


MALLORY STORM 

QFFICIALLY, and for more hours 
than there are in a week, I'm a 

stage designer for TV and the theater. 
In my spare time I write westerns 
and science fiction and French poetry. 
Which leaves me only a little time for 
reading and listening to my thousands 

of classical records and collecting 
things and entertaining friends. It is 
no wonder, I am told, that at age for
ty-five I am still a bachelor. 

As for my background-! was born 
in Los Angeles, grew up in San Fran

(Continued on page 127) 



A CONFIDENTIAl CHAT WITH THE EDITOR 

IT STRIKES me that the big problem 
of the mechanized and atomic age is 

going to be neither machines nor atoms
but people. It begins to appear that flesh, 
blood, and human mental resistance are 
just not strong enough to stand the in
creasing pressure. When pressures become 
too great, the :weakest link of resistance 
has to give. 

It would nppear that tht: weakest lin!< 
in this picture, is Man. 

ONE OF THE main problems faring 
the space-flight planners even now, 

is whether or not the human animal can 
stand up to the · awful adventure of in
vading the cosmos. They call it space 
medicine and it could conceivably knock 
the whole deal into the waste basket if it 
isn't solved. 

But we can come even closer to home 
and to the immed iate present in observill;( 
this thing. The pressures of our every· 
day living in this year of our Lord, 195<: 
can be likened to a steam boiler filled to 
capacity with no safety valve. 

THE DAILY papers give us a clue of 
where the weak link is in our overall 

chain. Homo Sapiens. A little investigation 
shows him giving in to the pressure in 
wholesale Jots. He takes a gun and goes 
out and kills a f�w people on the street. 
He puts down his newspaper and begins 
yelling on the subway and the boys in the 
white coats come and get him. He shoots 
his wife because su J>per is late. She shoots 
her husband because he comes home ·]ate 
for supper. Homo !:apiens Junior gets 
piqued because Dad won't give him the 
car and ends Dad's earthly career \nth 
one quick stroke of a hatchet. Then 
Junior, feeling Mom w ill be lonesome 
without Dad, arranges a double funeral 
with another blow of his little ax. 

THE ABOVE �x;,mples are not fiction. 
They are fad, g leaned from . head-

lines published during a single week. 
The apologis�s for the times say so 

what? Death and violence have always 
been with us. That's true, but 110t on to
day's vast scale. Nor have ou1· insane 
asylums ever been as full. Never haYe our 
psychiatrists been so busy. 

IT SEEMS to me that tl:e underlying 
cause of all this abnormality is FEAR. 

Jf that is true, from whence springs this 
fear? 

It is claimed by some that the possibili
ty of global war generates it. Granting 
this, we are still faced with the .fact that 
the dread concept of the next war tests 
directly upon the Machine Age and the 
atom. 

PEOPLE did not cringe at thouiht of 
the American Revolution-that is, 

t:oey didn't become glassy-eyed neurosis 
collectors. Even World War One was faced 
with far 1110re righteous anger than fear. 

!:o it is not beyond reason to claim that 
man stands, now, in deathly fear .of the 
prog-ress men haYe looked forward to and 
yeamed for through the ap;es. 

This is no doubt true because he knows 
he must adjudge this new progress upon 
the b&s ;s of his own weaknesses. 

H
E IS WELL aware of h:s shortcom

ings-his instinctive urge to turn all 
things to his own benefit no matter what 
brutal methods are necessary to do this. 

In short, Man is losing his marbles h·y
ing to perserve something that does not 
exist in this man world of today. 

Safety. S ec u r it y. The old methods 
of .p.rotecting one's own could be 
l ived with. The new methods-the present 
concept of warfare, are too horrible to 
contemplate. So Mankind finds flesh and 
mind cringing before the concept of the 
future. 
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NO PHASE of fundamental physics 
mal;es a more fascinating subject for 

study than the familiar branch known as 
optics. Because the nature of light is so 
intimately connected with the structure of 
matter, the composition of atoms, optics is 
assuming a new importance, quLe distinct· 
from the commonplace "geometric" optics 
of lenses and focal points. Physical optics, 
as the science is called, is at the very heart 
and core of quantum theory, since it is 
from this source that our knowledge of 
things and events derives. 

The most impressive statement to be 
made about familiar physical optics con
cerns the phenomenon of interference. Eve
ryone has seen the alternate black and 
white lines visible when two flat pieces of 
glass are placed togethe�. or the colored 
diffuseness of a soap bubble or an oil 
slick. These things arc due to interference, 
and it is here that some interesting ques
tions come up. 

Light is a wave motion. The books say 
that if you take two beams of light of the 
sam�: frequency and mix them so that the 
waves are out of phase, they cancel. Too 
often they don't point out clearly that the 
waves must come from the identical light 
source for this to happen. It is thus an 
amazing and surprising fact that two light 
beams add to produce nothing ! 

Oft-hand. this sounds like a violalion of 
the theory of the conservation of energy ; 
as if something is awry. How can you add 
two energy spots and get no�hing. The 
energy had to go somewhere! It is there 
that <.uantum theory receives anotlcer boost. 
Light is not simply a wave motion. It is 
also a particle thing, a substance of tiny 
"photon" bulle�s which, in some inexplicable 

�':��· ... a�� tr�������t��d e��:�!n��t��vec
a

c
ci� 

fccts remain together. 
llecently it has been clarified that, for 

in�erference effects to occur, the li�ht 
source must be common to the two waves
usually obtained by reflection. Tll.erefore, 
within the total system itself, energ-y is 
p:·�served and no physical laws are violat
<'d. This thorny problem has bothered many 
an ohse;·ver. 

Optics is one of the oldest of the exact 
sciences. At the same time, it is one of the 
newest. The spectroscope, with its analyti
cal ability, has brought to optical science 
an infinite richness, not yet done with. The 
future of optics is "bright" indeed, since it 
is so intimately connected with what hap
pens· in the interior of a�oms. Aft�r all, 
that's where light originally comes from. 

By Sam Dewey 

TV WAVES have a limited range and 
must te wafted from tower to tower 

even over a few hundred miles. How, then, 
can the future see a world-wide net of TV 
linking one country with the other? 

Visionarie3 have proposed airplanes 
hovering overhead, with huilt-in TV re
lays, others have thought in terms of 
bouncing the waves off the Moon, using 
our nearest neighbor as a .sort of relay. 
Others have visuali�ed permanent satellite 
stations in space serving as relays. 

None of these ideas is fantastic. None 
of them is beyond eventual execution. But, 
technologically, they're tough propositions, 
awaiting eonsiderably more money and re
search and know-how than we now have. 

Brigadier General Sarnoff, a famous 
name in applied electronic engineering, is 
becoming impatient. He wants to see a 
world linked by TV as it now is by radio. 
He wants a little villag� in Israel, or a 
tiny hut in South. Africa, or a small town 
in the Argentine, to be as closely linked 
by TV with, say, New York or Chicago 
as it is now by radio and telephone. From 
a technical standpoint this is entirely pos
sible and practical. About the only bar
riers are politics and money-and the last
named is not a real barrier. 

Sarnoff's proposal iR common sense it-
. self. He suggests linldng the world by a 
series of thirty-mile TV relay stations ex
actly like those used to link the Pacific 
coast of the United States to the Atlantic, 
with all the intermediate connections! He 
visualizes a chain of TV relay towers 
reaching north through Canada, through 
Alaska, across the narrow Bering Strait 
down Manchuria into Asia and across into 
Europe and Africa. Similarly a chain 
would reach Southward through Mexico 
and Central America to South America. 
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This proposal is not a fantasy, nor the 
blaring of a publicity seeker, nor the 
vague idea- of an idealist. Rather it is the 
cold-blooded, scientific, sensible plan of a 
thinking engineer not limited in perspec
tive by petty considerations of political 
limitations. Some plan, Sarnoff knows, 
eventually will be devised to unite the 
world by TV. Why wait. he asks-do it 
now, now, now! The means are at hand; 
there is no reason other than nationalism 
stopping us. Unfortunately, probably the 
nationalism of the Soviets would prevent 
the Asiatic link, but surely some other 
means could be found to tie in Europe 
and Africa even if it necessitated going 
acro3s the wastes of Greenland and the 
A•·ct'c, thence through Sweden to North
ern Europe. 
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Are y':.. short on courage? It taku grit and de
termination to set a course and stick to it. 
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, ow to Succeed., 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS � 
BOX 6202·G, SCRANTON 9, P:NNA. 

w;itwut co5: or obli:z;;tlon, send me �u:;;v to �u::::EEO" ar.d U11 tool.ld a!..oct C:e tourse EEFORE whl\.n llolYt mark�!.! X: 
ART 0 Healil•i CIVIL, STRUCTURAL 0 College Pnparttory 0 Stationary Stum Enainetrir.t 0 Commercial Art 0 Slum fillinB ENGINEERI NG U Mathematics 0 Stationary Fireman 0 :��1:!���;nd tklok 8 ��

i!d���i
,
tionint 8 g;;��r�it[�����erinR g �d"r"�!���

h ��f,'�U
T
N��������:· 0 Cartooni:11 SUSIU E�S 0 S:.trveyim� 11nd Map(1iloft M ECHAr..:ICAL 0 Gener.:l Radio 0 Show Card tnd Si1n lellerin11: 0 l:lt�sine�� Adminl�tro:tion 0 Slrt�ctur�l Oraltint AND SHOP 0 Rtdio Operation 0 hshion llhntratint 0 Cartilild Public Acco�:nU:nt U t.ill:h'NJY En1intcrir.i 0 :.lechani<:al (nginurir.& 0 Radio Servicint-F M 

A:.JTOMOTIVE 0 /,�ountint fJ .:uding l::Tt�epriT.ts 0 lndustrilll EngineerinR 0 Television 0 At�lomobile, Mechanic 0 khokktcpinR 0 Co:.cre\1 ConsiTucticn 0 lndt�slrial Supervision 0 Electronics 0 Autol-[lec. Technician 0 St.:noeraphy and Typlnc 0 Slnildry En��:lnu.rint 0 Foremanship 0 Telephone Work 0 :��,)R'!f:.�
�
�i:'

l
uildinc .B ;������r�;�. 0 Zr�r�,f�r��f.., 8 :';;��:;;cb��������ftint 0 r:o�����inur 0 Oiesei-G.u Enclnes 0 Businc.ss Corrnpond•nr:e 0 Archih;tural Draftinc 0 idachine Shop Practice 0 Diesel Locomotiv• 

AVIATION 0 Personnfl and Laoor Rtl.:iion� tJ £teclricJI OrallinR 0 leY.)/ Oesi1n 0 Air Brakes 0 Car Inspector 0 Aerontulittl EnRineerin!! Jr. 0 Adnrhsir:!! f) lv1e=hanic.al Oriltin& 0 Industrial Instrumentation 0 P.ailroad Adminislr�tiofl 0 Aircrafl En1ine Mechanic 0 f:et.1il Businus Pt.ano:r.r:nent ..J Structural Oraftinlt 0 ;'.1,jchine Shop ln�pection TEXTILE 0 Airplant Orallinc 0 ;.1!n·,cinll: Small Busin��s lJ ::.:Jeet r.1t:tal [rftllllllt 0 Readin11: �lueprints 0 Tellile Enr,ineerinc 
BUILDING 0 �ales r.:aliag�ment 0 l.tine SurveyinR and Cr�:;i,.l 0 Toohn:�:;lnc 0 Cotton Manul�eture 0 Architectura 0 S�lr:sm�nship ELECTRICAL 0 Gas-Electric 'fl.'eldin!! 0 Rayon ���anulacture 0 Arch. Oraltin1 0 Trallic Mana�:rment 0 Electrical Encineerini 0 Heat Trcatment-Met�llurllY 0 Woolen •'oanuracture 0 Buildin1Contr�etor CHEMISTRY 0 f:tectrician 0 Sheet Metal Work 0 Loom Fi1in1 0 Estim.atint 0 Chemical En&ineerini 0 t.lectrical Maintenance 0 Sheet Mete.! Pattern Oraltini 0 Finish ina and Oyeint 0 Carpenter tnd Mill \t,;ork �hemistry 0 (lactrica-1 OnltinR 0 Relrir;er:�tion 0 Tutile Otsi11nin1 

OCarpenltr Fortman 0 AnalyticJI Chemistry 0 i:lctlric Power tnd lithl POWER HOME ARTS 0 Rudinr Blueprints 0 Petroleum-Nat'! Gas 0 lineman 0 Combustio;� Encineerinc 0 Oressmakina and Desitnir.c 0 House Plannin1 0 Pulp and Paper Mlkin& HIGH SCHOOL \..., Oiesei-Eieclric 0 Cookery 0 Plumbln1 0 Plastics 0 lii&h Schoot Subjec:a 0 Electric Litht and Power 0 Tu Room Mana1emrnt 

Namt----------------ARe__HomtAddrtsS---------------

Cil:t'-------------Slltt----------- Worklnr;Kourt---A.M.to----P.M. 

Occu..,tion-----------------

5 

Special tuition ratts to members of tht Armed Forces. Ctntditn residents send 
coupon to lnternatlontiCorrHpondtnceSchoolsCtntditn, Ltd., Montrui,Canada 



Reg. U. S. Pat. OJJ. 

WILLIAM B. ZIFF 
Chairman of the Board 

and Publisher 

II. G. DAVIS 

President 

VJCE-PRESID!':NTS 

H. J. r.:cRCANnonr 

ProducHon Director 

LYNN PHILLIPS. JR. 

Advertising Director 

H. G. 51'�0N� 
Circulation Director 

LOUiS ZAP.A 
Associate Edi:orial Director 

Secretary-Treasurer 

G. E. CARt��\' 
Colot Art Editor 

tl�RMAN R. BOLL!I� 

Editor 

tlOWA�O !:�CJWNE 
Mana�ing Editor 

L. E. s� L��rut 
AssocJJte C:ditor 

P�UL W. F.'\II<Mt:.N 
Art Editor 

LEO R.\:.1::;1 ::i:JMM�Il.S 

FEBRUARY. 1953 

EDITOR'S NOTE�OO:( 

Gy The Editor 
I+ I= 0 

By Charles Rocour 

TV AROUND T�:� CLO::; 

By Sam Dowey 

BIG JOa ON LUNA 

By E. Bruce Y aches 

S?ACE MEDICIN� 

By Merri�t Linn 
HOW TO LAND YOUR S?ACl: SHIP 

By Jon Barry . 

1-iAZARDS o;: SPAC:: 

By Paul Ta!o 

NO MO:\E CLUTCii 

By John Weston . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

HOW THEY'll DO IT TOMORROW 

4 

41 

41 

so 

By Juno Lurie . . . . . • . . • • • • • • . . • • . . . • • • . . . • • • • • • • • • 87 

BETTER ROBOTS 

By Omor Booth . . . . . • . . • . . . . • . • • . • . . • • . • . . • • • • • • • • 87 

THE STARS ARE STILL BOSS 

By Charles Retour 

TAKE.OFF 

100 

By Hugo Brant ....................... , ........... 101 

THE READER'S PAGE 

By The Readers . . . .. . .. . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . , . •  118 

ARCTIC ASSIGNMi:NT 
• 

By leo Owen ..... . 12J 

"TINY TIM" COMES THROUG: I 

By S•ndy Miller . . . . . . . . . . . . .  : . . . . . . . . • . . . . .  ·124 
VOYAGE INTO DANGL� 

�y Martin De�n . . . . • • . . • • . . . . • . . . . . . • • • • • . •  1.'23 
TYCOON OF THE FUTUP-i: 

By Wayne Dalano 

•. 

EDITORIAL AND EXECUTIVE OFFICES, 3G6 MADISON 4VE., 
NEW YfiRK 17. N. Y. 

St:USt.:llll'TlO� SEHVICE: All communlcatlont COIIl.'t•rnlnr subscrl�Jtlons 
should b01 addressell to t..:lrcu ion l>t:pt.. 64 .K Lake St.. t:hlcu�;o 1, Ill. l:;ubM:rlbers should allow least two Wt:�ks for chano:t• 01 atltltell!k 

CopyriihL 1(153 bJ Zlf!·Dnls l�ubUshlna: Company, All rl�.:hts reserred. 

6 



VOLUME 15 NUMBER2 

MIRACLE AT THE COUNTY {Novelette-12,000) 
lllustroted by William Slade 

........ by FAallory Storm . . . . . . • . . . . . .  

He was a small boy without background or experience. Yet, when the 
Grim Reaper crossed his path, he waved a hand and held death at bay 

CAST OF CHARACTERS (Short-6,500) . . .. , . • . . . . . . . . . . .  by E. K. Jarvis .............. . 
Illustrated by Ed Valigursky 

lee Bond was a writer who lived from ihe stories he created. All 
went well until his most vicious characters began coming to life 

GODS UNDER GL4S·S {Short-6,500) ............. by Guy Archette . . . . . . . . . • .  

lilustrated by Ernest K. Barth 

They lived in a tiny microscopic world and they were unconcerned 
at being spied on bec11use they wielded a deadly power of their own 

8 

28 

42 

THE MENACE {Noveletto-8,000) ........................ by Rog Phillips................ 60 
;lluslrated by William Slade 

The iniruders lay hidden in a remote spot �nown only to one man: 
and this man was a killer himself-almost as deadly as the Menace 

A MAN CALLED METEOR {Novelette-8,000) 
Illustrated by Dick Francis 

......... ' "by Alexander Blade......... .. 72 

He rode the spaceways like an avenging angel. No foe was too strong 
nor any enemy too clever. But he found that even the valiant can err 

THE INVOLUNTARY ENEMY (Short-5,000) 
Illustrate.! by Dick Francis 

............... by Robert Arnette .......... . .  

They didn't moan to be unfriendly. However, tho gap between them 
•nd the earthlings was too great •nd· they became reluchnt fots 

•• 

THE WANDERING GRAVEYARD{Short-7,500) ........... by Welt Croin ............... 102 
Illustrated by Dick Francis 

Mournful Moggs had • sod lot indeed. Ho got blamed for ovorythino 
including the war between Earth end Jupiter .. Then trouble sttrted 

Cover painting by William Slade 

CO�TRI BUTIO�S: Coutrlbutot'.! are ad\·lsed to retain a copy of their manuacrlpta and lllustratlon1• 
contrii.Huionl'J �hould be ntaileJ to tlie :\'ew York EtJitorial Ofrice and must be accOm panied by return 
po-.tage, C..:outrilmtions will be handled with reaKonable care, but this maga:�:ine assumes no responsibll .. 
lly Cor their safety. Any copy accepted Ia Jubject to whRlever adaptations and revisions are necessary to meet the requirements of this publication. Payment covers all author:s, contributor'& and contel'ltant·a t·tghts, title, and Interest tn and to the mA.terial accepted and will be made at our current 
rutu u.ron acceptance. All photos and drawina;s will be considered as part of the material purchar;ed. 

7 



And death uid, "Your time has como ot last." 
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He was a child who knew nolhlng of living 

Ol' dying. Yet, when they mel at last, face 

to face, even death was fol'ced to obey him 

I T::i FULL N.'\lVIE is the Hospital 
of the County of Cook of the 
__;tate of Illinois. It is the largest 

aiJJ possibly the busiest hospital in 
the world and no one has the time to 
c::tll it by its fuil name. So it is 
known far and wide as The County, 
with the added identification of Hos
pital tacked on at times; but not often. 

The County is one of the wor.ld's 
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greatest monuments to both medical 
science and the art of swift, efficient 
administration. It is made up of many
departments, the most spectacular of 
w h i c h is probably E m e r g e n  c y. 
Twenty-four hours a day the ambu
lances and the police wagons bring 
them in-the slashed and the man
gled and the broken. The County takes 
them as they come, puts them to-

MIRACLE 
AT THE 

COUNTY 
By 

Mallory Storm 
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gether and spews them back into the 
streets to be smashed up all over 
again. 

But the County is a hospital, not 
the Grotto of Lourdes. It wins and 
it loses and in case of either result 
the men of the County know why. 
They know death is inevitable. And 
they know their percentage of wins 
goes up in exact ratio with their ever
increasing medical knowledge. 

But there is a time on record when 
none of these rules held true-when 
the County seemingly had a miracle 
on its hands. 

The operator said, "I will connect 
you with the Third Floor." 

Rodney Sales, Assistant District At
torney, snubbed out his cigarette and 
waited for, "Third Floor. West \Ving." 
The voice was the voice of the County 
-aloof, remote-suggesting clean, 
cool sheets, rubber soles, quiet halls; 
suggesting no interest in affairs 
beyond its walls. 

"Is Skeets Morton dead yet?"  
A moment of flat silence. "Who is  

calling, please? "  
Rodney Sales frowned i n  annoyance. 

"This is the D-A's office. What about 
Morton ?" 

"Mr. Morton's condition fs as good 
as can be expected at this time." It  
was a stock answer, one they could 
have put on a record, but it told 
Sales what he wanted to know. 

"Is the cop still on Morton's door?"  
"There is a police officer on duty 

in the hall. Would you care to speak 
to him? "  

"Yes-no-no, never mind." Sales 
cradled the phone and clawed a fresh 
cigarette from his pack. It had been a 
wasted call, really. If Morton had 
died, the office would have been im
mediately informed. Also if  he re
gained consciousness. Sales scowled. 
Nothing could be done about Whitney 

unless Morton came out of it. "That 
hood must have iron guts," Sales 
muttered, a1,.1d lit his cigarette. 

Through the night and into the next 
day, came· dozens of calls over the 
County win�s. The voices of women ; 
sexy and otherwise. The voices of 
men; both frightened and curious. 
And always the same reply : 

"Mr. Morton's condition is as good 
as can be expected . . . .  " 

But no one on the outside had the 
facts. Only within the walls of the 
County was the truth known. 

A miracle on the Third Floor. 

On Thursday, the orphans came to 
the County from the Good Shepherd 
Home to visit the sick. It was a 
touching and worthy arrangement, 
thought of and put into practice by 
House Mother Florence Daly. On 
each Thursday afternoon, a . dozen 
children appeared at the call-desk 
with sm�l! bouquets, hand-made trin
kets, and words of cheer dutifully 
memorized in return for afternoons 
away from the Home. 

With true County et:ficiency, a stu
dent nurse spread them thinly through 
the hospital and gathered them up 
again later with the help of. a record 
sheet showing their various locations. 

Thus it was that a small, solemn
eyed boy carrying a clutch of be
draggled daisies in his fist, presented 
himself to plainclothesman Doyle in 
the hall of 

·Third Floor, West Wing. 
Doyle grinned. "Hello, sonny." 
Thr. boy did not smile ; yet his re

ply was iriendly. "My name is Tommy 
White. " · 

"I'm glad to know you, Tommy." 
"Are you a policeman?" 
"Well-yes-" 
':You're guarding that door, aren't 

you? "  
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"WeJI-in a way, I guess I am. 
You got somebody sick in the hos
pital ?"  

"Lots of people. We come every 
Thursday. We're the orphans." 

"Say ! That's nice. Remembering 
the sick." 

"Skeets ::\lorton is in that room, 
isn't he ? "  

"That's right. But you better get 
along and visit your sick people. 
They'll be waiting for you." 

The solemn dark eyes held like 
magnets on Doyle's face. "I'd like to 
visit Skeets ::\lorton." 

".Nobody's allowed to go in there."  
"Just to  give him these flowers ?"  
"He wouldn't appreciate them. He's 

asleep . .Now you run along- and find 
somebody that's awake-maybe sit
ting up. It's my job to keep people 
out of this room ." 

"I'd like to go in for just a minute 
if  you'd let me." 

Children weren't exactly Doyle's 
forte. He was a tough cop and pre
ferred, while on duty, to meet people 
you could send away with a twisted 
arm. He scratched his jaw .and looked 
up the hall toward the starched nurse 
at the reception desk. 

But aid came quietly, on rubber 
heels, from the opposite direction. 
Doyle turned in obvious relief. "Hey, 
Doc-will you take this kid some
where else? He's getting to be kind of 
a bother. He wants to go in Morton's 
room."  

"I'm not a doctor," the young man 
replied. "I'm an interne." He spoke to 
Doyle while keeping his eyes firmly 
upon Tommy White. And he corrected 
Doyle probably more from habit than 
importance. A m o m e n t of silence 
punctuated his words before he said, 
"Hello, son." 

"I'm Tommy White." 
"Yes, I know. I came here looking 

for you. Let's ha�e a talk, Tommy.". 
"I wanted to give my flowers to 

Skeets :Morton." 
"It's against the rules to go into 

his room." 
"Why were you looking for me? "  
The question , somewhat out of 

tempo, caught the interne at a loss. 
That and the complete self-possession 
with which the boy spoke. '11-
because I thought you might be here 
and I want to talk to you. Let's go 
down to the waiting room." 

THE 1:'•./TER.NE reached out to lay 
a cupped hand behind Tommy 

White's head and thus urge him into 
movement. But the hand didn't quite 
touch. "I'll be glad to go with you," 
Tommy said grayely. "The one on 
this floor ? "  

"Why-yes," and the interne found 
himself following the boy along the 
corridor toward a small curtained 
room at the far end. The room was 
vacant. Tommy sat down on a back
less bench, laid the daisies down, 
folded his hands, and spoke with the 
composure of a court justice hearing 
a case. 

"What do you want to talk about? "  
The interne pulled u p  a chair and 

sat facing the boy. For a full minute 
he studied the deep, dark eyes, the 
pale, composed, little-boy features. His 
stare was returned with sober interest. 
Suddenly the interne smiled. 

• 

"My name is Joe Satterly." 
"I'm very glad to know you." 
"I work here. I'm studying to be a 

doctor." 
"I know-an interne." 
"Ah-yes. How old are you, Tom

my?" 
"I'll  be nine in September." 
"Do you like to visit here at the 

hospital ?"  
This r�quired a little thought. 
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"Yes." The word was spoken low. 
"What do you like best about it?" 
"The ride from the Home in the 

station wagon." 
"How many times have you been 

here?" 
"Seven times." 
Joe Satterly took a memo, folded 

once, from his jacket pocket. He 
studied the memo for a moment, then 
opened his mouth. But instead of 
speaking he got abruptly up from his 
chair, took three long steps, pulled a 
hand roughly along his jaw, and mut
tered, "Oh, nuts!" 

An amused voice answered, "I 
agree. And just what is this? Are you 
third-degreeing children now?" 

Joe's motion of turning was in the 
nature of a guilty start. He said, "Oh, 
Miss Webb. You startled me." 

The girl was a brunette; cool inside 
the armour of her crisp white uni
form; and pretty enough to make al
most any man resent her aura of im
personal efficiency. "Sorry. I'm round
ing up the infants. It took informa
tion from the police to find this one." 

"We were having a little talk. You'd 
better go along with Miss Webb, 
Tommy. We'll get together again." 
The almost sullen frustration in the 
interne's tone was perfectly matched 
by that in his manner. Miss. Webb 
smiled. "Come, Tommy. The bus is 
waiting." 

"It's a station wagon," the child 
said gravely. 

"That's right. The station wagon. 
You go ahead. I'll catch up with you." 

She brushed the child through the 
curtains, glancing up and dowh the 
hall as she did so. Then she turned to 
find Joe Satterly already close. She 
·went into his arms. 

"Miss Webb," he whispered. 
"Mr. Satterly. Careful-my uni

form-my lip-" 
"Baby." 

' "How would you like to get kicked 
out of County?" 

"You're a bitch. You'd stand at the 
window and laugh." 

"We're a pair of fools. Why can't 
we get our biology in the dissecting 
rooms?" Her kiss was warm and avid. 
When they drew apart, she asked, 
"What goes with this entertaining 
children?" 

Joe's manner changed somewhat-as 
though her question had acted as a 
catylyst. "I've got to talk to you. 
What time are you off?" 

"I get three· hours-from seven to 
ten." 

"The apartment's clear. I'll wait 
for you there." 

She studied him for a moment
puzzled. Then she smiled. "You're 
sure it's for-talking?" 

"Yes. Either I've stumbled onto the 
biggest thing yet-or I'm ready for 
the psycho ward. I've got to tell you 
about it. I'd rather have you call me 
crazy than anybody else." 

"Are you ready, Miss Webb?" 
They whirled to see Tommy White 

standing with the pushed-back cur
tain in his hand, his great dark eyes 
regarding them gravely. 

"YOU'RE CRAZY, Joe. Stark rav-
ing mad." 

. It was a small one-room apartment 
several of the internes rented jointly 
without the knowledge of the hospital 
authorities. They took turns using the 
place for various bits of personal busi
ness. 

Alma Webb had found complete 
comfort in an easy chair, one leg 
hung casually over an arm. She no 
longer looked distant or efficient. She 
watched Joe Satterly pace the floor; 
watched him with a mixture of amuse
ment and languor. Joe stopped his 
pacing and turned to stare at her with 
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some exasperation. " Alma ! I don't 
think you've been listening." 

She smiled. "I'm too disappointed. 
You really did want to talk. Think of 
my wounded ego." 

"Damn your ego ! "  
Her smile was motherly now. "Well, 

it was quite broken up, really. Even 
if I'd been concentrating-" 

"I'll go over it
· 

again-slowly." 
"Please do, darling. I got this much : 

that that hoodlum. in 309 should be 
dead but he isn't. It's quite the sensa
tion of the hospital ." 

"It's more than that, Alma." 
"Darling, aren't you taking it too 

s:-riously ? Remember the wonders of 
modern medicine and surgery." 

"Listen-will you take me serious
ly?" 

Alma sighed. Three hours was such 
a short time. "Yes, darling. Tell it 
fron1 the beginning." 

"There are things you don't know 
about Skeets Morton-things I'm in a 
position to find out."  

"I heard there were twenty-four 
machine gun slugs-" 

"Thirty-six. Two directly through 
the heart; eighteen in the pelvic re
gions; lungs riddled. The result should 
have been instant death." 

"But they sutured the heart ."  
"Of course they did, but they 

shouldn't have had the chance. He 
was mowed down on the street from a 
passing sedan at approximately four 
o'clock Monday afternoon. He lay on 
the sidewalk for twenty minutes. All 
the blood should have gone out of 
him by then but he didn't bleed much 
-<l.idn't bleed through holes large 
enough for a man's fist. 

"They got him to the hospital in 
about · fifteen minutes. and were a 
little slow in pushing him through to 
surgery because nobody would be
lieve it. They removed his left kidney 
in two pieces. His intestines looked 

like something put of a swi�s cheese 
factory so they left them alone. I was 
watching in the theater and they 
opened the pleural cavity strictly from 
curiosity. They wanted to see a heart 
that kept on beating after a man was 
dead." 

NURSE WEBB'S professional inter
est had come to the fore. "It 

was a remarkable case." 
"Remarkable? I saw that heart, 

Alma. It looked like a tattered red. 
rag with a mouse jumping around in
side it. Even after suturing you could 
have driven a truck through the holes. 
And yet the man lived. He's alive 
now when every k.,nown law of God 
and man says he should be dead ! "  

Alma Webb laid a cool hand 
against Joe's taut neck muscles, mas
saged expertly. "Darling·, don't tighten 
up so. You don't have to sell me. I'm 
sold. It's a freak or a miracle or any
thing you say but don't get so worked 
up. Let's keep on living." 

Joe smiled at her. 
"You're swe�t," Alma said. 
"But that's not all." 
"I know-you're more than sweet. "  
"I mean that isn't the only miracle 

in the hospital ." 
She withdrew her hand, "There are 

others? "  
"Yes, there are four other cases 

that have the whole medical staff 
gibbering in their beer. Two accident 
cases almost as bad as Morton with no 
right whatsoever to be alive. A carci
noma with practically everything gone 
but life. Also a broken hip that went 
into pneumonia. She's been alive for 
six days at the peak of crisis. One 
hundred and eight temp. She should 
have burned to death by now but 
she still lies there wheezing Jike a 
blast furnace. I tell you she .can't di�." 

The buzzer sounded. Joe g_ot up 
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from the lounge and went to the tube 
by the door. After a few moments he 
spoke into it. "You two go back and 
get another beer, Mac. It's not ten 
yet." He returned to the lounge. 

"If these things are as you say-"· 
Alma mused. 

"They arc as I say." 
"But the staff. Men like-" 
"They're only doctors ! What .the 

hell can they do but gape at each 
other?" 

Alma shrugged. "Can you do any
thing more, darling? "  

"That's what I've been getting 
around to. I have done something. I 
checked the visiting sheets on those 
Good Shepherd orphans who come to 
the hospital every'Thursday." 

Alma Webb frowned. "Joe! Just a 
minute now-or you'll really have me 
worried." 

He pressed on, eagerly. "It was a 
fluke that put me onto it. One of 
those things anyone else would prob
ably have ignored even if they'd stum
bled across it." 

"I should hope so I" 
Joe's jaws set suddenly and firmly 

together. With deliberate restraint he 
took one of Alma's hands into his 
own. "Angel, I'm going to ask you one 
question-only one: Do you believe in 
the possible manifestation of a thing 
or things we could visualize and yet 
not begin to explain-a thing or things 
for which there is no explanation? "  

She stared at him levelly. "If I say 
no, the interview is ended-right? "  

"Right." 
"I'd much rather you kissed me, 

but the answer is yes. Tell me about 
the orphans." 

Joe dropped her hand in order to 
emphasize with a gesture. "I'll cut it  
shorter by not going into how I came 
onto the orphan thing. It was by asso
ciation. And I was interested in only 
o'he of them-a boy named Tommy 

White. A quiet, soft-spoken boy." 

"HE WAS the one you traced 
through the sheets? "  

· "Yes. I found out a boy called 
Tommy White visited the broken hip 
six weeks ago. He left her a little 
bouquet of flowers." 

"Joe-please ! "  
He hurried on. "The boy made six 

visits before today." 
"And you're going to tell me he 

visited the carcinoma and the-" 
"Yes." 
"But the accident cases wouldn't 

have been on the visiting list." 
"They weren't. That took sleuthing. 

I asked questions and found in both 
cases Tommy White followed the cart 
into their rooms. He had to be chased 
out both times. Then, today, I went 
looking for the kid. I thought I knew 
exactly where to find him and ·my 
hunch was right. Trying to get into 
Morton's room." 

Joe lit a cigarette while Alma Webb 
sat pondering. Speaking through a 
cloud of smoke, she . said gently, 
"Darling. It's full of holes." 

"I'll grant you that." 
"I won't concede anything but we'll 

take some points for granted .. We'll 
say a little snub-nosed boy is run
ning around the hospital keeping our 
patients alive. We'll concede for want 
of more evidence that he has only to 
look at them in order to forestall 
death. Do you follow me?". 

"I'm ahead of you." 
"The joker h: in 309. The boy 

wasn't in the 'nospital when Morton 
was brought in. He didn't get into 
Morton's ;·oom. And Morton is our 
top-drawer miracle." 

"But-" 
Alma Webb put out her arms. Her 

voice was plaintive. "Joe, it's late. 
We've only got tr;n minutes." 
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The kiss was a long one, after 
which she snuggled her chin on his 
shoulder. He said, "I didn't give you 
the clincher, honey." 

"Is there a clincher?" 
"Uh-huh. The place Skeets Morton 

was shot . The corner of Eight Street 
and South Avenue." 

"So-" 
"Right against the .picket fence 

around the Good Shepherd Home for 
Children ." 

Alma drew back slowly. "You know 
of more ways to spoil a kiss ! "  she 
said. 

Rodney S a  I e s, Assistant D.A. ,  
picked up the phone on .his desk and 
dialed the County. He asked for Third 
Floor, West Wing, and got it . "What's 
with Morton, honey? He dead yet ? "  

"Mr. Morton's condition is-" 
"Good Christ ! What's keeping him 

alive ?" 
"If he regains consciousness I'll  

notify you immediately. That's all I 
can do, l\Ir. Sales." 

"How did you know my name?" 
"You must have mentioned i t  at 

one time or another." 
"Maybe I did. Do you get a day 

off ?"  
The line went dead. Sales hung up. 

"I've heard of iron men in my time," 
he muttered, "but Skeets takes the 
prize." 

l\Ierk Whitney owned a lot of old 
t ires. They were stacked sky-high in 
a two-acre lot where Merk stayed 
most of the time. He .bou·ght them i n  
ones and twos and threes and now 
and again he sold a t ruckload, but not 
very often. He liked to have the tires 
around because they camouflaged a 
number of other businesses he engaged 
in. But certain alert individuals spot
ted these other businesses at t imes and 

caused l\Ierk great . concern . So, as 
often as not , these individuals had to 
be dealt with-gently or harshly, as 
the occasion demanded. When extreme 
harshness was in order, Merk farmed 
out the assignments as jobs of work; 
farmed them out, usually, to laborers 
from other cit ies who came well rec
ommended. 

Sam Dance was such a laborer. He 
sat in a chair in the shed where Merk 
had his office. He was slight ,  icy, ex
pressionless-a miser with words. 

Merk sat behind a huge battered 
desk that went well with his huge 
lard-filled body. A man with a per
manently reminiscent expression, as 
though always thinking about yester
day. l\'Ierk studied Sam Dance and 
said, "I was looking for that note. I 
can't find it ." 

Sam Dance said nothing. 
"The note from Nick. · Memphis. 

You brought it when you came." 
"St. Louie." 
"Yeah, St. Louie. I always ·get them 

mixed." l\•Ierk's eyes were vague with 
thought. He opened a drawer and 
pawed among the papers therein. He 
closed the drawer, fumbled i n  the pock
ets of his dirty gray .suit.  "Thirty-odd 
slt�gs and he don't die," Merk pon
dered. He looked .at Sam Dance. Sam 
Dance looked at the wall and said 
nothing. 

"Tell me about the kid. The kid 
in the bushes." 

"I told you." 
"I know. Tell me again.  It's worth 

listening to." 
"I park to wait for Skeets. The kid 

is playing in the bushes inside the 
fence." 

"He saw you ? "  
"He saw me. Skeets comes out 

about four. He walks to the fence arid 
chews with the · kid. He gives him 
something. I drive around the block 
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and come back slow. Skeets starts to 
walk. When he's out of line with the 
kid, I get him." 

"The kid saw you." 
"I said he saw me." 

MERK SIGHED and studied Sam 
Dance. His face showed no re

sentment but rather a certain respect ;  
respect a s  for a rattlesnake coiled on 
the desk. "Thirty slugs," Merk mused. 

Sam Dance said nothing. 
"The kid interests me," Merk said 

with vague eyes. lie spoke as though 
it had all been long ago and far away. 
He watched Sam Dance_ and said, 
"Orphans should have fun. They 
should have things like picnics. Did 
you ever go to a picnic ? "  

San1 Dance did not answer. 
"We'll rent Lakeview Park for an 

afternoon." Sam looked down at the 
desk ; he pawed at his jacket pockets. 
"I wish I could find that note-the 
note from Nick." 

Sam Dance looked at the wall and 
said nothing. 

Inside the shed thrre Vias silencr. 
Outsidr, there were two acres piled 
high with old tires. 

After a while. Sam Dance got up 
and left the shed. Mcrk Whiti)EY 
sighed again and look�d happier ; 
happy as a man with a rattlesnake 
back in the box. 

They moved Mrs. Andrews into a 
private room ; one of the very special 
on .. es reserved for the important politi
cians who get sick and come to the 
County. Mrs. Andrews wasn't a politi
cian but they thought she rated the 
room because she was doing something 
no politician had ever done. She was 
continuing to live day after day under 
conditions that would have killed a 
bull. 

Mrs. Andrews - was very old-over 
seventy-and she'd fallen and broken 

her hip. As often happens in such 
cases, pneumonia had set in. Mrs. An
drews' condition was not such as to 
resist pneumonia for any length of  
time. Her condition was not such a s  to 
resist even a mild breeze. 

There were four persons in the 
room ; Mrs. Andrews and three spe
cialists. One of the specialists was run
ning down Mrs. Andrews' chart. There 
was a look of helplessness in his eyes. 

Monday-tem])-'- 1 08 ° .  Tuesday
temp- 1 08 0 .  Wednesday-Thursday
Friday - Saturday - Sunday-temp-
1 0 8 0 .  

"It's absolutely preposterous." 
Heat radiated from the bed upon 

which l\lrs. Andrews lay ; arose in 
waves fr-om her frail body. One of the 
specialists lifted her wrist, felt the 
steady thump-thump-thump of her 
heart. He relinquished the wrist with 
all the appearance of relief. 

"Life for this length of time is an 
impossibility." 

"Absolutely impossible." 
1\Irs. Andrews stirred and turned 

her head to peer at the little bunch of 
dried-out daisies on the bed-table. 
She'd insisted they remain. She said, 
"I've lost my glasses. I must find 
them- I must find my glasses." Heat 
waves curled around her words, chok
ing them of f. 

One of the specialists bent down to 
pe2r under the bed. There were r.o 
spectacles there but he found a cer
tain release in lookin11: for them. 

"I don't think she had any glasses," 
the third specialist said. 

Aftn a while they went out of t '  � 
room ; aw:iy from the presence o f  l i fe 
so tenacious and v2n::;cful as to 
frighten them. 

"Something must be don?," one o f  
the specialists said. 

"Yes," replied anot!ter. "Something 
must be done." 

But they went away, down the hall, 
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without doing anything
_ 

a t  all. 

fLORENCE DALY was a woman of 
huge capacities ; a woman worthy 

of something more than fighting 
scarcities, human callousness, and 
fund shortages year in and year out . 
She had gray hair, an ample bosom, 
and a skein of small wrinkles spread 
over a kindly face. She said, "Were 
you interested in adopting the child ? "  

· Joe Satterly repaired the already
perfect dent in his gray fedora. Alma 
Webb smiled as though over some se
cret. 

"\Ve aren't married," Joe said, "but 
we're interested in the boy. We've seen 
him at the hospital several times." 

Florence Daly looked !i t rifle wor
ried. "I shouldn't let .him go there but 
he enjoys it so much. You see his 
health isn't what it should be." 

"I noticed he w::;s very pale," Alma 
said. 

"A tendency toward anemia." 
"Is he around now ?" Joe asked. 
"This is playtime-out-of-doors in 

g:JOd weather. He's in the yard some-
where." · 

Florence Daly started to arise. Joe 
motioned her down. "Never -mind." 

' ·Why are you inquiring about the 
child, Doctor Satterly?" 

"�ot a doctor yet ," Joe said from 
force of habit .  "I'm still an interne." 
After that he mired down a little. 
"It 's-it's just that !-we're interested 
in him." • 

Alma scooped up the fumble and 
continued running. "Do your rules 
prohibit our knowing more about 
him ? "  

"Definitely yes. W e  even discourage 
thorough investigation by prospective 
adopters. We feel that if a couple 
reall.y wants a . child, they should both 
sta't from-from scratch so to 
speak.'·' 

"His real name is not Tommy 
White, is it ? "  Alma asked quickly. 

"No.''  
" Suppose we asked to take Tommy 

with us for a day of fun-entertain
ment ? "  Alma asked the question, 
knowing she and Joe had played their 
cards in wrong sequence. 

Florence Daly regarded both of 
them with the wisdom of years. "Are 
you planning matrimony? "  

"Not for a long time, I'm afraid," 
Joe said with lameness. 

"It's a matter of money," Alma add
ed. 

The house mother continued to re
flect . " I  could grant your request
partially. One of the town's more 
thought ful citizens is giving the chil
dren a holiday next Friday at Lake
view park. I will need supervisors.'' 

"We'd be glad to help," Joe said . . 
"If  we can arrange for the time.'' 
"We'll let you kno;." 
Florence Daly smiled. "You're a 

very nice couple," she said abruptly: 
"I 'm sure you'll· manage the money 
somehow." 

Sam Dance idled against a tree on 
South Avenue across the st reet from 
the Good Shepherd Home. He looked 
up into the sky and took a deep 
breath and seemed to be enjoying the 
weather. 

From across the street came the 
sound of children playing in the Good 
Shepherd yard. Sam V.·atched the chil
dren ; the ones he could see above the 
bushes along the fence. He lit a cig
arette and held it in front of his ex
pressionless mask of a face and looked 
at i t .  He watched the smoke•curl, then 
threw the cigarett e  down and started 
across the street because he'd seen a 
movement over there in the bushes. 
He went to the place where the bush· 

. es moved. 
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He stopped and said, "Hello." 
Tommy White was gravely planting 

a dead twig in the hard earth. · He 
looked up and said, "Hello." 

"What are you doing ?" 
"Planting a tree." 
"It won't grow." 
"Maybe it will." 
Sam Dance squinted into the leaves 

above. "You don't need another one. 
You've got lots of trees." 

Tommy White regarded the high 
branches fixedly. ''When it gets cold 
they'll be covered with snow." 

Sam Dance said, "You haven't been 
out for a while." 

"Have you been around ?" 
"Uh-huh." 
"We're going on a picnic." 
"I know." 
"How did you know ?" 
"I work for the guy." 
"I think I'll like a picnic. Will you 

be there ?"  • 

"Uh-huh. I'll be there." 
"It's a Mr. Whitney, Mrs. Daly 

said. A thoughtful citizen." 
Sam Dance took a cigarette from 

his pack. It was bent. He straight
ened it. "Merk's thoughtful," he wn
ceded. 

"How did you happen to work for 
him ? "  

" I  brought a note from Nick-a 
man in St. Louis." 

"That's in Missouri. Did you work 
in St. Louis long?" 

Tommy uncovered the twig to see 
if it was still there. It was. He cov
ered it up again. 

"A while." 
"And other places ?"  
"Uh-huh. New York, Pittsburgh. 

All over_;, 

Tommy regarded Sam Dance with 
fixity. "Where did you go after-two 
years ago? "  

"After that? I hung around a 
while. Then I went to Portland may· 

be. I don't know." He brought his 
eyes around sharply. "You shouldn't 
do it, kid." 

"Bu: T like to do it. Why shouldn't 
I ? "  

"You're too young. You don't know 
any of the answers. And it don't do 
nobody no good." 

"I think it does." 
"You're t_oo young to kno�." 
"You think I'll feel different when 

I grow up?" 
"It was only a fluke. Once in a 

million years." 
"I didn't know at first," Tommy 

said grave�y. 
"I know you didn't." 
"I found out later. You should have 

told me " 
"It w

.
as a

· 
big blunder. Why should 

I make it bigger?" 
Tommy took a fence picket in each 

hand. His eyes followed the smoke 
tendrils of Sam Dance's cigarette. He 
asked, "Why did I hate my father? "  

"Your father ? I don't know. Maybe 
he was mean. It's natural for kids to 
hate p�ople mean to them." 

-

"Did you hate him ?" 
"�o." 
Tommy thought this over. "It's 

funny-how things go sometimes. I 
wouldn't want to die." 

"You didn't want to be born 
either." 

"Didn't I ? "  
"Nobody does." 
"I've got to go•now." 
"So have I." 
"Good-bye." 
"So long." 
Sam Dance turned. "Hey, kid I "  
"What? "  
"Have . I  changed any ? "  
"No." The boy seemed puzzled. 
"I haven't changed a bit in two 

years? "  • 

Tommy White made • trltical in-
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spection before h e  shook his head. 
" You haven't cl· -- n�ed." 

"Okay. I was just asking. So long." 
"So long." 

""' 0 D:"JEY S .\LES picked up the 
-'· � phone and dialed County. They 
put him through the Third Floor, 
We t Wing. "Hello." 

"Oh-Rod? How are you feeling ? "  
" Like stale beer. Murder !  I'm not 

used to covering the night belts." 
The nurse on duty laughed. "It was 

fun. I was surprised-really." . 
"At what ? "  
"\Veil-my good · luck . Blind dates 

are-dangerous sometimes." 
"What did you expect ? "  
"It's not that. It's what I usually 

get. Bald-fat-prosperous." 
"I'm prosperous-moderately so, 

that is." 
"Were you satisfied ? "  
"You didn't hear any complaints did 

you ? "  
"I've got to hang up now." 
"I'll see you. Wait-how is he?" 
"They decided he must be getting 

hungry. Shot him full of glucose." 
"I don't get it. Damn it- I don't 

get it at all." 
"You and the County Hospital. 

Goodbye." 
"Goodbye."  

The report from the detective 
agency cost Joe ' Satterly twenty dol
lars. Ten was for the job; the other 
ten for prompt service. An operative 
brought it around to the apartment 
in person . 

"The ·boy's name is LeRoy Barnes. 
He came to the attention of the 
authorities as the result of a murder 
on the West Side two years ago. The 
boy's father, Frankie. Barnes, was a 
disreputable and vicious character. It 
was only through oversight that the 

child was· not taken away yom him 
before his death. 

"He was discovered, early one 
morning, with the dead body of his 
father in a cheap furnished room 
where they had been Jiving. The fa
ther had been savagely choked to 
death. H is killer was never appre
hended. 

"The child, obviously in a state of 
shoe�;, a�)peared to have been attacked 
also, but it was never established 
whether the killer was responsible for 
this or the boy's own father. The boy 
was of no value to the police. 

"Later the boy was placed in the 
Good Shepherd Home for Orphans, 
an accredited-" 

"�ever mind about that," Joe 
·
said. 

"Will you send me a written copy ? "  
"Certainly." 
The agent left. Joe said, "Twenty 

buc�;s I'm one up on the Chicago Po-
. "I 'm glad I made you get it that 

way," Alma Webb said. "So long as 
you had to have it.  Imagine cross
exanrining a child ab9ut a past like 
that ! "  

. "We're going to question him 
though. About something else." 

"About what ?"  
"I've got a terrific hunch he's the 

key to Skeets Morton's ·killer." 
"Why Joe-" 
" Maybe I wouldn't make a bad de

tective at that. I'll bet you twenty 
bucks I'm one up on the Chicago Po
lice Department already." 

• "How so?" 
"You take a hunch and a suspicion 

and a fact. You mix them together 
this way : Hunch-that Tommy saw 
Skeets killed. Suspicion-they · think 
that big-time hoodlum, Merk Whitney, 
had something to do with the murder. 
The D. A. keeps the County wire hot 
asking if Skeets has come to yet. 
Fact-Merk Whitney is throwing a 
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picnic for the Good Shepherd orphans 
at Lak�view Friday afternoon ." 

"That's quite a mixture." 
Merk Whitney, of course, wouldn't 

do his own killings. He'd hire a man. 
I 'm betting you twenty bucks Whit
ney either thinks or knows one of the 
orphans saw the murder." 

"Even Merk Whitney wouldn't kill 
a little boy. You've been reading 
again." 

JOE CONTINUED with his puzzle. 
"Whitney can't merely think one 

of them saw it. In that case the picnic 
wouldn't do him any good. There'd 
be Ro point in it. He knows one of 
them saw it and he wants to get at the · 
witr\'ess before the police." 

"But the police would h:lVe inquired 
at the- Home. That's routine. They'd 
have gone in and asked." 

"Of course they did. And they drew 
a blank. The witness didn't step up." 

"I rep�at-Merk Whitney-if he is 
involved in this, w:1ich I don't con
c:de-wouldn't dare kill a child ." 

· "I'm not saying he intends t:> kill 
him. But he means to find out ex::ct
ly what the situation is. He's going to 
q uestion the child and find out what 
he really knows. In order for him to 
do that, the killer will have to point 
the kid out to Merk ." 

"It's silly-for two reasons." 
"What are they ? "  
"In the first place you've built a 

beautiful case on wild theory-" 
"We won't  go into that. \Vhat's tpe 

sesond reason ? "  
"Merk Whitney going t o  all that 

trouble just to ask a child a few ques
tions .. A couple of thousand dollars 
for an amusement park-" 

"That line of thinking is what will 
keep you from being a big-time gang
ster. When something important comes 
up, they don't pinch pennies." Joe 
Satteiiy grinned and reached for Alma 

Webb. He kissed her. "If you were on 
the lam with a million bucks, you'd 
get caught walking out of town to save 
carfare." 

Alma Webb kissed him back. After 
the kiss was over, Joe sobered. "I still 
say I 've got an inside track with the 
police. All we 

. 
have to do is ask 

Tommy if he saw Skeets killed. No
body has asked him in so many 
words." 

"There are over two hundred or
phans at Good Shepherd. What makes 
you so sure Tommy is the one? "  

"A hul)ch, angel. Just a hunch." 
Alma Webb looked at her watch. 

"One . thing makes me happy," she 
said. 

"What ? "  
"All this stuff about the murder 

may be cockeyed, but at least it's sane. 
You were getting positively weird 
with that other line." 

Joe grinned with perceptible sheep
ishness. "I guess so." He stared at the 
wall for a long moment. " But why in 
the hell can't those poor devils die ? "  

Sam Dance said, "I want my mon
ey." 

Merk Whitney regarded Sam vague
ly. He reached into his pocket and 
brought out a bill. "Here's fifty." 

"I didn't say bus fare. I want. my 
money." 

The bill dropped to the table. Merk 
put a big hand on it: He looked down 
at the hand with cloudy eyes. He said, 
"Damn ! I . wish to Christ I had that 
note." 

"The hell with the note." 
"Uh-uh. There are some other 

things missing-not important-but 
they're gone along with the note from 
Nick." 

"I want my money." 
" I've got a feeling they snooped the 

joint. I think maybe they got . the 
note. That ties me up with you. If 
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they got it and anybody talks-like 
that kid-" 

"What about Skeets ? "  
. Merk shrugged. "�othing I can do 
about that, but if there's two holes 
and you can only plug one, you plug 
it anyway. That's good sense." 

"\Vhat about my money ? "  
Mrrk looked a t  Sam with an ex

pression of half-fear, half-bravado. 
The look of a beginner getting ready 
to milk a rattlesnake ;  a milking that 
had to be done. 

"Money for what ? "  
"The dough for the job o n  Skeets." 
."The deal was · to kill him. He's 

still alive." 
Sam Dance looked at the wall with 

the pieces of ice he had for eyes. "It's 
l\ point ."  

" Besides, you've got to  stay around 
fur the picnic." 

"I don't like picnics."  
"You've got to  show me the kid . 

I 've got to talk to him-find out." 
"You don't have to worry about 

the kid." 
" You said he saw you." 
"He saw me, but he hasn't said 

anything. Even if he did say some
thing. you don't have to worry." 

Merk flopped a hand helplessly 
over his jacket pockets. "That's why 
guys like me g:t ahead al'd guys like 
you live from job to job." 

"Why ? "  
"Because guys like you ' got no 

brains ; not sense enough to- know a 
tough spot when you walk i nto it. 
Stupid." Merk watched as though fas
cinated; as though 1vaitin� for the 
snake to strike. 

The snak� almost smiled but r:ot 
quite. "You got a point that Skeets 
isn't dead yet. Give me the fifty." 

Merk took his hand off the bill. 
"Be here Friday noon. You can ride 
out with me." 

" Okay/' . 
"It's protection for you as well as 

me, for crisake ! Can't you get that 
through your head ?"  

" Yeah. Big  deal. So  long." 

QNE OF the specialists was watch-
ing Mrs. Andrews' blast-furnace 

breathing when Joe Satterly came into 
the room with Tommy White. Alma 
Webb followed them, closed the door 

_and stood against it. Joe quietly urged 
the boy toward the sickbed. 

The specialist looked up and 
stopped tapping a finger with his 
thermometer case. "A relative ? "  hP. 
asked softly. • 

"Yes-yes, a relative." 
Tommy looked gr,ilvely up at Joe 

and said nothing. Then at the ago
nized Mrs. Andrews. Joe and Alma 
were watching the .  �hild closely. Joe 
bent down and whispered, "She's suf
fering a great deal. She's tired-very 
very tired. She wants to die." 

"No one wants to die," Tommy 
White said. "I wouldn't want to die." 

"But she's very old. And she's suf
fering." 

Mrs. Andrews turned · a skull-like 
head. She muttered fevered words. 
Tommy r:1ised his eyes to Joe Satter
ly; sober. serious eyes. "She wants her 
glasses. If they put some on the pillow 
for her to find, wouldn't that help ? "  

Joe said, "It would help i f  she could 
find them, but the ones she wants are 
in the next world-where God is. I f  
she could go there and find them, she 
would be very happy. Why don't you 
-Jet-" 

He was cut off as Alma Webb 
. pinched his arm cruel:y. " It's time to 

go," she said. 
The specialist did not look up as 

they left the room. Outside, Alma 
whispered: "I just kept you out of the 
nut house, you idiot 1 A doctor stand-
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ing there ! If you ask that boy any 
silly questions, I'll brain yoti ! " 

Joe multered, "Okay. · Fine pal you 
are." He took Tommy's hand. "Let's 
gp into the waiting room and talk." 

They checked three waiting rooms 
before they found an empty one. Once 
inside, Alma said, "Hurry it up. I 
sneaked away." 

"Maybe you'd better go back."  
"And leave you at  the mercy of this 

child? Not on your life." 
Joe sat Tommy down and stood 

facing him. "Tommy, did you ever see 
Skeets :Morton ?"  

"Yes."  
"When ? "  
"Quite a fe� times. He lived down · 

Eighth Street from the Home-" 
"No-he had an office there." 
"Well, an office. Anyhow, he used 

to go by and see me playing by the 
fence. He said hello and I said hello. 
That was at first. Then he gave me a 
package of gum one day and after 
that candy and once a toy pistol ."  

Joe glanced at  Alma Webb. There 
was a smirk of triumph in his eyes. 
"You liked Skeets Morton ? "  

Tommy White thought for a mo
ment. "Yes. I liked him all right. He 
was a nice man." 

"Enough so you didn't want to see 
him killed ? "  

" O f  course. I wouldn 't want t o  see 
anybody killed." 

Alma's eyes hardened a trifle. They 
caught those of -']oe Satterly. Her eyes 
said, Watclt it, my love! Joe took a 
quick breath and looked sullen. He 
turned back to Tommy White. 

"Did you see the man who killed 
Skeets l\Iorton, Tommy ? "  

THE GRAVE eyes regarded him, 
"Skeets Morton isn't dead." 

"How do you know ? "  
" Because-he just isn't.'� 
"Suppose I told you Skeets died a 

half an hour ago ? "  
"You wouldn't tell m e  that." 
"Why ?" 
"Because Mrs. Andrews isn't dead ." 
While Joe hunted for a word, Alma 

said, "It's getting a little cloudy in 
here." 

Joe couldn't find the words he 
wanted. He used different ones. "Did 
you see the man who shot Skeets 
Morton ?"  

"Yes. I saw him." 
" Could you describe him ? "  
"Of course I could." 
Alma Webb pushed Joe aside and 

took up the questioning. "Tommy, did 
the police come to the Home after 
Skeets was shot ?"  

"Yes-right after."· 
"Why didn't you tell them you'd 

seen the murder ?"  
''They didn't ask me." 
"But-" 
"They · talked to Mrs. Daly. She 

told them no one had seen the man 
shoot Skeets Morton because all the 
children were in  the east basement for 
cookies and milk." 

"But you saw it." 
"I sneaked out. Skeets Morton had 

promised me bubble gum. Mrs. Daly 
didn't know I wasn't in the basement. 
You see there are a lot of orphans 
in-" 

"I know, Tommy-! know. But i f  
the police asked you now, would you 
tell them what the man looked like ? "  

"I'd tell them-of course." 
"You run along now, Tommy," 

Alma Webb ordered. "It's about time 
for the station

' 
wagon." 

Joe Satterly said, "Wait a min
ute-" 

"Run along Tommy. That's a good 
boy." 

Tommy White got up and went 
gravely out through the curtained 
d o o r w a y. Joe Satterly scowled. 
"What's the idea of-" 



MI RACLE AT THE COUNTY 23 

"Quiet, darling. Sit down and relax. 
You've had a big day." 

"That boy must be taken to the 
police." 

'Sit down." 
Joe sat down beside Alma Webb. 

She ran a fond hand through his hair. 
"There is credit due, my darling, and 
I'm not one to withhold laurels. Your 
hunches were so amazingly right it 
scares me." 

"Okay-okay. So things worked 
out. But let's get on with it." 

"We shall, but let's do- it right. 
You've got a hot potato and it must 
be handled carefully." 

"The next step is the police." 
"But not until tomorrow. All your 

reasoning was so beautiful and so per
fect-why ignore it now ?" 

"Quit talking in riddles ! "  
"It's no riddle. We can depend on 

Merk Whitney and the killer being 
at the park tomorrow. The killer will 
point Tommy out to Merk Whitney. 
That's the time to have our police 
around for some counter-pointing." 

Joe -thought it over. "I guess you're 
right." Joe reached over and took 
Alma gently by the nose, pulled her 
face across, kissed her. Then he let 
go of her nose. "But baby-there's 
more to this than just a murder. So 
much it will make your hair stand on 
end if we ever find out. Remember 
that." 

Alma gazed on him fondly. "You're 
so stupid and so brilliant and so won
derful-and I love you so much." 

The next touch of his harid was 
quite personal and she got to her feet. 
"I love you so much and now I've got 
to go and give an old man a-" 

"Don't say it. It's vulgar." 
"I won't." 
Joe looked at her-then through 

her. "But why don't they die?" he 
asked. 

THE CARCINOMA case had-mer-
cifully-lost consciousness. He 

lay quietly, with closed eyes, a para
dox of living death. The special nurse 
stared, fascinated. Beside her stood 
Joe Satterly, looking also at the un
conscious man. 

The special nurse said, "It gives 
you the creeps." 

Joe muttered, "Why doesn't he 
die ?" 

"I  was just wondering-thinking-" 
"What about?" 
"Well-they all know he should be 

dead. And with cancer there's a lot 
of leeway-a lot is up to the judge
ment of the doctor." 

"So-?" 
"There's ha:rdly anything left of the 

heart. Just a fragment beating like 
mad. Suppose-suppose they decided 

. the thing to do was take it out. Or
well, more of it. I'll bet every doctor 
in the hospital has itched to know 
how much of that heart could be taken 
away and still-" 

"Have you gone crazy, Miss Alli
son ? "  

The special nurse flushed, then 
turned defiant. "I only said out loud 
what everybody is thinking. It would 
be a blessing if the poor creature.was 
.relieved of his pain." 

"He isn't in any pain-now." 
The nurse continued to stare. Joe 

·turned toward the door. "And if they 
removed the heart completely, I don't 
think it would make any differ-ence." 
Joe left the room. 

The phone on Rodney Sales' desk 
rang sharply. He picked it up. 
"Hello." 

"Hello. District Attorney's office?" 
"Right. Sales speaking." 
"My name is Joe Satterly. I'm all 

interne at the County." 
"You calling about Skeets Morton?.ll 
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"That's right. I got your name from 
·Miss Allison-one of the nurses here. 
I saw you talking to her a couple of 
times and I understand you're waiting 
for Skeets Morton to wake up." 

"That's right. Is he coming out of 
it?" 

"No, but I think I can show you 
his killer. There was another witness
besides Morton." 

"Another witness? Who ?" 
"A boy in the orphanage near where 

Skeets was shot." 
"Hell-the police checked there. All 

the kids were inside." 
"All but one. I've heard you'd like 

to tie Merk Whitney up with this." 
"We've got him tied up with it. He 

-how did you wigg!e into this thing?" 
"Maybe I'd . better go to the po

lice." 
"Relax--'-take it e:sy. I v{as just 

asking. We found a note to Whitney 
from a man in St. Louis introducing a 
killer named Sam Dance. The note's 
dated two days before the shooting of 
Mor' on. If we could p:.1t Sam Dance 
on the scene." 

"Whitney's giving a p!cnic for the 
G:JOd Shepherd orphans at L�kevi(W 
Park tomorrow. I think he w11nts to 
tal' to tl;e witness. Why don't you 
r.1eet me there ? "  

"What time? "  
"Two o'clock. I'll  have the kid in 

t•Jw." 
"I'H be there. Thanks." 

WHE:N MERK WHIT::-JEY did a 
thing, he did it right. Lakeview 

!'ark was wide open and ready for 
business. Water poured down the boat
chute, with now and again a test boat 
rocketing down the slide. The slower 
boats of The Old Mill went in and out 
of the dark passageways, carried 
along by a slow current. The high 
coasters were manned . and waiting. 

Attendants stood waiting to serve hot
dogs, pop, and cotton cant:y. The or
phans of Good Shepherd would love 
Merk Whitney for a long time. 

Joe Satterly introduced Sales to 
Alma Webb and pointed to Tommy 
White. Tommy was getting a cone of  
cotton candy along with a group of  

· other orphans. "That's the boy who 
witnessed the murder. I wonder if  
Merk Whitney is here yet? "  

"I saw h i m  twenty minutes ago over 
by the Old Mill. He's got Sam Dance 
with him." 

"We'll ease the kids down that 
way." 

Alma Webb had grown uneasy. "I 
don't know about this. It seemed a 
good idea yesterday but an amusement 
park can be a dangerous place. Maybe 
this should be done at headquarters." 

Sales said, "Nothing can happen. 
Whitney is no fool. He's not going to 
try to kill a child." 

"You think it's all right then ? "  
Joe asked. He also seemed a little 
worried. 

" I'm thinking in terms of b"uilding 
a case. It would be just that much 
stronger if we could prove Whitney is 
trying to contact the boy ; that he ar
ranged this party for that purpose. 
Let's give him a little rope." 

They were in charge of a dozen 
children and it took half an hour to 
arr;ve at the Old Mill. 

"There he is," Alma said, "standing 
with that small, dark man. I'm scared. 
I guess .I forgot these are dangerous 
people to fence with . "  

"It will be all right." 
"But you said yourself Whitney is 

no fool. Suppose he has some kind of 
a plan to-" 

Merk Whitney probably did have a 
plan-and a good one. But it was 
never revealed. 

Whitney stood beside Sam Dance 
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by the Old Mill . The two men watched 
the orphanage party approach the 
concession. "Now h�re's the idea," 
Whitney said. "There's a crosscut 
passage i_nside behind a wooden gate 
off the main passage. I 'll ride in 
the-" 

"I think you're slipping, Merk. I 
think you're slipping bad." 

"What are you talking about ? "  
There was a musing note i n  Sam 

Dance's voice. "Comes a time when 
guys like you start running away from 
shadows. You start getting cute then._ 
tripping over your feet. I got a hunch 
you're coming to the end of your 
string, Merk." 

"I am tired, kid. Did you ever see 
me before? "  

" O f  course." 
"Did you see me maybe in the 

street when Skeets Morton was shot? "  
"That's right." 
"And where else have you seen 

me?" · 
"The night you killed my father." 
Merk · Whitney had never done a job 

of his own, but now he saw himself 
being framed-framed by a gun punk. 
That was about the only law along 
the crooked road he traveled. Nobody 
framed anybody else and got away 
with it. Merk had a gun in his pocket. 
A tiny little gun that wasn't much 

"Why, you god dam-" • good over ten feet. But Sam Dance 
was closer than that. The little gun 
spit like an annoyed cat and a hole 
appeared in the cloth over Merk's 
pocket. A hole also appeared in Sam 
Dance's shirt. 

"This whole thing's a bunch of 
shadows, Merk. Ten years ago you'd 
have took it in your stride. I told you 
you've got no cause to worry about" 
the kid." 

The veins on Whitney's neck thick
ened. 

Sam Dance said, "Hello, kia." 
Tommy White looked at the killer 

�ravely. "Hello. These are my friends. 
I'd like you to meet them." 

Dance selected Rodney Sales for 
partiCular . attention. "You're from the 
D. A's office, aren't you?" 

"That's right. How long have you 
been out of jail ?"  

"You've got me mixed up. I've never 
been in jail. Y•u know Merk Whit
ney ? "  

' ( I  know Merk." 
Whitney looked vaguely at Rodney . 

Sales, nodded. 
Sam Dance said, "Did you come out 

here to finger me?" 
Sales laid a hand on Tommy's shoul

der. "Have you ever seen this man be
fore, Tommy?" 

Alma was holding Tommy's hand 
too tightly. He withdrew it and gazed 
at Sam Dance. "You look tired. Very 
tired." 

Sam said, "They start getting cute 
and that's the finish." He took a .45 
from his pocket and blew out some of 
Merk's brains. Merk's eyes rolled. He 
went down. 

All over the park, orphans and su
pervisors froze. Then the supervisors 
began getting the orphans out of sight. 

Sam looked down at the little hole 
in his sl\irt. A slight sneer app.eared 
on his face. Then the sneer was gone. 
Again he was expressionless. He said, 
"Ever see me any place else, Tom-
my?" 

"In the hospital when I made you 
leave Mrs. Andrews alone-and the 
other people." 

"It was the wrong thing to do, Tom
my. They wanted to di��· 

"You're hurt. Mr. Whitney shot 
you." 

"Only a scratch. Tommy-what do 
I look like? Tell the D. A. Tell your 
friends." • 

Tommy regarded Sam Dance with 
deep sobriety. "You're tali and you've 
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got on the same black nightgown, ahd 
you've got no face. You're the same 
as that night when you put the shiny 
cone over my father's he<Jd ."  

"Why did you let me do that, Tom
my ? "  

"I  didn't like my father. Besides
! didn) know then I could stop you." 

"When did you find out you could 
stop me?" 

"In the hospital, when I grabbed 
the bright cone you were putting on 
Mrs. Andrews' face. She was a nice 
old lady. I didn't want her to die." 

MERK WHITNEY lay on the 
ground. The boats of the Old 

Mill went in and out. Frightened eyes 
watched from va"ntage points around 
the park. Nobody in the group no
ticed any of these things. 1\Ierk Whit
ney's chest still rose and fell, but 
none of them noticed that either. 

"It was wrong, Tommy. The time 
comes and people want to die." 

"Wh.at goes on here ? "  The Assistant 
District Attorney gulped. 

"A fingering," Sam Dance said. 
It seemed incredible that a thing 

such as this could be talked about. 
But it was here. It had to be met. 
"Let's get back to earth," Sales 
croaked. "Let's cut out the; act and 
have · some reality." 

. "Reality and illusion," Sam Dance 
said. "Large words. Hot deal." He was 
talking to everyone and no one. 

Alma Webb's voice was a choked 
whisper. "How did you know this 
child saw you as Death ?" 

"I 'm a hired gunman. I live by 
killing people. I make my living by 
bucking the �ig law. The hell with 
the little laws-the ones in paper 
books. The big laws aren't written 
down. I knew about the kid when he 
was there and Skeets didn't ·die. You 
get that way. Sharp in your line." 

"How did you know what he saw in 
you? How could you know?" 

"All I got to do is look in the mir
ror. Maybe I don't even remember 
the little dark · guy any more. Maybe 
I don't remember what it is to have 
a face. Maybe I'm way over on the 
other side." 

)J"obody thought of anything to say. 
Sam went on ; talking to the past ; the 
future ; the present. "Way up in the 
sky in a black nightgown riding a 
machinegun . And the end of the rope 
coming into sight." 

Sam Dance looked down at Tom
my. "I didn't kill the kid's father. I 
was never in tP� County. )J"ot the lit-

, tle dark . guy. But the kid met Mr. 
Death in a cheesy two-dollar room 
and never forgot him. It must take 
the right kind of eyes ; the right mix
ture of a lot of things nobody knows 
about. But when it's there, it's there, 
and you can't fool it with a twenty
dollar shirt and forty-dollar shoes." 

·• Rodney Sales was breathing heavily. 
Sam Dance touched Tommy's shoul
der and pointed to Whitney. "He 
wants to die, kid. He's tired of dodg
ing shadows. He wants to die." 

Tommy shook his head. "He's a 
nice man. A thoughtful man, Mrs. 
Daly said. I wouldn't want to die. I 'm 
sure he doesn't either." 

"If I proved it to you ? "  
Tommy said nothing. Sam drew him 

close to :Merk Whitney ; pressed him 
to his knees. Whitney looked up �ith 
eyes full of torture; full of under
standing. Sam Dance said, "Say it, 
1\Ierk. Just a couple of words. Get 
th2m out." 

)\Ierk's lips fluttered. "Please-kid ."  
Tommy got to  his  feet. "He wants 

to die ! "  Words of surprise. 
"Sure. And the other ones. You 

aren't helping Skeets. You're all wrong 
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about it. Give them a break." 
Tommy swallowed heavily. His eyes 

rolled. "l'm-sick." 
Sam Dance caught him as he 

slumped ; put him in Alma's arms. 
Then Sam knelt beside Merk Whit
ney. At that moment a string of cars 
roared down the spiral · track of a 
high coaster and, somehow, that 
seemed to start the world turning 
again. When Sam Dance got up, he 
was a cold-eyed, expressionless little 
man with a red stain on his shirt
nothing more. He said, "Merk got too 
cute. They all get cute in the end." 

NURSE ALLISON was talking over 
the phone. " I 've been trying to 

get you. It's all over. Skeets is dead, 
but it's certainly one for the medical 
books. Probably one of the brass will 
write it up and make a year's salary 
on it." 

Rodney Sales didn't answer. 
"Am I going to see you tonight? "  
"Not 'til late. I've got an appoint-

ment. I'll call you at home." 

One of the student nurses .who. had 
yet to have the sentimentality drained 
from her SQul, put it rather sweetly. 
She said, "Poor Mrs. Andrews. She 
finally found her glas�s." 

The deaths of the two accident cases 
was scarcely noted in any but routine 
channels. 

And that was that. · 

Rodney Sales, a man :Who was fair
ly prosperous, brought two bottles of 
excellent Scotch to the apartment. He 
and Joe and Alma emptied the first 
one swiftly and almost silently. Fresh 
into the second one, they began daw
dling. 

"It was all so damned silly," Sales 
observed. 

Joe was thoughtful. "When I get 
time I'm going to look into this mass 
hypnotism thing. There must be some
thing to it." 

Alma asked, "Could there be such a 
thing as a dozen coincidences all func
tioning at the same time ? "  

"What do you mean ?" 
"It's all so  easy to  explain, really. 

Four extraordinary cases at one time 
in the County. I'll bet there's really 
a precedent for every one of them i f  
we'd take the trouble t o  look." 

"That's right," Sales said with 
· growing confidence. "And what else 

have we got-a child with indigestion 
from hot dogs and cotton candy 
who was obviol}sly a psychotic, 
shocked into abnormalcy by witness
ing violent death while too young to 
stand up under it. And a congenital 
killer no psychiatrist in the country 
would call sane." 

Joe Satterly was staring at the 
Scotch bottle. "And Merk Whitney 
living with a bullet in his head. I can 
give you plenty of precedent for that. 

' Some such victims have even recov
ered." · 

There was a time of silence before 
Joe asked, "What was the latest on 
Sam Dance?" 

"Superficial wound. He'll live to die 
for killing Merk Whitney. A lovely 
case. W-e're dropping the Morton kill
ing of course." 

"And now that the brain-brass have 
got a line on Tommy White, they'll 
straighten him out in no time." 

"Of course," Alma said. Then "Joe 
I wish you'd hurry up · and get int� 
practice so we could afford liquor like 
this." 

After that there was laughter. Some
what tight perhaps ; a trifle strained. 
But nonetheless, laughter. 

THE END 
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By 

E. K. JARVIS 

rrHE PHONE rang at three P.M. 
Four shorts indicating Lee 
Bond's number on the country 

line. Bond got downstairs from his 
study in an amazingly short time be
cause this would probably be the call 
he'd been waiting for. 

It was. Over the wire came the 
rich hearty tones of Sam Kane. Kane 
of Fiction Publications. The Great 

God Kane ·to the free-lance fiction 
writer. Kane said: 

"Hello, Lee. How':; the weather up 
in the wilderness ?"  

Lee Bond breathed a prayer of 
thankfulness. Kane's cordial tone 
seemed favorable. "Rain. Lord, how it 
rains up in these hills ! How's Man
hattan ? "  

"Cold down here. The wife and 

Lee had nevel' been held l'espoasible fol' 

lhe c:hal'ac:lel's Ia his stones. Bat lhal 

was befOI'e lie cl'eated a shuullng blonde 

28 
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kids okay?" 
"Yeah-yeah-fine." 
Damn the man. Why didn't he get 

to it and quit playing cat and mouse. 
Kane got to it. "Your yarn came in 

yesterday. Just finished reading it." 
Bond held his breath. It  had cost 

like the very devil to move from Chi
cago to New Yor k ;  living in a hotel 
with Lorry and the two kids while 
house-hunting. Then the stove, the re
frigerator, the gas installation. 

"How'd you like it?" 
A long pause while Lee aged a 

couple of years. 
"I didn't like it, Lee." 
Bond glanced guiltily over his shoul

der as though he expected to see a 
creditor peeking in the window. 

"You didn't like i t ? "  Sickly. 
"I tried to. Honestly-but I 

couldn't." 
")Vhat was wrong with it?  The 

plot?"  
"Well-no. I guess the  plot was all 

right." Doubtful. 
"Then-" 
"Your characters, Lee." Intense. 

"Your people. The prison-" 
"Now wait a minute. That prison is 

authentic. It really exists. Grayhav;n.  
Right up here in  the hills. You drive 
along a winding mountain road with 
a feeling that there isn't a soul within 
ten thousand miles. Then you go 
around a bend and-wham ! There it 
is, rearing up out of the tree like some 
lost city out of a forgotten dream. A 
giant gray wall that you take first to 
be a dam of some sort, holding back 
hidden waters. Then you see the watch 
tower at the corners and you cci"n 
make out the guards patrolling along 
the top of the wall-" 

"Yeah-yeah-yeah. I read your de
scription, .but you c.ut me off. I wasn't 
saying I didn't like the prison. It 's 
the characters. Now that priest for 
itistance-Father Gara. He's-well-" 

"Well what?" 
"He's sinister, Lee. Priests just 

aren't that way. I think what happened 
is that you got your story mood mixed 
up with your characters: You've got a 
wild, creepy setting for the story, and 
that's good-very good-but you've 
built your characters to fit it regard
less of what their personal tendencies 
would have been ." 

LEE BOND writhed in silent frus-
tration. Double talk ! He needed 

money like the devil needs lost souls 
and this dreamy-eyed editor ·Nas talk
ing in vague generalities. It was mad
dening. 

"But characters have to fit the scene 
-the mood-" 

"I'd say rather-the scene and the 
mood have tG fit the characters, Lee. 
You've got to remember that first and 
foremost you're writing about people. 
The public buys our magazines to read 
about people. What they do-how 
they think-the troubles they grt 
into-" 

"But, good L Jrd, man-" 
"Now you take Faith Talbot. 

You've drawn her as a practical, rath
er sexy, wealthy girl. Then you 
march her over the hills during a rain 
storm, lugging this priest along, so she 
can kneel in the mud outside the pris
on and pray for her convicted sweet
heart while be's being electrocuted."  

"Is  that bad? I didn't think so. I t  
was pure drama. When I read i t  back 
I got a lump in my throat." 

"Sure. It was--all right.  I said the 
plot was okay-but the characters, 
Lee-they don't seem alive. They do 
the wrong things. They're puppets." 

Lee Bond was thinking about the 
rent-due last week. His mental upset 
was akin to panic. Also, he was getting 
mad. 

Kane was droning on. ' 'I 'm afraid 
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you don't know people, Lee-that you 
don't know them the way an author . 
should." 

"I do know people ! "  Lee barked. 
"I've sold a lot of copy in my time. 
I 've made a lot of  money as a free
lance writer, so I've got to know 
people." 

"I'm afraid-" 
".'\t le·ast I know you, Kane," Lee 

raged. "You're an overstuffed, sancti
monious tin god sitting up on a throne 
w:th a lot of writers c'rawling in on 
their knees for an audience ! You talk 
about knowing peopl e !  What the hell 
do you know about them yourself ?  
Have you ever lived? Have you ever 
had one . bit of troub:e or worry 
durin·g your whole liftetime? Every 
Friday they come in and lay a check 
on your desk. All your life you've 
made a salary and gone along in your 
smug little groove. No sorrows-no 
troubles-" 

Lee Bond stopped for lack of 
breath. But sumehow, he now felt bet
ter. It was as though an overcharged 
condition of his battery had been al
leviated. What right had Sam Kane to 
t.ell him how to write a story-tell 
him about character? 

Strangely, Kane drdn't get mad. 
There was a long pause, then his 
voice came back. Pensive. A trifle sad. 
"No worries ? Never any trouble? I 
had a brother, Lee. I had a brother 
\¥ho-" 

Kane cut off sharply. A low 
mirthless laugh. "Tell you what you 
do, son. Take a walk around the block 
and cool off a little. Then sit down 
and try a rewrite. I've got a hunch 
you'll hit it the second try." 
. " Rewrite that story? Not in a mil
lion years ! Not for you or anybody 
els,•. As far as I 'm concerned, you 
car. all go fry. I won't�" 

· Did you wish to place a call?" 

Feminine, pleasant, mechanical. 
"�o-no operator. Skip it." 
Lee slammed down the phone. So 

he'd hung up ! So the great Sam Kane 
· couldn't take it ! Well, tlie hell- with 

him ! The hell with all the stuffed 
shirts who couldn't write themselves 
and thus automatically got jobs as 
editors. They could all sit .down and 
try . to write their own stories. 

That was i t !  A writer's union. Send 
out the word and in a few days the 
submissions would dry up and-and

Lorry and the two kids could starve 
to death. 

QUIT THINKING silly rot, Lee 
told himself as he paced the liv

ing room. Cut it  out. But suddenly 
he was weary of the whole thing. The 
frustrations, the disappointments, the 
rejects. 

"I 'm going to quit," he said. "I 'm 
.all done with it as of now-this min

,ute." 
"What was that, dear? Were you 

calling me ? "  From the kitchen; then 
light footsteps and Lorry in the room, 
smiling. 

"I'm going to quit writing." 
"That's good. You've done enough 

for today." 
"I don't mean today. l mean for 

good. Kane rejected that last story I 
sent down." 

Lorry's eyes widened. "Rejected i t ?  
Good heavens ! How will w e  pay the 
rent?" 

"I'll go to work. After all, I'm able
bodied. I'll hire out digging ditches." 

"Of course, darling," Lorry said 
doubtfully, "but do you know anyone 
who wants a ditch dug?" 

Lee crossed the room swiftly ; put 
his hands on Lorry's shoulders. "Angel. 
You want me to be happy don't you? 
Wouldn't you rather I made five dol· 
Iars a day doing what I want to th� 
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a fortune at what amOtf!'lts to slavery ? "  
"But I always thought you liked to 

write. Goodness knows you've worked 
hard enough at it ." 

"But in the beginning editors didn't 
tear me down�they encouraged me." 

"Darling, why don't you take a lit
tle walk-out in the woods. After all, 
we came here to get away from dirty 
city stre.ets. A brisk walk and you'll 
be able to lick that story." 

Lee sighed. "I meant what I said, 
Lorry. But if my absence will make 
you feel better-" 

"Darling, you are cross. Skat-,Qff 
with you." 

A dozen steps from the front door 
and Lee was standing in the center of 
the black-top road. Beyond Jay the 
dense:y wooded hill that did such a 
good job of cutting off television re
ception. 

The rain had stopped now, but the 
sky was still rich in the melancholy 
of dark clouds. Lee pulled his new 
Nor'wester hat down over his fon�
head and started off up the winding 
road . 

As he walked, he scowled ahead at 
the wet tunnel of trees hanging over 
the road. A hell of  a country ! What 
he'd have given just then for the 
homey sights and smells of Chicago's 
near North Side ! 

It was great weather to feel sorry 
for one's self and Lee indulged in the 
luxury for two solid miles. Then he 
caine out of  his somber reverie to real
ize it had grown dark. Also the rain 
was coming down again. 

He did an about f&ce to head for 
home. Night descended swiftly as he 
slogged along; a night of  deep, jet
blackness that pressed against his eye
balls and seemed to drift down into 
his lungs. Why the devil hadn't they 
put up stceet lights around here? he 
wondered. Then-why in Tophet 
didn't cars dim their lights when they 

came head-on that way ? 
The car was quite a distance away. 

As it approached, Lee had time to 
wonder how he was going to pay the 
rent .  Ee veered over to his right and 
walked along the edge of the road. 
The car came on in a blaze of white 
light. 

A shaft of fear shot through Lee as 
he realized the car was traveling far 
over on the wrong side of the road. 
He jumped as_ the vehicle roared close, 
landed to his knees in soft earth and 
rotting vegetation. 

THEN THE car was gone, too fast 
to . be injured by the curse he 

flung after it. Again darkness. 
Lee slogged on. He was tired now

very tired-but all the facets of his 
troubles kept milling about in his 
brain. No money-rejects. Paper char
acters. 

The lights of  home shining yellow
growing larger. Lorry there-Dedee
Paula. The warmth swelling within 
him pushed Kane's face far into the 
background. 

The porch light was lit, guiding Lee 
to the door. He kicked off his rub
bers, removed the wet hat and rain
coat, and looked to see Dedee's blonde 
head in the glass panel of the upper 
door. 

But the head was not there ; nor 
L:! blue eyes that always just managed 
to reach the bottom of the glass. Lorry 
had probably put the kids to bed, Lee 
thought. He went inside and hung up 
his coat and hat. 

Ln; ry wasn't in the kitchen. He'd 
have heard her. He came within an 
ace oi calling . out-then checked him
self. The kids would be waiting for 
just such an excuse to get up. Lee 
walked into the living room. 

A man and a woman sat on the 
lounge. The girl was dark, a sexy crea
ture wearing a dress that cost two 
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hundred dollars i f  i t  cost a dime. She 
was holding a l\1artini glass in her 
long, slim fingers and was just in 
the act of putting the rim to her 
lips. 

The man had a . stern, intelligent 
face. Beneath his strong chin, a white, 
·reversed collar shown spotless in the 
subdued light of the indirect lamp. He 
sat so that his cassock revealed the 
outline o f  strong, stocky legs. Beneath 
the cassock's hem were the toes of 
two well-shined shoes. The man 
frowned and said, 

"What sort of an. intrusion is this ? "  
H e  spoke t o  the girl rather than to 

Lee. She set down her glass and re
plied, "I 'm sure I don't know." She 
surveyed Lee through bold, beautiful 
eyes. "Just who are you ? And why 
do you .Lome barging in this way ?" 

The man recovered from his sur
prise swiftly. He· smiled and reversed 
his attitude like a cat turning on a 
dime. "Faith ! My dear ! Is that any 
way to greet a stranger on a dark 
rainy night?  The poor man must have 
gotten lost." 

"He could still have knock�d." 
The man realized the truth o f  this 

and turned a look o f  g�ntle censure 
upon Lee. "That's true, my boy. I t  is 
rather unconventional to-" 

Lee found his voice. The room was 
still . spinning about him but he be
came articulate. "Faith Talbot ! And 
Father Gara ! Wait-wait a minute ! 
There's something wrong with me!  
Something wrong-" 

Father Gara had turned swi ftly to 
Faith Talbot with a look of surprise 
amounting almost to consternation. 
"Why he knows us-knows our 
names ! "  Then, at Lee's last words, he 
got quickly to his feet to put an arm 
around Lee's shoulders. "What is it,  
son ? Tell us what's wrong? "  

"Where i s  Lorry? Where i s  m y  
wife? My children ? "  

" I'm sure I don't know. A t  your 
home I suppose. If you'll tell us \\ here 
you live-" 

"I live here. Where's Lorry ? "  
Father Gara was pressing Lee gently 

down to the lounge. " Relax, my son. 
Everything will be all right, ·I assure 
you." He reached over and took Faith 
Talbot's glass from her stiff fingers. 
"Here-drink �his. It will do you good. 
Then we will talk." 

A UTOMA TICALL Y Lee tossed off 
the Martini, set down the glass. 

Such mental shock as this he had 
never experienced. Something within 
t()ld him he should resort to physical 
violence-throttle someone; beat the 

· truth out of these intruders. But that 
seemed childish. 

"Where," he again demanded, "is 
Lorry ? "  

"Your wife ? "  
" O f  course Lorry is m y  wife ! "  
Father Gara's attitude was that 

which he would use with a mental 
incompetent. " I 'm sure she is all right. 
And probably w�mied about you. I f  
you'll give us your home phone num
ber we'll be glad to call her-" 

Faith Talbot's frown cut him off.  
She spoke sharply. "There is no phone 
here. · You know that ! "  

"Oh, o f  cour::-� not. S�upid o f  me." 
"\Yhat do you mean there's no 

phone here ?" Lee demanded. "I had 
to put up -a fi fteen-buck deposit to get 
i t  installed!' 

"In this house?.'' 
"Wher� else? This is my home. My 

wife is somewhere around. My chi!, 
dren are asleep upstairs." 

Faith Talbqt looked at Father Gara. 
"He's crazier than-" 

Father Gara smiled. "Easy, my 
dear. There are ways of handling 
situations such as this." To Lee : 
"Young man, we don't wish to be 
unreasonable but we must find some 
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firm basis upon which we can get to
gether i

.
ntelligently. Now you say 

this is your home-that your wife 
and children are here. I 'd suggest you 
look about and try to locate them( 
That should put us on a realistic 
foundation." 

Lee stared into the nian's face. Fa
ther Gara had-it seemed to him-the 
clearest eyes he had ever found in a 
person ; dark-yet the pupils were 
clearly outlined. The astute brain was 
revealed behind them. Lee got to his 
feet and headed for the stairway. 

A few minutes later, he reappeared. 
He came down the stairs like a man 
on wooden legs. He headed for tile 
lounge as though not sure he'd make 
it. He sat down. 

"Did you find them ? "  Father Gara 
asked gently. 

"No-no. �ot Lorry-or the kids. 
There isn't even a nursery-" 

"I should hope not," Faith Talbot 
said. "That's something I 'd ,certainly 
have no use for." 

"And you still feel that this is your 
home?" Father Gara pursued. 

"I guess maybe not. I-I must have 
made some kind of a mistake. Maybe 
I live down the street-the road." · 

"No doubt. A natural error. Pos-
sibly you are new in this locality." 

"That's true. I am. B ut-" 
"But what, my 

.
son ? "  

Lee gazed about like a punch-drunk 
fighter looking for his opponent. "How 
could two houses be entirely the same 
-the layout-the rooms?" 

"You must Jive close by.  Possibly 
the same contractor built them both." 

Lee considered. Then shook his 
head. "There's no house anywhere 
near us like ours. :\ small white cot
tage a few blocks-or a few. hundred 
yards down the road. Nothing else 
near us-" 

"I assure you," the girl said, coldly. 
"this house was vacant when I rented 

it. The owner furnished it  complete
ly-" 

"I'll grant you none of this stuff 
is ours. We didn't bring much furni
ture from Chicago. This is all carpet
ed. We only had a couple of rugs." 

fAITH TALBOT seemed relieved. 
"As Father Gara said, a natural 

mistake, l\Ir- ? "  
"Bond-Lee Bond. I ' m  a writer. 

Fiction mostly." 
"How interesting. And now I'm sure 

you'll want to be on your way .. If your 
wife and children are waiting-" 

The gentle, yet · suave tones of Fa
ther Gara: "Just one moment, my dear. 
There's a point you overlooked. Mr. 
Lee-tell me-how did you know our 
names when you walked in here? You 
addressed me, correctly, as Father 
Gara, and the young lady !ts Faith 
Talbot." 

"How did I know? Because I just 
got through writing about you. You're 
-you're-my c h a r a c t e r s. \Vhy 
wouldn't I know you ? "  

T h e  girl's face hardened. "This is 
insulting ! "  

" I t  is?  You should talk to Sam 
Kane. Then you'd have reason to be 
insulted. He says you're nothing but 
cardboard." 

Father Gara's eyes narrowed. "Sam 
Kane? Who

. 
is he? "  

"An editor I write for who-" · 
Lee stopped, the words frozen on 

his lips. His eyes widened as he stared 
into a darker corner of the room. He 
catapulted from the lounge, skidded 
into the corner and caine up with a 
bedraggled green object. 

"Dedee's cap. The one that goes 
with her green snow-suit ! She always 
put it on backwards and-where is 
she ? What the hell have you done with 
her ?" 

Father Gara was on his feet. "Are 
you accusing us of murder? Do you 
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believe we have done away with your 
family ? "  

Lee did not answer immediately. H e  
stood fondling .the little cap, twisting 
it  in his hands, pushing a finger 
through a tear in the crown. Suddenly 
he laughed with a touch of hysteria; 

"No. I'm not accu�ing you of any
thing because none of this is real. You 
aren't real-either of you. I created 
you today, sweating over a hot type
writer. You aren't alive-you aren't 
flesh and blood. This is some sort of  
a nightmare." 

Faith Talbot looked at her frocked 
companion with genuine concern in her 
eyes. "This lad's really for the birds. 
If they'd told me characters like 
him-" 

"He does seem utterly insane," Fa
ther Gara replied, and it occurred to 
Lee that they'd begun discussing him 
like. some inanimate thing-or, if an
imate, as though he couldn't under
stal)d them. He laughed again and 
strclled over to the lounge. He sat 
down, leaned back .and smiled. 

"You j ust go right ahead. Don't 
mind me. This is a rare privilege in
deed. It isn't often an author gets the 
chance to observe his cast of char
acters in action. You act and I'll criti
cize." 

"You'll get out of  here," Faith Tal
bot flared, "or I'll see you in jail ! "  

Father Gara raised a restraining 
hand. "My dear. Control yourself. You 
know we can't contact the police. 
We-" 

The competently beautiful girl 
seemed to catch and restrain herself. 
"Oh, certainly not. I forgot we have
no phone." 

The last words trailed off somewhat 
lamely and had a synthetic ring as 
though they'd been hastily . substituted 
for others. 

LEE HAD begun to enioy himself in 
· a giddy lightheaded way he could 

not• analyze or understand. Not that 
he particularly cared to. "Of course 
you can't call the police. You see, I 
know the plot. I wrote it. You don't 
care to have the police here when you 
plan to snoop around Grayhaven 
Prison tonight. Even though your ac
tivities will be basically innocent-" 

Both the girl and Father Gara had 
suffered a simultaneous drooping of 
the lower jaw. 

Father Gara said, "What do you 
knCJw about Grayhaven Prison ? "  

Fait� Talbot said, "What d o  you 
mean basically innocent ? "  Then she 
caught the furious glance of Father 
Gara and bit her carmined lip. 

"I think you'd better keep your 
mouth shut," he snapped. "You're ·put
ting too many feet in it ! "  

"Oh, don't mind me," Lee chuckled, 
then cocked an appraising eye at Fa
ther Gara. "You know-! think Sam 
Kane was right. Sinister really is the 
word for you. You don't look like a 
priest and you don't act like one." 

Father Gara took a step forward. 
"No, that's not quite right," Lee 

went on. "You act like one but that's 
all it is. Acting. And a very unconvinc
ing act at that." He turned his head 
to let his eyes stare vacantly at the 
wall. "Yes, I did do badly on that 
story. These two are nothing but card
board." 

Father Gara reached down and took 
Lee by his shirt-front. He had an iron 
hand attached to a steel arm. He 
drew Lee up until they were nose to 
nose-eye to eye. His voice was soft, 
gentle. ' 'My dear young man-you're 
going to do a vast amount of talking 
in a very short time. You're going to 
explain a great deal or there will be 
a · widow and some orphans on the 
road very quickly." 
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The arm pistoned out antl Lee flew 
across the room. He back-pedalled des
perately, but not fast enough to keep 
his head from hitting the wall with a 
terrific thump. A skyful of shooting 
stars went on display before his eyes 
and he was no longer among those 
present. 

Lee came to and heard the voice of 
Faith Talbot, a complaining voice. 
"I "')ish you hadn't laid him there. 
He's bleeding a11 over the lounge." 

"The flow is almost sto
.
pped ," Fa

ther Gara said. "This clumsy fool has 
to be dealt with, Faith. I don't know
! really don't know. Of all th� fan
tastic-" 

"What do we do-kill him ? "  
Lee's eyes were still closed, but he 

could imagine Father Gara's frown. 
"Killing js dangerous," the cleric said. 
"Especially when we don't know the 
score. We know far too little about 
this character to eliminate him-at 
lea� at this time." 

Lee could feel the blood oozing 
down the side of his head. He felt as 
though he'd been clouted with an an. 
vii but he could still think. 

He thought about Father Gara. 
Cleric indeed. Gara was no more of a 
priest than Geronimo ! Just what Kane 
had said, Lee pondered.  Too sinister. 
No priest. The1t he'd have to have a 
new name-something suggestive. How 
about bloody Joe Boots? No. Too 
pulpy. Brack then ? Sure. That was a 
good hard mme. And something the 
gang called him. Hmmm. What else 
than Holy Joe? Perfect, Holy Joe 
Brack. -

-Faith Talbot had answered Brack's 
last ,;·ords:  "But that's the point
time. We haven't got much of it .  
We've got to be moving-and soon." 

Brack replied, "Then we've got to 
take him with us. We wouldn't want 
to kill him here anyhow. We'll see 
what Steve says. -We'll leave it  u� to 

Steve to 1lecide what's to be done." 

A CHILL ran down Lee's spine. 
S.teve? Who was Steve? Lee 

hadn't created any ch aracter �1med 
Steve ! Lee heard the beating of the 
rain upon the house. He raised his 
hand to touch, gingerly, the gash 
across his temple. He opened his eyes. 
He said, 

"Listen here, Brack-" 
The [rocked man reached out like 

lightning and jerked Lee to his fert. 
The man's eyes were black, shining 
gimlet points. "Listen you-talk and 
t£k fast ! How did you know I was 
using the name o f  Father Gara? How 
did you know my real name is 
Brack ? "  

"Holy Joe Brack ? "  
"How did you know t)lat ? "  
"Because I just made it  up. I de-

cided you were out of character and 
needed another name. It sounded like 
a good one." 

"A comedian, huh ? "  Brack appeared 
to be choking to death. Blood rushed 
to his face. A maniacal expression was 
glued tight around his mouth as ·he 
set his fingers into Lee's throat. 

Lee clawed desperately at the hands 
seeking to stop h;s breath for good. 
He had no chance at all against the 
powerful Brack. Darkness began 
again to close in. Then he heard Faith 
Talbot's voice. 

"No, Joe ! You can't do it. You said 
yourself we didn't know enough about 
him. He must have New York con
nections. What he's said proves it-" 

The voice faded out, but only for a 
moment. Lee's world cleared. Brack 
was still holding him by the collar. 
B rack said, "All right, spill it ! Who 
do you know in New York City ? "  

"Ah-ah, Sam Kane. Editor a t  Fic
tion Publications." 

"Is he any relation to Six-Finger 
Kane in Chicago ?" 
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"�-not that I know of." 
Brack raiseJ his hot eyes to Faith 

Talbot. "You ever heard of a · �ew 
York mob called Fiction Publica
t;ons ? "  

"�o. " 
"Ever hear of this creep he yapped 

about-Sam Kan e ? "  
I n  a sudden gesture of  disgust, 

Br�ck hurled Lee back onto the sofa. 
He doubled his fists and begc:n pound
ing his knuckles together. 

"Maybe I'm slipping but I don't 
get any of this. Damn it all to Hell ! 
We're going along nice-just like 
clockwork. Then this nob-head pops in 
out 9 f  nowhere and b·gins pulling 
gags. I don't like it." 

"But we can't stop now. We've got 
to take him with us and it's getting � 

late. I'll change and we'll get going." 
Using that for an exit line, Faith 

Talbot disappeared up the stairs while 
Holy Joe Brack took something out of 
his pocket. He pointed it at Lee. 

"Do you know what this is?" 
"Certainly. It's a gun." 
Brack sneered heavily. "I thought 

maybe they might call it a popsicle 
in that Never Never Land you must 
have come from. Well, i t  a:n't. I t ,  
shoots bullets and I 'll use i t  o n  you i f  
you get out o f  line. I may use i t  
anyhow." 

· 

" I'll be glad to stay in line," Lee 
assured him. 

A few r.1inutes later Faith Talbot 
came downstairs, apparantly dressed 
for a hike in the country. Brack 
looked her over sourly and handed 
her the gun. 

"Cover this monkey, I'll put vn my 
boots." 

HE STALKED from the room. 
When he returned, he had the 

lower part of his cassock tied up 
around his hips like an apron. He wore 
a leather hunting jacket and knee-high 
boots. He carried a sub-machine gun 

under one arm. Three automatic pittols 
s:uck out of various pockets. 

Lee had been sitting on the loun!Je. 
He sprang to his feet. "Now wait a 
minute ! This isn't right. What do you 
need those guns for? They aren't in 
the plot. Faith is only going up there 
to pray." 

The girl stared at Lee. Then she 
turned her eyes, filled with sheer 
consternation, upon B rack. "I� there 
a nut house in this area somewhere ? "  

Brack, in turn was staring at Lee. 
"There must be," "he muttered. "This 
coot is either a damn good actor or 
he's fresh out of a padded cell. Maybe 
I 'd better tie his hands." 

"That won't be necessary," Lee said 
with dig11ity. 'Til go with ' you:- I'm 
looking forward to it.· I want to see 
my story played out to the end. This 
girl kneeling in the rain praying for 
her sweetheart. Even though I wrote 
the story, I can' t  believe it. I 've got 
to see it." 

Brack shook his heaA slowly. When 
he spoke it was to no one in particular. 
"Wait 'til Steve gets a gander at this 
screw-ball .  Steve'll unscrew him part 
by part .to see what makes him work." 

Faith Talbot came out of her be
musement. "Come on. We're late. Let's 
get started." 

" By all  means," Lee said. " I'm at 
your ·service." 

Ten minutes· later they had crossed 
the road and were moving into the 
deep woods beyond. 

"You walk ahead, creep," Brack 
growled. "I'll mark a path with this 
flashlight. Try to s�ep out of  the 
beam and I 'l l  cut you down like a 
dog." · 

" Did Faith bring her rosary ? "  
The girl's "voice came_:_haunted, al

most fearful. "I tell you, Joe, we got 
a goon on 'our hands. He's beginning 
to get me. What would I want of a 
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rosary ? Would you tell me that ? "  
"Are you trying t o  tell me I don't 

know my own plot? "  Lee asked. 
"Well, I do-most of i t  anyhow," he 
added doubtfully, then fell flat on his 
face, scratching himself and gFinding 
mud into his mouth while cold r;:in 
drove down the back o f  his neck. 

"Let him have it ! "  Faith pleaded. 
"Let him have it right now ! He's 
going to . wreck the whole play. I feel 
i t  in my bones." 

"Not 'til Steve gives the word. Get 
up, you-and v:atch ·your big feet." 

Lee scrambled erect and moved on 
through the forest, breaki�g a path for 
the other two. After a while he called 
back : "Listen, is this necessary? In 
the story yt>u went most of the way 
by car up a lonely mountain road with 
the moon peeping out at intervals 
from behind dark clouds. And it 
wasn't raining either." 

"One more yap out · of you and I 
won't wait for Steve. "  

"That's a good idea," Faith urged. 
"Don't wait. Give it to him now." 

"We've got ro wait." 
Lee said, "You're going . to look 

awfully funny, Faith-> 
"What do you mean awfully funny? 

Funny doing what ? "  
"Kneeling down in the woods pray

ing for your lover in the death-cell. 
Why I 'll  bet you don't even know a 
prayer." 

LEE FELT the barrel of the Tommy 
gun pressing into his back but he 

couldn't forebear .another question : 
"We are heading for Grayhaven, aren't 
we?" 

Faith's voice was fearful now. 
"Brack ! How did he know that ? "  

"The fool said he wrote the story, 
didn't he?" · 

"Talk sense." 
"Okay. We're walking n.or'th through 

the woods from the Pine Road. Where 
else could we be gJ;ng but to Gray
haven ? He'd know that even if he is 
nuts ." 

"By the \7ay-there's an execution 
scheduled for tonight isn't there ?" 

"They h:ven't even got a chair at 
Gr:1yl1aven . I t 's down the river at 
Sing Sit:g. Shut up and keep walking." 

This was disturbing indeed to Lee. 
His chara�ters had proved uncon

-vincing and now his plot was showing 
holes. Inaccuracy in detail. That was 
unpardonable. He sighed. Probably 
he'd be better off in the long run 
digging ditches. How could you have a 
girl praying for a lover walking the 
last mile in a prison where they 
didn't eveo execute peop'e? Inexcus
able. Lee' head hurt like the very 
devil and he was beginning to_ tire. 

"How much farther do we have to 
go? "  

"This i s  it .  Shut up o r  I 'll knock 
you cold." 

Now Lee saw the high, forbiddd1g 
wall dead ahead. Above, and on either 
side, were search lig_hts swinging con
tinuously in monotonous arcs. But in 
the driving rain they made hardly a 
dent in the stifling darkness. 

• "Okay," Brack whispered. "This 
is it." 

·''What do we do ?" Lee asked. 
"We sit ti3ht." 
"But-" 
"Shut t:p � "  The words were a 

vicious snarl that chilled· Lee. · He 
stood there ih the cold driving rain. 
Waiting-,--wondering. 

But �ot for long. Soon ·a scraping 
noise rose up through the droning 
f1tter of the rain; grew lou ' ' r :  a 
form materialized nearby, above t '.1Cl11 . 

A choked whisper from Faith: 
"Steve ! Steve ! My darling ! "  

Strangely, Lee found room in hi5 
fear and wonder for the thought : I 
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wasn't �>ntirely wrong. She is human
capable of Jove. She's not entirely 
cardboard. She loves this Steve-who
ever he is. 

Lee was soon to see. A pale cruel 
face loomed close-a twisted mouth ; 
a shaven pate ; a form in prison garb ; 
a voice like steel grating on steel. 
"What goes on ? Who's this jerk ? "  

" H e  stumbled in o n  u s .  H a d  to 
bring him along. I'll explain later." 
This from Brack who thrust the 
Tommy gun into Steve's hands. 

Then Brack pulled two of his other 
guns and motioned to Lee. "Get going, 
you-back the way we came." 

Blindly, Lee stumbled off through 
the gloom. From behind him he heard 
the conversation. 

The harsh voice of Steve. "Did 
everything go okay? How did the 
priest's rig work ? "  

"Swell, darling," Faith said. "And 
we've got a house over on Pine Road 
with a car waiting. Canada isn't so far. 
We'll be there soon." 

Brack said, "I'll  tell you. about this 
creep we've got with us. You'll f>roba
bly want to knock him off. Me-l 
wasn't sure." 

AT THAT moment a sound like a 
dozen sirens split the air. Lights 

appeared on the wall. Giant lights that 
had not been working before. They 
looked about, like the eyes of mad 
giants seeking a victim. Lead whined 
through the air. 

Lee thought : The hell with this. 
It isn't my story any more. He yelled 
to the searching guards, . "This way I 
Ove·r her� ! Over this way ! "  

B;ack and Steve cursed luridly and 
Lee flung himself to the ground. Then 
Lee heard Steve's agonized voice as 
a hazy cloud came up all around them. 

"Gas ! Look out ! The bastards are 
trying to gas us to death I "  

The stuff bit into Lee's throat and 
lungs. Darkness seeped into his brain. 

* 
The gas was eating deeper and 

deeper ;  choking, strangling stuff. Lee 
coughed and opened his eyes. He was 
lying on. the lounge with Lorry stand
ing over him holding an ammonia 
bottle in her hands. 

She drew it back and the anxiety 
in her face turned to relief. "He's 
coming to," she said. "Thank heaven." 

Behind her, Lee saw a leather-faced 
rustic individual pe took for a native. 
He'd seen plenty of them walking and 
riding-stiff-faced and tight-lipped
up and down the roads. This one 
smiled. 

"Sure Mizz Bond. He's all right. 
He's comin' fine." 

"What happened ?" Lee asked 
feebly. 

"Darling, Mr. Larch found you ly
ing by the road with a gash across 
your temple. What happened ? Did a 
ca.r hit you ? "  

"No. I t  was Father Gara-I mean 
Holy Joe Brack. He threw me across 
the room · and-" 

Lorry glanced quickly at Mr. Larcn. 
"He sounds d e 1 i r i o u s. Do you 
think-?" 

L:�.rch shook his head. "Nawl He's 
all right. Just a little fuddlement." 

Lee closed his eyes tight, then 
opened them. "Oh yes-there was a 
car, but it went by. I t  didn't hit 
me--at least I didn't know i t  hit me." 

"After you got bopped, son, you 
wouldn't be in · a position to know 
much one way or another. Put him to 
bed, Mizz Bond, and watch him. If he 
don't get no worse I wouldn't waste 
any money on a doctor." 

* 

The next morning Lee hobbled to 
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the phone. He put in a call and soon 
Sam Kane was on the · wire. Kane's 
voice was as cheerful and hearty as 
usual. 

"Hello, Lee. Been working on that 
yarn? "  

"No-yes-well not exactly-yet. 
There's a question I 'd like to ask 
you." 

"Shoot." 
"About that brother of yours. I've 

got a vague recollection you told me 
about him once." 

"Maybe I did." 
"Was he by any chance a-a con

vict? Did he ever break out of jail ? "  
"Hell, no." 
"Well, then, did he get mixed up 

with the Chicago underworld under 
the name of Six-Finger Kane? "  

"Underworld? Of course not. We 
called him Six Finger because he was 
one o( those guys who got an idea 
every ten minutes. I put money into 
more of  his damn schemes-" 

BIG JOB ON LU NA 

A L WE have to do is get to the 
moon. Once there, our wO'.-k is all set 

up for us. According to Dr. Dinsmore Al
ter, director of the Griffith Observatory 
at Los Angeles, astronomers working on 
the moon wiiJ be able to probe twice 
as far into space from that point than 
they possibly could working from Earth, 
even with far larger instruments. 

The Earth has a disturbing atmosphere 
that blurs our view of other planets, and 
even gives an impression of stars twink· 
ling. Also, the light emitted from the 
blue sky fogs the photographic plates. 
This wiiJ be entirely eliminated using the 
black sky of the moon as background. The 
black sky wiiJ also offer contrast so that 
other galaxies will show up more plain
lY. 

Even our own sun will look entirely 
different . to us from the moon's viewpoint. 
It will be observable all through the lunar 
daytime, under much better conditions 
than are offered on Earth during even a 
total eclipse, -E. Brw:• Y achn 

"But he wasn't a crook ? "  
Kane's tone became a trifle cold. 

"I said he wasn't. We called him Six
Finger because he had his fingers in 
so many pies at once-never less than 
a dozen. By the way-you aren't 
drunk this early in the day, are you ? "  

"No-no. I'm just plotting. Trying 
to jog my memory." 

"Well, keep my family out of your 
yarns. And how about getting that 
rewrite in?" 

"Will do." 
A few minutes later Lorry came in 

with a cup of coffee. She said, ;'Dar
ling, drink this and then we'll see i f  
you're strong enough to go out." 

"Out where ? "  
"Why, t o  find some excavating 

work. Isn't that what you planned? '' 
"Don't be silly. I don't even know 

how to hold a shovel. When the mail 
comes, let me know. I'll be upstairs." 

THE END 

SPACE M EDICI N E  

A WHOLLY FASCINATING picture of 
interplanetary travel and the serious

ness with which it ia now being considered: 
is revealed by the most interesting little 
pamphlet yet released by university 
presses, a booklet called "Space Medicine". 

. It is really a collection of papers and es
�ays by technicians and scientists who are 
connected with the "Department of Space 
Medicine" in Randolph Field, Texas! Can 
you imagine the existence of such a place 
and name a mere ten years ago? 

Here, in cold-blooded mathematical and 
symbolic terms, a group of scientists (most 
of them rocket men who escaped the Rus
si!lns) analyze the physiological problems 
which men are likely to encounter in seek
ing interpk.netary travel. The famous von 
Braun opens the symposium with a dis
cussion of the first step into space--the 
building of a three-stage chemical-powered 
rocket to enable a space station to be 
constructed as a stepping stone to later 
trips to the M�n and the neare'r planets. 
He doesn't quib!Re about the facts ; money 
iP the only present requirement, he says. Technolon Ia ready, . -Merritt Linn 



How To Land 

Your Space Ship 

By JON BARRY 

P
RACTICALLY every conceiYable aspect 
of interplanetary flight has been 

,, 0.ghed and considered by the engineers-
and nothing appears to be impossible. O:oc 
unusual and rarely considered ·side of 
rocket flight is the matter of atmospheric 
heating-and now that has been attend
ed to. 

Astronomers have calculated what hap
pens to a freely falling body coming in 
toward Earth from great distances. The 
answer-obvjously judgPd from experience 
with meteorites as well as from theory
is that the object becomes intensely hot, 
hot enough in many cases to melt and 
even vaporize. Even such a light little 
thing as a chicken feather falling freely 
toward Earth from a height of !l. thousand 
miles would reach a temperature of six 
hundred degrees due to thin atmospheric 
friction ! 

Any objects dropped from rockets in 
free fall would similarly reach such ex
travagant temperatures. Were a rocket to 
fall freely that way, its skin would simply 
melt. Even at altitudes where the air is 
so rarefied, there is enough fl·iction at 
such speeds to cause intense heating. Ob
viously this requires a re-examination of 
some familiar ideas. 

One of the possible techniques for land
ing a space ship involves using the . at
mosphere as a "brake". A ship coming in 
from the Moon would assume an elliptical 
orbit around the Earth, dipping in and 
out of the atmosphere and cissipating its 
energy of fall as heat against the atmos
phere. This technique is ver� fme �nd 
logical and would work out m practice. 
But one thing must be watched. The tem
perature of the ship's nuter skin must 
never be allowed to reach the dangerous 
melting point and, since the main wa.Y 
in which it might lose such heat 1s 
through radiation, the process. is certai;n 
to be inordinately time-consummg. But 1t 
is perfectly feasible. _ . The favorite trick of fictwnal space
ships' using the Earth as a brake, then, 
must be modified. Sure, they can do 1t, 
but at a very slow rate, carefully con
trol!�d so as to prevent overheating. There 
is no zip-plunge permissible-the orbit 
must be a long, thin cigar-like ellipse and 
the h:at dis�irc ' ·nn must be as slow as 
molasses. Space ships melt too easily I 
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HAZARDS 
OF SPACE 

S
CIENCE-FICTION w1·iters and an•a
teur engineers who are concerned ·so 

seriously with space trav�l, rarely investi
gate the concepts of living conditions with
in rockets, satellites or space suits. A lit
tle reflection on this business of ac
climatizing to the st�ange conditions 
produces some interesting results. 

For example, there is the matter of 
temperatu1·e. For a long while, people had 
the hoary idea that "freezing in the ab
solute zero of space" was a genuine prob
lem. Fortunately this thought is pretty 
well dissipated by now because it is gen
eral,ly understood that, in the. vacuum of 
space, temperatm·e per se is meaningless. 
In a l'Ocket or a spacesuit you can only 
lose your heat energy by radiation or, for 
that matter, you gain most of it in the 
same way. As a result, the problem is 
rather one of getting rid of too much heat. 
In a rocket or spacesuit you can prevent 
that by silvering the exterior, which of 
course would then reflect the incident heat 
and light energy, but any human being is 
literally a "chemical furnace", and the 
body is continually giving off large 
amounts -of heat. These must be removed 
or a human can literally roast in his own 
juices � 

That some kind of refrigerating mech
anism can be designed is of course to be 
expected. Probably it will be little more 
than a large-surfaced condenser through 
which the warm air is passed and to 
which it gives up its heat. 

Another captivating idea that is rarely 
considered in discussions of life aboard 
spaceships is the fact that, when the ship 
i-J not accelerating, no convection of .air 
within it takes place, a'ld the result is 
that each person moves about in an aura 
of stationary exhaled gase•., disturbed only 
by hi.s motion. A sleeping man might suf
focate in his own exhaled carbon dioxide 
and water vapor! Furthermore, the con
stituent gases of the ship's atmosph�re 
might ea£ily separate into their respective 
layers ! 

This problem is easily solved, of course; 
It requires nothing more than an electric 
fan or series of fans to stir and rouse up 
the stagnant air, keeping it in constant 
ranrlom circulation. 



They lived thoir lives, unaware of prying oyos 
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ARCH ETTE 

The lllic:l'osc:ope showed a tiny wol'ld filled 

with tiny people. They seemed helpless. 

So how could they wield suc:h awful powel'? 

R AL DUCKED under the jag
ged arch of the white stone 
archway and entered t h e 

smoothed-out room. The man who rose 
to greet him was old. His description 
agreed with that which Orn had given 
for Grul, the superintendent. 

"I'm RaJ, Kan Grul," he said, ex
tending the identification card. 

"Good, Kan RaJ," th(; older man 
said. "We're shorthanded. You'll 
start your duties at once. We can go 
through the formalities later. Follow 
me." He accepted the identification 
card and tossed it on the glazed stone 
desk, then went to another arched 
opening, his stride quick and ner
vous. "We aren't saving enough of 
them," he said over his shoulder · to 
Ral. 

43 

The two men came out onto . an ex
posed field of roughened stone. It 
covered an area of several acres. The 
surface was of pinkish coloration, 
honeycombed with openings, spaced 
irregularly, but seldom less than- two 
feet apart and seldom more than five. 

RaJ noticed many men scattered 
over the area, some motionless, others 
runni'ng with small objects in their 
arms. He started to ask Grul about 
them. 

"Here ! " Grul exclaimed suddenly, 
dropping to his knees beside one of 
the ragged holes. "Watch now . . This 
will be a good one to break you in 
on." 

RaJ glanced curiously into the hole. 
Greenish soapy water . filled it to with
in an inch or two of 'the top. The in-
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terior widened out roomily. 
There was movement in the depths, 

just under the water's surface. Some
thing living, though Ral had never 
seen anything alive except a hJ!man. 

Suddenly interested, he dropped 
down beside Grul. The queer creature 
under the water was not humanoid in 
any respect. It was slightly larger in 
bulk, a. whitish bulge from which ex
tended a thick long tube that weaved 
about in a suggestion of searching. 

The thick tube was trying to turn 
down and contact the bulbous body. 
A wound in the body was growing 
slowly, opening like a mouth. 

"It may be like its parent," Grul 
was explaining. "If so, leave it alone." 

Something emerged from the wound
like opening. It looked remarkably 
like a hand. A human hand. 

"No ! "  Grul said. "Now watch ! It 
has to be gotten out of the water in a 
matter of seconds or it'll die." 

The wound abruptly became a gap
ing hole, and from it struggled a freak
ish looking form. Ral watched Gr�l's 
hands dip in the water, reaching down, 
until his fingers gripped the human 
and drew. it to the surface. A long 
slender strand from the human's belly 
draped down into· the wound of the 
strange creature. 

"Watch closely," Grul said sharply. 
Holding the human with one hand, 

he pinched the cord with thumb and 
fingernail. The severed enr. dropped 
into the water and drew back into the 
wound, which was already growing 
smaller. 

"Now," Grul grunted. He rose from 
his k n e e s and squatted, laying the 
small human on his lap, then tying 
the severed cord into a tight knot. 

This done, he turned the human 
over on its belly and brought the flat 
of his hand down orr its rump sharply 
but lightly. Nothing happened. He re
peated the slap. And suddenly the hu-

man was emitting strange sounds. 

"TI;IERE you are," Grul said, ris
ing to his feet with the human 

in his hands. "A baby." 
"A what, Kan Grul?"  Ral asked 

politely. 
"A baby ! "  Grul repeated. "What 

all humans start out as. You were like 
this once. So was I." 

"You mean," Ral said unbelieving
ly, "that this is the way !-began?" 

"Of course," Grul said. "We all 
did. I hope you see what I mean by 
shorthanded. As our numbers inc.rrast� 
we'll have more of us rescuing the 
babies before their mothers eat them 
or they drown. Now come with me. 
And watch your step so that you don't 
fall. The openings are sharp. You'd 
cut yourself badly. Die, maybe." 

"Die? "  Ral echoed. 
"Cease to live," Gral said. "Go to 

sleep and never wake up." 
-

"Oh," Ral said, his head spinning 
from this rush of n e w ideas and 
things. 

He followed Grul to a far side of 
the large area. Other humans were 
rushing in the same direction, con
verging upon them, and almost every
one carried what Grul had called a 
baby. 

Ral could make out the destination 
now. It was a rather large opening 
into a raised mound of white stone, 
and there other humans were taking 
the babies from the humans who 
rushed forward, and were then rush
ing through the large opening with 
them, carrying them to some unknown 
destination. 

"You came this way when you were 
a baby," Grul said. From his tone 
he was evidently getting great satis
faction from the series of surprises he 
was springing on Ral. 

Grul left the baby with a waiting 
stranger and turned b a c k without 
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pause to the business at . hand. 
"You saw what I did, Ral," he 

said. "Do the same. Run from hole to 
hole. When you see one of the Vairns 
developing the birth op:ming wait
until you gain the experience to esti
mate the time-and rescue the baby 
if it is one. If it's just an infant 
va:rn forget about it. I 've got to get 
back to the entrance and be there 
when the next recruit shows up." 

"Wait ! "  RaJ called after him. "For 
how long must I do this ? "  

B u t  Grul didn't seem t o  hear him .  
"Until the overseer tells you to 

quit for the day," a voice beside him 
said musically. 

HE JERKED his head in the di-
rection of the sound. It was an

other human, but shaped differently 
from himself or any of the others he 
had grown up with. He studied the 
differences with a mixture of feel
i ngs he couldn't analyze. 

"Are you human ? "  he asked. 
"Yes," the creature said, smiling. 

"I belong to the other type of huma11. 
You'll get used to me. My naq�e is 
Lahl. What's yours ? "  

"Ral," he said, still staring. 
"I like my shape better than I 

would yours," Lahl said. "I wonder 
why there are two different shapes. I t  
seems odd." 

"Your s h a p e  is-different," RaJ 
said. "I like it-but I 'm glad you 
have it, not me." 

Lahl's skin turned pink. She turned 
and ran, shouting over her shoulder, 
' 'I 'll see you at rest period." 

RaJ watched her run away, frown
ing at the strange feelings he was ex
periencing. Then, remembering Grul's 
instructions, he hurried in a different 
direction. 

He paused at a nearby opening. A 
shout made him look up. It was an-
41ther human shaped like himself, wav-

ing him on and telling him to find an 
a�ea of his own. 

He ran on until he was well away 
from · all the otJ.1ers, then started peer
ing down into hole after hole. At the 
tenth he spied the telltale birth open
ing appearing on the Vairn. He squat
ted and watched. 

Aiter a long time the opening ex
papded . . '\ ropelike thing appeared. I t  
\ . .  ), followed by a slightly bulging end. 
It was a small replica of the Vairn. 

lie watched it  for several moments 
as it  wiggled around the pool. Its 
parent sensed its presence and began 
exploring for it with its thick elonga
tion. Instinctively the baby evaded it,  
and finally the baby darted through 
a small opening in the floor of the 
pool and vanished. 

RaJ stood up and went to another 
hole. There was a human baby. It was 
clamped by suction to the end of the 
thick trunk of its parent. It was dea(,l. 

He watched in fascination as the 
Vairn slowly swallowed it.  It was, he 
saw, shaped something like Lahl, 
though its chest was more like his 
own. 

Now, suddenly, he realized that i f  
h e  had been running from hole to 
hole'as Grul told him to he might have 
discovered it in time to rescue it. 

He began running rapidly from 
hole to hole. He found a Vairn with 
a - small birth opening. He made a 
mental note of the hole and dashed on. 
A fter a quick look at several pools 
without finding another he returned 
to the Vairn about to give birth, and 
waited. 

Finally a tiny hand appeared. A few 
moments later he had safely rescued 
the baby. It was shaped like himself, 
in the differences between the two 
types of humans. 

He ran with it to th'i! place where he 
was supposed to take it.  When he 
neared it he looked around 'for Lahl. 



46 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES 

It wasn't until after he had given up 
his cargo that he spied her bringing 
in one of her own. 

He waited for her. After she had 
given up the baby she had brought in 
she came to him. 

"I got one too, Lahl," Ral said 
proudly. 

"That's good," she said. 
A loud shout sounded. 
"That's the signal for the rest pe

riod, RaJ," Lahl said. 
"Then we q.n rest together," he 

said eagerly. "I want to study why 
we are different. Where will we go ? "  

"You will follow those of your own 
kind," Lahl said. "It isn't permitted 
for the two types to be together." 

"Why ? "  Ral asked. 
"If you must know," Lahl said, 

"your type has been known to chase 
after my type. Th!f:e's no telling 
whether your type ' would kill my 
type or not, but they certainly chased 
us. ' 

"That must be true," Ral said. " I  
myself feel a n  urge t o  chase and catch 
you, though whether I would kill you 
if I caught you I don't know." 

"Then why don't you ? "  Lahl taunt-
ed. 

. · 

RaJ took a quick step toward lrer. 
She ran swiftly away, looking back 
over her shoulder at him in alarm. 
There was fear also, and something 
else. And suddenly Ral realized her 
face mirrored the same feelings he 
himself was �xperiencing. It slowly 
dawned on him, uncomfortably, that 
he was finding it harder to keep from 
chasing Lahl. 

" I  wonder why I want to do that ? "  
he muttered. 

RAL QUICKLY caught onto the 
finer points of his task of rescu

ing babies before· they had a chance 
to drown. There was a reason for this. 
With each ·baby he had· an �xcuse to 

run to the receiving station. The more 
he ran to the receiving station the 
more opportunities he had to see Lahl. 

But somehow she never seemed to 
be there when he was. And each dis
appointment added another log to the 
fire ccv.-uming him. 

He tried to understand this strange 
inner fire. If he had had the concept 
of insanity in his meager collection of 
ideas he might have put it down to 
that. 

"Why do I want to chase and catch 
Lahl ? "  he asked himself over and over 
again. Each time he asked himself 
that, the visualization of running after 
her and reaching her possessed him, 
sendin� shivers up his back and caus
ing perspiration to erupt on his fore
head. 

""Do I want to kill her ? "  he asked 
himself. And in the visualization of 
catching her all he could picture was 
encircling her with his arms and drag
ging her to the ground while she strug
gled against him, that strange expres
sion on her face. An expression that 
revealed the same inner tension and 
fire that raged within his own being. 

The
-

work periods and rest periods 
passed slowly. And finally . a gradual 
change came about in the world. The 
ever present Light began to fade. It 
became harder to see into the depths 
of the pools where the Vairn mothers 
rested. The translucence of the white 
rock structure of the world lessened 
until it became a dead white. 

It became necessary to go slower. 
More and more other workers were 
having accidents, becoming incapaci
tated with badly cut legs or even 
dying while their blood fled from their 
body through open gashes. At the 
same time there was an ever-growing 
influx of new humans so that it be
came necessary to cover fewer and 
fewer of the pools in the constant pa
trol to find babies being born. 
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At last the waning Light reached a 
stable low and remained there. It was 
no longer possible to see clearly as 
far as the receiving station, but it was 
possible still to see into the pools well 
enough to determine if birth was about 
to take place, and be there to rescue 
the human if  the offspring happened 
to be human. 

Ral's inner fire had also settled 
into a stable low in intensity. For long 
periods he didn't even think of Lahl. 
Instead, his thoughts concerned the 
babies. In the rest periods he learned 
more and more of the whole setup of 
things. The babies were taken to nur
series where they were fed and taken 
c�J,re of until they could learn to take 
care of themselves. Then they were 
allowed to grow up, which they did 
quickly. RaJ could remember enough 
of his youth to know what happened 
from then on. Life became a continu
al game. And eventually the growing 
humans were taken from their group 
and sent to areas where they would 
perform tasks such as the o;1e he had 
been assigned to. 

RAL BECAME curious about it a}l . 
One day during a rest period he 

went back to the room where he .had 
first met Grul. Grul didn't remember 
him at first. 

"Oh, yes, Ral," he said when mem
ory returned. "I remember you now. 
What brings you to visit me?" 

"I want to know more about 
things," Ral said. "What is the pur
pose of things? How did things be
gin? Why are our mothers so different 
from us? Why aren't all their off
spring human ? Why are there two 
types of humans ? "  

"Wait a minute ! "  Grul laughed. 
"One question at a time. You're like 
all the rest, asking questions that have 
no answers. I've asked them myself, 
without finding an answer." 

"Oh," Ral ·said, disappointed. 
"But I've found what I thought 

!l?jght be some of the answers," Grul 
-i"ent on. "I'll tell them to you, Kan 
RaJ. You may believe them or not, as 
you please." 

' ' I 'll  believe them, Kan Grul," Ral 
said eagerly. 

"We'll see," Grul said tolerantly. 
"The beginning is not too far back, 
so far as I can find out. I was told 
that once, though he is dead now, 
there was'one human all alone. Where 
he came from he didn't know, but one 
day he watched a human beil1g born. 
�e saw it gasp and drown. After that 
he watched for others, and finally 
!llanaged to rescue several. He took 
care of them, and as they grew up he 
saw the similarity between them and 
himself, and realized that he had be
gun in the same · way. 

"But when they grew .to full size 
trouble developed. They began to 
have trouble between the two types, 
and finally he separated them, keep
ing them apart and setting up police 
groups within each group to keep 
them separated. 

"And all the time the principal task 
was to rescue the new humans from 
being drowned. 

"As to the why of things, w�'ve built 
up a theory that life progresses i n  
stages. The · form that gives birth to 
us is the lesser stage. Some day it 
will vanish. And someday we will go 
on to a still higher form of life, the 
new creature springing from our side 
just as we. sprang from the side of 
the Vairn. Though how that will come 
about and when it will begin there is 

. no way of knowing." 
Ral's eyes were round with awe and 

fascination at the grand conception be
ing unfolded by Grul's words. 

"I wonder what the Vaim sprang 
from ?" he said. 

"We don't know," Grul laid. 
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"There are other forms of life. We've 
seen them from time to time. Some 
even think that the food we eat is 
alive. It's somewhat similar to the 
Vairn, though much smaller and with
out a long neck. But it's the same food 
the Vairn consumes, so perhaps it isn't 
alive." 

"Why do the two types of humans 
fear each other? "  Ral asked. 

"Each other?" G�ul asked. "It's 
mostly that the other type fears us. 
I don't know why that is. I myself 
have felt. the urge to chase the other 
type, and have never been able to 
discover why." 

"Has any of us ever caught one of 
the others ? "  Ral asked eagerly. 

"Yes," Grul said. "They had big 
fights, and each type came to the res
cue of its fellow, separating them. Af
terwards they didn't know why they 
did it, and were too ashamed to talk 
about it." 

"I-" Ral began. But he stopped. 
How could he confess he felt the same 
urge? Grul would laugh at him, or 
even worse, take him away from where 
he could occasionally see Lahl as she 
paused, watching him warily, ready to 
flee if  he took a step toward her . . .  

THE LIGHT was growing stronger. 
Slowly but noticeably. Ral could 

remember that a few rest periods ago 
it was less strong than now. He 
reached down into the pool and ex
pertly scooped up the newborn human, 
noting idly that it was of the other 
type, and placed it on his lap while 
he cut the cord and tied it into a 
knot. Then the turning over of the 
infant and administering of a quick 
slap to start it to making its sounds. 
It squalled. 

Ral started to rise to his feet, then 
paused, startled into motionlessness. 
Lahl stood not more than ten feet 
from him, her eyes large and round; 

her nostrils flickering from rapid 
breathing. 

What was she doing here, deliber
ately courting trouble? 

Ral slowly laid the new human on 
the rock floor beside him and stood 
up, careful to make no sudden move
ment that might send Lahl into pre
cipitate flight. The fire that had 
smouldered for so long was rising 
within him like a blazing inferno, but 
with supreme control he remained calm 
outwardly, not even speaking. 

His eyes dared to leave Lahl for 
brief glances over the surrounding 
field. None of the other humans 
seemed to notice them. They were all 
intent on their tasks. 

Slowly Ral took a step toward Lahl. 
Except for an increase in her trem
bling she didn't move. 

Did she want him to catch her? He 
viewed the question with amazement. 
It had been unthinkable, yet now it 
seemed a possibility. Did she want to 
die? The idea dismissed itself as being 
even more incredible than _ the reality. 

He took ·.another step toward her, 
no longer aware of his surroundings, 
aware only of Lahl. her large round 
eyes staring at him, her trembling 
body. 

Another step, and Lahl was sinking 
to her knees, her breath coming in 
audible sobs that spoke of fear ani 
inability to flee, an::l in some inde
·scribable way of something beyond ex
perience, a drawin� toward what slte 
couldn't flee from. 

Another step, and s;1e was on her 
knees, her arms held up to ward him 
off, her body arche:l b:J.c:,ward i t1 an 
effort to keep as far from him as 
possible. She planted her knees far
ther apart, · drawing back from him, 
whimpering, her red lips open in an 
oval. 

Another step, and he was bending 
over her, weakness taking his own 
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body. Weakness and a fire at white 
heat. 

He dropped to his knees, hearing 
his own breath in its heavy gasping 
as it bellowed thrOUf'h his mouth in 
gusts too fierce for his nostrils. Lahl 
�rew back further as he leaned to
ward her, reached for her. 

Minutes or hours or eternities Jat::r 
as he lay exhausted by the miracle 
of discovery her soft laugh cc:me to 
his ears. He lifted his head from her 
soft breast to see the cause of her 
laugh. Her eyes were no longer round 
and filled with fear. They were alive 
with a strange light that held no hint 
of fear. 

Her hand playfully rumpled his 
hair. He stared in surprise for a sec
ond, then grinned and tried to rise. 
Lahl pulled him down, forcing his head 
to rest against her breast again. When 
he Jet it lie there she stroked his hair 
slowly, absently. When he stole a 
look upward at her face her eyes were 
closed as though she were asleep. 

But he knew she wasn't. 
A long time later she said almost 

inaudibly, "RaJ , . .  " 
"Yes ? "  he said, not moving from 

the comfort of his position. 
"We must tell the others." 
"No ! "  RaJ said, lifting his head in 

alarm. "They would separate us." 
"�o they wouldn 't," Lahl said, her 

voice dreamy but supremely confident. 
"Nothing wi!l ever separate us. I will 
nzver run from you again and you 
will never chase me, for I will come 
to you. o:·ten." 

She spol:e slowly, dreamy content
r-�nt in every in flection of her voice. 
A con�entment that RaJ felt within 
himself. Different from anything he 
had felt before, just as everything in 
the world seemed different now. 

Suddenly a sound startled him. His 
head jerked up. He looked about him, 
aware of his surroundings for 'the first 

time in a very long time. 
Every way he looked there was a 

close wall of humans standing there, 
watching . . .  

He- sprang to his feet with a grunt 
of alarm. Lahl was on her feet also, 
and his arm went about her, drawing 
her a3ainst his side, his eyes staring 
challenge _ and defiance. 

But no one stepped forward to an
sw.'!r his challenge. The faces that 
stli ed back at him were peculiarly 
e::pressionless. One after another 
s�arted to turn away under his con
tinued stare. The crowd began to 
move off about its business again. 

WITHOUT thinking, Ral and Lahl 
began hunting for signs of im

pending birth together. They bent to 
stare into the pools at the lazily mov
ing Vairn, staying so close that their 
sides touched. When they chanced 
upon a neW- human · just being born 
it was Lahl who reached down to 
bring it out of the water, and it was 
RaJ who expertly severed and tied the 
birth cord. 

As soon as the cord was tied Lahl 
turned the infant over and spanked 
it sharply. It cried. Lahl glanced up 
from her task, her eyes meeting Ral's. 
For no accountable reason they 
laughed together. Then they were run
ning toward the reception station to
gether, a strangely natural intimacy 
holding them together. 

After they had handed the baby 
over to one of the waiting attendants 
they started back toward the general 
area where they had been, trotting 
smoothly side by side. 

Someone ran _past them very swift
ly, closely pursued by another. Ral 
noted that the one being pursued was 
of the other type, while the one after 
her was of his own !ype. 

He and Lahl had stopped. They 
looked at each other now and ' laughed 
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knowingly, then hurried forward again, 
hand in hand. Screams came from off 
to the side, frantic, then dying off · 
abruptly. 

Lahl frowned in alarm and started 
toward the direction of the sound. 
Ral restrained her. 

"Let them alone," he said. "They're 
discovering why there are the chasers 
and the chased." 

REST PERIOD and work period fol-
lowed each other in rapid suc

cession. They were no longer as they 
had been before. More and more of 
the two types were pairing off and 
working as pairs. 

Ral and Lahl paid little attention 
to the others. They were finding some� 
thing new to explore in their life as 
a pair with each rest period and work 
period. Where before they had been 
accustomed to sleeping completely 
alone, they learned that they found 
greater comfort even in sleep when 
close together. 

They found in each other an ap
preciative audience for their own 
thoughts, a more sympathetic audience 
for their single fears and problems. 

And often they explored the miracle 
that they had been the first to dis
cover. 

Even when they disagreed on what 
they planned on doing at any time, 

" such as when RaJ wishet. to go one 
direction and Lahl wished to go a 
different one, they argued about it 
without considering the possibility o f  
separating and each going a different 
direction. 

There came the day when another 
of the same type as Ral tried to chase 
Lahl . . .  

" RaJ ! "  Lahl screamed, dodging be
hind him. 

But Ral didn't even hear her. A 
new something pGsessed him, eontrol
ling him_ far more violently than had 

the emotions of that first discovery 
with Lahl. 

Even as Lahl screamed and dodged 
behind him Ral was leaping toward 
the human, his hands and knees 
pounding on the surprised and some
what stupified man. 

The man made no attempt to de
fend himself. Instead, when he re
covered from his surprise he beat a 
hasty retreat, blood staining his skin 
from scratches inflicted by RaJ's fin
gernails. 

RaJ stared after him, letting him 
go, and amazed at the intensity of his 
attack. Suddenly he was realizing that 
he would rather die than allow Lahl 
to be shared by another. 

"Why? "  he asked, turning question
ing eyes to Lahl. 

But she was in no mood to analyze 
his feelings: She came to him and hud
dled close to him, feeling strangely 
subdued. The fear that had posessed 
her was replaced by a feeling of 
security in RaJ's presence. 

Suddenly she felt dizzy. She swayed 
and would have fallen if RaJ hadn't 
caught her and lowered her gently. 

"What's the matter, Lahl ? "  he 
asked anxiously. 

"I-I don't know," she whispered, 
looking up at him with large eyes. 

They huddled together for a long 
time, until Lahl felt better. Finally she 
felt herself again.  They rose and went 
to hun� for new babies again. 

THE WORK and rest periods con-
tinued their progression. At times 

Lahl became irritable fo'r no reason. 
RaJ studitd her with disquiet, trying 
to understand what possessed her. · 

Then one day as they were coming 
back hum having delivered a baby 
to the receiving station he stopped 
suddenly. Lahl noticed he had stopped 
and came back. He was staring at her 
with surprise. 
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"What's the matter? "  she asked. 
"You're difierent, Lahl," he said 

wonderingly. "Have you noticed you're 
getting big in the middle?" 

"No ! "  she said, surprised. She 
looked down at herself, twisting her 
body to get different views of herself. 
"Why-I believe I am ! "  She gasped. 
"\Vhat's the matter with me? "  

Ral had n o  answer. And gradually 
they grew less alarmed about it. When 
they discovered that many others o f  
the same human type a s  Lahl were 
also growing big in the middle they 
were much relieved. 

It was shortly after this that they 
met Grul as he was returning from 
having brought another new worker. 

"Kan Grul ! "  RaJ called happily. 
"Oh, hello, Kan Ral," Grul said, 

stopping. He looked at Lahl curiouzly. 
"Remember, Kan Grul," Ral said, 

a note of gloating in his voice, "when 
I came to you with so many questions 
you couldn't answer? We, Lab! and I ,  
have discovered one answer-why 
there are two types of humans. It is 
so that they can find greater pleasure 
together than could either alone." 

" I've observed that, Kan Ral," Grul 
said. 

• 

Ral frowned suddenly. "But," he 
said hesitatingly, "in finding that out 
we have found another mystery to get 
an answer to. Why are the others like 
Lahl getting big? At times it scares 
us." 

"Have . you noticed," Grul said 
slowly, "the resemblance the new 
shape has to the shape of the Vairn? 
I 've been wondering if perhaps this 
new shape is not the first preparation 
of our life form for the birth of the 
next ? "  

He looked a t  the expression of 
dawning surprise on Ral's face, then 
turned and hurried on. 

"THAT CAN'T be so ! "  Ral ex
claimed, staring at Grul's de

parting back. "It-it's never hap
pened before. It can't . happen." 

He waited for Lahl to answer. When 
she remained silent he turned his head 
to look at her. 

"It isn't so ! "  he shouted. "Tell me 
you agree with me ! "  

"No, Ral," Lahl Sllid. "I 'm a frai� 
it is so. Already I feel the movement 
o� another life inside. It's so-and I'm 
afraid ! "  

"Then i f  it's so," RaJ gulped, "it's 
so. But don't be afraid. I'll be with 
you all the time. I wonder what it 
will look like. Will it be as different 
from us as we are from the Vairn? 
Probably." 

"Probably," Lahl echoed miserably. 
"It should be interesting to see 

what it's like when it comes," Ral 
said. "And the others. An awful lot 
of your type is getting big now, and 
every one will produce one. Then 
maybe they'll keep running around 
taking them aw�y from us so we won't 
eat them, like we do with the babies 
of the Vairns." 

"Some of the Vairn babies are 
Vairns,". Lahl said. "I hope-" She 
stopped, biting her lips. 

"I hope it isn't like us," Ral said. 
He frowned. "Or do I ?  What would 
we care if it was like us ? I want to 
be the new type of life." 

"I don't," Lahl said. " I  want it to 
be just like you, Ral." 

"Like me?" Ral said incredulously. 
"But how could it? I don't have any
thing to do with it." 

"That's true1" Lahl agreed. "Only
you're the only human I really like 
and I think I will like this one, so I 
want it to look like you." 

"We'll have to keep watch for it," 
RaJ said. "The minute an opening 
appears in your side you must lie 
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down and be v·ery quiet so you won't . 
hurt. I f  it hurts you . I 'll  kill it no 
matter what it is." He f r o w n e d 
threateningly at ·her enlarged middle. 

"You will not," Lahl said firmly. 
"After all, you have hurt me yourself 
and it only drew us together." 

"This isn't the same," RaJ sa.id. 
"It is/' Lahl said . . . .  
# 

GRUL'S WORDS spread rapidly. 
An air of excitement settled. 

Everywhere humans were pausing in 
their work to discuss the coming new 
race and speculate on what its shape 
would be, and how it would affect the 
rather stable state of life that existed 
at present. 

?'�o one doubted that th� new f9rm 
would be infinitely superior Ul the 
human. As superior as the human was 
to the Vairn. 

And everyone waited tensely tor the 
first sign of birth, the opening of a 
wound in the side of one of the en
larged humans. 

Lahl enlarged more and more. Ral 
worried about it. 

"Maybe you will burst," he said. 
"I don2t think so," Lahl said serene

ly. Then, to turn his thoughts into 
safer chanels, "Have you noticed, Ral, 
that the only ones to get big in the 
middle are my type of human ? "  

"No ! "  RaJ said. "I'm sure you're 
wrong. Not long ago I 'm sure I saw 
one of my type that way. In fact-" 
He became silent, brooding. 

"What's the matter now ? "  Lahl 
asked after this had gone on some 
time. 

"I wonder if I'm going to get big 
too," Ral said. "I don't think I'd like 
it." 

Lahl laughed, shaking all over with 
her mirth. 

"What are you laughing at?" Ral 
scowled. 

"I was trying to picture you getting 
big in the middle," Lahl gasped. "I
I can't even imagine it." 

RaJ looked speculatively at his 
middle. 

"I think I'm getting a little big 
already," he said. 

"It's only my type that's big," Lahl 
insisted. 

"I'll find one of my type that's 
b:g and prove you're wrong," RaJ said. 

But he searched in vain and finally 
had to admit grudgingly that Lahl 
was right. All the humans with big 
middles were of her type of human� 

And though he studied his middle 
wistfully, it didn't enlarge. 

The rest periods and work periods 
passed by. Lahl found it more and 
more tiring to keep up with Ral. She 
didn't complain, but he noticed her 
lagging behind, and slowed his pace 
to match her own. 

Their teamwork in rescuing newly 
born babies slowly changed until he 
was again doing it all by himself ex-

• cept for one task. Lahl cut the cord 
with her fingernails and tied the knot 
in it. 

Other than that_ she merely followed 
him around or kept withi� a few steps 
of him while he darted from pool to 
pool without wandering away from 
her. 

THEN ONE day while he was bent
' 

over reaching for a newly born 
baby he heard her scream. Thinking 
it .was another of his type chasing her 
he dropped the baby back into the 
water �() drown and !taped to his feet. 
But she was alone. 

He rushed to her. "What is it?" 
he demanded anxiously. 

"I don't know," she groaned. "It 
was pain. Terrible pain. Here." She 
pointed to her bulge. 

"I'll slap it and make it stop hurting 
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you," RaJ said, raising his hand. 
"No ! "  Lahl said sharply. "You'll 

do nothing of the kind." 
She gasped suddenly and gr01md 

her teeth together with a sound that 
sent shudders down RaJ's spine. He 
stared helplessly. 

When she swayed weakly and wo�ld 
have fallen, he caught her and lowered 
her gently. She lay gasping in lungs
ful of air, her che5t heaving spas
modically. Finally the pain stopped. 
She smiled weakly up at him. 

"I think the new creature is going 
to be born," she whispered. 

"No," RaJ said, looking at the 
tightly stretched skin of the bulge. 
"I can't see any wound opening up 
so-" 

He gasped audibly, then shouted at 
the top of his voice. Others ran toward 
him, gathering a�ound and watching 
curiously . . .  

Mysteriously, Grul a p p e a r e d  
through the crowd and came forward 
to take charge. RaJ glanced at him 
gratefully, then concentrated on com
forting Lahl. He held one of her 
hands, patting her cheek ,clumsily 
with his free hand, and wiping the 
perspiration from her forehead when 
it flowed into her eyes. 

. 

He heard Grul's interested hmms 
and grunts, but after a brief glance 
at what was happening he didn't have 
the courage to look again. His 
thoughts were full of self recrimina
tion and self torture, for, though he 
didn't understand the how or why, 
he now knew that in some way he 
was responsible for what was happen
ing to Lahl. 

F:nally her features relaxed. She 
was so still that Ral thought she must 
be dead. Then she opened her eyes 
and smiled at him weakly. 

Seeing the misery reflected on hrs 
face her smile changed to tender 

pity. With tears bl inding him he 
srsiled at her, trying to match her 
courage. 

Abruptly their attention was divert
ed by the familiar squall of a baby. 
Lahl half liited her head and Ral 
jerked around in the direction of the 
sound. Grul stood there grinning at 
them, a perfectly normal baby in his 
hands. 

Lahl held out her arms, an intense 
yearning shining from her eyes. An 
impulse that he later puzzled over 
made Grul ·stoop down and gently 
place the baby in her arms. 

He stood up, watching Lahl hug 
the baby close, a tenderness in her 
features that had never before been 
on the face of any human. 

And abruptly, froin high above, an 
intense light bathed the plane, causing 
everything to stand out · in stark 
brightness. As one, every eye turned 
upward· toward the source of the light. 

It was far away and incredibly 
large. Larger than all. the known 
world. It held their attention for a 
long silent minute, then as their eyes 
adjusted to the light they turned their 

· heads ;oway from it to something even 
more startling. 

A sagging surface of transparent 
luminosity hung suspended over them, 
smoother than anything they had ever 
before seen. Behind it, inverted so 
that it seemed to hang upside down 
far above the strange film, was a 
world similar to their' own. 

Aud · in bck of that, seemingly at 
the very ei1d of space itself, holding 
within its depths, its bright blue 
depths, a li�ht of supreme intelligence, 
was a solit:.lry eye . . .  

"LOOK AT this ! "  
"Get that fat head of yours 

away from the field microscope so I 
can then, Jim," Dick Blanchard said 



54 FAN-TASTIC ADVENTURES 

goodnaturedly. "Let me see." 
Jim Archer kept his -eye glued to 

the low-powered instrument another 
few seconds, then reluctantly drew 
back to make room for his companion. 

Dick placed his eye over the lense. 
Almost instantly he drew in his 
breath sharply in surprise. 

" People ! "  he grunted. Then he 
straightened up and turned to Jim. 
"I get it now," he said. "It's a nice 
trick. For a minute I thought I saw 
huma•n beings in that bit of coral." 

"It's no trick," Jim Archer said. 
"Believe me, it isn't. If that isn't 
peopli of microscopic size down there 
I'll eat the whole damn atoll." 

Dick took another look. The view 
was equivalent to that of looking 
down at normal-sized people from a 
height of about three hundred feet. 
There the similarity ended, however, 
because the movements of the people 
he was watching were jerky and too 
swift to follow. 

He did a bit of mental arithmetic 
and came to the conclusion that people 
as small as these must be would be 
living at a speed inversely propor
tional to their size, roughly, and would 
therefore move that way. 

He lifted his head from the eye
piece more than a trifle dazed. Jim 
nervously brushed him aside . and 
peered through the microscope again. 

"I was right," he said excitedly. 
"Did you notice how fast they move? 
Just like little bugs ! "  

"Yes, I noticed, Jim," Dick .said. 
"Keep your eye on them, �nd for 
God's sake don't move that micro
scope even a hair. If you do we might 
never find them again. I'm going 'back 
to base and get more equipment. 
Another field microscope like this one, 
and the camera attachment so that we 
can get some pictures." He started 
away, then paused. "I just thought of 

something horrible," he said. "Suppose 
this whole reef is ·covered by these 
little people. Maybe I'm killing mil� 
lions of them with every step." 

But Jim Archer didn't hear him. 
His entire attention was focused on 
the girl in the center of the image o f  
the microscope. She alone of all the 
people stood out in complete detail, 
because only she lay flat on her back. 

Hugged to her breast was a new
born baby, glowing pinkly in the light 
from the microscope object light. 
From her position and her condition 
it was obvious the baby had just been 
born. 

Her face was beautiful. More beau
ful, Jim decided, than that of any 
woma'Ol he had ever seen. Or was it 
that way because she was holding her 
child in her arms and had just come 
through the painful ordeal of child
birth? Maybe that was it, he decided. 
Memory came to his mind's eye of the 
ethereal beauty of a girl he had once 
known who was dying of tuberculosis. 

The cluster of people about her 
began abruptly to move away; . 

the 
individual dots jerking in erratic paths 

· across the image, and almost imme
diately there was only the girl and her 
baby, and two other dots that were 
unmistakeably top views of people. 

"No clothes," Jim muttered. "But 
where the hell would they get them? "  
H e  chuc�led. I t  was the chuckle of 
a man who has, at last, seen every
thing under the sun. 

"JT'S ABOUT time you got back, 
. Dick," Jim growled impatiently. 

"That baby that was born when you 
left is full grown now." 

"In just two hours? "  Dick Blanch
ard said in surprise. Then he inter
preted the grin on his companion's 
face correctly. "I imagine their life 
span is only a few days, though, "  he 
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said. "This makes me nervous. D o  
you realize that a t  high tide they 
could be destroyed by one wave 
washing 't>ver onto this side of the 
reef ? "  

• 

"I doubt it," Jim Archer said. "Sur
face tension, you know. In fact, now 
that I think of it, I wonder how the 
human shape could be possible in 
anything so small. Surface tension 
plays a pretty dominant part in the 
makeup of microscopic things." 

"Theory is theory and fact is fact," 
Dick said. 

''And it's an axiom of science that 
seldom the twain shall met," Jim 
added. "Let's get that other field 
microscope set up and find out how 
widespread the population is around 
here. Who knows? We might find a 
city, complete with microbe-sized 
model T's roaming the coral high
ways." 

"Too b;1d all humans aren't their 
size," Dick said, opening a varnished 
plywood case and bringing out a 
duplicate of the instrument already 
sitting on the coral. "Then the critical 
mass_ for an atom bomb would be, re
latively, a few billion tons." 

"On the other hand," Jim said, 
watching Dick set up the field micro
scope, "the disruption of just one 
atom would be a . few billion times 
more dangerous to us

· 
than it Is now." 

Dick merely grunted in answer. He 
worked swiftly until he had the in
strument placed and adjusted, then 
looked through it. 

"Nothing here but the coral bugs," 
he said finally. _ 

"Then let's not waste time," Jim 
said. "Let's get the camera hooked o n  
t o  this instrument and start taking 
pictures. High-speed ones so that we 
can slow them down a bit and get the 
movements a little more our norm. 
Not so fast and jerky." 

"Okay, Jim," Dick said. "We'd 
better be more careful than any man 
ever was before -in all history. One slip 
and we might lose it." 

It was half an hour before the 
movie camera was tonnected to the 
field microscope. The prism�filtered 
light-beam from the small lamp was 
turned to full brightness as the film 
clicl""!d swiftly in its light-proof re
ceptacle. Ten minutes and the roll of 
film had been run through. 

"Think
' 

we dare leave them long 
enough to develop and run this film 
on the screen ? "  Jim asked. 

"I don't know," Dick said slowly. 
"Still, tide won't be high for several 
hours yet. We can leave everything 
the way it is for now. Before high 
tide we'd better figure some way o f  
protecting this spot, though." 

"THE PICTURE is perfect," Jim 
said. "Look at that. The color

ing is almost too realistic. I never 
realized before that a screen could 
show translucence that way." 

"Shut up," Dick said. "I want to 
concentrate on it. This is better than 
the direct stuff. Larger, and slowed 
down quite a bit too, though still way 
too fast." 

"Shut up yourself," Jim said, 
chuckling. 

Both men became silent, watching 
the unfoldment of the varied activi
ties on the large screen. Heads were 
definitely heads instead of dots. 
Shoulders were two inches across. The 
terrain was coral, honeycombed with 
small holes. 

The girl with the baby was not in 
evidence, but there were an estimated 
couple of hundred people. Even as they 
watched a figure became prone while 
others gathered around it. In five 
minutes of film she had given birth to 
a baby and risen, to walk out of the 
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picture carrying the child in her arms. 
But neither man noticed this par

ticularly. Their attention was con
ctntrated on another phase of be
havior of these miniature p e o  p I e. 
They watched figu·re after figure dart 
from one coral hole to another, pause 
briefly at each, and then stoop down 
and apparently bring a hul'1an baby 
mtt v! one o f  the holes, then dart 
away with it in a common direction 
off the screen. 

"What do you make of that? "  Jim 
asked. 

"I'd hate to say what I think," Dick 
said. "It's insane." 

"Maybe some of the women are in 
those coral pockets," Jim suggested. 
"Maybe the ones outside can't find 
a vacant one to go into." 

"Maybe," Dick said. "But look In 
the upper right-hand corner of the 
screen. There's a perfect view o f  the 
inside of one those coral pockets, and 
that isn't a human being in there." 

" It isri't the usual type of o;�ral 
bug either," Jim said. "But watch. 
Something's happening." 

They watched as the creature gave 
birth to a human baby.· There was 
no one near to rescue it. It gasped 
for a moment, flailing its arms feebly, 
then became still. In another few sec
onds its parent was attacking it. 
Another few seconds and it was gone. 
One of the humans came to the· hole 
and obscured the sce;e briefly, then 
went on to another, unaware of tP.c 
silent drama that had just be�n com
pleted. 

"God ! "  Jim muttered. "Ha� nature 
gone insane? "  

" Maybe i t  has," Dick said slowly. 
"Or maybe it's just in the process o f  
recovering its sanity after a few 
billions of years of madness. That's 
really beside the point, though. We've 
got a job ahead of us." 

· 

"What do you have in mind?" Jim 
asked. 

'·We've got to cut that !)ieee of 
coral out," Dick said, "or it least 
build up a protective shelter for it. 
Then we've got to figure out some 
system of communication with them." 

"Communication ? "  Jim exclaimed. 
' ·How?" 

"Simple enough in theory," Dick 
said. "A movie projector that reduces 
an image to their size and speeds it 
up to their speed. And also a sound 
projecting system that multiplies fre
quencies the right number of times so 
that it comes within their bearing 
range." 

"Then we'd better get in some Navy 
sound technicians," Jim said. "And 
how about the other direction? 
Picking up sounds they make and 
alowing them down to our audio 
range. For direct view all we need to 
do is get field microscopes with about 
double the power of the ones we 
have." 

"I don't know whether we should 
let this thing out yet," Dick said 
thoughtfully. "Maybe you don't realize 
what we have. \Ve have a race of hu
man beings who live far faster than 
we, but probably can think and de
velop faster too. We could teach them 
all the human race knows. A few 
d�ys of our time would be a few gener
ations of their time. Think of it . . .  
we could give them a problem to 
S(}lve, and in a day they would have 
worked on it the equivalent of years 
of our time ! "  

"SounCs useful," Jim mused. · 
"Yeah," Dick grunted. "But what 

I 'm wondering-how did it happen ? 
Sure, there are plenty of new muta
tions here at B ikini. More all the 
time. But a jump from coral bugs to 
humans is too much, unless-" 

"Yes," Jim said softly. "Unless the 
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human gene pattern was dormant in 
the coral bug's. That would mean-" 

"It would mean that our conception 
of evolution is all wrong," Dick inter
rupted. "It would mean that the an
cestor of the coral bug was human, 
and that the nuclear substances con
taminating this area brought out 
throwbacks to the original strain." 

"I'm glad you said it," Jim said. 
"It's insane, and its obvious implica
tion is even more insane." 

"I know it," Dick said. "But dam
mit, all life can't have evolved from 
the human. That's impossible." 

"Is it?" Jim asked. "Is it? " 
"We'd better notify the Navy," 

Dick said uncomfortably. "I don't 
want to take the responsibility for a 
whole race of people on my shoul
ders." 

RAL PUT his arm protectively 
around Lahl's shoulder. Their 

child, longer limbed and more grace
ful in carriage than his paro.nts, 
crouched nearby. On either side and 
In back of them others huddled to
gethe.:. And all eyes were fixed on the 
ancient figure of Grul, standing apart 
and facing them, his long beard 
wagging as he spoke. 

"I tell you," he shouted, "this 
thing is a punishment against us for 
what you have done. Look at you. 
Look at me, who have not lain with a 
woman. I, even I, bear the strain. 
Even my skin is darkened. And the 
womb of creation, the Vairn, are dying 
in their p�ols, while the pools dry 
up, leaving only the bleached bones 
of their shell structure. We must go 
from this place before we too die." 

"He's right," a rumble of voices 
agreed. "We must leave this place.': ' 

"But where will we go?" a voice 
aheuted. 

The crowd became quiet, waiting 
for Grul to speak again. Ral knew 

from his talks with Grul that the old 
man was a genuis at theorizing from 
what he saw. But he had been right 
so many times that there were many 
who insisted Grul couldn't have 
figured everything out by himself. 

They pointed out the miracle of 
the eye and the vision in the sky that 
came with the star that had appeared 
so miraculously when Gar, the first 
m<mchild born of woman, had lain in 
his mother's arms. 

That star still hovered in the sky, 
and the mirage was still there, though 
the eye was gone. · It had been gone 
for many many work periods and rest 
periods. But the star remained, its 
rays slowly searing into the rock, 
drying out the pools, killing off the 
Vairn. 

"Where will we go? "  the voice in 
the cr�d demanded again. 

"I don't know," Grul said. "All I 
know is that we must start out. If 
you will all follow I will lead the way, 
and hope that it's the right way.'' . 

"Let's · go then ! "  . several voices 
shouted. "We no longer need the 
Vairn anyway . . Our women bear our 
children now.'' 

"Then follow me ! "  Grul shouted, 
taken up with zeal and eager to get 
started. 

He turned away from the crowd 
and started walking. The crowd hesi
tated. Then in a concerted movement 
they followed him, slowly stretching 
out into a line. 

Man walked beside woman, and 
children followed their parents close
ly, 'afraid to venture far from them. 

Ral took Lahl's hand and went 
along, with their son Gar skipping 
along beside them. 

"I hope Grul knows what he's 
doing," Ral muttered so that only 
Lahl could hear. 

"I doubt it," Lahl said. ''He's just 
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a man, you know, and all men like 
to pretend they know what they're 
doing when they don't." She smiled 
impudently, her eyes darting sideways 
at RaJ's expression of protest. "But," 
she added hastily, "he will probably 
be· lucky in his guess-as most men . 
usually are." 

Ral's protest died on his lips. He 
looked at Lahl and grinned. Then both 
of them became silent, conserving 
their strength for the long journey 
ahead of them. 

Three rest periods later the star in 
the sky was far behind. Its rays had 
been concentrated in a small area, 
and though the star could still be seen 
its effect was gone. 

Once again the stone was filled 
with irridescence and translucent fires 
of white and pink and red. Once 
again the Vairn lay idly in their -pools. 
But inspection showed that none of 
them gave birth to human babies. 
And after a while they entered an area 
where the Vairn were replaced by 
other creatures that seemed to be 
similar to the Vairn in some ways, 
but much different in others. 

For forty work periods and forty 
rest periods the journey continued, 
until at last Grul came · to a halt at 
the edge of a precipice. The others 
came up with him. Stretching below 
and to a far cliff was a land of in
credible beauty. At their feet began 
a way by which they could safely 
descend from the plateau where they 
stood. 

"See ! "  Grul exclaimed triumphant
ly. "I came to the very spot whe're 
we can go down. Look to the right 
and the left. Is there another such 
spot? No ! "  

"Lucky," Lahl murmured to Ral, 
who grinned but made no reply. 

His bearded head held cockily erect, 
Grul bo4Jly began tlle descent. The 

others followed. 
Abruptly they came to a new kind 

of land. It was no longer stone, but 
made of intricately held-together 
honeycombs of a new substance. 

Grul didn't hesitate. In his inner 
thoughts he had become convinced 
that some greater power was directing 
him. He leaped onto the new land and 
began climbing. Higher and higher, 
his followers staying close behind hiJ!! 
as though fearing' that without him 
they would be lost. 

Not until the very last of them 
had climbed high onto the new land 
did the flood come that lifted them 
and bore them away, floating into the 
vastness of the ocean . . .  

"QAMN ! "  DICK muttered. "We 
forgot to shut off the light. 

I hope it didn't cook our little people." 
He leaped out of the boat and ran 

to the field microscope. A few seconds 
later he groaned loudly. 

He stepped back, a bleak expression 
on his face. The navy officer took his 
place at the microscope and stared into 
it  for a long time. 

"Well," he said when he straight
ened up, "I must say you did a good 
job of it. Now there's nothing but the 
film to prove they existed. I suppose 
they all died from exposure to the 
light? "  

"Maybe," Dick said. "Or maybe 
they moved away from it. We'll have 
to look for them. They can't have 
gone far." 

A sailor kicked loose a piece o f  
coral and threw i t  a t  a stick floating 
away in -i:he foamy water. 

"Stop that !." Dick snarled. "And 
be careful where you walk. All of you. 
There're people around here some
place. People too small for you to even 
see with the naked eye." 

"You have a film to prove it," the 
navy officer said, "but if  I were you 



GODS UNDER GLASS 59 

I'd go easy on broadcasting it until 
you find them a3ain." 

Dick stared at the officer, then 
turned away. H bent down over the 
field microscope and slowly moved it, 
inch by inc!; , searching . ... . .  

THE NAVAL officer took the steps 
of the ladder two at a time, leap

i;:;,; over the rail onto the deck of the 
ship. White-faced, he huriied to the 
bridge and into the officers' quarters. 

"Any luck yet?"  It was one of sev
eral civilia!l-dressed men who asked. 

In answer the officer took a small 
object from his pocket. It was wrapp'ed 
in oiled cloth. With shaking fingers he 
unwrapped it, rolling the object out. 

There was a gasp of horror and sur
prise as the civilians drew closer to 
get a better look at it. 

"We found it in a small pool, "  the 
officer said. 

It was the body of a newborn babe. 
Dead. It was -three inches long. 

"But I thought you said they were 
microscopic in size ! "  one of the civil
ians exclaimed. "This-this is neither 
large enough for a normal-sized baby, 
nor small enough to be microscopic." 

"I know," the officer said. 
"Then," the civilian said, "it must 

have come from some other-" 
There was a long silence. 
"Well," one of the civilians said 

sharply. "This is all the evidence we 
need. There's only one thing to do
out of mercy. We must bomb the 
whole thing out of existence. It doesn't 
make sense anyway, and God knows 
there's little enough sense for man to 
cling to in this world." 

"Clear the reef," one of the civilians 
said. " Get the ship safely away. Then 
bomb the hell out of it. We don't 
want one square inch of corill sticking 
out of the water around here." 

A Naval officer who had J,een seat
ed to one side stood up and left the 

room. One by one the civilians turned 
their eyes away from the pathetic 
thing lying so inert on the metal table. 

The officer who had brought the 
· dead infant returned to the launch. 
Shortly it was cutting the waves to
ward the low lying reef. An hour later 
it returned. Grim and silent figures 
-climbed the hdder� 

The ship began to move. It picked 
u� speed, leaving the reef, which sank 
lower and lower into the water until it 
was over the horizon. • 

Overhead, planes sped toward the 
reef. They swept down toward it and 
then climbed skyward, while puffs of  
smoke exploded and drifted up after 
them. 

Dick and Jim leaned morosely 
against the rail at the stern of the 
ship. 

"That's that," Dick said finally. "I 
guess it was for the best, though. This 
would be a hell of a world for such 
little people. But that giri-9he was 
the most beautiful creature I could 
ever hope to see . . . .  " 

"Hey ! "  Jim said, pointing. "There's 
a twig floating over there. Just like 
Noah's Ark. Bet it'll float into the har-' 
bor of one of these islands someplace 
in a few weeks." 

"There's another," Dick said. "Too 
bad our little friends aren't on one of 
them, but-no such luck, I'm afraid.;, 

"Probably not," Jim agreed. 
The twig he had first spied .caught 

in the wake of the ship and dipped 
pertly, as though waving a farewell. 

"I wish I had nerve enough to ask 
the skipper to stop the boat and let 
us look at that twig under the field 
microscope," Dick said suddenly. "I've 
got a hunch." 

"Forget it, Dick," Jim said gruffly. 
"Okay, " he said. He sighed deeply. 

"Okay." 

THE END 
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H E WAS sitting cat the bar. I 
took a last look at the dusty 
excuse for a street. The sun 

was hot on it, and a hundred feet 
away a sleepy bit of breeze disinterest
edly made a small whirlwind. I pushed 
open the swinging doors and went in. 
It  was cooler inside because of the 
thick adobe walls. Even the flies liked 
it better. 

The native barkeep's wide face be
came even wider in a smile. "Que 
quiere, senor?" he asked. 

I sat down two stools from the 
bush pilot and growled, "Beer." Un
der the camouflage of lighting a ciga
rette I studied my man. 

He was small. Perhaps five feet two. 
Weight a hundred and ten. A mix
ture of several races, with razor-thin 

features that could become as merci
less as an unsheathed blade. Right 
now he wore a contented expression. 
If my information about him was 
correct, I knew the reason. 

I pretended I couldn't find a match 
and asked him for a light. 

"Of course l "  he said, bringing out 
an expensive lighter. His small black 
eyes studied me with open frankness 
as he hefd the lighter to my cigarette. 

I returned his stare with one of 
equal frankness. "Pilot? "  I murmured, 
sucking deeply. He nodded. The bar
keep set the perspiring bottle in front 
of me. And a glass that had streak8 
in it. 

I ignored the glass and drank deep
ly from the bottle, letting the cold 
brew moisten my mouth. 

THE MENACE 
By ROO PH ILLIPS 

loe Slunls bew llae lavadel's luul to 
be desll'oyetl. So •• sluled oul lo find 
.... , willa deal . .. ... eaul of .... ..... ... 
a laoaalcldal ..... 1aa pllollllg llae plane 
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"You need a plane, perhaps? "  
"Maybe," I grunted. I sized him up 

again and decided to gamble. "I got 
left behind ·by some friends of mine. 
I · want to catch up with them." 

"Oh ? "  He arched one eyebrow. 
I grinned at him as though he were 

a kindred spirit. "I'll give y.ou five 
hundred to take me where-you took 
them." 

"Me?" He pointed at himself and 
retreated in innocence. "Me, I no 
take anybody anyplace. Who was it? "  

I t  was time t o  raise the pot and I 
didn't have the cards. I had no idea 
who it was I was after. So I raised 
with my shoulders. A shrug. 

He hesitated, so I anted up another 
hundred on my bribe. I was feeling 
fairly safe now. He hadn't had too 
many customers, and I could tell by 
his manner that he already surmised 
the ones I meant. 

- He ordered another beer for him
self. While it was corning I took out 
my wallet and extracted a five hun
dred dollar bill and two fifties, being 
careful to hide · the fact there was 
plenty more in such a way that he 
could see there was. Little glow lights 
lit up in his little black eyes. I could 
read his mind right then. 

"All right," he said amiably, taking 
the six hundred. "Let me finish my 
beer and I'll fly you to where I took 
them." 

I put a pleased expression on my 
face and hid the knowledge that he 
had made up his mind to kill me for 
my money. Greedy. Or maybe he had 
a poor old mother who needed an oper
ation. He reached inside his flight 
jacket slowly and scratched himself
and I knew where he kept his knife. 
I was set now. I could write the script 
myself. 

And I was right. His plane was a 
six-passenger job. 

"You sit by me, no?" he Invited. 
"More jovial with company." 

"Sure," I said .. 

I ALMOST got it. I had expected 
him to wait until he was in the air, 

but he didn't. The blade stabbed into 
his thigh instead of into me. He let go 
of it. His little black eyes jumped 
back and forth from it to me. 

I just smiled. But my heart was a 
hammer under my ribs. 

Little lights carne into his little 
black eyes again . This time they were 
of fear. He got control of himself and 
said with great dignity, "What shall 
we do? I have no first aid kit in the 
plane." 

I reached down swiftly and pulled 
out the knife. I used it to slit his 
trousers so I . could look at the cut. 
Very little blood was corning from it. 
"It'll scab over," I said. "Tell me all 
you know about these people." 

"You �want your money back ? "  he 
coaxed. "We forget the whr.le thing? 
No ? "  

I stabbed the knife into his leg 
again, said, "No," and pulled it out. 
I was bluffing. I couldn't have done 
that again . . He didn't know that. He 
turned a sickly shade of brownish 
green. 

"Start flying," I said. "You can 
talk while you take me there." 

l!e did. 
We were loo:�ing down at the Rio 

Grande from an elevation of fifteen 
thousand feet before he spoke. His 
vo!ce was bitter. 

"I don't know who they were," he 
said. "Not German. Not English. Not 
anything which I know. Very beauti
ful girls. The man had a round head. 
Bald. They paid in gold nuggets. I 
know a rnar'ltet." 

"How big? "  I asked. 
· "Twenty ounces--oh. Bigger than 

me, smaller than you. So so." 
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"They could pass on the street ? "  
"Oh sure. The man no one notice. 

The girls-ah l "  
"How were they dressed ? "  
"That's a funny thing. They wear 

native clothes and havr no bags. In
where we go now-Pedro have to go 
out and bu..y them some things. Levis 
and a second-hand Chevrolet." 

\Ve circle::! over Tucumcarir at a 
thousand feet, went south a few miles, 
ti1en climbed to ten thousand and went 
north, back over the town, dropping to 
a landing fifteen miles out in the 
wasteland. 

"Just make sure Pedro is going to 
tell me whatever I want to know," I 
said, "and you can take off and. go 
back." 

He nodded, a mixture of emotions 
on his wedge-shaped face. He hated' 
to let go without revenge for the knife 
wounds, but he couldn't see anything 
to do. It would bother him the rest of 
his life. Someday' he might see me 
somewhere. Then he could follow me 
and stick the knife in my rfbs from 
behind. I didn't take my eyes off him 
from the time Pedro came up in his 
ancient Ford until the plane took off. 

Then I looked at Pedro. He looked 
like the barkeep's brother. And on the 
way to town he told me everything I 
asked him. 

Instead of going to his place we 
went to the lot where he had bou�ht 
the Chevrolet. It didn't take long to 
get the license number. 

I saw a three-year-old Dodge on the 
lot and bought it, then started toward 
the west on Sixty-Six, the route Pedro 
was certain they had taken. 

J WASN'T hopeful. But I used my 
head, some. A tank of gas would 

take them two hundred miles more or 
less. I drove a hundred and fifty, 
then started asking. At the fifth place 
I got more than I 'd hoped for. They'd 

bought gas tliere and asked questions. 
They had made up their minds to go 
to California. And somehow they'd 
gotten some money. 

It took twenty-six hours for m e  to 
reach the Ca1iforn:a border station. 
I was nearly dca-:l from !ask of sleep 
by now. I ga·;e the o;iicers a va6ue 
story anj thz Ecen5� :1umber. I prom
i3ed t:::- 0;1e that s ·.'o�td the car 
tw�nty bucks. Then I curled u'J i n  
t:::> back seat a:1d w<>nt t o  sleep. 

' 

I dreamed of a man with a bald 
round head and large eyes. He was 
pushing himself free from a cocoon. 
He stepped out of it and stood up. 

Then something was shaking me. I 
opened my eyes. It was one of the 
border inspectors. I looked past him. 
There was a Chevrolet of ancient vin
tage under the roof being searched. 
The man behind the wheel had a round 
head and was bald. I looked at the 
i nspector and wordlessly took out my 
wallet and peeled off two twenties. 
"One for each of you," I said. "And 
keep quiet." 

I started my motor and waited. 
When the Chevy pulled out I followed 
it. I was banking on the fact that 
they were unfamiliar with being 
hunted. It was a mistake. Ten miles 
of it and the man pulled over to the 
side of t h e highway and g o  t out 
quickly. 

I debated what to·do, and decided 
to drive on and ';'ait for them. He 
stepped into the highway and flagged 

• me down. I fell for it and stopped. 
"What's wrong? "  I asked. 
"Motor trouble," he said, his voice 

sounding very much like the little 
pilot's had. "You know how to fix? 
No?" 

"Maybe," I said. I climbed out. An
other car was coming. I looked at it, 
debating whether I should flag it 
down. There would be safety in num
bers. 
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Then it  was zooming past-and 
lights w�re exploding inside my head. 

WHEN I awakened •I was sore all 
over. l\Iy side ached. I was tin

gly in every muscle the way you get 
when you fall asleep in a car. The car 
wasn't moving, - though. 

In a couple of minutes I had 
oriented myself. I was on the floor 
in front of the back seat of a car, my 
wrists tied behind me, my legs tied 
and pulled b a c k, anchored to my 
wrists. Some light covering was over 
me. 

I worked at the cloth with my head 
until I had it pulled back enough to 
see. It was dark. In the distance I 
could hear cars speeding on a high
way. Around me' was silence. 

"Hey ! "  I said, not too loud. 
Almost instantly a light went on 

near the car. A door opened. There 
was footsteps on concrete. A shadow 
appeared on the door glass. Someone 
opened the car door. 

"You're awake ? "  a tired voice said. 
It was once a g a i ·n the bushpilot's 
voice, but in the higher pitch of a 
girl. Pleasant. 

"Yes," I said. 
"I tried to get you out of the car 

so you'd be more comfortable, but 
your legs caught." 

"You could have untied me," I said. 
"I didn't kno; what to do," she 

said. "How far djd- you follow us ? "  
"Get m e  out of here," I said. 
There was a long silence. Then I 

felt her hands exploring. After a 
while I was free of the ropes. It took 
even fonger to get out of the car. 
Then I couldn't stand. 

I saw the door. I guessed rightly 
that this was a:- garage of a motel room. 
Then I turned over painfully on my 
back and looked up at the gi;l, grit
ting my teeth at the sharp stabs of 
pain from returning circulation. 

"Why didn't you kill me?" I asked 
curiously. "You should have, you 
know." 

" Kill? "  she said. "What's that? "  
"Skip it," I grunted. "Help m e  get 

up." 
Even in the gloom 'her anxious smile 

re\·ea!ed flashing white teeth. B eauti
ful was a word invented for Earth 
girls. They'd have to coin a new 
term . . . .  

She was just as tall as I was, or al
most. I would be able to tell better 
wnen I was able to stand straight. I 
found I could stay upright by myself, 
but ·decided not o. She was pleasant to 
have holding me up. 

We made it into the room. She 
helped me to the bed, then stood back, 
looking at me worriedly. Unselfcon
scious, she let me study her. 

Tl!e dress could be replaced by 
something made for her. Her hair 
could get a permanent, so that it's al
most true golden color would glisten 
in luxurious waves. Those things 
didn't matter. 

Her skin was flawless and a rich 
white with just a shade of tan. Her 
eyes were wide apart and large, deep 
blue. Her nose was perfect. Her lips
! could have spent a lifetime just 
looking at them. Her forehead was a 
shade too high and her head a shade 
too wide above the delicately molded 
ear. 

Her shoulders were neither too wide 
nor too narrow. Her breasts were not 
meant for the shapeless covering that 
concealed them. 

I marveled. It was impossible. 
" Come �Jere," I ordered. 

S
HE CAME obediently. I took her 

hand and pulled until she sat be
side me. I took her hair in one fist 
and pulled her head down. Still hold
ing her hair, I jerked gently at one 
of her ears, her nose, her chin. I poked 
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at her lip! until she opened her mouth. 
I examined her teeth. 

I was tempted to carry my explor
ation farther. I didn't. 

"I can't believe it," I said. "You're 
human. And yet you can't be ! "  

The anxious smile trembled on her 
lips. She nodded her bead, then shook 
it, in answer to my remarks. 

"I saw the cocoor.s you and the 
others came out of," I said. "I fol
lowed your trail. Why . . .  " I looked at 
her shapeless· clothes and envisioned 
what was underneath. "I would al
most believe you and I could have 
children-impossible though that must 
be." 

"It isn't impossible," she said. She 
looked into my eyes, and I couldn't 
tell what emotion, · if any, lurked in 
hers. 

I jerked my eyes away from hers, 
acutely conscious of the emotion "in 
mine. "Where are the others? "  I 
asked. 

"That's what I am to tell you," 
she said. "You musn't look for them. 
They left me with you." 

-

"I don't get it," I said. "What are 
you driving at?" 

"You musn't try to find them," she 
said. "Even if you do try, you won't. 
They've separated." 

"I got a look at them," I said. "I'm 
going to tell the government about it 
now." 

"Please," she pleaded. "What would 
it do? Would they send us away ? "  

"Damn it ! "  I exploded. "You're 
aliens. You aren't even human. You 
can't be, in spite of your shape. No 
human could . be born by metamor
phosis. " 

"'What does that mean ? "  she asked, 
then knew. She nodded. "I under
"stand what you think," she added. 
"There is so much you don't yet 
know." 

"What's your name?" I asked. 

She smiled her smile. "What would 
you like to call me ?"  

"I thought maybe you had a name," 
I said. 

"Xo. We found no need for n"'mes 
yet. We have been out of the cocoon 
only a short time." 

"That's right ! " I breathed. "Six 
weeks ! "  I shook my head in unbelief. . 
"It still doesn't seem possible. You 
should be a helpless babe, yet you 
have learned our langua3e well enough 
to get by anywhere." 

"What would you like to call me?" 
she asked wistfully. Her lip trembled. 
She hid it by smiling broadly. 

A FLOOD of pity welled up within 
me. "You poor kid," I groaned. 

"Here you are on a strange world, 
hardly born, although you seem to 
have been born full grown-and I 
treat you like a criminal ." 

"You will stay with me?" she 
ask.ed hopefully. 

I looked around the room, down at 
the bed. A lump formed in my throat. 
I looked back Up at her. She was 
every beautiful girl I had ever seen. 
And I was a man. Didn't she know 
what that invitation would lead to? 
Of  course she didn't. How could she! 

Or perhaps she did. She knew so 
much . . . .  

"Okay-Betty," I said. 
"Betty . . .  " she said. Then she nod

ded. "\¥hat's your name ?" 
"Joe," I said. "Joe Sturvis." I 

grinned. "Just call me Joe." 
· · "Joe . . . Betty . . .  " She flashed one 

of her smiles and nodded. 
I was feeling better now. I got up 

off the bed and walked back and forth 
until my muscles .responded normally. 
She remained seated on the bed, watch
ing me. 

"I'm hungry," I said abruptly. "Is 
there any place to eat around here ?" 

There was. A hamburger joint in 
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front of the motel. She was hungry 
too. It was midnig11t, and no other cus
tomers were in the place. The cook 
was too busy with his thoughts to no
tice us much. 

. The�e was a newspaper only two 
days old. I picked it up and started to 
skim through it. Betty watched me 
with great interest. 

"What is that ?"  she asked finally. 
I explained it to her. She got the 

idea 6f letters' representing sounds. I 
picked out the different letters and 
showed how they made words. Final
ly I let her take the paper. She be
gan to study it.  

I ate another hamburger and 
watched her. 

Her lips formed words. After a while 
she glanced sideways at me and smiled. 
"This," she said, pointing to a line. 
"Does it  read, 'the cause of the acci
dent was a,' on this line ?" 

I nodded, while a sick little worry 
inched around in my stomach. How 
high an I .Q. would the experts s�y 
she had? She had pronounced 'cause' 
like.. 'cows', but she had pronounced 
'of' right, and all the other words. ·n 
had taken her maybe five minutes to 
figure out that one line, but she had 
coordinated it with her knowledge of 
spoken words gained in six weeks, and 
narrowed down each combination to 
the right-or almost the right-pro
nunciation. 

"Let's go back to the room," I said. 
The cook lost his abstraction long 
enough to take my money. We went 
outside. 

JT WAS a nice night. Cool, like it 
gets on the eastern California des

erts at night. The s�y was cloudless, 
the stars bright and large. Uncon
sciously I had stopped walking when 
I looked up at . them. I became aware 
that Betty was looking up at them 
too. Without thinking, I said, "I won-

der which of them you came from." 
"From-" she said, and stopped. An 

i nstant later she laughed. "How should 
I know ?" she said. 

"That's right," I said. "How could 
you know ? You were born here. I was 
a little kid of five or six when those 
thistle-like pods drifted down from 
space." 

"Did you see them ?" she asked 
breathlessly. 

"See them ?" I snorted. "I caught 
one before it touched the ground. I 
peeled off the long down so that I 
had just the pod. About the size of 
a golfball. Maybe a little smaller. I 
played with it. Then I floated it in 
Hangman Creek. I saw it  was dissol\1-
ing, so I took it out of the water. Then 
a little tadpole-like thing wriggled out 
of it and slipped through my fingers 
into the water. I saw it swim away." 
I looked at her beautiful human face, 
visible in the light from the stars. 
"Maybe it was you," I said softly. 
"They estimated that over forty bil
lion of them fell from the sky. Pretty 
slim odds, forty billion to one. But it  
could have been you." 

"Uh . . .  " I heard her say. What
ever it was, she didn't say it. 

"That was twenty-five years ago 
next month," I added. 

Her eyes were blue fires even in 
the weak starshine. Her face was so 
bea:.ttiful. It was easier to believe it  
was all my imagination than to be
lieve what I knew to be true-that that 
tadpole that wriggled through the 

·stubby fingers of a six-year-old-me
was the same in shape as the one that 
had devebped in a quarter of a cen
tury into-Betty. 

But I liked that idea better than 
the others: that she had a year or so 
later become one of the countless horde 
o f · eyeless lizard-like creatures that 
nearly decimated the oceans of all 
life before the combined world fleet 
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had systematically wiped them out 
down to an elusive few million : that 
twelve years after the tadpole stage 
she had climbed out of the Amazon 
five hundred miles upstream and shed 
her lizard form, then as large as a 
full grown crocodile and twice as vi
cious, to become a giant yellow-haired 
worm which slipped away into the 
Amazon wilderness to spin a cocoon 
and sleep until she became what she 
was now. 

I looked at her and knew the whole 
thing hadn't happened. It couldn't 
have. 

I looked at her, and knew it must 
have happened. She wasn't human. She 
was the Ideal the human race would 
never attain. The Ideal it made into 
the idea of an Angel. 

Her eyes were looking at me, spar
kling and alive. "Joe," she said coax
ingly. "Let's go to bed." Just like that. 
And I knew the only thought in her 
head was sleep. 

"Okay," I said. And I was glad it 
was. dark. I didn't want her to know 
what a grown man thinks about. At 
least not yet . . .  

HER HAND bumped into mine as 
we walked. She took my hand 

and put my arm around her slim 
waist, holding it there. I was conscious 
that her head was turned toward me. 

Our cabin was number seven, just 
ahead. My knees were of water, my 
blood liquid fire. I didn't dare let her 
s2e my eyes. Her hip was firm against

· 

mine as we took slow step after slow 
step. Her slim waist fitted into my 
curved arm. Her hand held mine at 
he;- �ide so confidently possessive. 

The next instant I had turned to 
her and pulled her against me, both 
my arms around her. Her face was 
still half upturned. My lips found hers, 
intending to crush them, bruise them, 

in that wonder . she knew nothing 
about-a kiss. 

But through the maaness of my pas
sion I became aware her lips had met 
mine with equal fierceness. Met them 
and responded to them. Her body was 
not held against mine, but pressing, 
hungry. No human girl, however ex
perienced in love, however starved for 
it, could have matched her response, a 
dark corner of my thoughts whispered. 

And instantly, in a convulsive men
tal and physical backward leap, I had 
freed myself and flung her away from 
me. She half stumbled, then caught her 
balance. 

"Joe ! " she cried, and came toward 
me, arms outstretched. 

A million little things were clicking 
into place now. A million little things 
that added up to just one thing. I 
knew now with what I was dealing. 

I let her come toward me. I even 
half held out my arms to invite her. 
And when she was close enough I 
brought my fist up in a swift arc 
against her beautiful chin with almost 
everything I had. 

She was out. The lights in her blue 
eyes dimmed. I caught her as she fell. 
She felt hot against me, and I knew it 
was on1y because I was cold as ice. 

I glanced quickly around. No one 
was in sight. I picked Betty up and 
carried her the few remajning steps 
to the cabin. Inside, I laid her on the 
bed, then went into the garage and re
trieved the ropes that had previously 
bound me. 

I had the shakes so bad it was dif
ficult to tie her up. I was scared. I 
had a right to be. I wasn't dealing with 
what I had thought I was dealing 
with, dangerous though that had 
seemed. 

NO, I WASN'T dealing with just 
an incredibly beautiful girl with 

incredibly high intelligence that had 
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marched in giant strides in a brief six 
weeks of sensory intake. Instead, I 
was dealing with an alien mind al
ready shaped by inherited memory ! I 
knew that, now. And it made the in
credible invasion from space make 
sense. 

It hadn't made sense before. Not 
to anyone. Twenty-five years ago bil
lions of little balls had floated down 
from outer space, their fall made gen
tle by long down that gripped the 
air. In each had been a live creature 
shaped like a small tadpole. Those 
that landed in water dissolved, free
ing the live creature. In the oceans 
they had survived to become schools 
of eyeless lizard creatures that preyed 
011 everything else from shrimps to 
whales and sharks. 

Only man's ability at systematic de
struction had reduced their numbers 
to the point where native ocean life 
coll'ld survive. Without civilization, 
without hundreds of - fast ships and 
·dozens ·o f  perfected instrument� of de
struction, he couldn't have achieved 
that. 

Twelve years in the water. Then the · 
lizard creatures had crawled up on 
heaches and apparently died. But in
side them were the worms. Or cater
pillars. Millions of them, in spite of the 
previous decimation. Only the com
bined airfleets of the world, using 
flaming gasoline jelly and machine 
guns in coordinated patrol of every 
mile· of coastlin.! all ovet the world 
had killed them of f. 

In the theoretical invasion there 
would have been billions of them. 
Enough to destroy every land crea
ture from a fieldmouse to an elephant. 
That's the way it was supposed to 
have gone. It didn't. 

For every lizard hulk a caterpillar 
had . been killed-except for two hun
dred and eighty-one empty lizard 
husks later found five hundred miles 

up from the mouth of the Amazon. 
Two hundred and eighty-one out o f  

that many billions of original invad
ers. Their trail was easily followed 
up to a point. A slaughtered herd of 
cattie here, gnawed bones of animals 
there. The trail vanished. 

Everyone believed the caterpillar 
was only another stage; and from it 
would come the final stage, the full
formed alien. I had been certain of 
that myself. Others had spent years 
searching for the cocoons besides me. 
We had met on the trail and visited 
for a day or two, discussing our dream 
of finding the cocoons, discussing what 
we thought the third-stage alien w,ould 
be like. A giant butterfly? A weird 
monster? Our conjectures all had one 
thing in common. The . third stage in
vader would have intelligence. 

BUT EVEN in our wildest conjec
tures none of us had dreamed the 

end product would be · human. 
I looked down at Betty, still un

conscious, looking so helpless, so harm
less, with the ropes binding her wrists 
and ankles. 

Her eyes ! The thought of their 
opening scared me. I got a towel from 
the bathroom and blind folded her. 

I was the one who had found the 
cocoons". Even I wouldn't have, but 
they were open. Out of the two hun
dred and eighty-one, only five of them 
had developed. The others had been 
found and kitled by . tropical ants and 
small animals. 

But in one of the unopened cocoons 
I had fr>und a corpse hardly three 
days old. A human corpse. And the 
incredible truth had been forced upon 
me. 

I had followed the trail of the five 
aliens . • . •  

I smoked one cigarette after anoth
er, and waited. 

I never knew when she recovered 
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consciousness. "Why did you tie me 
and cover my eyes, Joe? "  she asked 
quietly. "I had thought-" She bit 
her lip. 

"We have intelligence too," I said. 
"Not much, but some. I suddenly real
ized what you were doing. And what 
you are." 

"What do you mean ? "  
"You have inherited memory," I 

said. 
"Of course ! "  She sounded surprised. 

"Don't you ? "  
" I  didn't realize that before," I said, 

ignoring the question. "When I real
ized it I knew what !-what the world, 
is up against. I knew, suddenly, we 
didn't stand a chance. The five of 
you-even one of you--could rule the 
world by sheer . intelligence alone. But 
with inherited memory you could con
tact and call down more of your kind, 
and complete the job you failed to 
do when you were lizards and cater
pillars." 

"It isn't true, Joe," she said: "We 
have no designs against you. I have 
inherited memory, of course. I won't 
go into that right now. But you must 
believe none of us has any desire to 
rule the world or even gain any sort 
of power." 

"Nuts," I said. "Are you trying to 
tell me you just came for the ride? 
Why are you here? To settle down and 
become just another member of the 
human race ? That would be as silly 
as .for some country to invade the 
United States in order to attend the 
country fair somewhere." 

"Nevertheless," she said, "it's 
true.'' 

"That's why I hit you," I said. 
' ·That's why you're tied up. I believe 
you. I want to believe you. I do .be
lieve you. And it can't be so." 

"What are you going to do?" 
"I'm going to keep you tied up. I'm 

going to pick up the trail of  the oth-

ers. When I get all of you together, 
then I will decide." 

"Decide what ? "  she asked. 

1 LIT ANOTHER cigarette. I had 
the shakes again. "Decide," I said, 

"whether to kill all of you or not. I 
think that will have to be it. I doubt 
if I could even make tl1e government 
believe you were dangerous enough to 
destroy." 

"What is kill?" she asked. She had 
asked that before. 

Was it  a blind spot in her mind ? 
When these five aliens had had me 
in their power it would have been 
far more sensible for them to have 
killed me. Then no one would have 
known their true origin. Instead, they 
had left me with Betty and gone on. 
It  didn't seem logical. Maybe she had 
fallen in love with me. Girls had done 
that. Maybe she had talked them into 
it, hoping she could make me fall in 
love with her and become her ally. 

"One thing I can't understand," I 
said slowly, "is. why you stayed with 
me and the others went on." 

"Because I wanted you, Joe," she 
said. 

"Why ? "  
"Because you followed us. Because 

you knew about us. Because I hoped 
you would understand. The others 
must find someone who doesn't know, 
and never tell - them." Her lips smiled 
dreamily. "The other girls wanted you 
too, · but I got you." 

"What did you do ? "  I snorted. 
"Draw straws ? "  

"The man thought of a number. I 
guessed the closest." 

"That makes it perfect," I said. 
But somehow it didn't affect me that 
way. It was too human. I could see 
them doing it, laughing, entirely hu
man. The memory of Betty in my 
arms came strong. I wanted her more 
than I had ever wanted anything. 
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"Will you let me tell you about us, 
Joe?" she asked. 

"Why not?"  I said. 
"Would you take the covering off  

my eyes?"  she asked. "I  would like 
to look at you." 

"No," I said. 
She was silent a long moment. 

Then . . .  
"I  understand now that you don't 

have inherited memory. I 'll . tell you 
about my memory of  things. I thought 
it was natural. It seemed that way. 
Perhaps it isn't. So 1:�uch isn't natur
al. The way we came here . . .  

"you SEE, we m·e human. The 
various stages we went through 

were not development of one creature, 
but three. The lizard creature you 
mention, growing from a tadpole, with
out eyes-it is a simple species by it
self. I t  "thrives on a world that has 
giant underground seas. In its nor
mal environment it produces by egg
laying. The eggs become tadpoles, 
grow into lizards, reproduce. The tad
poles were desexed by mass-production 
surgery so that the lizard species 
couldn't reproduce and remain as a 
menace to the humans. 

"And in the tadpole was planted 
the fertilized egg of the caterpillar, to 
lie dormant until the adult stage of 
the lizard. Then the caterpillar start
ed to grow, and it too is an indepen
dent species from still another world. 
Normally it follows the same cycle as 
those on earth, becoming a winged in
sect. That's why it was chosen. Ee
cause of its instinct to build a co
coon. But it too had been altered by mi
cro-cell surgery, to destroy the butter
fly gene pattern. And the fertilized hu
man egg was treated and planted ia  
the tadpole, so  that when the cater
pillar built its cocoon and its body 
began secreting the chemicals that 

would normally start the butterfly 
growing, the human would start ta 
grow. 

"The tadpole was encased in an arti
ficial p:·otective ball and frozen so 
that it would remain in  suspended 
a::1imat:on. A ball designed to fall gen
tly througl1 atmosphere. And the uni
v:"rse was seeded with them. 

"When did this happen ?  It could 
hau! be:?n a short time ago, or mil
lions or billions of years ago. Your 
first ancestors .came from that seed
ing. Our coming? Chance. In spite of  
the random distribution of  the seed
ing, perhaps it was inevitable that this 
planet get more than one seeding. 

"You see, Joe, our purpose in being 
here isn't to conquer your world. \\'e 
were supposed to populate a world 
without human li fe . We knew that. 
So when we came out of the cocoon 
and made our first ccntact with ri1an, 
we realized that we weren't needed en 
this planet. 

"But it was too late to go elsewhere, 
and there was no reason to go else
where. So all we can do is-find some
one-and have children. That's all we 
want. That's a!l we want to do. Just 
join in. Just live." 

She stopped talking. Her lips were 
closed. She revealed no sign of her in
ner thoughts or emotions. 1\ly head 
wasn't spinning. It was numb. I was 
try;ng not to believe her. 

I was trying not to believe her be
cause I knew it was a trap. I could 
see it I�ow. I harl the whole picture. 
For some reason they were blind to the 
idea of killing. 

BETTY WANTED me to believa 
what she had told me. s: . :• 1"/0UJd 

marry me, be my wife, bear c:lildren. 
i would ·be lulled .. I would keep my 
mouth shut. And the others could go 
ahead without her in their plans. 
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They would succeed, too. 
They would anyway. I suddenly 

realized that. Would anyone believe me 
if I caught the other four and turned 
them over to the police with a story 
that they were dangerous invaders 
from space? 

Hah ! The police wouldn't believe it 
even if  the five confes�ed ! And what 
if I caught them and killed them my
self? 

Even as I thought it I knew I 
wasn't capable of that. Not Betty, at 
least. 

I was licked. I had been li£ked 
from the start. I realized that now. 
What had made me realize it?  I didn't 
know. Something she had said? 

I tried to think it out. The memory 
of Betty in my arms grew stronger. 

Maybe she was telling the truth. 
Certainly there was something about 
her that no other girl I had ever 
known possessed. Something basic. Not 
animal. Closer to the divine spark of 
Creation. Something alive in the race 
at the beginning when it was a live 
force climbing from the slime toward 
the stars, and the world was young. 

I wanted her. Maybe they had 
known I would. Maybe she was a 
bribe to keep me quiet. A bribe they 
thought I couldn't resist. They 
couldn't have bought me with money. 
I had plenty of that. Enough to buy 
Betty nice clothes and pay her bill 
at the beauty shop, and give her a 
car . . .  

I dropped my cigarette on the floor 
and ground it out with the toe of my 
shoe. 

They were offering me something 
they thought I couldn't turn down
for my silence. They wanted to. buy 
my silence while they took over. The 
trouble with that kind of a deal was 

that the blackmailer never calls it 
quits until he's dead. 

Abruptly I bent over and slipped 
the towel off: She blinked at the light 
until her eyes adjusted, then looked 
up at me, a little smile of hope tug
ging at the corners of her mouth. 

HER EYES were so blue. I looked 
at them, into them. My heart 

was pounding again. I wanted to turn 
away. I couldn't. I looked into the 
depths of her eyes-and saw the whole 
future unfolding. Our future. Beaches 
where \Ve lay side by side in the sun. 
Blue pools where we dived and swam. 
All the things that life companions 
share toget:her, live together. 

Everything I wanted. And every 
man has his price. 

I twisted my face into a smile. Her 
own smile brightened, reflecting alter
nate hope and doubt, but mostly hope. 

My fingers f\}mbled at the knots in 
the ropes. I helped her straighten out 
her cramped arms. I lifted her gently 
to her feet. 

She looked up into my face, still 
questioning. I nodded. It took even 
her quick mind a: moment to compre
hend the meaning of that nod. 

The ·doubt vanished from her ex
pression. For an instant she looked at 
me, incredibly happy. 

Then she did a womanly thing. She 
cried. 

I held her close. 
And I didn't care if those other four 

conquered the world. So far as I was 
concerned, they could do what they 
damn well pleased. 

Maybe I had been bought. Or may
be I believed her. Or maybe it was 
something of both. 

It didn't really matter. 

THE END 



Tho oxplo>ion rocked tho land around them 

A MAN CALLED 
METEOR 

By 

ALEXAN DE R  BLAD·E 

He was a hell-fol'·leathel' swashbucklel' 

ol lhe spaceways. Nothing could slop 

him - until he cl'ossed swol'ds willa llae 

•coUI'ge called Vaaigo and Ids bloade IUI'e 
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' 'G ET READY, Jon ! Here 
he comes." 

The h o a r s e whisper 
broke the silence on the roof garage, 
and Jon, the burly Venusian, shifted 
his huge body nervously. 

":My aim will be sure, Grat," he 
said. "Paul Elton will never know what 
hit him."  

The two Venusians tensed in the 
shadows. Jon's clawed hand slid down 
to his holstered gas gun and drew it 
to the ready. His scaly, seven-foot rep
tilian form hunched forward, ready for 
action. 

A low drone drifted down the night 
air. In another moment Paul Elton 
landed his small gyroplane upon the 
toof. He peered around warily for a 
few seconds, then clambered stiffly 
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from the cockpit. Two steps he took-
Jon leaped forward, and his weapon 

sprayed its stupifying contents direct
ly into Elton's face. For a split second 
Elton swayed, surprise upon his fea
tures. Then he slumped down without 
a sound. 

"By Jarng ! This was easier than I 
thought," grunted Jon. 

"We haven't finished yet," remind
ed Grat sarcastically. "Come, let's 
carry him to the ship. We've no time 
to waste." 

Hissing softly, the two lifted Elton's 
unconscious figure and carried him to 
their waiting ship, which they had con
cealed several yards from the house. 
They prepared to load him into the 
cabin. 

"Drop him ! "  said a voice. The 
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tones were as cold as interstellar space. 
One moment .the patch of moonlight 

at the nose of the Venusians' ship was 
empty. The next it was darkened with 
an ominous shadow. The Meteor stood 
there on widespread legs, surveying 
the two Venusians grimly. His power
ful body was garbed from head to foot 
in a tight-fitting, blar:k plastolcx suit. 
A black-metal helmet concealed his 
features. Through the visor steely eyes 
glittered. Holstered flame pistols of  
ominous size swung at  his hips. 

Recovering from thei·r initial shock, 
the two Venusians allowed their limp 
burden to sink to the ground. But at 
the same momerit their taloned fin;�ers 
stabbed down to the weapons in their 
belts ! 

There was only a flicker of move
ment from the moon-bathed form of 
the Meteor. The two big flame pistols 
were in his hands. They bucked and 
roared, and the little clearing became 
lurid with stabbing flashes of light. 

The two bodies hit the ground c.l
most simultaneously. The Meteor bent 
ionvard, poised watchfully. Grat let 
out a dying groan. Instantly, the Me
teor was at his side. 

"Vv'ho sent you ?"  he rapped urgent
ly. "Tell me or the blessings of After
life will never be yours ! "  

The Venus:an stirred at the threat. 
"Vango," he replied, his voice thin with 
approaching death. 

The l\1eteor nodded his helmeted 
head in satisfaction. "I thought so ! "  
he breathed. He rolled the two bodies 
into the bushes. Then, shouldering 
Elton's husky form without effort, he 
started toward the house looming in 
the darkness. The house was Elton's 
home and laboratory combined. 

THE METEOR gained entrance 
with a ring of keys which he found 

iD one of Elton's pockets. He switched 

on the lights aud deposited the young 
scientist upon a couch. After a short 
searc:1 through the building, he found 
the unco;1scious bodies of a girl and an 
old man, who, like Elton, had been 
gassed by the Venusians. Taking one 
under ca::h arm, the Meteor carried 
them into tile room 11:1::rc h� had left 
Elto:r. 

" Must be vurgon gas," muttered the 
Meteor, eyeing the U!lc::msc:ous trio. 
"It'll be hours be��re they come 
around. Can't wait that long." 

He went back into the interior o f  
the house and began opening doors 
until he located Elton's laboratory. The 
ring of keys enabled him to gain ac
cess to t:1e cabinets where the chem
icals were stored. The Meteor then 
mixed · a chemical preparation . which 
would overcome the effects of the gas. 
He filled a hypodermic syringe with 
it. Returning, he injected each of the 
three. 

While waiting for them to regain 
consciousness, the Meteor seated him
self in the shadows which cloaked · one 
portion of the room. He seemed as 
immobile and inscrutable as a statue 
of stone. But that was only the habitu
al motionless pose he took in moments 
of rest. In actuality he was quite alert, 
for his keen eyes never ceased rovin� 
and his ears were attuned to the slight� 
est of sounds. 

The girl was the first to revive. She 
stirred, ra'sed a hand to her head, and 
moaned. As iull consciousness came 
b:J.ck to her she looked around wildlv 
her ga'::e settling upon the still figur�s 
of l�r �·::o companions. 

"Those damned Venusians ! "  she 
gritted. Somehow, the oath suited her. 
She had ash-blonde hair, green eyes, 
and a liberal sprinkling of freckles. 
She looked at once pretty and capable. 

"Quite true ! "  said the Meteor, 
eri1erging from the shadows. 
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The girl gasped i n  astonishment. 
"Why, who-" 

Just then the other two showed signs 
of recovery. Several moments later, 
three pairs of wide eyes were fixed 
upon the fantastic form of the Meteor. 

The Meteor made an airy bow. "Al
low me to introduce myself. i am gen
erally known as the Meteor. But men 
-particularly bad · men-are apt to 
call me other things. I rescued you, 
Paul Elton, from the two Venusians 
who had attacked and gassed you. And 
you two I found lying unconscious in 
the house." 

Elton grinned. "I thought you were 
a myth of the spaceways," · he said. 
"Glad to know I 'm wrong. This"-he 
indicated the girl-"is Eloise Pitward, 
my fiancee. And this is Enderby, an 
old family retainer. How in the world 
did you happen to be around? It's 
quite a shock to learn that the almost 
legendary Meteor has been aware of 
me." 

"I'm fortunate enough to be ahead 
of events," replied the Meteor. "As 
two and two make four, I knew that 
the attacks upon ships equipped with 
the Elton Uranium-X combustion 
chamber would lead to other things." 

"Then you suspected that the ships 
were being destroyed, too ? "  

"More than that. I happen t o  know 
that there are several people who want 
your invention very badly-e_specially 
this mysterious crook who calls him
self Vango." 

ELTON'S JAW dropped in amaze. 
ment. "vVhat in space don't you 

know ? "  
"Several things,"  replied the :Meteor 

easily. "I do know that the ships 
equipped with your invention have 
been blown up in space, and that 
you've been negotiating with the gov
ermnent to sell the exclusive rights to 

the invention. But that's as far as I'1•e 
got. Would you mind telling me the 
who1e story ? "  

Elton nodded. "Your help would b e  
invaluable, and I assure you that I 
need it." Elton had no hesitancy in  
telling .his story to  the Meteor. There 
was that in the Meteor's lithe form 
and calm bearing which commanded 
trust and respect. And from what he 
had heard of the Meteor, Elton knew 
that the lonewolf adventurer of the 
spaceways would give him all the aid 
that was po�sible. 

"Well," began Elton, "I brought my 
invention to completion just a few 
months ago. In order to determine 
just. how great an improvement it was 
over the old type of combustion unit, 
I had it installed in a limited·number 
of ships. It was successful-more suc
cessful than I had hoped. When the 
news got around, I was deluged by 
offers to sell."  

"Overwhelmed is more correct," in
terrupted Eloise, with a. little laugh. 
"In fact, my father threatened to for
bid our- marriage unless Paul sold him 
the invention."  

"I believe that you mean Nathan 
Pitward, owner of the Dwarf Star 
Lines," said the Meteor. 

"Yes," admitted the girl. "My fa
ther. I don't think he n�eds Paul's 
invention as badly as he wants to 
make sure that Horace Rankin d�esn't 
get it. Rankin, as you know, is the 
owner of the Comet Lines. He and my 
father dislike each other intensely." 

"So you can see," resumed Elton, 
"that I was between the devil and 
the de�p biue sea. If I sold my inven
tion to Rankin, I'd more than likely 
have to be a bachelor. And if I sold 
it to Eloise's father, Rankin would 
never rest until he had my blood. 

"But, when I received an offer from 
the government desiring to purchase 
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the exclusive rights to my invention, I 
immediately withdrew my considera
tion from all other offers. It was a 
considerable relief where Eloise's fa
ther and Rankin were concerned. Be
sides, I am intensely loyal to America 
and, in view of her recent great losses 
in the Venusian Redlands Uprising, I 
knew that she needed my invention 
more than the others did. I thought 
that Pitward and Rankin would feel 
that way, too." 

ELOISE laughed. "Not Father! He 
still considers your invention and 

myself as fair units of exchange." 
"I'm afraid so," said Elton ruefully. 

"Anyway, shortly after I informed the 
government of my willingness to ·sell, 
the ships I had · equipped with my 
invention began to blow up in space. 
I began to hear of rumors that my 
Uranium-X combustion chamber was 
faulty. Then the government decided 
to withdraw its offer, thinking, no 
doubt, that it was buying junk. 

"But I knew that . there could be 
nothing wrong with my invention. The 
principle upon which it works may be 
a trifle complicated, but the process is  
simplicity itself. Just to make sure, I 
checked and rechecked all my formu
lae and went over every step of the 
combustion process. I could find noth
ing wrong. 

"A suspici01_1 that there was a plot 
against me began to form in my mind. 
For why should my invention, func
tioning perfectly for weeks, so sudden
ly develop flaws? 

"This afternoon I hastened to Wash
ington and put all the facts before the 
proper officials. It took me the entire 
day to convince them that it was some- . 
thing else and not my invention which 
was at fault. Special agents are work
ing on the ·case now, and in a few days 
I expect to hear the decision of the 

committee which is investigating my 
invention for purchase." 

Elton rubbed his aching head. "As I 
landed my gyrophine upon returning, 
I was attacked. I guess some rejected 
purcliaser decided to knock the plans 
out of me." 

"You're wrong there," said the Me
teor. "I have . every reason to believe 
that you were going to be kidnapped. 
And I doubt whether Vango could be 
called a purchaser. He was behind the 
attack. "  

"Just who is  this Vango anyway?'' 
asked Eloise. 

The Meteor spread his hands. "I'd 
give a lot to know that myself. But I 
do know that Vango is the most suc
cessful interplanetary crook within 
years. By murdering, robbing, plun
dering and blackmailing, he has 
amassed an almost incredible fortune. 
He also had a hand in the Venusian 
uprising, which proves, I think, that 
he'd like to add the Solar System to 
'the rest of his loot." 

"But that's insane ! "  protested El
ton. 

"Not to Vango. He's had just epough 
luck to make him get dreams of em
pire. It's crazy, but that doesn't stop 
him from being dangerous." 

In the moment of quiet that fol
lowed the Meteor suddenly tensed. His 
keen ears had caught the sound of a 
motor starting up. 

There was no other dwelling within 
miles. Elton's home was completely 
isolated. That motor could only mean 
someone had been near the house, and 
was rww making a getaway. They had 
been spied upon 1 

Or perhaps-
"Remain here ! "  snapped the Mete

or, rising. "On no condition leave the 
house. Elton ! See if your plans are 
safe ! "  
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\fjiTllOuT a:1 oth�r word, the 1\Ie-
teor das:,�J into the night. Pow

cr;ul legs working ]ike the pistons of 
a rocket freighter, he ran toward his 
o w n  gyroplane hidden in the shadows 
of a deep gulley. The 5mall but power .. _ 

ful atomic motor roared into instant 
l i fe, and the l\Ieteor's ship split the 
night in pursuit. 

Steely eyes narro\ved, the l\Ieteor 
could just make out the red dot far 
ahead tbat was the exhaust of the 
fugitive. Behind his helmet, the l\Ie
teor's lips thinned. A deft hand shoved 
the throttle forward. The little ship 
clove the air like a bullet shot into the 
void. 

Elton did not k now it, but his in
vention could. not have made the :i\Ie
teor's ship any faster than it was. 

" How nice it will be if that's 
Vango," murmured the Meteor. He 
'touched the butts o f  h!s massive flame 
guns. 

Scarcely a mile separated the two 
ships now. The Meteor's incredibly 
fast speedster was swiftly eating up 
the distance between them. The moon 
peered out from a rift of cloud. The 
light was just bright enough to en
able the :Meteor to see the !)Jan in the 
cabin o f  the ship ahead. 

The fleeing ship ducked and 
swerved in an attempt to throw the 
Meteor off the trail. But, like the 
nemesis he was, he could not be sha!>en 
off. His shi p  steadily drew nearer. 

Ahead the waters of a large lake 
b :·:;an to glisten. 

Only fifty yards separated the two 
ships now. Then half that-and half 
that a�ain. The fleeing ship went into 
a series of frantic rolls, dives, and 
turns. Doggedly, the Meteor clung on. 
He was nearly abreast now. 

In a whirl of sudden action, the :Me
teor adjusted the robot pilot. Then he 
leaped to the door of the cabin. He 

flung it open . . His was a grim, mad 
p'an , but he could not risk the de
struct ion of his ship nor the other's. 
It  was vitally necessary that he cap
ture the fugitive alive. 

A wing was just below him. Hun
dreds of times farther below him was 
the racing ground. The l\Ieteor leaped 
into the air. 

Before the fugitive could grasp the 
l\Ieteor's p'an and swerve away, the 
Meteor had grasped a wing. Overbal
anced, the racing ship tipped over. 
Ground, black sky, and moon whirled 
in a crazy circle. The Meteor's head 
banged into the wing with thudding 
solidness. For a moment he was dazed, 
and bright lights cascaded inside his 
head . Gritting his tl"eth . against the 
pa:n, he slowly and grimly began to 
climb to the cabin. 

The man _ inside the cabin was wear
ing a black mask . It was difficult to 
make out any distinguishing feature 
of his figure. 

The masked man threw his ship 
into desperate loops in an attempt to 
shake the oncoming Meteor from the 
wing. Suddenly he switched on the 
robot pilot. A mad glitter in his eyes, 
he pulled a gas gun from his coat and 
went to the door of the cabin. With 
fear-lashed daring, he crossed from 
strut to strut ! 

The l\1eteor saw him coming. He 
sought to rise, reach his flame pistols. 
But the bfit!ering he had taken had 
m_ade him disastrously weak. Putting 
every possible surge of will into the 
effort, he grabbed for his weapons. But 
he was too spent to make · it i n  time. 
One after the other, the charges o f  the 
gas gun exploded into his face ! 

The Meteor's grasp on the strut 
weakened...:.....sJid off !  His black-clad 
body made a graceful arch, then fell 
plummeting through the air-limply. 

The man in the mask let out a tri-



7 8  FANTASTIC ADVENTURES 

umphant chuckle. "Good-bye, Mete
or 1 "  he called derisively. 

HTHANK GOD ! "  cried Elton, as 
he examined the sheaf of blue 

papers in his hand. "The plans are 
here. For a moment I was afraid that 
whoever it was outside had stolen 
them." 

"Do you think it was-Vango? "  
asked Eloise breathlessly. Her green 
eyes glistened bright with excitement, 
and her freckles were nearly hidden 
by the flush of her face. 

"I hope so," replied Elton. "And I 
hope the Meteor catches him-who
ever he is. I'd like nothing better than 
to get to the bottom of this whole 
mess." 

"Me, too, Paul. But when it's over 
there's still Father to reckon with." 

"Don't remind me." 
And then the doorbell buzzed. They 

heard old Enderby shuffle off to an- . 
swer it. A moment later, there came 
the sound of a booming voice. 

"Father ! "  gasped Eloise. 
Elton nodded somberly. "T h i  s 

means nothing good. Come on, might 
as well face the music." 

"What in the name of a blundering 
asteroid are you doing here? "  thun
dered Nathan Pitward as he saw his 
daughter enter the room with Elto·n. 
"I thought I told you to keep away 
from this young snip of an obstinate 
fool ! "  

"You did, Father, dear," she replied 
sweetly. "But I just couldn't keep 
away. Paul. is so attractive." 

Pitward's features went dark and 
inchoate sounds bubbled in his throat. 
The sounds would have scathed the 
calloused hide of a meteor miner. Pit
ward was tall and thin. The dark 
clothes he wore heightened the funere
al aspect of his face. 

"Young woman, if you dare to mock 

my parental authority, !-I'll-" 
Sweetly contrite, Eloise took his 

arm. "Now please, daddy, don't be 
angry. You know you are acting just 
as foolish as you say Paul is. Here, 
let me take your hat. Enderby, would 
you mind throwing together a drink? 
Daddy's famished for one." 

"I'm not ! "  growled Pitward, allow
' ing himself to 

·
be led into a chair. 

"Is there anything I can do for 
you, sir ? "  asked Elton. He kn�w what 
Pitward wanted well enough, but he 
felt that he had to say something. 

Pitward became angry again. Eloise 
had only temporarily diverted him. 
"You know darn well what I want ! "  
he shouted. "Paul, I've come for the 
last time. I want your invention. I've 
beggered myself to scrape together 
every cent I had. I've liquidated all 
my holdings until the stock of Dwarf 
Star has fallen like a stone dropped 
on Jupiter. Man, I'm offering you a 
huge fortune. You can't possibly re
fuse." 

ELTON SHOOK his head somberly. 
"I'm sorry, sir. I'm not consider

ing the question of money. I don't 
care who bids the highest, but I won't 
sell to anyone but the government." 

"Can't you realize what a dolt 
you're being? Why, Paul, you'll be a 
pauper ! "  

"I've told you before that I'm not 
considering the question of money. 
Patriotism has its own rewards. With 
the malcontents in the colonies getting 
bolder all the. time, America needs my 
invention uadly."  

"Bah ! If  you sold me the inven
tion, I'd be glad to sell the government 
any number of combustion units it 
might desire to purchase." Pitward's 
tones became pleading. "Paul, con
sider-" 

The buzz of the doorbell cut him 
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off. Enderby went to answer it. 
Elton rose expectantly, thinking that 

the Meteor had returned. But the man 
who entered the room was not the Me
teor. 

"Rankin ! "  exploded Pit ward. 
"You ! "  gasped Rankin, the pleasant 

smile vanishing from his ruddy fea
tures. "What are you doing here? "  He 
whirTed to Elton. "How much has this 
miser offered you ? "  

"Two million cash ! "  snapped Pit
ward. "And I'm no miser, you low
down, back-biting-" 

"I 'II give you three million ! "  cried 
Rankin. He drew himself up, grinning 
triumphantly at the eXpression of con
sternation which came over Pitward's 
bony face. 

"Paul," quavered Pitward, "surely 
you wouldn't sell to this-this . . . . " 

"I'm not selling to either of you ! "  
Elton ground out savagely. 

"If anyone's going to get �ly-inven
tion, it'll be the government. And now, 
Mr. Rankin, will you please leave to 
avoid further unpleasantness ? "  

"Is this final ? " . asked Rankin stiff
ly. 

Elton nodded. "Positively." 
Without another word, Rankin 

turned on his heel and stalked out. 
Face stony, Pitward reached for his 

hat. "Come, Eloise, I believe this dis
missal applies to us also. As for you, 
you stubborn young pup, I forbid you 
ever to see my daughter again ."  

Suddenly the room began to  echo 
to a frantic pounding on the door. 
Elton leaped forward and tore it open. 

Rankin staggered in. His face was 
wild. "Quick ! "  he gasped. "Thugs
attacking the house ! "  

His warning was verified. From the 
darkness came the sound of pounding 
feet, growls, and shouts. 

BEFORE Elton could get the barrie . 
shut, Rankin catapulted into him 

from a push by a brawny space rat 
who came shouldering in. A motley 
mixture of VellUsians, vicious little 
Martians, and renegade Earthmen 
crowded behind him. 

"Okay, get 'em up, all of yuh ! "  
rasped the space rat. "We mean busi
ness, see? "  

Elton shoved Rankin t o  one side, 
and lashed O!Jt with a balled fist. Blood 
spurting from a smashed nose, the 
thug reeled back into his companions. 
The incoming attackers were pressed 
so tightly together that there was no 
room for them to use their weapons. 

Taking advantage of the temporary 
halt which he. had created, Elton re
treated. "There's too many of them ! "  
h e  called to the others. "Come on
into the laboratory." 

But, as they started to dash from 
the room, a group of the attackers sud
denly app.eared before them. Their es
cape was cut off ! And then the lights 
went out. 

Like all the others of the twenty
third century, the house was built of 
plastics and glassex. But it was mostly 
glassex. With the illumination of the 
moon pouring in, there was just 
enough light to enable them to make 
out the shapes of the attackers. 

That was how Elton saw the 
masked man. 

The masked man was roaring out 
commands. 

"Hurry up, you fools ! Use your gas 
guns ! "  

Elton was swinging a metal chair 
with devastating effect. A growing 
huddle of dead and unconcious thugs 
lay around him. Suddenly he changed 
his tactics. With all his remaining 
Strength, he hurled the chair at a 
group of attackers who were inching 
forward with leveled weapons. Then 
he charged toward the man in the 
mask l 
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Elton knew that- the only hope left 
to him was to capture the masked 
leader. He built up on. that hope wit:-. 
sange fury. For he knew with a 
fiercely triumphant certainty that the 
man was Vango ! 

The wide muzzle oi a gas gun sud
denly loomed in his face. Elton 
dropped the little Martian behind it 
with a smashing fist. The noxious 
charge hissed past his ear. Then he 
was battering his way through two 
more opposing thugs. 

Elton was the only one of the little 
company who remained. Enderby had 
been knocked unconscious ir the 
kitchen. Pitward had received a stu
pifying charge from th•e gun of one 
of the thugs. Eloise had managed to 
throw a few vases and lamps before 
she, too, was gassed. Rankin was 
nowhere to be seen. He had evident
ly gone down early in the attack. 
· Elton saw that the other thugs were 
closing in on him. He redoubled his d
forts to reach Vango, digging into 
the mass of barring flesh with thud
ding blows. 

Vango realized the direction that 
Elton's maneuvers were taking. "Get 
him ! "  he shouted. 

Elton was weakening fast. More 
than once he had caught the paralyz
ing fumes of a gas gun. And then a 
blow from the butt of a weapon 
caught him on the side of the head. 
Tqere was a flash of brilliance that 
vanished as he sank into blackness. 

"Good work ! "  said Vango. "Get 
them into the ships. Pick up the boys 
and let's get moving." Vango rubbed 
his hands. "What luck ! "  he gloated. 
"First the Meteor, and now the inven
tion. Nothing's going to stop me now." 

The master criminal paused only 
long enough to supervise the handling 
of the captives. Then he followed after 
his men. 

THE METEOR struck the water of  
the large lake with a resounding 

splash. Weak ard half concious, he 
sank deep into its depths. But the icy 
liquid enabled him to throw off his 
stupor, and when he broke surface he 
was able to keep himself afloat. In a 
short time he was strong enough to 
swim. He struck out for the shore. 

The Meteor drew himself up on the 
sand and relaxed, his huge chest labor
ing. Then he got to his feet and exam
ined a compact instrument resembling 
a watch which was strapped to his 
wrist. The tiny radio sender had not 
been injured by its contact with the 
water. ' 

There were times when it was vital
ly necessary for the Meteor to have 
his ship in a hurry. At these times it 
might be too far away for him to reach 
quickly. He had merely added a device 
to the ro.J;>ot pilot which could be ac
tivated by the radio sender, bringing 
the ship to any place he might be. 

The Meteor sent the signals winging 
into the air. He waited. The ship, 
which had been circling in the night 
high above, now c3.me in answer. 
Vanes revolving in a diminishing whirl, 
it thumped to the sand. The Meteor 
climbed into the cabin, and a moment 
later was shooting back to the house. 

Something was wrong, he realized, 
as he approached the house. No lights 
glowed from beyond the glassex walls. 
What had happened while he was 
gone? 

The Meteor circled the house, keen 
eyes :-a.king the grounds. There was a 
gyroplane on the roof, near the garage. 
There was another on the lawn, a few 
yards from the house. He knew that 
the gyroplane on the roof was Elton's. 
But whose was the other? 

The Meteor landed his ship. He hol
·stered fre�ll flame pistols. Then he 
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stalked warily toward the strange gy
roplane. 

The waning moon revealed a figure 
before the controls. It was Pitward's 
chauffer, slumped in death. 

S
TEEL eyes glittering in sudden ap

prehension, the Meteor raced t" 
the house, flame pistols gripped tight
ly in his fists. 

The living room was a shambles of  
overturned and broken furniture. 
Elton was gone ! 

Cautiously, the Meteor searched 
through the rest of the dwelling. In 
the kitchen he found old Ende1 by. 
There was a large swelling on the old 
man's head. A vigorous application of 
slaps and rubbing brought the old man 
around. 

"What happened ? "  rapped the Me
teor. "Quick, man, there is no time to 
lose ! "  

Brokenly, Enderby told wha:t he 
knew of the events that had taken 
place. 

It was enough for the Meteor. "This 
is Vango's work, of course. The ques
tion now is-:-where has he taken. 
them ? But I think I 'l l  find that out 
easily enough. He must have paid off 
his henchmen for thi.s night's work. 
And there are dives near the space
port-" 

His sharp ears caught a faint rap
ping. 

Weapon in hand, he padded to the 
door. The rapping came again and 
with it a voice. 

-"Help ! "  
The Meteor tore the portal open. 

Clinging weakly to the jamb was Hor
ace Rankin. His hat was gone, his 
clothing was torn, and his dishevelled 
hair hung over a dirtied face. 

Rankin was staring at the Meteor. 
"You-you're the Meteor? he gasped 
out. 

"I am," was the reply. "And 'you're 
Horace Rankin. You were here when 
the attack came? "  

"Yes. I put u p  a fight, but they got 
me. They left me behind when they 
took the others. I revived just now." 
He paused for breath. "We've got to 
save the others. I know where they 
have been taken. I came to while the 

· scoundrels were taking them to their 
ships. I overheard something of what 
they were saying, before they knocked 
me out." 

"You know where they are, then ? 
Good ! That's just what I intended to 
find out from other sources." 

"They've been taken to a hideout 
on darkside on the Moon. I heard one 
of them say it 'lvas near Finston's 
Landing. I suggest we go and search 
at once. I can have one of my com
pany rocket ships fueled for the trip." 

"That will not be necessary," said 
the Meteor. "I have my own, which 
is much faster than anything which 
you might have." 

In his incredibly fast gyroplane, the 
:Meteor drove Rankin to an abandoned 
stretch of farmland. 

"Wait here for me," he said. "I'll 
be back shortly." 

RANKIN sat down upon an out-
cropping of rock and waited. He 

attempted to put his clothes into some 
semblance of order. Less than a quar
ter of an hour later there came a deep 
roar, and Rankin looked up to see a 
rocket ship landing on its underjets. 
He stumbled across .the dark field to 
the lock. 

"Hold tight," said the :Meteor. 
"Here we go." 

Flarne blasted into the ground once 
more, and the rocket shot into the 
sky. 

Rankin had wanted to buy Elton's 
Invention because it would make rock-
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ets faster than they were. The Meteor's 
ship was the fastest he had ever seen. 

"How much do you want for this 
ship? "  asked Rankin eagerly. 

"No sale," said the Meteor briefly. 
It's difficult to argue with a man in 

a black helmet, so Rankin sat ·down 
in a padded chair and rubbed his jaw. 
The Meteor said nothing, but devoted 
his attention to the course he had 
plotted. The Earth melted away be·
hind them, and they seemed to hang 
motionless in a star-speckled black
ness. The moon grew to a bulging Im
mensity. 

And then the crater-dotted surface 
was beneath them. Shortly after the 
ship plunged into the ebony shadow 
of the darkside. With a night glass, 
Rankin searched for the towering rock 
pinnacle that marked the site of Fin
ston's Landing. 

"Look-over there, to the _west ! "  
Rankin suddenly shouted. "Isn't that 
a ship ? "  

The :Meteor took the glass, peered 
briefly. "It is," he reported. "The 
hideout must be near it. Get into a 
spac�suit." 

The Meteor brought the ship down 
on its cushioning underjets. He got 
into a bulky metal suit, then took two 
exp�os:ve-pellet rifles from a rack on 
the wall. He handed one to Rankin. 
and, with the latter following, left the 
ship through the lock. 

They cautiously skirted the . other 
ship, but its portholes were dark and 
there was no sign of life about it. The 
Meteor moved forward slowly, keen 
eyes probing the' sable shadows that 
lay about the rocky terrain, the ex
plosive-pellet rifle gripped tightly in 
the metal hands of his suit. 

Then he stopped short, and placed 
a metal hand on Rankin's suit. His 
voice carried to the other by conduc
tion. 

"There's an open_ing about two hun
dred yards to the right. Looks like the 
entrance to one of the subterranean 
cities of the ancient Selenites. Be care
ful. If there's anyone in there, they'll 
shoot first and ask questions only 
when you're dead." 

Rankin. nodded. Together they be
gan to creep toward the opening. The 
Meteor took advantage of evocy rock 
and shadow. He did not approach the 
entrance directly, but angled off to
ward one side so that he could close in 
without being seen . by any guard who 
inight be stationed within it. 

There was a guard inside. The 
guard was seated upon a rock with a 
rifle t,hrown across the metal knees of 
his suit. For a full three seconds he 
stared at the muzzle of the rifle which 
the 1\Ieteor was pressing against his 
glassex helmet. Then, realizing resis
tance was useless, he raised his hands. 

Watching the guard closely, the Me
teor pressed a hand against his ·shoul
der. "Lead us inside," he commanded. 
"And no tricks, or I'll blow that hel
met from your head. You know what 
that would mean." 

The guard did. He led them surli
ly down the passageway, which de
scended at an angle beneath the sur
face of the Moon. At the other end a 
metal w::tll had been constructed. In the 

all was an airlock similar to those 
used on rocket ships. The guard 
opened the lock, his two captors fol
lowing after him. 

VANGO'S lair on the Moon was a 
seriu of vast subterranean cav

erns,· interconnected by passages. The 
caverns had once been inhabited by a 

·race of Selenites, but were now aban
doned. They had been filled with air 
so that wearing spacesuits while in 
them was unnecessary. 

The lock opened into one of these 
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large caverns. Several passageways 
opened into it. As the Meteor, Ran
kin, and the prisoner crossed the floor 
of the cavern, a horde of men sud
denly poured from each of the pas
sageways ! 

It was a trap ! 
Hot slugs began to criss-cross the 

room toward the Meteor. Brutish 
voices lifted in eagetness for the kill. 
Wave after wave of renegades poured 
toward the Meteor, shooting as they 
came ! 

The Meteor's hair-trigger nerves 
reacted instantly. He had been ex
pecting a trap all along, and had been 
a trifle worried by the fact that it was 
taking so long to be sprung. Whirling 
around, he leaped toward the nearest 
of the openings, rifle coughing as he 
ran. His raking fire crumpled down the 
thugs who were racing at him. 

In another moment the passageway 
was cleared, and the Meteor was leap
ing down it. He had to exert all his 
strength to move swiftly in the cum
bersome spacesuit. Bullets whined past 
him and clanged off the metal oi the 
suit, as the renegades leaped to the 
chase. • 

Someone was shouting orders behind 
him. "After him ! Don't let him get 
away L Extra money to the man who 
brings the Meteor down ! "  

The Meteor's lips were thinned out, 
and his steely eyes were glittering. He 
was loo?ening the fastenings of his 
suit as he ran. A side passage sudden
ly presented itself. The Meteor whirled 
into it, pausing only long enough to dis
card his suit. T,Pen he was moving 
again. 

He was at a serious disadvantage, 
he knew, in that he was not familiar 
with the innumerable passageways and 
caverns. He doubted that the thugs 
knew them all themselves. Certainly, 

they would inhabit only that portion 
nearest the lock. 

More than once he had to do\fule 
back on his tracks and flatten against 
the walls as searching thugs pounded 

· past. But, whereas they were spreading 
out and probing deeper and deeper 
into the subterranean hideout, the wily 
Meteor was moving back toward the 
lock ! He knew that they would not 
expect him ro remain so close to head
quarters-. 

Only the caverns nearest the lock 
were illuminated. The passageways, 
lighted only by the illumination that 
filtered in from the caverns, were filled 
with a murky gloom. In his black suit, 
the Meteor was almost indistinguish
able. He glided along like a ghost. 

THE PASSAGEWAY which he had 
taken led into an unlighted cav

ern. The Meteor moved into it. By 
'feeling his way along the walls; he be
came aware that the cavern was filled 
with a great number of boxes, barrels, 
and ·crates, some of which were piled 
high above his head. He listened in
tently for a moment, then pulled . a 
small flashlight from his . belt. He 
flashed it about briefly. The place was 
a storeroom. It was stocked to over
flowing with the loot which Vango had 
garnered during his bri�f career. 

Still feeling his way about, the Me
teor moved toward t h e farthermost 
end of the storeroom. When he felt 
that a sufficient number of obstruc
tions lay between him and the en
trance, he used his flashlight. He 
found an empty crate. He crawled into 
it, pulled the· cover shut, and waited 
Tor the search to die down. 

Once a group of thugs entered. They 
probed half-heartedly among the 
boxes and crates with their lamps, 
then left. 

When there was no further hint of 
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activity, the Meteor climbed from the 
crate. Using the flashlight-.cautiously, 
he began to search among the stored 
articles. A plan was rushing to comple
tion in his mind. 

The fact that most of the crates 
were marked as to what they con
tained made the search easier for the 
Meteor. In a short time he found a 
metal case of tridetonite, �n extremely 
powerful explosive which had doubt
lessly been stolen from a mining sup
ply ship. It was not exactly what the 
Meteor wanted, but it would do. A 
radio receiver which he dismantled 
from a television set, a handful of 
fuses, and a spool of wire made up the 
rest of  his supplies. Crouched in the 
glow of his flashlight, he began to 
make somethin,7,. It was a very simple 
something-but it was going to be 
very deadly. 

At last it was finished. The Meteor 
carried it carefully to the entrance 
and set it down again . He peered into 
th$! dim passageway. There was a sey
try stationed about a hundred feet 
down. Vango had doubled the guard. 

In his black-gloved hand the Me
teor balanced a capsule of tridetonite 
with attached fuse. He gripped a pro
jection in the. v�all so that, in !he feeble 
gravity of the :Moon, he would not 
hurl himself from his feet. Then he 
threw the capsule into the gloom, far 
down the passageway. He lifted the 
box again-waited. 
· Brrro-o-om !  The terrific explosion 
was deafening. 

The subterranean hideout shook 
with it. 

The guard had been knocked off his 
feet. He got up again .  "The Me! 
teor ! "  he yelled. "The Meteor !  Help ! "  
He began running toward the scene of 
the explosion. 

THERE was a grim . smile on the 
Meteor's lips as he watched the 

thugs go thundering past. His plan 
was working ! He slipped into the pas
sageway and went swiftly to the main 
cavern. It was completely deserted. I n  
a shadowed crevice near the airlock h e  
deposited the box h e  had made. Then 
he began searching for the prisoners. 

"What happened?" he heard some
one call. It was Elton's voice ! 

The l\Ieteor leaped toward the 
source. It had come from behin.d a 
metal door, one of several in the main 
cavern. He shot the lock away. In a 
smaller cavern, which had been parti
tioned off by metal screens, he found 
Elton, Pitward, and Eloise. 

With a glad cry, Elton ran forward. 
"I knew you'd come ! "  

"Q u i c k ! "  rapped the Meteor. 
There's no time _ to lose. We've got to 
get out of here _ before they return. 
Find spacesuits ! "  

"Follow me," said Elton. "I've seen 
where they keep the suits." 

"Hurry, then."  
They streamed out of  the room. El

ton opened one · of the adjacent  metal 
doors. There, hanging on hooks from 
the wall, were a number of metal 
spacesuits. Feverishly, they climbed 
into •them. 

At that moment several of the rene
gades came running back into the main 
cavern. They had gotten suspicious. 
They saw the others getting into the 
spacesuits. 

"Into the airlock ! "  snapped the Me
teor. "Run for my ship. I'll hold them 
off." 

The thugs opened fire, shouting as 
they came. 

"The Meteor !  Her, he is, boys. He's 
making a getaway ! "  

Eyes glittering, the Meteor began 
methodically to pump shots at the on
coming thugs with one hand, while he 
screwed up the fastenings of his suit 
with the other. Then he moved to-
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ward the door of the airlock, firing as 
he went. Suddenly he noticed that El
ton and the others had not left as he 
had told them to do. There had been 
rifles in the room along with the 
spacesuits. Elton, the girl, and Pit
ward were giving an excellent account 
of themselves. Their concerted fire en
abled the M�teor to reach the airlock. 

Vango was almost insane with rage. 
His blac"k mask was puffing out with 
_curses. "After them ! "  he was sc-ream
ing. "After them ! If they get away, 
I 'll murder the lot of you ! "  

Slugs spanged futilely from the met
al door of the airlock as the Meteor 
pulled it shut in the faces of the thugs. 
Then the second door was open and 
they were in the passageway that led 
up to the surface. 

"Hurry ! "  urged" the Meteor, speak
ing by conduction. "They'll be after 
us soon." 

Exhausted by the brisk race up the 
rough passageway, they stumbled out 
on the surface. Not daring to pause, 
they continued their desperate escape. 

"My ship is over there," the Meteo!" 
told Elton. "Go on ahead. There's 
something I have to do." 

HE WATCHED Elton move toward 
the ship. Then he pulled his 

arms from the metal sleeves of his 
suit. Working in the tight confines of 
the body, he b!!gan making adjust
ments upon the tiny radio sender 
strapped to his wrist. 

Then signals from that sender were 
winging through the Moon's airless at
mosphere. The signals spread out like 
the ripples made by dropping a stone 
into a still pool of water. They spread 
out-and reached the something that 
the Meteor had made and then hidden 
near the airlock in the main cavern of 
the outlaw hideout. 

A portion of the Moon's surface 
leaped up into space. Vango's subter-

ranean lair had been beneath it. Had 
there been any a;r, the gigantic explo
sion might h•ave been heard all around 
the Moon. 

"How did you do it?" asked Elton, 
as the Meteor entered the ship and be
gan climbing from his suit. "That 
blast must have knocked every trace 
of air out of there. Not a soul must be 
left alive ! "  

"It was simple," replied the Me
teor. "I merely touched off a case of  
tridetonite by radio." 

"This writes finis to Vango's ca
reer,'' said Elton. "Too bad we never 
learned who he was." 

"On the contrary, I have learned 
who he is-or was," stated the Me
teor. 

"Who?"  they gasped out simulta
neously. 

"Rankin, o.f course." The Meteor 
told them how he had encountered 
Rankin upon his return to Elton's 
home. "That's how I suspected him," 
he concluded. "What was he doing 
there without a gyroplane ?  It isn't 
conceivable that he had walked. The 
only answer is that he came with the 
criminals."  

"But what was Rankin doing at my 
home after we  had been taken away? "  
asked Elton. 

"He came back for the plans, no 
doubt. Seeing me, he had to change his 
tactics. He led me to a trap here on 
the Moon. I managed to escape .be
cause I hac! already guessed · that he 
was Vango, and was expecting a trap." 
· Pitward shook his head wondering
ly. "I 've never liked Rankin, but I'd 
never have beiieved that he was a 
c;"ok . What were his motives, any
way?" 

"Money,'' said the Meteor. "His 
rocket line was steadily losing money. 
On a promise of.rich rewards from the 
revolutionists, Rankin helped finance 
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the Venusian Redland� Uprising. 
When America put that down, he was 
destitute. Stark necessitl' forced him 
into crime, and with his business 
brains he made a good job of it. He 
wanted Elton's invention. If he 
couldn't buy it as Rankin, he decided 
to steal it as Vango. "  

A thoughtful silence descended upon 
the cabin that was broken only by the 
roar of the rockets. 

Later on the Meteor would call the 
Interplanetary Rangers and give them 
the details of his latest triumph. They 
would not be very glail to hear about 
it. Since the Meteor had begun his 
campaign on crime, the Rangers had 
become little more than a mop-up 
squad for the lonewolf adventurer._ 

"You know," said Elton suddenly, 
"I was just thinking that, instead of 
selling the government the complete 
rights to my invention, I could insert 
a clause in the contract which would 
enable other men to have its benefits 

NO MORE CLUTCH 

IT WON'T b e  long before the word 
"clutch" will pass out of the vocabu

lary of the everyday person except as a 
reference to what Johnnie and his girl 
friend do at the drive-in !  But that doesn't 
mean clutches are no longer with us. Even 
though most new cars come equipped 
with fantastically robotic automatic drives, 
they still have some sort of clutch no mat
ter under what name it may be disguised, 
"Fioopermatic" or " Supermatic . . . .  " 

· 

It remains a basic problem in engineer
ing that, when you wish to couple an en
gine which can't be slowed down to zero 
or started from zero, to a driven mem
ber, you have to use some sort of clutch. 
While until recently the commonest one 
was te dry-plate job which j st brought 
two discs together by friction, the host of 
newer clutches use fluid connections, con
nections of iron particles in liquids, mag
netic fields, and what have you. All of 
these new c1utches have their u ses and 
many of them are products of the famed 
Bureau of Standards, which spends a lot 
of time developing clutches because they 

also. That would strike a better bal
·ance." 

"I  agree with you," remarked the 
Meteor. "Secrets can be learned, you 
know-even from the government. I t  
wouldn't b e  long before half the ships 
in space were equipped with combus
tion chambers curiously like your own. 
You deserve something for the work 
you did on it. Might as well make a 
profit while men are still willipg to buy 
from you-not from someone else." 

A load of  gloom had fallen from 
Pitward's shoulders. His funereal 
countenance was split by a huge grin. 
"Paul, I knew ' you wouldn't fail me. 
You see, I didn't wimt to admit it be
fore, but my company was losing in
come almost as fast as Rankin's. Your 
invention was the only hope I had 
left. Well-somethjng tells me you're 
going to make a splendid son-in-law ! "  

Behind his helmet the Meteor's lips 
twitched. 

THE. END 

are extremely useful and necessary i n  
computing machines-as well as automo
biles. 

The latest clutching mechanism to is
sue from this organization uses another 
unique principle. It depends upon the 
piezo-electric effect in which a crystal 
changes its dimensions when an electric 
charge is placed upon it. The two-disc 
method is used, one connected to the ro
tating shaft, the other to the driven shaft, 
but crystals are mounted on one disc. To 
operate the clutchig effect, a little "juice" 
is fed the gadget, artd the crystals lock 
together. That's all there is to it, but i t  
happens rapidly which is what the scien
tists want because they want to stop and 
start computing mechanisms almost in
stantly. The crystal clutch can do just 
that. 

While this apparatu& will be restricted 
il) its u se to computers, the famous mag
netic-fluid cll)tch of the Burea of Stand
ards will even tally make its appearance 
in automobiles ( i t  has already done so in 
an experimental case) and it is only the 
laggardly conserYatism of the automobile 
industry that has prevented its wider use 
thus far, -John Weston 
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"THE ROOl\l was made o f  stainless 
steel. Long and low, it appeared to 

stretch on endlessly. And in row on .endless 
row along the glistening refrigerated walls 
were tall cylinders of glass filled with nu
triant solutions; hoses and wires ran from 
these containers through ducts into the 
complex laboratories behind the walls. The 
Breeding-Rooms were remote and perfect, 
seemingly sterile except for one awful fact 
-in each glass cylinder was a human em
brya, in varying stages of growth f-rom cell 
to completed individual. The technicians 
handled the cylinders very carefully for the 
State was severe. The Breeding-Rooms were 
sacred . . .  " 

A hundred-several hundred science-fic
tion novels and social satires have used the 
theme exemplified by the passage above. 
Artificial insemination and gestation of hu
man beings has always been an imaginative 
dream of scientists, a dream usually-and 
better-regarded as a nightmare. Whatever 
it is, however, it is not factless fantasy. In 
fact, it is surprisingly close . to the possibil
ity of realization ! 

Biologists have, for years, been able to 
take fertilized eggs from various animal 
mothers, transplant them· to other mothers 
and have succeeded in producing perfectly 
normal offspring in creatures ranging from 
aY.1oebas to rabbits. Artificial insemination 
is widely used by a great many farmers as 
a method of improving their stock. These 
matters are an old story. But various gen
etic organizations have really devised a 
technique which in its implications is 
breath-taking. T h e y have successfully 
transplanted calves still in the cellular 
stage from one cow to another I And the 
resultant animals have grown just as 
healthy as if they'd remained in their orig
inal chambers. In fact the whole purpose 
of the experimenting is to make poorly 
formed scrub cows serve as sort of synthe
tic mothers to the offspring of quality 
cows. Again fact outraces imagination. 

The only bearing this animal experimen
tation has on human beings, aside from the 
general medical information it supplies, is 
the suggestion of the possibility of saving 
the children of mothers who have been 
severely injured during pregnancy. This, of 
course, remains a remote dream. It is one 
thing to handle an animal, another to deal 
with the hyper-quality organization of 
brain and bone and tissue that constitute a 
human being. But the fact that a highly 
organized mammal like the cow can be 
treated so mechanically from a biological 
standpoint, is encouraging indeed. 

BETTER 

ROBOTS 
By 

OMAR BOOTH 

THAT ROBOTS are here to stay is not 
news. Pe�haps the robots aren't the 

high!)• imaginative creations we':ve come to 
consider them-human shapes m metal
but they exist nevertheless. Thermostats in 
refrigerators and heating equipment, re
lays for this and that, electric motors ev
erywhere-these are the true robots. With 
the advent of calculating machines they've 
come to take over even mental chores. 
There is only one trouble with robots of 
the variety we use now-most of them 
don't recognize failure and are not so· con
structed to repair that fault. 

8 7  

This i s  the main diffetence probably be
tween a human operator and a robot. But 
that's changing too. Engineers have be
gun to realize that a robot must be made 
even more reliable than a human operator. 
The question is how? 

There are a number of approaches. You 
can build in the equipment alarms, flash
ing lights and ringing bells, which will 
warn humans that something is wrong
"Fix the oil-burner, Jake !" Or you can use 
duplicate equipment and in this critical 
application that is often done. You want to 
be sure that your gadget works every 
time?-it's a cinch-simply build two of ev
erything so that in the improbable case 
that something goes wrong with number 
one, number two takes over right away 
without a single interruption. This latter 
method is being · applied widely to all sorts 
of technical apparatus in planes, household 
equipment and the like. Wherever electrical 
equipment is used including electronic 
equipment, it is possible to utilize duplicate 
circuits and duplicate elements such as 
vacuum tubes to gnarantee that the robot 
will always work. 

This method is being used with such 
success that more and mor� remote-con
trolled radio stations, electrical power dis
tributing stations, engines and what have 
you, see humans only once every six months 
or a year when the maintenance men come 
around for a check-up. It's like a human 
running to the doctor for his yearly exam
ination. As yet we're still on the threshold 
of the robotic age but it's creeping up rap
idly-and safety and reliability are cominr 
along with it ! 
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By RO BERT ARN ETTE 

Wherever they walked, panic followed them 
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Nothing like these cl'eatul'es had evel' been 

seen on Eal'lh befol'e. They came as fl'iends. 

But thek bl'and of fl'iendship was deadly 

THERE was awe and dim appre
hension in the bulging, large
pupilled eyes of Subbol as he 

turned to his companion in the space
sphere. 

"We've landed ! "  he said soberly. 
"Landed on Ommkul, the mysterious 
third planet ! " 

Garnn flicked off the power lever 
with a nervousness he had not shown 
all during the long voyage. He sat 
back in his pilot chair. and drew a long, 
shuddering breath. He was exhausted. 
B.ut he didn't allow his body to relax, 
for he was filled with a burning, fever
ish anxiety that knew no rest. 

"Yes," he whispered. "It's done. We 
of Kullgor, the fourth planet, have fi
nally managed to reach Ommkul. But 
the hardest part still lies before us, 
Subbol. We are not yet finished-" 

"No." Subbol's voice quivered. "We 
must still find life, Garnn. Intelligent 
life. Oh, I wish that we were certain 
that we shall find it here. We've spec
ulated so much during the long kons 
in space-" 

"There must be life ! "  Garnn re
torted harshly. He rose half out of his 
chair, his body taut with emotion. 
Then he sank back, eyes dulling as a 
swift tide of despair washed over 
them. "If there isn't-if there isn't, 
Subbol-then death to .our race. Even 
now the plague must be gaining head
way." 

That thought brought a black cloud 
of silence. Into the eyes of the two 
�ame a vast fear. 

Subbol rose from his chair as thoug}\ 
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he had acquired a sudden distaste for 
it. He stared into nothingness, fists 
clenched. He was as tall as the aver
age Earthman, and he had two arms 
and two legs. But there the resem
blance ended. For his chest was gro
tesquely huge, and his head was a 
large, purple dome in which only his 
eyes were visible. Nose, mouth, and 
ears were hidden in the thick beard 
that began just below the eyes. His 
body was covered with thick, purple
black hair, protection against the cold, 
keen winds that blew over the deserts 
of Mars. Like Garnn, he wore a metal
lic skirt that fell half-way to his knees. 
This was supported by a criss-crossing 
harness from which hung a large va
riety of metal objects. 

GARNN SPOKE. His tone was sad 
and bitter. · 

"We've lost so much of the old 
knowledge, the old glory- We've be
come degenerate. In the old days, a 
mere plague wouldn't have baffled us, 
sent us scurrying to another world and 
another race for assistance." 

"But the Blue Death is not an ordi
nary plague." Subbol shuddered. 
For a moment he became lost in a 
crowd of awful memories. Once again 
he walked beside solemn doctors in 
the crowded wards of the Hospital of 
Contagious Diseases back in ancient 
Thoron. And once again he saw those 
pain-contorted bodies from which 
every last vestige of hair had fallen, 
the skin a nauseous, mottled blue. In  
his ears rang chilling echoes of the 
tortured cries he had heard. The Blue 
'Death ! Nothing like it had ever been 
seen on Mars before. 

Subbol wrenched himself back to 
reality. 

"If  there is intelligent life here, 
Garnn, do you think they would be 
able to help us?" 

''They must ! "  the other gritted. 

"They must. They are the only chance 
our race has left. We can't fail now 
that we've overcome the obstacle of 
space." 

"Yes, it is agony to think that our fi
nal supreme effort might be of no avail . 
To have conquered space at last
But in our hour of dire necessity we 
succeeded. The Desert Gods were 
good."  Subbol's beard quivered. "And 
the secret lay ignored before us for six 
thousand garls. They laughed at us 
when we told them that the ancient 
Ong Kruti principle dealing with gra
vitic lines of force could be used to 
cross space. But we proved that we 
were right. Strange to think that some
thing so simple has succeeded where 
complex methods have failed. Why, a 
mere child could run our space-
sphere." 

� 

Garnn nodded. "Yes, the operation 
is simple. But enough of this. We have 
come for aid. We must seek cities, in
telligent beings. Due to our struggle 
with the stronger gravity of this planet, 
we were unable to undertake a trip of 
exploration before landing. But a re
shift of the warp factors will take 
care of that, now. 

"Reseat yourself, Subbol. We are 
taking off." 

WHISPERS RENDON and his 
men were listening fascinatedly 

to the radio. The only sound in the 
room was the excited, slightly inco
herent voice of the newscaster. 

The radio was tuned in very softly, 
so that the men had to strain forward 
to catrh every sentence. Whispers 
Rendon liked it that way because he 
hated harsh noises. But, more, he didn't 
want to attract any attention, for the 
police might become interested. Whis
pers Rendon wanted to have as little to 
do with the police as possible. For the 
police would have given their eye
teeth to get their hands on Whispers 
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Rendon. He was that bad, and the re
ward on his sleek head was tha� large. 

The newscaster on the radio was 
saying: 

"It's true, ladies and gentlemen ! 
It's true, I tell you ! The two strange 
beings from the metal sphere that 
landed yesterday in Central Park are 
from Mars ! They are Martians ! 

"This is the latest bit of informa
tion that the group of scientists en
deavoring to communicate with the 
two weird visitors have managed to 
learn thus far. Shown diagrams of the 
Solar System, the beings pointed un
hesitatingly to Mars, the fourth planet. 
Besides this, we know very little. Com
munication with them is very i:lifficult, 
consisting mainly · of signs and draw
ings. Most of the time each - group 
has to guess what idea the other is 
trying to put over. 

"But it seems clear that the two 
Martians haven't come for a mere 
good-will visit. They're trying desper
ately to tell our scientists something. 
What it is isn't clear yet, but it looks 
as though there is something wrong on 
Mars. 

"One of the two aliens gave a dem
onstration of one of the gadgets which 
hang from their metal suspenders. I t  
was like a flashlight in shape, and 
when turned on, it bored a hole right 
through one of the walls. The scien
tists were very much excited and called 
t h e device a disintegrator. It cuts 
right into anything, even several feet 
of steel. The other objects are a lot 
like the things we carry around with 
ourselves every day. T h e Martians 
haven't any pockets, so they just hang 
them up on their suspender-like skirt 
supports. They-" 

Whispers Rendon leaned forward 
and snapped off the radio. He rose to 
his feet, lighted a cigarette, and began 
to pace the floor. ;His men watched 

him uneasily. For something had come 
over Whispers Rendon. His hands 
were trembling, and his eyes glowed 
like tiny mirrors. 

Whispers Rendon paced the floor 
for some time. With pch passing min
ute the light in his eyes grew brighter. 
His men fidgeted nervously. They 
were slit-eyed, thin-lipped desper
adoes-hard. But all their degrees of  
hardness put together would hardly 
have matched that of ':Vhispers Ren
don. They watched him, and were 
afraid. 

Suddenly, Whispers Rendon whirled 
around. 

"You fools ! "  he said gently. "Don't 
you see it yet?"  His voice was soft, 
hardly above a whisper. But it· was 
very cold and yery deadly. 

His men gulped. Their heads shook 
in unison. 

Whispers Rendon looked as though 
he had expected that. The granite-set 
lines of his face twisted in a sneer. 

"Didn't you hear what the guy over 
the radio said about that disintegrator 
thing? Can't you see all the possibili
ties it opens up? Why, we've got a qn
opener that'll bust any crib in the 
country ! But we've got to play this 
right. I 've got a plan that'll tear your 
heads off. Listen."  

JT WOULD have surprised a good 
many people to see Professor Jo

hann Mund listening to a radio. For 
they knew ·him . as an old-fashioned, 
absent-minded old soul who never did 
anything but mumble over obscure ex
periments in his disorderly laboratory. 
But in the present instance they 
wouldn't have been so startled, for 
Professor Joha.tm Mund was listening 
to the latest news about the two Mar
tians who had landed in Central Park 
the previous day. That was enough to 
intere>t anyone. , 

Professor Johann Mund was short 
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and plump, with thick-lensed specta
cles over baby-blue eyes, and white 
hair that framed a cherubic face. With 
a Tyrolean hat on his head and a 
stein in his hand, he could have posed 
for a beer advertisement. People liked 
him for everything that he appeared 
to be on the surface. 

For they didn't know what was be
neath that surface. Professor Johann 
!�lund claimed to be a refugee from 
"dot terrible Stalin." But he was in 
actuality the head of a vast fifth-col
umn and espionage group that had its 
deadly tenacles spread over half the 
country. If it would have helped the 
Soviet, Professor Johann Mund would 
have murdered a dozen widows and 
orphans with as little emotion as he 
expended i n  �leaning a test-tube. 

The newscaster on the radio had be
come slightly more intelligible since the 
several hours past that Whispers Ren
don had listened to him. He was say
ing: 

":\ group o f  eminent scientists who 
have lately arrived from the Pacific 
Coast are tackling the problem of de
vising a more efficient method of com
munication with the :i\'lartians than the 
one being used at present .  One inves
tigator has mentioned the devising of 
a thought-helmet or something of the 
sort, but the general consensus of opin
ion seems to be that such devices are 
at present possible only in fantastic 
fiction. J ust how long it v;iiJ take us 
to understand the two i\Iartians clear
ly, and they us, is problematical. The 
scientists hope for an early solution. 
At present communication between 
both p3.rties is mostly guesswork. 

"A consistently disturbing fact is 
t hat the two ::\Iartians are anxiously 
trying to tell us something. Our under
standing of what this- might be is too 
vague even to make a guess. But it  
must be something terrible. 

"Investigation of  the spherical 
space-ship in which the Martians 
landed shows it to be very simple i n  
principle, operation and construction. 
We don't k now what makes it go, and 
probably won't until the two Martians 
are able to explain it to us. However, 
engineers from one of our largest tech
nical institutes are confident that they 
will soon solve the secret ." 

pROFESSOR Johann !�lund snapped 
off  the radio. Something about 

what he had heard had transformed 
him into a cherubic Satan. His blue 
eyes glittered like chips of  glacial ice, 
and his full lips were contorted in a 
soundle?s snarl. There was something 
immensely pleased, triumphant in that 
snarl. 

Professor Johann Mund began to 
pace the floor o f  his study. He made a 
fist of one pudgy hand and slowly 
smacked this into the palm of the 
other, as though that added impact to 
every step of the diabolic plan that 
was taking shape in his mind. His 
smile took on something of unholy 
glee. 

Finally be went to the door. 
"Engle ! "  he called. "Horst ! "  
Shortly, two men appeared. They 

slid into the study and the door closed 
softly behind them. They stood at rigid 
attention beforP. Professor Johann 
l\lund. 

Engle and Horst were very little 
different from Whispers Rendon's 
1�1en , ex:�pt that a fanatical light 
burned in their eyes. People knew 
them as Professor Johann Mund's lab
oratJry '.!Ssistants. But a discerning 
eye would have seen that their ramrod 
backs were accustomed to military uni
forms instead of the smocks of  scien
ti fie workers. 

"Tonight we strike a great blow for 
the Cause ! "  Professor J ohann lVIund 
anoounced. ' ·Tonight this cursed 
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country ceases to be an obstacle to the 
plans of our Leader. You have been 
listening to the news over the radio 
regarding the two men from Mars ? "  

"Yes, your excellency," Engle and 
Horst replied together. 

Professor Johann Mund leaned to
wards them. His voice trembled with 
emotion. 

"The space-ship, you dolts, the 
space-ship ! Can't you see the tremen
dous possibilities it  opens up? Think 
what an irresistible weapon it  would 
make for the Fatherland !  A ship that 
needs no fuel, no bases. A ship that 
can go around the world in a night. 
And in addition, its construction and 
operation is simplicity itself. Why, our 
factories could turn out dozens of them 
in a· month ! • 

"I have a plan. Listen, you thick-
heads, listen ! "  

�'"fWO O'CLOCK in  the morning is 
ordinarily a very dull hour in the 

detective division of Police Headquar
ters. Nick Warde, 'who ran the night 
detail, had his feet propped up on his 
desk, and was trying desperately to 
keep awake by gazing fixedly at the 
front cover of a tattered copy of the 
Police Gazette. His door was opened 
invitingly for company, but Grabner, 
who worked out of the Missing Per
sons Bureau, and who usually shared 
dull mornings like this with him, was 
probably locked fast in the arms of 
Morpheus. Through the opening drift
ed the clicking of teletypes, and once 
in a while a distant telephone rang. 

Nick Warde tossed the magazine 
aside disgustedly, and decided to let 
nature take its course, when Murchi
son, a civil clerk on the night staff, 
burst into the room. Murchison looked 
as though he had just been hit over 
the head. 

Murchison gulped his voice into ac
tion. 

"Warde, you-you know those two 
Martians? A call just came in. They're 
gone-and so is their space-ship ! "  

Murchison whirled around and gal
loped for the office of Acting Night 
Chief_ Nielsen. Nick Warde leaped af
ter him. 

Nielsen digested the news in stolid 
silence for several seconds. 'then he 
burst to his feet. 

" Hell's bells I Call out the squad 1 "  
Hearing the sudden commotion, a 

group of drowsy-eyed · reporters boiled 
out of the press room. They were 
streaking from the building even be
fore Murchison had iinished explain
ing. 

Warde and Nieisen ran for the ele
vators and shot down to the garage. 
Warde slid behind the wheel of a 
squad car and kicked the motor into 
furious life. He and Nielsen were the 
first ones up the ramp and into the 
street, siren wailing. 

The two Martians had been quar
tered in one o f  New York's largest 
hotels, more as an advertising stunt 
than a gesture of generosity on the 
part of the owners. Business for the 
hotel had boomed amazingly, and day 
and night crowds filled its lobby and 
thronged before its ornate doors. It 
was so, now. 

Warde and Nielsen, a squad <of unl· 
formed officers following at their 
heels, pushed th�r way through the 
crowd and entered. the hotel. An ele· 
vator was waiting for them. They shot 
up to the floor where tha two Mar· 
tians had been living, the 'second high
est in the hotel. 

THE NIGHT manager was wringing 
hli hands and look.i.nJ like a man 

who ha. just lost a fOO!It that lays 
golden eggs. Behind him stood a har
assed-faced house detective. 

"They're g o  n el." the manage.w: 
wailed. ".Gonel." 
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"How'd it  happen? "  Nielsen barked. 
''I-I don't know. One of your men 

gave the alarm." 
A pale-faced plainclothes m a n  

stepped forward . He saluted. 
"I was the one who found out about 

it, sir. I was on duty before the door 
with Richardson, over there. We-we 
were both pretty nervous · keeping 
watch over a couple o-f nightmares like 
that-er-excuse me, sir. But we were 
both pretty nervous. About one-thirty 
we heard a noise in the room-several 
noises, in fact, as though they were 
doing something. But we didn't inves
tigate at once, because we just had or
ders to stand at the door, and sorta 
keep them in the room. 

"But after a while it got r e a I 
quiet-too quiet, and me and Richard
son got .to wondering. We decided it  
would be a good idea to kind of look 
in and see what was what. I did
and-and they were gone, sir ! "  

"If anything comes o f  this, it's 
back to pounding a beat for both of 
you ! "  Nielsen snarled. 

Warde saw a door ajar across the 
room. He went to it, and found him
self gazing into a bedroom. But the 
thing that caught and held his atten
tion was an open window that gave 
out to a fire escape. 

Warde shouted and reached the win
dow iq three leaps. He ga•.ed down
ward. Sprawled in the illuminated 
courtyard far below were three limp 
figures. Even at th:s height he could 
make out the_ blue of their uniforms. 
Another thing he noticed was that the 
courtyard gave out to a service alley:. 

Nielsen charged into the room with 
an excited, "What is it ?"  The others 
peered cautiously through the open 
door. 

Warde pointed to the fire escape. 
"Window was open. Two and two 

make four." 
Nielsen stuck his head out the win-

dow. He saw the figures in the court
yard. 

"Hell's bells ! Flaherty, Wronski, you 
two go down there and see what's the 
matter." 

Several minutes later, the two des
ignated officers returned. Their faces 
were green and their eyes had a 
haunted, terrified gleam. 

"They're d e a d, sir ! "  Wronski 
husked. "All of 'em are dead. Heads 
bashed in." 

Warde's eyes narrowed to slits and 
muscles tautened in his face. 

"It  looks," Nielsen said very soft
ly, "like we were playing host to a 
couple of Frankensteins. Better get the 
Commissioner, the l\Iayor, and the 
State Militia in on this. Come on, 
W3jde, we're going to Central Park." 

CENTRAL PARK had been filled 
with crowds of curious who had 

come to ogle the :Martian space-ship. 
The walks had teemed with life, and 
there had been the noise of excited 
voices and moving feet. The animals 
in the zoo had caught some of the con
tagion and had roared incessantly. 

But now· it was quiet. Very quiet. It 
had become a place of the dead. 

Or so it seemed to Warde and Niel
sen, the men who had come with 
them, and all the others who had been 
drawn to the park by the news and 
the excitement. For, sprawled in all 
positions and everywhere one looked, 
were hundreds of still figures. It was 
as though everyone in Central Park 
had suddenly become tired, lain down, 
and gone to sleep. 

The cause of the sleep, as a small 
army of doctors later determined, was 
some f o r m of anaesthetic gas 
which had knocked everyone in the 
park unconscious as quickly as a man 
bats an eyelid. 

But the most startling part of it all 



THE INVOLUNTARY ENEMY 95 

was the disappearance o f  the space
ship. Only a ucpression in the sward 
r.:ma'ned to show where it had stood. 
T:1e cordon of police who had stood 
guard about, the sphere .was as un-
consc:ous as the rest. 

· 

N:ck Warde- stared into the night. 
J-Es voice was low, ominous. 

"It's clear. It's all dear. They left 
the hotel by means of the fire esca�e, 
kill!n� the thrE� guards at the bot-. 
tom. Then they came here and some
how knoc!.-ed out everyone in the park. 
They took tl1cir ship and left. They 
wouldn't ha·•e done that if they were 
friendly." 

"You're right ,"  Nielsen said slowly. 
"There's going to be trouble. If what 
I 'm thinking is true, there's going to 
be a war that 'll make the last one look 
like a dog-fight in comparison." 

With a st rong sense o f  impending 
disaster, Warde found himself think
ing along the same lines. The old fan
t:tsy of Earth's beinJ invaded by Mar
t;ans wasn't a fantasy any more. 

JT WAS DARK in the basement, and 
it was cold and damp. Occasionally 

the dismal hoot of a river boat drifted 
in. 

"I do not understand,': Subbol said. 
"I really do not understand." 

Garnn stirred. The ropes which 
bound him were very tight. 

"They have given us very little to 
unclerstand," he replied. 

In the dan�; gloom the tones of their 
vo;c.�s were in finitely sad. 

"I t;10u;;ht these people of Ommkul 
haj finally understood us, and were 
going to give us their aid. When two 
of them appeared at one of the little 
transparent doors in the wall and took 
us down the long metal stairway, I 
was very glad, for I thought our ap
peals were being answered at last. But 
they turned strange weapons on us, 

put us in one of their mobile ma
chines, and brought us here. They tied 
us up with stron;; ropes, like men who 
have done wrong. Now we are prison
ers. I cannot imagine that this is their 
way of helping us." Subbol shook his 
head. 

"No, they cannot be helping us," 
Garnn decided. His voice choked. "We 
must do somet�ing, Subbol ! We can
not remain here. Our peop1e are dying. 
The plague must be increasing in force 
and fury all the time." The thoughts 
arcompanying his words had aroused 
a frenzied ·desperation. He hurled him
self furiously against his bonds. But 
he had no strength in Ommkul's heavi
er gravity. Listlessly, he slumped back 
against the mattress. 

"There is nothing we can do," Sub
hoi said, with bitter weariness. "We 
and our people are doomed." 

ACTING Night Chief Nielsen had 
· 

a radio in his office. He, Warde, 
and Grabner were listening to it. With 
them was J immy Mackay. 

Jimmy Mackay was a reporter on 
the Express. In fact he was the Ex
press' star reporter. Those who knew 
him said he had a nose that could 
seent news a mile away, even before 
it happened. He was surprisingly 
young in view of all the honors he had 
rea�ed during his short career. 

The newscaster on the radio was 
excited a��ain. 

"-and during these two months fol
lowing the disappearance of the Mar
tians strange things have been occur
ing here in New York. Banks have 
been robbed, jewelry hoyses looted. 
No safe or vault however · strong has 
been able to withstand these mysteri
ous assaults. In every case, the metal 
seems to have been cut t�rough as a 
knife cuts through butter. There 
seems to be little doubt in the minds 
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of everyone that the disintegrator de
vices which the two l\Iartians pos
sessed are responsible. 

"Are the l\fartians behind these in
credible burglaries? That seems to be 
the only answer. But the question is 
why? Why, ladies and gentlemen ? Of 
what possible use to the Martians could 
be Earthly monetary units of ex
change, stocks, bonds, securities? 

"Or is there some deeper signifi
cance behind all this? Something 
which we can't see at present ?  

"What was i t  that the two Mar
tians had been trying so desperatetly 
to tell us? Could it be a warning of 
invasion ? Then why-" 

Nielsen shut the radio off with an
gered suddenness. 

"The damn fool ! He'll be starting 
a panic pretty soon. Lord knows, 
things are bad enough already." 

"Right," Warde replied. "Those 
Martians started something. Business 
falling off, people moving out into the 
country, crowds watching the sky-" 

Jimmy :Mackay stood up. He began 
to button his coat. There was a trou
bled light in his eyes. 

"Going out on a hunch?"  Warde 
asked. He a;;ked this jokingly, but his 
5�ze was without humor. For Jimnry 
l\lackay was always having hunches
stranges hunches which had more than 
once proved to be correct. This pro
pensity went deeper then mere intui
tion. It  was somehow as if J immy 
l\Iackay knew where, when, and how 
things were going to happen. 

"Yeah," said Jimmy Mackay. ' · I  
have a powerful hunch about some
thing. See , you later." He grinned, 
waved a hand, and left. 

Jll\Il\1Y l\IACKA Y got into his car 
and headed for the River. He had 

been killing time at Headquarters, had 
been waiting for· the night to · deepen. 

For he intended to do something that 
required darkness and deserted streets. 

He was acting on a hunch again
an extraordinarily powerful hunch 
this time. Something was wrong, and 
J immy was going to investigate it. He 
didn't know what it was. All he knew 
was that he had been driving his car 
through a particularly run-down sec
tion of . river neighborhood when he 
had received an appeal for help so 
strong that it had caused him to jam 
on his brakes. 

It had been earlier in the day. Jim
my had sat in his car and , looked 
around and listened. He hadn't heard 
anything, nor had he seen anything. 
But that weird appeal for help had 
still been there. It had taken him sev
eral minutes to realize that the call 
for help had been in his mind. 

Hunches had come to him before. 
But this flash of something deeper 
than intuition had bothered him. The 
newspaper business had bred caution 
into Jimmy Mackay. He decided to 
wait until night before he did any 
i nvestigating. For the neighborhood of 
his intended operations was an un
savory district, inhabitated by shifty 
humans who lived one jump ahead 
of the Law. There would be danger. 

When Jimmy Mackay reached the 
street that was his objective, he cut 
the speed of his car down to a slow 
cruise. His eyes were wide and his 
mouth was pressed into a thin line. 
He kept his mind oper and taut for 
any outside message. 

Reuse: drifted by one by one. And 
then-and then he had it ! It was the 
same appeal for help, but weaker now, 
dimmer in intensity. Jimmy's heart 
leaped. 

He stopped the car, shoved a short 
chisel and a flashlight into his pock
ets. Then he got out and looked 
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around. He kept in the shadows as he 
looked. 

A fog had drifted in
· 
from the river 

and surrounded the houses with a dim 
grey veil. Streetlights glimmered 
murkily. The houses looked like squat 
spectres. 

The mental appeal was like a ghost 
moanin:; in Jimmy's mind. He sought 
desperately among the houses. From 
which was it comin:;? 

He began walking, following the di
rection from wh!ch the appeal came 
strongest. Presently, he jot!nd himself 
standing before a building which 
seemed a bit more slovenly than the 
others. That the messa�e was coming 
from here, he felt certain. 

Jimmy glanced swiftly up and down 
the street, then duc1•ed into the area
way which led to the rear of the house. 
He found a sagging basement window 
and got the chis�! to work. The wood 
was rotten frum years . of continual 
rhoisture. He soon had the window 
open with little noise, and slid into· 
the dank, dark interior of a cellar, 

Jimmy was breathing fast. The 
palms of his hands were clammy with 
perspiration. He got out the flashlight 
and turned it on. 

He almost screamed as the white 
beam came to rest on the bound fig
ures of Garnn and Subbol. 

NICK. WARDE and the others 
whirled around, then stared in 

incredulou� disbelief · as Jimmy Mac
kay entered HeadquL"ters in tow of  
the blanket-wrapped figures of  Garnn 
and Subbol. They hadn't said anything 
at first, because they weren't able to. 
But now hoarse gasps arose. 

"Speak of the devil ! "  
husked. "Where-where did 
'em, Mackay? I thought-". 

Nielsen 
you get 

Jimmy :Mackay explained so fast 
that his words tripped and tumbled 
over each other. 

. "I told you I had a hunch-a stroncr 0 
hunch. I thought I 'd find something 
interesting in one of the houses down 
in the river district. I did. I found 
these two. They were lying tied up 
down in the cellar-prisoners. Some 
gang kidnaped the� so they could get 
the disintegrator devices which the 
Martians had. This gang, whoever it 
is, used the disintegrators to go in for 
wholesale burglary. They . kept the 
Martians hidden so that people would 
get the idea that they were doing it." 

Jimmy Mackay had expected his 
news to create a furor, But he re
alized now that it hadn't registered 
upon his listeners. He was bewildered. 

"What-what's the matter?" Jimmy 
Mackay sensed it now, as his own ex
citement died away. His susceptibility 
to the thoughts and emotions of others 
told him that something was vastly 
wro\)g here in Headquarters. There 
was a tension,· a vast fear. � 

Phones were ringing one after the 
other in a sort of alarmed haste, stac
cato and harsh. The teletypes were 
clicking madly as if they had little 
time in which to complete the mes
sages they were sending. Sirens were 
wailing as car after car roared away 
from Headquarters and out into the 
streets. · There was excitement, confu
sion-and fear, 

Jimmy Mackay's eyes were wide. 
"What-" 
"Y c;1've explained one thing very 

nicely," Nick Warde snapped. "But 
you haven't explained this ! "  He 
thrust a sheaf of reports into Jimmy 
Mackay's face. "How do you explain 
the fleet of Martian space-ships 
which have just bombed San Fran
cisco-which are now b o m b i n g 
Chicago?"  

JIMMY MACKAY glanced at  the 
reports, his face turning slack 

a.nd white. It was true. Metal sphe.res 



98 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES 

• 
identical to the one in which Garnn 
and Subbol had landed, were now 
bombing Chicago. It was night, but 
the ships had been seen against the 
stars, with the reflected gleam of the 
city lights on their metal hulls. 

There was excitement and fear i n  
Headquarters, because the ships 
could soon be over New York. 

Jimmy Mackay whirled to Garnn 
and Subbol. His thoughts leaped out 
to them, concentrated and forceful by 
the urgency that was in his mind. 

"Ships-space-ships just like 
yours-are attacking our cities. Are 
your people invading· our planet?"  

Garnn answering thoughts were 
hurt, bewildered. 

'·'But that is impossible! It-it can
not be l I have already explained to 
you that we have come to your world 
to seek your help in combating a ter
rible plague which is ravaging our 
planet. My people are dying. They 
would have no thought of invasion. 
They would be interested only in  
saving their own lives, not  taking the 
lives of others." 

· 

This was as logical as it was true, 
Jimmy Mackay felt. He r e I  a y c d 
Garnn's thought verbally to the 
others. 

Nielsen shook his head. His face 
was hard. 

"They're pulling the wool over 
your eyes, · Mackay. They're from 
another world. We. don't know any
thing about them-can't trust them. 
They escaped from the hotel, killing 
three guards . . They took their ship 
and went back to their world and told 
their people what pushovers we were. 
Then they came back here. They let 
you find them. They got something 
up their sleeves."  Nielsen's voice be
came hard and flat. 

"Get out 'of the way, Mackay. 
They're our prisoners-prisoners of  

war. They're going to be handed over 
to higher authorities ."  

"But ,you can't do this l"  Jimmy 
l\Iackay cried. "You don't under
stand, they're not responsihle for the 
attack, they're the only ones who can 
do anything to stop it. They built the 
sphere originally. By imprisoning them 
them you're dooming America ! "  

''You're a dupe, Mackay ! "  Nielsen 
snarled. "Get out of the way, I tell 
you, or-" 

Then Jimmy Mackay did the only 
thing that could be done if Amarica 
was to be saved from destruction. His 
hand darted to the gun hanging limp 
in the fist of a bewildered patrolman. 
A swift jerk, and it was in his own . 

"Stand back l "  he gritted, crouching, 
e�s blazing. "Stand back, I tell you l 
I'll shoot ! I can't let your stupidity 
destroy this country." Herding the 
two Martians behind him, he began to 
move for the door. He got clear, be
cause chaos had descended every
where upon the city. 

Space-ships were gleaming in the 
sky, and bombs were beginnnirfg to 
crash and thunder. 

WHISPERS RENDON lochd his 
grip and looked around with a 

wolfish smile. 
"Well, that's that. I'm leaving for 

South America. I don't care what the 
rest of the guys do. You all �ot 
enough dough to be able to take care 
of yourselves. We sucked the burg dry 
with those Martian can-openers. 

"And that reminds me. Slig, you go 
dowr. in the basement and bump off 
those two horrors. We don't need them 
anymore. Their disintengrator-things 
are burned out anyway."  

Slig nodded, took out  his gun, and 
left the room. He returned with haste. 

"They're gone, Chief !  They got 
away. Somebody cut their ropes l "  
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"The hell ! " Whispers Rendon 
snarled. "Oh, wel·l, we're leaving now 
anyway:" 

But as Whispers Rendon finished 
speaking, a bomb from one of Profes
sor Johann Mund's psuedo-Martian 
space-ship fleet dropped squarely on 
the house and blew him an·d his men 
into a thousand pieces of blasted flesh, 
strewing them over an area of hun
dreds of yards. It was hardly Fate 
that had a hand in this, for Professor 
Johann Mund had rigged up an in
genious bomb-placing contrivance on 
the spheres that did a very efficient 
and complete job of destruction. 

pROFFESSOR Johann Mund was 
high above the rest of the destroy

ing spheres, directing operations. He 
was immensely pleased with the way 
things were beginning to burn in sev
eral parts of the city. 

"A few minutes more, and we move 
on to Washington," he said. "We do 
not wish to destroy too completely a 
country which is soon to be ours. The 
chief purpose of this raid is to show 
the pigs our power." 

Engle and Horst ri o d d e d. They 
were wearing uniforms, now . .  

Professor Johann Mund smiled 
greedily. 

"The Leader will not overlook the 
parts we have played in this. Our re
wards will be .large-very large." 

And then, suddenly, Professor Jo
hann Mund gasped and his eyes 
bulged. For the spherical ships of his 
fleet were dropping, falling through 
the air to burst like ever-ripe melons 
on the streets of the city far below. 

Professor Johann Mund expe
rienced a sudden, sickening sensation. 
He screamed in terror. His sphere was 
falling, too-

GARNN lowered the strange appa
ratus which he had been pointing 

at' the sky. He sighed in exhaustion.  
"It is  over," his thought whispered. 

"The last of them are down." 
Jimmy Mackay sat down on the 

curb and put his head on his arm and 
cried. His thin body shook with great 
sobs. Garnn and Subbol stood by un
comfortably, because they did not 
quite understand. Keyed to the break
ing point during the last half-hour, 
Jimmy Mackay was finding relief 
from the terrific nervous tension un
der which he had been laboring. 

It had been a nightmare for him. 
After his escape from Headquarters 
with the two Martians, they had 
skulked through dark alleys to avoid 
the skrieking, panic-stricken mobs 
which milled in chaotic confusion i n  
the streets. H e  had helped the two Mar
tians assemble the materials for the 
device which had brought down the 
spheres. With the aid of the flashlight 
which he had somehow kept with him, 
he had gathered bits of broken glass, 
string, and discarded metal. He had ri
fled a deserted hardware store for the 
rest. Then, in the shelter of the bot
tom of a deep cellar stairway, he had 
held the dimming flashlight while 

' Garnn and Subbol feverishly assem-
bled the device. 

Garnn had pointed the crude thing 
at the spheres in the sky, and it had 
worked. The spheres had come crash
ing down to earth. 

It was all over now. Jimmy Mackay 
remembered this and stood up. He 
pointed to the device which Garnn 
held. 

"You haven't told me what it does 
or hbw it works," he reminded. 

Garnn nodded. 
"This apparatus is similar to one in 

our space sphere, a unit which enables 
us to ascend or descend. In a gravita-
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tiona! pull, the ship warps the lines of 
force, bending them around itself to 
form a sort of supporting cushion. 
This is done by a field, which I can
not explain to you except in complex 
mathematical symbols. Altering the 
field of the ship, alters the strength of 
its supporting cushion of forces. Thus 
it  ascends or descends, moves forward 
or backward. This device is so con
structed as to nullify completely the 
effects of the field. With nothing to 

support them, the spheres dropped." 
JimmyMackay's eyes gleamed. 
"Hang on to that thing," he said. 

"We might need it later." 
"But the plague-" Subbol cried. 

"Will your people now help us combat 
the plague?" 

"They will," Jim Mackay answered. 
"After we get things straightened out, 
they'll be glad to. Come on, we'll go to 
Headquarters and start explaining 
right now." 

THE END 

The Stars 

Are Sti l l  Boss 

EVEN THOUGH modern sea and a2rial 
navigation is enormously aided by ra

dio and radar, the ultimate judge of posi
tion is reference to the stars. Astrogation 
is the poitive and absolute way of locat
ing position and the ship's captain or the 
aircraft pilot takes his "shot of the Sun" 
with a sextant when he wants to know ex
actly where he is. It is 

-
not generally re

.a!Tzed that positional astronomy is a very 
important subject . indeed. In addition the 
five outer planets and their po3itions, 
along with the positions of the Moons of 
Jupiter, form a network to which as
tronomical positional reference i3  frer;ucnt
ly lnade. 

The positions of the outer planets are 
compiled in a famous almanac computed 
decades ago. Few tasks are more tedious 
than the computation of such an almanac 
and, because of the difficulty, errors are 
prone to crop up. The tables giving plan
etary positions are frequently corrected 
and checked, but human beings, especially 
computers, are not infallible. In addition, 
with the tables .computed so long ago, the 
years which are coming up demonstrate 

cumulative errors which will be very harsh 
on a user. Evidently, then, theze naviga
tional and planetary position tables are in 
need of a complete overhauling. 

Thanks to the modern mi racle of elec
tronic calculating machines, the tables of 
stellar and plane:ary positions are going to 
get just tha�. a comple:e recalculation and 
overhaul, whic:1 will correct and revise the 
tables to tl'e point where f · 0y will be good 
�r ilic Mxt hw c���oo ! 

-

The c!�c:ron!c calcula�Ol' makes it pos
sible to do all this work ahno3t automatic
ally and with the a3surance of practically 
no error at all, to as many decimal places 
as are desired. When you figure that the 
entries in the tables req•1ire hundreds of 
thousanc!s of laborious compu:ations, which 
normally, as they have i n  the past, would 
talce many years. to compile, it  is wonder
ful to sc� a mechanical "brain" doing the 
entire job in a matter of weeks-and doing 
it i n  an infinite:y more r�liable fashion ! 

While the errors in planetary position 
have l:een graC:ually cropping up, the mat
ter hasn't really been too serious. How
ever, in the next few decades it would be
come so. f nd above all,  if rocketry and 
in �erplanetary flight come within these 
approachin� decades-as they certainly 
mu3t-then accurate as�ro�ational tables 
are a necessity. Fortunately they're ready. 

Contr:ny to some opinion, it is likely 
that rad'o and radar g-uides in interp1anet
ary flig-llt, especially in the beginning-, will 
be rare. T!1e most rel iebl e guide just as it 
is in navigation, wil l  he a3trogatior.al ob
servation. You find you r in�erplane:ary 
position by taking angular shots of the 
Sun and of the planets. Then trigonometry 
gives you your position down to a fraction 
of a mile. Several universi ties already offer 
regular courses in interplanetary astroc-a
tion and the theory is al l worked out 
along with the practice I Astrogation is no 
mystery . . • .  



TAKE - OFF 
"HEY, JOHNSO N !" Somebody's got 

me by the shoulder and is shaking 
rr.e violently. I come out of the fog and 
open my sleep-drugged eyes. It's McReady. 
He grins. "Come on, get out of the sack. 
Number Two's not pushing out any cur
rent. Let's go." 

"0. K." I say, dragging myself to my 
feet, "I'm coming." I glance through the 
bull's-eye quartz port at the barren Lunar 
"terrain" and I shiver. If ever there was 
a misnomer, "Luna City" was it. We're 
occupying aluminum huts and holes in 
the ground and we call it a city. 

I slip into a space suit, all except the 
h_elmet_. and walk down the forty-foot cor
ndor mto mess. Clancy's got the pot on 
and hot coffee knocks the sleep right out 
of me. McReady's at the drawing board 
doing some computations. There are only 
eight of us establishing man's first Lunar 
base and we'1·e always busy. There's al
ways something to do. Because I'm the 
electrical expert in charge of power, light 
and communications, I'm always going and 
I"m a little proud of the fact that in a 
way I'm the second most important man 
?n the expedition. Only Clancy is more 
Important-and not because he's cook 
either. _ It's because he's in charge of hy
dropom cs and he makes our air. Wein
berg, the surgeon, helps, but Clancy's the 
big boy there. 

Maybe I better give you a pic:ure of 
how we've laid out things. After we put 
down the first rocket-and that was the 
trip !-every two months a supply rocket 
comes in and unloads more and more stuff. 
�o far we've had one-we've been on 
Luna four mon:hs. In .that time, in spite 
of my kidding, we've built a base. It isn't 
muc:1 as bases go, but for a first extra
terrestrial base it's terrific. We've four 
aluminum huts linked together with alu
minum tunnels, everything insulated, and 
we're borin:\' holes into the side of the 
mo:mtain against which we've located. It's 
a dense limestone, noneporous and we're 
cutting in gallerie3, perfect!; insulated 
air-tight and pro tot)· pes for future living 
on the Moon. Hydroponics and the closed
cycle give us ail· and water. While we 
live on cam.ICd food, we'll eventually get 
around to I'aismg our own-already Clancy 
has given us pumpkin pie-from the hy
droponics garden which we've located in 
�he fi rst g·allery. All in all, Luna City 
IS t:1k 111g ,,�.pe coilsidering how few men 
are shaping her. 

1 0 1  

By H UGO BRANT 
T e n  more will come on the next rocket 

and we've been arranging for living quar
ters. But life is a struggle, with the en
vironment so completely artificial. The 
Moon .supplies absolutely nothing except 
msulat1on and space. Everything else is 
man-made, though . sometime, maybe, we'll 
be able to work w1th the raw material of 
the surface--if chemistry and nuclear 
physics ever get to such a practical stage. 
In the meantime, we're here to build a 
base and we're doing that. 

Power comes from sunlight--as does 
heat. I've set up the system and it's work
ing like a charm. I've got two thhty-foot 
parabolic mirro1·s set in tiltable "mounts. 
They look flimsy but in the vacuum of the 
Moon they'll last forever. They focus o n  
two DeLaval turbo-generawrs, using mer
curY" vapor-actually they focus on the 
boilers while the generators are in Hut 
number one. They produce one hundred 
and twenty volts A.C.-twer.ty kilowatts 
each. Not much by Terran standards, but 
enough with judicious handling to supply 
us with light, heat, and power for the 
tools. We need more power, of course, and 
the next ship is going to bring five more 
of the units. That'll make all the differ
ence in the world, because then McReady 
won't have to watch that every light is 
used carefully ! · 

We run the A.C. through selenium rec
tifiers so that we can store our juice in 
a battery system. This is an annoyance, 
but also a necessity, since we miss out on 
sunl-ight for four days out of each month 
-even tn our ideal location. At that time 
work stops because we can't afford the 
power. 

I got to work on the DeLaval right 
away. Because of the danger of mercury 
vapor we've kept the generators in a sep
arate hut. The trouble turned out to be a 
dirty relay and it wasn't difficult to fix. 

I went back to mess and had a regular 
breakfast while I talked with McReady. 

"What's our major problem, Johnson?" 
he asked me almost rhetorically, but I 
an swered before he could. 

''TransPortation." 
"Right," he nodded absent-mindedly as 

if he were thinking out loud. "And that's 
where you come in. Soon we're going to 
have power to spare-including batteries. 
Using that as a clue--" he grinned "-I 
want you to build something that'll roll 
on that scraggly surface." He gestured (continued on page 120) 
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I AM THE most unfortunate of  
men," Mournful Moggs remarked 
disconsolately. "My e n e m i e s  

surroun� me on every hand, nev
er overlooking the slightest opportu
nity to add more dirt to my already 
sullied name. Look at what they're try
ing to do to me this time-blame me 
for starting the war between Earth and 
Uranus all over again." 

He sighed hugely. "They'll get me 
this time, Jupe. The entire Earth Fleet 
will be after me. I 'd start ordering my 
tombstone right now, i f  I could only 
think of a suitable epitaph." 

Jupe Holt, reclining on a cot across 

By 

WALT 

the tiny room, g;inned delightedly. He 
wasn't deceived. It was quite apparent 
to him that Mournful Moggs was 
thinking up something which would 
prove particularly irritating to his ene
mies. 

"How's this for an epitaph, Chief?" 
Jupe Holt boomed. " 'Every man's 
hand was against him, yet he bit those 
hands not, but fed them kindly and 
generously' ."  

Mournful Moggs replied drt.ly, "As 
a composer of epitaphs, Jupe, you're 
an excellent navigator." He got out of  
his·chair and began to pace the metal 
floor. Tall and lanky, he walked with 
a slight stoop. His long face wore its 
usual expression of deep gloom, and 
his brown eyes were melancholy. Incon
gruously enough, he was garbed in a 
dashing, colorful space uniform, cut 
according to the latest dictates of 
Twenty-third Century fashi"on. 

"l\fy l i fe is one trouble after an-

Moul'nful Moggs was the Sad Sack. 

of the spaceways. He got blamed 

fol' so many things that he had 

his tombstone cal'ved in advance 

1 03 
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other," Mournful said somberly. 
"While the war was· going on, I got 
blamed for looting an Earth army 
transport ship of its cargo, when you, I, 
and the rest of t-he men knew very well 
that the cargo was munitions being sent 
to the Uranians by unscrupulous manu
facturers on Earth. If  the Uranians 
had gotten that cargo of munitions, 
Earth would have been defeated in the 
battle of Callisto. 

"And now that the war is over, 
I'm being blamed for trying to g�t it 
started again. A ship disguised as an 
Earth Fleet vessel attacked the Ura
nian envoy ship while it was en route 
to Earth to sign the armistice-and our 
old friend, Inspector Welton of the In
terplanetary Rangers, laid it to me 
quicker than you can blink an eye. 
The hot-tempered Uranians were sat
isfied, and they're signing the armistice 
right now. But whoever it was . behind 
the attack will try again. Somebody 
wants to prevent peace between Earth 
and Uranus, and is trying to keep the 
war going. If Fuzzy and Dino don't 
learn something, I'll go to my grave 
without an epitaph or a tombstone." 

JUPE HOLT stirred his ponderous 
bulk on the cot. He dwarfed other 

men just as his namesake Jupiter 
dwarfs its sister planets. Crisp blond 
hair tumbled about his massive head. 
His nose spoke of numerous spaceport 
saloon brawls, and a scar across his 
left cheek showed where a heat beam 
had seared at some time in the past. 
He said slowly: 

"You're right, Chief. Somebody 
wants the war to go on, all right. If we 
knew who it was-but hell, who'd be
lieve us? Even if we-" He broke off. 
A green light on one wall had flashed 
a signal. "Hey, chief !  Looks like Fuzzy 
and Dino are back. "  

Mournful nodded quickly and strode 
to the airlock, where. he pulled the 

.opening levers. A spacesuited form 
nearly as large as Jupe entered. Behind 
it came a smaller one. The two began 
divesting themselves of the heavy, cum
bersome garments. 

Koltar Ong-or "Fuzzy", as he was 
known to the others-got out of his 
suit first. He was a gnome-like little 
Martian. Little could be· seen of him 
for the thick black pelt that covered 
him from head to foot. 

Fuzzy squeaked, "Chie f !  There's 
trouble brewin' I Hell's goin' to pop ! 
Chief-" 

"Put the little ape in a corner until 
he calms down," the high, acid voice 
of Tolog Xath broke in.  Purposely, he 
allowed his limp spacesuit to fall over 
Fuzzy's small form, hiding the little 
Martian almost completely. 

Fuzzy squealed in rage. "You over
grown lizard ! I'll hit you on top of 
your skull so hard that you'll be pick
in'  toenails out of your teeth ! "  

"Hah ! "  said Tolog Xath. "Try it: 
and I'll peel you like a banana." The 
huge, scale-covered Venusiau was bet
ter known as Dino, which was short 
for Dinosaur, an appclation spitefully 
hung on him by Fuzzy, since Tolog 
Xath had sprung from reptile ances
tors. Dino had one mairi passion, and 
that was eating bananas. He indulged 
in one now, peeling it with a meaning
ful eye fixed on Fuzzy. 

Fuzzy snapped, "That's right ! Eat 
that thing and keep quiet." He turned 
excitedly to Mournful. "Chief, there's 
bad weather ahead ! Me an' Dino got 
to Mars· without a hitch, an' went right 
to 'fhoron City. Disguisin' as meteor 
miners an' usin' that little derelict min
in' boat sure was a good idea. We vis
ited every dive in the city an' kept our 
ears wide open. Nobody believes you 
were behind the attack on that Ura
nian ship, Chief. Someone else was be
hind it-who, nobody knows. But, 
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Chief, from what we heard it's easy to 
guess that another attack is gonna be 
made--and now ! The Uranians'll be 
Jeavin' Barth any minute now ! "  

"Check ! "  said . Dino around a 
mouthful of banana. "But Fuzzy left 
something out. I heard a couple of 
guys say that Mars •itself might be 
back of it all. That new dictator, Wor
gil Han, has been reading history 
books, and he's pretty ambitious." 

"Pickin' on Mars, huh ?" Fuzzy 
yelped. "What about Venus for that 
matter? You know darn well that the 
Venusian Confederation's been howlin' 
for more colonies ever since it was 
formed ! If the Uranians had won, 
Venus would've gotten those colonies." 

MOURNFUL MOGGS broke in, 
"You two will be the death of me 

yet. I sent you out for information, and 
what do you learn ? Practically nothing. 
We still don't know who was behind 
the attack-Venus, Mars, Saturn, or 
even a group of Earthmen." 

"But we found out that another at
tack was going to be made on the 
Uranian envoy ship, didn't we? "  Fuzzy 
asked defensively. 

"Two and two make four,'.' Mourn
ful said. "I guessed that already." 

"What're we going to do, Chief?"  
Jupe Holt wanted to  know. "If war re
sults from the next attack on the Ura
nian ship, and if we get the blame for 
it, every ship on Earth will be after 
us." 

�Iournful Moggs' face lengthened, 
and a sad, wistful light entered his 
eyes. He rapped out : 

"Fuzzy ! Tell the men to prepare 
for expedition. Dino ! See to the guns. 
J upe ! Take over the controls. The 
Uranians don't know it, but they're 
going to get an escort." 

Mournful Moggs' hideout rang with 
sudden activity. It was a unique place, 

and Inspector Welton of the Inter
planetary Rangers would have given 
its hollowed-out center were situated 
situated. For several reasons, however, 
the knowledge would have done him 
little good. The hideout was an aster
oid a little under four hundred yards 
in diameter, which hurtled among its 
companions in the Asteroid Belt. In  
its hollowed-out center were situated 
the living quarters, storerooms, and 
hangars. And added to this a series of 
ingenious mechanisms invented by 
Fuzzy, which ringed the asteroid, bent 
around it all approaching Iightrays, 
thus making it quite invisible. Another 
set of mechanisms formed a repellant 
screen, which prevented collision with 
other asteroids. 

As far as Inspector Welton's present 
knowledge went, Mournful Moggs' 
hideout was hidden on one of the 
nearer stars. 

Perhaps as unique as the asteroid 
hideout itself was the little band of 
men it sheltered. Outcasts from each of 
their respective societies, branded for 
crimes they hadn't committed, they 
were each of them experts in some field 
of ability. Fuzzy was a clever scientist, 
though he certainly didn't look like 
one, and could make any gadget or 
compound at a moment's notice. A 
refugee from the terrible blood purges "which followed the tragic fall of the 
Grong dynasty, he had since then re
ceived many offers to be reinstated in 
his old position at the Martian Tech
nological Institute. But the blood
quickening drug of adventure was too 
strong in his blood, and he had devel
oped a strong dislike for dictators and 
tyrants in general. 

Dino was a specialist in space bal
listics, and it was said of him-in 
great awe-that he could fuse a two
inch meteor from any distance up to 
ten miles with an electrobolt cannon. 
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Whi.le this was probably an exaggera
tion, he could, nevertheless, shoot cir
cles around any gunner in  space. Un
justly umvicted of  treason during the 
Venusian Redlands · Uprising, he had 
since then become a member of Mourn
ful Moggs' little band. 

Jupe Holt was a navigator' par ex
cellence, and could make a ship talk 
just as soon as he sat down before the 
controls. His only drawback was that 
he loved a good fight. and this was in
directly the cause of his joining up 
with Mournful 1\-loggs. · After a most 
satisfying saloon brawl, he found that 
he had been accused of raying two 
men, though he had not been armed at 
the time. 

The most classic case of all was per
haps that of Mournful l\Ioggs him
self. Once a rising young business man, 
he had bid fair with his knowledge 
and shrewdnes3 to gain control of more 
than one-hal f the freighting industry 
of that time. But a group of jealous 
competitors brought against him a 
charge of piracy, bringing forth as evi
dence several port:ons of cargo from a 
plundered vess�l , which they had in
sisted had bee>n found in one of  the 
ships belonging to his freighting line. 
After a long and bitter court battle, 
Mournful Moggs had fled into the 
haven of space rather than remain ancl 
serve sentence for a crime of which he

� 

was guiltless. It was Mournful's cun
ning brain and tirelrss energy that 
kept his little band from the blind 
but righteous hands of the law. 

Though hunted as ruthless and 
blood-thirsty pirates, Mournful's or
ganization was not a piratical one. 
Moggs was, in fact, still a business 
man-only his methods were not those 
sanctioned by law. He stole only from 
those men who committed their crimes 
through legal means-the callous and 
rnerce.nary exploiters of planetary re-

sources, the oppressors of planetary 
colonists and natives, the tyrants who 
crushed their ·competitors through 
sheer wealth. A champion fighting be
yond the law, he meted out justice to 
those human . wolves who committed 
injustice within the law. And true pi
rates, stealing for gain rather than 
sustenance, were his bitterest enemies. 
Many of the crimes committed by them 
were laid to Mournful Moggs. !n fact, 
it had become a habit for the authori
ties to blame him for every crime that 
showed the least bit of cleverness or 
daring. 

puzzy announced, "l\fars point oh 
cih two off port bow, Chief. I f  we 

go any farther, \ve'll be right in the 
path of the Uranian envoy ship an' 
its Earth escorts . ' '  

"Check," Moggs answered. "Put the 
ship in an orbit, Jupe. Now listen, or  
we're a l l  dead men. The escort won't 
go any farther than the Asteroid Belt. 
From then on, we follow the Uranians. 
I f  we can catch the attackers just as 
they strike, ·we might be able to find 
out who they a:e and what's behind it 
all ."  

"] ust wait till I line my sights up on 
those guys ! "  Dino threatened grimly. 
"Lot of nerve they have trying to get 
us in a worse pickle than we're in al
ready." 

"That's it ! Get your blood-lust up ! "  
Fuzzy snapped sardonically from his 
position beside a viewport. "You Venu
sians kin smell blood a parsec away." 

"Listen to the little hank of hair ! "  
Dino appt:aled to Jupe. "He talks as 
though we're out for murder. You 
know we're only supposed to disable 

. those guys." 
J upe retorted disgustedly, "You two 

are always out for murder as far as 
I 'm concerned." 

They glared at him, and Jupe looked 
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smugly satisfied. Dino reached into � wing swinging around to meet the 
'bne of the pockets of his baggy uni- other. They formed · a line of fiery 
form for a banana. Fuzzy returned to light against the blackness of space. 
squinting out of the viewport. Neither The Uranian envoy ship sped ahead 
of them liked the aspersion about mur- on its long journey home. 
der. Maggs' men tried to avoid taking Jupe said, "Chief, it'll be suicide to 
lives at all times. try and get past the line of lawmen. 

Mournful looked up from the vision They'll see us sure. We better wait 
screen. "Here they come ! "  until they start for home." 

Jupe's giant bulk tensed before the "No ! "  Mournful barked. "Can't you 
controls. Dina swallowed the remains see? If an attack is going to be made, 
of his banana with a convulsive gulp. it's going to be made right now-di
The atmosphere of the control room rectly before that line of Earth ships ! 
grew oppressive with tension. It's vitally necessary to the plans of 

Within the vision screen the escort the attackers to have the Earth ships 
ships were seen as a majestic triangu- in the formation they're in now when 
Jar formation of moving lights. In the they attack. That'll make the- Ura
center of the triangle was the vessel of nians think it 's  the Earth ships who 
the Uranian envoys. Undoubtedly, the are attacking them ! Cut power, Jupe, 
armistice had been successfully con- and coast forward. When we get past 
eluded. the Earth ships, open up wide." 

Mournful said, "Hold to the orbit, Like a lifeless derelict, the Loot 
Jupe, until I tell you to open the jets. floated dark and silent under the line 
Those are Interplanetary Ranger and of combined Interplanetary Ranger 
Earth Fleet ships. If they should spot and Earth Fleet ships-ships of po
us with our zero acceleration, there tential death. Por at the slightest sign 
won''t be enough of us left to put tomb- of a ship where a ship shouldn't be, 
stones over." they would leap forward with spitting 

Taut seconds dragged away while weapons. And in doing so, they would 
the triangular formation of vessels be playing directly into the hands of 
soared over and past them. A few sec- the attackers. To the Uranians, an 
onds more, until the glow of their jets unexpected attack upon their vessel 
began dwindling. Mournful snapped : and sight of the Earth ships hurtling 

"After them, Jupe ! "  forward would mean only one thing
war ! 

THE LOOT III, Mournful's flag-
ship, jumped forward under the 

thrust of the drive jets. Low and to the 
left it sped, following in the wake of 
the escort fleet. Something of the sad
ness had left Mournful's face. He was 
bent tensely over the vision screen, his 
eyes narrowed, little bunches of mus
cle standing out at his jaws. 

Slowly the minutes crept away. Piled 
up into hours. The escort fleet was 
now past the Asteroid Belt. Half-way 
to Jupiter, the triangle parted, each 

Fuzzy, who was squinting into the 
vision s c r e e n, shrilled abruptly : 
"Chief 1 Look- I just saw a dim 
flash ! Unless I'm mistaken, some 
ship's coasting toward the U ranians ! "  

"Open the jets, J upe ! "  Mournful 
rapped. "Full speed ahead ! Dina
line up your sights ! "  

Mournful swayed under the sudden 
thrust of acceleration. Grimly he hung 
to a shock-strap, his gaze riveted to 
the vision screen. The blast from the 
rear tubes of the U ranian envoy ves-
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sel leaped into size like an exploding 
nova. And then, suddenly, a ship was 
leaping down upon i t !  

-
Not just one

two more darted into visibility as 
their jets were opened. 

"Chief-those ships are wearing the 
insignia of the Interplanetary Rang
ers ! "  Fuzzy yelped. 

"That's part of the trick," Mourn
ful said. "Jupe-attacking maneu
vers ! D ino-" 

But the Venusian already had his 
electro-bolt cannon in action. Mourn
ful leaped to the weapon niche on the 
other side of the ship. In a moment he 
had the guns spitting, aiming for the 
rear jet tubes of the attackers. Now 
that action had taken the place of the 
tense hours of watching and waiting, 
Mournful's face wore a doleful look. 
Which meant that he was in his ele
ment. 

THE ATTACKING s h i p s  had 
leaped forward with a rashness 

inspired by confidence in their plans .. 
The sudden appearance of the Loot 
was not only unexpected but very dis
concerting. The plans of the attackers 
had not included action against a pos
sible attack by Mournful Moggs. 

The Loot seemed to be all over 
space at once, the charges of its guns 
licking in every direction. Startled into 
panicky confusion, the attacking ships 
milled about purposelessly. Another 
several seconds would have been fatal, 
for already the rear tubes of the un
known vessels were glowing brightly 

. 

from repeated hits by Mournful and 
Dino. Only the highly refractory metal 
with which the tubes were lined pre
vented them from melting long before. 

By the time the attacking vessels 
got themselves into some semblance 
of order, it was ·too late to do any
thing. The Interplanetary Ranger and 
Earth Fleet ships were coming to the 

rescue . of the U ranians, their guns 
stabbing out warning bursts. Foile� 
utterly, the three unknown ships de
parted with haste. 

"We did it ! "  Dino crowed. "The 
Uranians weren't even touched." 

Mournful nodded somberly. "Yeah, 
we've managed to avert another war 
all right-but at the same time we've 
been digging our own graves." He 
pointed to the vision screen. In war 
formation, the Interplanetary Ranger 
and Earth Fleet ships were hurtling 
upon the Loot. 

"Home, Jupe," said Mournful. 
The huge navigator looked at the 

onrushing armada and swallowed. "I'll 
try at least," be said. "Hang on 1 "  

They hung ort. 
But so did the I.R. and E.F. ships. 

They were grim about it. 
The outcome, though not apparent 

at once to Mournful and the others, 
was inevetible. Jupe proved again that 
he was a peer among navigators. He 
shook the pursuers off just beyond 
the Asteroid Belt. . 

But just before he did so, Inspector 
Welton in the I.P. flagship Perserver
ence made contact with Mournful. His 
face in the communication grid was a 
brilliant mauve. For -several moments 
the good Inspector had difficulty in 
speaking-he was sorting the good 
words from the bad ones. And the re
luctance with which he did so showed 
that he had a strong tendency to use 
the bad ones. Bald-headed, he was 
half a man tall and two men wide. 

"Come, come, Inspector," Mournful 
prompted. "I'm a busy man. What's 
on your mind? Not water, as I 've al
ways suspected?" 

Welton spluttered, "Moggs, damn 
your black soul, I'll get you if it's the 
last thing I do 1 You've gone too far 
this time ! Your cowardly attack upon 
the Uranians was a deliberate attempt 
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to involve the Earth in another war 
with Uranus. Forturf.ftely, I was there 
H> 'prevent you. If it wasn't for-" 

"Inspector, you're wrong as usual," 
Mournful broke in. "I was the one who 
prevented the attack." 

"Don't try to deny the facts, 
Moggs ! "  Welton bellowed. "You were 
seen by the entire fleet. All Earth will 
be up in arms against you for this. I'll 
see to it personally that every I.R. and 
E.F. ship we have scours the space
lanes for you with orders to kill on 
sight ! I 'll starve you out of your rat
hole. For once you've over-reached 
yourself. You're washed up-finished ! "  

Mournful yawned hugely. "Yeah? 
You frighten me horribly, Inspector. 
Got anything more to say ? "  

Welton did. For a moment his image 
in the communication grid seemed to 
strangle. Then the floodgates broke. A 
stream o{ blue seemed actually to 
issue from the transmitter. 

"And I thought I could swear ! "  J upe 
muttered in awe. 

Mournful was actually grinning his 
delight. "Why, Inspector, that's beauti
ful ! For once you don't bore me as you 
usually do. No, no, don't stop ! "  

But Welton had become incoherent. 
Furiously, he broke contact. 

BACK IN the hideout, 1\Iournful 
said, "I know what kind of a 

tombstone I want, but the lack of 'an 
epitaph bothers me." His face was 
long and his eyes were melancholy. "I 
wish I knew where I was when the luck 
was passed around. Death is staring 
me right in the face, and here I am
without an epitaph." 

"Things certainly are bad," Dino 
nodded, tossing away an empty banana 
skin.  "Porky Welton sure ·means to 
do us in t,.;is time. Why, from now on 
we won't be able to make a move with
out bumping into an I.R. or E.F. 
!hip ! "  

"What're we gonna do, Chief?"  
Fuzzy wanted to  know, his  gnome's 
face screwed up in a frown. "Welton 
can do what he says-starve us out. He 
doesn't know where we are, of  course, 
but he knows that in a short time our 
supplies of food and water will be ex
hausted an' we'll have to come out of 
hiding to get any more. Then his men 
will jump us." 

Mournful said, "Well, we have one 
consolation anyway. If he forces us to 
keep in hiding, the attackers will 
strike at Uranus again, and war will 
result for sure. Then Welton will be 
too busy to pay us much attention. 
But-we'll get the blame for the war, 
and when it's over every ship on 
Earth-if no every ship in the Sys
tem-will be after us." 

Jupe groaned. "If we ever get a 
tombstone, it's going to be the Loot." 

There was an interval of silence. 
Presently Mournful said: 

"It may mean going to my death 
without a suitable epitaph, but we'll 
have to prevent another attack on 
Uranus.'' 

"But, C h i e f-that's t'mpossible ! "  
Fuzzy wailed. "All space is filled with 
ships after us. An'-an' besides we 
don't know who the attackers are." 

"That," lHournful replied, "is some
thing we're going to find out. Jupe, we 
still have that model D-60 'cruiser, 
haven't we? Unless I'm wrong, it has 
almost exactly the lines of an I.R. 
ship." 

"Yeah, but why-" 
"Is it in working condit_ion ? "  
"Sure, but-" 
"Then all we have to do is paint on 

an I .R. insignia, and we're ready to go. 
Fuzzy, you and Dino dust off those 
imitation I .R. uniforms we've been 
saving." 

The light dawned upon them. 
"Sweet Eatellite l "  Jupe exclaimed. 
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"We're going to be snooty I.R. offi
cers-looking for ourselves ! "  

S
EVERAL hours later, the redeco-

rated model D-60 cruiser knifed 
through the invisibility field of the as
teroid hideout. Unless viewed from 
close range, it was hard to distinguish 
from a genuine I.R. cruiser. But 
Mournful didn't intend to let anyone 
get too close. 

Mournful's men carried themselves 
with unconcious dignity in their re
splendent green and gold uniforms. 
Fuzzy was the only one who looked 
uncomfortable. The reason, when his 
heavy black pelt was taken into con
sideration, was immediately apparent. 
It itched. Like all Martians, Fuzzy was 
accustomed to wearing only a metal 
loin cloth and a thick belt, from which, 
in lieu .of pockets, hung the things he 
carried around. 

Dino said cuttingly : "Just look at 
the little ape scratch ! His lice are 
howling for air. "  

"Who's got lice ? "  Fuzzy demanded 
wrathfully. Then he grinned wickedly. 
"Lice are parasites, aren't they? Well, 
then you're a louse- yourself, you ba
nana parasite ! "  

"Why, _you animated fur. carpet, I'll 
deodorize you with a flame gun ! "  

"Just. try it, an' . I 'll hit you so hard 
you'll find yourself back in your fish 
tank with gills ! "  

Mourn ful broke in : "I should have 
ordered my tombstone before I left 
base. Here comes an I.R. ship-and 
it looks as if it was headed right for 
us."  

Dino and Fuzzy leaped to  the vision 
screen, their eyes fastening to the sleek, 
silver shape wearing an I .R.  insignia ·
which was approaching them at an 
angle. Fuzzy yelped : 

"Chief-what if it asks .for a pass
word or somethirP6 like that? What if 

it demands an examination of our 
ship? I f  it finds out that we aren't I.R. 
officers, we're sunk ! "  

• 

The I .R.  ship grew large in the vi
sion screen. Mournful and the others 
waited tensely for the signal light 
above the communication grid to flash. 
In their minds was a single thought-if 
their pretense was discovered, the en
tire plan would fall through. War 
would be inevitable. 

They held their breaths. The other 
vessel was less than a mile away. But 
no challenge came. For suddenly its 
lateral jets blasted flame and it 
whirled like a silver Ilash,. shooting 
away into the void. 

Dino muttered, "\\"ell, can you beat 
that ! "  

"After that ship, Jupe ! "  Mournful 
barked. "It isn't an I .P.. .  ship any more 
than our own is ! Otherwise it would 
have challenged us. A g o o d  guess 
would be that it's one of the · tlnee 
ships which attacked the Uranians ! "  

UNDER JUPE'S skillful hands, the 
cruiser leaped forward, soon over

taking the other vessel. Seeing that 
further flight was useless, the attack
ers opened fire. The cruiser rocked 
from two direct hits. 

"A t t a c k i n g  maneuvers, Jupe ! "  
1\'l<mrnful rapped. "We've got to cap
ture that ship ! "  

Dino was already at his gun niche. 
Fuzzy had taken over the other. They 
worked together in perfect !\.(nchroni
zation, making three hits to one of the 
other. "\\ii+h J upe's masterful handling, 
the cruiser made a difficult target to 
hit. 

During -a momentary lull, Mourn ful 
crossed to the communication grid and 
signalled for contact with the other 
vessel. Shortly the signal light blinked 
an answer, and the grid lighted up, 
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showing a defiant, bearded Martian 
face. Mournful said :·  

"This is Mournful Moggs speaking." 
"Mournful Moggs ! "  Th� other 

gulped visibly. 
"Right. I want you to lay to, and 

open your airlocks for a boarding par
ty. Refuse, and I'll have your ship put 
out of working commission entirely. 
The Interplanetary Rangers would be 
very interested to know what you're 
doing in a ship disguised as an I .R.  
vessel." 

The face withdrew for consultation 
with others not visible in the grid. 
Presently it returned. 

"What do you want? "  
"You heard m e  the first time," 

Mournful retorted. "Lay to, and open 
your airlocks." 

The Martian's face grew very a_ppre
hensive. "Standing by to receive your 
boarding party." 

Mournful did not break contact at 
once, but eyed the other gloomily. 
"Once," he said, "I was boarding a 
ship when the crew fired into my ship 
from close range and tried to break 
away. It made me so sad. Do you · 
know what I did ? I had every one of 
them get into spacesuits and then ju.mp 
out into space. Then I used them for 
target practice." 

Which wasn't true, of course, but i t  
impressed the Martian. H e  shuddered. 
"There will be no tricks," he said. 

In spacesuits, Mournful and a 
picked group of his c�w crossed over 
to the other vessel . Jupe, Dino, and 
Fuzzy were standing by for action. 
But the others made no attempt at 
trickery, and soon after :Mournful had 
gone the communication grid carried 
his voice to the men in the cruiser. 

"Everything in hand. Abandon ship. 
We're taking over this one." 

· Only when Dino, Fuzzy, Jupe, and 
the others of his crew were safely in-

side the captured vessel did Mournful 
relax his wary vigil. He began ques
tioning the captive Martian com
mander. All the crew of the captured 
ship were Martians, for that matter. 
The identity of the attackers of. the 
Uranian envoy ship was now quite 
clear to Mournful. But he desired to 
know the why's and wherefore's be
hind everything. 

AFTER MORE than an hour's quiz-
zing of the sullen and reluctant 

Martian commander-with some help 
in the form of prompting by Fuzzy and 
Dino-Mournful got a fairly complete 
picture of the persons and motives be
hind the attacks. He summed it up: 

"Mars is back of i t  ali-or more 
correctly the dictator, Worgil Han, is. 
Seems as how Worgil thinks he's the 
dictator to end all dictators, and wants 
to conquer the Solar System to prove 
it. He couldn't get anywhere with 
Earth a n d  Uranus in the way, of 
course. They're too strong for him. 
He's the one· who started the war be
tween Earth and Uranus in the first 
pl�.ce, hoping that they would expend 
their strength to such an extent that 
they would be pushovers for the army 
he had prepared in secret. But the war 
ended too soon, and Worgil's now try
ing to get it  started all over again. He 
failed twice, but he means business 
this time. Several ships of his fleet, 
disguised as I .R.  and E.F. vessel, are 
massing off Saturn for an attack on 
Cygthus City on Uranus. And Worgil 
is going to superintend the attack him
self." 

"Check ! "  said Fuzzy. "Now we 
know what's what." 

"May I ask what you intend to do 
with me and my men ?" the Martian 
commander wanted to know. 

Mournful eyed him with sad 
thoughtfulness. Then he turned to 
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Jupe. "You and Dino go back to the 
cruiser and kind of see to it  that the 
communication grid and rear jets go 
out of order. When that's finished, our 
friends here can have it. I want to 
make sure they can neither warn W or
gil l'lor get to Mars before we reach 
Uranus." 

"You mean we're gain' to Uranus ?"  
Fuzzy squeaked. 

"I'm afraid so," Mournful answered. 
To the Martian he said, "Take off 
your uniform. Fuzzy here is going to 
need it more than you will." 

HOURS LATER, the battered Mar-
tian vessel was speeding past the 

orbit of Jupiter, bound for Uranus. In 
the control room Mournful was ex
plaining his plan of action to Jupe, 
Dina, and Fuzzy. 

"The reason I took this ship," he 
said, "instead of using our own dis
guised cruiser was to avoid arousing 
any suspicions among Worgil and his 
men when we joined them. They'd be 
sure to recognize the cruiser as not be
ing one of their own. Be�ides, this ship 
is suitably banged up and will bear 
out the story Fuzzy is going to tell 
Worgil." 

"What do you mean, Chief?" Fuzzy 
asked. 

"I mean that you're going to see 
Worgil in person. That's why I had 
you exchange uniforms. The success of 
the entire plan depends upon you get
ting into Worgil's ship. Because when 
you do, you're going to stick a heat 
gun under his nose." 

Fuzzy rubbed his hands gleefully. 
"I'm goin' to like that, Chief ! Worgil 
Han was one of the guys who wanted 
to have me and the other scientists 
bumped off back in '54. That was be
fore he got the idea of bumping off the 
other revolutionists an' making him
self dictator. But what · do I do after 
I've got him covered?" 

"Then," Mournful answered, "you 
convince Worgil's men that his life de
pends on how fast they obey your or
ders. Naturally, Worgil will be glad to 
co-operate. Me and the rest of the 
boys will then enter Worgil's ship and 
return to base. Without Worgil, the at
tack on Uranus will be postponed." 

" Great ! "  Dino exclaimed. "Chief, 
you're a genius ! "  

"Yeah, but I have to do all the 
work," Fuzzy grumbled. 

Jupe, seated before the controls, 
shouted abruptly : "Chief-four I .R. 
ships are bearing down on us from 
port ! "  

Mournful leaped to the control
board viewport. It was horribly true. 
Four sleek silver ships were hurtling 
towards them ! 

"We can't take a chance on running 
for it," Mournful rapped. "Our whole 
plan will be ruined. I've got to try 
and convince them that we're part of 
the search party." He crossed to the 
communication grid, straightening his 
natty I.R. uniform. 

The grid lighted up. A face leaped 
into view. Mournful's face became 
very, very sad. 

He was gazing into the beefy red 
features of Inspector Welton ! 

"So those Martians weren't lying 
after all ! "  Welton boomed triumphant
ly. "At first I didn't believe them when 
they said they were Worgil Han's men , 
and that Worgil Han was going to at
tack Uranus in phony I.R. ships. But 
it's a good thing I decided to investi
gate when they said you were mixed 
up in it." His face took on an expres
sion of smug delight. 

"I know what it's all about now ! 
You and Worgil Han are in cahoots ! 
You two are trying to get Earth and 
Uranus involved in another war ! But 
not while I'm here to prevent it! My 
name's going to go down in history for 
this ! 
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"Surrender, !\Ioggs ! You haven't got 
a chance. At this moment, the entire 
I .R. and E.F. armada is converging 
upon Uranus." 

MOURNFUL peered through the 
viewport, glancing about swiftly. 

The four I.R. ships had his own vessel 
turrounded, and were closing in. The 
prott uciing snouts of their weapons 
were aimed with ominous readiness. 
With a cold chill along his spine, he 
realized that he was caught. Even if he 
managed to escape from Welton, the 
I.R. and E.F. ships speeding toward 
Uranus would be an overwhelming ob
stacle to his plans. 

In moments like this, Mournful 
Moggs' keen brain functioned like 
some splendid machine speeded up to 
its highest peak of efficiency. It was 
working now. At top speed. 

"You haven't got the slightest of 
chances, Moggs," Welton repeated. 
"I'm giving you five more seconds to 
surrender. Remembe-r that I'm seven
eighths inclined to kill you anyway." 

"We ain't gonna surrender, are we, 
Chief ? "  Fuzzy whispered fiercely. 
"We'll fight until the last one of us is 
down ! "  

But Mournful shook his head. "It's 
no use. Welton has got us. Very well, 
Inspector," he said wearily. "We sur
render . . . .  " 

Dino, Jupe, and Fuzzy stared at him 
in stunned dismay. Slowly, like air es
caping from a balloon, their tense bod
ies began to sag. The fire died out of 
their eyes, and they stared at l\Iourn
ful in hurt bewilderment. 

From the communication transmit
ter \Velton's voice boomed : "You've 
got sense, Moggs. I'm coming across 
with my men to take over. No tricks, 
mind you ! My men are prepared to 
blast you at the slightest untoward ac
tion. Now lay to and open your air
locks." Welton broke contact. 

And then Mournful Moggs went 
into action ! 

"Stay here ! "  he barked at his men. 
"Don't leave the room ! "  He whirled 
and dashed from the control room as 
though his very life depended on it
which it undoubtedly did. Dino, Fuzzy, 
and J upe looked blankly at one an
other. They shrugged hopelessly and 
slumped in utter dejection. Five min

.utes passed. Then Mournful was back. 
"Come on ! "  he snapped. "I've al

ready got the men assembled in the 
airlock foyer. We're going to show 
Welton that we can surrender with 
grace." For some reason, he looked 
very melancholy. 

Presently, the signal light above the 
inner door of the airlock blinked. It 
opened. In spacesuits, Inspector W el
ton of the Interplanetary Rangers and 
a half dozen of his men shouldered 
into the foyer. Eagerly, Welton threw 
back his helmet, revealing his ruddy, 
fat face and' hairless head. 

"Well, well, well ! At last the dar
ing Mournful :Moggs comes to the end 
of his trail ! "  he gloated. ':This is the 
happiest day of my life, Moggs. When 
they hang you, I'm-I-I-I'm going 
to be there with-with bells-on ! "  
This last came with considerable ef
fort, for Inspector Welton had began 
laughing. Deep chuckles rumbled up 
from out of his chest. They crowded 
up on one another like t11f roaring of 
a volcano that is getting reaay to 
erupt. His thick lips stretched from 
ear to ear as he thundered with mirth. 
He bent double, clutching his sides, 
and tears of hysterical joy began roll
irrg down his cheeks. 

By THIS time, Welton's men were 
on the floor, rolling about like 

epileptics in a seizure. They were 
shrieking with unrestrained mirth. 

And .strangely enough, Mournful 
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Moggs and his men were also laugh
ing. Dino was screaming at the top of 
his lungs, Fuzzy cackling like a hen 
that had just laid l!n egg as big as a 
house. Jupe was grasping a stanchion, 
hooting like a foghorn on a spree. 
Mournful was howling gleefully. 

But there was method to his mad
ness. In spite 'of the spasms that 
wracked his lanky frame, he managed 
to sidle up to the atmosphere-regulator 
valves which projected from the wall 
to the left of the inner door of thr. 
airlock. He did things to the valves, 
and then did other things to the air· 
conditioning unit control. Still laugh
ing, he inched up to where Welton and 
his men rocked on the floor and took 
away their weapons. Then, chuckling 
heartily, he sat down and waited. The 
only thing to show · that he had not 
gone completely berserk were the two 
huge flame guns he gra'!;ped in his 
fists. 

The airlock foyer sounded like an 
aria taken from bedlam. The walls 
vibrated to the sounds of bellowing 
mirth. ShorJly, the laughter began to 
die. Presently, it was gone altogether. 
Weak and sick, lawmen and outlaws 
alike lay sprawled about on the floor. 

But not Mournful. The guns in his 
hands were now held with rock-like 
steadiness. 

With the return of strength, Welton 
and his men struggled to their feet. 
Dazedly, they . eyed the weapons 
Mournful held. Their hands fluttered 
at their empty holsters. Welton's face, 
already the color of a raw steak, turned 
a livid purple. He screamed : 

"Moggs-you lying, tricky, two
faced, murdering, - son of a sun-spot ! 
Oh, I'll get you for this ! Your life 
won't be worth a cracked asteroid when 
this is over ! I'll get you, so help m e !  
Oh, you-you dam.n-" · 

Mournful's face was stretched pain-

fully in a gigantic grin. That was the 
best he could do to show his apprecia
tion. All the laughter had been emptied 
out of him. 

Fuzzy squeaked thinly: "Chief, 
what happened to us ? Why did we go 
off laughing like that ? "  Then he stared 
in sudden realization. "Hey ! It was-" 

" Right ! "  Mournful said. "Laughing 
gas. As you know, on spaceships ni
trogen is mixed with oxygen to offset 
-the exhilarating effects of. breathing 
the pure gas. All ships are equipped 
with atmosphere-regulators, so that 
the proportions of the two gases can 
be changed to meet any changes in at
mospheric conditions. Before Welton 
and his men arrived, I ran in here and 
adjusted t h e atmosphere-regulator 
valves so that the proportion of ni
trogen and oxygen which flowed into 
the Inner lock would be two to one. 
That is, two of nitrogen to one of oxy
gen, a combination which gives nitrous 
oxide, or, as it is better known, laugh
ing gas. I saw to it also that the door 
leading out remained closed, so that 
the gas would be concentrated here in 
the airlock foyer. Naturally, we 
weren't affected until Welton opened 
the inner lock." 

Mournful's face hardened. "But 
we've wasted enough time ! We're al
ready long overdue for our little date 
with Worgil Han. I don't want to 
scare him off by delaying any longer. 

"Dino ! Fuzzy ! You tie up Welton's 
men. As for you, Inspector, you're go
ing to assure your men in the other 
ships that you have everything under 
contr0i. Tell them also that, due to 
your great affection for me, you're go
ing to remain here, and that they 
should return to Earth-or wherever 
you Rangers return."· 

"Like hell I am ! "  Welton roared. 
"Oh, yes you are ! "  Mournful 

snapped, steely lights glittering in his 
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eyes. "Remember, Inspector, I have 
ways and means of forcing you. I 'm 
not going to  allow your obstinacy to 
jeopardize the peace of two worlds." 

Welton thrust out his jaw. "Are you 
trying to make me believe that you're 
out to prevent Worgil Han from at
tacking Uranus ?"  

"Take it or leave it-but you bet
ter do as I told you." 

"All right. You hold the whiphand 
now, Moggs. But don't forget-from 
now on your life isn't worth a 
plugged meteor." 

Under Mournful's watchful eye, 
Welton contacted the four I .R.  ships, 
ana told them that, due to necessity
which he didn't attempt to explaiq
he was remaining aboard Moggs' ves
sel. Neither did he attempt to explain 
why he wanted them to return to their 
Lunar base. 

Somewhat reluctantly, the four I .R. 
ships departed. 

"Good ! "  Mournful approved. To 
Dino and Fuzzy he said : "Please escort 
the Inspector to a nice, strong state
room. And you might lock the door 
securely so that he won't be disturbed." 

With exaggerated politeness, the two 
did so. 

"To Uranus, J upe ! "  Mournful 
barked. " Full speed ahead. If you've 
ever piloted a ship, do it now." 

HOURS AND hours of blasting fol-
lowed. Hours and hours of 

frightful, seam-straining acceleration. 
When J upe was physically unable to 
remain at the controls any longer, 
Mournful took over. Though he had 
only had brief snatches of sleep during 
the whole time, his indomitable driving 
power and seemingly inexhaustible 
fund of energy kept him going. 

Finally Uranus was a huge disk in 
the vision screen, and Jupe, who had 
resumed his place at the controls, be· 

gan to decelerate. A short search re
vealed the disguised Martian war ships 
hovering just off Oberon, a moon of 
Uranus. They had obviously noticed 
Mournful's ship approaching, •and had 
lain to. 

"All right, Fuzzy, go into your act," 
Mournful said. "And, remember, it's 
got to be good. Explain that we were 
delayed because we were discovered 
by an I. R. ship." 

Fuzzy nodded grimly. Straightening 
his borrowed uniform, he strode to the 
communication grid. 

Worgil Han was angry only as. a 
dictator with over-exaggerated opinions 
of himself can be. He was small for 
a M::utian, and his white and silver 
uniform put to shame anything worn 
by anyone in space. Cruel red lights 
gleamed in his sunken eyes. The eyes 
of a hungry rat. 

"Commander Valdongh, do you re
alize that you are several hours late? "  
Worgil Han screeched. "You have kept 
me waiting." 

"It was unavoidable, your excel
lency," Fuzzy soothed, with all the 
due and proper humility. "Just off 
Jupiter, we were discovered and at
tacked by a fleet of I .R. and E.F. 
ships. In the ensuing battle, we were 
forced off course, and nearly lost our 
lives."  

"Discovered?" Worgil Han whis
pered in horror. "Do you mean to tell 
me that our great and noble cause has 
been discovered ?" · 

Fuzzy nodded. "Unfortunately, your 
excellency, we have been betrayed,.''  

"By the gods of  Mars ! "  the dictator 
screamed. "Betrayed! By whom, Com
mander Valdongh ? Tell me, who has 
betrayed us ! "  

"The information is for your ears 
alone, excellency," Fuzzy replied, 
glancing about with a secretive air. "I 
must see you in .private." 
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"The permission is granted. Come at 
once ! Delay two seconds, and you be
come a satellite of this accursed plan
et ! "  The communication grid snapped 
off. 

"Phew ! "  Fuzzy breathed. "What a 
nice guy Worgil's turned out to be ! "  

"We're depending on you, Fuzzy," 
Mournful said. "Don't fail us. We'll be 
standing by, and as soon as we receive 
your signal that everything's under 
control, we'll be right over." 

Fuzzy nodded grimly, tucking a 
small heat gun under his uniform cape. 
"I'll bring home the bacon, Chief, 
don't you worry," he said. 

Dino growled, "You dang little ape, 
if that dictator guy hurts you I'll take 
him apart hair by hair." 

"Aw, go on, you overgrown lizard," 
Fuzzy muttered in rough affection. 
Then he .was gone. 

TENSELY, Mournful, Dino, and 
Jupe gathered beside the vision 

screen. They saw Fuzzy's spacesuited 
form emerge from the airlock, and, 
propelled by hand reaction tubes, shoot 
across the intervening space to the 
vessel of Worgil Han. He disappeared 
inside. 

Mournful pressed his t i g h t  I y 
clenched fists into his thighs. Fuzzy 
was in that other ship among enemy 
Martians. The slightest slip in word 
or action might give him away before 
he could get his gun out and cover 
Worgil. In that eventuality, Fuzzy 
would be killed at once, and the guns 
ef a dozen and more disguised Mar
tian warships would be brought to 
bear upon the vessel from which he 
had come. War between Earth imd 
Uranus would then be a certainty, and 
Worgil Han's evil scheme of conquest 
might yet be realized. 
. His lips pressed to a white line, 

Mournful watched the 1>ignal light 

above the communication grid. Long 
minutes passed. 

And then the light blinked. A single 
thought leaped into Mournful's mind. 
Had Fuzzy succeeded--or had he been 
discovered ? He had hardly completed 
this thought when he was across the 
room and at the communication grid. 
He snapped the contact button, his 
eyes narrowed with tautness. 

Fuzzy's face steadied into view. 
"Everything-under controi-C h i e  f !  
Come ·an' get i t  while-while it's hot ! "  

"He's hurt ! "  Dino roared. "\Vait 
till I get my hands on that rat who 
calls himself a dictator ! 'Your excel
lency' ?  It'll be your grease-spot

. 
when 

I'm through with him ! "  
"Get into spacesuits ! "  Mournful 

snapped. "See to Welton and his men. 
We're abandoning this ship, taking 
over \Vorgil's." 

JN THE dictator's vessel, Mournful 
found the crew gathered about the 

door of the control ruom. The Mar
tians were holding weapons, but they 
weren't using them. After a short ex
amination the answer was immediately 
apparent. 

Fuzzy was backed against the far
ther wall of the control room. One of 
his arms was around the neck of War
gil Han , and the other was pressing a 
heat gun into hb back. Obviously, 
Worgil Han's fear for his l ife had 
kept his men from action. 

l\Iournful took ovet briskly. Worgil 
Han was only too glad to co-operate. 
The Martians were disarmed, and 
soon �·:ere leaving the vessel in a 
steady stream of spacesuited figures. 

Fuzl':y sagged weakly. His shoulder 
was blood-soaked from a bullet 
wound. 

Dino started wrathfully for ·he cow
ering form of Worgil Han. But Mourn
ful's curt command brought him up 
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short from his intended plan of bodily 
dismemberment. 

"Lay to, Jupe ! "  Mournful said. 
"W orgil is worth good money to us. 
When Earth and Uranus find out that 
he was the one who started the war 
between them the first time, and the 
one who was trying to get it restarted, 
they'll be only too glad to pay for the 
pleasure of taking him apart them
selveJ. So I want him in one piece. 
We'll get a fortun� for him easily." 

"Then," Mournful broke in, "the 
ransom for you will be a thousand 
credits-though I doubt that the Earth 
authorities will think that you're valu
able enough to pay it. But they might, 
if you beg them nicely and tell them 
how positively fiendish my ,tortures 
are. You've caused me a lot of trou
ble, Inspector. And since my time is 
valuable, I expect to get paid for it." 

Welton choked with rage, his heavy 
features turning purple. "Why, you
you . . . .  " he spluttered. "So Worgil Han actually was the 

one behind the attacks on the Urani- "Take him away, Jupe," Mournful 
ans ! "  Welton muttered in reluctant said. 
realization. Worgil Han, and Inspector Welton 

Mournful nodded wearily. "I tried and his men were locked in separate 
to tell you that before, Inspector, didn't cabins. Fuzzy's wounded shoulder was 
I? I f you wish to be convinced fur- being taken care of by a solicitous 
ther, I 'll be glad to have Wotgil give Dino. Worgil Han's men had been 
you a full confession. You'll do that picked up by others of the disguised 
for us, won't yNt, your excellency ? "  Martian warships. The Martians were 

Worgil Han eyed Dino's ominous obviously quite glad to be rid of the 
form. He gulped, nodding enthusiastic- dictator, for they assembled with 
ally. alacrity, and sped home blithely. 

"Don't bother," Welton growled. Mournful Moggs' features expressed 

"What do you intend to do with me, a sad satisfaction. "Another job done," 
he said. "But if we expect to buy 
tombstones with that reward money, 
we'd better be getting out of here. 
The I .R. and E.F. ships might be ar
riving any minute. Too bad-they're 

Moggs? "  
Mournful's face lengthened with 

sadness, and a gleam of melancholy 
stole into his eyes. 

"Oh, oh ! "  said Jupe, who was cover- late again." 
ing Welton and his men with a pneu- He yawned hugely. "As for me, I'm 
matic. going to sleep until we get back to 

Mournful asked, "Inspector, what base, and dream of the tombstone I'm 
is the current reward for my luckless going to buy with my share of  the 
carcass? "  reward money. B rothers, what a 

"A thousand credits, dead or alive ! "  
Welton snapped. "But what has that 
got to do with-" 

tombstone it's going to be l But-dog
gone it-I still can't think of a suit
able epitaph ! "  

THE END 

READ T H E  BEST ...:.....__ 
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LETTER OF THE MONTH 

Hi LES I  
Awful me ! I promised you a letter after 

the September FA, didn't I. And here I 
just let you pine away all summer. Fie on 
me! But you see it wasn't entirely my 
fault, because the way I hopped around 
hither and thither I didn't even have time 
to write a note to the milkman, let alone 
a fan letter to my favorite stf mag. Before 
the September issue even came I was at a 
Presbyterian youth conference on our 
MIGHTY St. Lawrence River. Then I had 
just bought your mag when I was whisked 
away to the mountains for a stay on Big 
Moose Lake. I even took FA along in hopes 
of catching up on some back reading, but 
that plan collapsed when I left. you locked 
in the car on the other .side of the lake! 

Then to Malone for a week with some 
friends. Well, by the time I'd gotten 
through nmning around the October ish 
was already out and it was almost time 
to go back to school. So during the past 
week I feverishly covered both the Sep
tember and October numbers, and-here I 
i s !  

Fir:ot, the September :  
Honest, LES, you get better all the time. 

This one was really swell ! You sure do 
make it tough for your fan to rate the 
storieo. 

1) "Terror from the Abyss". Tops. I 
usually like your lead novels best, any
how. 

2) "I'll See You in My Dreams". It 
wasn't science-fiction, but it was so good 
I rated it second. 

3) "Coffins to Mars". A close third. 
Full of suspense. 

4 )  "Tough Guy" an,i "The Slave Mak
ers". Both fair stories. 

5) "The Hollow World". ·Not so good, 
I thought. Maybe my mind isn't fully de
veloped yet as to time and space, but to 
tell you the absolute truth, I just don't get 
it ! The idea doesn't seem rational. Try 
again, though, Mr. Walton. I like your 
1v .-iting style. 

COVER: SO-SO. 
Favorite letter :  Douglas Howe. 
And now, the October :  
Hurray ! I said last month's issue was 

"swell" '! Us.'ng · the same standards, this 
one is excellent. 

COVER: Wow ! Double wow! This is de
cidedly the best 1�e have . ever seen from 
Mr. Popp. If this is a sample of Walt's 
"disgusting" naked wimmen, well, then, 
Mr. Summers, LET US HAVE MORE 

NAKED WIMMEN! (By the way, Walter, 
didn't you know that SHORT hair is the 
latest fashion? Keep up with the times, 
sir. Anyway, congratulations on a fine 
job.) 

STORIES :  
1 )  "Is This the Way Home?" This was 

really my ideal story. It's ones like these 
that keep me reading s-f. A delightful mix
ture of humor, weirdness, and plain un
adulterated sex. Bravo ! 

2) All the rest of the stories ( i.e., "In 
a Day of Victory". What an ending! "The 
Talking Cube"-another good ending. I 
like that theme; it was vaguely remi
niscent of Max Ehrlich's "The Big Eye", 
but vaguely enough to be original. "Death 
Is Never Final". Another of my favorite 
"overcmne humanity" stories. "It's in the 
Cards". Powerfully dramatic. "Doom Jun
gle"-by J. Jakes, so it has to be good. 
"I'll Meet You Yesterday"-a real "George" 
story ! 

Now please note, LES, that these last 
stories were listed in title-page order, be
cause my weary little brain just could not 
decide which was better than which. I'm 
afraid I'm not a very good critic, or maybe 
I'm just lazy, but all I can say is that 
every yarn in the October issue was A
Number 1 as far as I'm concerned. 

0:1, yes. Upon examining the October 
numbers of both FA and AS, I was de
l ighted to find that in both were contained 
SEVEN whole stories. Yippee ! You are 
people after my own heart. 

Well, I've bored you enough, so I'll end 
this epistle here and now. By the way, I'll 
be chewing my nails until September 9th, 
when the third ish of "you-know-what" 
comes out. Can't wait to dig my teeth 
into Mickey Spillane's story. 

Dear LES :  

Bill Wilson 
825 Jay Street 
Ogdensburg, New York 

REQUEST 

Please print this letter in you>· maga
zine a$ it is a request to your readers. 

Fellow �cience-fiction fans : if you want 
the radio stations to return their sf pro
grams to the air, bombard them with let
ters saying so. 

To Les : keep up the good work, beauti
ful. Bring us more Robert Arnette and 
Paul W. Fairman stories. 

1 1 8 

Douglas 0. C. Clark 
Pacific 
Missouri 
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P.S. Le.s, how about sending some of your 
mag3 to the drugstores in Pacific, Mis
souri? 

WHAT HAPPENED TO ALEX? 

Deu LES :  _ 
Some time ago, one or two years-! do 

not remembet· when-! picked up a copy o! 
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES in a second
hand store for lack of anything else to do. 
The lead story was "Medusa Was a Lady", 
and, after reading it, I told myself, "Wow! 
What a story ! "  That one story sold me 
completely on science-fantasy. Some years 
previous, I had bec!l reading AMAZING. 
I thought it was just for science-fiction 
and nothing else. Only until I read your 
mag did I realize how closely linked were 
science fiction and science-fantasy. Now I 
Jove them both. 

AS and FA are two of my favorites, 
although I ],ave subscriptions to ASF and 
IMAGINATION, and I read OW and 
GALAXY regularly. I have some com
ments to make. Although your stories are 
very good, I do not like the covers too well. 
This mon:h's cover (Octobet· issue) was 
so daring timt I had to shove the mag 
in my pocket as I walked home. I'm only 
thirteen. What will people think? 

You ought to g�t covers like ASF. You 
know what a success that mag makes. I 
would also like to ask you this. What 
happened to Alexander Blade'! Some 
months ago, I was buying back issues of 
sf mags, and . I came across an issue of 
AMAZING. It had an novel by Blade ti
�ied "The Drain" and, so help me, that was 
the BEST sf story I ever read yet. From 
now on, I hope to see more such master
pic�es. By the way, do you have the sec
ond part of Blade's "Eye of the World"? 
I only got the first part. I am willing to 
pay up to $2.00 for it. 

Keep up the good , work, and I will al
wa� s be a fai:hful reader of your fine 
mag. 

Barry Miller 
580 McAllister Street 
San Francisco, California 

P.S. If this gets published, I would like 
to haYe any fan aged 11 up communicate 
with me. (I started reading sf at age 11.)  

A lex i.• t·cry much a1·ound. You'll be 
reading h 's  story in this issue. -Ed. 

NEW READER 

D�ar Editor : 
Just for the first time picked up a copy 

of FANTASTIC ADVENTURES, and that 
was only because of the cover, I was a 
little surprised when I read it that it is 
as good and sometimes even better than 
the other sf mags I have been reading. 

Of course I enjoyed "Is This the Way 
Home", but, being a poker fiend, I really 
enjoyed Rog Phillips. 

You probably won'i have room to print 

this, but if you can there's a story read 
several years ago, "Five Steps to Tomor
row"-! don't remember the author, or the 
name of the mag, except that it was sf
I would like to have that mag. 

The gal on the October cover is cute, but 
looks sorta funny with horns and wings; 
some may like that, but I think the wom
en look better if you leave them as they 
were meant to be, and make the monsters 
out of the men. 

I wonder what a girl could like about 
seeing themselves butchered up like that? 

Dear Sir:  

Bill Peek 
Post Office Box 784 
Asheville, North Carolina 

OLD READER 

I ha,·e been reading AS and FA maga
zines for just over a year, in fact �;ince 
they were first published over here. I've 
been reading sf since I was nine · I'm 
fifteen now, and your magazines ar� the 
best that I've read. 
. The thing- I like abQUt both magazines 
1s that you always have a variety of sto
ries and I've never been disappointed with 
any of them from No. 1 to the present copy 
of British reprints. I have never read any 
of the American copies but, judging from 
reader's letters, I guess they were pretty 
hot. 

The latest AS I've got is a smasher the 
two best stories being "The ·Glory That 
Was Rome" and "The Star Grabbers". 
9ther stori�s in back issues that were good 
m my opmwn were "All Heroes Are Hat
ed"-that story was a classic. "The Gal
axy Raiders" -plenty of action "Mistress of 
Djinn" and "Where the Worid Tottered". 

The last copy I had of FA, in which 
the best story was "Secret of the Flaming 
Ring", followed by "Master Ego", had a 
colorful cover and the guy with the tin 
skull made the book-buyer curious as to 
what he was-robot or human. I found the 
answer in the story. On the subject of 
covers, your best one, in the British re
prints, was the Colossus of Rhodes · in 
fact, i_t's the best cover I've seen in

' 
any 

magazme. 
Folks around my place say I'm sf-mad 

which I suppose all sf readers have bee� told. I read an average of 10 to 15 books pe_r week, when I can get them, I've even 
tned my hand at writing stories. I've got do�ens of models which I've made of space
shtps, planet landscapes and alien mon
sters. Science fiction is still in its infan• 
cy, but as the years go by it is becoming 
more and more popular. 

Who's your hero over there? Here i� 
Dan Dare, ever heard of him? Well, he 
was the first guy to land on Venus, and 
he saved the earth from destruction once 
or twice, now he's marooned on Mercury. 
How is Flash Gordon these days? AnybodY 
replace him yet? 

(continued on page 122) 
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(continued from page 101) 
toward a port. 

"I've got that in mind already, Chief," 
I said. "l've been thinking about it fot· 
weeks. Our t="adius of action is w limited 
now by space suits and walking, that l've 
been thinking of practical transpor:ation." 

"Got ideas?" 
"Sure. We'll use a tt·actor-battery· 

powered, that's all with some sort of a 
jury-rigged cabin. We'll be able to go hun
dreds of miles with it. Eventually we can 
have them build some exact job3 to our 
specifications on Terra, and then haYe 
them brought up." 

"But we're not going to have much t :me. 
I just got Fleming and Porter on the 
1·adio. Fleming's in bad shape from a rock
fall and Porter has a broken le:;. 'fhcy're 
not coming back unless we get to them 
and they,'ve got oxygen for eleven hours. 
That means something has to · te done." 

I nearly fell off the s:ool at the news. 
I rigged a vehicle of course-unpowered. 

It was just a cart or wagon, but it had 
large-diameter wheels and sort of jim·ick
sha pulling handles. I used hose and tub
ing of synthetic rubber for a the of sorts, 
but it wasn't important. We needed some 
sort of mobile· pallet and I knocked one 
together. It worked. 

McReady, Weinberg and myself made 
the trip, slowed down of course by the 
vehicle-we couldn't ta];e advan:age of the 
leaping jumps that Luna's gravity per
mi.s, not burdened by the cart, but on the 
o �her hand we could carry spare oxygen, 
which was the important thin�. 

We got to Fleming and Po:·ter and not 
too soon. Their oxygen wn> going and 
both men were in bad shap2, but in  the 
crude cabined wag·on we manar:cd-1 mean 
Weinberg managed-to get them in a 
soporific state with inje:tions EO that they 
amounted just to dead weight. We got 
bac:c to Luna City in t ime. 

That's all there was to it. And that's 
the way it's going to be fo•· a Joag time. 
McReady is fond of showing m:, from 
out· library, the predicjons of what es
tablishing a base on the Moon would t e  
like according t o  the science fictionists. 
They did pretty well at that, some of 
them, except that they didn't figure what 
a miserable, commonplace, bacl;-brcakmg 
job it would be. Luna life is work of the 
hardest most dangerous, most un nnagma
tive ki�d, t·equiring attention to trivia and 
dc':ail, just like the simple fact of requir
ing some sort of vehicle, enn a cart, to 
ca d·y hurt men. 

'Ne've learned, though, and we're g·e�t ing 
power. With the next roc!;et Cl' two we'll 
have mobility. Vv'e II be usiw; ' ·  : r  r, c· .:de 
t ractors powe. ct! by electric JilO .O• s and 
storage batteries. 

Artie 
Assign ment 
By 

LEE OWEN 

BARRY RAN DALL squirmed into a 
little more comfortable position in the 

instrument-packed coclq:it of the jet in
terceptor. !:;orne interceptor, he thought 
to himself. This thing handles more like a 
balloon. I'd he a sitting duck for a sur
prise. They shouldn't have put such big 
wing tanks · on her. 

He glanced over his wing tip and, as 
far as the eye could see, there was noth
ing but At·ctic desolation and waste, a 
blinding white world of ice and snow. He 
knew that was deceptive, though, since 
there was lots of pine here below him, but 
heavily blanketed by weighty recent snow
falls. 

Bart-y lit a cigarette and settled back, 
enjoying the high-pitched whine of the 
engine. This wasn't the worst possible 
life, he thougoht. When he'd drawn the 
A rctic assignment, he'd pictured things a 
lot 11101 '1' ; . rimitive than they were, but 
A i 1· c urce Field Lookout had all the com
!vrts of home. The chain of bases extend
ing across Northern Canada and even 
into the Arctic circle would · soon be im
pregnable, and Joe's boys would never 
stand a chance of striki:1:; across the Poie. 

These rou:ine flights were boring. Or
dinarily he would have had a wing man 
to keep him company, since it was standard 
practice to send out patro's in pairs. That 
way, if one was forced down, the other 
could pinpoint him and call for help. Eut 
Johnson was out with the flu and the 
Colonel insisted that Ba n·y do it alone. 
Men were short. Well, I.:a:Ty thought, I 
don't an:icipate trouble, but I'd feel more 
comfottable w:th Jo:m:on a few hundre d 
yards to my left. 

He rwun� the jet towat·d the left and 
dropped to two thousand fe2t. The teJTain 
was st i l l  flat and snow-covered and Bar; y 
knew there was plenty of forest be:· e:t�h 
him. Was he seeing thing-s '! He'd have 
sworn the:·e w:1s some:hing moving do\', 11  
th�re. 

(continued on page 121) 
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( continupd from page 120) 
By God, there was ! Sure enough, he 

could clearly see snow tracks, lot.s of them, 
leading into a dead end which of course 
must be woods. What the devil, did the 
Army have a patr"l maneuver out here? 
Barry hastily examined his "orders of the 
day" but there was no mention of military 
activity at this point. 

He flicked his transmitter switch. Bet
ter call Base Lookout and take no chances. 
They'd straighten him out as to what was 
going on down there. 

He opened his mouth to speak into the 
throat mike . . . . The jet suddenly shud
dered like a stricken animal-and Barry 
saw his left wing all but vanish. At the 
same time, white puffs arose round him, 
and he knew that anti-aircraft had spotted 
and nailed him perfectly. The transmitter 
was dead, and the jet already was hurling 
Earthward. Barry loosed his disconnects 
and pressed the ejector stud. 

Cockpit and seat puffed out with a bang 
as the explosive charge threw him free. 
One moment he was seated comfortably in 
a warm jet plane, the next he was cata
pulted into the icy air outside. 

The wind carried him quite a bit Soutl{ 
of the point at which he'd been hit. The 
parachute seemed to drop him ever so 
slowly. Barry cursed. At this rate they'd 
spot his landing point and pick him up. 
That could mean only one thing. The 
Soviets had put down a base and were 
secretly supplying it. He'd stumbled on 
it by accident and they'd carefully ranged 
him. If· he'd let out the slightest bleat of 
radio pulses before, they wouldn't have 
dared to shoot. But with his long silence 
they'd knocked him down in time. They'd 
pick up his plane or snow-cover it, nab 
him, and it would be just "one more pilot 
missing". 

He hit lightly and rolled in the pow
dered snow. It was a moment's work to 
slip out of the parachute shrouds and 
make himself free. The forest was heavy 
pine, snow-buried, and he floundered to
ward it, knowing that he'd have to hide. 
For how long, he could only guess. The 
Soviets right now were going to pick him 
up and he knew he didn't stand too much 
of a chance. He was warmly dressed but 
only his strapped-on emergency kit pro
vided him with any security. He couldn't 
survive long without shelter and the So
viets would see that he didn't get that ! 

Fortunately there was enough of a wind 
to obliterate his tracks as fast as they 
formed, so that the patrols would really 
have to hunt. Given time, he could have 
found the plane, made a makeshift trans
m itter of some sort and slugged out a 
warning signal. But the Soviets would be 
on the plane, perhaps by now. 

Suddenly Barry got an idea. Why not 

head straight Into the Soviet camp? He 
was fairly clearly oriented and they'd nev
er expect him to head for their base. It 
was getting dark and he'd stand a good 
chance of making it. 

And he did. 
It was only an hour later ; he was ex

hausted from the floundering and plowing 
through the drifted snow, but he came 
upon the lights. Carefully he eased himself 
closer. The huts were crude and simple 
but perfectly adequate for the base. Most 
important, he spotted the radio shack in
stantly. He was surprised af the number 
of vehicles. Snow scooters, tracked cars, 
helicopters, stood around in profusion. The 
hangars for jets, however, he couldn't 
see. They must be perfectly camouflaged. 

The radio shack was guarded by a sin
gle sentry. Tired and weak as he was, 
it was a moment's work for Barry to 
sneak up on him and knock him loose 
from his marbles with a blow of the forty
five. The sentry dropped and Barry sprint
ed- for the hut. 

He glanced through a window, saw a 
lone operator. Without hesitating he went 
through the door and with another blow 
dropped the surprised Russian from his 
seat. 

Radio equipment is universally clear. 
Barry picked out a frequency he knew 
was constantly monitored and within sec
onds he was in contact with Base Lookout. 
As fast as he could talk he poured out 
the details of his discovery and his posi
tion. 

" . . .  I'm heading back into the woods," 
he concluded, "pick me up after you've 
done the job . . . .  " _ 

The whole affair had taken no more 
than five minutes. He got out of the shack 
after taking an overcoat and donning it. 
He took the unconscious guard's rifle, 
actually an automatic job, and some sort 
of knapsack which must hold some iron 
rations of one kind -or another, and in a 
minute he was back in the woods from 
which he'd come. 

He cleared away from the camp, as far 
as he could drive his exhausted body. With 
branches and rubbled underbrush he man
aged to build a shelter and a · hidden fire. 
The smoke couldn't be se�n at night and 
he was safe. He'd bet money that the 
patrols would be recalled in short order 
just as soon as the radio shack was dis
covered. 

It took seven hours. In alternate fits of 
dozing and trying to keep awake, finally 
Barry was fully awakened by the thun
dering sound of jet engines overhead and 
then the night became brilliant with flares, 
illuminated like the day. Gunfire began 
and the battle was closed. 

Barry heaped pine on the fire in his 
cosy shelter and watched the fleeing 
Soviets, 
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(continued from page 119) 
By the way, before I finish, if you hap

pen to print this I'd like an sf fan to write 
to me and exchange news, views and books. 

Final last words-KBEP ON PRINT
ING AS and FA. 

Dear Sirs : 

Don Alien 
3, Arkle Street 
Gateshead. 8 
Co. Durham, England 

NEW READER 

I am a 20-year-old English girl and have 
just read my first FANTASTIC ADVEN
TURES. 

I have tried in many bookshops in Eng
land ( London) but have not been able to 
purchase any back numbers, and am told 
that current issues are very very scarce. 

It seems so �Jnfair that such a good book 
should be so hard to come by-can't you 
possibly anange for more copies for Eng
land? 

The book has been a great success to all 
my friends, including some in hospital. 

If any of your readers can possibly 
supply us with back or current numbers of 
this FANTASTIC book, we shall all be 
more than pleased and will try in some 
way to repay them either by sending the 
money for the books or sending English 
books in retum. 

If there is a chance, I would also like 
to write to one or t\\·o readers. 

Doreen Izard 
3G Christie Road 
S. Hackney, E.9, London 
England 

ANOTHER FOR BLADE 

Dear Sir : 
I saw in a letter in the December issue 

of FANTASTIC AD'VENTURES that F A  
might fold. Please don't let it  happen. I 
like FA much bett�r than FANTASTIC 
and if one has to fold, let it be FAN
TASTIC. 

What ever happened to Alexander Blade? 
He was my favorite author. 

1 am 14 and I wi>h somebody would 
write me sume letters. All  letters will be 
ans_wered promptly. 

Byron England 
4213 Memphis Street 
El Paso, Texas 

WE TAKE A DARE 

Dear Howard : 

How many letters have you received 
saying "I dare you to print this"'! ( And 
of course they always see print, as HB is 
afraid to pass up a dare.) This is differ
ent. 1 dare you not only to print the letter, 
but to specifically answer the questions 

put forth in it. And before I forget; here 
they are: 

1) Why do you refrain from comment
ing on letters lately? . 

2) When will FA fold, and when will 
it merge with the new? 

3) When will AS go slick? Or will it? 
4) What was the "big announcement" 

LES said would be made in the October 
Z-D mags and was never made? ( She said 
that in the September FA.) 

5) What happened to that thriller, 
"MAster of the Universe" ? 

Guess I have put my foot in your mouth 
enough for that. Before I go, however, I 
will mention that, since Palmer left AS, 
while most of the stories have been pretty 
good, there has been a gradual drop in the 
over-all quality of AS. As a matter of fact, 
the only thing that saves the Z-D reputa
tion is the new FANTASTIC. (Which, if 
it keeps up for long as it  now, will have 
people calling WEIRD TALE S . the "Poor 
Man's FANTASTIC.) 

Before this goes into File 13, I would 
like , to tell Ray Thompson he was wrong. 
Not just "No comment", but . . .  nothing. 

And once more, I dare you, Howard 
Browne, to print this letter with specific 
answers to the questions I have set forth 
herein. 

Val J. Golding 
San Francisco 
California 

FINLAY F A N  

Dear M r .  Browne : 

Thanks for the Finlay illo in the Nov
ember issue of FA,  even if it was put 'in 
by mistake. Was it? 

The stories in this ioh were pretty good ; 
I pick "I'll Follow You to Hel l" as the 
best. It had some 1·eal suspense toward the 
end. U suaily I don't like these cop and 
private eye stories in science fiction, but 
this one had a different twist to it. "It 
Happened Tomorrow" was a story. "When 
Better Budgies Are Built" and "Needle Me 
Not" were both good, especially the latter. 
"The Man Who Could Not Die" wasn't 
bad, but this is an old theme. "Dragon 
Ar�y" was good in spots, but most of it 
was very slow. It said on the cover that 
the seeds were sown from the sky. Couldn't 
find that in the sto ry, 

NOW ! What the hell is going on in the 
letter depa:·tment? Not quite a page and 
a half, and only three letters ! Is that all 
you get'! If you like I could knock out 
five or six dozen a month for you. Look at 
any of the Thrilling mags or OW. There 
is some very interesting reading to be 
found in the letter columns of these mags, 
and always a few chuckles. The letters 
might take up the room of an article or 
two, but from the economic point of view 
they are cheaper. FA seems to be getti>�g 
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a better variety of stories lately, and the 
cover and artwork are looking up too. So 
how about it, Howard, have a little more 
on the reader's page. • 

Thanks for publishing �y lettter in 
AMAZING . . 

Harry Calnek 
516 West Mary Street 
Fort William, Ontario, Canada 

ALL ABOUT C Y RUS PIMPLE HEAD 

lJcar LES : 
Out of the depths of space carne the 

flying 1.Lscs of the invader. Rapidly they 
fanned out in formation, and flew over 
the face of the earth. Invisible force beams 
radiated from the narrow ports of the discs 
and where those beams touched, nothing 
remained. The planes, the anti-aircraft 
gun3, and all the armaments of earth, were 
vowerless against these aggressors. They 
landed, and the hordes of men, who were 
not men, poured out over the Capitol 
g.-ounds 'lf all the nations of the wvrld. 
\ i i chin twenty-fom hours the world of men 
belonged to the invader. The men them
selveJ became their slaves and the wom
en their co�cubines. 

In a small town, the village idiot, Cy�us 
P;m;>lehead, became the saviour of man
kind. Behind a house where lived Professor 
Antibody and his beautiful daughter, he 
found a di3carded bit of silver wire and 
some flake,; of crystal. Now Cyrus spent 
lo.s of time behind the Professor's house, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of the lovely 
Torsette Antibody, the Professor's daugh
ter. He, as well as all the young men of 
the town, was in love with her. Her ·l ong 
blac:; hair hung down her back i n  silken 
ebony tresses. Her eyed were the deepest 
night, her skin the envy of every woman 
w:oo saw her. Her curves defied descrip
tion. Men panted and their hearts went 
"boinnnnnnnn� ! '' whenever she passed. 

Cyrus was not as simple as he seemed, 
but by acting so he was able to learn many 
things and could watch Torsette with im
punity. 

Fooling with the wire and crystal& 
caused a field of "countermittent rays to 
be developed which acted on his plasta 
modial intelligentia", thus creating a su
perman who bulged at the muscles, and 
whose brain worked at lightning speed 
and was twice the greatness of a super 
genius. 

One of the inva�ers saw Torsette and 
captured her for the head knocker, who 
would elevate him in rank for bringing 
in such a delectable dish. 

C;•rus was mad, and gathering a few 
(t lencls, dosed them with the crystal rays 
and, using these men as a nucleus in the 
larger cities of the world, Cyrus and his 
men formed an army of supermen and be
gan the' syst�matic destruction of the 
aliens. 

During the time Cyrus was busy, Tor
sette virtuously fought to retain her vir
ginity. A sp::f from Cyrus gave her the 
knowledge that Cyrus loved her and would 
soon rescue her from the villains of outer 
space. Heartened by this, she used her 
womanly wiles and know-how to keep her
self pure for Cyrus. 

The bigwig, impatient at the delay, 
forced himself upon Torsette. Stripping the 
thin material she was draped in, he hun
grily set about claiming Torsette. 
"CRASH !" The door splintered. Lo and 
behold, there stood Cyrus in all his splen
dor of newfound brain ani muscle. Grab
bing the hotshot by the throat, he began 
to throttle him. He modestly clad the now 
nude Torsette in his cloak, and, holding her 
close, planted a kiss upon her rosebud lips, 
and panted for the promise of things to 
come from that torrid smooch. 

-finis-

Would you pay me 2 'h ¢  a word for that 
drivel, Lcs, even if I dressed it up with a 
few fancy scenes of debauchery and blood
shed? I have been an avid reader of FAN
TA STIC ADVENTURES, and AMAZING 
STORIES, since 1939, but, brother, the 
December issue of FA has made me ask 
am J reading romance or science fiction. 
I also have the December AS, but I fear 
to crack the cover, for I may be as dis
appointed as I was in FA. 

Is  �cience FICtion such old hat that 
writers have to turn to sex and trickery 
to make circulation quotas? Remember pa
per-backed shoot-em-ups? The drawling hero 
conquered a passel of bad 'uns, then rod� 
away into the sunset and never sullied the 
heroine's lips. They are on the road to ob
livion. They added sex, but did it make 
the story different? The old old harps 
were strummed again, but one hand of the 
hero held the heroine behind him while he 
blew the noggins off the badmen, and in
stead of riding . off to freedom, the poor 
hero became a ball and chain worshipper 
in a cozy ·shack with gingham curtains. 
Plausible? Please make my stories so and 
you will_ have my undying thanks, for I 
am add1cted to FANTASTIC ADVEN
TURES and do not want to change. So 
long, and do not let my bombast upset 
you too much, for I know you have thou
sands of other readers to please and, if  
they prefer science fiction that way, then 
I and others must take it so, or change our 
tastes. 

S. D. Nicholson, Jr. 
611 North 54th Street 
Philadelphia 31, Pennsylvania 

P.S. I have a pile of different sf publica
tions that I have gathered since March, 
and would like to either give away or 
trade. Will some reader that is close to 
my address contact me and take them 

·
off 

my hands? 



UTINY TIM" 

COM ES THROUGH 

HOW TIMOT H Y  BLANE became com
munications officer of the Patrol 

cruiser Neander was a mystery to every
one. That he was a competant technician 
of course had something to do with it, 
but as for every other quality demanded 
by the Patrol-he lacked them all. He 
was tall and gangling, carrot-thatched, a 
caricature of the too-rapidly-bloomed ado
lescent, and it was inevitable that he 
should become "Tiny Tim" at once--and 
not too much effort was made to conceal 
that name behind his back. · 

He had a penchant for secretiveness, it 
seemed, probably more shyness than · any
thing, for his relations with his fellow 
officers were fleeting, casual, and con
fined strictly to duty. The bull sessions in 
the mess weren't for him, and when he 
wasn't on duty in Comshack, he was in his 
tiny cubicle with projector or bo�k. An 
omnivorous reader and student, his nose 
was forever buried in technical treatises of 
one kind or another, mostly heavily math
ematical. 

Portside, he was never seen roistering 
with the gang-not that he might not have, 
but simply because his personality seemed 
so negative that his shipmates were rarely 
aware of his existence. Captain Brenstrom 
observed privately "that there must have 
been a shortage of Com officers the day 
he was commissioned", but the Captain 
never had any occasion to criticize Tiny 
Tim's work. 

In short, Tiny Tim was everything that 
a Patrol officer ordinarily isn't. 

He was, however, everything that an 
officer should be with tools and symbols, 
and consequently he was an asset. Bren
strom didn't carry free-loaders-he shot 
more than one right back to Base faster 
than he'd arrived aboard. 

The Neander was . on conventional 
Ti tanian g:·eater planets orbital when the 
message was brought into mess by the 
assistant Com officer. Brenstrom read it 
aloud : 

"N e a n d  e ·r . . . acknowledge and act. . .  
O.N.i47773 . . . passenger s h i p  Clairault, 
forty aboard down on Saturn . . .  coordin
ates below . . .  last pulse call received 2440 
SST . . .  " 

B renstrom glanced around at his silent 
officers. 

"Well," he said finally, "we've got · to 
do some�hing- .:mg;r,� stions ·. " 

"I suggest taking down a radar rescue 

boat," Tiny Tim's voice broke the silence. 
"I'd put everything on search with a good 
chance of finding them. If they're not 
locked in methane I'd jam the boat full. 
There'd be room enough for a sardine pack 
if the extra accummulators were torn out 
of the number two boat, the biggest." 

"I see," Captain Brenstrom said. "Thank 
you. I'm glad we have a thinking officer," 
he added a bit sarcastically. 

"Attention, gentlemen," he said. "This 
has to be a one-man proposition. What 
can two or three do better than one? In 
addition, I don't p1·opose to pour half my 
crew into the planet. You know Regula
tions." 

Tiny Tim took the number two boat a 
half hour later after everything loose had 
been torn from

. 
the cabin. Radar was 

checked and he blasted immediately Sat
urnwards. 

The automatic pulser aboard t h e 
Clairault would put out a strong pulse as 
long as power held out, although it would 
be sadly enfeebled by the energy-absorbing 
atmosphere of "icy-hell", as Saturn was 
commonly known among

_ 
spacemen. Ti�y 

Tim's job would be to crmse around, avoid
ing the freeze waves and hoping to catch 
a feeble beat of the pulser in his direction
finding equipment. Once he picked up a 
pulse he could 1·ide the beam down and 
thus locate the ship. 

He fought the number two boat through 
like a racer. It is impossible to conce_ive 
of the almost living enmity of Saturman 
depths. The boat was tossed and )lattered 
like a chip on a fogged ocean. Its 1mmense 
power was nothing before the tremendous 
blasts of four-hundred-mile-an-hour _wi!lds 
carrying solids chunks of carbon diOXide. 

Tiny Tim fought it though. �e play
_
ed 

the control console like a master 01·gan1st 
and his fingers and feet were in motion 
constantly correcting here, blasting there. 
His eyes remained glued to the screens, 
his ears tuned to the speakers. 

For eleven hours, without respite, with
out pause, he :--truggled in that Satu.mian 
ice-hell, with power beyond human endu

_
r

ance it seemed, and then he caught 1t. 
Theoretically he'd had �he coordmates 

_
of 

the downed ship, but d1spers10n 
_
and dif

fraction had so warped the rad10 waves 
that the ship actually was two hundred 
kilometers from the supposed positiOn ; 
Tiny Tim found it and locked to it. 

Cooly he brought the terrified passen
gers and crew aboard, jamme_d them lit
erally like sardines in the . tmy number 
two boat and started to bring the craft 
out. 

It was another four-hour fight to rise 
above the incredible ferocity of the blast
ing gusts of liquid air and �ethane, the 

- reverberating blows of sohdified gasses. 
Tiny Tim did it. 

He's still Com officer aboard the Nean
der, and it isn't surprising that he'» the 
most popular man aboard ! 

1 24 



VOYAG E I NTO 

DANGER 

IF YOU'D believe the Sunday supple
ments or the video flashes, you'd think 

space travel was the most dangerous thing 
conceivable. Every now and then-as now 
-the editors will drag out some hoary 
old chestnut, polish it off, and present it 
as "the danger of the year". Lately, since 
the Martian-colonies run has been put on 
a regular basis with the building of the 
Tellus, the sob-sisters have been moaning 
about the inherent dangers of .meteors 
"which are certain to hole the ship at 
some time or another". 

Balony! 
My name is Charles Jackson and, in 

addition to being Exec on tl;le Te!lus ( I  
was with her from the day they laid her 
first plate on the Satellite Station) ,  I'm 
so-called "damage control officer". Going 
to Phobos or Deimos, the Martian satellites 
which serve as space stations for the Red 
Planet, is as simple and non-dangerous a 
trip as going to the corner grocery store. 
Take a look at our last trip and you'll see 
what I mean. 

So far the Tellus has made seven round 
trips-and in all that time no real danger 
has been encountered, either when in flight 
or when landing. As for meteors-well, we 
were holed, and we're still alive to tell 
about it. We'l be holed again, I'm sure, 
and we'll live through that, too l 

The Tellus is really not much to look 
at in terms of "sleek, stream-lined, glis
tening rockets" but, looked at through the 
eye of a technician, it's an engineering 
miracle. And of course every nut and bolt, 
every sheet of metal and every instru
ment, was brought up from Earth on the 
shuttle rockets and assembled near the 
Space Station. 

The Tellus is a cylinder four hundred 
feet long. The last one hundred feet of 
this ship have not been seen by men since 
it was built save through the video eyes, 
internally, for of course it's here that the 
atomic pile is located. Any repairs-if 
they ever must be made-must be effected 
by remote robotic control. The rear end 
of the Tellus is forever forbidden to hu
man beings. However, the atomic pile is 
basically so simple, and was constructed 
with such a large safety factor, that it 
is anticipated that th

·
e engines will never 

need repair. Feed anything to them and 
they v11porize and eject the stuff in a gas 
which provides the thrust. The thrust ex-

( continued on page 126) 
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to VIVIAN SALES CO. P.O. BOX 150 
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and more 

Handle your own money 
Sell beautiful Transparent 
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Box 2 1 43 Hollywood, Calif. 
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tobacco with the old genuine TOBACCO BANISHER. Send fGr 
FREE BOOKLET describing tho Ill etfecta ot tobacco ud • 
tate rtllablt home method. A proven tucce" for 40 yean. 

GUSTAF H. GUSTAFSON co. 
Box 168  Dept. F.G. Dalhart, Texas 
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Books, courses , ma9atlnes, folios, etc.  Everythlnq for 
the amateur and professional from tho World'• 
Larc;tst Hypnotism Orc;Janiution. Literature free. 

DR. REXFORD L. NORTH 
:U St. Botolp� Str .. t IDopt Zl Bosto• 16, Most. 

SATURN FOR SALE 
A beautiful all steel replica of the planet Saturn with 

key chain attachment. 
Planetoid rin91 appear to be sPinnin9 when planet 1• 

in motion. 
This ;, . unique novelty lor thou Interested In the wonders of the universe. 
Send SOc in coin to: 

M. Rich Products, P. 0 . •• No. n 
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haust, however, Is virulently radi�active 
and that, of course, is another reason
besides the huge bulk of the ship-for the 
Tell!!s' never landing either on Earth or 
on Mars. 

The Terran shuttle rockets bring the 
stuff up to the space station from which 
it's loaded aboard the Telll!s. We bring it 
to Deimos usually, although we .can un
load at Phobos, which has a small station 
besides the radio beacon, where shuttle 
rockets bring it down to the Martian sur
face. And, since the colonies are flourish
ing, lots of stuff goes Marsward. 

It's a fifty-day trip to Deimos and after 
you've made it a few times even the most 
starry-eyed idealist begins to think of it 
as boring. There are only eight of us 
aboard, but that's more than enough to 
handle the routines of computing, opera
tion, control, etc. Most of the time we 
spend either reading, watching the canned 
entertainment, sitting in on the perpetual 
poker game that exists in the messroom, 
or studying. That last is good too. If space 
travel always requires such great amounts 
of time, study will be the main occupation 
of spacemen and, at the rate they're going, 
most crew members will be Ph.D.'s before 
they're much older ! Ever since Jack 
Leonard took his Master's in radio en
gineering for which most of the studying 
had been done aboard the Telll!s, it's been 
a standing gag. that the ship is really a 
flying university. 

I was in Control with Barry (C.O.). 
He was making a routine navigational 
"compute" and taking radio bearings on 
the pulse transmitter. He made the minor 
corrections necessary and we were on 
course. 

"Air all right?" he asked. 
I glanced toward the differential pl·es

sure indicator. 
"Hey, Skipper, look !" I said loudly. The 

needle on the gauge was dropping quick
ly, then abruptly it stopped and slowly 
started to rise. The drop was small enough 
not to cause any physical discomfort, but 
it was sort of eerie to watch the needle, 
since you knew it meant air was going 
too! 

Barry grinned. "We've been holed, 
Charlie," he said. "Evidently be a big one 
this time. You better get to work." He 
glanced at the compartment panel. "Num
ber Four bulkhead's sealed," he said in
dicating the red light. "At least you know 
where it is." 

I went midships and got on a space 
suit. Through a connection to the sealed 
chamber I ran a Helium line which let a 
little gas leak into the room whose air 
had vanished through the hole caused by 
the meteor. No one was in Number Four, 
of course. The leaking Helium would pass 
through the hole, wherever it was, and 
I'd go out and find it with an ionic leak 
detector. 

I went through the lock and cil'Cled the 
STATBllE�'l' llBQCII!EU BY TUB ACT O>' ALG CST "· JO!Z, hull, keeping my eyeS on the gauge of t�e 

�s ·'-"E�uEu uy nn: �cTs w .\IAJicu "· 1'""· A�u leak detector. It took a l!ttle wh1le-there s 
July :t.  HH.Ii ('fitltl ���. United :-itah·8 Code, :-5t•ctiou :!:.1:.1) lOtS Of air to even One bulkhead SeCtion 
��Wt�t;��·rr���l-; 0�."'�7a

1
1��a:1:i�·· �{:�,�����

�
���E����i;���tJu of the Tellu.s-but eventually I found it. 

monthly U.L Chica�;o. lUinoh, for Ut.:tOIJ(!l' L lU;:i:!. The leak was no bigger than a pencil 
1. 'fhu llUJUl'S and adUL't';iJ;e!j or the Jmlllhhor. l'Liilor, ma.nagillj,j in diameter. Plugging it was simple, of 

���to�o.�u�8�,u���c��·a�1:�;1a����e. �r�hl:�����������·.11�1;fiE����;, �����
�
���� course . . I sel�ct�d a plastic pl�g �nd ce-

u101111e, 3Vti Madison Are .• t\ew Yoll• 17, S, Y. ; �lanaglng editor, lnent, filled lt lll and marked lt Wlth red 
�;���":��:
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A\t'  .F1111��·�7������; ����;d����::�:·�

�
���:tg�ge���

b
:��3 ;t��; ��\���� 11;of<�1.' realize what a rarity this is? This is the 

er:i ·owning or holding t 11en:cnt or utun: or total amount or bonll:-t, first time we've ever been holed by an�.�-
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came east to attend Cornell University, 
did graduate work in anthropology at 
Columbia, and decided that New York 
would be my home ever after. I live in 
a large cluttered apartment overlook
ing the East River. For years I 've been 
meaning to do an ambitious decorating 
job on it, but I 've been so preoccupied 
creating make-believe apartments for 
make-believe people in plays that there 
just hasn't been time. Now and again 
I tell myself that next week I 'll paint 
the walls black and buy some white 
carpets and go · on from there, but 
something always comes up to preve�t 
that. 

My readin;; tastes are varied and 
no doubt inconsistent. A boyhood 
predilection for westerns is responsible 
for my writing them in adult li fe, and 
early interests 111 astronomy and adven
ture thrillers combined to turn me into 
a science- fiction addict. Ca11didc is my 
favorite French novel, Thackeray my 
favorite English author, Horace my 
favorite poet of all place and time. 
I think Havelock Ellis is more in
teresting than Kinsey, Sp:noza much 
meatier than ] ames, and Franz Kafka 
superior to james Joyce. And I have 

. lengthy dissertations at the tip of 
my tongue to suppOit my preferences. 
I am· a very pedantic fellow. 

From the point of view of accom
plishment, I am a musical dolt. I do 
not play or sing anything. But I can 
follow the score of a symphony, un
derstand the French or German or 
Italian libretto of an opera, and lis
ten correctly to a fugue. I like Bach 
and Beethoven better than all other 
composers. but think the "Grand Can
yon Suite" is a gem. Some days I like 
to listen to Toscanini and some days 
I prefer to tune in "The Chamber 
1\Iusic Society of Lower Basin Street". 
I am a very paradoxical fellow. 

My favorite play is · Shaw's Man 
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ILLUSTRAJED COMIC BOOKLETS 
Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC aOOKLETS 8nd othor 
NOVELTIES. Each booklet size 4 'h x 2 �.4 and Is fully 
Illustrated. We will send 24 assorted booklets prepaid 
upon receipt of $1.00 or •o assorted booklets se11t 
prepaid upo• recelp,t of $2.00. Wholesale ltOYOitJ 
price lid sent !fllh order only. No orclera aeat c.o.D. 
Sen� Cash or Money-or:ler. 

IEPSAC SALES CO., Dopt. 14G-I 
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WHY CAN'T YOU ADVERTISE? 
This Is one Inch of odvortislng space. It Costs only 
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Zlfr-DIIYis Publishing Company, 1 15 N. Wabash 

Avenue, Chicago 1, Ill. 
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STRANGE St.orlea l Sample and Illustrated literature 25e. Ex
change, Fltchbur�r 24. Mast. 
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and Superman, but a long-standing love 
for the theater makes me a sucker for 
any production, from an up-to-date 
version of A ntigone to an unabashed 
variety review. I am also known as 
(the word gives me the chills )  a ba11e
tomane. Here I prefer Nora Kaye's 
dancing of the "Fa11 River Legend" 
to a Ba11et Russe approach to "Swan 
Lake". It is impossible for me to 
watch fine ba11et without wishing I 
were onstage taking the leaps-and 
the bows. 

I like to collect coins and stamps 
and playbills and Toby jugs. Also old 
W edgwood (not the neo-classical Ca
nadian kind) and good Sheffield. And 
an occasional Picasso and Braque and 
Klee. 

Zoos have always fascinated me1 al� 
though I 've precious little time fo •de
vote to poking peanuts into the trunks 
of elephants, and circuses appeal even 
more. The Museum of Natural His
tory in New York was at one time my 
second home, and I like the Metropoli
tan Museum of Art and the Museum 
of Modern Art almost as well. 

I think foreign dishes are . infin
itely superior to good plain American 
cooking and would rather consume a 
casserole of curry than a cut of coco
nut custard any time. Cooking is an
other of my hobbies-! enjoy rustling 
up dinners for my friends, and flatter 
myself that I'm rather good at it. 

. In sum, there's only one thing I 
don't like-talking about myself. 

The thing I like best is writing about 
other people. I think I've gotten more 
pleasure out of writing my stories than 
anyone could possibly have gotten 
reading them. I know that leaves me 
wide open to a clever comeback, but 
the pleasure of writing is something I 
look forward to, and I hope to do bet
ter work as time goes on. 



VOYAGE INTO DANGER 1 2 9  
its happening i s  s o  ridiculously low that 
v:c don't evea have to think about it." 

And that's al l  there was to it .  1\ s me
tzo,·s go, t:1e pea-sized baby which had us 
ac.uaiJy was quire large and it was a rare 
event to be s�ruck by such a thing. Most 
of the debris that the 1'elius sweeps up in 
fJi:_-:ht is incredibly small, of the ordei· of 
oust-sized particles which expend thei1· 
e.JCrg:· a:;ainst the sh;p's hull, and which 
leave 1t  with a sort of slightly pitted ap
pearance. But they constitute no danger 
at all.  

The chances of a si1ip's being struck by 
a '"eteor are as�ronomically small-that 
is, by a meteor capable of damaging the 
v2,;sc; .  But of course some day it wil l  
p;·oJably happen and there'll be �hrieks 
and cries oi "danger" down on· Earth 
tha�'ll echo all the way to 'Mars. Natural
!; spacemen will ignore the c1 ies. After 
a:l io doesn't take much nerve to learn 
to live with a danger whose chances are 
measured in terms of hundreds of mil
lions! 

Tycoon Of The Future 

• 
By 

WAYNE DELANO 

NOBODY could accuse J.D. of not being 

modern. In an a;:(e when the fi rst 
Lunar rocket had been sen,, J.B. had con
tributed a million and a half dollars to its 
construction. He'd backed a half dozen sun
powet: plants in Arizona, he was already 
getting interested in private atomics ; if 
it was new and automatic, J. B. was for 
it. He was dynamic and ruthless, a gi
gantic industrial tycoou whose activities 
fitted beautifully into an age which wor
shipped the machine. 

J. B. direc:ed activities of his sprawling 
empire from a hu;::e g.ass and steel pile 
on the Hudson. In this large building were 
conccntra�ed the office facilities so nec
essary to handle the mountains of paper
work en�ai1ed by industrial holdings as 
big" as some fo;·eign gov2rnm�nts in their 
operations. 

Conscc:ucnlly, wl en Compu�ers, Ltd., of
fered to su rvey his clerical set ·up and 
to cut its staffing to one-one hundredth 
of the present force by using automatic 
compu�ng· ma�h ines and clig·ital me1nory 
bank!, J .  B. snatched at th.e opportunity. 
He let t:,c c:<perts com� in, a hundred of 
t:1em, examine h : s  clerical lay-out, and 
then go out and build the machines. 

J. B. woulc.J drop into his office occa
gjonally. 

"Well, boy," he'd boom in his clever, 
poor-boy-who-made-good-manner, "Imperi
al Chemicals aim to duplicate the Texas 

Famous Hub Checks, Non
Duplicate ,Square Edge.Heavi
estGame Check. Cut and Stack 
Accurately. Supplied in any color. 

FREE CATALOG Expose: The Open Book, 
Sealed Book, Scientific Betting. Master Key Systen;a. 
How to Control Fair Dice, Runup

la Sf��eC:
ar

�!as
;
�; 

"The Old Reliable" ctJb Use. 
K. C. CARD Co., 807 S. Wabash, Chlea11o S 

� �/J;.f��tl ���� )\? � THE KIND GROWN�- V�Gf �� (�ri> VI'S IIICEI --:- ..,/!"'!' � Brand Ntw Stnts, '" 
' w <lui lllusi!Gtio•� \ (VEST rOCKET SIZE) 

I I e4 'tb , •• & """'"' I Park ,1 ;� 24 lor '2.00 V. M, ROGUS flif£10 for • 0,� with eathd DfPT. P7. lOX 14731 $1.00 or er. CIMAIION STATION 
a:,.:.;,. ____ No t.O.D· LOS ANOILIS 11, CALIP. 

TREASURE MAP OF U.  S. 
Jt'• " her� l' t  last! Yo11r complete- treasure g-Uide t o  t h e  4 8  11tates, 
Canada 10ncl Mt:'Xi<-o. Thta m(lra br:_�e (:.!6" X 42") exc:itlu� mat• Ia 
Htcrallv rr:llllnltotl with burle-d tf('luiurcs, lust mines, IIUIIkt•n gal· !eons, ·h l•l•kn (•;whes, etc., and tully loniiPS and describes e:w/1 lode. 
No mor-:- �u._,:-;,"work,-aclually s� where ;:J:JOO.OOO.OOO.OOO lies hid· 

�;�·r.:,���;�r;,.l�·.·,��·�·'-�����s:��:��1u,f;c:·u�:��·;;�\:h:��. ���r,,.��·J���= 
11 a •musl' r..r trl'asur"' hunter, 11dventurer nud hoiJb)'ilt. �2.00. 

M E X I C O !  
letters remailed from the Republic of Muieol Three for $ 1 .  

Airmai l ,  add I O c  per letter. D o  not place U. S. posta9• on 

letters to be remailed. Stamp• of �exieo will be used. 

F: I L M E R  
91 0-V MARION PHARR• :I'EXAS 



130 FANTASTIC ADVENTURES 

How to Build Your Body 
without Exercise ! 

New booklet reveals tested secrets of body buildinQ. 
No •pparatus or weights. Com� 
pletely safe, proven method. 
Results guaranteed. Send only $2.00 * for booklet. 

•C&llf. residents add 3% tax. 
LACY INSTITUTE 

; Box 510Z 
Whittier, California 

CASH FROM YOUR HOBBY! 
Yes, earn cash from ANY HOBBY OR SKILL. 
My folio of complete instructions tells how. 
Only $ 1 .00. Send to Chester H. Garlanger, 

1019 Pearl St., St. Joseph, Mich. 

ASK FOR HOBBY . FOLIO. 

H Y P N O T I S M  
Learn tO> apply this tremendous POWER. Develop will .. 
power, self-confidence, se lf-control . ANYONE can master 
this exciting, profitable profession in short time by train
ing at home. with GUARANTEED RESULTS. DON'T DE· 
LAY . . . Write to America's oldest Hypnotic: school for 
freG information now-today! 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED HYPNOLOGY 
Dept. 162, 120 Centrai ,Park So., N. Y. 19, N. Y. 

Y O U  K N O W  
that King Darld started lt ,-Lh('l ancients believed the De\'11 played 
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this slwnle tnstruwent which producea t.he most beautiful harmonic nmslc without human aid, will am11ze and mysUfy e\'eryone ? No 
electrlcal, mo\'ing, o•· cosUy parts.· -j1lSt l:iet instrument down and it will be lllayed forc\'er by UlL.!t'll hands. Rare, Hlllq utl,-your 
frlentls have ne,•cr seen one. Sond $.50 for complete history ami 
construction details. 

VICTOR IA ��ic�- ��rrs�:. s, Cincinnati, Ohio 

TELL FORTUNES 

· the craving for tobacco os 
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. 
Today for free booklet telling of injurious 

effect of tobacco and of o treatment which 

has relieved over 300.000 people. [illnR ll · 
In Business Since 1909 BOOK THE NEWEll COMPANY 

284 l;loyton SIG.. •· 5t. l.oui• S, M.ct.,.1 

B O O K L E T S  
The kind grown ups like. Each one of these booklets fl 
POCI<ET SIZE.  also contains 8 I LLUSTRATIONS. a n d  II 
full  of fun and entertainment. 12 of these booklets. ALL 
D I F F E RENT. shipped prepaid I n  a sealed wrapper upon 
receipt of $ 1 .00. or 24 BOOKLETS, ALL D I F F E R E NT. 
shipped prepaid for $2. cash or money order. No orders 
sent C.O.D. PRINT NAM E· A N D  ADDRESS " Mall to: 

TREASURE NOVELTY CO., Dept. 36-B 2 Alloo St. Now. lorl! a. H• Yo 

plant. Think we oughtta give 'em the go 
ahead, Wesley?" 

Or : "Just got priority on a Mark-XU 
filer. They'll put it in tomorrow . . .  no more 
o' that damned record-loser, eh, boy?" 

J. B. was happy and Wesley Johnson 
became Jess happy in proportion to the in
creasing mechanization. Once he ventured 
to speak to J. B. about the "soullessness" 
-he called it that with an embarrassed 
grin-of the whole organization. J. B. 
didn't understand what he was talking 
about and Wesley didn't pursue it further. 

Matters went on for a few months per
fectly normally. Wesley's work had by 
now degenerated into little more than act
ing as an office boy. He sat in his office, 
read reports, submitted them to J. B., oc
casionally watched the computer techni
cians do their maintainence:-"replace 
6JL8's in memory bank K-48 every hundred 
hours of operation as indicated on recorder 
F-42"-and he was unhappy. 

Carl Olson of maintainence saw it fi
nally happen. 

He was on duty, watching the time-me
ters of the input unit, a panelled, mazed 
confusion of tul:cs and wiring, essentially 
the directive brain of the first-floor com
puters, when Wesley Johnson came in. It 
was about ten o'clock at night. 

As Carl Olson told it, Johnson came in 
without speaking. This struck Olson as a 
bit odd because normally Johnson was 
quite friendly. Johnson stood in front of 
the director unit for almost an hour and 
a half. Several times Olson tried to strike 

·up a conversation, even going so far as 
to ask if Johnson were sick. The executive 
said nothing, merely continued to star� 
at the input director. 

Olson didn't see Wesley actual l y  throw 
the grenade-it must have been that-but 
while his back was turned, he heard a 
tremendous explosion. He whirled-and 
found himself staring at a completely 
mangled, hopelessly battered input direc
tor. Johnson was still standing-, observing 
the now-wrecked machine, and there was 
a little smile on his face. It was a miracle 
that he had not been hit by a flying piece 
of metal or glass. 

Johnson was well taken care of and J. B. 
pressed no charg-es. Johnson is in a "rest 
home" and appears to be doing quite well. 
Very often he launches into impromptu, 
intellig-ent lectures on computing mecha
nisms, but invariably he finishes his  re
marl<s with one special one : "Computers 
have no souls". When asked to amplify 
this thesis, Johnson just shakes ··his head 
and smiles as if to say, "You won't un
derstand anyway." 

Mean·while J. B. is going in for bigger 
and better mechanization, and there's a 
standard gag at the Union League Club to 
the effect that he'll eventually get a com
puter· to replace himself I 



NOW -Whether You're a Beginner or an Expert Mechanic 
-You Can "Breeze Through" ANY AUTO REPAIR JOB ! 

MOTOR'S BRAND-NEW AUTO REPAIR MANUAL Shows 
You HOW-With 2400 PICTURES AND SIMPLE 
STEP-BY -STEP INSTRUCTIONS. 

COVERS EVERY JOB ON EVERY CAR BUILT FROM 1 935 THRU 
short-cuts that will amaze you. No 
wonder this guide is used by the 
U. S. Army and Navy! No wonder 
hundreds of thousands of men call 
it the "Auto Repair Man's Bible"! 

YES, it's easy as A-B-C to do 
any "fix-it" job on any car 

whether it's a simple carburetor 
adjustment or a complete overhaul. 
Just look up the job in the index of 
MOTOR'S New AUTO REPAIR 
MANUAL. Tum to pages cover- Meat of Ow-er rTO Official Sltop Monuals 
ing job. Follow the clear, illus- Engineers from every automobile 
trated step-by-step instructions. plant in America worked out these 
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No guesswork! MO- Same FREE Offer On N o w  t h e  e d i t o r s  of 

TOR'S Manual takes MOTOR'S Truck and MOTOR have gathered 
nothing for granted. Tractor Manual together this wealth of 

Mtlny L .. len of Praise from Usen 
"MOTOR'S Manual paid for It· 
.elf on the first 2 Joba, and 
saved me valuable time by 
eltmlnatlnsr srue!llllwork. "  

-W. SCH"OP, Ohio. 
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1��� Manuals, "boiled it down" 
it leads you easily and FREE 7.oay Trial. Check into crystal-dear tenns in 

He Doe• Jo& '" 80 M'"·-FIJ:ed motor 
another mechanle had worll:ed on half 

quickly through the en- proper box In toopon. one h a n dy indexed 
tire operation! book! 

r:a, ��tmt':.!l: • . r.ou.r Manual 1 dtd u -c. AU81:AAY1 Tenn. 

Ovtr TWO THOUSAND l'idurosl So Com
pleto, So Simp/o, rou CAN'T Go Wrong! 

Try look Iliff 1 Days 
SEND NO MONEY! 

MAIL COUPON NOW FOR 7-DAY FREE TRIAL 

MOTOR lOOK DEPT. Desk 7n. 250 W. 55th St., New York 19, N. Y. 
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for 2 montha and a final payment of 95c one month after that. 
Otherwise I will return the book poatpald In 7 daya. (Porefa,. 
,,.ic:e, remU 18 C6•A tuit.ll order.) 
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NEW REVISED 1952 Edition 
coven everything you need to 
know to repair 851 car models. 
780 giant pages, 2400 "This-Is
How'' pictures. Over 200 "Quick
Check" charts-more than 38,000 
essential repair specifications. Over 
225,000 service and repair facts. 
Instructions and pictures are so 
clear you can't go wrong! 

Even a green beginner mechanic 
can do a good job with this giant 
manual before him. And if you're 
a top-notch mechanic. you'll find 

Just mail coupon! 
When the postman 
brings book, pay him 
nothing. First, make 
it show you what it's 
got! Unless you agree 
this is the greatest 
time-saver and work
saver you've ever seen 
-return book in 7 
days and pay nothing. 
Mail coupon today! 
Address: MOTOR 
Book Dept., Desk f72, 
250 West 55th St., 
NtJW York l9, N. Y. 
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for Trutk and Trac:tor Repair Manual.) Same 7-day returu::l! 
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WERJ;. the great personages of the past victims of a 
stupendous hoax ? Could such eminent men of the 

ancienr world as Socrates, Pericles and Alexander the 
Grear have been deluded and cast under rhe spell of 
witchcraft - or did the oracles whom they consulted 
anually possess a myJterioUJ facttlty of foresight? That the 
human mind can truly exert an influence over things and 
conditiom was not a credulous belir�f of the ancients, but a 
known and demonstrable fact co them. That there exists 
a wealth of infinite knowledge just beyond the border 
of our daily thoughts, which can be aroused and com
manded at will, -vas not a fantasy of these sages of an
tiquity, but a dependable aid to which. they turned in 
time of need. 

It is rime you realized that the rites, riruals and prac
tices of the ancients were nor superstitions, but supter
fuges to conceal the marvelous workings of natural law 
from those who would have isused them. Telepathy, 
projeCtion of thought, the ma<erializing of ideas inro 
helpful realities, are no longer thought by intelligent per
sons co be impossible practices, but instead,dmwmtrah/e 
science.r, by which a greater life of happiness may be had. 

One of America's foremost psychologists and uni
versity instructors, says of his experiments with ·rhought 
transference and the powers of mind -''Thc successes 
were much coo numerous to be merely lucky hies and 
one can see no way for guessin$" to have accounted for 
the results." Have yo11 that open - minded atritude· of 
today which warrants a clear, pow- revelation 6f the 

facts of mind which intolerance and bigotry have sup
pressed for years? Advance with the times; learn the trutlt 
about your inherited powers. 

Let this free book explain 
l'hc Rosicrucians ( NOT a religious organization) have 
been leaders in introducing the ancient wisdom of men. 
tal phenomena. Established throughout the world for 
centuries, they have for ages expounded these truths to 
those thinking men and women who sought to make 
the utmost of their natural facu lties. Use the coupon 
below-avail yourself of a pleasing book of interesting 
information which explains how you may acquire this 
most unus11al and helpful knowledgt. 

fliJe ROSICRUCIANS 
( A M O R C )  

r,==== USE THIS COUPON ===="'iJ 
Scribe : O.K. B. 
The Rosicrucians, AMORC 
San jose, California 

I am sincerely inreresred in knowing more about this 
unseen, viral power which can be used in acquiring the 
fullness and happiness of life. Please send me, wirhout 
cost, the book, "THE MASTERY OF UFE," which tells 
me how to receive this information. 

Name 

Address State 


