 
a nd F.:atl'rS ! ThP m a n  either can't o r  won't 
•lrnw. CoPu rl l Forward for a d •·op of M r. 
C 'a r t ler's I d. 

li n t .  before I lea ve t he Rub lrct of art !Rts, let 
lllP bow h um bly down and wHh rf'verPnf"P r�
mn rl• t h a t  t hP cover illust ra t ion ror "�fa itlen 
Yorage" was a t h ing of bea uty and a consta n t jo,r. 

Now to t h e  m�nt of th e m a t ter. The •t orles. 
'l ore experi me n t s-more Cnmpbell rou rng 

fn l l u r�s. successes. and tile grndunl 'hnnglng or 
t !J P  whole tone of sclenc fiction. Somet h i n g  
hn� IJapp�nPd ! T h e  bo�·s n r e  n o  longey COII
t P n t  to tPII a stor�· . They a rc lea rnmg to 
w ri te ! 

A rter all these years ! y • ,·e watch•d RriPnc� 
fict ion grow from the first G rnsbnclr issue back 
In t lJP do rk ages, w hen 1\'e were vo•ry young 
n n(l t hought a molecnle was Pl t her n o  n n i mnl , 
n (Jisea� or a new k i n d  of toot hpa ste. I r•ad 
my fi rst Rtf. story a t  t h e  nge of n lnP. ( Pre
NJcious brat. ) A t  tbP • t n l wa •·t m n n h ood of 
f>leven or  tberenhout s  J waR cOilliJ i n l n i n l!'  t h•1 t 
t he a u t hors could n 't "'ri te. I usctl to w r i te fu
l'iouq lPttPrR to Ru�to Gern sback about l t .  

Now, n t  twenty-three I 'm ta k i ng m y  h a t  o u t  
or t lw r i n g .  �loKt of  t hem can't  w r i t e  yet,  h u t  
they "· i l l .  They've .e: o t  t h e  stun: It  t nkeq. J>a r
ticulnrly the BPrrymans, the Knights, t he 
(;- re�ors. 

A l l  t h i ngs considered, It has been nn et•s t u t lc 
y cnr for fans, due, be It not iced antl  checked 
by retcrenct• to t h e  A n n lytlcnl Ll\bornto•·;v, 
m a i n ly to the i n fl u x  or �ur)HS!ngly goo<l lirst 
ertort � by IJOJ'S who wan t to write n gootl tory 
n s  wr l l as mnke mone.v out or i t .  Scl�nce li · 
tlon is tlwl r hobby a n d they hn ve It u t hen rt ; 
a n d  if t il l�  firt lon form ever get ·· a nywhere In 
the world's l iterary race, they w i l l  br t he peo
pl p who get i t  t here. Hats otr to Yon Yogt, 
Rerry mn n .  Ph i ll ips. D I Rey, G rego•·, Engel
hn r•lt , y;:,·ans and Gold. 

Ho much fo•· t he good t i meR. But we've hnd 
some bad ones. too.  Autl you tlniRhed ' the si xt h 
yea r or �t l't'et & Sm it h's ownershlt> witil t ha t  
yenr's worst i�sue. 

Now I ' ve got something I real ly con get my 
h'r t h  int somet h i ng tha t rubbed me up a bout 
n i DI' ''; rong ways nt once. 

"Forces M ust Bnlnnce." 
Like the u o regr tted M r. v••n Lome, \Yell· 

man hn� t ried to put over a story with nn lden . 
W ha t  11 pi t y ! Like t11e regrettable ll l r, Schach
n•r in bl s qua i n t ly popular "Pnst, Pre"en t  a n d  
Fu t u re" serle8, he has tried to mix llnlf-bakP.d 

S<'iencP w i t h  quarter·bnketl pol i t ical l(lenM. A 
can�<e for na t iona l mou rn i ng-or n good, solhl. 
forty-eight-hour bender-a ny t h i ng t o  mnkP me 
forget. 

Let me pu t It I n to wonl.S aR nen r to one syl
lable as t h i s  bout of hopeless de ·pai r w i l l  nl· 
low me. 

I•'lrst ot all, I t  requ i res a n  a r t ist t o  put OTPr 
a n  !den. It l\J r. Wellman coultl w ri tt> I lk• 
�.t ua rt or V a n  Yogt or De Ca m p. ht> m ight 1'0�
Si hly get away with I t-If tbe ltl�a was gou<l. 

nut. pickle my bones In molll, t he Ideo wn� awful ! 
For Instance, one n��nm•s t h a t  t he mPntnl 

standa rd or t he t i me waR not r�.>n lly as far lw
low pnr as tbe act ions of some or the ch n ract •rs 
woul<l hn ve us helle,•e. In which cnRe, t h• 
World Rush would n('ver 'b n vt> heen nl lowt•tl tt J  
bappt>n. The pla ne ta ry govPJ'nmN>ts, If t hey 
were as scare<! or earh other aA \\'ellmnn Wl'nt 
to such pnlos to po i n t  out, wo)ul<l proba bly 
have el•cted n com bi ned g•ol!'raphlcnl commit 
te• to sn r,·ey ,the pla net , and t hen d i YidPil It  np 
between t hem. Or, morP probn !J ly, t h<',v woni<J 
hll''t' hiHl n lovPiy, lo,·ely war with rays n n•l 
Rcre•n �  a n<l t h i ngs Hery wJ•c•·e !or M r. '\Veil· 
Jua n · �  tlrl•c t n t ion. 

Th•:r · certainly wouldn 't have chn ncetl nny 
one world grt t l n �  lt. 

And tb• H mlRpeth PlCPNlltlon wnR. or rou rRe, 
the crow n i n !(  giggle In t h is edi fice of dt>monlac 
laughter. WoJnhl a ny man ren ll�· bt> Milly t>no ugh 
t o  t h i n k  h e  coul<l  get away with •uch n pln n ? 
R l tl•rt>sqne In con cept ion , but w i t hou t t h n t  
Teuton gramophone's a m a z i ng a bll i t�· to ta kt• 
care Of t h e  COIISequen CPR Of h iR OCt iOllR. 

Let h i m  w i n .  Let h i m  grt h i s  pla net. J u•t 
let h i m .  'fhe next an!Ynl t ht>rrupon wipes 
out �l r. R tHlspPth with OUP blast from t he lnlHl· 
l ng jPts or whatHer he �ItA tlown on ( t his ex
t l net lon n l so lncl udPR t hr ot h�t· En rt hmPn nntl 
tlw peram bu ln t i n.e: ca•·nn t i o n  Qr tlahlia or whnt
P'I'Cr i t  I• Holutlon docs t o  � l • r t i n n R ) .  He 
t hen �Ja hns t ha t !be orl:;:i nn l l n h n b l l n n t i<. bei n l{  
l rrPpa rnble, h n ,·c left t he plnnH ''8Cil n t ,  n ntl 
claims It in t he name ot hiR governmen t .  

Even It t hey didn ' t llot h�r t o  mnr<lrr t hP 
man, n n y  second-rn te di plomat could hll \'P l i t t .•ol 
t he en t l rr plnnet rrom under bi  nORe i n  one 
conference nnd )1nlf n t rea ty . 

l l  tnkes more tl1nn onP bright Itl•a to mnkP 
a Rt orJ·. Too many n u thnrs lmagln� t hn t  om• 
origlnnl t houeh t w i l l  ex�u•e a nd oll l l l r •·n t r  n n v  
a mount or Rubsequent sloppy writing and loose 
t h i nking. 

I n  t h i s  •ame IRsuc th e ohortR wpre nwrrlv 
fn i r : n o t  goo•! enongh t o  wl pr n wn.'' thr t a R t

'
P 

or "Force-H �IIIM.f RaJn n cf'." "�-\ tnlOHJ')hPrir�" W!l'i 
fn r UhPacl Of t he o t herR, )1ft'tUl'l llg ll )lll. ,jbJP 
job Of thP fut ure, gi VPil t hP rP(JiliRltP COnrl!tJOn". 
B u t  "Ether Bren tbrr" beloni!NI more 'to f hP 
Uui.'IIOI€" category, brln� ba rr!)• n musln!t when 
prr�•nte{\ ns P�lencr fict ion . n n ll "�1asMn'< Rr. 
crct" m ight ju•t as well have lli•ll w i th h i m .  
f a d i n g  as It  d i d  to an olwlous � l i m a x  ntHl tl u l l  
en<linp,-. 

"The T.a•t Ho1w," on t h e  ot lw•· h n lHl . w n �  a 
hrenth or •prlogtlmP. In con t rn st  to t h a t  ot lwr 
thorough!,\' flagPl llltPil O)JU R, t h i s  WaR II h i;!h · 
rlaR� t>xnmple nf tllP R lory SPt t l n �t  o u t  to 'ell 
�n i•lN1, and get t i n g  away with It.  'MorP Don 
Evn n � ! 

"General Swamp, C. 1 . C.," wh i le not hrl!. 
llnnt. w11s �:ootl, nn �prrtncnlar, �olitl rnrr, ''cry 
!:a t i ,tr!ng a f t H t he Al igh t ly u ndercooked sonf· 
lh'R ot t h• "horts. 

'J'he a rt icle-a gem . But 11 reu ' t  t h�y a l l ? 
In spi te or t h is IRsnc, t h� genrra l t o n �  or 

t ile '38·':1!) year has been one iJt n l l -arOtllHI illl· 
p ro ,,emen t , SPven·lengue·boot nd,·a nct'men t  rt•nf'll ing a new b igh-hit or meta phor mi xing going 
ou here--w i t h  "Cloak of Ae�ir," orarly t o nch
i n '-t  lt aga i n with "Bluck Dest royer" n n d  •·Rpc· 
cia !  Flight ." 

A ll i n !Cl'C t log poi n t  of t be J'enr'H clla uges 
has been , w i t h  t he �merg••nc or nrw �>tn r", a 
t imely ending or Romr old onPs. SOJnt' ue 
q uiet l y vn ni,hlng who ca n' t 'tnnd the pace of a 
swift l y evo l Y l n g  flcl ion form. 

At 'long last t he den<hw•lgh t s  n re lrn v i ng us 
-notably �'ea rn n nu Vnn J,oro u u mourned, 



l>raclic�t lly u n nol kNI. Schachner does nol see 
the light ijO oft e n ,  n or O a l l u u .  B u t  t hese t wo 
���n oc<·a . .'onul ly do good work, and Gallun,  at 
a n y  rate. 1111" il in b i m  lo becom!' a master of 
l htll  no�tlllgic 11ro�e wblch so well suits some 
Htf. t heme�. Itemember "Old Faithful" 'I But 
he got too farile wi t h  it, a nd sU .pped down t he 
road to "Heeds or t he Dusk" a n d  "Fires of 
Uenti:Jit4." 

'l'hl• cureless faci l i t y  I s  so much a besetting 
si n  with �tr. a u t hors. B u t t h is new cro1> o! 
you11g ma•t •r• w i l l  show t h e  old bands a t hing 
or t wo before a no t her year l s  out. 

llurk� Is a n ot hl'r whose ability goes b idden 
beca uRe he has to write at top speed to be sure 
or t he reu t  or some t b i og. He t u tn s out i n· 
<-redibl l l l ies or a J . R. Fea ru ia n order In people 
l i ke ParsonR a n d  M ·Nab, wrll!'s a psychological 
JUCNR l i ke "Done in Oil" at nea rlv t h ree thnes 
t he llt'l'essary lengt h . or, :tga lu , a' vilely, badly 
l nfornH•tl pi��� Of JIHeUdO·h i H[OriCa l  Claptrap l ike 
"Tbl' 'l'rtl pt>er:· Y e t  he, too, when t h e  fit is 
on h i rn  ('tHI wri t e. 

T h i •  'l'OJis,vesqut' lel ler ha s growed. Two 
t housand words or f u l m l tut tlon a nd O a l l rr�·. 
Wel l. I I '• too long ever to get i n to Brass 'l'ncks. 
•o l w i l l  Ju�t con t e n t  m,vtielr w i t h t bl' bope t h at 
you, at a n .v  ra t e .  being a klnd-bNtrted guy
Httread on the jam. G�orge, spread on t be jum
will ha •·e �t ruggled t h us far. I•'or the l'ud Is 
I n  ijight. . 

I wll n t  to t h row just on e last bouquet. A 

������. 0�lf.; !L:t �� ��r
·�r�:��. ��� t��� f�i��1in��: 

ing l i t t le 11rticles t hn t  I>OP ou t nt one from odd 
<:orner� n o d  make tln!:'e t u rning C! Ulte ll n  ac.lven
t u r<' I n  cue t here tlbould be one just over tile 
lellf. 

A nd a bunrh or gera n i ums for Sprague de 
f'amt•· A mogt irrita t i ngly k nowledgeable man, 
but (IO"HI'H�I'd of t h e  k ind Of brainS t h a t  
A s t o u n t l i ng uccdH t o  t e l l  I t  oil' occasionally. I 'm 
proud t o  be a fellow fan w i t h  him. 

nd t ha t  rea l l.v doeR Hnish me oll: for a w h i le. 
Good lu('k to  :von. John Campbell, and thanks 
for 11 greut �'1'!11. • 

Y o u �  1 1 1 1  t be ( 'osmic Engine rs t a ke over
(:!'orgt• 11. 'l'urner. 3:! George 'treet, Fit zroy, 
N. G, Melbourne, AuHtralia. 

But it's that careful working out that 
keeps manucripts out of the "slush pile" 
and checks in the mail! 

l.Jt•a r M r. Cttltltlbe l l : 
l:lkylark l:> m i l h, Ac� Sti�nce Fiction Writer, is 

<'�rt a i n ly click i n g  in t ilt• "Gray Lcnsmun." It Is 
impossilllt• t o  suy wb lt'h �erial from Smith's pe n  
iH  t he b��t-a l l  n n• HO wel l  plotted and worked 
o u l  t ha t  each avtwar� t he best wben first read. 

' m i t h  is t'erv dcv�r. b� plots his stories so 
w�ll t h a t  t he reatl�r Heldom realizes t hn l  bis 
lllotH und • i l uat lons a re no dilfrrent than any 
o t her major •cieuce-Hct lon s t ory. Each and 
cver,v dt•t u i l  iii  c•tr<'Cully worked out a n tl the 
<'ou•equ<·n�i· I• t he readH t b i n k s  be bus ll b rand
new • i t u a t lou. 'l'ht• w ri t in g  is wel l·done and 
Uu• tlOHi u l u t ions from today's science i s  not 
o vt'rl.v eruba rru•�i n g. llo weve.r, Smith ezcela in 
bis churu�teriza t lou•. When one th inks of past 
� to rit's, It Is ·hu rueter• a nd not act ion t ha t  
CO!UCH l o  t he mcmor.v .  He is s o  clever i n  plc
t u r i n g  hi" l'11a ra<·l erH t h a t  t bey seem to hve. 
l•'or e x u m t>le. I don't l i ke h is heroes, they n rc too 
lt!'rCect u ntl n l wa.vs succeed. Hi• heroines ure 
worHt'. You w a n t  to spa n k  t hem every t i me 
t hry ntlt>rar iu t hr Htor�·-nnd yet you would 
give n n .••l h i n g  t o  meN u girl l i ke t hem. Strange 
is t h r  ron t rndi ·l ion t h u s  l n u u lged I n ! B u t  they 
u ii'N·l me t hn l wa .v . I a dm i re his villains a n d  
hOilt' t hr.•• w i l l  li<·k t he hero-but S m i t h  al
way" hu>< t bt•rn lotic nM n sop to convention. 

In t h r  NoHmber Ast ound ing l object t o  one 
t hi ng I n  t he " G ru.v Lensmnn" strenuously. 
t> m i l  h hus K i n n isnu t o maintain t h a t  narcotics 
do . not a lft•t•t u �t roug nervous system to a n y  
Ht•roout� r x t e n l .  Hr i s  w rong there. A l k a loids 
n ll'<'CI t he N t rongrr nervou s systems i n  a ter· 
riltle wu,v-n ntl evrn t he weakest alka loid has 
It" bad rll't•<·l .  I dou ht i r  Dr. Sm i t h  actually be
lieve• t h:o l a n .1' i n l e l l igcncr, no m n l t e r  how 
grN< t ,  <•u n usc n l ka loitls w i t hou t deleterious ef· 
ft<'t ". 'l'here ttrc sy n tbetic alkaloids t h a t  have 
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Get Ready Immediately,
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C l a s s i f i e d  
Advertising 

Correspondence Courses 
COIUlESPONDENCE COURSES ond educational books, sUthlly 

UBcd. Solt1. ltt•nted. Exrlhlll�fd. A 11  subjf'rts. Sat1daci.lon guar
anteed. Cash paid ror used oourtlf'". Cornl)lete details and bargain 
ratalog Free. �tntl name. Nelson compMny, N-215 llanhattan 
Dulldlog, Chicago. 

Patents Secured 
PA'rENTS S�XllllEn. Two nluable booklets sont free. Wrlle 

tml)ledlattly: V h'tor J. Evans & Co., 563-.A, Vtclor DulldJng, 

\Vaahlntton, D. C. 

JNVEN'I'ORS :-WE SUCCE!l!'FUJ,J,Y . ELL Inventions, pat
�nted an,l unJ)ateott-d. Write for proor, and tell us \\hat you 
lune tor salt>. t'hartert1l lnstltute ot Amerlc:w lmentors, 
Dept. 1 9· .&, Waahinaton, D. C. 

Detectives-Instructions 
DF.TEC'l'IYES F.A RN BIG MONEY. WORK HOME. TR.AVEL. 

Dl�'r€f"rJVJo_; particulars f1et.. }�<tP�rlenre unne<!ess.:uy. Write 
o•;onGE WAGONER, 2640-A Broad\\ay, New York:. 

DETECTIVES -· SECRET JNVESTJO.�TlONS TRAl NI�G. 

llou1e - 'fnl\el - F'ln¥t'>I'J}rlnt - Part lru lars Free. Chief �lulllca, 
677-1:1 Orpheurn llull�ing, J•rsey Clly. 

Photo Finishing-Developing 
AT LASTI ALL TO IL SNAPSHO'fS IN NA'fUR.�L COLORS. 

Roll delt' loprd, 8 No�tural C'olor T'r1nta, only 2ile. Reprints. 34". 
A maz1na&ly beauuruJ. Natural Color Photo, Janesville, WI!Ktmsln. 

Help Wanted-Instructions 
M. )f. EA llN�m $2(l7 . three week"· raising mushrooms in cellar I 

EJ4't'Ptlonal, but lOUr f'('llar, t�hetJ w·rhaps suitable. "'e buy crops. 
Book fl'eo. United, 3848 Llnroln A�e . . Dep� 531, Chicago. 

Cartooning 
FlH;:E di'tans eent ! JA"tlrn or1�1nal ('artoontn&l Raye Durn! 

School, Studio 8�3, Box 2194, levehmd', Ohio. 

Jiu Jitsu 
9.� KNOCKOUT RLOWS \\ llll()ul me of ll•ts by lnlornatlonally 

fanKHI! J t u  Jllau tnetructor. Senti 25c. S. J. Jorgensen, 1 357 
Maritime 131dg., Seultle, Wash. 

been synt l>eslzed by t h e  Rest>nrch g t·on p nt tlur 
U n lver�i l y or V i rgi n ln t h n l  a re so l errl b l<' t hnt 
the sy n t hesis have nev r been Jlllhli>�hetl. I n  
fact scores a rt> too dan gHou� t o  P\'<•u hwlude 
I n  the ebem icn l l i t e ra t u r  ll'l K i n n iso n mnkNI 
the statement t hat no m n i l er whnt <!rug he 
took, un less t h e  h.YIHJIIWi i<•nl l h ion i t <', It t•oultl 
not seriously n ll't•ct his gr<'n t m i nt!. A J)J>It•
snuce ! Dr. Sm i t h , I 'm f.lnrpt·i�N l  nt you. Cn n 
�·on give a goo<l cxcust> for such n >�tn i Pnll'n t ? 
I k now t h n t  �·on a re n �:ootl sci nl lst n n d  t o  
mn ke s u c h  n � l i p  wn s 11rohnhly n Jl"Ydlolngl<•nl 
m istnkP or a mPtho<l to mnkt• ! lw chnrneter of 
tht' nH'lt?or m i n Pr i n  ktlt1pl n�, but Nt i J I . Aome 
who r(\ad t 11� "O rn y Lf'llNHUl u "  m lfJ11 1 hrli�v.
sou. '!'he adulat ion of your fnnR I "  "n fllrit•nt t o  
"''en hcl ieve sneh s l n t emcn t R  from ItlUr licllon 
chn rn<'t crs. 

· 
.ln mt?son'A n rt iclf' 11, llfl<'f" \\' n r  Taf't i(•H" wns 

�·er.v good, n u ll lw, w i t h I h<' h<•lp of W i l l.'' L<'y, 
lS Ct' r t n lnly ln .v l ug down l :t<·lit•s of "JlllCI' ligh t i n g  
not u RNl i n  S'l' l•'" s t orif'R. IH•<'O USf' t ht\Y know 
what cn n be ns<'d nntl  t lt(• tl \'Prn�e writ Pr t•an 
cut 

.
loosP a nd bang n wil)' n :-;  ht' plf'il �f'� lwcnnsf' 

lw hgur<'s a n y t h i ng goPs. H ow<'vcr, nelt h.-r Lry 
n or .lamr<on hns rlimlnn lrtl l hP ""r llf nt\'R. Pt 
cetera. Tl1r rru sons rays n rt' l mprolinhlr 1,; l hn t 
\\'C h n ve no grn<'rntors nor shlrlds fm• flrlds. 
I I  t n kl'� too m udt power to r u n  l hem. A rn t hotlr 
rny or 'high conr•cn t rn l lon m igh t n ti'N•t n shi!> 
n t  a tllstn nc�>. but t he powPr lo"" \\ Oultl hP ll'r· 
rifle. S t i l l  i t  Is llOR8ihle t ha t  RUpPrsntmd nnd 
the hen t my cnn hr use�l hPr<' on En r l h .  Solnr 
COIH'<'n t rn t lon <'ngincs <'n n br mn<le l o  uu•l t  !Pnd 
nt n d istn nce or n hout n h u nclt·NI f<'rl n ow. So 
n l thou�h L•.,.l' a nd .Tn mf'ROu n r� �i vi ng 11!-l R t rniA"ht 
clopr-i t i �  W<'ll  t o  rrmeml)('r that l hr l r:ull· 
I lona) mor!PS OC wn rfn rr h 8 \'P Chll ngetl-HI(tl lnst 
t h P  OJ)(lORi t ion Of t he m l ! l t n  ry P'Jll'rts. 

Thr Novrmber Issue Is vrry good. A !so S tn 

n rt 's "'J'he Rld('r Goth.;," iu t lw nf'xt to t h� lnHt 
l l n k u � w n  was grrn t .  ll musl havr n "'''l iWI·
for t hP hero nt-V<'r rPnrhP<l l h<' trmtll•'· ThoR. S. 
Gardner, 1 4 1 0  Norl h we�t BIY<i. , Columbu,.., Ohio. 

I suspect "Skinner's Constant" as being 
the same as the "bugger factor," de
lined as "that quantity which, added to, 
subtracted from, multiplied or divided 
by the wrong answer, gives the right 
answer." We'll put Pinkie to work. 

Drnr :\lr. n m piJpJI : 
Tsk. tsl•. We dicl n ' t  l h l nk lll r. Hrlnlrl n wonlrl 

do such n l h l ng. We nwt t h P gPn l lemnn once
at nn L .• � . S-I•' LrngnP lllPP f i n�t lw \\ oul<ln ' t r<'
membcr us-n n d  hr Se<'nlPtl lo hP such a n l <'e fPI
low. loo. EHn rends <'nhrl l .  A n ti l h <'n 11.- ltns 
t o  rome ont with somet h l n �t  I lk� "l\f i •O t ." I t  
Rln rte<l o u t  eo wrl l .  :llurh h<'f l rr writtPn l h n n  
"Litr-Line," morr h u m n n  ln trrr�t. W r  Pspe
<'inll�· liked th e wny he hancll<'tl t lw rooklt>R' first 
rxtwriPnrr i n  frrr> sparr. B n l  whrn hP st n rt ed 
to m n k t• Plnkil' n hnmun n<ltll ng mnrl1h1�. that 
wns l oo m urh ! Not "''"" n sl icle- rn lr I !> UPilORt' 
h<' hnd In �:ivr It some sorl of n t wi s t .  h n t  I>P 
rrn l l .v rli<l n ' t  h n vr to r<'Mrt to t lw somPwhnt 
o,·prclonP unconRI'fOuR m n t hP m n t ienl A'f'llinR n n glf'. 
Oh. wrll. wh en hr �t<'f R  t h rough w i l h  Pinkie. lw 
rH n f.ll'JHl h i rn o u t  hrre to work out Rklnner'a 
ron � t n n t .  

Oh, yPR, w h ll r  wf''re t h rowt ns: i n  our t wo cPn1 s  
wort h ,  Shast a i s  uot A"rn n it <'. Jt;n�el h n rtlt to t he 
co t l ( ra n·. Rhnstn,  l>ving n defunrt vol r·ano, 
cou l dn ' t Jlossibly he gro n i t <', ns grn n l l l' Is only 
formNI whr>n t he l iquid nu1gmn c·ool� Alowly un
clrr l he su rfncr. which <lrtl n l l <'IY l�n't wha t hup
\)PnR i n  n volc•nno. I f 's t ltP l l t t lr l h h>gH t ha t 
cou n t .  H n ve EngPi hardt d>rrk w i t h  nn <'lf'mrn
l a ry geology t < 'xthook nex t t l mr. A l so, w h l lr> 
prncticnlly anyt h i ng w i l l  pirk up hl;:h pow.-recl 
rnrlio Wll\'<'R if t h ry n r<' nl Hhort enough rnng<', 
n m l  convert them i n l o  n tulio wnveA-t hP fn lAP· 
Ierth episotle som!'t i me bnek nt W L W  It IH ex
t remely doubtful  If <'opprr·ox itk, nll by Its lon<'
Amne, wou i<l do so n t  l hr tli•lnnc•e l h<' h n nn tNl 
shli> wou ld be from l h P  nrnre•t l rn n H m l t ter. 
H owever, mnyh(' W<''rf' not t n k i n �  t lw fut ure na
vnncemenl of rulllo I n t o  nr<'ou n l .  

Here's one rnvc For J O U .  W e  tlo t hink the Smith epic Is all t llat I t  wns b u i l t  Ull to be--
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and t ha t's saying plent r ! EvPn better thtm the 
original GP story. We· re inclined to thi nk that 
f t 'M t he rdi t i ng-ta k �  a bow Mr. C.-as Smith's 
J>hiloHOph,v ba s been lett in the story. The first 
GP sa,<:"a was edited down so ta r th&t all that 
was left w�s a glori tled action story. But we 
stlll httve one bepr. l t  tbe Illustrations a re 
Rch npema u's new techni q ue . we a re very much 
In ruvor ot th� ol<l style. This stuff looks like a 
hen walked acro•s th page, dragging Its claws 
b�biod t t. With that new. sem i·sllck paper, 
thHe's no r�ason tor tolerating scratchy draw
In"�· Why pu t up wi th t hem ? 

A fina l word. Couldn't Edi tor Campbell do 
somt>t b i n g  a bou t bri n gi ng back A uthor Stua rt ? 

• - M tu•ru:v Lt>�t<er, California In Utute o! Tech· 
nolog1. Pas11dena, Caliloruia. 

Yes, but who's going to use a slow space
ship if the enemy has fast ones? 

DPar M r. Ca mpbPII : 
l l  H�•ms now tha t t h e  latest vogue in sclence

D<·tion a t o ril's Is t ha t  or rocket-raci ng, and it is 

tl�!l :�a�r:�t t���l1���d�bo��d tt1�:"i
e 

r�:r &i:\g� 
�lever ll U d  well-writt en "Habit" by Lester del 
.R�y i11 the . 'ovemb�•· i�sue. This excellent little 
pi<'ee bas t hn t "e<'rt a l n  �owetblng" that sets It oil' QR a t ,vplcall.v A stou ndi ng story. I honestly 
b�liev{' t h a t  werl' 1 gi ven an a i·m!ul of u ntitled , 
u nony mous. and as yet uopubl ishe{l man uscripts. 
I could t�ll wi t h i n n i nety perc<'nt or better 
which would Hnd r('fuge i n Astounding and 
w h ic h  wou ld go to your umpteen compet itors. 
h '" �t y le. not plot. t h a t  . makes Astounding the 
"clRRS magazl nP'' t h a t  i t Js. 

�IR �· T n dd a l i n e  or t wo to tbe ru mpus stirred 
II() ove r  th<' mer! ts or the "G eneral Swamp" 
Ht•rial. 'l'o my m i n d  It  ra nks w i t h  the best of 
a n ,v l wo·t>o.rt serial .vH publi�bed. It's handling 
was so uniquely dil[t>rell t that it captivated me 
rrom the very �tn rt. • It was realistic to the 
Jloi n t or htl\• i ng rue halt bel!eYe I was reading 
artttal  ret>orts and military accounts I Kick on 
t he hn rd·l o·prooonnce namP.. ? Not me ! surmund�d as I am by lett-over handles o! the 
f 11 1 l l an  l>�riod-Skowhega n , !lfessa lon skee, Nor· ridgewock. Kenn�b�c, Uoo�eloo'kmeguntick, Cobb· 
S<'�con t�e. �t cetera. How does Arkgonnctl and 
Oolubhammon com pare with these ? 

Space war a rt icleH aml let ters by Ley and 
.r ameson appeal grea t l y  to me, despite the fact 
t h n t  t hey bopele��ly destroy-and quite logically, 
tn m.r pH dream. or Ba sh ing ray battles in 
t! H• void. But wouldn't two shi ps t ra vel ing a 
pArallel cou rse at oqual or ne11r �qual speeds be 
vi�il>le t o one n not hpr ? Ja meRon seems to think 
n o t .  A ho comes np 11 gn i u  the slow-speed St'RCe
R h ip t bPor.v t ha t  bln�tA the seven-mile-per-second 
prin�iple-page 70 of "Spuce Wnr Tactlcs"--<>lr 
the rt'cord�. Still.  .Jameson accepts th at. too, 
. . . ?-J nmes S . . � Yery, 55 l>fiddle Street, 

Skowhega n,  n i ne. 

To follow the Skylark tradition, Seaton 
would have to be made stronger than 
he already is. Then what danger could 
menace him? 

Dea r Mr. ( 'o. m pbel l : 
• 'ending lettPrs your way Is. I !ear, showing 

signs or de'·�lotli ug i n to a l1a bit. But what can 
I do 'I YouJ' own hubit  oC t urni ng out top-notch 
lssu�s <'very ruon th Is very la rgely to blame. 
A nd the Novemb�r number is uo exception . 

I l lu�t ra t ions. H rRt. Rogers' cover definitely 
rates ;  far b�tt�r than his October job-good a s  
t h a t  Wt\H. Wltll t h �  possible e xcept ion o! 
Brown ·� memorabi� tlrst cover !or "Sk ylark o! 
ValPt()O," it i• probably tbe bt>st expr<'��ion :ret 
9! t he true power and "feel" o! Dr. Smith's epic 
tal�s. S!'hoPeman somehow tlisappolnts. I'm 
still ot Uu• OJ>in ion that We�so a nil Dolcl ' are 
tbt> oolr bluck-and-wbite a rtists who can really 

do justice to Dr. Smltlt. In RU(JflOrt of whlcb., I 
otfer Wesso'a illu�tration� lor "Ga lactic PAtrol" 
and "Skylark Tbree"-remember the fou rth-order 
J)rojector in Installment two ?-a n d  Dold'a for 
"Skylark of Valeron." 

"Gray Lensm a n ." Ult ra·super-ul tra ; and get· 
t i n g  better all the way. 1 won der if Dr. Smllh 
could be induced to do a nother Skyla rk ? Or 
bas Seaton really �ettled down to a stay-at
home existence ? 

"Space War Tactics." Excellen t- bu t I sti ll 
like rays. 

"l>l isfit ." Somewhat thi n, but very well han· 
dled. 

The remai nder run abou t even : w i t h  t he �x
ceptlon of "Spacewr�ck." wh ich d idn't . <J.U i te click wltb me. 1 ra t her doubt t he c redibility 
of sttch drugs a �  poi n a u d. Bu t theu, t hl're's no 
accoun t in g for ta tea.-A . Arthur Sm ith , Que�n·s 
Univer�ity, K!ngstou , Ont.,  Canada. 

Try bim out on "If This Goes On-" 

Dear Si r : 
Bei ng an a vid science-fiction tnn,  for years I 

ha,·e eagerly read e,·ery science-fiction magazine 
on the ma rket a nd I wi•h to t e l l  you t ha t  
A stounding ranks first In m y  judgm�u t . Your 
magazine, fortunately, bas '•eere<l away from t lle 
fni r,v-tale type or story w h ich the other mag&· 
zlnes have permitted. 

This is tn:v first fa n letter. a nd t11e renaon for 
it  is your new serial "G ra.y J,ensm tw . '' Here at 
last  Is scie uce-Hctlon at Its !Jest . Here at lust 
is the type of seience·fiction sto ry I am not 
a sha med to show to my sketltleal friNHls. It i� 
well·w rltten and n ver once departs from the 
lines or science-fictiou i n to fairy tale. 

You see, my h usba nd bas often chided me 
about m v  Avid I n terest in sclen�P-Det ion , and to 
be tru tli!ul I have ne\'fr dared befor� ask him 
to read one or the stories for lear or bls con
tt�mpt nn d I ha ve b•en �<'•king the }Jroper ma
terial to present to a "doubtH. "  Howe 'f'er, I 
have found it in the "Gray L•n�l!lnn.'' a nd . T f�•l'  
that after be bas read it .  be wUI respect �ciencc· 
fletlon, a nd who knows . ma;vbt> son>P day he will 
become as bad as I a m a nd rPad ... cry liut•. 
every stor,v.  good or bad.- ( "M rs. ) Blaucbe Do· 
brow, 621 We�t End A ve., New York City. 

Which reminds me-the Greek term for 
a course in mathematics and science 
was "Music" course. 

Dear Mr. Campbell : 
The Sept ember Astounding was a good lssut>, 

combining quality and variety. 
As a student of mu�ic, both practical aud 

theoretlcal, 1 was i n terested I n  the o l i n•ions lu  
"'l'he Ether Brea thers" to ll ve·beut rhythm• a n d  
qua rter-tones. Al though su ·h th ing• • n e  not a •  
far i n  t h e  futu re as, say. t b r�e-co l or television, 
the idea o! their supplanti ng pre ent methods or 
m usic-making is stll questionable. One. t wo au<1 
three beat rhythms seem to come naturally to 
us : four, six, eight , n i ne, t wel ve an<l si x teen
b at bars 11re simply built  up of t hem Wilen 
orchest ra men bit a five-beat bar they i nvariably 
count It as on� group or th ree bea ts and one of 
two, unless they want t o  lose thei r J)'lace in 
short order. and spend the r�st ot the rehea r�a l 
trying to lind where t he r�st a re. But Hve· 
beat has been u�ed ; the moRt celebra ted I n 
stance i s  the s l o w  movement from T�cba i ·  
kowsky's Sixth Symphon y . t h e  " J>n thetlque," a n d  
the re are few more t u o�ful or graceful ptec<'�. 

E"perlments w i t h  qna rter-toues are dlecour
agint;'. as a half-tone Is about tb� smallest In
terval many people can hear-alt hough trailled 
musicians can 41istl o guish tenth- or t wentieth· 
tooes. The effects of chords in a q uarter-tone 
seale range from "very b�a u t lful" to "t'xtrem\'1 ... 
d iscorda nt" and many ell'ects are possible with 
this sca le which o.re not attainll.ble otherwise.
Cha rles H. Chandler, 920 Col lege Avenue, 
Wooster, Ohio. 

., . 
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SC I £ nCf D I SCUSS I O nS  
Experts transposed? 

Dea r. M r. Campb�ll : 
That tlu> problems of space war antl Hpnce 

Wilt ta<'tk� a re lofc�t•d w i t h  wide gaps of 
knowlrdg•' aud w i t h  tlitllcult les or ail  kiod� Is 
proven by one fact : 1 recom mend guns, while 
a n  old guuuer.v expert l ike Malcolm Jameson 
p refers rock•t torpedoes ! 1f I t  were t bc other 
way ronnel, nobody woultl be surprised. 

:My ren"on8 for •·ecommending guns we•·e al
,.,,atly �tn trd in my n r t lcle HSpnce Wnr," the 
Jll'incipal one beln�o; that guns with a m m u n i t ion 
ore llgh ter n n<l 1��.- hulky t loan rocket torpr
<loeR, P I'OI' ide<l thn t n n  apprcclnble n u mber ot 
rounds is to hP carried. A nd si nce my compari
�on was bn•ed on rocket ' torpedo s cnpnble of 
a t ta i n i ng t he Rnme ,-eloclty as 1;un projectiles, 
J t h i n k  t h a t  the argument !R sti l l  vnlldl it  t he 
t orpedoes were to a t ta i n  higher spceo s they 
would be s t i l l  henYier •uHI still b\tlkier. 

.A nswering fit·st to )f r. J a meson's letlPr I 
hnst�n to nRsert t h a t  I do not t h ink t bn t l be 
w�lght of la rge caliber guns coul<l be r�<htcecl 
' •••·y m uch, un lesM bJ the use of n•w alloys. I 
" UM spen lclng of small guns, 7;; m i l l i meter and 
l�ss, noll  1 stlll  hold t h a t  I tun right.  'l'he new 
b n tl-tank guns in  all armies pro1· that poi nt ; 
l hey are much lighter than n ny t h i n �  b u i l t  so 
fa r. ( I  may atl<l tha t t hose or t h e  Hwl"s a rmy 
n r� n lRO eQuipped w i t h  a recoi l  eliminator. ) 
.� nd t h a t  they a re etr•ctlve enough has m�nu
t i me b••n !lemonst mted by the new :J7-mi l l l
met•r a n t l- t u n k  guns of tlw U. S. army t h a t  
"llisln tegra te�l" 1 % -inch steel a rmor pla te nt a 
t housand Janis without a moment's hesi t a t ion. 
'l'hat 1 ,000-yn•·•l range means, or course. In a i r  

f o r  •pacP condi t ions I t  might surely be mul
t iplletl hy a h nndr•<l or even more. 

AR far as t a c t ics of combat ar concPrned, 
I, h a v i ng neit her experience nor t heo .. �ticnl 
t rn i nln:;, hn vc to be quiet. 1 ca nnot ht'lp bot 
f••el . howHer, t h a t  the tact ic� or Rt>a or n�rinl 
• mbat do not apply to n 1•ery l(r�nt extt>nt. 
We nlwnyH have to !)Pa r I n  m i nd that o n  orbit 
I n  space l\tHI a conrse in air or on the bigl1 
xt as a re not exnctly t he s:une. !'ipa esblps a re 
not stenme•·s t h a t  t ra 1·el at will ,  but  rn t her 
cn noes J n  swift an<l  pow�rtul curren ts. TheRe 
<'nnoe� ba1•e pndllle� t h a t  permit some move-

ment at will  and some Rteerlng, n nrl It the 
.. <"urrents" w re uot n s  regulur st ud as cnlcu· 
!able as they are the ca�e would be hopei ss. 

Spaceships, therefore, "•Ill  either pass �nch 
other in opposite tlirections and at such rt'la
tlve speeds that bnrdly anything could be done, 
or else they will  follow about t he �ame cou r"e 
and by necess i ty have about thf' same velocity. 
T t  Is the ln t lcr contlltlon I 11ad In m lud . and 
I t  i s  I n  t ha t  condition whe1·e guns w i l l  be 
atl\'a n tageous. :Mine laying Is, of cou rse. n nice 
l<len, but again 1 clo not Quite see wh)' mines 
should be superior to guns, genera lly SJlPilki ul(. 
ll r. Ja meson Is t rying to tlo something t h a t  
is  ve•·y hn rtl t o  d o  when he proposes that the 
spnce mines, or I ron pelletR, shoulcl lle "Rhot 
out o! mlne-ln y ing tubM clusterrd about the 
nJa i n  drl\'e jets. They would be Rhot out at 
sll;!ht nngles---an1l gi•�n a nloclty exncOy 
equal to the ship's speed, RO thnt they would 
bang motion leRa where they w�re d •·opped. " 
The latter <loes not hoi <I t •·ue �xnrtl�· ; the pel
lets woulll nt once stn•·t moving in th� getwrnl 
direction ot the Su n- I f  they a re rxactly mo
tionless It would bP the exact (JirectiOJl townrd 
the Sun-but since thnt moYement wouhl he 
v('ry Rlow at first A llll the enNil)' ship ··�aches 
the a rea of t h e  mhw field In a rrw s�rontls, th:it fa ct o r rn n he llls•·N�nrdPil. W h n t  hothPrs 
m e  Is the problem bow thP m l n•s could be �bot 
oot with R Yelocit)' exactly PQnnl to t he slllp'R 
•P�ed. Tha t  spPrtl I s  nssn mecl to be A bo n t  
2 23 miles JlH APron d. llluzzle vf'lorltlr · ot 
!!'nns will be hetween one � n d-po�slbly- onP 
A n ll n hnlt m i les per srcon(). .A nd even t hr 
gn . molecul�s In t he roekrt exhaust do nnt 
t rnvel fnstf'r thnn, so y,  t h ree miles per see
on<!. It a method eoul!l ll• round to shoot fhl' 
space mines n wny from the shin w i t h  20-2!\ 
mll•s ptr secon•l, that  method should be applied 
to t h row shells. 

Since I bnvo stnrte<l criticizing other people's 
!•lens, I might aR w�ll Ray n few word� all•lllt 
Robert Hein l�>ln's rnjo;rable story "�llsfl t ."  
Genernlly sprnklng, I t h ink l l ont  moving n n  
a�tcrold for t he pu rpose o f  11sing I t  n s  a s t a 
t ion iu •puce I s  n vrry wast�fnl buKi n•'RS. 1 t  
would take mneh Je"s ruel t o  l l·a nsport bulltl
l n g  ma terial to l 11c chos�n spot In spncr from 
Earth or Mn rs. An asterol() pos•esseR n•1 awful 
amount of useless mass t ha t  has to b•• t ran"
portetl, anti �ach pound or mass reqnirPs �o 
nnd so m ucl1 fnPI. l t  Is somewhat llko• mov
i n g  a In rge mountain from one continent to 
a nother been usc the1·c I "  a forest grow in;! on 
lop or t l.te mountain an1l the ln rg•r t ro'rR ot 
t hn t forest a re to be uq�1l to build n raft . 

llut e--en H we concetlc to t he \\ liSle or fuel 
to move the asteroid . there Is no l't'a"on to 
wt�stc m·ore t ha n  half of t h a t  tnPI in l( i l· l ng 
" ll'' •·u �eri•s of grntle pn t s. nlwfl)' " on the 
�!tle farthest from t he ' u n ." What has t o  b•' 
accom�,>llsbed Is to �low down the orbital vP
Ioeity of the asteroid so l lalt t he :::ravitn l iounl 
a t t raction ot t h e  Hun gets t he uppet· bn nd nntl  
drnws I t  closer. 'Vhlch is  done most en:ect h•ely 
lu set ting orr t he rocket cha rges In such n wny 
t h a t  they point "Rhl'ad," at right a ngles to t he 
l i ne <lrawn h·on1 the asteroid to t be Snn. Tht> 
reHulting movement would be along flo elli pt i
cal curvl'- omewhRt mstortetl, lo b� sur• but 
not a hyperbolic cu r\'P, .A n d  th�r� is  no n�r�l 
for RUCh mlnecPssary ncrut·acy. I f  l hP nHterohl 
�bould flnn l l .t poss�ss n few h undreol feet of 
orui tn l vrloC'i f y  more or les•. Is renll)' n n l m
J>OI'tnnt. 1 t  woultl makP a dl ll'eren�e or t••o or 
twenty m i les r even tl!l y or n h u nolr�d I n  
t h e  a 1·eragr <llsta ncP rrono the S n n .  1' hPt'P i s  
no rensoJ• w h y  t h n t  Rboultl ma t te,.. jn•t as I t  
do�s not m a t t e r  wh�ther n n  lsln ntl in t h P  A t 
l a n t ic Ocenn Is h a l f  n mile further weHt or 
not ; i t  only ma t t ers I hut  cn ptolnR know wherP 
It Is. Besides, the orbit ot the asteroid could 
he corr cte<l at nny t i m(', lr llPHirrd. But J 
wouldn't n1ovr aAteroltls at nil .  

1 wi sh t o  soy "thnnk you" t o  Mr. E. l<'rnnk
lln of Jamaica Plul n  for his niee anti i n t ert•,t
ing letter In t b� October Issue. 'J'hP rPnl t rou
ble w i t h  art icles Is t h a t  l bry hAI't' to be Rhorttr 
thnn the "Gray Lensmnn. "- Willey Ley, 3:i-33 
29th St.,  Long I sluntl City, N. Y. 

. .  



Maybe there ARE two moons! 

Dear M r. 'a.mpbe ll : 
I have just rea.d Herr Ley's article on the 

Earth's second moon, If any. As usual w i t h  
h l s  writi ngs, l l  i s  very interesting, but there i s  
a n I n teresting b l t  o f  data which he overlooked, 
or J>erha.ps he just d i d n ' t  th ink it  was worth 
using. 

1n l'opular ,htrollomy, vol. 31, p. 362, there 
Is " l)l'i�f com m u n ict\ tion by one R. l\1. Mo
ran, who says tha t  he saw a small black ob
j�· l croM in  front of the moon at one t i m<>. 
a nd h<" gives certa i n  data concerning lt. O n  
page 4 1 8  o r  the same volume W. H. Pickering 
<'� leulale� from l he data that the object could 
he a meteorl t l e  satellite whose distance from 
tht' IDao·th's t't'11ler Is 6,500 m iles. Its diameter 
is 235 reel and I t s  orbital velocity is 3.5  m i les 
per second, which make� i t s  period 180 m i n 
utes. A nother possibility I s  a bird a t  an a l t l 
tud�> o t  3.25 miles, H y i ng a t  a velocity o f  fi f 
teen miles a n  hour. H e  seems to i nc l ine t o  
t h ill explanation, b u t  M r. 1\loran says he has 
s.>t'n loll! of bi rds, but this didn't act I n  t h e  
si\me w a y .  For my part, I wonder if a b i ni 
<>ou ld e x ist at such an a l t i t ude. Birds have a 
h igher bod)• t e m perature than h u mans. and 
theo·efor<" must consume ox ygen at a greater 
rat<.>, Y<'t a ma n can ' t  get along very well a t  
that a.l l i tude, and besides, t h is "bird" i s  exer
cisi ng. 

On pages 406-40i or Yolum<' 30 or the same 
publicat ion t h e o· is some further circumsta n 
t i a l  evidence ror a second sa.tellitl' for t h e  
:J!l<trth, na mely t hat erla ln otherwise u n e x 
pla i ned spots o n  Lhe sun seem to b e  related. 
:M r. W rl hi ngton also points out the curious 
fad i n  his art icle that Jupiter's firth moon Is 
2.6 rad i i  from the planet's center; Phobos is 
2 .76 rad ii from Mars• center, a nd tbe outer 
edge of � a t u rn 's ring Is 2.49 radii from Sal
urn's c·entel'. B.v a nalogy the Earth might be 
t>xpec·ted to have a sa tellite at a si m ilar d is
t:ult'�. I f  th is distance were 2.66 Earth rad i i ,  
the period would be s i x  hours.-John Davis 
Budd hue. 

Maybe Disney will now 
Lemuel Locomotive? 

D�1tr M r. ( 'a mph� I I  : 

introduce 

l a l tend�d n le<·l ure on t h<' "voco!ler''  l lo<' 
ot her n i g h l -l lJU l  b�ing t he name for t h<• I:'Ud· 
l:<•l d�so·rltwd In a reeen l filler in A�tonndi ug. 
J I hough I .1·ou m ight tw i n l t'resled. Your lill�t· 
d idn' t l'OVPr the ha lf  O[ ilK PO�Kibili t ieS- tl:l r· 
t it·uln rly i t s  possibilies for radio a n d  mov ie 
sound t rh•h. 

Bttsit·a l ly, u• t he filler ex pln ine<l. the voeoder 
is a voliN phu< au a u t oma t ic a n al,,·zrr to op
Prtll<" i t .  'l'he voder bpi n g nn elect rica l equiv:o
len l or t he voice mechn n iKm of a human bein,::. 
l ht• "<·od�r" pu rt m ig h t  he compnrNl to t he 
n<·rv•·• w h i<'h n r l i v n l e  l h<· mecltau ic·ul voit·t· 
H)' Mh'm I he h u m u u  ust's. !\ot ic<' it s t i l l  lacks " 
t>ra l n .  w h i<·h l�n vP" room ror t he robot spe· 
cht l i � t H. 

'l'lu• h u m u n  vni<•fl RyHtf:'m i n volVE'l-1 n I'OW<'r 
so.urt·(• ( ('tm l l • rt'HHNI a i r  from t h ('  l u n gs ) .  H lout·· 

PvouR 
Worries! Rupture 

lGl 

Why worry a nd sulfer any longer? L<'nrn about our pt>rfl'cttd in'f'entiOil 
for nll forms of reducible rupture in men, women and children. Hupport fitted with automatic air cush ion assists Natun- in a natura l strengthening 
of tloe wtakeued muscles. Thousands mad!' bappy. Weighs bu t a few ounceK, 
Is lnronsolcuous and sanital')'. No stl!r sprlnn or hard Pads. No ul•es or plastera. Durable. chealt. 
SENT O N  T R I A L  to oro•• it. Beware ot Imitations. NOfor sold In ator"' or br •tr•niL 
Write today for full informa.tlon and Free Book on Rupture. All correspondenc-e eonO.denUat. 

BROOKS APPLIANCE COMPANY, 408·D State Street, Marshall, Midi. 
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10 kt. S O L I D  G O L D  
B I R T HSTON E  R I N G  

No. 59-10 Kt. solid 

HOW TO ORDER Send 60e with order. Pa1 balance In 10 m o n t h 1 J'  p.ymenta. State 

if: D �Di:o M;��; a 
char .. • or r•d tape. Ordt'r flllril prompt.lJ'. ORDI!R TODAY. 

;�:�. 1·����sub•\"1�!\��� ATLAS CREDIT JEWELERS 
Mention month dtalrtd Dept. 1 51 2  " IU1  order. $5.98 •••••••1 225 Fifth Ave., New York 

J.l•ke dtlldous, new "NO:-I·GllEASY"' Potato ChiPS 
.,., low cuat. \Ve furnlsb equipment and tnl:ltl'ucttons. 
Jlotaloea l)lenttful and cheap. Groceries, markets, 
n�:�taur111nt", tave1 ns do the retailing for you. Profit JarM nusuaily 1:10. You can start tills money- maklnl 
hu1in�s�� on a "11ext to nothing"'' outlay or cash. \Vritt tor Potllto Chip Bookl 1 .  
LON G - EA K I NS CO., 1240-S. High St., Sprlngfttld, O. 

Thri l l ing Amazing For a 

Adventure read-
DOC SAVAG E Magazine 

.rveP� CHEAP D I L  BURNER  

p roducer ( t h e  vocnl cordH) n nd n huwz Ill A• 
producer ( t he tongue a n d  te�· t h ) ,  alld finally, a 
series or resonnlors ( t he ca v i l les or t h� mouth 
a n d  unsal bnmbH. ) . Ste11 for Rlep, t he �od• r 
rorreRponds :  n pow�r �ourcP ( �l�ctrlc l• t h i  
(·ase ) ,  n lou� pro<ltH•t•r ( n u  oHCll l a tor t u b� ) .  n ud 
buzz-hiss JITo<lut·�·· ( n  t rkk eledri�nl clrcuit In·  
voh· l ng more rn!llo- t .1 pe t u ht•s ) n n d  a Hf•rif• or 
rt'KOnntors-Plect rl<'a l t u nf'd clrcult · .  

Tile vocodcr ntlt ls mech a n i sm s  t hu t  hrcnk 
down a n  �lct•tri<'a I 1 olt·e-vuicP JlickP<l up by n 
microphon<", in ot lt(ll' wordl'l- i n t o  t hE' PlPnlt• n t t-i  
i t 'A IllUdE" O f ,  IUPf PrH t hetoit' ('OUIJ)OII�Ut M, SUit) 
K t i m u l n ft'R t he VOi(lt' Jllt'Chn u itiOI Of t he \'Otlf't" 
part of l he appara t u R  to reprodut'l' t hcm. Jlf• i n g  
con•ldernbly more pot � u l  n n d  tll ve rslfio•tl t 1111 n 
n. h um a n's voice lil.rf�tem, tht•  vodPr enn, " h€ln 
a c t ivated by n vocodcr •y•t�m. rPJirodu<'C not 
only t h� bnmn n \'Oi<•t> f(l  a h i g-h tlPgr('fl ot Jlt'r
fec t ion, but ca n ,  a l l  h�· i t self'. product• n whole 
chorus or volces, a nd f'l'en rend�t- 1111 f'XCCll<•nt 
reprod uction or n p l 11r orguu or n n  oln·lle�t ru, 
wh ich Is Mtn<•whn t b�.rond t he n h i t i t ic-. or f lw 
best t rick voic� a rt i s t •. 

So mu<•h for t hf' R t rn l g h t  R t utl' ; t ht• f n n  
rPn l l y  b(lg i n A  w h fl n  ,,�ou :-; t n rt lPi t i n g  t hfl . .  nPrv
ou: system" go hnyw i r'P-Jet t hf1 ••nprvtl�" from 
t he vocoflPI" pa rt I n  t hP \"Odf'r-l h <• �pt>n k l n J.:  
pnrt-ge t som�w h u t  crosAPd i u  t rn n H l t .  OC 
courst>, yon <·ould simply npsf't t h�m. •o t hnt 
wllPrf' n hnzz "lwuld I e n ton� npprn r<'tl, anti 
whet" a tone should hP, a llnzz H I>PNt r<'\1. 
'rlm t "s too s<·rn mblt•d t o  lw a t  a l l  l n t f' l l il(lble. 
J l 's more f n n  to simply shlrt t lw voif'� nt> or 
down t ile �ca lP. A normal male vole<' workA 
nround l:l:) c�·<•les : a tPrrifil' hn �so·sub-pro
fundo wouhl 1(0 tlown to J)f'rh a ps !'i0 f'l Clf'•. 
Tlw \'Oiler <'onsi<ler• t lut t somet h i n g  or 11 11rlssy 
rnl•f'tto. nnd <'tJntPk for t h  w i t h  somet hlnJ.: t h a t  
would do eredll t o  n loqunf'ious moun t u i n ; !l!'i 
cyclf'�. 

On t ile o t lwr band. by cros•l n�: the "n�rvl' " 
the other way, t he uormtll mn le ,. I f'� cnu II<' 
bounced up to, Ray, :i!l:i cyclf',;.-whi<·h Is rf'nl l y  
n rPmurknble sort o r  volcP t o  lwnr IIIJJlll rf'n t l y  
issuing from n m a n .  A Rmnll child w lt h  a n  
u n usually h l g h  fn l sl'tto mlgh t g1•l 60mewll�re 
m•nr t her�. 

A l so. t hey can p u t  n rlppl� ln t il<' vole�. A 
si x -cycles-pcr-s�l'on(! ripple t u rns a normal bnrl· 
tone vole� i n to n plenRu u t l.v rlpp l f n g  bnrl ton� 
voice. BooAt t he frt'qnPn<·y t o  t�n n "''Conti, 
a!Hl. l o ! l t'� an oltl mnn·� qun ver. 

B u t  t lt�re n rf' ot ho•r· t l"it·k�. too. J?or i nAtn n•·�, 
11 phon o,gr·n ph I"N·ord t'An !w trRPol to Rtt]l l >ly 
t he sound <•nergy nnd l hf' tone, willie. hy "llenk
i n g  i n t o  n m h•ropiiOil(), A m n n 's voi<'v run l>fl 
used to <·o n t rol the resononcf' nnd iltoohrln t lon 
or t he ROtlltd 811PJJilN1 h,v t he reenrol. K n m
ples : �'h� clltt fr·rli uJ!·('lfUPP of n ltH•ntuo t l vc 
i� modnlnte<l  h.v t hf' mnn's vol<·P t o : "n lll>i'm 
hhn t rn i h n ." 'rh� t'lfN•I IR t h a t  t he lo<'nmot l ve 
Rpl'n k �  w i t h  u lo<>om n t i \'fl't-� n a l u r n l  '•oit·•' ! 'l'h� 
zoomiug roor or n tli\'lng Jllttnii iR mot.l u l n 1 •1d t n  
produ<>e H zoom i u �  <·r.v o f  · · Look out lwlt�w
l 'm going to C H . A � H  !'' 'flw tlnll,  m•mofon� 
h u m  of n �f'JH'ru t o r  m u m h l (lH H1Hl mnt fPrH i n  n 
dPPil, dl'onl n g  voit•f' : ""1 nm t he voke of POOOOOW('T-1 fllll f l it> J1000 Wt1 r � h a t  g-iVO·I YOU 
l ii i i ig h t s  n ntl hePenn t-" 

M os t  elfet• l lve aud n l u>Okt N)nnlly h lPrf'tl lhle. 
Wnll Di�nf'y w i l l  n n doubtedly h n v<' no o•nol or 
fun m n k l n g  loeomotlves, n l rplnrws, l"lo<·ks. a o t o
mohih'�. n n �· t 11 i n g  nu, t makP!'i n noil'i� of n n.v 
k i nd, s t n rt t a l k l n g  w l l h  t ha t  not"'· A l�o. Hlne� 
t he Hll llll' t rlck <'tin he useol t o  mot l u l l l l o• t h� 
sounol ol' n plpe orgn n ,  11 "lng�r en n IJP gh·p" 
n whoiP pipP organ I n  t lw hat•k or h i s  t h roat 
( () "i ll!): " i t b. 'J'hf' po•�lh i J I I Jp" Of ('Oillbl n i n g  
pu r·e n n d  ben u l lful tonPR " i t h  modula t ions i m
Jll"''"""d by IHIIII!I n volcPs open out liPid for 
u n l q ue nnd hH'r�dihly f'tl'P�t l ,-� Ringing. l moJ.:· 
i nP t h e  ]lure, l i q u l t l  tones (I( n mnrimbn or 
zylophonP givPn vol •e ! 

Th�u. t oo, of _rour>e. n ''oie� llrOilOrtlonnt�ly 
�fl uenky for o n �  of DIRnP,v'� i n !-:N··t R, or from 
t 11e sub-bnsement or tonal rnngP, proJJer folr 
a Jno n n tn l n  or envP rn n bP m n n ofae t u rf'<l 
BP�A. mosq u t t oeR, n n1l m'h nol y lnset'IR will, 
of conrse, t a l k  w l t ll t he i r  na t u ral �oit·�•. ltow
evf'lr. 

A ud, 
l s  the 
use, n 
A rt 11 u r  N. J. 

beshlPA l t s  e n t f'rtninment f�11 1 uri'A. thPre 
communicatlouA �ystt'm JlOHsiblt• hy It 

t ile Iiiier in A st o u n d i n g  C>. JJ i n l ned.
McCa n n ,  761 'cotlant.l noa J, Ornn�;e, 



ENo""WDMEN WA 

N E IGHBORHOOD 
FOOD ROUTE 

If �·ou wnn t to h e  I t p r  ynur�•·lf-lf you want 
•·n:h to HJlt•nd· mnm•.r to Mnvc the means to 
IIH In comfort IPt Ill<' Khnw �·ou your big l'hant't' ! To un h on(lHC l'PlinhiP mnn or woman 
In nny open hll'nllty 1 \\ I l l  gh• l''RE •' 
••Yer.H h l ng nccdt•d t o  stn rt ll tine pnylng neigh
borhood l•'ood Route, wit h prof i t s  your YPry 
Hr't day and all year 'rouaul. You don 't send 
me one ppnny ! You nnt•t n•ttllze that I cer
tnluly would not olft•r this hlg PX11l'll81ve Outfit 
1-'IUJI� unh·•• I had comtll�te con tid(•nce In the 
sph•ndld money-muklng opportunities or my 
rt•mnrkable l'lnn I 

Cllll j udge wb�llwr YOU want 
t01 Klnrt right I n  milking mom·� 
at once. 

You ����d ab•olutely no expt>rl nee. :My slm
l•h•, pron>n Plan off�rs you a wonderful op
J'nrtunlly to muke good moDI'\' right 
from tlw Klu rt In a Hlmpll', dlgn lfietl  
hli "hu·•� of �·our o wn. Yo u  hand le rast

l'llln�:. quick repNI tln�r home ne<'!'HHI
Il<'� thi ng• !Wople muRt buy, such 1\R 
•·ntft·P, tt·n�. dPl lclous roods anti over 
11111 ot lwr neCPHsitlt•s ·· n i l  guu runt�ed 
to Katl•fr or mon��· haPk. Your home Is your h!'adqunrt••rs. Yon hn,·t• no !n
n•tmen t for Htur!' rent, light, tlxtureR 
or hl,l( sto••ks or good•. You hnndle n i l  

h P  money a n d  kel'Jl n l lbernl �hnre fo• 
YUI! rsl'lf. In fact, your 1\\'Pru�:e �:ros; 
prntl t I. from 30 to 40 r••ntH on enn 
tlnllnr you take ln. Onre you start. 
mul••r m�· l lhPrnl rrPdl t plnn, yon cnn 
uppa·nte ou m�- capital. 

I Send Everything 
I not only give you free the omplete 
Ou ltll �hown here, containing a big ns
�nrtmPu t of hall-sized packages, but 
n i Ho gin you n �nmple. sure-fire Plan. I gh·e you ad,·ertislng material, trlal
�lze �a mple� to give away, and every
thing �l•e you need to s tart earning 
mont•y �·our very first day. 

Get Full Particulars ! 

RUSH COUPON for FREE OFFER 
I Mr. E. J. M I LLS, President I 9680 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio J Without the slightest obligation on ltlY I 1 ���� ��::e o,m�n c�·�pf�t�� �����c��rAt.·��J 1 how you will help me aet slarted at once 1 ln a 11ne-paylni nelihborhood �'ood Boule. 1 
I Xame . I 
I .\ddrea I 
I . . . I 
I (l>lease l'rlnt ur Write l'laini)·J .J 

:...D - - - -- - - - - - -



Walch the change to Che!terfield 
!OY! DONNA DAE 

C H E STERF IE LD'S JANUARY GIRL  
ltorring with 

FRED WARING'S PENNSYLVANIANS 

Cop)ngla 1910, LIGGIIT & MYERS TOB�CCO CO. 

F O R  1 940 

Change to Chesterfields and you'll get 
what you want . . .  real mildness and better taste. 
You can't buy a better cigarette. 




