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@hoose 
FOR YOURSELF 

to FALSE TEETH $35·00 
a I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I AT 

c//mazingly .[!ow Prices 
-BY MAIL-

SEND NO MONEY 1-'osed by a Professional Model 
1'HE TESTDIU�I.-\l.J LEl'TEHS \\'E l:JL"BllSll arC' comnHwi

cations that cu.stumers !lave !'t>nt to us without ::;oliritnlion ami 
without pay. \Vc have lar)!c number::. of such mi�sh·es. \\"c ne\'er 
print a!l}ulle's h�tL..:r witlHJUI Pl't•\'iou� eonsent. \\'e IJeliO\'C that 
eaeh of our ('UStomcrs who has written to us enthusiastically in
dorsing our dental plates is sincere. \\'e <.lo not. howc\'f•J', inti
mate or rept·escnt tl1at you wi ll rl'l'eive the samC' results in an.v 
instance that tlw�c rustoml'rs deserilJC'. \Yhat Is mm·e iJnJifll'l ant 
to you is tltaL when yttll pay for uUJ' teeth. \\'1� Gl' . \H . .-\j'\TI•:J•: II•' 
YOL; .-\HI·� :\(.)'!' 1001;� S.\TISFIEI} 1!\ .l:Vl�H.Y H.E:o-:1-'J·:("J' \\1'1'11 Tim 'I'J·;J,Til \\'E \\'ILL �L\KE FOR YOU. AF'I'J'I< 
YOU 1-1.\ \'I� \\'OH:-.: 'J'JJF:M .\S LO:-IG AS 110 DAYH. \\"1•: WJJ.J, GL.\DLY JmrT:-.:JJ TO YOU E\'T.RY <'E:-.:T YOI' 
K\YE P.\!D 1'!< FOil THEM. 

"Enclo��l find \l\n pieturt•s. One shows how J looked bet'nrl' 
:;::-ot m.v tt•t•lh: tllf' ulllt·r nne afterward�. Your tt•t>th arc cer 

tainl.v hl'autiiui_ I ha\'t' not 
ll:h! mine out s ince tlw day I 
J.l'Dl them. exrC'Jil tu l'll'all 
lllt':iL'' 

Harry Willoughby, Adair· 
ville, Kentucky, writes: 

"1 IW\'t' n·<Tin·d my teeth 
and am I'IHH-1> Ul•' 'J'HL:\1.'' 

Mrs. Geo. G. Conklin, 
Bridgeport, Connec:tic:ut, 
writes: 

"I rec·eh·cd mr set of teeth. J wt•ar thl'm day and night. I 
ua,·e �ood reason to be well 
pleased with them. Thanli you 
very much.·· 

MADE - TO - MEASURE 
DENTAL PLATES DI
RECT FROM OUR LAB-

ORATORY TO YOU! 
'Ye make to mPnf:'tll'0 for ,-ou 

indh·i<lually-RY MAIL-I> .. !Jtnl 
J'lntt•s for lllC'II nntl wonH)n
frotu an impre:-;sion uf your own 
ntoutll tn ken by ,\'Oil at your 
hvutt.•. \\·e haYe thnusands of 
customers :Ill 0\"L'r the ('0Untry 
WL'HI'ing- tt•r•th "'e ntafll' h�· mnil 
at �t·u:-;i I IlL\ pri<.·t.·�. 

AT ROCK-BOTTOM 
PRICES 

lf ro11 lind out whnt otht·r:-; 
ha\·r· paid for tht'ir:-;. rou will hi' 
a:-;tOUlltlt•fl wht•JI \'011 st·t� how 
littlt� ours ·will <·Ost vnu! I:\' 
I'P:ttling- out· eata log-, 'rou wiil 
l�·:tl'll ho\\· to san• half or llHtrt• 
on dPntal )Jiatt•s for �-ou rl'it•l f. 
�r nnth ly p:t rnH·nl :-; po:-::--i Ide. 

ON 60 DAYS' TRIAL 
.\Iai;;H us prove e\·cry word Wfl

say. \\"L'i.ll' our tL•cth uu trial for 
;t:-.; long- ;tS (ifl d:t�·:s. '!'hen, if you 
an.• not IH'rft•t•tly satisfir-d with 
tiH'Ill, thi'.'" will not ('o:-;t you a 
cent. 

WITH MONEY- BACK 
GUARANTEE OF 

SATISFACTION 
"rc tn ke this risk. ,y,. guar

;tutt"�P that if you arP 110t com
plt•h•b· :-;:lt isfi ,•d with tht.• t Prth 
\\"(' ntak+' fur yon. tiH ·n nnr tiltH! 
within liO flay� we will imme<li
:th•ly rt->fund PH'I'Y tPnt you han:• 
paid us for tht'lll. \\"e take )'Our 
wor<l. You :tl'l' the ju<lg<'. 

HAND-CARVED SET 

PARTIAL 

HIGH-GRADE MATERIAL AND EXPERT 
WORKMANSHIP 

'l'f-:Y our pr:tdienlly tlllilrt':tkaiJJ� HOOFLE�S. PAH'l'JAL and 
TRAXSL"CC'EXT }Jiatt•s. Out· dt.•nturt-'S are s�t with Jlt�.arJy-white, 
genuine, porct-lain tet.�th; t·onstnu·tt1d from high-gradr- nulh•rinls, 
with expert workmanshiJl, tu gin� long M'n·ice. \\"l' 111ah:c all styles 
of plates. A dentist who has had Jnan:r �-c-ars' t•:\.peri('•u·e in maldng
dt•ntal plates super,·iscs the mn.king of (•ach plate . . . 

FREE 
DIPHESSIO:\ ).1.\TERL\L, C'atnloJ: with our new low 
J)ril'E'S- anti information. Don't !)Ill this o11:'. Do it 
'l'OlJ�\ Y! CLlP COl"l-'0:\ Oil WHITL. A one cent 
po::�tcard wlth name anti address plainly written is all 
that is necessary. 

.-��--liiAIL THIS COI;PON NOW-��--, 

v ... E E UNITED STATES �· �-- DENTAL COMPANY 

Dept. 7-82. 1555 Milwaukee Ave., 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. 

We also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates-48-hour Service 

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY 
Dr. Ernest French, Supervisor 

1555 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. 7-82, Chicago, Ill. 

Send, without obligation, your FREE impression 
material, catalog, nnd !nt'ormaticn. 

XA�IE 
.\llllHE�S 

(l't·int Clt•arl.\') 



This fR££ book has shown hundreds how to make 

$5to$10MOR£A WEEK 
WITIIIN A YEAR 

If you're in a rut-aren't getting anywhere in your 
job; feel that you can't gP.t ahead bccau�e your line 
is slipping and taking you with it; if you rc not satis
fied with the lay-offs an-d unsteady work; really want 
to give yourself a $5 to $10 a week raise during the 
coming year-you'll certainly want to read this book. 

TELLS ABOUT A GROWING FIELD 

W:TH A REAL FUTURE 

Your copy is free. Simply mail the coupon on this 
page. It tells you about the many fields of Radio 
which offer good job opp.ortunities to qualified Radio 
Technicians-----installing, fixing. selfing home and auto 
Radio sets; operating and maintainiug Broadcast, 
Police, Aviation. CommerCial Radio Stations; selling, 
instalJing ani! servicing Lou dspeaker Systems. It tells 
you about Television and its glowing future ; about 
ele<'tronic dPvices and their many commercial uses. It 
tells you, too, how the National Radio Institute In 
Washington, head� by J. E. Smith, bas trained hun
dreds of the men who now have good johs in Radio 
and allied fields-bow you can prPparc nt home t:o be 
a Radi.o 'l'ecbnidan without spending a lot of money 
or giving up your present job. 

WHY MANY RADIO TECHNICIANS 

MAKE $30, $40, $50 A WEEK 

Anyone can tune a Radio set. but very few can service 
one, operate and maintain Broa:dcastinl': Stations or 
handle the many other jobs requiring a working 
knowledge of Radio. ThatYs why so many Radio 
Technicians enjoy good pay. steady work, plenty of 
opportunitiPs for advancement. And why there are 
many opportunities fo!: Radio Technicians to make 
extra money in their spar.e Uime-as much as $5, $10 
a �eek fixing Radios for o&hers in the evenings; why 
so many have businesses of their own operated right 
from their homes. 

Has o.,n Business 
Makes $50 to $60 a Week 
I am m aking between $50 
and $60 a week aiter all ex
penses are paid, and I am 

getting all the 
R a dio work I 
can take care of,. 
thanks to N.R.I. 

1I. W. Spangler, 
fl:o�.lfie�¥.:: 

Chief Operator 
Broadcasting Station 

When I completed 20 les
sons, I obtained my Radio 
Broadcast Operator's li
cense a:ud imme-diately j o in ed 
station WMPC 
where I am .now 
Chief Operator. 

Hollis 11'. Jla,ycs. 
327 Madison st .. 
Lapeer. Michigan. 

LEARN ABOUT RADIO'S FUTURE 

MAIL THE COUPON NOW 

If you \"ant to make $5 to $10 a week more within a year 
-send for your copy of this Book now. It tells you about 
Radio's spare time and full time opportunities-----how easy it is to prepare fo1· them and shows you more than 100 
letters from men who a:re making extra money in their 
spll.)'e t i me or got better f� time iobs by becoming Radio Technicians. Yoll owe it to )'ourself to :read this book. Mail 
the coupon now ..... in an envelope or p'tsted on a penny 
postcard. It's Fl·ee! 

J_ E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. OG09 

Washington, D. C. 

I. J. e. SMITH, Presicf"nt, Dept. OG09, I National Radio Institute, Wcishington; D. C:. 1 Dear Mr. Smith: MAil me FREE. without obllga.tion. yottt 1 
64 -p,.;e book, "Rich Rewards in RediQ," which points out I I Radio's opportunities and tells how you tra.in men at home to I be Radio Technicians. No sal06m&n will call. (Please write I 1 or priut p!alul,y; ). I 

I Age . ... . . . . . . I 
I I 
I Name ....

...
. . .. . . ..... . . . . . . . . , ......................... I 

I I 
I Addnllls . . .... . . . ...... . . .... ; .. ; ............... ;,;;·.-•••••• 1 
I _ I 
L':��-�·;,;.·��.;;;,;.·��-�-� -�=��-.;.;.·.;.;.·.;.J 
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How Big Is YOUR PAY -CHECK? 
II you earn under $3,000, 
Higher Accountancy may 
be the answer for you 

"THE size of my pay-check? What business is it 
of yours?" Perhaps that's the first reply that 
comes to your mind. 

But�top a moment. It reaUy z"s our business-to 
help men,just like you. In fact, it's been our business 
here at LaSalle for 30 years. 

If your pay-check isn't all that you'd like it to be. 
why not consider accountancy? Why not become 
a member of this well-paid and respected field? 
Why not, in short, prepare yourseli to earn real 
money-insure a good home for your family-a new 
car-an education for the growing youngsters-a 
bank account for a rainy day . . •  these and many 
more of the precious things in life? 

Maybe you're one of those·ever hoping for "breaks" 
that will give you a higher standard of living. Yet 
that's precisely what most of 30,000,000 other em
ployees in this country are doing. 

Not all of them, of course. Here and there you 
find ambitious men wh2_aren't depending on luck 
to carry them ahead. They're following a tested 
path to increased earnings-leaving nothing to mere 
chance. They 're trrn"ning themselves for better jobs 
-every week spending a few hours in serious but 
interesting study at home. 

Some day, as expert bookkeepers and later as 
accountants, these determimed men will have stand
ing and a considerably larger income-in a profes
sion that pays and pays well. 

Why don't you do as they are doing-take ad
vantage of LaSalle training? Even though you do 
not know the fundamentals of bookkeeping now
you nevertheless may have an excellent opportunity 
to master accountmicy. Many others have done it. 

Perhaps you're asking yourself, "But don't these 
others possess natural ability that I lack? Don't I 
need a special talent for all this?" 

Ask rather, "If I do my part, won't I get results, 
too?" 

ing, Audit�1�g, Cost Accounting, Business Law, 
Organization, Management and Finance. The train
ing-complete and intensive all the way-takes you 
right into C.P.A. coaching if you desire. 

Later, when you're an accountant, it may be 
possible to go into business for yourself as a public 
accountant and be independent. Or, if you choose to 
work for someone else as an executive accountant, it 
well may be for a salary several times that which 
you draw now. 

'\IV rite for this FREE book 
If you're tired of pinchinl;{ pennies, investigate ac
countancy and LaSalle trmmng. There isn't a raster, 
less expensive or more convenient method to master 
accountancy. Fill in the coupon and mail. We'll 
send you our 64-page book, "Accountancy, The 
Profession That Pays." 

Then, when you read all the facts, you yourself will 
be able to judge best whether you have the will to 
study and apply your best efforts-toward a more 
secure future. 

You will! For all it takes is in
telligence, serious study and work 
-not genius. Under the LaSalle 
system you solve problems by sim
ple steps . • •  from day to day, as 
an expert accountant does. You 
use the same basic principles. And 
when these problems be�ome diffi
cult and puzzle you, you get counsel 
that could bematchedonlythrough 
personal co�hing by a \:>attery of 
experts in a big accounting house. 

r--------------------------------------·--· 

in a comparati:vely sport time, 
you train yourself in Elements of 
Accounting, Principles of Account-

LaSalle Extension University 
A Correspondence Institution 

Dept. 73 29-HR Chicago, Ill. 
I want to earn a bigger salary-through accountancy training. 
Send me, without cost or obligation, your 64-page book, "Accoun
tancy, The Profession That Pays." 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . •  

Present Position . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Age . . . . . •  • • • 

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  City . . . . . . . . . . . . · • • 



BULOVA'S · 

Mios America $3375 1123!- Newest Bulovo feotUTe· 17 oe'!Vels; tiny IOK II ' 
gold filled case. 
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C
geous

1 
cr�ofi'?n Priced lo�: omp ete on goft box .• $3.28 a montll 

SEND ME Sl 
and I'll send your choice 
of these selected VAlUES 
for 10 DAY TRIAL and 
10 MONTHS TO PAY. 
Money back if not 

. Satisfied • • •  

Yes- your credit i• OK wlth me- I'LL 
TRUST YOU. Tell me what you wont-put 
a dollar bin in an envelope with your 
name, address, oc:c::upation and a few 
other facts about yourself-I'll send your 
choice of these select values for your 
approval and 10 day trial. If you. ore 
not s·atisfied that you have received 
good,. honest dollar for dollar value, 
send it bock .and I'll promptly return 
your dollar. If satisfied, you'll pay In 
10 small monthly amounts you'll never 

Jim IJ)� 
Soles Mgr. 

FREE TO ADULTS • • •  

A Postcard brings my complete 48-Page 
Catalog showing hundreds of diamonds, 
watches, iewelry and silverware, oil 
offered on my IO·Months·to·Pay Pia�: · 



don tt Worry about 

Rupture 
• Whv put up with days ••••• - months • • • YEARS of dis

. comfort. worry and fear? Learn now about this perfected 
invention for all forms of reducible rupture. Surely you 
keenly desire-you eagerly CRAVE to enJoy life's normal 
activities and pleasures once again. To work • • • to play 

••• to live. • • to love ••• with the haunting Fear of Rupture ban• 
ished from your-thoughts! Literally thousandsof rupture suffer• 
ers have entered this Kin.stdom of Paradise Regained. Why not 
you? Some wi-se man &ild, "Nothing is impossible in this 
world"-and it is true, for where other trusses have failed 
is where we have had our greatest succe5S in many cases! 
Even doctors-thousands of them-have ordered for them• 
selves and their patients. Unless your case is absolutely 
hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our 
Free Rupture Book in plain envelope. Send the coupon now. 

Patented AIR-CUSHION Sup· 
port Gives Nature a Chance 

to CLOSE the OPENING 
Think of it! Here's a surprising yet simple-acting invention 
that permits Nature to close the opening--that holds the rupo 
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work 'and at play! 
Thousands of grateful letters express heartfelt thanks for re• 
suits beyonlll the expectation of the wr-iters. What is this 
invention-How does it work? Will it help me? yet the 
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air 
Cushion Appliance-send now for free Rupture Book. 

Cheap-Sanitary-Comfortable 
Rich or poo-ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkabl� 
LOW-PRICED rupture invention! But look out for imita• 
tions and counterfeits. The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion Truos is n.,.,er sold in stores or by ,agents. You(Brooks is made up, after your order is received, to fit vour particular case. You buy direct at the 
low "maker ... to-us�r'' price. The perfected Brool;t.s is sanitarv, lightweight, 
inconspicuous. Has no hard pads to gouge painfully into the flesh, no Btiff,. punishing aprings, no metal _girdle to r-Q��t or corrode. It brings 
heavenly comfort and oecurity-while the Automatic Air Cushion con• 
tinuallv works, in its own, unique way, to he1.p;Nature get ,-esulu! Learn what this patented invention can mean to you-end coupon quick! 

SENT ON TRIAL! 
No • • •  6on't order s, BrookS now-FIRST got the �omplete reveallng explanation or thla world..tami>us rupture Invention. 
THEN decide whether you want the comfort-the freedom !rom 
fear and worry-the security-the same amazing results thou
sands or men, women and children have reported. They found 
our Invention the answer to their prayers! W1IY can't you? 
And you risk nothing as the complete appliance Is SENT ON 
TRIAL. Su,rety you owe It to yourselt to Investigate this nG' C. E. BROOKS. risk tr!at_ Send tor the !� now-tQday-burryl All cor-1 lnvWI!Ior respondence strictly contldentlal. 

FREE! Latest Rupture Book- Explains All! 
• 1!1::�::.!':-Just Clip and Send Coupon+ 
jirooka Appliance to.1480M $tato$t.1Mirahai-.Mich. 

PROOF! 
Proof of the value and outsta11-dirig 
merit of the BROOKS APPLIANCE 
is clearly shown by the fact that over 
9000 doctors have ordered it for them· 
set ves or their patients. One docwr alone 
has ordered for his patients over 40� 
Brooks Appliances. Follow your doc· 
tor's advice! If he says you have- a 
reducible rupture and advises a proper· 
fitting support, don't subject yourself 
to further delay, which may prove 
dangerous, but send us your name 
and address immediately. Stop Your 
Rupture Worries! Enjoy the comfort, 
freedom of action and physical security 
which this made·to·order appliance 
will give you, 

Mail This Coupon NOW· 
BROOKS APPLIANCE co. 4BO.M 1 State St.. Marsbllll. Mich. 
Without obligation; �lease send your FREE 
Book on Rupture, Proof of Resulm, and_ TRIAL OFFER-all in plain envelope. 

N-r------------.. -----. 
Stm'··----·--··-·--·---···-·· 
Ci�Y-----·---··----·Stau ... -...... 

Swuwh•thw/orM41J 0 Wo�Un-0 orChi/d. [J 1 
---------·--------------· 



Many Finish in 2 Years 
Oo as rapidlY as yOUr time and abilities permJt. Couroe 
equivalent to resident school work- prepares you tor 
entrance to college. Standard H. S. texts suo pliedDiPloma. Oredlt for If.. S. ecbjecta alruadfa completed. Single •a�· ��Jf desf�io���scgdi�d:s��ti.O nnd �!fi/���btef::n�: eapoe�c:n YtYQr life. 6e a Bll'b ScbQOI ftnldaote. Start 7our &raining DOW. Free Bu.lletfD OD reouoet. .No obltntloo. 
American School, Dept. HB·58, Drexel, at 58th, Chicago 

AVIATI 0 N AIR-MINDED Young Men, interested 
In training tor entering Aviation as 
Apprentice. Write immediately, enAPPRENTICES closing stamps. 

Mec:hanlx Universal Aviation Serylce · 
Wayne County Airport Dept. R Detroit. Mlc!l. 

The World's Greatest Sleuth 

Tackles a Weird Mystery of 

Baffling Clues 

in 

THE PHANTOM 
AND THE 

VAMPIRE MURDERS 
• 

A Full-Length Novel 

in the July Issue of 

THE PH,\NTOM 
DETECTIVE 

EVERY 10 AT ALL 
MONTH CsTANDs 

JUST OUT! 

THE NEW BIG DIME'S WORTH 

OF THRILLS AND ACTION 

On Sale at All Stands 

o/our Star-guide for 
the entire o/ear! 

Now on Sale 1 Oc At All Stands 



H This Were You
Laid Up By 

$/UNtSg 
DR Att/IINT-

.-- . 

What Would It Mean 
To Y'OU To Get Up To 

$150.00 
A MONTH? 

Amazing Ne-w Policy 

COSTS ONLY 3¢ A DAY 
If sickness or accident should strike YOU-lay you up, dis
ableel-stop your income, pe'l"hat*l fpr mon1!hs-d@.n't f�e the 
adm'tiopal wor.ry of

_ 
money for 'b.il.ls 

_
and exp�est Protect 

YQtn:self and your lpved ones wi6t the rema;rkable lqw cost 
S'tei'l\ng Si�ss a:n� Aceident PQ]ilewt fqr only 3 e _ a day fll�s 
am_aun

_ 
g .polky P<!'()Vldes A<N"U .t\L CM:A:-to h.cl;> r1FJ hi1ls 

and �pe_lliS.e61 Pa�s you m> to $fW,60 a moQth :fittr sre'kness, inclur-ling Ho-spit(IJl Be;neft}ts; $1�0:�)'0 a mo!J-ih for a�i'�t� 
pays as much as $'e,l5. 00.Qf.l :fp-r lo� qf limbs, st{J� or-a;cm.l 
death, plus many other ll'ifer al tienefits, as Jll'Ov'ided m pol'ley. 

Pays Cash For Common Sicknesses 

A.nd All Types Of Aecident-s 
This policy covers si�es!)es com,mt')n to men and. women, 
covers aJi ty.pes of acatde�ts m> h�ppen every dey m. or by 
automohiles or �fl�t on Sj;r�rt. at no�� Ot} tne f�1Jl,), 1tJ Ulf
tory, whi1e at wop� et-c. Beneffts payahle :born Fl"RST D:A Y, 
as explained in polk�. 

MORE THAN 
$500,0-DO.OO PAI'D 

EASY MONTHLY l'ERMS 

STERLING INSURANCE CO. 
$641 Jackson-Franklin Bldg. Chicago, 111. 

Liberal Benefits At 
AmHing Low Cost 

A$ MUCH AS 

$2,500.00 
paid to you IN CASH for 
Acci.d-ental Death or Loss of 
Limbs or Eyesight. 

¥� $150.00 
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CHA PTER I bringing down the curtain on one cen
tury and raising it on another. A new 

New Century century loomed with hope and prom-
ise, and greater 'things for mankind. 

I
T lacked a half hour of midnight, Richard Hale felt that as h e  faced 

December 3 1 st, 2000 A.D. the assemblage in the Radium Room of 
Earth waited eagerly to ring New York's Strata-Hotel, one hundred 

out the old and ring in the new. Not and forty-nine stories above street 
only a N ew Year would be ushered in, level. The deafening hum of hilarity 
but a new century ! The celebrations died down. Faces turned expectantly 
must be of a corresponding caliber, toward him when he raised his arm. 

13 
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Glasses clinked as they were set down. 
Noise-makers, given an advance try
out, w�re silenced. Even the few per
sons who had imbibed to the point of 
intoxication allowed themselves to be 
hushed. 

The great moment of the evening 
had arrived. 

The ike-men made their final ad
justments on the glowing iconoscopic 
eye that wou�d flash the scene through 
the ether. Ike-men were always on 
hand for things like this. I t  was a 
common expression i n  the year 2000 
that an you had to do was shake out 
your pockets, find a few ike-men and 
their portable i conoscopes. They were 
the eyes of the world. 

Richard Hale steadied himself with 
a hand on the vei'l ed model beside him. 
He trembled a little, and his throat 
went dry. He suddenly felt panic
stricken, facing so many people. And 
he felt the concentrated stares of the 
vast television audience, in that huge 
glowing eye at his left. Hale was just 
twenty-four, accustomed more to the 
quiet of a laboratory than the rostrum 
of a hall.  For a moment, flushed and 
weak-kneed, he thought desperately 
of diving for the nearest exit. 

Then his eyes met those of Laura 
Asquith. She was in the front row o f  
that terrible sea of faces, n o t  t e n  feet 
away. Lovely as ever, calm, cool, sym
pathetic,  her eyes seemed to speak to 
him, steady him. H e  drew courage 
from her, straightened his shoul ders. 

Hale began. His voi ce, at first, was 
low and tinged with uncertainty. Then 
quickly it became the normal, forceful 
tones of a man who knew he had some
thi.qg important to say. 

"F.riends, as you all know, I am 
president of the Subatlanti c  Tube 
Cotnpany, formed a year ago. Your 
investments, and those of hundreds of 
others not h ere tonight,  are in this 
untried venture. Our plans are to dig 
a tunnel from New York to Le Havre, 
France, under the Atlantic Ocean. 
That it will succeed, I'm as certain as 
i f  it were already done." 

His voice suddenly went deep with 
restrained emotion. 

"My father, Burton Hale, conceived 
the idea of the Tube twenty years ago. 

For twenty years he planned, calcu
lated, worked himse lf to an early 
grave. He was only fifty-one when 
he died last year." 

Hale's gulp was visible to the tele
vision audience, but he went on firmly. 

" Burton Hale l eft his plans as a l eg
acy to all the world. I know he meant 
it that way. H e  visioned a network 
of tunnels that would eventually span 
the Pacific as well as Atlantic. I made 
a pledge to him, on his death-bed, that 
I would devote my life  to tha.t aim. 
Ladies and gentlemen-the Subatlan
tic Tube ! "  

DALE signaled with his hand. An 
electrician at the rear c losed a 

switch, and a humming electric motor 
pulled at a fanwise strand of wires 
connected to pul1eys in the ceiling. 
The silken drapery over the model 
raised, billowing in a draft o f  air. 

The eyes of the gathering and those 
of the unseen tel evision audience, fast
ened on the object revealed. Twenty
feet long, it represented in reduced 
scale the first twenty miles of the 
Tube. At one end was the proposed 
New York terminal, a lofty pit sunk a 
mile deep into the ground. Elevators 
in miniature could be seen through a 
transparent cutaway. Successive levels 
were to hold baggage and freight 
warehouses, and unloading fac ilities. 
It was to be a super-raih::oad station. 

As you looked from the terminal 
along the length of the Tube, you got 
the impression of its eventual huge
ness and scope. You could see the 
round, til e-l ined tunnel, fifty feet i n  
diameter, that would stretch thirty
five hundred miles through the bowels 
of Earth. At its lowest point, i t  
would be fifteen miles within Earth's 
crust. Few mines in 2000 A.D.  went 
deeper. 

What could keep this amazing tun
nel from collapsing? What could hold 
back those mill ions of tons of rock and 
ocean above, all pressing down sav
agel y ?  Then you saw, in another cut
away, the tremendous hydraulic
sprung girders-Burton Hale's great 
invention. Under pressure, these gird
ers yiel ded, but they stored up the 
compressi(l)n in large hydraulic drums 
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and fought back. Engineers had all 
t>een forced to agree that the system 
would hold up indefinitely. Even a 
major earthquake could only shake 
the girders to a safe margin of ten per
cent above collapse. 

But, most of all, your eye was 
caught by the sleek, streamlined model 
ship at the terminal. The man in back 
closed another switch and the ani
mated model began working. Puffs of 
rocket exhaust hissed from the ship's 
stern. Like a silver streak, the tiny 
craft shot along. It made the twenty 
feet in slightly under a minute. It 
seemed slow, because it was ten times 
oversize in comparison with the tun
nel. 

But it meant seventeen miles a min
ute-a thousand miles an hour-New 
York to Le Havre in three and a half 
hours ! 

The crowd stared in awe, realizing 
it watched a preview of what would 
go down in history as the greatest en
gineering feat of all time. The 21st 
century would start off in grand style. 
Cheers burst out, and applause. 

RI C HARD HALE waited till the 
hubbub had died of its own ac

cord. Then he spoke again, now with 
an uplift in his voice, all nervousness 
gone. 

"The Subatlantic Tube, and all fu
ture ones, will be a boon to Earth's 
problem of transportation. Man has
found the way to travel on the ground, 
on the seas and in the air. Now he 
will travel under the ocean, more safe
ly and speedily than any other way. 
Strata-eli ppers crash now and then. 
Ships at sea miss their schedules. The 
Tube rocket will never be more than 
a minute late. It will not meet treach
erous winds or storms. Its crossings 
will be as unalterable as a well-oiled 
machine. And a third point-" 

Richard Hale paused. A thoughtful 
frown tightened his clean-cut fea
tures. There was more to say, but he 
hardly knew how to put it. He had 
memorized and prepared notes, yet 
somehow they were forgotten. What 
he wanted to say was something so 
vital and explosive that it brought a 
cold sweat. 

Richard Hale 

Again he looked at Laura Asquith 
for encouragement, and found it. Be
side her stood her uncle, Peter As
quith, with whom she lived. Peter As
quith, B urton Hale's best friend, had 
often supplied money for research in 
the lean days. Hale felt happy that 
his father's best friend was present. 

The clock stood at fifteen minutes 
to twelve. Fifteen minutes would 
launch the new century. Hale sud
denly went on, inspired. 

"The twentieth century has been a 
significant century to civilization. 
Great things were done, but equally 
great upsets occurred. Radium, the 
movies, radio, automobiles and the 
airplane came in. S cience took seven
league strides. B ut social evolution 
bogged down miserably. The First 
World War of nineteen-fourteen to 
nineteen-eighteen, and the Great De
pression of the 'thirties spawned the 
next two World Wars and depres
sions. It was not till nineteen-eighty 
that balance came. With the forma
tion of the World League in that year, 
peace and prosperity came to Earth." 

Hale motioned toward the clock. 
"In a few minutes, the twenty-first 

century begins. We all hope and pray 
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it  will  be a century o f  progress and en
l ightenment. But will it?" f:Iis voice 
became challenging. "It will only i f  
the world is aware of a n e w  seed o f  
conflict. I refer frankly and openly t o  
Transport Corporation. 

"Transport Corporation holds the 
monopoly on all transportation-
trucks, buses, cars, railroads, shi p  
lines and a i r  routes. In the past 
twenty years it has bought out most 
competitors. Its lobby in the World 
Congress is the most powerful in the 
world. It i s  next door to controlling 
the World Government like a pup
pet!" 

The ike-men snapped away their 
cigarets and fussed over their appara
tus to make sure it was working. This 
was dynamite, the kind of verbal dyna
mite that the free-masonry of i ke-men 
liked to spray out over the ether! 

HALE stood with set lips. The 
crowd had become utterly quiet, 

almost transfixed. They began to see 
something more in this than merely a 
ceremony. Hal e raised a tense hand. 

"I am not going to preach a new doc
trine. I simply say, beware of Trans
port Corporation ! They approached 
me several times, offering to back the 
Tube. Yes, so they could later own it, 
add i t  to their monopoly. Five men 
control Transport Corporation. They 
have kept under cover. I don't know 
them. But those Five I challenge. 
They have a strangle-hold on trans
portation, th.e c irculation system of 
c ivilization which pumps the blood of 
trade through the world. 

"They seek power, these Five, the 
power of absolute rul e ! They are a 
new kind of budding d ictator, more 
dangerous than the tin-pot d ictators 
of the middle twentieth century. 
Their methods are l ess blood:·, l ess 
brutal, but insidiously more effective. 
When their chosen day comes, they 
will say to the world, 'Accept our rule, 
or starve ! Not one wheel will move to 
distribute food and g.oods unless we 
are given the reins of government !' " 

Richard Hale paused, panting a lit
tle. But he went right on. 

"The Five won't succeed. They 
haven't yet crushed all competition in 

transportation. It will take them more 
than five years to complete. thei.r plans. 
In five y.ears, the S ubatlantic Tube 
will be i n  operation, My company will 
fight the monopoly. We will undersell 
them i n  trans-oceanic trade. The 
monopoly will crash. And then-" 

His voice grew softer, calmer. 
"An d then the twenty-first century 

will have the really right start. I want 
to see a century of democracy, l iberty, 
progress. Not a century of blind fol
low-the-leader under the dictates of 
five power-drunk men. The F ive have 
threatened me, of course, through 
their agents. Sabotage, financial ruin, 
even assassination. 

"But two of our five years of build
ing are allowed for the worst possible 
sabotage-underground. O ur sonic
survey has shown, secondly, .that our 
d igging will run through veins of pure 
gold. The project will finance itself.  
As for personal threat, I can take care 
of myself. I challenge the Five to 
stop me!" 

C HAPTER II 
The Fi'Pe Strike 

MI LLIONS of people heard and 
saw the tall ,  young man deliver 

his impassioned challenge. But four 
were more vitally concerned than any 
of the others. Four of "the Five" sat 
in a darkened, sound-proof room, hud
dled before a two-foot visi-screen. 

"Richard Hale i? our enemy, and a 
dangerous one," said Jonathan Maus
ser. He was short and fat. H is pudgy 
hands almost continuously washed 
themselves with air. He bore the 
meek, cringing manner that betrayed 
the hypocrite. A man of law, he had 
often tricked trusting souls into legal 
doom. Beneath his white, fat skin was 
a heart as black as coal. 

"The twenty-first century is about 
to start, and he is in our way," growled 
Ivan von Grenfeld. "He must be 
crushed, eliminated. We should have 
arranged his death months ago ! "  I van 
von Grenfeld, of mixed foreign blood, 
was six-feet-two, broad-shoul dered, 
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impressively rugged, and proud of it 
all. He wore a uniform, one of dozens 
in his wardrobe. Some part of his an
cestry had once held a dukedom. 

" No, that would have been the 
wrong way, and it is still the wrong 
way," said Sir Charles Paxton, in his 
cold stiff accent. "The Company 
would go on after his death. The 
whole company must be discredited, 
broken up, even though that method is 
more costly." Sir Charles Paxton be
trayed the miser by that last phrase. 
Gold to him was an idol. He wor
shiped it. 

Laura Asquith 

"No sense going over old ground," 
snapped Dr. Emanuel Gordy. "Our 
present plan is the one. You know 
who is over there now, in the Radium 
Room, waiting for the right moment. 
It will work out as I planned!" 

Dr. Emanuel Gordy laid undue em
phasis on the word " I ." He never l et 
the other four forget his acknowl
edged leadership. He was the brain 
behind their plans. At one time he 
had been an eminent scientist. A slow 
smile drew up the corners of his thin 
lips. 

"You challenge us, Richard Hal e !" 
he spat at the televized image. "You'll 
soon find out what that means. When 

the New Year, and the New Century, 
breaks, that will be the moment." 

FIVE minutes to twelve. Richard 
Hale waved. Behind him, the 

electrician at the switches moved his 
hand again. A ten-foot visi-screen 
over Hale's head began to glow, clari
fied to the scene of a desolate stretch 
of Long Island. In the background 
stood a huge atomic-power excavator 
amid all the paraphernalia of a dig
ging project about to be begun. In the 
foreground, a line of workmen waited 
expectantly. 

"The company," Hale explained, "ar
ranged this private television hookup 
with the future site of the New York 
terminal. When I press this button, it 
will flash a signal to them-" 

Watching the clock, Hale trembled 
more than before. He wanted so much 
to time it just right. Somehow, it 
would be a symbol of all that was to 
come. He pressed the button of a con
tact switch beside him. 

In the visi-screen, the workmen 
broke their line at the signal and 
leaped away as though they had been 
on a l eash. They scattered to all the 
machinery. The foreman remained in 
close focus. With a common shovel, 
he gravely dug up a shovelful of dirt 
and tossed it into a wheelbarrow. Then 
he looked up and waved. 

Hale waved back. then faced the au
dience. 

"Ladies and gentlemen! The first 
shovelful of ground dug for the new 
Subatlantic Tube !" 

The clock marked twelve to the very 
second. 

From outside, through an opened 
window, came the sudden blast o f  a 
siren, followed a split-second later by 
a deluge of sound-bel ls, horns, 
trumpets, drums, and the full-throated 
roar of human voices. Timed to the 
last second, New York City blasted 
forth its wel come .to the New Year, 
and to the New Century. 

It was January first, 200 1 A.D.! 
Richard Hale still stared at the visi

screen. Now the great AP-atomic
power-excavator rumbled to life, and 
the tremendous project was under 
way, right on schedule. It was merely 
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ceremony, o f  course. The men out 
there would quit in a moment and j oin 
in celebrations. But the proj ect had 
been officially started .  

Suddenly Hale was being pummeled 
on the back. His arms were pumped 
up and down. Voices screamed in his 
ear. 

"Happy New Century ! H appy New 
Century !" 

A slim form struggled through the 
crowd and grasped his arm. Laura As
quith rested a moment pantingly, then 
turned her face up. 

"Happy New Century, Di ck !" Her 
l ips formed the unheard words. 

Hale bent to the invitation of her 
lips. He knew it was the supreme mo
ment of his l ife. Only two things had 
counted to him-the start of the proj
ect, and Laura. He had timed things 
perfectly so far. One more thing re
mained before the moment would be 
over forever. 

HE grasped the girl tightly, so 
they wouldn't be torn apart. 

"I want you to marry me!" he 
screamed. 

Not a word was audible, but the girl 
had read his lips. Hers formed a star
tled "oh !" also inaudible. 

"What a time and place you picked, 
silly !" Her smile was impish, and ten
der. 

"Well?" he pursued i n  their s ilent 
lip-reading. 

She shook her chestnut tresses and 
laughed at his suddenly crestfallen 
air. 

"Try again tomorrow, when we're 
alone !" she informed him with elab
orate pantomime of her lips. 

H ale nodded, satisfied.  After all, 
it had been rather foolish to spring 
that here in this pandemonium of yell
ing, celebrating people. He turned at 
a touch on his arm. Peter Asquith 
stood there. The two men shook hands 
silently. Hale felt a glow within him. 
It was good to have a girl like Laura 
and a fri end like Asquith starting off 
the new century at your side. The 
new century could mean everything 
splendid, or could mean turmoil. 

The height of the moment spent 
itself, and the peak of noise dropped. 

Voices could be heard once again. 
"Wonderful speech, dear," Laura 

said, squeezing his hand. " I'm proud 
of you. B ut didn't you put it rather 
strongly about Transport Corpora
tion ? "  

Peter Asquith nodded g r a v e  I y. 
"Transport may sue you for libel, my 
lad." 

Hale's eyes gleamed. 
"Let them ! That's exactly what I 

want. If they take me to court, I'll 
give a real expose. You two know 
how they came after Dad, trying to 
buy him out. Dad and I investigated. 
Through a private source, we learned 
of the Five. We wanted to expose 
them then. B ut the man who gave us 
the i nformation disappeared. M ur
dered, of course. I'm trying to smoke 
out the Five this way . Yes, let them 
sue me for l ibel !" 

Peter Asquith shook his head slow
ly. "You're playing with fire. You 
haven't any proof of your claims, have 
you?" 

Hale lowered his voice cautiously. 
"The man who was murdered left 

one concrete piece of evidence with 
us. A receipt showed that one million 
dollars was transferred to the account 
of the subversive Dictator Syn dicate, 
in middle E urope. You know the 
Dictator Syndicate and their outdated 
ideology. It hasn't been disbanded be
cause it poses as a legal political party. 

"The source of the million dollars 
that went to them is cleverly unnamed, 
but the Syndi cate records would show 
it, i f  investigated by Government or
der. The Five, I believe, are sponsor
ing the Dictator Syndicate, or at least 
strengthening it, help ing to build an 
outlawed body of trained troopers !" 

"Good Lord !" exclaimed Asquith. 
"Where do you keep that paper?" 

Hale patted a spot under his right 
sh'oulder. 

"I carry it with me in a silk pouch 
tied around my chest. When the time 
comes-" 

He paused significantly. Laura 
shuddered a bit. 

"Dick, I'm worried for you ! I al
most feel the way I've felt several 
times before. An invisible net is set
tling down over you-over us!" 
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Hale laughed, patting her hand re
ass!lringly. 

"I can. take care Qf myself. l.,et's 
dance. 'Everybody else 1s." 

AT twelve-thirty aching silence 
c::tme suddenly in the great room. 

It had the converse effect of a thunder
clap in quiet air. Hale and Laura 
turned. People were staring in the di
rection of the main door, at the other 
end of the hall. 

Hale saw the reason for the startling 
cessation in merriment. Six blue-uni
formed men marched forward-police. 
The celebrants were dumbfounded. A 
raid ? But for what, on New Year's 
Eve, a time sacred to free spirit s ?  

Hale stiffened. Straight for him 
the men came, led by a police sergeant. 
They stopped. 

"Richard Hale ?" asked the officer. 
"Yes." 
"I have a warrant for your arrest !" 

The officer displayed the document. 
Hale could feel Laura trembling 

against him. He let out his breath, 
smiling. 

"On what charge ? Libel? You 
can't arrest me for that." Surely the 
Five, striking back, must know that. 

The officer's voice was terse. "No. 
For High Treason against the World 
Gov.ernment ! Come along." 

Hale gasped. It took him by sur
prise. He thought rapidly. Natural
ly the Five had brought the charge 
against him, through Transport Cor
poration. But what did they have on 
him ? Nothing ! On the other hand 
. . . He patted the silken envelope 
next to his skin. The crucial moment 
had arrived sooner than he expected. 

"That's ridiculous !" Laura Asquith 
was saying, clutching his arm. "There 
is some mistake- !" 

"Sorry, miss. H e  has to come with 
us." 

Two of the police firmly disengaged 
the girl and took H ale's arms. He 
shrugged them off angrily. 

"No need for that." To Laura he 
said: "Don't worry, dear. This may 
spoil our tomorrow, but they can't 
hold me forever." 

"I'll stick by you, no matter what 
happens !" Laura cried. 

"We'll be down to see you as soon 
as we can," Peter AsQiuith s�conded. 

Holding h,is head high, Hale strsde 
to the door between two rows ef po
lice, aware of the stares of the crowd. 
He felt miserable at this climax to the 
launching of the S ubatlantic Tube 
project. It was a hell of a way for the 
evening to turn out. The Five had 
struck more swiftly, and more myste
riously, t�n he had ex.pected. 

RI CHARD HALE paced his cell 
like a caged tiger, cursing in a 

low tone. It was the third day after 
his arrest, and still he had not been re
leased. There was no bail for the 
charge of High Treason, or the Com
pany would have come to the rescue. 

He had been allowed no visitors, 
save only a counselor-at-law, sent by 
t he Company. He bad not heard a word 
from Laura or her uncle. B ehind his 
rage, H al e  was sick with apprehen
sion. The ponderous machinery of 
law, once started, was not so easily 
stopped. 

T he electric lock clicked. 
Hale wheeled in the middle of a 

stride. The steel door closed behind 
a tall, burly figure in a form-fitting 
uniform. A craggy, domineering face 
peered from beneath a visor. Hale 
recognized him as Ivan von Grenfeld, 
a high official of the World League 
police force. Hale narrowed his eyes, 
puzzled at this visit. 

"Richard Hale, you are in grave 
trouble," von Grenfeld declared with
out preamble. "Your trial will be held 
in a week." 

"Trial ?" gasped Hale. "But the 
charge against me is ridiculous. That 
paper the police-your men-found on 
me can be traced ba-ck to the Dictator 
Syndicate. And their record will 
show the money came from Transport 
Corporation, not me." 

Von Grenfeld heid up a hand stiffly. 
"The paper was investigated. 'the 

money came from your Tube Com
pany." 

"Impossible !" stated Hale. "It's 
dated a year ago. f\t that time the 
Coml?any had barely started. Our as
sets were ten thousand dollars. Where 
did the million come from?" 
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"From Transport Corporation, for 
services rendered ! "  

Hale sagged weakly t o  his prison 
cot. His brain whirled. A million dol
lars mysteriously donated by Trans
port to Tube, and as mysteriously 
signed over to the Syndicate ! Hale 
suddenly thought of Laura's words. 
An invisible net certainly was settling 
down. 

He stared at the visitor. Something 
had exploded in his mind. 

"You're one of the Five !" he 
snapped. 

Ivan von Grenfeld nodded imper
turbably. "I have been sent here to 
give you one chance of leniency. But 
there are two things you must do. 
Publicly refute your New Year's ac
cusations. Sign a statement never to 
oppose us again." 

"Get out," Hale said quietly, coldly. 
"Get out." 

Ivan von Grenfeld drew himself up 
haughtily. 

"You will regret this, Richard 
Hale!" 

Hale sat with head in hands after 
von Grenfeld stalked out. Was he 
bucking more than he could handle ? 
Ivan von Grenfeld, ranking police of
ficial, one of the Five ! Then what 
high positions must the other four 
hold ? 

AN hour later the door opened 
again. The man, who entered 

was thin and solemn-faced, known 
widely through television. Sir Charles 
Paxton was Supreme Court j ustice of 
the World Government. He placed 
himself in the sunlight streaming 
from the barred window. His skin 
had a golden color in the radiation 
which he liked. 

"Number two?" guessed Hale. 
"Eh ?" Sir Charles appeared startled. 

Then he smiled. "Sharp young man, 
aren't you? Yes, number two of the 
Five. My mission is to suggest a way 
out of our mutual differences. Sup
pose you were to live comfortably the 
rest of your life on a steady annuity. 
One percent of the profit of the com
pleted Tube service would do that 
nicely, wouldn't it ?" 

Hale laughed h arshly at the irony 

of it. He spoke savagely. 
"You, a Supreme Court justice, of

fering me a bribe ! Nice reflection on 
your character." 

"That's neither here nor there," re
turned Paxton testily. "Well?" 

"No !" Hale said the word quietly, 
but with a world of firmness behind 
it. 

"But you can't turn down so much 
money!" gasped Paxton. His mouth 
was open as though he had heard the 
incredible. 

"Fill this cell with gold and I'll  
throw it out as fast as it comes," Hale 
returned bitingly. " Get out." 

Sir Charles Paxton left, his expres
sion still one of dazed disbelief. 

CHAPTER III 

Who Is the Fifth? 

HA LE expected a third visitor, but 
it was not till the next day that 

Jonathan Mausser, Government attor
ney-at-law, came in rubbing his hands. 
He stood in the middle of the cell, well 
away from the slightly sooted walls. 
He wore a pious expression. 

"Number three," Hale said. "What's 
your offer ? "  

Jonathan Mausser looked pained at 
the blunt statement. 

"Out of sheer pity for you, young 
man, I've convinced my colleagues to 
give you one more chance. We'll 
withdraw our charge if you'll give 
Transport fifty-one percent stock con
trol of Tube, no more. Isn't that rea
sonable?" 

"Touching," retorted H ale. He 
arose, fists clenched. 

"Don't you hit me !" Mausser cried, 
cringing against the wall, then shrink
ing back because he had acquired a 
slight dirt mark on the elbow of his 
natty suit. 

Hale strode to the d oor and rapped 
on it for the jailer to take the visitor 
away. He jerked his thumb for Maus
ser's benefit and then ignored him. 

"You'll soon have the conceit taken 
out of you, Hale !" snapped Jon a than 
Mausser before he left. It was like 
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a rat squeaking when he spoke. 
Dr. Emanuel Gordy was next, suave 

and dignified, radiating the air of a 
man who has a keen, active !llind and 
knows it. He was a research director 
at the Government labs. Hale sensed 
immediately that he was the leader of 
the Five. This was the man who some 
day hoped to stand before the world ,  
its master .  

"Richard Hale, you're not a fool," 
he said frankly. "I sent the others to 
you with various propositions more or 
l ess to test you." 

Hale grinned mirthlessly. 
"You mean because you'd rather 

have me on your side than against 
you." 

"Right," admitted the scientist. "I 
have a rule never to make an enemy 
unless I can't make him a friend. I 
think I know why you refused those 
offers. You're holding out for more. 
I'm prepared to meet that. Join with 
us, as the-Sixtb!" 

Hale n early bit his tongue. It was 
a long moment before h e  could speak. 

�� 

::The prl10oner ihlp entered Strato.prl•on on throbbing roc;kets (Chap. IV) 
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"You've got me all wrong, Dr. Gor
dy," he replied, fighting back an im
pulse to punch that cold, autocratic 
face. "All wrong. I 'm fighting you 
and what you stand for to the very 
last." 

The scientist measured him with his 
calculating eyes. 

"You're intelligent, Hale," he re
sumed calmly. "In fact you're some
thing of a genius. I happen to know 
that at twenty, fresh from university, 
you joined your father's researches 
and advanced them. You devised su
per-recoil steel, self-absorptive rock
ets and flexible concrete. Without 
them the S ubatlantic Tube would still 
be a dream. I can use a man like you 
in my laboratory. Research, i f  you 
like. One of the Six, eventually." 

"One-sixth of a d ictatorship," re
torted Hale. "No, thanks. I don't 
care to help dig up buried and rotten 
things." 

" Benevolent di ctatorship," amended 
the scientist. "Scientific and eco
nomic rule for all." 

" B ut rule as you see it," countered 
Hale. "The World Government was 
pledged never again to allow one per� 
son or clique to lead the way over 
precipices. You're an anachronism, 
Gordy. A Hitler born too late." 

The scientist arose, still maintain
i ng his unshakable calm. But his 
voice was dry with a trace of deadli
ness that had edged into it. 

"I'm going to break you, Richard 
Hale, and the Company with you. 
Nothing can stand in my way." 

WH E N  the scientist was gone, 
Hale found himself trembling. 

The revelation of their i dentities 
shook him. He saw the magnitude of 
the crushing forces against him. I van 
von Grenfeld, Sir  Charles Paxton, 
J onathan Mausser, Dr. Emanuel Gor
dy-four men of towering influence 
and prest ige ! And there was e fifth. 
Who was he? What incredibly im
portant man would he prove to be. 

Hale almost shouted in relief. His 
next visitor, i nstead of the dreaded 
fifth, was Peter Asquith. Good old 
honest Peter Asquith, tidily well-to
do from a clipping service he owned. 

Hale poured out the whole story, 
thus releasing the dam of his pent-up 
emoti ons. 

"When I get out of this," he con
cluded grimly, "I'm going after them. 
Now that I know who they are I'll 
have something tangible to work on. 
I don't know the fifth, but he'll  turn 
up. The first thing I'll do, after the 
farce they'll call a trial-" 

Hale stopped. Peter Asquith was 
staring intently at him. 

"You will  be convicted," Asquith 
stated. 

"What? You know they can't !" 
"This trap was laid for you long 

before," Asquith continued in a low 
voice. "The receipt from the Syndi
cate, found on your person-" 

"But how did they know about 
that?" demanded Hale. "How could 
they know I had it with me New 
Year's Eve? I told no one!" He 
swallowed, his eyes hurt and unbe
lieving. "A half hour after I men
tioned it to you, the police came." 

He paused, waiting for an explana
tion. When none came, the hideous 
truth lay naked before him. 

"You are the last of the Five, Peter 
Asquith!" 

For a minute there was no sound in 
the cell, except the breathing of two 
men whose gazes locked. 

"I had meant to tell you myself," 
Asquith said finally.  

H ale spoke as though from a trance. 
"My father's friend. My friend. The 
uncle of the girl I-" He groaned. "I 
can't believe it. You gave us money 
when we needed it!" 

"Transport money," returned As
quith, without emotion. "Vv e wanted 
you and your father to finish your 
great plan, but all the while we 
planned how to gain control. My 
clipping service is really the front for 
a world-wide espionage s e r v i  c e. 
Through that we dealt with the Syn
d icate i n  our scheme." 

"I see," breathed Hale, still stunned. 
He went on bleakly. "Does Laura 
know?" 

"Yes, everything." 
"And she hasn't tried t o  see me? 

S he sent no message?" 
"She has no need to see you. She 
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has known all along. To her, the Five's 
p lans are beneficent. She will have a 
high place in the new regime." 

"Snake ! You're lyihg !" 
Hale leaped with the words, his 

brain seething with rage. Asquith 
squirmed out o f  the way. When Hale 
turned, he faced the cold, deadly bar
rel of a pistol. He stopped short, 
warned by the grimness of his former 
friend's face. He sank down unwill
ingly on his  bunk. 

"That's better," Asquith said coolly. 
"Dr.  Gordy sent me in to repeat his 
last offer. Join us. It  i s  the only way 
you can have Laura." 

"She loves me," Hale retorted. "You 
haven't destroyed that. But I won't 
have her that way." 

Asquith backed out of the o pened 
door, slipping his p i stol away. 

"That was your last chance, Hale. 
You're doomed !" 

Alone again in his  cell,  Hale heard 
those words re-echoing. Had the in
visible net snared him? 

T
H E  trial, a week later, was con
ducted with a swift deadliness 

that numbed Hal e's mind. He had the 
feeling of standing at the edge of a 
sinister pit,  with the Five p ushing him 
in. The Five-and Laura. 

The girl was there, wearing a netted 
veil. She sat far to the side, never 
looking at him. Hale was not allowed 
to approach her. 

When he looked around at the 
others, cold shock battered his nerves. 
Jonathan Mausser was S tate'_s prose
cutor. Sir C harles Paxton sat with 
l ofty dignity in the j udge's seat. Ivan 
von Grenfeld marshaled the witnesses. 
Dr. Emanuel Gordy sat in the rear, 
l ike a spider surveying his web. Peter 
Asquith, by a subtle irony, was to be 
his character witness. And Laura
What part was she to play? 

The answer came soon enough. 
Jonathan Mausser, as p rosecutor, 

worked with the efficiency of a medi
eval executioner. Ivan von Grenfeld 
presented State's evidence that the 
D ictator S yndicate had received the 
million-dollar subsidy from the sub
Atlantic  T ube Co. Peter Asquith, un
der cross-examination, was "forced to 

admit" that his young friend had very 
often mentioned the Syndicate. I!l his 
high seat, Sir Charles Paxton called 
the j ury's attention, at stl"ategic 
moments, to the growing evidence 
against the defendant. 

It was a farce, a deadly, cunning, 
ruthless farce. But even the reporters 
and i ke-men took it  all for gospel 
truth. O ut to the worl d  was going 
the front-page news that R ichard 
H al e, erstwhile young altruist, was in 
reality a traitor to the W orld Govern
ment. 

Hale leaped up suddenly, unable to 
stand it any longer. 

"Lies ! All lies !" he shouted. "Can't 
any of you see? How can you be so 
blind? I'm being framed, rail roaded 
into pri son. Transport Corporation 
wants control of my T ube. The F ive 
want control. They are r i ght here
Jonathan Mausser, Sir Charles-" 

Long before he had completed even 
the first name, he was coughing and 
gagging incoherently. Ivan von Gren
feld, standing near watchfully, had 
used his para-beam pistol, aiming it 
for Hale's throat. Its harmless but ef
fective ray paralyzed Hale's vocal 
chords, by an inductive electric shock. 
It was an official court weapon. 

"The defendant will make no more 
such outbursts," commanded J udge 
Paxton. "Proceed." 

The ike-men and reporters shrugged 
for all their audience. All through 
court history, the guilty had always 
acted the part of the innocent. One 
could only go by evidence. And that, 
under the skilled j udgy hands of J ana
than Mausser, was damning. 

B y  late afternoon, the case drew to a 
close. C ourt processes, since the court 
reforms of 1 982, worked with swift
ness, if  not ac curacy. 

Jonathan Mausser glanced at Hale, 
as though measuring him for the final 
thrust. Then he called Laura Asquith 
to the stand. 

A
T that moment, the shades were 

partly drawn, p 1 u n g i n  g the 
court room into semi-darkness. From 
the side came the whirr of a movideo 
proj ector. Three dimensional images, 
cast by the machine, ma.�erialized 
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overhead, for all to see. Two figures 
were seen-Peter Asquith and Rich
ard Hale. They were dim, ghostly, 
but recognizable. Their voices spoke 
with the slight hiss of the recording 
film . ·  

"Leaving, Richard?" Asquith's im
age asked. "Why not stay? What's 
s0 important?" 

"Nothing much," Hale's image re
turned, smiling. "Just an appoint
ment with a Syndicate member." 

That was all. The film clicked off 
and the shades were lifted. Hale 
gasped at the sheer hypocrisy o f  it.  
The bit of conversation meant noth
ing. It was a world-wid e  standing so
cial e xcuse of the time, for breaking 
away at awkward moments. It meant 
no more than, " I'm seeing my C on
gressman about something." 

But here, diabolically, i t  fitted in 
like a gl ove. Jonathan Mausser 
pointed a finger at Laura Asquith. "Do 
you recognize the scene, Miss As
quith ? S tate what you know." 

Laura answered in a dull voice. 
"It was taken by myself about a 

year ago. I've always had a candid 
movideo camera. The speakers were 
my uncle and Richard Hale, the de
fendant." 

Hale heard no more. He could only 
stare bitterly at the girl who was testi
fying against him. It  was true, then. 
She had schemed, along with her 
uncle, to lull Hale's s uspicions till  the 
time was ripe. She had been told to 
p ose as loving him, so that he would 
confide in her. And all the while she 
had plotted his downfall. When the 
Five were in power, no doubt she 
would have everything a scheming 
girl could d esire. C ould that be the 
d eadly truth? H e  didn't want to be
l ieve it.  

"Laura !" he groaned. "Laura, I 
can't believe-" 

The rest was a choki n g  rasp, as von 
Grenfeld again used his para-gun. The 
girl's head had j erked sharply, at  the 
note in his voice. For a moment she 
seemed on the point of answering his 
call ,  running to him. 

"That will be all. Thank you, Miss 
Asquith." Jonathan Mausser's voice 
bad cut in sharply. 

The girl seemed to shrink within 
herself. She ste pped down from the 
stand, avoiding Hale's pleading eyes.  · 

The j ury returned its verdict in fif
t een minutes. 

"Guilty ! "  
"The defendant, Richard Hale, will 

please stand," Sir Charles  Paxton in
toned sonorously. "The sentence, for 
your crime of high treason against the 
World Government, is  life imprison
ment in Strata-prison !" 

IT was the final touch. Strata
prison-the s u p e r-b a s t i 1 1  e of 

2001 A. D . ! Life imprisonment there 
meant isolation from Earth, as fully 
and finally as though marooned in the 
n ext universe. Hale stood silent and 
bitter. The Five had achieved the 
ultimate against him. Capital punish
ment had been abolished in 1984, 
otherwise he would now be a d ead 
man. As i t  was, h e  would be only one 
degree better, a living"dead man. 

"B ecause of its affiliations through 
Richard Hale with the D ictator Syn
dicate, the S ubatlantic T ube Company 
is  automatically dissolved," Sir Char
les Paxton droned on. "All its assets 
and contracts will be auctioned to the 
highest bidder." 

No need to say who would be the 
"highest bidder." The Five had done 
well for themselves. I n  one stroke 
they had eliminated Hale, broken up 
his company, and gained control of 
the future of the Tube. Yes, they had 
done well. 

That thought lashed through Hale's 
mind like a cruel whip.  

"Have you anything to say before 
the court?" queried Paxton, carrying 
on the routine legal tradition. 

Hale stood silent for a moment. His 
burning eyes traveled from face to 
face of the Five, as though indel ibly 
imprinting their features on his mind. 
His gaze stopped on Dr. Emanuel 
Gordy. 

"I say only one thing to the Five." 
His voice was low, tense, deadly. 
"Revenge!" 

H i s  glance flickered to Laura As
quith, at the last, as if including her 
in his vow. Then, face set stonily, he 
turned to be led to his cell. 
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"It might interest you to lmow," 
hissed von Grenfeld in his ear, "that 
escape 'fs impossible from Strata
prison�" 

"Let that thought comfort you," 
Hale replied between his teeth. "No
body can stop my revenge. I'll have 
it some day!" 

Ivan von Grenfeld shuddered at the 
unspeakable resolve in that voice. 

"When?" he mocked. "Tomorrow? 
There is no tomorrow for those i n  
Strato-prison !" 

CHAPTER IV 

Escape and Back 

RICHARD HALE watched Earth 
dropping away from the window 

of the strato-ship that was taking him 
to prison. 

He was in the small stern guard 
cabin, along with another man recent
ly sentenced. W ith his back t o  the 
door sat an armed guard, bored but 
watchful. 

The powerful beat of the atomic 
rockets shot the ship up and up at a 
steady slant. New York City as
sumed t o  y 1 i k e proportions. N ew 
Washington, the seat of World Gov
ernment, on Long Island, dwindled 
beside it. It  had never seemed such a 
magnificent sight, for bright sunshine 
glinted from its tall spires. The 
countryside around was blanketed 
with silvery snow. The ocean to the 
east, broad and blue, sparkled with 
white caf>s. Aircraft, l ike mechanical 
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eagles, were drumming below, a sym
bol of the busy, bustling civilization 
they were leaving. 

"Take a good look at it, you two," 
admonished the hard-bitten guard la
conically. "You'll n ever see it again!" 
He watched his two prisoners with the 
eyes of a sadist. He went on harshly. 
" It's a pretty awful feeling, isn't it, 
leaving Earth and knowing you'll 
never come back? You can't escape 
from Strato-pri'son. Only one pris
oner ever escaped in thirty years. How 
he did it, no one knows. But anyway 
the rest, and you two, won't. You'll 
live and die up there, fifty miles above 
Earth!" 

Each word to Hale was l ike a whip
lash. An Earth slipped away, the 
stark realization bi:t deeper each sec
ond that he was l-eaving it fOTever. All 
its joys and sorrows and daily l iving 
were no longer his. Nothing but a 

l ifetime o f  prison existence yawned 
before him. His life was completely 
ruined. His father's l i fe-work was 
now in the hands of the F'ive. His 
htture happiness with Laura had been 
destroyed utterly. The acid of bit
ter-ness corroded his soul. 

"Damn you, stow it !" growled the 
other prisoner to the guard. Then he 
addressed Hale, in a tone of the com
mon f raternity of crime. "I blew up 
an AP-dynamo, breaking a strike. 
Killed ten men. Name's Tom Rance. 
What you i n  for, pal?" 

"I was framed, railroaded," Hale 
said hollowly. "At least you know 
what you're being sent up for, but I'm 
innocent!" 

[Turn page] 
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The prisoner looked cynical. 
"Yeah, of course .  I nn ocent," j eered 

the guard. H e  stared curiously at 
Hale. "In that case, you're taking it 
pretty calm ." 

Hale's eyes met those of the guard, 
but he said n othing. The guard 
shivered. S omething deep and deadly 
and infinitely bitter lay naked in those 
eyes. 

Hale's leaden calm gave n o  indi ca
tion of the burning thoughts in his 
brain. H e  was l iving, over and over, 
the court scene. Again and again, 
like a specter, arose the searing pic
ture of the Five twisting the coils of 
law about him. The Five-and Laura, 
the girl who had betrayed h im. And 
like a great clanging bell,  one word 
reverberated in his mind-revenge! 

But how, and when? 
Once locked up in S trato-prison, 

nothing could be done. I n  thirty 
years, out of thousands of prisoners, 
only one had escaped. He could find 
no hope there. His only chance of 
escape was now, before the ship 
reached Strata-prison. 

TH E  other prisoner stood at the 
window, looking down with a sort 

of frantic eagerness. His chin trem
bled slightly. C old-blooded murderer 
though he had been, leaving Earth 
shook him to the bottom of his cal
loused soul. Hale could sense hysteri
cal rage building u p  in the man with 
each passing second. 

Hale suddenly caught Rance's eye. 
An unvoiced s ignal passed between 
them. Overhead, in the ceiling, hung 
parachutes.  The cabin window could 
be cracked with a determined heel. 
O nly the guard was in the way. Per
haps between the two of them-

There could be no planning of the 
desperate attempt, no chance to talk it 
over without the guard hearing. And 
the ship was ranging h igher every 
minute, making the parachute drop to 
Earth a more precarious proposition. 
It was now or never. 

Hale tensed himself, but waited for 
Rance to take the lead. Rance sud
denly did. H e  was a big man, but 
whirling, he threw h imself at the 
guard. Startled, the guard half drew 

his para-beam pistol. A blow from 
the big prisoner staggered him against 
the wall. H e  let out a yell of alarm 
and flung himself at the attacker. 

H ale thought rapi dly, in the des
p eration of the moment. He darted 
for the door, instead of j oining in the 
battle. Another guard, stationed out 
there, must be kept from entering. 
B arely i n  time, Hale clutched at the 
door's handle as it began sliding aside. 
He heaved i t  shut, held i t  closed by 
ma�n strength. There was n o  lock or 
bolt. The guard on the other side 
j erked again and again.  Hale felt his 
arm muscles crack, but braced his feet. 
He could hear the outside guard bawl
ing for help. 

Out of the corner of his  eye, Hale 
watched the progress of the fight in 
back of him. B oth men were batter
ing at one another savagely, grunting 
and cursing. The guard was too busy 
d efending himself to use his paralysis 
pistol. Tom Rance, handy with his 
fists, fighting for far more than a mo
ment's victory, rapidly gained the ad
vantage. A final p o w e r f u I blow 
cracked on the guard's chin l ike a pis
tol-shot. H e  slumped against the wall ,  
his head lolling. 

Hale felt like yelling in triumph. 
Their chances were excellent now. But 
a j erk at the sliding door nearly pulled 
his arms from their sockets. Two 
guards were trying to force an en
trance. 

"Bench !" gasped Hale. "Hurry
barricade door !" 

"Hold on ! "  barked Rance. 
Hastily he unsnapped the bolts 

holding down the bench. Then he 
heaved the long metal bench against 
the sliding door, wedging it between 
the handle and one wal l .  H a l e  eased 
his hold on the handle. His han ds 
were numb. 

At that moment, those beyond the 
door ceased tugging. I nstead, some
thing banged against the thin metal 
panel. It began to buckle slowly. 

"They're battering i t  down !" panted 
Rance. "Get down the parachutes 
while I kick out the window." 

He kicked at the port with one heel 
of his heavy shoes. A tough quartz 
pane, it was designed to hold against 
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the near-vacuum of the higher strat
osphere. A dozen blows finally cracked 
it. The pieces fell outward, and the 
port was open to the thin air. 

Hale felt the breath whip out of his 
lungs, for the ship was up almost ten 
miles. Gasping, his ear-drums roaring, 
Hale h elped the other prisoner strap 
on a parachute. His  own was already 
in place. 

W
ITH the door ready at any sec
ond to crumple inward under 

a battering ram, the two prisoners 

Hale stood para lyzed, u n a b l e  to speak  (Chap. 
V I I )  

leaped through t h e  open port-hole. 
Rance went first, simply because he 
got there first and wante d  frantically 
to escape. But Hale was right after 
him, dizzy and e xultant. 

As he slipped from the port edge, 
his thoughts were back in the court 
room. Once again he was looking 
from one to the other of the Five and 
promising revenge. When he landed 
below, on Earth, he would go into hid
ing, lay careful plans. H e  would-

His thoughts ended abruptly the 
instant his body struck something 
springy and binding. He had not op
ened his parachute. He had fallen, in 
fact, no more than a few feet. Dazedly 
he looked around. Rance was a yard 
away, in a wide net hung over the side 
of the ship ! 

It took R ichard Hale a full minute 
to realize they had not escaped after 
all. The ship had slowed, was barely 
cruising along under low rocket 
power. The navigators had flung out 
the nets j ust in time and caught them 
like two giant insects. 

A stream of invective came from 
Tom Rance as h e  struggled uselessly 
against the net. Then he relaxed with 
a sigh. The beam of a para-pistol had 
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sprayed over him. The beam touched 
Hale and he went numb. H e  felt the 
nets being drawn in slowly. 

"Guess we failed, pal," Rance strug
gled to say. "It's Strato-prison for 
us, after all." 

An hour later, the laboring rocket 
engine had lifted them within sight 
of Strata-prison. 

The broken port had been resealed 
with aneth& quartz pane and vacuum 
wax. Normal pressures had been re
stored. The two prisoners were back 
in custody, tightly bound with chains. 
Three watchful guards stood over 
them. There had been no sli ghtest 
second chance to escape. 

Hale looked out dully, utterly de
j ected in spirit. Strata-prison was a 
huge, pitiless globe o f  metal, hanging 
fi fty mHes above Earth's surface. A 
half-mile in diameter, it was upheld 
by a zero-gravity field, created by 
giant AP-dynamos. It served double 
duty as a prison and sun-power sta
tion. Its sunward side, as it slowly 
rotated, held great lenses that focused 
the Sun's beams within. Electro-con
verters captured the sun-energy, and 
sent it to Earth via radio power beams. 

It was hoped one day that it  would 
also serve as a way-station in space 
flight. No ship had yet reached the 
Moon or another planet successfully. 
A P-rockets and zero-gravity fields 
were not enough. Above the protec
tive ionosphere of Earth existed the 
deadly cosmic rays in full force. Life 
withered in their blast. They would 
have to be conquered before men could 
visit the planets. 

But men had at least extended their 
domain to fifty miles above Earth. Ex
perimental ships had even gone a l ittle 
higher. 

Ha1 e  already felt as though h e  were 
in another world. Nothing was famil
iar. The blue-black of near space swam 
with bright stars. The Sun lay re
vealed in all its glory. Its halo and 
corona were starkly beautiful. S un 
and stars could be seen together here, 
for this was not Earth. Earth l ay in
visible beltlw, behind a blanket o f  
clouds. I t  was another totally alien 
world. 

:The rocket ship circled over the 

gigantic globe, flashing a radio signal 
to Earth for the locks to be opened. 
The single sealed entrance to S trata
prison was operated by remote control 
from the home planet. As a result, 
Strata-prison was e scape-poof. Once 
a month the supply ship .arrived from 
Earth, and that was the only contact 
with the world below. 

Yet one prisoner had escaped ! 

HALE nourished that thought, 
though sight of the impregnable 

prison has struck him with almost 
utter hopelessness. A year before, for 
the first time, a prisoner had complete
ly vani-shed. How he had accom
plished the miraculous escape, the as
tounde d  prison officials did not know. 
It was almost a l egendary feat. Hale 
clung to the fact that if i t  could be 
done once, it  co,uld be done again. 
Then he shelved the matter far back 
in his mind. It was something for the 
unpredictable future. 

Hale knew little more about Strato
prison. Not much was known on 
Earth of the hell of bitter, lost souls. 
Earth's worst criminals were its deni
zens, bestial murderers, saboteurs, 
plotters of treason. All were lifers. 
All had been completely d isowned by 
the society against which they had 
sinned. All o f  them, in times o f  cap
ital punishment, would have been 
executed. 

Hale shuddered, now that he was so 
close. To live out a life among such 
dregs of humanity would be sheer 
torture to him. Most bitterly ironic 
o f  all, he was innocent. 

Two enormous drawbridge doors 
swung wide in the upper surface of 
the globe. The supply and prisoner 
ship entered on throbbing rockets. 
Two sets of locks closed overhead. Air 
hissed into the large space. The crew 
of the ship stepped out to begin un
loading supplies. A moment later a 
door opened in the large chamber, and 
a file of denim-clad men marched in, 
flanked by armed guards. They helped 
in the unloading. 

"All right, you two, let's go," 
barked the ship's guard to Hale and 
Rance. H e  was the guard they had 
attacked. His face had been patched 
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with adhesive. H e  grinned evilly. 
"This is it ,  your home for the rest of 
your natural l ives. And I wish you a 
long life ! "  

Strato-prison guards waited to take 
the two new prisoners within the pris
on. As they walked past other pris
oners, Hale looked them over in re
vulsion. H e  saw men with the d e
grading mark of prison and their 
crimes on them. Their faces were 
harsh and brutal. Every other word 
of their muttered conversation was a 
coarse oath. Human in name only, they 
seemed closer to beasts, completely 
divorced from normal human life. 
They hailed the new prisoners with 
ribald expressions of mock welcome. 

And yet, among them, Hale saw a 
sensitive, almost aristocrat i c  face. 
T he eyes that met his were filled with 
infinite misery. And an infinite p ity 
-for Hale ! Hale shuddered .  Prob
ably another man the Five had rail
roaded into this accursed, forsaken 
place. 

"Get along, you !" A guard kicked 
Hale forward. "No time to day-dream 
around. Obey orders and you'll keep 
out of trouble." 

The way led through a seal-door 
that opened out on a broad, dimly lit  
corridor. It  was a section o f  the upper 
levels, living quarters of the guards, 
jailers and non-criminal attendants in 
the vast prison. 

Farther on, in a series of rooms, 
Hale and Rance were fingerprinted, 
photographed, stripped, put under a 
disinfecting spray, and shaved of all 
hair. As a final ignominy, numbers 
were indelibly tattooed with electric
needles on the bare skin of their 
chests. Finally ushered before the 
warden of Strata-prison, they were 
clad i n  denim with numbers o n  their 
backs to match the numbers on their 
chests. 

WARDEN LEWIS eyed them 
impersonally. H e  was a man, 

Hale saw, who would have sneered at 
the word "soul." 

"You are no longer Tom Rance and 
Rich(!rd Hale," he said coldly. "You 
are T -sixteen-twenty-one and Y -four
teen-eighteen. You left your identi-

ties on Earth. You will never re
gain them." 

Hale went cold at the flat final tone. 
This man had seen thousands of pri
soners come and go. They came in life 
and went i n  death. But they never 
escaped this super-bastille of the sky. 

"All d etails of prison life will be ex
plained to you by the jailers. There 
i s  a routine of eating, sleeping, drill
ing, and laboring that must be abided 
by-or else it goes hard with you. T
sixteen-twenty-one, you may go. Y
fourteen-eighteen, you will remain a 
moment." 

Rance turned to leave. 
''I'll be seeing you around, Hale," he 

said in farewell. 
Hale nodded. H e  actually hated to 

see Rance go. Murderer though he 
was, he was the closest thing to a 
friend in all this hostile place. 

The master of Strato-pdson smiled 
p eculiarly. 

"I don't think you'll see him again, 
Y -fourteen-eighteen," he said deliber
ately. "You are a very special case. 
M y  orders, from Earth, are to confine 
you immediately i n  solitary !" 

"Thanks," Hale said,  thinking of a 
cell of hia own. H e  felt relief that he 
wouldn't be paired with one of those 
shattered hulks of men. 

"Do you know what s o  I i t a r  y 
means ?" continued the warden, smil
ing without humor. "It means being 
locked in a cell, utterly alone-till 
death !" 

Hale kept his head high, though he 
flinched inside. 

"Orders from Earth ? From the 
F ive ! "  he gritted bitterly, half to him
self. "For that, too, I'll have my re
venge !" 

"Revenge ?" the warden laughed. 
"Don't build u p  hope of escape, not 
the tini est hope. In thirty years only 
one man escaped. You won't repeat 
the miracle. You had your last look 
at Earth, your fri ends and your ene
mies when you left. It's a pity in a 
way. You're so young, upri ght, i n
tell igent. S oon you'll be old-" 

He broke off, looking guilty, as 
though caught in the act of having 
feelings his position did not allow him 
to have. 
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"Take him away," he brusquely or
dered a guard.  "Solitary cell B -fifty
five." 

He turned away as though from a 
man about to be buried. 

CHAPTER V 

Solitary 

DO\VN in a wire cage elevator they 
went, passing through succes

sive levels of the colossal prison. 
Most of the levels were long cell
blocks. Shi fts of prisoners were being 
marched in here and there, or marched 
out to drills, mess, or labor detail. The 
e xtreme regimentation left Hale sick. 

Lower levels held the mess-hal ls, 
drill rooms and repair shops. One 
huge level was crammed with great 
AP-dynamos and sun-power convert
ers, where the more highly skilled pri
soners were employed. B elow this 
were storerooms. 

The elevator went lower, toward the 
bottom of the giant metal ball. Grad
ually all the lights and noises faded 
from above. Gloom and quiet sur
rounded them. The elevator stopped, 
an d the guard turned Hale over to 
the lower-level jailer. After a pity
ing look at him, the guard sent the 
cage up swiftly, as though glad to get 
away. 

The j ailer led the way to the end 
of a corridor, and switched on a visi
screen that showed simply blank space 
and stars. The S un was far off in one 
corner. The crescent Moon hung 
nearby, sharp and clear. B elow, 
vaguely, lay the great curving bul k  
of Earth, blanketed b y  clouds. I t  was 
a weirdly beautiful scene, thrill ing 
Hale. Then he turned. 

"Well ? "  he demanded. 
The j ailer had stood quietly watch

ing him. 
"Those who are sent to solitary are 

always given a last look," he said in
differently. "Like the last meal before 
exeC'Ution, in history. You will be all 
alone in your dark cell, cut off from 
everything. You won't even see me. 
Food will come to you twice a day by 

robot conveyor. The rest of the time 
is your own." 

After pausing, the j ailer went on 
with an uninflected voice, as though 
on a guide tour. 

"Every six months you are e xam
ined by the prison's psychiatrist, for 
your sanity. Most of them go mad 
eventually. When he's been proved 
mad, the prisoner is  put away pain
lessly, by the M ercy Euthanasia Law 
of nineteen-seventy-seven." 

Hale gasped. Did such things go on 
in the world he had thought civilized ? :::� 
S trata-prison was really an anachron
ism, a lag from the harsher times prior 
to 1979, a spawn of the concentation 
camps of d ictator days. B ut prison 
re form, like all reforms, was far be
hind the times. Earth did not hear 
much of the true ins i d e  story of 
Strata-prison, as Hale was now h ear
ing it. 

All  through history, the good and 
bad had existed side by side. I n  the 
first half of the Z"Oth century, for in
stance, a million people had l ived in 
frightful squalor in New York City's 
slums, under the very noses of the 
rich. Strata-prison was the blemish 
of more enlightened 2000 A. D. 

"Inhuman ! "  Hale crie d .  "The sys
tem drives them mad !" 

"You think those with strong minds, 
l ike yourself-" H e  stopped, as 
though saying too much. "Those sent 
to solitary are the ones who never con
fessed their crimes. All you have to 
do is confess and escape it." 

Hale's mind exploded. 
"Confess to something I'm innocent 

o f ?  N ever, I tell you ! N ever ! "  
The j ailer shrugged. "Come. Walk 

ahead of me. I'm armed." 
Striding along, Hale saw the diabol

ical ruthless hand of the Five in this. 
They hoped he woul d b e  driven mad, 
and thus die in the loophole of the 
Euthanasia Law. On the other hand, 
if  he confessed to escape solitary, he 
was condemning h imself irrevocably. 
And they knew, damn their rotten 
souls, that Hale was not the kind to 
confess a lie .  

Hale felt  the Five, like an invisible 
octopus, giving their I a s  t f a  t a 1 
squeeze. 
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H e  was before his cell now, a metal 
chamber built into the metal walls o f  
t h e  prison. Farther down was another, 
and from i t  came a low, steady moan 
that chilled Hale's blood. Some poor 
creature in there was at the brink o f  
madness. 

Hale marched in with shoulders 
squared. Hope had not yet entirely 
deserted him. 

The thick metal door grated shut, 
l ike the lid of a coffin. A hissing 
click sounded, as the electrical lock 
shot home. Hale was alone, in soli
tary . . . .  

TH E  room was almost, not quite, 
lightless. A faint reflected glow 

came from the corridor through the 
ventilation vanes in the door. 

It was ten feet square. Hale bumped 
his shins against a metal cot, as he 
explored gropingly. He felt a hard 
mattress and thin, rough blanket. 
There was no other furniture in the 
room. It was a dungeon, the most 
miserable form of habitation invented 
by the human mind. In one corner 
was a small refuse closet. A l inger
ing odor attested that the last unfor
tunate had spited himself. 

His inspection over, H ale sat down 
on the bunk. For the moment he was 
glad of the dark and quiet. It gave 
him a chance to think over the recent 
tumultuous events in his life. B itterly 
h e  reviewed the whole maddening se
quence. 

New Year's Eve-New C entury's 
Eve ! How happy and proud he had 
been ! He had stood on top of the 
world. H is father's life-work was 
about to be consummated with his gift 
to civilization in the great Subatlantic 
Tube. Laura Asquith had been at his 
side, happi ness ahead of them. T hat 
night had been a supreme moment, 
glorious in its promise. 

Hale recaptured the mood for a mo
ment, his spirit soaring. 

Then his hand touched the hard 
metal of his bunk. . . . 

With a rude, jarring shock, he was 
back in prison. In one crushing blow 
he had lost all that. From the high 
he plunged to the low. 

Like a phantom newsreel, the court 

Payto n's ha nds were 
gold ! (Chap.  X I I )  

scene flashed through h i s  mind. The 
Five, maneuvering his downfall, hung 
real as life before him. Fat, white, 
black-souled Jonathan Mausser, who 
delighted i n  legal torture. B rutal, 
hard Ivan von Grenfeld, trampler of 
human souls. Thin, avaricious Sir  
Charles Paxton, placing gold above 
human honor. Spidery, cold-brained 
D r. Emanuel Gordy, visioning a hu
man ant-heap under his whip. 

B ut it hurt most to think of Peter 
Asquith, the man who had posed as 
his friend, yet had dug his pit. And 
Laura, the girl who had said : 

"I will stick with you, no matter 
what happens !" 

The darkness of his cell was merci
ful. Richard Hale felt glad that he 
could not see his face in a mirror at 
that moment. He knew a twisted leer 
had been etched on his features by the 
acid of bitterness. 

H e  j umped to his f eet, began to pace 
up and down. He bumped against one 
wall and reeled away, cursing. 

" Revenge!" The word swung like 
a pendulum in his mind. 

It was all h e  had to l ive for now, 
revenge on those who had sent him 
to perdition. He must not go mad. 
He must keep his sanity. He was 
young and strong. He wouldn't lan
guish and die as men did in historical 



32 STARTLING STORIES 

romances. Years and years were ahead 
of him. He would pl'Ot and scheme to 
escape. One man had done it. There 
must be a way. S omehow h e  wouM 
get out-some day. 

And then he would confront the 
Five.  He would stand before them 
like a ghost from the past. He would 
remind them of thcir frightful crime 
against him. They would quake to the 
bottom of their worm-eaten souls. 

HOURS later, Hale's tumultuous 
thoughts were interrupted by a 

clicking sound, followed by a sliding 
clank. Now accustomed to the near
darkness, his eyes easily made out the 
moving obj ect. A lower slot in the 
door had opened. A tray scraped for
ward. The robot conveyor had 
brought him his first prison meal. 

Hale sat before the tray, sampling 
the food. There were three wooden 
bowls. One held a thick stew of meats 
and vegetables, highly spiced, hiding 
its rancidness. The second held bard 
bread. The third was tepid water. 

At l east, he reflected as h e  ate, they 
didn't starve their prisoners. H e  was 
careful to let no crumbs fall on the 
floor, for there was poor ventilation. 
He saw no sense in adding to his own 
discomfort. With a l ittle neatness and 
care, the cell would remain half-way 
d ecent. Resolve was strong within 
him to last out the bare, bleak future 
ahead of him. 

A half hour later, the robot con
veyor came to l i fe again, slidi ng back 
the tray and closing the door slot. 
Hale heard the sounds of a sort of 
running belt system that operated un
der the floor. Then the sounds abrupt
ly ceased . . . .  

For the first time Hale became aware 
of the silence-in utter, aching, tomb
like silence. No slightest sound pene
trated the metal walls. Though tired, 
he tossed and turned for hours on his 
hard bed before he fell asleep, finally 
beaten down by that unnatural dead 
quiet. 

T hree days later, Hale still found 
himself fig·hting the silence. He had 
more than once put his ear to the ven
tilation slits, hoping to hear some 
sQund from outside. Even the mad 

moaning of another prisoner would 
have been we-l come. But he heard 
nothing-nothing! 

He began to welcome and wait for 
the clink and scrape of the robot con
veyor . It seemed as though days 
passed between its clocked arrivals, 
though he knew it was only a matter of 
hours. 

He kept telling himself to relax, not 
to let it break him. Y et within a 
week he tried the one thing he had 
told himsel f he must never do-talk 
aloud to himself. His voice at first 
terrified him, sounding hollow and 
strange. Then soon it seemed natural 
to express all his thoughts aloud. B ut 
whenever his voic e  died,  the silence 
seemed to spring at him like a crouch
ing beast. 

Darkness, too, preyed gratingly on 
his nerves. 

He found himself holding his hands 
before his face, going over their dim 
outline, fearful that he was going 
blind without knowing it.  I t  was a 
stupi d  thought, he knew, but stupid 
thoughts like that eternally crawl ed 
u p  on h im. Worst of all, the useless
ness of his eyes allowed his mental 
visions full play. And these endlessly 
revolved around the court scene and 
the hated faces of the Five. 

A third tqing that plagued the 
lonely prisoner was the slowness o£ 
time. The cliche "Time hanging 
heavily" became a l iving truth to him. 
Often he was convinced that the con
veyor was hours and days late with 
his food, only to realize the pangs of 
hunger never coincided with that con
viction. For a month he meti culously 
kept a mental record of the time, by 
the conveyor. Then, hoping time 
would fly faster i f  he didn't know, he 
dropped the count. 

Silence, darkness and snail-footed 
time were his three enemies.  The 
Three, he began to call them in grim 
j est. 

Silence, broken only by his own 
footsteps and hoa�>se voice . . . Dark
ness, peopled with his e xtinct past, 
making his heU more helli:sh by con
trast . . .  Dragging time that stretched 
before him like a shuddery, bottomless 
pit . . • •  
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NEVER would he know for sure 
when he had his first breakdown. 

But he was suddenly screaming at the 
top of his voice, beating against the 
walls and door with his fists till his  
skin cracked and became slippery with 
blood. He pleaded, begged, shrieked 
to be l et out. It went on for whole 
desperate minutes. 

"Rallo, you in there. What do you 
want Y -fourteen-eighteen ?" 

Hale choked to stunned silence. The 
jailer's voice was speaking through 
the door slits. It was the first human 
voice, other than his own, that Hale 
had heard for eternity. It sounded 
heavenly sweet. 

"I-" But Hale didn't know what 
to say. 

"You want to sign a confession ?" 
That was the reason he had come. 

Hale swallowed hard. 
"No, never ! "  he croaked. 
"All right." W ith that phlegmatic 

phrase, the j ailer was l eaving. 
"Wait ! Don't go ! "  begged H ale. 

"Haven't you got a minute spare ? 
Talk to me." Hale wanted desperately 
to have the man stay. "Tell me. H ow 
are you ? "  It was first thing that came 
to his mind. 

"Against the rules to talk to pri
soners." The j ailer's voi ce moved 
away. It had been expressionless, un
moved. 

Hale stood for a long time with his 
back against the door, a hollow misery 
trembling through every fiber o f  him. 
He fought for the control he had 
nearly lost. 

"Revenge ! "  he gritted aloud to him
self. "Remember that, R ichard Hale 

-revenge! You've got keep sane and 
live for that !" 

Yet to do that he had to escape from 
an iron globe, completely sealed, 
swarmi ng with guards, perched fifty 
miles above Earth. Impossible, yet 
one man had done it. Somehow h e  
had thought o u t  a way. Hale, too, must 
think a way out, even if it took years. 

CHAPTER VI 

How to Test a Mind 

ATTUNED to graveyard silence, 
his ears made out the faintest 

of sounds from outside his cell door. 
Footsteps were approaching ! When 
the electric clock clicked, and the door 
began to swing open, Hale realized 
that six perpetual, age-long months 
had gone by. For they were coming 
to examine him. 

His eyes winced and watered at the 
blinding light that sprang in.  Blind
ing light ? He knew the corridor was 
dim. The jailer stood there, a slouched, 
ill-kempt human figure. B ut looked 
more godlike, to Hale, than the best 
o f  Grecian statuary. , 

"Come along," said the j ailer. "Up 
to the psychiatrist's office." 

Hale staggered out. 
Another prisoner stood there, a 

ragged, bearded wretch who had once 
been strong and broad-shouldered. He 
was scrawny and hollow-eyed now, 
staring about in deep bewilderment. 
Hale knew how he fe lt, seeing some-

[Turn page ]  



34 STARTLING STORIES 

Bloodsta ins covered A s q u i t h ' s  hands{ (Chap.  X I I I )  

thing besides his dark cell.  B ut the 
man acted queerly. He clutched at 
Hale's ann. 

"Why is it so dark here ?" he mum
bled. 

"It isn't !" sang back Hale, drinking 
in the optical paradise. It felt good 
j ust to talk and look. · "It's as light as 
day here. It's bright and shiny and 
fresh-" 

H e  stopped, looking at the other pri
soner pityingly. 

A look of horror had come over the 
man's haggard face. He passed his 
hands in front of his eyes. 

"Everything is dim to me !' '  he said 
in a hoarse whisper. "I can hardly 
see. And you say it's light here ?" 
A shriek burst from his lips. "It hap
pened ! It happened ! I've gone 
blind-" 

Abruptly, he sank to the floor. 
"Fainted," said the jailer. "I'll send 

someone to take care of him. Come 
wi�h me, Y -fourteen-eighteen." 

Hale stood before a mirror a min
ute later, shocked. Saw himself as a 
wild, savage figure with a ragged 
beard, tangled mane of hair, prison
paJior skin, threa,dbare evil-smelling 
clothes. He resembled something out 
of a child's nightmare. 

He was permitted the luxury of a 
bath, given a new denim suit, and his 

hair was indifferently clipped by a 
hurried attendant. Yet, i t  was all 
sheer delight to Hale. And when the 
elevator took him up, past l ighted 
levels filled with sound, he thought it 
was like ascending to some heaven, 
by contrast with his isolated cell. 

Hale finally stood before the psy
chiatrist, Dr. Riss, and Warden Lewis. 
They eyed him narrowly. 

"They're wondering if I'm insane. 
B ut I'm not-" 

Hale stopped, suddenly realizing h e  
was thinking aloud, as he had i n  his 
cell. 

DR .  R I S S  smiled peculiarly. "Y
fourteen-eighteen, say the first 

word that comes to mind at each word 
I say. Don't hesitate. Ready ?" 

Hale nodded. Swiftly he told him
self to be alert. The Five would want 
him adjudged insane. Dr. R iss pr ob
ably had his orders. At the slightest 
excuse, Hale would be branded un
sound of mind, consigned to the mercy 
of Euthanasia death. 

"Red !" snapped the psychiatrist. 
"Color." 
"Sound !" 
"Silence." 
"Cell !" 
"Solitary." 
It  went on for some time. The key

words all related to his confinement. 
An unhinged man w o u I d h a v e  
screamed at each one. 

Dr. Riss' tone changed. 
"Syndicate !" 
"Innocent." 
"Tube !" 
"Mine." 
"Laura !" 
Hale hesitated for an instant. The 

list had been prepared by the Five, 
obviously. H is nerves, about to crack, 
eased as a gong rang in his mind
"Watch yourself, Richard H ale, or 
yqu're done for !" 

"Girl," he snapped back. 
"Revenge !" 
"Word." 
It went on. for some time, ending 

with the psychiatrist snapping "con
fession !" and Hale instantly return
ing, "Never !" 

Dr. R iss arose, flashed a bright light 
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in Hale's eyes, peering intently. He 
turned finally. 

The psychiatrist drew himself up. 
"Warden, in all honesty to myself 

and my profession. I can't pronounce 
this man anything but sane, no mat
ter who--" H e  broke off and finished : 
' ' T hi s  man has a strong mind. I dis
miss the case." 

Hale's heart leaped. He had scored 
against the Five ! No matter how 
small and empty a victory it was, h e  
had won t h i s  much against them. 

"Back to sol itary," snapped the 
warden. H i s  glance at Hale said : 
"We'll see how long this strong
minded man lasts !"  

Locked in his cell, Hale wondered 
himself.  The oppressive silence and 
dark again coiled themselves around 
his mind. The brief interlude above 
was already a forgotten dream that 
served only to hei ghten his returned 
misery. D iabolically, the prison mas
ters had planned it so. It was mental 
Inquisition. 

T
IME d issolved into itself. Days 
or weeks meant nothing to Rich

ard Hale in his l ightl ess, soundless, 
timeless c ell .  M ind-staggering eter
nities hung before him, punctuated 
only by the regular clank of the robot 
conveyor. 

Hale's misery touched bottom. If 
he only had something to do, a book 
to read, paper or wire that he could 
occupy his fingers with. Just eter
nally sitting and thinking made him 
feel like a blind worm. Even the pri
soners above did not real ize how 
hap py they were, with a chance to 
work and talk with others. 

And when Hale thought back to 
Earth, he wondered i f  people realized 
what staggering t r e a s u r e s were 
heaped around them. A breath of 
wind, a shaft of sunlight, a tuft o f  
grass-each was a blessed j ewel 
denied him. A n d  the wh o l e  Earth was 
crammed and loaded with them ! The 
t hought grew almost incredible, as 
though Earth were a dream heaven 
that did not really exist. 

Hal e realized, in the back o f  his 
tortured mind , that these were dis
torted thoughts, that bit by bit he was 

losing the struggle to remain mentally 
balance d .  H e  might last another six 
months, but what about the next six 
months-and the next and next ? 
What if for five or ten or fifteen years 
he could think of no way of escape ? 

Years, whole unending years of 
this ! The thought crushed him. I f  
n o  escape presented itse l f, his  jailer 
would one day open the cell to find 
a broken creature stumbling around, 
croaking "Revenge!" without even 
knowing what the word meant. 

No, it  must not be years. That 
would be more than the human brain 
could stand. If he was to escape, it 
must be soon. Subconsciously he had 
been constantly wrestling with the 
problem, and it s eemed impossible. 
Yet one prisoner had done it.  But 
how, through walls of steel, past 
swarming guards, and out of a s ealed 
globe suspended in a near-vacuum ? 

Hale j umped up suddenly, yelling 
and screaming at the air vents of the 
door. He had thought of something. 
The j ailer's voice answered beyond 
the door. 

"Ready to confess ? "  
"No. Listen to me." Hale went on 

tensely : "I have friends on Earth
Rich friends. Does money have any 
value to you ?" 

"M oney has valu e  to everyone," re
turned the j ailer noncommitally. 

Hale exulted. The j ailer did not 
l eave. The word money had evidently 
caught him. 

"Could you get a note to Earth, 
from me to my friends, at a pric e ?" 
Hale asked eagerly. 

"Wel l ? "  
Hale took a breath. "They would 

arrange any sum you mention, if you 
could help me." Hale paused sugges
tively. He d i d  have business friends 
who mi ght-it was a forlorn chance at 
best - scrape together a sizable 
amount. 

"The price of a candle is one hun
dred dollars," the j ai lor said candidly. 

"What is  the price of-freedom ?" 
H al e  demanded breathlessly. 

"More than you could p a y, my 
friend," laughed the jailer. "Because 
you would have to buy off all the 
guards. It is impossible to arrange a 
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prisoner's escape. It has never hap
pened." 

DALE'S heart sank. " B ut what 
about the one who did escape ?" 

he queried wistfully. 
"Z - ninety - nine - twenty - two ? 

That was a mystery." The jailer's 
voice filled with sudden awe. "He was 
i n  solitary too. A year ago I opened 
his cell, and he had gone. The cell 
looked intact, but he was gone. They 
suspected me, but the electric lock 
record showed no tampering. He was 
simply gone !" 

"But how, where ?" Hale pursued. 
"Who knows ?" The j ai ler must 

have shrugged. "Maybe he went into 
the fourth dimension." He laughed 
shortly and moved away. "And that's 
your only hope, Y -fourteen-eighteen. 
Find the way into the fourth dimen
sion !" 

Alone, Hale pondered the mystery 
of Z-9922. Days later he was still pon
dering, weeks later, an eternity later. 
The silence and the dark and the time
less web around him whispered evilly. 

" Into the fourth dimension-escape 
-revenge ! Into the fourth dimension 
-escape-revenge ! "  

On and on t h e  endless refrain went 
in his tormented mind, like a cracked 
phonograph record. 

And suddenly Ri chard Hale knew 
the truth. It was a l ie, a diabolical 
myth developed by the master sadists

. 

o f  Strata-prison. No prisoner had 
escaped ! There had been no Z-9922 .  
I t  was a story designed t o  keep alive 
the faintest of hopes in prisoners' 
breasts, so they could not accept the 
philosophy of resignation. Then the 
mind, chasing like a mad hare between 
the two extremes of hope and hope
lessness, would more speedily wear 
itself out, and collapse. 

There was no escape ! 
And Ri chard Hale, driven by the 

demon that yelled "revenge ! "  cease
lessly and meaninglessly, knew that 
he was going mad . . . 

Another eternity of bitter loneliness 
crept by. 

Hale sat with his face in his hands, 
peering into the darkness, thinking. 
He no longer talked of himself. He 

listened to the silence, and he thought. 
"Damn you ! "  
He suddenly whirled, clutching 

with his hand, and almost caught 
them. 

"Please let me alone !" he begged. 
Damn those dark-creatures, always 

pulling at his hair and ears and tor
menting him. Couldn't they let him 
alone ? Couldn't let him thin k  in 
peace ? 

He had something very important 
to figure out. The Door. He hadn't 
found it yet. On hands and knees 
he had crawled the circuit of the 
walls, feeling with his hands thou
sands of times. Some time he would 
find it, the door into the fourth dimen
sion. And then he would walk out. It 
was so simple. 

He swore again, suddenly. Now he 
heard the crawl of a bug. There were 
bugs here too, and they disturbed his 
deep study. He dropped silently in a 
crouch, listened, turning his head like 
a radio aerial. Finally, moving for
ward cautiously, he spied the bug, for 
his eyes were tempered to near-dark
ness. He scuttl ed forward, stamped, 
heard the crunch of the bug under
foot. 

SATISFI ED, he went b a c k to his 
bunk. He resumed his thinking, 

waving the dark-creatures asi d e. He 
would find the door thro ugh the 
fourth d imension, and escape. Then 
he would find the Five, lead them 
back to the cell, make them listen to 
the bugs, and play with the dark-crea
tures. 

He shrieked with laughter. Make 
them listen to the bugs, the bugs that 
sl ithered along the wall ,  making tiny 
scraping sounds. There, another one ! 
It was scraping, clicking, sliding 
along with a sort of slither. He could 
almost distinguish the sound of each 
insect leg lifting up and down, in that 
perfect silence, scraping, hissing-

Hissing ?  Why should it make a 
hissing sound ? 

Hale sat up, listened intently, cup
ping his ears. Then he eased himself 
to the floor, placing one ear against 
the metal. The sound came from be
low the floor I 
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Cold shock swept over Hale's mind. 
He fotgot the bugs and dark-creatures. 
This n ew phenomenon demanded his 
attention. It  was the first outside 
sound that had ever penetrated his ab
solute isolation. What could it be ? 

Intently he listened for an hour. It 
was a steady hiss that reminded H ale 
of something h e  had heard before. 
Many e ternities before, on a place 
called Earth, he had b eard a similar 
sound. I t  was the sound of some 
instrument in operation. 

Hale's mind beat against waves of 
obscurity. God, i f  he could only re
member the time before the dark
creatures had come ! That hissing 
sound, and the crunch of billions of 
little things together-

Atoms ! 
The word was like cold water 

thrown over his fevered mind. H e  
gasped, remembering . 

A n  A P-beam was biting into mat
ter ! 

B y  degrees Hale's mind swam up
ward from a pool of bedlam. Reasoned 
thoughts charged forward against 
mad conceptions of dark-creatures and 
the fourth-dimensional door. 

"Who or what," came the thought, 
"is working or digging with an AP
beam under this floor ? "  

CHAPTER VII 
Weird Visitor 

WH I LE Hale waited in breath
less suspense, the answer came 

days later. One day a sharp hiss 
sounded, almost like a pistol shot. 
Hale momentarily saw the purl ing
violet flame of an AP-beam stab up
ward from the floor. The beam broke 
through one needlelike hole. And 
it stopped. 

Wild with wonder, Hale kneeled 
at the spot and pounded against the 
metal with a wooden bowl he h ad 
saved from his last meal. He pounded 
three times, heavily. Would the 
sound penetrate below ?  Would the 
signal reach his possible-rescuers ! 

37 

Hale's fevered thoughts had formed He fell straight toward a generator (Chap. IX) 
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that explanation for the mysterious 
event. He or they, whoever he or 
they were, were digging up toward his 
cell,  perhaps from the outer hull. 
Either that or workmen were doing 
routine repairs. 

He waited in an agony of suspense 
to find the result of his signal. N o  
answer came, n o  sound a t  all. The 
thermometer of hope dropped. But 
suddenly it leaped high again. The 
fact that they hadn't answered meant 
they were afraid to, whereas work
men would have ignored his signals. 
That made him cling to the theory of 
rescuers who feared they had been de
tected by guards. 

Hale gripped his wooden bowl 
firmly. Sweat started on his brow as 
he searched a confused memory for 
the International Code, learned years 
before and almost forgotten. Finally 
he began tapping, slowly, struggling 
to remember. 

"R-i-c-h-a-r-d H-a-1-e p-r-i-s-o-n-e-r 
Y -1 -4-1 -8 w-a-i-t-i-n-g p-1-e-a-s-e 
a-n-s-w-e-r." 

Then he lay flat, one ear pressed 
against the metal floor. He held his 
breath, lest his harsh breathing hide 
any sounds from below. But n o  
slightest sound returned. Hale left 
the weight of despair. Had it all been 
imagination in a disordered min d ?  
B u t  no, he could feel with h i s  fingers 
the tiny hole an AP-beam had cut. 
Why in God's na..tne didn't they 
answer ? Even if they didn't know the 
code, any tapping signal would be re
assurance. They must realize that. 

T hey must realize that. 
An hour passed. Hale's muscles 

were numb from lying rigidly i n  one 
position. He picked up the bowl 
finally, to try again. Perhaps his first 
signal hadn't gone through-

And then he dropped it, seized by a 
fit of trembling. 

Tlle return signal! 
It was a faint metallic  tapping, 

barely audible, as though the sender 
feared detection at any moment. 

"A-n-y g-u-a-r-d-s n-e-a-r." 
"N-o," H a 1 e returned joyfully. 

" C-o-m-e t-h-r-o-u-g-h." 
For long minutes there was no 

answer to this and no sign from be-

low. Then suddenly the hiss of the 
AP-beam resumed. S killfully guided 
by an unseen hand, i t  ate through the 
metal floor in a rough circle two feet 
in diameter. Then the severed plate, 
like a manhole cover, slowly raised at 
one side. S lowly i t  inched upward as 
though a pair of eyes were gradually 
taking in more and more of the view 
beyond. 

The raised side of the lid remained 
poised six inches off the floor. Hale's 
owl-sensitive eyes made out a fore
head, overhung by a tangled mop of 
hair, and a pair of eyes that painfully 
peered about. 

Hale stood paralyzed, wondering 
what to do or say. 

WHEN the eyes met his, they 
wi dened, taking in his figure 

from head to toe. They were eyes also 
apparently able to see by the dim re
flected glow of the cell, pitch darkness 
to normal vision. 

Hale waited for the unknown man 
to make the next move. He did. He 
spoke, wearily. 

"Here, help me. Lift this lid away." 
Hale complied, rolling the inch

thick metal plate aside and leaning it 
against the wall. B eyond was a dark 
tunnel, almost parallel to the floor, but 
slanting down gradually. Out of it 
crawled the newcomer. Hale made 
out an old, scrawny man with uncut 
hair and white beard. He sat d ej ect
edly beside his tunnel, staring about 
as though to make sure that what he 
had seen actually existed. Then he 
looked up. 

"Whom did you say you were?" he 
queried in his weary voice. 

Hale hadn't spoken a word aloud for 
long months. His first attempt re
sulted only in a hoarse mumble. Then 
he repeated, taking great care : 

"Richard Hale. Or number Y-four
teen-eighteen." 

"What cel l ?" 
Hale searched his memory. "B

fifty-five." 
"B-fifty-five !" echoed the other. 

"Then my calculations were way off !" 
He groaned from the very bottom of 
his soul . "Five years ! Five years of 
labor and planning gone for nothing !" 
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The old head bowed. Dry sobs 
racked the bony frame. H ale, watch
ing, was also shaken by grinding dis
appointment. The moment the old 
man had crawled out o f  his  tunnel, 
Hale had seen he was another pris
oner, not rescuers but another poor 
wretch f rom another cell ! One part 
of Hale's mind cursed bitterly and 
savagely. Lost hope crushed the 
buoyant spirit that had awaited the 
wi elder of the AP-beam. 

For long min utes they said nothing 
more to each other. Hale hated the 
man, for he rep resented shattered 
hope. B ut another part of his mind 
was gradually shaken by emo tion o f  a 
different sort. This man, fellow pris
oner though he was, was another hu
man being - someone to talk to
someone to keep away the ni ghtmare 
dark creatures that swarmed in the 
fri ghtful silence. 

"Whoever you are," Hale said ab
ruptly, kneeling beside the old man 
an d gripping his shoulders, "you've 
saved my sanity. I 'm glad you're 
here." He s topped, unable to express 
the feel ings that gripped him. 

The old man straightened, controll
ing himself. He also seemed ashamed 
of his first reaction. 

"Dr. John All ison was my name on 
Earth when I was among the living. 
Forgive me, Ri chard Hale. I know 
what the loneliness o f  solitary is. Our 
meeting i s  its own reward. B ut, you 
see, I had hoped to penetrate into a 
main passage of Strata-prison that 
would have meant escape !" 

The word sounded sweet to Hale. 
"Is that how Z-ninety-nine-twenty

two did it?" 
"I'm Z-ninety-n i n e-twenty-two !" 

the old man chuckled harshly. 
"But I thought he-you-escaped !" 

Hale gasped. 
"Only my cell, not from Strata

prison. I ts record, though they d on't 
know it themselves, i s  still  unblem
ished. No one has escaped Strata
prison, though I have come close." 

ONCE more awakened, Hale's sci
entific mind prompted a question. 

"Where is your AP-projector ?" 
"Here." Dr. Allison held up his  

hand. A tubular instrument small 
and crude, rested in his palm. 

"The smallest AP-projector I ever 
saw on Earth stood three feet h igh 
and weighed a quarter-ton !" Hale 
protested. 

The scientist smiled, with a trace o f  
pride. 

"Clumsy machines. I constructed 
this myself, here in prison. Look, i t  is 
based on a new principl e." 

He pressed a spring trigger on the 
side. From the small nozzle leaped a 
five-inch A P-beam. When h e  held it 
against the wall, it ate out a slight de
pression. 

"The metal is  transformed into 
helium, o f  course, as with E arth AP
excavators. My power-source is a 
speck of radium." 

Suddenly there was a metallic ping. 
The small i nstrument burst i nto a 

dozen flying pieces. The beam d ied 
with a hissing gurgle. 

Dr. Allison stared at the broken 
parts in his palm. Though unwill
ing to beli eve it had happened, he did 
not seem too surprised. 

"I thought it would happen before 
this," he sighed wearily. "It was 
ready to fall apart at any moment, 
after five years of use." He smiled 
with an effort. "Well, that's the end 
o f  escape from Strata-prison." 

"But i f  you somehow managed to 
construct one, why can't you make 
another ?" Hale asked, wondering 
whether he dared raise hope. 

The old scientist spoke dully. 
"Do you know how long it took me 

to build this one ? Ten years!" 
Hale's confused thoughts, alter

nately hopeful and hopeless in the 
past few minutes, consigned them
selves to his former despair. He 
could think o f  only one thing to say. 

"At least we have each other's com
pa ny." 

On tbe following phase of Hale's 
prison li fe, that was an inestimable 
blessi n g .  It was easier now to face 
silence, dark, and frustrated existence 
with another human presence. Time 
moved less leadenly. 

Dr. Allison's story was strange, 
rivalling the somber imaginations o f  
Poe, Hugo, or B i erce. 
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"I've been here in Strata-prison for 
thirty years," he began with a weary 
sigh. "I was one of the 'charter' pris
oners. It is  a sort of poetic j ustice, I 
suppose, because a Dr. Karl Gordy and 
I helped devise the zero-gravity field 
that upholds this globe." 

Hale started, shocked and suddenly 
grim. 

"Dr. Gordy secretly sold the plans 
to the Centro-Europe dictatorship of 
nineteen-seventy for a stratosphere 
war base. I got enraged when I found 
out. I went to their capital and de
manded return of the plans. H ow 
foolish I was ! I was arrested and sen
tenced by them for the murder of Dr. 
Gordy-whom they shot ! Thus they 
had both of us out of the way." He 
sighed again. "The only consolation 
to me was that Dr. Gordy's treach
ery was paid in its own coin. His 
kind doesn't deserve to live. He at 
least is gone." 

"But his son lives on !" interposed 
Hale. 

NO W  Hale could see the back
ground of the present Emanuel 

Gordy, son of an upscrupulous father. 
Undoubtedly, if he gained the dicta
torship of Earth, his first move would 
be a purge in Europe, a frightful, 
large-scale revenge for his father's 
execution. 

"Go on with your story, Dr. Allison. 
I'll  tell you mine when you're 
through." 

The old scientist resumed. 
"I was sent to solitary. I heard only 

vaguely of the final peace of nineteen
seventy-nine and the formation of the 
World Government. My release did 
not come. I was stil l  a murderer, ac
cording to the records. The world 
had forgotten me as a scientist. So I 
knew then that I was doomed to a life
time of imprisonment here. I nearly 
went mad the first year . . .  " 

He paused, shuddering with the 
recoll ection. Hale shuddered with 
him. For Hale had been here almost a 
year, and he also had nearly gone rav
ing mad. 

"Then I gripped myself. I ac
cepted a philosophy of resignation. I 
would make the best of it. I had seen 

the blueprints of the globe before con
struction. I knew escape would be im
possible. I didn't hope for it, and 
somehow that made it easier to bear. 

"Other things helped to make it 
bearable. I still had a rich, faithful 
friend on Earth. Failing in all efforts 
to obtain my release, he thought of my 
comfort. Through enormous bribes, 
guards and jailers were induced to 
smuggle in to me a micro-reader, to 
pass the time. A ten-inch strip of 
micro-film, as you know, records a 
complete book in micro-lettering, 
which the mi cro-reader's lenses mag
nify for reading. Over a period of ten 
years I accumulated a boxful of film, 
equivalent to a huge library. What a 
blessing it was to have this mental 
occupation, through t h o s e long, 
lonely, bitter hours !" 

Hale could see that very well. J ust 
one micro-book, to read over and over, 
would have been a godsend. A whole 
library was an unthinkable treasure. 

The elderly scientist's voice broke. 
In the dark of the cell, Hale c ould see 
his eyes glow. 

"Fifteen years later-and fifteen 
years ago-hope of escape suddenly 
sprang up again. The human heart 
never really resigns itself, else all l ife 
would cease. I saw that it might be 
possible to use the parts of the micro
reader to make some sort of A P-pro
j ector. I began a task that was to take 
ten years. I had no tools. B ribery 
would not get them in. I used my 
teeth, for days on end, to twist l ittle 
screws loose." 

He raised his upper l ip.  Hale shiv
ered. The upper teeth were worn 
down almost to the gums. 

"I wore away rivet heads by rubbing 
them along the metal walls of my cell, 
long hours each day, for months at a 
time. I made separate metal parts by 
scraping through with the sharp steel 
edge of my bunk. Finally I had the 
instrument apart. I had bits of metal, 
glass and wire. These had to be as
sembled, somehow, according to the 
plans I had in mind. 

"The human intellect is more in
genious, in desperation, than most 
people know. I made paste with spit
tle, bread-starch and ground-up film. 
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It, hardened almost like glass, readily 
held some parts together. I welded 
corners together by the heat of ham
mering-pounding with a metal rod 
till I fell asleep. I bored holes through 
metal with slivers of harder metal, 
for what seemed ages of time. I will 
skip further detail.  At last it was 
done. It took ten years !" 

CHAPTER V I I I  

Treasures of Science 

TE N  years ! Hale ached, hearing 
the account, as though it was he 

who had spent ten grinding years on 
that stupendous task. It must have 
taken colossal persistence. On Earth, 
some men had made history in ten 
years. 

In proportion, Dr. All ison had done 
an equally mighty thing. 

"But how did you get the radium 
you needed for an activator ?" Hale 
queried. He knew all A P-processes 
were based on the trigger of radio
activity 

The old scientist grinned a l ittle. 
"I consider that my master accom
plishment. M y  lower teeth are false. 
I took the plate out, broke it in sev
eral pieces, and wheedled the jailer 
into having a new set set made for me, 
on Earth. My Earth friend paid the 
necessary bribe. A note in code to 
him-he understood cryptograms
did the trick. The set of false teeth 
came back. One of them, a molar, was 
lined with lead, and in its center was a 

tiny capsule of radium. W ith that, 
my projector was complete." 

Dr. All ison paused. 
"No one will ever know"-his voice 

became sol emn-"what that moment 
meant to me. It took me hours to 
press the trigger. W hat i f  it didn't 
work ? What if my new principle of 
AP-generation failed ? What if my 
ten long years of work were wasted ? 
I would have gone stark mad that mo
ment, if it hadn't worked. B ut it did ! 

"The little A P-gun ate into matter 
as readily as the big proj ectors, 
though at a much slower rate. I think 
I screamed in triumph. That was fiive 
years ago. Then I began my digging. 
I carefully etched out a bevel-edged 
plate, so that I could cover the tunnel 
I e xtended. Every six months, when 
they came to take me out for the rou
tine sanity tests, I was there. Every
thing looked quite the same. They 
did not know that an unsuspected 
manhole lid covered a tunnel that I 
was d i gg ing-toward freedom ! 

"I knew the basic plan of Strata
prison. Underneath these solitary 
cells · are passageways connecting to 
the upper corridors. These run paral
lel to the curving hull. In two years, 
i nch by inch, I dug through six feet 
of metal. This globe is very solidly 
constructed. It  was originally planned 
as an impregnable war-base. W eight 
meant nothing, in the zero-gravity 
field. 

"I broke through into one of the 
passages, rarely used except for re
pairs on the conveyor-system. But i t  
had n o  direct connection t o  the main 

[ Turn page ] 



42 STARTLING STORIES 

passage that would lead me to the up· 
per air-lock, to await my chance to 
escape. I had to reach that main cor· 
ridor. B oring through the ten-foot 
thick hull would have been useless, for 
I would emerge in a near-vacuum fifty 
miles above Earth. After · long 
thought I reasoned where the main 
passage should be. I began boring 
again." 

He stopped for a moment, shaking 
his head. 

"I made two mistakes. O ne, I lost 
track of time. That was two years 
ago. The j ailer came to take me out 
for a sanity test, and I wasn't in 
my c e 1 1  . I w a s  below, digging. 
And that's the story of Z-ninety
nine-twenty-two, who miraculously 
'escaped', or vanished. I covered up 
my trail by adjusting my A P-beam to 
a simple heat-beam and fusing the 
plate to the floor, sealing myself out 
of my own cell.  

"If I had reapoeared in my cell,  they 
would have investigated carefully and 
found my tunnel. As' it was, they rea
soned my cell door's electric lock had 
somehow failed for a moment and that 
I had sneaked out and up to the air
lock, stowed away on a supply-shi p  
before they even knew my cell was 
empty. But I w a s  b e  1 o w ,  still 
trapped." 

"What did you do then?" Hale 
asked wonderingly. "You were faced 
with starvation, cut off from your 
own cell !"  

TH E  old man shook his head. "I 
had access to the robot food con

veyor. It ran through the passage I 
had reached, from the kitchens to the 
cells. I simply took a little food from 
each prisoner's meals, so it wouldn't 
be noticed. And water, of course. 
The passage was ventilated, and a re
fuse closet was near. Whenever 
guards happened to pass through, or 
repair-men came to look over the con
veyor, I had barely time to scramble 
into my tunnel and hope they wouldn't 
notice it in the dimness. They never 
did. 

"My second mistake was missing the 
main passage, and coming up here. 
And now, with my A P-gun useless, I 

am no farther than when I started, 
fifteen years ago-" 

His voice faded away. 
Hale realized now the inconceiv

able disappointment that must have 
overwhelmed the man. After fifteen 
years of slavelike toil and scheming 
and hope, to come up in another pris
oner's cell ! 

"God !" The old scientist's voice 
suddenly b u r s t  o u t  sharply, as 
though the full realization had first 
burst on him. Then his voice lowered 
to a dry whisper that chilled Hale's 
blood. 

"Has fate ever played a more hel
lish trick on a man ? I wanted so 
much to escape. To see Earth just 
once more. To know again, if only 
for a moment, what sunshine was, 
and rain and a crowded city street 
and laughter. Instead, I 'll die here 
like a trapped rat !" 

It was horrible to hear the dry, rus
tling whisper of a man without hope. 
Hale shuddered. It  was worse than if 
he had shrieked and stormed. Was 
his mind teetering on the verge of 
madness ? Was Hale to have a mad
man for a companion ? 

Hale grasped the old man's shoul-
ders and shook him. 

"Don't, Dr. Allison !" 
The scientist looked up wanly. 
"Don't worry. I won't jump up and 

batter my head against the wall. B ut 
I have nothing to l ive for. Nothing ! 
Just leave me alone for awhile . . .  " 
His whisper faded into the still of the 
cell. 

Hale saw the tears in the old eyes
two large ' tears that furrowed down 
his cheeks and lost themselves in his 
uncut beard. 

It was not till hours later that the 
old scientist stirred, with a heavy 
sigh. 

"Hale,'' he called. 
"Yes?" 
"Tell me your story." 
Hale did, with unleashed bitterness. 

He left out no detail of the Five's 
plot, both against him and the world. 

"And now you are here," commented 
Dr. Allison, "with no tomorrow you 
can look forward to. Your life ended 
when the Five sentenced you." His 
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voice was pitying. "You're so terribly 
young-" 

"There can be a tomorrow for me," 
Hale said savagely. "After I escape, 
there will be a tomorrow !" 

"Escape ?" The scientist d is-
missed the thought with the word. 

SUDDEN LY he began pacing the 
cell. "You have told a strange 

story, Hale,'' he muttered. "Aside 
from what the Five have done to you, 
they are a greater menace to the well 
being of Earth. Emanuel Gordy as 
dictator ! I can picture the son from 
what I know of the father. The world 
will be crushed under his thumb ! 

"I could stop him, if I were there !" 
he pursued. H e  halted in front of 
Hale, his voice tense. "Do you know 
that I'm the greatest living scientist ? 
At my fingertips I have scientific 
secrets that would rock civilization. 
In one year, in a well-equipped lab
oratory I could emerge with powers 
making me a superman." 

Hale caught his breath sharply, then 
cursed himself for not realizing it be
fore. The man had gone mad after all ! 
Like H itler in exile, and Napoleon 
before him, Dr. Allison imagined him· 
self a supreme power held helpless. 

The scientist was watching him. 
"You think I'm mad," he said 

quietly. "And yet, what about my 
midget AP-gun ? W ith a speck of ra
d ium, and a few bits of wire and metal 
I unlocked atomic energy. On Earth 
you need a portable cyclotron weigh
ing at l east a quarter-ton. All I 
needed was a little grid of copper and 
beryllium to bounce neutrons between 
the plates till they exploded into en
ergy. I devised that principle here in 
prison." 

Hale didn't know what to think. 
"How?" he queried. "How could 

you do it without a laboratory ?" 
The old man tapped his forehead. 
"This was my laboratory. Remem

ber, I had thirty years. All I occupied 
my mind with in those thirty years 
was scientific thought, to keep me 
from going mad. I had read my small 
but select library of micro-books over 
and over. I had gathered only science 
works. I came near memorizing the 

A black face stared back at Mau�ar (Chap. XIV) 

whole set. In the last fifteen years, 
while I laboriously made the little 
AP-gun and then tediously dug 
through metal, I still had endless 
hours in which to think and review 
my knowledge. 

Facial expressions were lost in the 
almost lightless cell, but Hale could 
sense the slight upcurl of the lips, as 
the scientist went on. 

"There's irony in it all. If I had 
lived free on Earth, I might have made 
only mediocre laboratory discoveries. 
The powers of the mind, in normal 
life, would have been tempted into too 
many channels. Misfortune like this 
made me delve into m.y own mind for 
its treasures. Captivity for thirty 
years sharpened my intellectual ca
pacity. 

"With perfect quiet and isolation, 
I could follow one train of thoug-ht for 
days, and hound down any worthwhile 
idea. I thought out the principle of 
my little neutron-bouncing grid in a 
solid year of continuous thought !" 

Hale was still astonished. "You 
j ust sat and thought and devised the 
grid without one bit of experimental 
data ! It's-it's incredible !" 

"Experimental data was al ready 
there !" D-r. Allison declared. "Think 
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of Newton. Did he have a laboratory, 
in the modern sense ? Hardly. H e  
simply sat down and figured out t he 
stupendous laws of gravitation. H e  
used t h e  data compiled by dozens of 
men before him-the giants on whose 
shoul ders he stood, in his own words. 
E i nstein, too, formulated r elatively 
from data that went back a half cen
tury." 

-.Tow Hale saw more clearly. It 
..l.. � was a new way of looking at 
genius. 

" Hundreds and thousands of scien
tists experiment and collect data, and 
publish them. Then a Newton or an 
Einstein comes along and sees what is 
before their noses. They are too close, 
the experimenters, to see it them
selves." 

"Exactly," agreed the scientist. " S o  
it was with me. For thirty years I re
volved all the latest scientific data. 
Some things began to stand out 
clearly, i n  the focus of my continuous 
thoughts. Stupendous things !" 

His voice cracked suddenly. 
"And yet here I am, helpl ess. M y  

scientific secrets are dead, lost, locked 
up with m e  i n  a globe of metal in the 
stratosphere. A master scientist, with 
only a nameless grave before him. 
That is the bitter irony of it." 

Hale's thoughts clicked to a swift 
conclusion. 

"Dr. All ison, pass your secrets 
along to me ! I can do something with 
them !" 

"Here ?" 
"No,  but when I escape-" 
A harsh laugh resounded. 
"I tried for thirty years and failed. 

How can you have hope ?" 
"I have, somehow. I don't know 

how or when, but I'll  escap e !" 
The scientists's h a n  d reached 

through the darkness to touch H ale.  
"It i s  good to have hope," he mur

mured. " I'l l  teach you my sc i entific 
secrets. A t  least, if nothing else, it 
will lighten for both of us this mur
derous cell existence." 

Two more years rol l ed by, i n  the 
endl ess parade of time. 

Every six months, Ri chard Hale was 
conducted from his cell briefly, and 

found sane. The warden could not 
hide his surprise. It  was strange for 
a young, sensitive-minded man to take 
the horrors of solitary in his stride. 
Hale laughed wildly within himself. 
They did not know of his mysterious 
companion. 

There was little worry of detec
tion. The jailers never visited the 
cells between the si x-month periods. 
Daily Dr. Allison crawled through his 
tunnel to the conveyor-system pas
sage, for food. At times he shared 
Hale's rations, or Hale would go be
low. They d erived a grim pleasure in 
having d efeated the very purpose of 
solitary isolation, without the prison 
masters knowing. It was a joke on 
them. 

Dr. Allison imparted his scientific 
discoveries, nurtured i n  his mind 
through thirty years. Hale gradual ly 
began to feel as though he were kneel
ing before a treasure-chest, sifting 
gold pieces and shining j e w e I s 
through his fingers. M ost of the sci
entist's conceptions were half-formed, 
nebulous. M any would prove to be 
useless fantasies. But sotne, after lab
oratory tests, would be startl ing won
d ers. Dr. Allison's l ibrary had in
included all sciences-physics, chem
istry, astronomy, biology, and many 
in between. His patient, penetrating 
mind had d elved omnivorously into 
all. 

IT was not so startling. The tech
niques of science had, by the late 

20th century, become reduced to 
fundamentals. The 1 9th century and 
early 20th had been pioneering days 
of experimentation. After that had 
come the period of widespread indus
trial application. Dr. A ll ison, at the 
apex of this period, was a generation 
ahead. 

In biology, h e  intuitively sensed 
new and amazing hormones j ust 
ahead. In chemistry, he predicted 
dyes that would out date any known. 
In physics, the traditional structure 
of matter would be altered and mold-ed 
as if it were wax. In astronomy, Dr. 
Allison knew of a comet-whose orbit 
data other scientists had not yet 
sifted-that would pass within 1 00,-
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000 miles of Earth, closer than the 
Moon. 

H e a p e d scientific t r e a s  u r e s, 
gleamed from the four corners of 
world lore, and the originator was an 
exile, cast away from Earth life. Hale 
saw a vivid parallel with past history. 
Galileo had been forced by contempo
rary authority to recant his heretical 
discoveries. Lavoisier's laboratory had 
been burned down as a witch's den. 
And again genius would not be hailed, 
in the case of Dr. Allison, till after his 
death. That is, Hale reflected sorber
ly, if at all. 

"So much good could be done with 
all those things," the old scientist 
would murmur at times. 

"They are treasures of science," 
Hale would say solemnly. ..I prom
ise you, Dr. Allison, that if I escape 
they will be given to Earth for its 
benefit." 

B ut the old scientist's companion
ship was the rarest treasure of all, to 
Hale. No longer did time drag so 
cumbersomely, nor darkness and si
lence hold such terrors. 

CHAPTER IX 

When Tomorrow Comes 

'1LTET one thing loomed monstrously 
· I -the lack of any sort of Tomor
row for them. 

Hale talked of escape. With Dr. 
Allison he resolved a hundred vague 
plans. The scientist took him below, 
through his tunnel. A dim corridor 
stretched here, but soli d steel doors 
blocked both ends. They might con
ceivably slip past guards, with the 
door open. But then the way led past 
each level of the giant prison, each 
with a locked door again, and guards 
swarming everywhere. 

"No chance at all that way," said the 
scientist flatly. "All the doors are 
controlled from Earth, as you know, 
by remote control. When guards 
march from level to level, the doors 
unlock one by one. But only at orders 
from the warden, in contact with the 
Earth operators by television. 

"My orie slim chance, with the AP
gun, was to get into a hull-corridor, 
burn a hole through each door quick
ly, and finally reach the air-lock. 
Here, since they had practically for
gotten me, I could slip onto the reg
ular supply ship and thus reach 
Earth." 

He spread his hands helplessly. 
"Without an A P-gun, there is no 

conceivable way of escaping. None!" 
Hale felt the crushing force of that 

word. No escape, no revenge against 
the Five. Never to see Earth again. 
To die here, of old age, as Dr. Allison 
was dying. 

The scientist was near death, that 
was obvious. He had been thirty when 
incarcerated. He was over sixty now, 
thin, trembling, sickly. His failure to 
escape had left him a barren shell, 
without the will to live. 

But again and again Hale went over 
the plans of the prison, as the scien
tist had revealed them. Doggedly he 
nursed hope. 

"Those remote control doors are 
the only possibility," he repeated for 
the hundredth time. "If the system 
ever breaks down temporarily-" 

"It never does, even for a second," 
croaked the old scientist. "The re
mote control system is as infallible as 
the motions of the heavenly bodies." 

"Good God, don't keep saying that !" 
shrieked Hale. 

Three years of dimming hope had 
taken their toll of his nerves. He was 
instantly sorry, and took the old man's 
hand in apology. S u d d e n 1 y he 
squeezed. 

"As infallible as the motions-" he 
repeated, his voice tense. "What was 
that you told me, a few months ago, 
about a comet passing between Earth 
and Moon ?" 

The old scientist nursed his ach
ing hand. 

"The Dawson Comet, discovered 
nineteen-eighty-nine, is due back this 
year. I based my figures on data I 
read. I'm quite positive it will swing 
between the Earth and Moon for the 
first time in history. It won't be cap
tured, however, because of its speed. 
That should be in the order of-" 

"Never mind that," interrupted 
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Hale. "How close will it pass to 
Strata-prison ?" 

The scientist's mental calculations 
were rapid. "Almost directly over it ,  
within ninety-five thousand miles." 

"Which way will its tail swing?" 
Dr.  Allison pondered. 
"The Moon will be sunward from 

Earth. Therefore the comet's ta il  
will swing earthward, toward us." 

"Escape!" 
Hale yelled the one word in awe. 

SHARPENED by solitude and the 
scientist's i n s p i r i n g teach

ings, Hale's mind leaped to that con
c lusion in one blinding stroke. 

"What ? "  Dr. All ison demanded, 
stupefied. 

"Escape, I tell you ! The remote 
control is via rad io waves. Electrical 
impul ses. What is a comet's tail made 
of ? El ectrified particles-ions. When 
these sweep over the globe, there will 
be no harm done, of course-except 
to the remote-control. It will be 
thrown out of working_ order by elec
trical interference !" 

Dr. Alli son nodded almost in
stantly. 

"Of course. I should have thought 
of that myself. The tail's ions will 
produce a barrage of static i nterfer
ence for thousands of miles. The re
mote control radio impulses from 
Earth will be shot through with hol es. 
The doors will be opened-by the 
comet's tai l !"  

They looked at each other, hardly 
daring to believe the ir quick deduc
tion. But in their eyes had sprung 
again the burning fires of hope. 

Four months later, when the comet 
was due, two tense figures stood be
fore a locked door. They had quitted 
Hale's cell, crawled through the tun
nel, and emerged in the lower passage
way. It led upward to freedom ! 

"The comet should be due any min
ute now," whispered Dr. Allison. He 
had checked his mental figures a 
dozen t imes. "When its tail sweeps 
past, we'll have just thirty-two min
utes of open doors. We'll have to 
run. The distance to the top of the 
globe, through the spiral passage next 
to the hull, is almost a mile. If  we 

see any guards, we throw ourselves 
flat and pray. Luckily this is e xactly 
between shifts. The passage should 
be almost deserted. Is that clear?" 

Hale nodded. His heart hammered 
in anticipation, but outwardly h e  was 
cool. All his faculties were alert for 
this desperate gamble. H e  knew he 
would never again have another 
chance. Comets do not obl igingly 
sweep by very often in one lifetime. 

" Listen !" 
They heard it then-a slight crack

ling noise, like static. Somewhere up 
above, beyond their steel prison wal ls, 
a comet was maj estically sail ing be
tween Earth and Moon. Its long, 
tenuous tail of ions was engulfing the 
prison globe. A rad io aerial was 
crackling under the deluge, as if  sig· 
nal s were coming from Earth. The 
comet was opening all l ocks except 
those of the cells, which were directly 
under the warden's control .  

Hale pushed forward against the 
door. It swung open squeakily on un
oiled h inges. The way here led up
ward to the cell-blocks. But Dr. Al
l ison turned the other way, to the pas
sage that hugged the hull and avoided 
the center of activity. 

Grim and hopeful they raced down 
the d imly lit corridor. 

Soon it became a steep upward 
climb. The floor was corrugated for 
foot traction. Although the giant 
globe itself rested weightless in a 
zero-gravity field, all things within it 
were still subject to the gravity of 
Earth. It was as though they were 
ants suspended above ground on a 
shelf. 

FOR fifteen minutes they sped on, 
opening and closing door after 

door that the comet had unlocked. 
They met no guat·ds. It seemed al· 
most too easy. 

"We're more than half-way," panted 
Dr. Allison. "We'll make it if our 
luck holds out-" 

At each door, Hale in the lead cau
t i ously opened it and peered out for 
guards. He drew back suddenly at 
one door. 

''Two guards standing in the cor
ridor ahead, talking," he whispered. 
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"We'll have to wait and hope they 
go." 

Dr. Allison's eyes darted ahead and 
back constantly. 

Minutes passed. Precious minutes 
while the comet's wide tail drew 
nearer to its final leave-taking. Cur
sing under his breath, Hale kept one 
eye on the two lounging guards ahead. 
They seemed in no hurry to go. They 
were off-duty, apparently, and were 
rapt in conversation. If only Hale 
were armed ! 

The old scientist trembled. 
"We can't wait much longer," he 

said nervously, "or we'll have locked 
doors against us." 

He turned, grasping the younger 
man's arm tightly. He spoke tersely. 

"There's one chance. You stay 
here. I'll go out alone. There is  a 
corridor j ust ahead that leads to the 
atomic generator room. I'll lead them 
into that. Then the way will be clear 
for you." 

"Together or not at all !" Hale re
torted, shaking his head violently. 

"Don't be a fool !" whispered the old 
man. "Together we die !" 

His old eyes softened suddenly, 
looking at his young companion. 

"I'm old. What would a few hours 
of liberty on Earth benefit me? But 
you are young, and in you, I live 
again. W ith you go my thirty years 
of thought and science. Your tomor
row is mine." He squeezed Hale's arm. 
"Good-bye, lad-" 

Then, before Hale could act, he 
sprang forward, swung open the door 
and leaped out. The door began to 
swing shut again in Hale's face. He 
caught it when it was a few inches of 
closing. For a moment he leaned his 
weight forward, to shove i t  open and 
leap after the old scientist. 

He relaxed, groaning. It was the 
only hope. Hale knew he would have 
been more of a fool to leap out than 
a coward to remain. 

From beyond he heard the shouts 
of the guards, as they spied Dr. Al
lison's madly stumbling figure. Peer
ing around the door's edge, Hale saw 
the scientist dart into the side corri
dor. A moment later the two guards 
had reached the same point and fol-
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lowed, pistols out. 
The way-for Hale-was clear. Sec

onds were precious. 
H ale shoved the door aside and 

raced down the corridor. At the turn
off passage, he heard the rumble and 
hiss of the mighty atomic generators 
from the neighboring room. Hale 
stopped. The passage was short. The 
open door revealed the huge extent of 
the chamber, sunk below the level of 
his eye. 

A scene etched itself on his mind. 
Dr. Allison had scuttled along the 

narrow catwalk that overhung the 
giant generators. The guards now had 
a clear shot at him. N eutron-charges 
hissed toward the fleeing scientist. 

Abruptly he stopped. He looked 
both ways, like a trapped animal who 
sees no way out. At the far end of 
the catwalk was another guard, al
ready moving forward. A neutron
charge struck the scientist's leg. H e  
toppled, fell-straight down toward 
the pulsing grid of a generator. 

The guards stiffened, watching. B e
low, the eyes of the prison workers on 
shift fastened to the falling body. I t  
struck the fiat grid, bounced, rested 
there. Then flame burst around it, the 
livid, searing energy of exploding 
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atoms. In seconds the body had van
ished, consumed by the frightful pow
ers engulfing it. 

D
R. ALLI S O N  was gone. Z-9922, 
the mythical "escaped" prisoner, 

had finally escaped-into Death. 
Hale watched, paralyzed in horrible 

fascination. He heard the voice of one 
guard, drifting to him down the pas
sage. 

"The fool should have known he 
couldn't escape. Who in hell did he 
think he was, Z-ninety-nine-twenty
two ?" 

Something within Hale was barely 
able to choke down hysterical laugh
ter. B ut the sweeping irony of it 
faded in his mind as he thought of 
what it  meant to him. A prisoner had 
escaped his cell ,  made a dash for free
dom, failed. Later they would find 
Hale's cell empty. They would finally 
c onnect the comet with his escape 
from his cell.  Therefore Richard Hale, 
Y-1418, was the prisoner who had died 
on the atomic-grid ! There would not 
even be a search or general alarm . . . .  

Dr. A llison had opened the path to 
freedom in more ways than one. And 
Hale knew now that the old scientist 
had del iberately thrown himself on 
the grid, to be burned beyond recog
nition. Deliberately he had planned 
this sacrifice before they even started ! 
For the substitution of i dentities 
made certain that there would be no 
search for Y -1418, neither here nor on 
Earth ! 

Hale sped along now, down the de
serted corridor. There was still a 
chance of meeting other guards, and 
of failing to reach the last door before 
the comet's tail left. 

But ten minutes later Hale had 
reached the last door, near the top of 
Strato-prison, leading into the air
lock chambers. Most of the thirty
two minutes were gone. 

He was panting, sweated, when he 
reached the final door. His leg mus
cles ached from the unaccustomed ex
ertion after t hree years of cell  inac
tivity. He leaned h i s  weight agai nst 
the door, turning the handle. 

I t  didn't open. 
It was locked ! Too late ! 

Enraged by this trick of fate, Hale 
furiously threw himself at the door, 
but only bruised his shoulders, Then, 
spent, he looked back, with the fear 
of the cornered animal c hilling his 
heart. Sooner or later guards would 
come along, spy him, capture or kill  
him. 

Failure ! Tomorrow still leered be· 
yond that locked door, still remote as 
the Moon. The maddening thought 
of it nearly brought a scream of tor
ment from him. 

He heard a d im murmur of voices 
from down the corridor. Guards were 
approaching. In a moment they would 
come near and see his crouching fig
ure, wi th no place to hide. . . . 

A nd then Hale's ears heard grind
ing behind him. The door gave and 
he t umbled through. He had suffici ent 
presence of mind to shove it closed 
immediately. He heard a static splut
ter from the electric lock, and then a 
sharp final click. He knew the door 
was locked now, beyond all human 
power to open. 

Hale lay gasping on the floor. Some
how the door's lock had reopened for 
those few seconds, saving him. Per
haps a shred of the comet's tail, fol
lowing the main bulk of it, had 
worked the miracle. 

The room he lay in was utterly dark, 
yet he knew i t  was large, for his 
heavy breathing echoed. It was the 
third and final chamber of the triple 
air-lock system. In three days, the 
usual supply ship was due from Earth. 
He and Dr. Allison had plotted that 
all so carefully. 

The rest, with a l ittle luck, was 
simple. 

CHAPTER X 
Free Air! 

I
F HALE'S first few months in his 
timeless ce 11 had seemed like an 

age, the three days h e  now waited 
was an eternity. But after etern ity 
would come a new tomorrow ! 

At last he heard the rumble of an 
air-lock open ing above him. The 
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ship had arrived ! Again he heard the 
movement of mechanism directly 
over him, as the two halves of his 
chamber's lock yawned. 

A cyclonic whoosh of air rushed 
from his chamber to the one above. 
Hale panted for breath. He watched 
from behind piled crates as the strata
ship settled down in the lever grip of 
el evators. I ts wheels touched . the 
floor. Overhead the lock doors closed. 
Air hissed from corner vents, refilling 
the space with normal pressure. Hale's 
discomfort eased. 

The pilots and guards stepped from 
the ship bearing three new prisoners 
within the walls of the strata-bastille. 
Hale pitied them. Then he j erked to 
attention. From the main corridors 
came a file of prisoners, herded by 
armed guards. 

Again Hale had to resign himself 
to the whim of chance. By feel, he 
had long ago p icked out the crate he 
wanted. H e  crawled in now, among 
stale smelling opened tin cans. Strata
prison had no disposal of these, save 
by the returning ship. The cans 
could not just be thrown down to 
Earth. 

Hale burrowed to the bottom of the 
heaped crateful of cans. They covered 
him completely. The noise could not 
be heard in the general bustle of the 
unloading. Some of the sharp edges 
scratched him, but pain meant noth-
ing to him now. , 

It seemed like hours before h e  felt 
his crate lurch into movement. 

"Feels heavy," grunted one of the 
prisoners carrying it. 

"You're getting weak," returned the 
other sarcastically. 

Hale felt the crate bump against the 
floor, in the ship's hold. Then the crate 
slid along roughly, to end up against 
one wall. Other crates bumped against 
his. 

Hale allowed himself to exult. Luck 
was playing along with him. 

In the hour of delay that followed 
Hale suffered most. It was the cau
tious custom, before a ship l eft, to 
herd all shifts of prisoners to their 
cells throughout the giant prison and 
take the roll-call. Only then could 
the warden be c ertain that no prisoner 

had by some miracle stowed away on 
the ship. 

The roll-call, Hale assured himself, 
should reveal no absences. Prisoner 
Y - 1 4 1 8  was not in his cell, of course. 
He had burned to death on an atomic 
grid, trying to escape three days be
fore. Somehow, the warden would 
reason, Y-1418 had escaped from his 
cell, probably because of the comet's 
nearness, since the operators on Earth 
had complained of interference. B ut 
he had been run down and burned on 
the grid. He hadn't actually escaped 
Strata-prison-as Z-9922 had. 

Therefore the ship could go. Strata
prison's record of no escapes-save 
for Z -9922-was unblemished. 

B ut not till he felt movement of the 
ship did Hale's nerves relax. All was 
well.  There had been no alarm. As 
he felt the powerful surge of rockets 
speeding the ship up and away from 
Strata-prison, Hale's spirits soared. 
He felt as though a vice that had been 
squeezing him for three long years 
had suddenly eased. 

"I'm out of Strata-prison ! I'm in 
free air I" he told himself happily. 

AN hour later the strata-ship's 
wide spiral narrowed down to 

ordinary air travel in Earth's atmos
phere. Then Hale felt the ship bump 
to a landing. The hold doors opened. 
Hands dragged out the crates. From 
here on, Hale didn't know what the 
situat ion would be, but he did know 
he would have to be alert as a hunted 
animal. . 

He felt his crate carried, then 
stacked again with the others on the 
ground. 

"Too late to bring them to the slag
metter today," said a voice. "Tomor
row morning will be all right." 

"Yes, sir." 
The voices moved away and Hale 

listened to the sounds of a busy air
port. Hours later these reached a 
minimum that indicated it must be the 
middle of the night. Hale stirred. Like 
a corpse emerging from its coffin, he 
struggled up. H e  had to shove a crate 
off with his shoulders by main force. 
It fell to the ground with a clatter of 
empty cans. 
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Hale leaped out and crouched be
hind the crates, peering in all direc
tions. He was at the edge of the air
port. No one had noticed i n  the dark. 

Hale stumbled away, hugging the 
shadows of a building. Beyond lay 
open land, beyond that, woods in 
which he could hide safely. 

After running madly until  the air
port could not be seen and he was 
panting and exhausted, Hale threw 
himself on the muddy ground. A 
drenching downpour had started some 
time before. 

WET to the skin and shivering, 
he lay there. H e  had not eaten 

for three days. His clothes carried the 
stench of the unclean crate. H i s  skin 
was lacerated with a dozen wounds. 
Every muscle ached from his recent 
exertions. He had a splitting head
ache from the sheer physi cal and men
tal strain he had gone through. 

By all normal standards, he should 
have been more m iserable than the 
lowliest downtrodden specimen of 
humanity. 

But he knew, instead, that he was at 
that moment the happiest human 
being al ive ! 

H e  lay on his back, his eyes staring 
i nto the rain-fill ed sky. There were 
no walls above or around him. This 
was heaven ! He caught at the rain
drops with his hands and laughed, 
laughed for long minutes, t i l l  sheer 
weakness stopped him. 

Somewhere u p  above lay somber 
Strata-prison. The men there did not 
know that for once a prisoner had 
truly escaped, that a comet and a 
man's life had done the impossible
that down here, in the mud, lay Pris
oner Y-1418,  with all the world before 
him. 

Hale j umped up suddenly. 
"I 'm alive again !" he s h o u t e d  

against the swishing of the rain. 
"Alive'! A live!" 

H e  fell i n  the mud again, singi ng, 
laughing, as near to a madness of j oy 
as he had once been to a madness of 
despair . . . .  

Dawn brought the warm heat of a 
summer day. Hale had gained con
trol of himself. His mind was calm, 

cool, calculating. He dried his 
clothes. H e  had carried one of the 
cans along wit h  him. With its sharp, 
jagged edge he laboriously trimmed 
his prison beard and wild mane of 
hai r kneeling before a p uddle of rain
water for a mirror. Finished, he was 
still a strange looking being, but no 
worse perhaps than a wandering 
tramp. 

He cut t he numbers "Y- 1 4 18" from 
the back of his d enim outfit and 
ground it into the dirt with his heel. 
But without proper equipment he 
could not erase the n umbers tattooed 
on his chest. 

He left the spot, making his way to 
the edge of the woods. His step was 
springy, his spirits sang. The chirp 
of birds was music from a higher 
plane of existence. The dawn clouds 
and blue sky were beauty that ached. 
The trees were friendly creatures that 
whispered greetings to him. 

To Hale, returning from the l iving 
dead, all this was supreme realization 
of the pure joy of l ivin g. 

At the edge of the woods, looking 
out, he drank i n  the sight of the city 
that lay close at hand. He was on Long 
Island, he knew, where the airport 
lay. B e yo nd gleamed the silvery 
spires and elevated spans of New 
\Vashington, seat of the World Gov
ernment. It had been founded i n  
1 979, a new city t o  commemorate and 
govern the new World State. I t  
glinted magnificently i n  the morning 
S un. 

S uddenly he froze. A surprised 
gasp carne from his l i ps. A mile or 
so away from the city proper he saw 
now the ramparts of a mi ghty struc
ture. Erected of gleaming white stone 
and shining alloy, it's colossal dome 
stood outlined against the blue of  the 
ocean beyond. 

Hale stood stunned. 
His mind flew back to New C en

tury's Eve of 2000 A.D. H e  had stood 
beside the model of such a dome, the 
cap over a mile-deep pit sunk into 
Earth. At its lower end, he knew, 
must be the shaft of the great Sub
atlantic T ube, pierc ing under the 
ocean to Europe. 

Transport Corporation, of course, 
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had carried on the plans, taken over 
the project. W hen it was completed, 
probably within two years, the Five 
would control the Tube that he, Rich
ard Hale, should rightfully control. 

The Five ! 
He had almost forgotten them in the 

joy of his resurrection on Earth. And 
suddenly the joy of freedom faded 
into a grim rage that seeped into his 
brain like an acid. 

"Revenge!" 
He hurled the word silently out 

over the world. Revenge against the 
Five for taking from him this mag
nificent thing that the dome repre
sented. Revenge for three years of 
blighted existence. Revenge for des
troying what had been his Tomor
row. That New Year's Eve of 2000. 

Now a new Tomorrow must take its 
place. 

" Five st eps to tomorrow !" he 
vowed grimly. 

H e  stepped away from the dome, 
finally, toward the farming section of 
the island. Rapid plans danced 
through his mind. First he would ap
proach some farmer for a meal, shave 
and bath. Then he would go back to 
New York, get an odd job, save pen� 
nies. He had to start from scratch. 
There was no one h e  could go to, no 
one he could trust of all his former 
acquaintances. He thought momen
tarily of Laura Asquith. She least of 
all ! 

He must make his way as a non
entity at first. No one on Earth knew 
he was here. As Richard Hale, be was 
dead ! 

S
I X  months later, in a small bare 
little room in New York's p oorest 

quarters, a young man dressed in a 
cheap suit watched a queer little ap
paratus. 

A strange grid of beryll ium and 
piatinum wires, fed by house-current, 
glowed weirdly with purling violet 
l i ght. 

Hale observed breathlessly. Like 
Dr. All ison's little grid, it substituted 
for a quarter-ton cyclotron. B etween 
the wires bounced atoms of volatilized 
lead metal. W auld they or would 
they not break down ? 

Dr. Gordy's skin was t ra nsparent!  ( C h a p .  XV I I )  

With his rheostat, Hale fed more 
current to the grid. Its glow became 
iridescent, fill ing the room with 
spangled colors. The hum of dancing 
atoms sounded like a hiveful of bees. 

He saw it then, a mist of golden 
color that formed around the grid. 
The mist thickened, became a fine, 
impalpable, golden dust that drifted 
away in all directions. Hale rubbed 
his finger along the suddenly dusty 
table top under the grid, held it be
fore his eyes and saw the tawny yel
low color. Its shade was unmistak
able. 

"Gold !" he whispered in awe. "Pure 
gold ! "  

He sat there hunched before his 
little apparatus like some medieval al
chemist. He watched the lead atoms 
burst and turn into gold atoms. The 
grid had ripped one unit of atomic 
number-ten units of atomic weight 
-from an atom of lead, leaving it an 
atom of gold. Sci entists had done it 
with cyclotrons, but at a cost far 
greater than the value of the gold 
i tself. 

Hale had used a few cents worth of 
electricity, a few dollars worth of ap
paratus, and lead worth thirty cents 
a pound. And he had produced gold 
so cheap that it  wasn't worth the 
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equivalent in high-grade steel ! 
The clue had been under the noses 

of scientists for years. B ut they had 
not recognized it, and possibly never 
would. Only a mind in solitude for 
thirty years had tracked down the 
clue. It was the first of Dr. Allison's 
scientific secrets. 

Hale watched the gold dust swirl 
out and fill the room with earthly 
wealth. A minute before he had been 
penniless. Now he was making 
money-literally-at a faster pace 
than the greatest capitalist in history. 
B ut the wealth itself gave him no 
thrill. It was the thought of what he 
could do with it. H e  would not re
veal the process, for that would de
stroy the world's money system. H e  
would use the magic wealth for his 
own secret purposes. 

First he would buy an isolated esc 
tate, somewhere north of New York. 
There, in a fully equipped laboratory, 
he would search out the secrets of a 
profound brain that for thirty years 
had molded great things out of pure 
thought. 

Then he would emerge to confront 
the Five ! 

A slow, grim smile touched his lips. 
What was that old well-known line 
from a light-opera ? 

"Make the punishment fit the 
crime." 

He would make the punishment fit 
the person ! 

Hale stepped before a mirror sud
d enly. Would they · recognize him ?  
The face that stared back was not the 
same face of over three years before. 
Richard Hale of 2000 had been boyish, 
clear-eyed, round-cheeked. 

The Richard Hale of 2004 was aged 
by ten years. Thin cheeks were sur
mounted by burning dark eyes. His 
hair had thinned. Lines had appeared 
where none had been before. The 
compressed l ips could only draw up 
in a l ight, sardonic smile. Frustrated 
prison life had left i ts mark. His own 
father, were he living, might not have 
seen more than a puzzling, frighten
ing resemblance to the son he had 
known. 

No, he wouldn't be recognized. He 
could safely face the Five. B esides, 

their last thought of Richard Hale 
would have been his reported death 
in trying to escape Strata-prison. 

But still he would make the neces
sary test . . • .  

CHAPTER XI 

One Step to Tomorrow 

LAURA ASQUITH looked at her 
visitor with natural feminine in

terest as he walked into the living 
room. 

He was tall, slender, dark-haired, 
yet his complexion bore a strange dull 
pallor. He had a rather severe , intel
lectual face, with straight lips under 
a small black mustache. H e  wore tor
toise-shelled glasses that seemed to 
hide dark eyes that burned at her. 

Womanlike, she tried to guess his 
age. But that was impossible. He 
might have been twenty-five or forty
five. Foreign, of course. With the 
queer name of Dr. Strato, he could 
only be a Greek or Latin. 

"Dr. Strata ?'' she murmured in 
greeting. "You sent me 1 o v e I y 
flowers and asked to see me." She 
hesitated, for something disturbed 
her. "Have I met you before ?" she 
added apologetically. 

"I believe not." The visitor's voice 
was suave, with the precise accent of 
a foreigner who has learned English 
thoroughly. "A poet friend of mine, 
Antonio Vinci, met you at a ball. He 
asked me to pay his respects to you. 
He said you were a lovely girl. He 
was right." 

Smiling at the compliment, Laura 
Asquith's thoughts flew back. 

"Antonio Vinci ? Why, that was at 
the New Year's ball of nineteen
ninety-nine, five years ago I I was so 
young then, merely eighteen. Yet I 
do remember it vividly. I was with-" 

She stopped, eager reminiscence 
vanishing from her eyes. 

"Yes ?" prompted Dr. Strato po· 
litely. 

"Just a friend," Laura finished. 
"Was it young Richard Hale ?" 
The girl started, and then nodded 



FIVE STEPS TO TOMORROW 53 

wordlessly. A fixed smile had ap
peared on her l ips. 

"Antonio mentioned him,'' the visi
tor pursued conversationally. "An
tonio was quite captivated by your 
charm, but you seemed, he said, to be 
loyal to the American. All  the world 
has heard, of course, of his unfortu
nate doings and sentence to Strata
prison. Antonio asked, as a matter of 
curiosity, if you had heard any more 
of him." 

Laura darted a sharp glance at her 
mysterious visitor. 

"He died last year trying to escape," 
she said tonelessly. 

"How unfortunate ! However, those 
who plot treason deserve death. I be
lieve you were one of the witnesses 
at the trial ?" 

Laura nodded briefly, trying to 
show distaste for the topic. D r. 
S trato went on as if unaware of her 
increasing nervousness. 

"There were some who beli eved 
R i chard H ale had been innocent. But 

of course he must have been guilty, if 
a girl l i ke yourself  helped convict 
him." 

Laura Asquith j umped up. 
" Pl ease, Dr. St rato, may I e xcuse 

mysel f ?  I'm not feeling well." 
Without another word she left the 

room, lea v ing her visi tor to find his 
way out.  

O n  the st reet, Richard H ale per
mitted himself a sigh of relief. She 
hadn't recognized him. He was safe. 
T he added i terns of a mustache, dark
ened eyebrows and hai r, and horn
rimmed plain glasses had completed 
the natural disguise of three years of 
pri son. His p ractised accent and for
eign manner were further subterfuges. 
Now he could face the Five without 

fear of premature recognition. Laura 
had been the real acid test. 

Also he had found out that R ichard 
Hale was completely dead, in their 
minds. That left him free to move 
about as he wished. As Dr. S trato, a 
mysterious foreign scientist, he could 
twine an invisible net around them as 
they once had around h im. Hale was 
pleased with the i nitial success of his 
plan. 

But striding along, his thoughts 
went back to Laura Asquith. 

As much as to test his changed 
identity, he had wanted to see her, to 
make certain that their love was cold, 
dead ashes. Should he make it six 
steps i nstead of five-bring down the 
heavy hand of vengeance o n  her too ? 
Why not ? D i d  she deserve any bet
ter ? He hated her, despised her 
for what she had done. It  was im
possible that his love could survive 
three bitter years. If his heart had 
hammered, it had been in repressed 
hate. 

He straightened his shoulders. That 
was that. He would think what to do 
with her in due time. 

Right now, he was ready for Step 
One . . . .  

SIR C HARLES PAXTON received 
his caller i n  his private office in 

New Washi ngton. The door l ettering 
said, "Secretary of Finance, World 
Government." The furniture was up
holstered in tawny yellow l eather, fill
ing the room with a golden glow. He 
basked in that, as one would in sun
shine. 

Hale wal ked up to his desk slowly, 
staring at him. Outwardl y  he was the 
cool,  calm D r .  S t rata.  W ithin, his  
blood pounded. V ividly the court 
scene of five years before stood in his 
mind. He remembered every little 
merci less expression Paxton had worn 
on that occasion. 

"Dr. Strata ? "  Sir Charles Paxton 
frowned, looking at the card again. 
"I don't bel ieve I've heard of you. 
What is your business ? "  

H a l e  l eisurely sat down in a com
fortable chair without waiting for 
permission. He carried a cane for e f
fect and folded his two hands over its 
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handle. Then he looked up blandly 
at the man who controlled world 
finance. 

"I'm a scientist by profession, a rich 
man through good fortune," Hale 
drawled. H e  saw the added interest 
in Paxton's eyes at the phrase "rich 
man". He went on. "The official 
opening of the Subatlantic Tube is 
scheduled within a month. I would 
like to have the privilege of being 
among t h e first passengers w h o ride 
through the tube. A whim of mine." 

"Impossible, I'm afraid," retorted 
Paxton shortly. "Only high Govern� 
ment officials will have that privilege. 
S orry." 

He was already looking down at the 
papers on his desk. 

"What would be the price ?" per· 
sisted Hale. 

"There is no price." 
"I'm su.re there is," Hale contra

dicted. He had opened his coat and 
was toying with a pure gold watch 
fob and chain. "Money, I have heard, 
buys everything. Everything, per
haps, except a clear conscience. The 
price of that is often more than all 
the gold on Earth can purchase !" 

Paxton's sidelong glance waa veiled, 
and slightly disturbed. 

"What do you mean ?" he asked in a 
low tone. 

"Nothing. A mere epigram." Hale 
was still toying with his gold chain, 
his voice still bland. "Let's call my 
request a fare. Shall we say-a mil
lion dollars ? "  

Paxton gasped. His sharp face 
peered closely at his strange visitor. 

"A million dollars ! You would be 
willing to pay that for a three-and-a
half hour trip in the Tube ?" He red
dened suddenly. "I don't appreciate 
the humor." 

"I'm serious," Hale interposed, ris
ing. "My address is on the card. I f  
you think i t  can b e  arranged, drive out 
and see me. My offer will hold good 
for twenty-four hours." 

With an enigmatic smile, Hale 
strolled out of the office. 

Alone, Sir Charles Paxton looked at 
the card. 

"A million dollars !" he murmured. 
With an annoyed gesture, he tossed 

the card in the waste basket and went 
back to his papers. 

THAT evening the roles were re� 
versed. Paxton was the caller at 

Hale's isolated Long Island estate. 
Hale's engimatic grin returned. He 

was not surprised. H e  had known hia 
man, knew he would come. The irre
sistible lure of money had drawn Pax
ton as surely as honey drew flies. 

Paxton hemmed and hawed around 
guiltily while Hale watched him in 
secret amusement. Finally he came to 
the point. 

"If you are still serious about the 
matter we discussed this afternoon, I 
think it might be arranged, purely as a 
personal favor to you." 

And the million dollars would be 
purely a personal payment to Paxton, 
Hale knew. He would not miss this 
chance to add a million at one stroke 
to his personal fortune. 

"Fine," Hale nodded. 
"If you could give some little token 

of your-ah-" 
Hale was prepared. He opened a 

small sack into a porcelain bowl. Shin
ing gold dust slithered out softly. 

Paxton shoved forward to the edge 
of his chair, his eyes glistening. 

"Gold dust ! Where do you get i t ?  
You have a mine somewhere ?" 

" I  have the Midas touch," returned 
Hale. "Everything I touch turns to 
gold." 

Paxton smiled weakly at this eccen
tric man's humor. 

"A most admirable gift, if you had 
it," he remarked seriously. 

"It was a curse in the fable," re
minded Hale. "As a matter of fact, 
however, I manufacture the gold 
dust." 

Paxton smiled again, in annoyance. 
"Naturally if you don't wish to tell 

the truth . . .  " He let his voice trail 
away. 

"Come in my laboratory. I'll show 
you." 

Hale led the way. Paxton followed 
out of sheer curiosity. The labora
tory was large, tile lined, apparently 
equipped for every conceivable type 
of research. 

"Sit down." 
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Hale motioned to a chair, then 
turned to indicate an apparatus on the 
nearby workbench. A tiny glass vial 
was suspended a foot over the table
top, held in a clamp. A speck of some
thing glowed slightly in the vial. Hale 
picked up a strip of white metal and 
brought it near the vial. 

"Watch closely," he warned. 
When the metal strip was within a 

foot of the vial, it began to change 
color slightly. Hale moved it steadily 
closer. At six inches, the metal 
glowed with a rich yellow color. It 
sent shafts of golden light darting 
through the air. 

"Gold !" Paxton gasped. "You've 
actually turned it to gold." 

Hale observed him, still wearing the 
saturnine smile that now came so 
easily to his lips. When the financier 

� 
THE KIU 

FRO� �AR� 
IN  THE NEXT ISSUE 

was about to j ump up eagerly to 
handle the miraculously made gold 
strip, Hale moved it away swiftly. 

The strip turned back to its former 
silvery hue. 

"Oh-h-h !" breathed an ululation of 
disappointment from Paxton. 

"J ust a trick," grinned Hale. 
"Yo u don't make gol d ? "  Then, 

angry with himself for having even 
entertained the ridiculous thought, 
Paxton's voice snapped. "This is all 
rather pointless." 

"Is it ?"  

H
ALE'S hand was behind his ba ck . 

It reached to a panel of switches 
and closed one. A low hum arose. 
Above Paxton's head a filament 
glowed within a concave container of 
frosted quartz. Its soft, radiation 

poured down on Paxton's head. 
He had been about to say something 

more. His mouth remained open for a 
second, then sagged shut with a deep 
sigh. His eyes closed. His l imp body 
slumped into the roomy chair, his head 
hanging. 

Hale looked down at h im for a mo
ment. He had gone instantly to sleep 
under the influence of the anesthetic 
ray. Dr. Allison, up in Strato-prison, 
had reasoned that some sort of beam 
could do the same thing sleep or anes
thetics did-short-circuit the consci
ous brain. Hale had produced the 
type of ray necessary, a wave of tre
mendous high-frequency that inter
fered with the human brain's nerve 
currents. It would be a boon to sur
gery when he revealed it. 

Hale's mask of polite suavity had 

vanished abruptly. For the first time 
he let his inner rage take possession of 
him. Hate burned from his eyes, 
hatred for this man who, with four 
others, had mercil essly railroaded him 
to l ifelong exile. Paxton would have 
to pay for the three years that had 
been clipped off Hale's l i fe. 

"You like the sight of gold," Hale 
murmured to the u nhearing man. 
"You would like the M idas touch." 

He worked rapidly, in accordance 
with plans l ong before thought out to 
the last detail. He wheeled a low ta
boret over and clamped Paxton's 
hands to the surface, palms down. He 
inserted a fine steel needle with a 
hypodermic plunger attachment in the 
flesh of the middle finger of one hand, 
just above the last joint. He pressed 
till the needle met bone, and an eighth 



56 STARTLING STORIES 

of an inch deeper, into the bone. Then 
he pushed the plunger. Compressed 
air forced a tiny speck of matter to the 
hollow needle's end, depositing it in 
the bone. 

The speck has been taken from the 
glass vial before which a strip of white 
metal had turned golden. It was a 
new type of radioactive material, made 
by Hale, unknown to science at large. 
It had the peculiar property of giving 
off a ray that caused yellow fluo
rescence in all matter within a radius 
of six inches. Even the air around 
it glowed faintly yellow. S imilar to 
ultra-violet fluorescence, it was con
fined solely to the yellow range of the 
spectrum. 

Dr. Allison's long pondering mind 
had conceived a whole new chain of 
radioactive elements. They could be 
made by carefully controlled bom
bardments of neutrons into radium. 
The yellow fluorescing type had inter
ested Hale the most. 

He drew the needle out carefully. 
Only one drop of blood resulted, 
and that he wiped away. Nothing 
showed. He did the same to the mid
dle finger of the other hand. The limp 
figure made no sign of feeling what 
ordinarily would have been sharp pain 
for a moment. The anesthetic ray in
duced perfect lack of feeling in the 
human body. 

Hale put away the needle, looked 
down at the hands, and nodded in sat
isfaction. He folded them in Pax
ton's lap, wheeled the taboret away, 
and snapped off the anesthetic ray 
switch. 

Paxton sat up, blinking, instantly 
awake. 

"Eh ? What were you saying ?" 
H e  had the embarrassed air of a 

man who had just caught himself at 
the point of going to sleep before com
pany. 

"It's j ust a little laboratory experi
ment," Hale said. "Pointless, as you 
say. I make gold-in my own way. 
You will arrange about the fare, then? 
I wil l  come to pay you when you are 
ready." 

While talking, casually, Hale con
ducted his money-mad visitor to the 
door. 

CHAPTER XII 

Midas Touch 

RIDING away in his l imousine, 
Paxton reflected that Dr. Strato 

was a man of eccentric whims. Nat
urally he didn't make gold. He had a 
rich mine somewhere. That gave him 
the Midas Touch in effect . . . .  

The Midas Touch ! How wonderful 
it must be just to stretch out your 
hand, touch something, and see it  turn 
to beautiful, shining gold ! Just put 
out your hand, l ike this . . . .  

Paxton started. 
He had touched the cushion at his 

side, and it  had turned a rich, golden 
yellow in an area a foot across. H is 
hand itself, to the wrist, was of the 
same tawny tint. Experimentally he 
touched the window ledge, the glass, 
his suit. All seemed to take on that 
exciting hue. H is left hand seemed 
equally capable. 

Imagination, of course. His left 
hand seemed equally capable. 

Imagination, of course, he told him
self scornfully. He had become ex
cited by all that talk about gold. H e  
put his hands i n  his pockets reso
lutely, before his driver would notice 
his queer actions. 

Midas Touch, indeed ! This was 
the 2 1 st century, free from fairy-tale 
superstitions. Yet it was a queer trick 
his eyes had played on him a moment 
before. Now it disturbed him to look 
down at his pockets and see the bulges 
around his hands gleaming apparently 
with a shimmering golden color. 

Imagination, of course. 
Arriving at his sumptuous bachelor 

apartment, Paxton dismissed his 
chauffeur. At the door he reached 
to turn the door handle. He paused 
with his hand six inches from the 
ivory door knob. No longer a creamy 
white in color, it gleamed deep yellow. 
Golden ! 

Paxton went in, shaking his head. 
Imagination . . . .  

His apartment was flashily dec
orated in a golden motif. Gold-plated 
statuettes and lamps occupied the 
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corners. Paxton kept no servants. 
They might yield to temptation, and 
were an unnecessary item on a miserly 
budget. 

He hung up his wraps and sank into 
a tawny leather easy chair, thinking 
over the queer Dr. Strato and his 
strange offer. I dly he picked a cigaret 
from a gold-inlaid case. As he brought 
it cl ose to his lips, he started. The 
white cylinder had changed to a 
golden one ! 

Was it j ust the reflection of the 
golden tints all around him? It must 
be. 

PAXTON l i t  a match, was sud
denly holding a sliver of gold. 

The flame was yellower than it should 
be. With a smothered curse, he flung 
the cigaret and match away. They 
lay on the thick rug designed with 
golden dragons. The cigaret was 
mockingly white again, the match 
woqden. 

A fine dew of sweat beaded Paxton's 
forehead. H e  drew several coins from 
his pockets, held them in his hand. 
Nickel, silver and copper coins, yet all  
shone brightly l ike burnished gold ! 
W hat madness was thi s ?  

He drew a shaky breath. 
"Imagination, damn it !" he cried 

aloud. 
He glanced at the wall clock. Its 

case and dial gleamed yellow. He 
started. Then he remembered that the 
clock had always been that color. 
When he read the time, he arose to 
press the dumbwaiter buzzer for his 
nightly milk and cold sandwich, from 
the building's kitchen below. 

The smoothly silent d umbwaiter 
. deposited the usual fare. Paxton 

stretched his hand slowly for the 
sandwich of white bread and thin 
sausage. B eside i t  stood a glass of 
white milk. 

"Turn to gold ! "  he muttered in 
mockery of himself. "Turn to gold, I 
say. I've got the M idas Touch !" 

In mockery of his mockery, the 
white bread t urned to yel low corn
bread. The milk  took o n  the hue of 
butter. Paxton's eyes r i veted o n  

them. Then, savagely, he bit into the 
sandwich, closing his eyes. He had 

the vivid sensation of crunching flaky 
gold between his teeth. The strip of 
sausage was a golden disk that would 
break his j aw. And when he took a 
hasty gulp of milk, he gagged at the 
thought of its being molten gold ! 

The Golden Touch ? The Midas 
Curse ! 

He flung the sandwich and milk 
away, stumbled toward his bedroom. 
He ignored the golden flashes that 
beat against his eyes whenever his 
hands touched something. In bed, in 
the dark, he calmed his trembl ing 
nerves. After an hour he convinced 
himself it  was sheer hallucination. H e  
had been working hard lately. His 
nervous system was upset. 

He switched on the bed lamp at that 
point, reached for a book. Reading 
would bring sleep. But the pages 
were blank, blinding sheets of gold. 

Shuddering, Sir Charles Paxton 
consigned himself to the mercy of 
darkness. He knew now how King 
M idas must have felt had there been 
such an accursed creature. 

* * * * * 

AND vicariously R ichard Hale 
knew too how he had felt. 

By means of a spy ray, he had seen 
Paxton in his limousine and watched 
his first consternation. In succession, 
H al e  had observed the tormented man 
test the curse that rested i n  his hands. 
The act of flinging away the sand
wich and milk had made Hale chuckle 
mirthlessly. It  had followed almost 
to the letter the legend of Midas. The 
final scene of a miserable man crawl
ing into a sleepl ess bed had been a fit
ting climax. 

"Step One !" H al e  gloated as dark
ness cut off the scenes. "The punish
ment fits the person perfectly in the 
case of Paxton.'' His lips twisted 
bitterly. "Yet he has only had a few 
ho urs of it.  I had three long years of 
suffering in Strato-prison." 

Turning to switch off the generator 
of the spy ray, he stared at the instru
ment for a moment. It was still a won
der to him, though he had c ompleted 
and used it a month before. It was 
perhaps the greatest of Dr. Allison's 
mental inventions - except for one 
other. And the latter he might never 
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attempt to use at all, at any time. 
Even the spy ray, at first, had 

seemed a dread sort of thing to make 
and use. Its invisible, undetectable 
beam penetrated anywhere, through 
all matter. A tiny diamond crystal 
set in vibration by AP-energy pro
jected the beam as a subatomic radia
tion that was more penetrating than 
cosmic rays. And it could be focused 
clearly at any earthly distance or di
mension. 

It was, in brief, super-television. At 
the controlled focal point, sight and 
sound were absorbed. The usual tele
vision principles were then applicable, 
to reproduce on Hale's screen what 
the modulated spy beam saw and 
heard. Someday it would simplify 
television enormously, when a suit
able insulating material could be de
veloped for privacy's sake. 

B ut to Hale the spy ray now, repre
sented more than just a way to enjoy 
the fruits of subtle revenge. It 
enabled him to follow every plan, 
every secret of the Five in their pro� 
gram toward world domination . . . .  

DR. EMANUEL GORDY looked 
around at his four confreres in 

their sound�proof secret room i n  the 
heart of New Washington. His eyes 
gleamed with the fires of a megalo
maniac who visioned world dictator� 
ship. He spoke in sonorous tones filled 
with self-importance. 

"We will now have the reports. 
Mausser." 

Jonathan Mausser licked his fat 
lips, as though in relish of a recent 
meal. His little black eyes peered tri� 
umphantly from the white fat folds 
of his face. In five years he had risen 
_to the post of S ecretary of Law for 
the World Government. 

"Airlines Company has j ust gone 
bankrupt," he stated. "Our suit 
against them was successful. They 
were very heavily fined for crossing 
one of our air lanes. Transport Cor
poration now h o 1 d the complete 
world-wide monopoly on all air routes. 
No plane leaves the ground unless 
Transport-in plain words, we sanc
tion it !

,
. 

"Good," commanded Gordy. "Con� 

trol of the skies in this era is _control 
of the world. Asquith ?

,
. 

Peter Asquith looked the part of an 
honest, upright citizen, for he carried 
an air of bland integrity. He was 
now Minister of Public  Enlighten� 
ment for the World Government. 

"Our agents are everywhere ready 
at a moment's notice to lay down a bar
rage of propaganda against the Gov� 
ernment. Almost overnight we can 
label the present regime a slipshod 
failure, ready to be supplanted by our 
more vigorous one." 

Gordy nodded. "Government must 
always be vigorous, even to the point 
of ruthlessness. The human race 
must be lifted from slothfulness. Von 
Grenfeld ?" 

Ivan von Grenfeld sat stiffly, his 
broad shoulders filling his blue-and
crimson uniform of the World League 
Police, whose High Commander he 
now was. He held his ruggedly hand
some head high. One of his clenched 
fists lay on the conference table, the 
other rested on a sword hilt at his 
side. 

"A million trained troopers of the 
Dictator Syndicate in Europe are now 
available, secretly trained for action. 
It is a far larger fighting force than 
any other in existence today, since the 
Disarmament Decree of 1985. The 
World League standing army num� 
hers only a hundred thousand. W e  
have the balance o f  military power." 

Gordy's thin lips expressed satisfac� 
tion. 

"When the Subatlantic Tube is offi
cially opened soon, those Syndicate 
t�oopers can strike at Washington 
within ten hours. Perfect ! Paxton ?" 

Sir Charles Paxton was nervously 
fidg�ting in his chair. His hands, in 
his lap, were fitted with yellow kid 
gloves that he wore despite summer 
warmth. The muscles of his thin 
cheeks twitched. 

"The money reserves of the world 
are now definitely in our hands. As 
Secretary of Finance, I control the 
stock exchange. B uried at Fort Knox, 
avai lable to no one but us, are ten bil� 
l ion dollars, the world's total supply, 
in-" he hesitated, unwilling to finish 
the sentence-"in gold reserves." 
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The other four were staring at him 
now. 

"You sound nervous, Paxton," re
marked Gordy. "But about this gold 
reserve-" 

" Gold!" It was almost a shriek from 
Paxton. "Don't say that word ! It's 
driving me mad !" 

"Paxton, what-" 

PAXTON h a d  arisen, e y e s  wild. 
H e  held up his hands. The yellow 

kid gloves were of a peculiar shade, 
like gold. He ripped them off. Then 
slowly, like a man in a nightmare, he 
brought his ri ght hand close to an ash
tray on the table. The bright 
chromium dimmed and became a mag
nificent golden color. 

"Do y o u  s ee ?" c r i e d  Paxton 
hoarsely. "I've got the Golden Touch, 
the Midas Curse ! It's driving me mad. 
Everything I reach my hands for 
turns to gold. Clothes, paper, pipe, 
silver coins, even dirt - everything. 
Even the food I eat mocks me with the 
luster of gold. I thought it was hallu
cination at first. Now I know I'm 
cursed. It isn't real gold, of course. 
It's a false shine. False, mocking, 
maddening-" 

The words had come out in a rush, 
though they represented twenty-four 
miserably slow hours of increasing 
torture. To Paxton's mercenary soul, 
it was subtle mental agony that the 
shine was false. For everything be
fore h im to assume temporarily a 
golden color which he loved, and 
which always faded, was irony beyond 
his appreciation. 

"I can't stand it !"  h e  shrieked. He 
was at the breaking point. 

Gordy ran over and began shaking 
him. 

"Control yourself !" he barked. 
"How did this happen ?" 

Paxton went on in a calmer voice, 
telling of his visit to Dr. Strato, and 
the subsequent miracle of the Golden 
Touch. 

"S imple enough," snorted Dr. 
Gordy. "You probably touched some 
radioactive solution in Dr. Strata's 
laboratory. Did you go back to find 
out ?" 

Paxton shook his head. "No. I was "Gol d ! "  he whispered. "Pure gold !" (Chap. X) 
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hoping it would go away." 
Gordy stared at him narrowly. 
"You're going to pieces. With our 

plans coming to a climax, we need you 
in better shape. Call up this Dr. 
Strata right now and find out what can 
be done." He motioned the rest of the 
men aside. "We must not be seen to
gether." 

Paxton went to the corner and sat 
before the visi-phone set. In several 
seconds he h a d  b e  e n  connected, 
through central exchange, with Dr. 
Strata's home. The mysterious scien
tist's face looked inquiringly into his. 
Paxton told of the phenomenon. 

"How unfortunate ! "  Dr. S trato ex
claimed. "Yes, you must have touched 
one of my solutions. But the deposit 
is  only on your skin. I t  will wear 
away." The lips drew up in a satur
nine smile. "You recall I said the 
Golden Touch would be a curse ? I 
think you will agree with me now." 

Paxton shut off the machine and 
turned away with some relief in his 
face. They all resumed their places. 
But the interruption had disturbed the 
atmosphere. 

"That is  rather an amazing radio
active substance," Dr. Gordy mused. 
"New to science." 

"What I would like to know, Pax
ton," asked Jonathan M ausser suspi
ciously, "is why you didn't inform us 
immediately of the million-dollar of
fer that man mad e ?  It isn't the money, 
but the principle of the thing." 

"Were you thinking," chimed in von 
Grenfield gruffly, "of not telling u s  at 
all ? "  

"And with t e n  billion dollars in 
your control at  Fort Knox," Peter 
Asquith said quickly. 

Paxton glared at the accusations. 

IM PLICATI O N S  hung heavily in 
the air. Five men who plotted un

l imited world power could not help 
but suspect counterplot, even among 
themselves. 

"Gentlemen ! "  G o r dy ' s  v o i c c  
crackled authoritatively. "Let's not 
quarrel among ourselves on the eve of 
our great venture. I dismiss the mat
ter of this Dr. Strato from the discus
sion. We must bend our every 

thought a n d  faculty to t h e  coming 
events." 

All nodded, but the cloud of suspi
cion had not entirely dissipated. 
They continued to shoot guarded 
glances at one another. 

"About the gold," continued Gordy. 
"With most of it  buried at Fort Knox, 
under our control, our transportation 
monopoly can't be broken. We con
trol all transportation. Our first step 
will be to rapidly paralyze industry 
by holding up shipments of all kinds. 

"Asquith's propaganda service will 
then blame the Government. Maus
ser's official statements will admit the 
Government's lack o f  a law to break 
the monopoly. Von Grenfeld's police 
will quell riots ruthlessly, again giv
ing the Government a black eye. Then 
our S yndicate troopers will move 
swiftly under the Atlantic and cap
ture New Washington. Five steps 
and the rule of Earth will be in our 
hands !" 

The Five looked at one another 
eagerly, susptctons fad ing. Even 
Paxton's nervousness eased at the ap
proach of the great moment they had 
planned for ten years. 

Gordy was about to resume when 
the visi-phone buzzer sounded. 

They started. Only their , most 
trusted agents knew the call -number 
for this set, and they had definite in
structions to call only for something 
vitally important. 

"It's probably for me," said Paxton, 
his nervousness returning. "The 
stock exchange was acting a l ittle 
today." 

He took the call, when the others 
had moved out of range. A wild-eyed 
man stared out of the visi screen. 

"Number twenty-one-B ," snapped 
Paxton. "What is  i t ? "  

"The stock exchange, sir ! "  gasped 
the man. "Something has happened. 
H eavy trading and buying went on be
fore closing. We just fin ished total
ing and found that twenty-five per
c ent of Transport's stocks went into 
new hands !" 

" Impossible ! "  shouted Paxton. 
"How could they buy? W hat security 
can they put up when we control-" 

"But they have ! "  contradicted the 
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image. "A buying bloc stood there 
and bought with gold. I saw it. They 
wheeled it in in hand-trucks. It was 
like a madhouse. What shall we do, 
sir ? If they have more gold tomor
row, they will take over even more of 
Transport stock." 

Paxton thought rapidly. He shud
dered a little, seeing the golden color 
to which his hand had transmuted the 
tuning knob. He was suddenly sick at 
the thought and sight of gold. He 
forced himself to s p e a k through 
clenched teeth. 

"Rush planes to Fort Knox. B ring 
back gold. I'll issue the warrant to
night. B uy the stock back-at any 
price !" 

He clicked off and faced around, his 
skin pale. 

"A rich gold mine must have been 
opened somewhere. W ith gold against 
me, anything can happen. They might 
even break the monopoly !" 

"We can't let that happen. It would 
upset our whole program." Gordy bit 
his lip. "Prevent that at any cost." 

"Could this Dr. Strata be connected 
with it?"  rumbled von Grenfeld, look
ing at Paxton's hands. 

"Of course not," snapped Gordy. 
"There is something bigger behind 
this than a puttering scientist who 
babbles about the Golden Touch and 
discovers some yellow fluorescent sub
stance." 

CHAPTER XIII 

Hands of Iscariot 

RICHARD HALE laughed when 
he heard that last statement in 

his spy ray screen. Puttering scien
tist ! What if  Dr. Gordy had known 
that his every word, and all that had 
gone before, had been faithfully pour
ing into the puttering scientist's ear ? 
What would be their utter dumb
foundment to know the true story be
hind the mysterious buying in the 
stock exchange? 

For weeks Hale had been manufac
turing his cheap gold from cheaper 
lead. Through roundabout channels 

h e  had contacted business men broken 
by the Five's monopoly. He had given 
them gold like so much free dirt. His 
only instruction had been : 

"Buy out Transport, lock, stock and 
barrel, as fast as you can !" 

Soon Transport would crash as a 
monopoly. H is buyers, men who 
sought vengeance themselves, would 
raid the market. They would buy at 
any price. They had a billion dollars 
in gold at hand, and Hale had prom
ised unlimited reserves. The men had 
not questioned the miraculous appear
ance of new gold. Gold was gold, 
whether it came from hell itself.  And 
revenge was revenge. 

In these d ealings, Hale had kept his 
i dentity secret. It  was not yet time 
to reveal himself, even as Dr. Strato. 
The Five would know less what to do 
while acting against an unknown 
agency. And Hale did not underesti
mate the Five's powers. Once they 
knew, they would crack down vici
ously. 

The cat and mouse game--sabotage 
in five careful steps. . • .  

Hale, only human, took a d elight i n  
planning it that way. They had five 
steps toward world power. He had 
five steps toward revenge. H e  must 
always stay one step ahead. 

Peter Asquith hesitated at the door 
o f  Dr. Strata's home. Finally he 
pressed the button. The door opened 
so suddenly that it startled him. The 
politely smiling ·face of Dr. Strato 
peered at him. 

"Come in." Hale felt that in effect 
he was saying : "Come into my par
lor." 

In the l iving room, Asquith spoke 
hastily. 

"My niece, Laura, mentioned your 
visit to her two days ago. You are 
from some European state ? "  

Hale's faint outward smile was only 
a reflection o f  the deep grin within. 
The second of the Five had come to 
visit him ! He had known it would be 
Peter Asquith. One was as good as 
another. 

Looking at the bland, friendly face, 
it took effort to control the intense 
hatred that welled in his veins. This 
was the man who had acted as a friend 
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to B urton Hale and R ichard Hale, 
leading them on to treachery. This 
man had betrayed him heartlessly, de
famed his character at the trial, and 
used him as a pawn. 

BLIND LY, Hale wanted to leap 
at the man, choke him, watch him 

die slowly and horribly. The moment 
passed safely. It must be done a bet
ter way. He must suffer. He must 
atone, in part, for Hale's three years of 
prison. 

"I am a citizen of the world," re
turned Hale noncommittally, in his 
stiff, formal accent. "If  you are curi
ous about me, I follow only one creed 
-humanitarianism." 

"Never mind." Peter Asquith's 
falsely frank eyes had narrowed. He 
leaned forward. "Sir Charles Paxton 
was here, and l eft with what we may 
call the Golden Touch. You gave it  
to him. Why ?" 

"It was purely an accident," Hale 
retorted, drawing himself up in 
feigned indignation. 

"There's something queer about it 
all," interrupted Asquith, watching 
him closely. 

"But why should I want to give any 
one the so-called Golden Touch ?" 
countered Hale. " Isn't that a l ittle 
r id iculous ?" 

"Which one h ired you ?" Asquith's 
voice crackled suddenly. "Paxton i s  
eliminated. It's o n e  of t h e  three 
others ! "  

Hale grinned. That was Asquith to 
the core. An unscrupulous betrayer 
himself, he trusted no one else. " I  
don't know what you mean," Hale re
turned, enjoying the baffled look in his 
visitor's face.  

Quite suddenly, Asquith's hand 
came out of his pocket, gripping a 
deadly A P-gun that coul d shoot out 
blasts of withering energy. He waved 
it threateningly. 

"Do you understand this?  Now 
talk, and talk fast !" 

Hale backed away, as though the 
sight of the gun unnerved h im. But 
his move was deliberate. He stopped · 
with his back against the wall. His 
fingers found the small · conceaJed 
switch along a molding. It closed 

quietly. W ith no audible or visible 
sign, an anesthetic ray sprayed down 
from a ceiling proj ector. Asquith 
was caught directly in focus. 

About to repeat his demands, his 
mouth remained open for a soundless 
syllable, then drooped shut. His body, 
i nstantly asl eep, swayed forward. 
Hale caught the limp form, keeping 
himself out of the ray's range, and 
eased it to the floor. H e  placed the 
fallen gun aside. 

Hale strode to his laboratory and 
returned with a small flask contain
i n g  a blood-red liquid that was a pow
erful dye. Once applied to the skin, 
it would work its way down to the 
underlying derm. Its effect would be 
the same as tattooing, but without the 
use of needles. Moreover it would be 
permanent and precisely the color of 
blood. 

DALE had achi eved that peculiar 
shade after many attempts. T he 

same type of dyes could be made i n  
any color of t h e  spectrum. D r .  Alli
son, exiled genius of Strata-prison, 
had conceived the formulae for these 
super-dyes, as yet unknown to indus
try. Though one of his lesser secrets, 
it was important to Hale for his 
present purpose. 

In the next fifteen minutes, _ H ale 
was busy over Asquith's hands. H e  
d ipped a soft-haired brush periodic
ally in the flask of dye. At times he 
drew his head back, squinting his eyes, 
with the manner of an artist surveying 
his work. Finally he applied a vola
tile skin-colored reagent over the 
dye which would evaporate in an hour. 

Hale looked down bitterly at the 
limp form. 

"You can't wash the dye off, Peter 
Asquith. No more than you can wash 
off the guilt of blood and betrayal." 

Hale returned the materials. H e  
then hauled the body erect, reaching 
for the anesthetic  ray switch. At the 
moment he released it, he sprang away 
from Asquith. The latter sagged mo
mentarily, then straightened, wide 
awake again. 

"You dropped your gun," Hale said, 
handing it back. "I'm a simple scien
tist. You have imagined things about 
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me. I am sure after thinking it over 
you will  agree." 

Asquith took his gun bewilderedly. 
Unaware of his short sleep, he was 
only puzzled at dropping his weapon. 

"Perhaps I have," he muttered. 
He left with his guilel ess face a 

little dazed. 
Hale pondered deeply when he had 

gone. The cards had to be played 
right. Would the other three of the 
Five come to h im ? Or would he have 
to go out after them ? He set his l i ps 
grimly. Either way, he would have to 
be careful. 

"Two steps ! "  he breathed softly. 
"Three more to go !" 

P
ETER ASQUITH left with a 
web of confused suspicions run

ning through his mind. The mysteri
ous Dr. Strato might still be the focal 
point of something sinister. Of the 
Five, A squith trusted none but him
self. 

When he arrived at his  apartment 
an hour later, he reached nervously 
for a c i gar. His hand remained out
stretched, while his eyes fastened to 
it. What were those dim red spots 
over the skin ? He strod e  to the bath
room, to wash his hands. 

At the touch of soap and water, the 
spots sprang out in ful l relief. They 
were distributed over both hands, 
palms and backs, to the wrists. They 
were droplet-shaped, exactly l i ke
spattered blood ! 

A squith washed for ten minutes, 
scrubbing thoroughly, before he re
alized it was useless. The stains were 
as bright as before. How had this 
been done ? By Dr. Strata ? But 
why ? 

Asquith stood looking at his hands. 
He shuddered. It was as though fresh 
human blood hung there on the skin, 
ready to drop off the ends of his fin
gers. B lood that could not be washed 
off. Vaguely in the back of his mind 
while washing, he had been thinking 
o f  an other man who had washed his 
bloody hands and never got them 
cle<m. In the B ible . • • •  

Asquith felt a queer tremor of in
tangible fear. The betrayal of inno
cent blood I His hands were not free 

of crime-ruthless crimes that he and 
the other four had engineered in their 
cl imb for power. They leaped starkly 
from his vigorously censored subcon
scious, where they had crawled and 
writhed ceaselessly. 

Asquith shook himsel f. He mustn't 
let his imagination prey on him. 
Looking closely, he reasoned it was 
some kind of dye. Dr. S trata's work, 
evidently, however he had done it. 
Angrily, Asquith reached for the visi
phone, then changed his mind. Which 
one of the Five had hired him? That 
was the thought that bothered him 
most. 

He sat down to smoke his ci gar, but 
his eyes kept stealing toward his 
han ds, no matter how hard he fought 
against it. They were not a pretty 
sight, those marked hands. When the 
light struck them at certain angles, 
blood seemed actually to drip. H e  
could not help glancing at the floor 
now and then, almost e xpectin g  to see 
a dark pool at his feet. 

When he undressed for bed, he 
found himself involuntarily wiping at 
his hands with each garment. The 
crimson stains shone starkly against 
the white bedsheet until he turned out 
the l ight. He lay in darkness thank
ful ly, no longer tormented by the 
sight of his bloo d-dyed hands. But 
they hung before his mind's eye more 
vividly than before, like specter hands 
i n  a nightmare. 

Peter Asquith groaned. His tor
tured mind persisted in thinking back 
to what the bloody hands symbol ized. 
B etrayal ! Crime ! Deeds that his con
science had thinly j ustified as neces
sary in his career. B ut his spotted 
hands- He knew he would sleep 
miserably. 

W
HEN the Five were seated, the 
followin g  evening, Asquith's 

narrowed eyes swung from one to the 
other of his companions. H i s  m ind 
crawled with suspicion. H e  had spent 
a bad night. His eyes were bloodshot, 
his nerves jangled. It had not been 
restful, all during a busy day in his 
private office, to have a pair of bloody 
hands constantly before him. 

Red dye, he had kept repeating to 
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himself. But his mind lent the illu
sion of blood-dripping blood that no 
amount of washing would ever efface. 
It had been mental torture pyramided 
high by a guilty conscience. 

Dr. Emanuel Gordy was speaking. 
"We will not have to meet in secret 

like this much longer," he observed. 
"After our coup, all the world will 
know us and obey us. Carefully as we 
have planned, it  should be a bloodless 
campaign-" 

Asquith jerked erect at the word 
"bloodless." He sprang up, revealing 
his hands, turning them over before 
their startled eyes. It was like an ill 
omen. As with all humans who sought 
power, they were superstitious. 

Asquith stood trembling. 
"How did that get on your hands ?" 

demanded Gordy. 
"That's what I want to know. How 

and why!" Staring from one to the 
other, Asquith told his story, as much 
as he thought relevant. 

"This Dr. Strata must be investi
gated !" Ivan von Grenfeld pounded 
his fist on the table. 

"First Paxton with his Golden 
Touch. Then Asquith with bloody 
hands. What does it mean ?" J ana
than Mausser looked fearfully over 
his shoulder. Though no assassina
tion plot had ever been uncovered 
against them, they knew their lives 
might be in danger. 

Asquith was still staring around 
narrowly. 

"Just who is this Dr. Strato?" asked 
Gordy. 

"Don't you know, Dr. Gordy ?" 
Peter Asquith's bloodshot eyes leered 
at him accusingly. "You're a scien
tist. You know solutions too-" 

Tension leaped among the five men. 
"Explain y o u r s e I f , Asquith !" 

barked Gordy angrily. 
"Perhaps you have hired Dr. Strato 

for your own purposes." Asquith's 
voice was cold, biting. "To break 
down our nerves, for instance, clear
ing the way for yourself to take sole 
control when when the time comes." 

"Preposterous !" grunted von Gren
feld. 

Asquith swung on him. 
"Or you may be the one, von Gren-

feld. We never liked each other. Or 
Mausser !"  

"Or you y o u r s  e 1 f ,  Asquith !" 
snapped back Mausser. 

Dr. Gordy held up a hand, silencing 
the sharp quarrel. 

"Stop ! This is no time for mutual 
suspicions. We must work together. 
We all need each other. With world 
power soon to be divided among the 
five of us-" 

Sir Charles Paxton had sat silently 
all the while, staring at his golden
colored hands. Now he interrupted, 
with a quavering laugh. 

"I wonder !" he said. 
They turned on him. He looked 

gray, his lips pressed together as 
though he would say no more. 

"I can't stop it !" he whispered fin
ally. "Gold poured into the exchange 
all day today. Close to forty percent 
of Transport stock went out of our 
hands. If it keeps up, the monopoly 
will be broken. Tomorrow or th 
next day !" 

"Good God, then we're ruined !" 
gasped von Grenfeld. 

CHAPTER X IV 

Step Three 

GORDY looked at them all gravely. 
"Our hand is being forced. 

That's what it amounts to. The time 
has come for us to swing into action. 
Asquith, you get your propaganda 
machine ready for a blast at the World 
Government. Von Grenfeld, hold the 
Syndicate troops in readiness. We 
will act immediately after saving 
Transport." 

"What about the mystery of Dr. 
Strata?" Asquith asked uncertainly. 
"If there is some kind of plot against 
us, he is in it." But Asquith's tone 
still held an undertone of suspicion 
against his companions. 

"Some outside agency is after us," 
commented ] onathan Mausser wor
riedly. "We have been too confident 
that our plans were secret, and that 
no one would find out." 



66 STARTLING STORIES 

"He had gold. I saw it," reminded 
Paxton. "He must be connected with 
this stock exchange debacle." 

"I say arrest him ! "  boomed von 
Grenfeld. " I  will go there with my 
men and we will make him talk ! "  

D r .  Emanuel Gordy was pacing u p  
and down, his brow lined in deep 
thought. 

"You always think of the direct, 
crude method, von Grenfeld," he said 
witheringly. "We must act carefully. 
Premature exposure of ourselves is 
what we must guard against. Some 
powerful group is behind this Dr. 
Strata. He is  a pawn. What one man 
would dare challenge us as openly as 
he has ? No, we11 get at those back 
of him. Von Grenfeld, you will as
sign several of your best plainclothes 
agents to watch his place. H ave his 
every move recorded." 

"But what about the stock ex
change ?, cried Paxton. "I tell you by 
tomorrow we may lose the monopoly !" 

"We'll have to use emergency meth
ods," Gordy returned decisively. 

He whirled on Jonathan Mausser. 
" Issue a decree tomorrow closing 

the stock exchange. Push it through, 
as S ecretary of Law. Say the market 
must be investigate d. Say anything, 
but stop the buying. I t  will  give us 
time. We'll get at the bottom of this. 
Gold i s  coming from somewhere. And 
as soon as we've traced down this Dr. 
Strata's activities, we'll know where. 
Von Grenfel d, use your best men. Dr. 
Strata must not go anywhere or do 
anything we fail to know about." 

WATCHING in his spy ray 
screen, Hale saw the confer

ence of the Five break up. They went 
off in separate directions, to set in 
motion the powerful machinery they 
had built up in t en years. 

Hale laughed. Dr. Gordy thought 
it i nconceivable that one man woul d 
dare oppose them. Two years before, 
Hale had been a haggard, trembling 
wretch in a rainy forest. Now, by vir
tue of a dead genius' secrets, he was 
a power at least equal to the Five 
-and the only such power in exist
ence. Hale's thirst for revenge was 
tempered by the sober thought that 

perhaps he alone stood defensively 
before a helpless world, facing the 
Five. 

Hale reflected d eeply. H e  must 
p lan with infinite care now. The Five 
were aroused. They suspected him. 
The one great advantage Hale had was 
his spy ray. With that he knew their 
plans, and could keep a step ahead. 

Tomorrow Transport Corporation, 
part of the Five's stranglehold on 
Earth, would crash. That is, unless 
J a nathan Mausser succeeded i n  clos
ing the stock exchange . . .  

That made Jonathan Mausser step 
three. 

Hale arose. Then, remembering, he 
strode to the darkened living room 
and peered out the window. He 
searched for several minutes before 
he saw the dark figure slouched 
against a tree, cupping a cigaret i n  his 
hands. From a side and back window, 
Hale saw two more watchful figures. 
He could not move from the house 
without being noticed and followed. 
Undoubtedly they had dark-vision 
opti-sets which would tell them in
stantly when someone moved through 
the dark. 

But inexorably Jonathan Mausser 
would be number three-ton ight ! 

Sometime after night fall, Hale 
stepped out of the house carrying a 
brie fcase. Dark countryside lay all 
about, illuminated only by the star
light. H e  walked down the front path, 
as though unaware of the watcher 
who crouched nearby under a tree's 
shadow. But suddenly he turned, fac
ing around, j ust at the moment the 
man stepped to follow. 

The shadower had no chance to 
duck back. Hale strod e  up to him. 

"Have you a match ?" he asked 
casually, grinning at the startled sur
prise in the plainclothes mao's face. 

The detective fumbled awkwardly 
i n  his coat pocket. H an ging by a 

strap from his neck was his dark
vision opti-set, much like binoculars. 
They showed night scenes as clearly 
as in daylight, by amplifying starlight. 
Hale would not be safe from being 
followed unless they were gone. 

The man held forth a lighted match 
finally. His other hand was still i n  
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his coat pocket,  gripping a conspicu
ous bulge. Hale stretched out his  
hand. B ut i nstead of taking the 
match, his hand paused, its fingers 
wrapped around a tubular devi ce with 
a flaring end. 

The plainclothes man took one 
backward step, gave one muttered 
oath and half-drew his  gun. All  these 
actions stopped before completion. 
His mouth sagged shut, his gun 
dropped and his knees buckled. He 
fell  to the ground silently, asleep. 

H al e  kept the hand anesthetic ray 
focused over the other's head while 
h e  stooped. H e  took away the dark
vision binoculars. Chuckling, he ran 
swiftly and silently down tne dark 
path. Over his shoulder he saw the 
man rise, rub his eyes bewilderedly, 
l eap erect. B ut then it was too dark 
to see any more. 

And by the same token, the man 
coul d not see him, without his opti
set. B y  the time one of his compan
ions answered his  call, Hale would be 
far out of range. 

Hale kept running. With the dark
vision binoculars before his eyes, h e  
could r u n  as though it w e r e  daylight. 
The scene was weird, for amplified 
starlight lacked blues and greens. 
Trees were black, the sky white, and 
all bits of red and yellow stood out 
gemlike.  B ut everything was sharp 
and clear-cut. H e  ran swiftly. 

A half mile down the deserted road 
he turned off i nto a grassy stret c h. 
H idden among trees was a crude hut. 
Inside was a powerful 1 6-cylindered 
car of tear-drop design.  Hale had not 
been unprepared, before starting his 
grim game with the Five , for moments 
like this. 

The almost-silent motor carried him · 
down the rough road smoothly, with
out l ights. Within fifteen minutes, 
Hale had lost h imself in the general 
traffic of an elevated hi ghway l eading 
to New Washington. H e  had success
full y  escaped the detectives. 

Now he was free to go on to step 
three. 

* * * * 

Jonathan Mausser returned from 
his office a l ittle after midnight. 

H e  had prepared the n ecessary 

papers. Tomorrow he woul d offi
cially sign them, shove the decree 
through, and close the stock ex
change. New Washington would pro
test, but h e  would devise excuses. H e  
rubbed h i s  plump hands. I t  always 
gave him a sharp pleasure to mani pu
late sweeping affairs of l aw. I t  was 
wonderful to have power like that. 
Soon h e  would have greater power in 
his grasp. 

H e  let h imself into his bachelor 
apartment. The F ive had pledged 
themselves to remain unmarried,  so 
that marital affairs would not hamper 
them. Fanati ci sm, the world would 
have called i.t ,  but to themselves i t  
was a belief in t h e i r  higher destiny. 

Hardly had he settled himself for 
a smoke before bedtime when the 
front door buzzer sounded. W onder
ing who his late visitor could be, 
Mausser snapped a switch beside the 
closed door. A two-way visi-screen 
mirrored the outside person. 

H e  did not recognize the man re
vealed-tall ,  dark, wearing horn
rimmed glasses. 

"What i s  it ?" h e  asked, making no 
move to open the door. 

"I'm from your office," the image 
replied. "Mr. B eckwith sent me." 

MAUSSER s i ghed. Did his office 
affairs always have t o  follow 

him to his bed ? This must be some 
clerk h e  hadn't noticed before, but 
then there were so many. The name 
B eckwith at l east was bona fide, and 
he knew that part of the office force 
worked all night.  Mausser held the 
door open. 

S eated opposite one another, M aus
ser eyed his visitor qu izzically. H e  
had a sl i ght suspicion o f  possible 
danger i n  admitting an u nknown man 
late at n ight, but no fear of it.  His 
hand rested carelessly on his  e asy 
chair's arm, an i nch from a concealed 
button. Pressed, the button would in
stantly summon an armed attendant 
from the room across the hall. 

"Well ?" h e  queried. 
"I don't understand, sir." The visi

tor was ope:1ing up his brief-case. H e  
looked puzzled. "Mr. B e ckwith told 
me you had called for a clerk to take 
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something back. Some paper." 
"What ?" Mausser was puzzled, i n  

turn. " I  made n o  such call ." Sus
picion leaped into his  face. "Who are 
you ? "  he demanded. "You don't look 
like a clerk-" 

The last word trailed away into a 
deep sigh. Mausser's eyes closed and 
his  head lolled. H e  was sound asle ep, 
under the influence of the projector in 
Hale's grip. Hale had slipped i t  out 
while talking, and pressed the button 
for the anesthetic ray to stream forth. 

Holding the proj e ctor, H ale glow
ered at the limp form. As with Pax
ton and Asquith, bitter hatred surged 
through him. This man had been the 
prosecutor at the trial. Step by step 
he had led the j ury through a morass 
of half-truths and outright lies. Hale 
remembered how his fat white face 
had leered triumphantly, how his o ily, 
smug voice had declaimed against the 
helpless d efendant. He had not had 
one shred of pity for a young man 
being sent to l ifelong exile.  

"You have a black heart, Jonathan 
Mausse r," Hale hissed at the unhear
ing man. " B ut it doesn't show 
through your white, clean skin." 

Hale stirred. 
He placed the ray projec tor on a 

nearby end table, propping it with 
books so it kept Mausser's brain in 
focus. Then he was free to work with 
both hands. From his bri ef-case he 
took a sealed ampule that held an am
ber l iquid whose amazing property 
had first been conceived in the mind 
of Dr. Allison. 

FO R  a moment Hale h esitated. Did 
e v e n black-hearted J onathan 

Mausser deserve such a fate ? H ale 
shrugged grimly. This was not j ust 
revenge. I t  was a blow against the 
F ive's sinister plot. 

Hesitating no longer, Hale broke 
off the glass tip of the ampule. He 
held open the limp j aws and let the 
liquid trickle down the unconscious 
man's throat. The reflexive throat 
muscles swallowed automatically. All 
the l iquid was gone i n  one moment. 

H al e  put the empty ampule in his 
case, straightened the books. Snap
ping off the ray proje ctor, he quickly 

dropped it i nto the case. 
M ausser j e rked to attention, blink

i n g  his eyes. He had the same con
fused air Paxton and A squith had 
had. He also did not realize he had 
been in a sound slumber for several 
minutes. 

I t  was Hale's opportunity to go. 
"Mr. Beckwith must have made a 

mistake," he said, and moved to the 
door. 

"Wait a minute ! "  muttered M aus
ser. " I've seen you somewhere before. 
I-" He rubbed his forehead, utterly 
bewildered. 

"You aren't feeling well,  sir ? "  flale 
smiled saturninely. "I'm sure you'll 
feel better after a night's sleep." 

He left almost abruptly, yet with 
undeniable courtesy. 

J onathon Mausser sat frowning for 
a moment. He didn't l i ke the mys
terious episode at all. How could 
B eckwith have made such a childish 
blunder ?  T hen Mausser gasped. 

H e  certainly had seen that face be
fore, in the visi-screen when Paxton 
had called-Dr. Strato ! 

Mausser pressed the button on his 
chair's arm. I nstantly an electric 
mechanism flung open the door,  and 
the one across the hall. The guard 
who had been seated there, reading, 
leaped u p  and ran into Mausser's 
presence, gun in hand. 

"Quick ! Get the man who left here 
a minute ago." Mausser described 
him hastily. "Hurry ! "  

T h e  guard returned in five minutes, 
shaking his head. · 

"Can't find a single trace of him, 
sir," he said apologetically. 

Mausser d ismissed him, and sat 
down to think. H e  looked at his 
hands suddenly in f ear. Paxton and 
the Golden Touch, Asquith and his 
blood-dyed hands. Had the myster
ious Dr. Strato done anything to h i s  
hands ? 

But nothing showed. Nothing was 

wrong. J onathan Mausser wiped his 
hot forehead in relief.  Whatever 
strange reason the sinister Dr. Strato 
had had for coming, he had done 
nothing. Nevertheless he must be ap
prehended. It was too late now, but 
tomorrow von Grenfeld and his men 
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would have to arrest the man and 
fourth-degree him into revealing his 
motives. 

Mausser went to bed wearily, vague
ly aware of a sweetish taste i n  his 
mouth. Too much rich food lately, 
he told himself. 

When he awoke i n  the morning 
though, he felt strange. H e  had the 
peculiar sensation that something had 
been working within him all night. 
He cursed himself, sitting at the edge 
of the bed. Imagination prodded into 
overactivity by Dr. S trata's visit.  He 
arose to wash. 

IN the white-ti led bathroom, h e  
turned o n  t h e  water faucet. And 

then he saw his hand. His sleep
puffed eyes opened wide for the first 
t ime. 

him were white-white holes set in a 
black face ! 

It was a ghastly effect. Cringing in 
fearful anticipation,  Mausser drew up 
his pajama arms. H i s  arms were 

-black. He ripped off th':! pajama suit 
and stood naked. 

He was black from head to toe ! 
The full realization of it swept over 

Mausser. In a frenzy, he grabbed 
soap and water and tried to wash off 
the horrible black color. When he 
gave up, he was sobbing like a scared 
woman. He reeled away from the 
damning mirrors, threw himself on his  
bed. It  was something within himself,  
some cursed change in his very skin . 
The diabol ical Dr. Strata had chan ged 
his white, fair skin to an incredible, 
unrecogni zable black. How, it did not 
matter. I t  had been done. 
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His hand was black-as black as coal 
against the white porcelain basin ! 

Like a man i n  a nightmare, he raised 
both hands before his eyes, turning 
them in slow dread. They were both 
inky black ! 

Dr. Strata had done something to 
him, after all. 

Mausser could hardly bear the 
thought of the sli ghtest mutilation. 
He had always been extremely fastid
ious. Now he held his black hands 
at arm's-length, half gasping and half 
sobbing, striving somehow to d isown 
them. H ad Dr. Strata beaten him with 
a whi p,  he could not have hurt M aus
ser more. 

"Good God ! "  he moaned. 
And then he shrieked. 
His bulging eyes stared in the mir

ror. The eyes that stared back at 

J onathan Mausser wept wre-<:chedly. 

WA T C H I N G  in his spy ray 
screen, Hale felt no sli ghtest 

pity for him. Up i n  Strata-prison, 
for an eternity, Ri chard Hale had been 
the most wretched being alive. Maus
ser was paying in a considerably lesser 
coin of misery. 

Even Hale was amazed at the over
night change of white skin to black. 
However, his albino guinea-p igs, ex
per imented on months before, had 
changed that almost miraculously. The 
amber liquid was an elixir o f  pigmen
tation. Working through the blood
stream, it had deposited its melanine 
i n  the capillaries. · 

Dr. Allison had also propounded 
the reverse of the process, i n  their 
long scientific discussion i n  S trato-
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prison. He had suspected the exist
ence o f  an agent that could absorb 
melanine. He had talked rather en
thusiastically of using this to make all 
the human race white in color. Per
haps he had surmised that it mi ght 
one day bring about a true brother
hood of the white and colored races. 
But that had been sheer speculation, 
to while  away t ime in their lonely cell .  
The black-producing agent had con
cerned Hale most, for revenge on 
Jonathan Mausser. 

Hale continued to keep the black
skinned figure of Mausser i n  his  
screen, i n  the following hours . . . .  

CH APTER X V  
Black Doom 

JONATHAN M AUSSER became 
somewhat calmer, presently. 

B ut a thought sent cold shock 
through his mind. There was no time 
to waste. The decree closing the 
stock e xchange must be i ssued this 
morning. Later he would contact his 
companions and deal with Dr. Strato. 
R ight now, black skin or not, he must 
rush to his office. 

He shuddered sensitively at the 
thought of venturing out i n  this con
d ition, but there was no help for it. 
H e  hasti l y  washed and dressed, try
ing to keep his mind off the fact that 
every inch of his skin was melanoid. 
Nevertheless he could not resist tak
in_g a last l ook at himself in the 
maror. 

A black, strange face peered back 
at him. His normally black, wavy 
hair suited well-too well-giving him 
the appearance of a respectable col
ored gentleman. H e  hardly knew him
self. The cast of l ight on black skin 
had even seemed to blunt his f eatures. 

H e  took a breath before opening his 
apartment door. His pulses hammered 
i n  a sickening fashion. He hated to 
expose himself to the public eye, but 
he resolutely stepped out. Guiltily 
he looked u p  and down the hall b::!fore 
going to the elevators. vVhile he 
wai te d  for an elevator, another man 

strolled up. He gave Mausser only 
a casual glance. M ausser breathed a 
li ttle easier. 

Down in the street, the hurrying 
morning crowds paid him no atten
tion. For the moment, M ausser basked 
in the thought that soon these people,  
and everyone on Earth, would know 
him as one of the i r  five rulers. Then 
he saw his hand. A dread thought 
shook him. What i f  the black color 
were p ermanent ? It  was too fright
ening a thought t o  continue. His only 
imme diate concern must be to reach 
his office, issue the decree .  

His  limousine as usual stood at  the 
curb, ready to take him to the office. 
Mausser strode to it ,  opened the back 
door, and was about to step in. 

A hand clutched his arm, pulling 
him back. 

"Just a minute, sir," said his chauf
feur .  "I  think you've made a mistake. 
This i s  Mr. Jonathan M ausser's car." 

"Good M orning George. D rive me 
to the office quickly. I 'm-Jonathan 
Mausser." 

The chauffeur smiled, as if at a 
child. 

"I 'm sure, sir ,  that we don't have 
to discuss that point." 

"You fool, don't tell me who I am ! "  
Mausser's nerves had snapped. "Can't 
you see I'm J o nathan M ausser ? "  

"Mr. Mausser i s  a white man," re
plied the chauffeur evenly. 

Mausser stood gasping. He thou-ght 
of going on, then changed his mind. 
He didn't want people ogling him. 
Nor did he feel ,  at the moment, l ike 
explaining pati ently to h i s  driver 
about the weird transformation of his 
skin. 

· T urning away from the polite but 
firm driver, he took a taxi.  

At the Federal B uilding he made his 
way toward the inner sanctum of the 
S ecretary of Law-hi s  offices. He was 
stopped by a polite clerk. 

"Whom do you wish to see,  s i r ? Do · 
you have an appointment ? "  the clerk 
asked. 

"I'm J onathan M ausser, your em
ployer. I know I have a black skin, 
but look at me and you'll see I still 
have the features and body of Jona
than Mausser." 
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MAUSSER became panic-stri cken 
when he saw the refusal to be

lieve in the clerk's face. A knot o f  
people gathered from the large outer 
office. He tried to app eal to them, 
naming some. H i s  words made no 
sense to them. His voice and general 
demeanor might be puzzlingly like 
that o f  J onathan Mausser, but his 
black skin destroyed the il lusion. 

A s  Mausser himself had noticed, 
even his facial features were alien be
cause o f  different shadings. Stage ac
tors did wonders with a little grease
paint and coloring. A totally black 
face was no more recognizable than 
that o f  a black-face c omedian. 

A policeman politely took his arm 
and firmly gu i ded him away. Maus
ser thought o f  demanding to be ta ken 
to Ivan von Grenfeld, police chief. but 
realized he would again have to run a 
gauntlet of lesser officials. 

Out on the street. he thought fran
tically. T ime was flying. The decree 
m ust be s i gned. Soon it  would be too 
late. He must get in touch with one 
o f  his c olleagues somehow. His e yes 
l ighted as he spied a p ublic visi-phone 
booth. That was the answer. 

He dialed the offices o f  Asquith, von 
Grenfeld and Paxton in turn. In each 
case polite under-officials who knew 
J onathan Mausser stared at his black 
face and argued with him, refusing to 
connect him. It  seemed hopeless. 
Mausser began to have the ni ghtmar
ish feeling of being trapped in an in
visible net. 

Then, seemingly by a miracle, he 
was given direct connection with D r. 
Gordy. 

"Mausser ? "  barked Gordy. "For 
God's sake, where have you bee n ?  
\Vhy haven't y o u  signed that paper ? 
Do you realize the stock exchang e  is 
a madhouse and-" 

He stopped. His  image stared out 
of the visi-screen. 

"Why, you aren't Jonathan Maus
ser !" 

" B ut I am !" quavered Mausser. 
' 'Listen, Gordy-" 

With an angry snort, Dr.  Gordy's 
face vanished. He had hung up. That 
had been his last slim chance, Maus
ser realized, and now he turned away 

with sagging shoulders. 
The devi l i sh madd eni n g  situation 

he was in was sheer agony. H e  had 
to bite his l ips-black l i ps-to keep 
from screaming aloud. When he 
walked, every store-window reflection 
showed him the image of a black
skinned man. Mausser's sensit ive 
pride felt that sharply. H i s  fastidious 
soul squirmed. 

He did not know how long he 
walked among jostling crowds who 
accepted him as a black man. B ut he 
di� know he suffered an eternity of 
mi sery. 

S uddenly he j erked himself alert. 
In his personal concern he had almost 
forgotten the greater issue of the 
stock exchange. He must not g i ve up. 
There was still a way. B ack in h i s  
apartment he would wait f o r  a cal l 
from one of his  companions. They 
must be trying constantly. And there, 
in his own apartment, he could con
vince them his black face was Maus
ser's. 

He let himself into his apartm ent 
with a sob of relief.  All he had to 
do was wait  for his  visi- phone to ring. 

Then he looked around and saw the 
figure standing there. 

"Dr. Strato !" he gasped. 

HALE smiled sardonically. "I 
know you. Jonathan Mausser," 

he said pointedly. "Even though you 
have a black skin !" 

"You gave me this  curse !" M ausser 
c hoked. His pulses throbbed in fear 
and rage. 

"You look rather well in a black s kin. 
It matches your black heart ! "  drawled 
Hale. 

"You won't get away with this, 
S trata. I' ll-" Mausser's eyes darted 
about wildly. 

Hale stood before the chair with the 
guard-summoning button. He might 
be armed, though he stood stiffly, 
with his hands empty. 

" Don't do anythin g  rash," caution
ed Hale e asily, as i f  reading his mind. 
"Listen to me for a moment. It  is  al· 
ready too late for you to sign that 
decree. At the stock ex change, ma
j ority stock in Transport passed into 
new hands five minutes ago. The 



72 STARTLING STORIES 

Transport monopoly is broken !" 
Mausser groaned. The worst had 

hap pened. 
" B ut how do you know all this ? "  

he cried, h i s  brain whirling. "Who 
are you ? "  

T h e  tall, dark man's eyes burned. 
' 'I'm your enemy. The enemy of 

the Five. I know all your plans, all 
your moves. I know your scheme to 
take over the Government of Earth. 
I will stop you Five. I gave Paxton 
his Golden Touch, Asquith his bloody 
hands, and you your black skin to 
match your black heart.  You will go 
through life with a black skin, J a na
than Mausser. It will never go away. 
Never !" 

Mausser bac ked away as Hale slow
ly advanced. 

"You have the soul of a coward, 
Mausser. You couldn't  stand going 
through l ife with a black skin. You 
would go mad. And you will n ever 
have the rule of Earth you planned. 
Your life is  ruined. What have you 
to live for ? "  

Mausser was moaning as t h e  wor ds 
bit deeply into his tortured mind. 
Then back of him he felt the d rawer 
of a writing-desk. In it  l ay a gun. 
Franti call y  he pulled the drawer open 
and snatched up the weapon. Level
ing it, he shot again and again at Hale. 

Dr. S trata was no mor e  than ten f eet 
away. He had not moved or brought 
up a weapon. Yet he stood there smi l
ing, unharmed. 

Mausser stared hypnotically. He 
could not have missed. The energy 
charges had ripped viciously against 
the wall directly behind Dr. Strato. 
Yet there he stood, alive and un
harmed ! 

"Save one shot for yourself !"  Dr. 
Strata snapped.  

Then, slowly, he took off his glass
es. He turned his face up to the full
est l ight. 

"Look at me, Jonathan M ausser. 
Look at me !" 

Mausser stared i n  horror. His 
shaken mind received one more stag
gering shock. H i s  l ips formed three 
sil ent syllables, as though he feared 
to speak them aloud. Deliberately, 
then, he raised his gun and fired his 

next-to-the-last charge pointblank at 
Dr. S trata's chest. The shot struck 
the wall behind, but made not the 
slightest mark o n  the proj e cted three
dimensional figure. 

Mausser's voice c a m  e, hollow, 
croaking, while his hand raised. 

" You-are-the-ghost-of-Rich
ard Hale !" 

The last charge hissed out o f  his 
own gun, destroying the brain of 
J onathan M ausser. H e  fell  l ifeless. 

When the guard f rom the room 
across the hall burst i n  a moment later, 
h e  found only the body. The visi
phone was insistently ringing. The 
guard snapped it  on. 

Dr. Emanuel Gordy's face peered 
out tensely. 

"Is M ausser in ? Tell him he must 
sign those papers, before it's alto
gether too late !"  

* * * * * * 

BACK in his laboratory, R i chard 
Hale grimly compl imented him

self. It  had bee n  necessary to drive 
J onathan Mausser to self-destruction, 
not as part of his revenge, but to p re
vent Mausser from closing the stock 
exchange at the last moment. 

Hale had known the susceptible 
Mausser would succumb. The Golden 
Touch to Paxton meant deep misery. 
The blood-dyed hands to Asquith 
would slowly drive him mad. B ut 
in the case of the fastidious M aus
ser, a black skin meant certain sui
cide. Hale had only hastened the 
process. 

Mausser had seen his gun shots 
fail to touch the projected image of 
his tormentor. A nd at t h e 1 a s t 
moment, recognizing the true identity 
of Dr.  Strata, he could only think he 
was haunted by the ghost of Richard 
Hale. For Richard Hale had died, un
questionably, trying to escape Strata
prison two years before ! 

Hale laughed. He broke off his 
ruminations. There was no time t o  be 
idle. He turned back to his spy ray 
screen, tuning the range dials. His 
spy ray probed out, to keep watch on 
the Five, and their next move. Tbe 
Five ? It was the Four now ! 
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The Four, in M ausser's apartment, 
stared down at the body. 

" It's Mausser, all right," grunted 
von Grenfeld. "With a black skin." 

"Dead ! "  Paxton shivered. "While 
the decree remains unsigned, I can't 
stop the stock ex change raid." 

"It's the work of Dr. Strata !" whis
pered Asquith. "First Paxton's Gol
den Touch. Then my blood-dyed 
hands. Now Mausser's black ski n !" 
He looked at Gordy and von Gren
feld significantly. "If his plans in
clude you two-" 

They exchanged worried glances. 
For the first time they began to realize 
the magnitude of the forces against 
them-cl ever, almost weird sci ence
and swift, unexpected blows. 

"We have been lax," Gordy grated. 
" Some powerful group is  striking at  
us.  W e  must crush them. Von Gren
feld, gather a squad of your men, fully 
armed. You and I will go and have 
this Dr. Strata arrested. We will bring 
him back for questioning.''  

He looked down at the body again. 
"No," he added. "W e'll take no 

chances. Three squads of men. H e  
has some devil ish science a t  h i s  con
trols. Three squads of police though, 
will be more than he can handle alone, 
unless he's none but Luci fer himself ! "  

D r .  Gordy k new n o w  that they were 
opposed by a formidable enemy. B ut 
he did not realize it was Dr. Strata, 
one man. 

��NU M B E R S  four and five to
gether - a n i c e catch ! "  

R ichard H a l e  told himself in grim 
humor. 

The door had opened on I van von 
Grenfeld and Dr. Emanuel Gordy. 
B ehind them stood a dozen police,  pis
tols in hand. They pushed their way 
into the l iving room. Outside were 
two other squads of armed men, on 
guard wat chfully. 

"You're under arrest, Dr. Strata !" 
barked von Grenfeld peremptorily. 
"Come with us." 

Hale thought rapidly. His blood 
tingled, but he was not alarmed. I� 
was a game of wits and c ertain ad
vantages were on his side. He had 
known they were coming, and in what 

force. He knew they k new nothing 
of his anesthetic ray. As a l ast resort, 
the hidden switch within reach would 
spray down the anesthetic ray from 
the con ceal ed ceiling projector in this 
room. The switch was also wired to 
operate a more sweeping ray before 
the house itself.  I t  would include all 
the men outside. 

B ut Hale, enjoying the rol e of cat
and-mouse, as they had once sad istic
ally e nj oyed sending him to prison, 
decided to maneuver them t o  the lab
oratory, without the men. 

"What for ? "  Hale pretended indig
nant surpri se. 

"For questioni ng." 

CHAPTER X V I  

Five Steps-or Six? 

IT was Dr. Gordy who had retorted. 
Their eyes met. Gordy was star

ing curiously. A man of science him
self, he wondered how this m ysterious 
scientist had touched his th!';!e com
panions with his stran ge curses. Hale 
stared back with a d i ff erent interest. 
H e  hoped the hatred within him did 
not burn in his eyes. 

"I have the r ight to know about 
what," Hale countered. 

Von Grenfeld glared, but again 
Gordy spoke. 

"Your air of innocence won't save 
you. We want to question you about 
a certa i n  Gol den Touch, a pair of 
blood-dyed hands, and a dead man 
with a black skin !" 

Hale smiled slowly, mockingly. 
"Why not question me here ?' '  he 

asked easily. "Shall we go to the 
privacy of my laboratory ? Or are you 
perhaps afrai d ? "  

V o n  Grenfeld bristled at the word.  
H e  was a big,  strong man of action 
who had always prided himsel f  on be
ing able to handle any situation. Dr. 
S trata's  challenge and derisive sm ile 
lashed that pride. 

"You don't scare me, Dr. Strate," he 
rumbled. "I'.m no weakling or coward 
l ike-" 
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"S hut up,  you fool !"  snapped 
Gordy. I t  was not yet the time, nor 
before the police, to reveal the Five's 
connection. H e  looked at H al e  
steadily. ' ' W e  wi l l  question you 
al ene . I would l i ke to see your l ab
oratory." . 

" Don't try any tricks, Dr. Strato. ' '  
warned von Grenfeld. Turning to his 
men he said loudl y : "If we are not 
back in five minutes, follow." 

He stepped forward confidently 
with Gordy. Hale led them to the l ab
oratory, where they were out of ear
shot of the pol i c e . 

Von Grenfel d  stood wari l y, ready 
for action.  D r . Gordy looked around 
the room, his eyes appre ciative of the 
l aboratory's excell ent fac i l it ies .  T h e n  
he f a c e d  H a l e .  

" H ow did you g i v e  Paxton h i s  
Golden Touch, and Asquith h i s  bloody 
hands. and Mausser his black skin ? 
W ho are you, Dr.  S t rato ? W ho i s  
back o f  you ? "  

H a l e  sm i l e d  slowly. 
"You'l l  talk,  or  else," boomed von 

Gren f e l d . His craggy face g l anced 
around uneasi l y. The l aboratory, 
with shades partly d rawn, was omin
ous l y  g l oomy. His  voice sharpened. 
' 'Let me warn you I am a fast draw 
with a pistol ,  and a d e a d l y  shot.  N ow 
talk ! ' '  

' ' I 'm i n  y o u r  hands," shrugged H al e . 
" I ' l l  have to talk.  I ' l l  j ust say t h i s-'' 

He turned casua l l y . 
"Stop ! Don't touch those swi tc hes ! " 

cried Gordy. " V on Grenfeld, watch 
him ! "  

T h e  latter was already drawing his 
pistol. 

Hale froze for an instant. The 
sharp-eyed Gordy had spotted the 
switches. If von Grenfeld held him 
at bay with his gun . . . Fleetingly, 
Hale cursed himsel f  for taking any 
chances. His thoughts raced on. H e  
was nearer von Grenfeld than the 
switches. If he hesitated he was surely 
lost-

ALL this he realized in lightning 
thought, with everything at 

stake for which he had suffered and 
planned. A ctually, H al e  moved al
most at the same instant Gordy spoke , 

and t0ward von Grenfeld. His fist 
c rashed against the big man's chin. 

Von Grenfeld staggered back. He 
recovered, snapped u p  his gun and 
fired at  Hale.  But H al e  had turned 
catlike and leaped t o w a r d  t h e  
switches. The shot skimmed p ast 
Hale's ear, crashing into the far wall. 
Von Grenfeld had missed in the 
gloom-gloom that to Hale's  prison
conditioned eyes was normal. 

Von Grenfeld , with an oath, began 
to squeeze the tri gger again, but the 
shot never came. H is finger relaxed. 
His tall form toppled to the floor as 
the anesthetic ray proj ector's beam 
stabbed forward in a sp read i ng cone. 
Dr. Gordy, within i ts influence,  crum
p l e d  to the floor where he had scur
ried forward. 

Hale knifed d own two more 
swi t ches in quick succession. 

I n  the room beyond the laboratory 
h e  heard the thud o f  f a l l i n g  bodies. 
The anesthet i c  ray there had caught 
all  the police  in mi d-str i d e .  A n d  
w h e n  he step p e d  to the window h e  
saw that t h e  m e n  on guard outside lay 
prone un der another invisible cone. 
I n  the isolated house and near vi cin- -
i t y .  not a soul was awake except H a l e .  
Even a bird outside.  n e a r  t h e  m e n ,  
had fal len i n  the m i d d l e  of i t s  fl i ght.  

H a l e  nodded i n  satisfaction.  Dr.  
A l l ison h i ms e l f ,  though he had con
c eived the anesthe t i c  ray. had not re
al ized its possibil iti es.  

Hale worked swiftly now. He 
moved up an ap paratus that looked 
l i k e  an iron-lung with its top rol l ed 
away. I t  took considerable  exertion 
to l i ft von Grenfeld's l imp figure into 
the machine w h i l e  keeping h i s  own 
head o ut of range of the sl eep-beam. 
He closed the cover and turned its  
out s i d e  switch.  An AP-unit hummed 
to life,  shoot in g all its surging power 
through the ap paratus. A g l ow sur
rounded the body of von Grenfeld. 

Hale watched a meter close l y. F i  £
teen minutes later he turned the dron
i n g  machine off, took out the l imp 
form, and propped i t  i n  a chair. 

Hale stood back, wearin g a smi l e  
t hat was half triumph , h a l f bitterness . 

"You are proud of that fine, strong 
body of yours, von Grenfeld," he 
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murmured. "Yet you were wil l ing t o  
l e t  m i n e  rot away i n  S trato-pri son ! ' '  

Dr. Gordy was next-and last. 
As a matter of precaution, Hale 

went again to the front window and . 
looked out. No one stirred out there. 
Then he noticed the fourth car. There 
had only been three squad cars, in 
which the police had come. The 
fourth must have arrived and stopped 
a moment before Hale had switched 
on the anesthetic ray barrage. He 
had failed to notice i t  the first t ime 
he looked out. Who was in i t ?  

Hale left the house by a side door 
and strode to the car. He saw the 
figure there, hal f-l eaning against the 
open door, caught in artificial sleep 
just i n  the act of stepping out. 

"Laura Asquith ! "  Hale gasped. 

HE stood for a moment, thinking. 
Then, knowing the range o f  the 

beam, he was just able to keep out of 
it and grasp her limp, outflung hand,  
and d rag her toward him. As she 
passed out of the sphere o f  influence, 
her eyel ids fluttered open. Blue eyes 
looked bewil deredly i nto his.  

"Dr.  Strato ! "  she cried. " I  had to 
come to see you. It's about my uncle,  
Peter Asquith, and his hands-" 

She drew in her breath in alarm 
when she noticed the l imp forms of 
the police.  

"W hat happen ed ? "  
" C o rn e  w i t h  me," H a l e  said gruffly, 

taking her hand .  
He led h e r  into t h e  laboratory by 

the side door. Her eyes wi dened as 
she saw the inert bodies of von Gren
feld and Dr.  Gordy. She faced him 
with quiet firmness. 

"Now I'm certain of it," she sai d .  
"You a r e  aven gi ng-R ichard H ale ! "  

Hale started. D i d  she k now t h e  full 
truth ? B ut her next words quieted 
his pulse.  

' ' Y o u  must be some old friend of 
his.  I thou ght I had met al l  h e  knew. 
St i l l .  you seem vaguely fam i l iar ."  
She peered at him intently. 

Hale was glad oi the half-l i ght.  H e  
spoke s lowly. 

"Yes. I am the avenger of R i chard 
H ale. F ive men sent an innocent man 

to Strato-prison for l i fe.  Five men
and a girl ! "  

Laura's hand went to her throat. 
"You mean me, of course," she said 

softly. ' 'You did something to three 
of the men. You have two here. And 
I suppose I 'm on the l ist.  Well, I 
came here to tell you I know he was in
nocent too. I know that now. My 
uncle lied to me, convinced me that 
R i chard Hale was a traitor by a hun
dred half-truths and false statements. 
But I've had time t o  think i t  all out. 
Too much t ime, for five years. I loved 
him, but I turned against him. And 
I 've hated myself for it !"  

H ale rocked back on his  feet .  She 
had been a dupe at the trial ,  hersel f a 
pawn i n  the Five's cunn ing le gal trap. 
She had not, as he had bitterly 
t hought for five years, turned against 
him in full knowledge of the Five's 
p lot. She was not the cold,  scheming 
woman who had been promised a high 
place i n  the new regime ! She was the 
sweet, wonderful Laura he had known 
prior to New Year's Eve of 2000 ! 

The giddy thoughts whirled i n  
Hale's brain. He took a s t e p  forward 
eagerly - a n d  stopped. H i s  1 i p s 
twisted. The truth suddenl y  struck 
him l i ke a sledge blow. 

"You l i e !"  he grated in a dry, cold 
voice.  "You knew you were next on 
the l ist.  Yo u've come to save vou r
self.  You hoped I 'd be deceived -and 
thus relent.  I didn't  have you on the 
l i st,  though. I had decided to let you 
go." 

T he girl drew back from h i s  blazing 
eyes. 

"No, Dr.  Strato ! Please ! "  
B r utally he pushed her. S h e  stum

bled back into the influence of the 
anesthet i c  ray. H e r  mouth sti ll open 
in appeal, she dropped l imply. Hale 
ca ught her, sat her in a seat . 

H e  stood back, his blood pounding. 
Had he for a mad moment believed 
h e r ,  and bel i eved that he s t i l l  l oved 
h e r ? H a d  he been fool enough to for
get  those three l ong frustrated years ? 
B u t  the r emembran c e  h u n g  before him 
n ow, char g i n g  his v e i ns wi t h  hitter
n e s ,. .  

He shook himself.  No time to waste. 
Dr. Gordy was next-but not last ! 
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RICHARD HALE finished with 
Gordy in ten minutes. He had 

inj ected a crystal-clear chemical 
within the p ineal gland at the back o f  
Gordy's head. A n  open surgery book 
showed him the exact method o f  op
eration so there would be no injury to 
nerves or brain. 

Then he t urned to the girl. 
The liquid he now held i n  his hand 

was a concentrated solution o f  a hor
mone. The hormone of old age, Dr.  
Allison had termed it,  an agent that 
would rob the skin cells of their 
lymph. They would become dry, old, 
wrinkled. Laura, at the age of twenty
four, would have the skin of a hag o f  
ninety ! 

Hale had made the hormone and 
then set i t  aside. He had decided not 
to use it-until today. B ut now, after 
she had come htre to add l ie  on l ie ,  he 
saw that he must do it. He would 
make her ugly, ruin her lovely face 
and fair skin. Had she cared for him 
whi le she realized he was dying a slow 
death up in S trata-prison ? 

He came close to her, holding a hy
podermic loaded with the ol d-age 
hormone that would destroy her 
youthful beauty. He bared her arm. 

Then suddenly he flung the hypo
dermic away, with a groan. 

H e  could not do it ! 
In that moment, staring at her, Hale 

realized he had not learned to hate her. 
In spite of what she had done, and 
what he knew her to be, all the o l d  
love f o r  h e r  remained. 

His revenge against the F ive, now 
completed, seemed empty. What 
mad spirit had prompted him to act 
the part of an avenging monster ? 
The whole fantastic web of it seemed 
the delirium of a dread dream. He 
had taken the science treasures of 
long-suffering Dr. Allison in good 
faith, and used them meanly, basely. 
The old scientist had meant them as 
blessings. Hale had used them as in
struments of torture. 

For five minutes he stood, his  
thoughts a damning squirrel-cage. 
Then he shook his head to clear it. 

His motives had not been purely 
personal. At least there was the sav
ing grace of his opposition to the 

Five's plot. And he must go on now 
as he had p lanned. H e  glanced once 
m ore at Laura. When she knew who 
he really was, he knew she coul d think 
of him only as a fiend. 

B ut Hale set his l i ps in a straight 
l ine. He opened the switch o f  the 
anesthetic ray bathing the three limp 
forms. Instantly they sat . up, eyes 
blinking and d azed. Finally they 
focused on Hale and the gun he held.  

HALE spoke slowly and grimly. 
"I am your enemy, Dr. Gordy. 

You wish to be d i ctator of Earth. I 
will prevent you. There i s  no o rgan
i zation behind me. I work alone. Yet 
I have scientific powers, already dem
onstrated, which you can't oppose. I 
know all your plans and moves. Trans
port is now broken as a monopoly. If 
you foolishly choose to go on, d espite 
that blow, I'll  defeat you step by step. 
Will you pledge now to give u p  your 
aim at world power ? "  

The ringleader of t h e  F i v e  seemed 
to recover quickly from the bewild er
ment o f  the last episode. Defiance 
shown from his eyes. 

"N o ! " he snapped. "You can't stop 
me ! "  

"You seem to forget," Hal e sai d 
coldly, "that at this moment I could 
kill you ! "  

T h e  scientist blanched. Von Gren
feld growled, though his undertones 
were those of fear. Laura stared si
lently, without expression. 

" B ut I don't take it upon myself to 
dispose o f  human life with my own 
hand," Hale went on. "And I am cer
tain of stopping you in my own way. 
Every move you make is known to me 
in advance. And each will bring my 
counter-move. I will let you think 
this all over for a time. When you are 
finally convinced of your helplessness 
before my power, you will come to 
me." 

"B l uff, pure bluff, my theatrical 
friend," von Grenfeld retorted loudly. 
"We are not the sort to be intimidated 
by mysterious words, o r  threat of 
death ! "  

Hale smiled enigmat ically. "You 
also forget Paxton's Golden Touch, 
Asquith's bloody hands, and Mausser's 
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black skin ! I'm putting you to sleep 
again. A timed mechanism will wake 
you in an hour. I ' l l  be gone. I have 
another more secret laboratory. I 
l eave you this one." 

With his hand on the switch, he 
l ooked at the two men mockingly be
fore his glance flicked over Laura. 

"When you are ready to acknowl
edge d efeat," h e  concluded, "contact 
me by radio on fifteen hundred mega
cycles and offer p ersonal surrender." 

He closed the switch. The three 
forms instantly collapsed into the 
limpness of induced sleep. 

CHAPTER X V I I  

T J,e In-visible Brain 

VON GREN FELD awoke to the 
sound of a muffled explosion. He 

• sprang to his feet, peering around 
quickly in the half-li ghted laboratory. 
The mysterious Dr. Strato had gone, 
as h e  had said he would. An hour had 
passed. Dr. Gordy and Laura were 
staggering to their feet. Von Gren
feld strode to the windows, raised the 
blinds. 

When he turned, Dr. Gordy was 
running his eyes over a shambles of 
broken apparatus, the work of a series 
of gun shots. The vital heart of every 
instrument was shattered. A tiny A P
pellet had e xploded within the ray
proj ector that had mysteriously held 
them asleep. 

"He left nothing of his science," 
Gordy gritted in the tones of a curse. 
"I had hoped to examine his appara
tus. He is  a menace to us." 

"We'll get him," rumbled von Gren
feld angrily. "I'll  send out my men to 
search for him, thousands of them if 
necessary-'' 

Dr. Gordy was staring at him 
stran gely, in the full li ght of the after
noon sun. 

"Von Grenfeld ! There's something 
changed in you ! "  

A t  that moment the door burst open 
and the p olice who had awakened 
from their long sleep rushed in, eyes 
dazed. 

Von Grenfeld faced them with 
hands on hips, his anger transferred 
to them. 

"Very prompt action ! "  he roared. 
"The house could burn down before 
you dense-witted-" 

His bull voice stopped. He choked. 
His eyes were wide and his strong 
features went l oose. For the men 
towered over their commander as 
though they were giants. 

Von Grenfeld's eyes swung t o  Dr. 
Gordy beside him. The scientist had 
been a man of a scant five and a half 
feet. Yet even he l oomed almost a 
full head over the police commander. 
Had they all suddenly grown a foot ? 

And then the stunning truth struck 
von Grenfeld like a blow against his 
skull. He was shorter ! He had been 
reduced from his six-feet-two to a 
pygmy five feet ! Every person in the 
room, even the girl, was taller than he 
was now. 

Von Grenfeld's features twi sted in 
anguish. The pride he had always had 
for his handsome and impressive fig
ure fl ed like a wai ling ghost. H e  felt 
as though he had been cut p hysically 
in half. He scampered to a mirror, 
found he had to strain to reach it. 

"Good God !" he screamed. Even 
his voice had lost its former viril ity. 
"Dr. S trato has done this to me-made 
me smal l,  insignificant . . . .  " 

Gordy looked at him pityingly. B ut 
suddenly he started in fear. He looked 
down at his body, felt his arms, 
searched for signs of what might have 
been done to him. The Golden Touch, 
bloody hands, black skin, reduced 
stature-In what way had Dr. Strato 
cursed him ? He drew a sigh of relief 
after a moment. Nothing, apparently. 

"We'll go," he said. "This matter of 
Dr. S trato has to be discussed very 
serious ly." 

GORDY had to take the arm of von 
Grenfeld and lead him away al

most l ike a frightened child. Von 
Grenfeld was suffering the tortures 
of complete shattered pride. The bot
tom of his universe had fallen out. 
His uni form still fitted him nattily.  
B ut on his short figure it gave him the 
sensation of being a strutt ing, porn-
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pous little  bantam, with no more im
pressiveness than a half-grown boy i n  
a play uniform. Even h i s  men, h e  
noti ced, had to hide uncertain grins. 
Rage howled i n  his brain. 

He lunged at one man, whose l i ps 
had twitched i n  an amused smile.  
Von Grenfeld hammered up toward 
the man's chin. B efore, the blow 
would have landed solidly and laid 
the man out full length. Now the 
short arm missed its mark. Von Gren
feld half spun around. The man 
clutched him by the shoulders t o  re
store his balance, then held him easily 
as von Grenfeld flailed at his face, 
but never reached it. 

"Stop, you fool ! "  commanded Dr.  
Gordy. 

Von Grenfeld s•1bsided with a half 
sob, and the man let him go. All the 
police  were smi ling now, forgetting 
their amazement at the phenomenon 
i n  favor of grinning j oy. Von Gren
feld had always been a domineering, 
blustering, bullying commander. Now, 
in one brief moment, h e  had become a 
puny little wretch who couldn't r each 
a chin. Von Grenfeld felt i t  all and 
his soul writhed. 

Gordy looked around at the door. 
"What happened t o  Miss Asquith?" 
At that moment they heard her car 

drive swiftly away. She had slipped 
out without a word. The police cars 
also left. Von Grenfeld had gone into 
a t rance of silent suffering. Dr. 
Gordy kept nervously glancing at 
parts of his body-and wondering. 

Richard Hale, in his secret hide
away, had watched the tableau i n  an
other spy ray screen. Von Grenfeld's 
r eactions had fed again the hunger of 
revenge. The pride-shorn man added 
the fourth part of atonement for 
H ale's three years of p ri son. 

It had been simple enough, behind 
its amazi ng e ffect. Matter, as science 
had long known, was largely empty 
space. By reducing that space in his 
compression machine, H ale had 
brought the atoms and molecules of 
von Grenfeld's body closer together. 
It was condensation of matter. 

As D r. Allison had expounded it, 
in S trato-prison, the potential of 
strain between atoms could be altered. 

Heavy stars did it by stupendous pres
sure. B ut the same thing could be 
duplicated in the laboratory, using a 
super-gravity field, the oppos i te of the 
zero-gravity field. I n  the super-grav
i ty field atoms would quietly move 
closer together and take up a n ew 
system of motions, without changing 
relative position. 

Von Grenfeld's body, i n  the com
pression machine, had s imply been re
duced in proportion, uniform and all.  
His  original weight was still there, but 
packed in a lesser space. The p roc ess 
of course, would be fatal beyond cer
tain l imits. Hale had reduced guinea
pigs to the size of small mice,  but 
found them dead. Von Grenfeld, re
duced only one-sixth, would very like
ly live as l ong a l i fe as otherwise. 

Step four was done. I t  had been 
singularly appropriate in the case of 
von Grenfeld, Hale thought, to make 
him insignificant among men and thus 
undermine his self-pride. But there 
remained D r  Gordy-step five. 

H e  went back to his spy ray. 

S
OME time later, as evening threw 

its shadows over the white spires 
of New Washington, the Four held a 
grave meeting. 

"We must destroy him ! "  von Gren
feld said again. 

He had been muttering the same 
phrase over and over, like an autom
aton, as though it were his single 
purpose left i n  l ife.  

"Yes, but first we must find him," 
r eminded Gordy. "Your men have 
been searching the countryside with
out result. His secret laboratory is 
cleverly hidden. B efore we find i t  
and destroy it, w e  can't feel safe." 

Gordy's voice faltered slightly on 
the last words. Paxton glanced at 
him bitterly. 

" It's odd that Dr. Strata did nothing 
to you. Why has he left you out ? "  

The scientist waved a nervous hand. 
" It's as bad or worse this way, wait

ing in suspense. I'm beginning to be
l ieve he planned it j ust that way-let
ting my own fear play on my nerves. 
His whole purpose, in this, has been 
to make nervous wrecks of us all.  B ut 
we've got to fight and keep calm." 
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Peter Asquith gave a strange m irth
less laugh. He held up one of his 
blood-dyed hands. 

"My niece, Laura, told me an odd 
story. We all have blood o n  our hands, 
but particularly the blood of Richard 
Halet' 

A d ead s il ence filled the room. 
That name, more than any other, 

stood out i n  the list o f  crimes that 
had been necessary to their r ise 
toward power. 

Gordy did a strange thing. M ot ion
ing the others aside, he went to the 
visi-phone and signaled S trata-prison.  
Warden Lewis' brutal face appeared. 
He answered Gordy's questi on with 
surprise. 

"Ri chard Hale, number Y -fourteen
ei ghteen, absolutely died att empting 
to escape two years ago. Two guards 
were witnesses and a d ozen prisoners. 
His body was charred to ashes on the 
atomic grid. But what-" 

Gordy clicked off without explana
tion, and turned to his companions. 

"Just a p recautionary checkup," he 
said imperturbably. "Now, who i s  this 
Dr. Strato ?" 

"An avenger for Richard H al e !"  
Asquith returned nervously. "He told 
my niece that himself." 

"Nonsense ! "  barked Gordy. " B ut 
it shows clearly the subtle, clever 
game this D r. S trato i s  p laying. He is 
preying on our nerves and minds that 
way. Somehow he knows all about us, 
and is opposed to us, possibly t o  take 
over world rule himself ! He boasted 
that he would counter-move our every 
move. 

"He took Transport from our con
trol, but we still control propaganda 
and the secret Syndicate troops. Let 
him stop those if  he can ! Now look, 
here's our move. We'll turn the tables 
on him. Asquith's propaganda will 
immediately term the stock market a 
co nspiracy. 

"Transport's beneficent public serv
ice was torn apart by wolves, and the 
World Government fai led to prevent 
this shoddy affair. Thus we still give 
the Government its black eye, mass 
public opinion on our side, and l ay the 
groundwork for a mil itary coup !" 

Dr. Gordy's voice rang imperiously. 

He stood there with face l ifted, as 
though e xpecting their awed admira
tion. He had always been the brain 
behind the Five, solving all difficul
ties,  leading on toward their goal. 
Soon he would be the actual dictator 
sup reme, the i nvisible brain behind 
whatever insignificant figurehead they 
chose to put in a pparent power. 

Gordy started from a trance, notic
ing the others were staring at him. 

"Your ski n ! "  said Paxton. " It's be
coming-transparent !" 

Gordy lifted his  hand before his  
eyes, startled. The skin seemed to be 
slowly but stead i ly vanishing. Veins 
began to show as tiny tubes. M uscle 
tissue and tendons grew visible. 
S econd by second, as though an intan
gible acid were at work, his skin be
came more and more transparent. 

T hey all watched i n  stricken fasci
nation. 

DR. GORDY suddenly ran to the 
huge wall mirror, peering at 

the reflection of his face. He saw a 
ghastly image. Cheek-bones lay bare 
and white. The t i ght muscle cords 
around his  mouth twitched in full 
view. His eyes appeared to be two 
balls hanging unsupported. The 
heavy cords of his neck were mirrored 
in their knotty entirety. 

And he knew that if  he stripped off 
his cl othes, h e  woul d  stand before his 
fellowmen l ike a repulsive anatomical 
model i n  a medical classroom, all 
muscles, veins and organs exposed to 
prying eyes. 

B ut one thing brought a sharper 
gasp of horror from his transparent 
lips. Underneath the beetling bone of 
the brow he could see straight through 
to the back o f  the skull. His entire 
brain was invisible ! 

Gordy's swi ft mind i nstantly leap ed 
ahead. He pi ctured himself standing 
before a mass o f  human ity, i n  a publ ic 
square, addressing them as advisor to 
their dictator. And they would shout 
and jeer and laugh and turn pale at 
the si ght of him, with the mixed emo
tions of a crowd. His d eath's-head 
face woul d be flashed via television all 
over the world, and people would turn 
away i n  loathing or disgust.  
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' No one woul d  see the noble case 
of his brow, the autocratic look in his  
eye. They would only see an empty
skulled thing, unrecognizable as 
human. They would shout against 
him, depose him, revolt against rule 
by a thing fit only for the morgue. 

Gordy groaned. H ow coul d he face 
the future i n  his horrible condition ? 

Back in his  laboratory, H al e  
grinned humorlessly a t  t h e  image i n  
his spy r a y  screen. 

"You are now the 'invisible brain' 
you always wanted t o  be, Dr. Gordy !" 
he said savagely. "It  was your brain 
that threw an i nvisible net around me 
and cast me into S trato-prison." 

Hale laughed aloud at the repul
sive figure. All  its  skin and fatty tis
sues had become very nearly trans
parent, as with j elly-fish. Dr. Alli
son's mind, turning often to biology, 
had s peculated that some gland 
product present in all lower forms of 
life accounted for their transparent 
skins. One i solated, the hormone 
would do the same for opaque skins, 
devised by evol ution to hide vital 
organs from eyes that wished to kill .  

Hale had inj ected his  hormone ex
tract, from j e lly-fish, into Gordy's 
pineal gland. The ductless gland had 
then gradually trickled the hormone 
out i nto his body, along with its usual 
hormone. No hormone worked alone. 
The whole secret of i t  had been to let 
the new hormone j oi n  with the usual 
ones, and have them combine forces 
in altering cell structure from milki
n ess to a watery texture. Nothing 
else of vital nature was changed. 

Hale watched, more calmly after a 
moment. 

Step five was done. Paxton with 
the Golden Touch that made him mis
erable. A squith with his bloody hands 
that would slowly drive him mad. 
Mausser with the black skin that had 
sent his shudd ering soul into the 
escape of eternity. Von Grenfeld with 
his broken pride hanging in shreds 
about him. And Dr. Gordy with a 
face he wouldn't dare show in public. 

So Hale had planned, and so i t  was 
done. The five men who had ruth
lessly cast him to exile from life were 
repaid. A fter five years of bl i&hted 

e xistence he could once again face the 
future-Tomorrow. 

And yet, what about Laura ? 
H e  forced his thoughts away from 

that. He turned back to the screen. 
His campaign against the F ive had 
turned a corner, passed i nto a new 
phase. The personal was done with, 
except for final revelation. W hat re
mained now was a grim struggle with 
E arth's fate hanging i n  balance.  

CHAPTER X V I I I  

Rebirth of Richard Hale 

GORDY recovered most quickly of 
all  the Five. H e  wheeled around 

from the mirror. 
"He won't stop us with these scien

tific tricks !" he shouted. ' 'I 'm a scien
tist, too. What can b e  done by science 
can be undone b y  science.  I ' l l  take 
away this Golden Touch, the red-dyed 
hands, reduced stature, and m y  own 
transparent skin. But l ater. Right 
now, we'll push through our pro gram. 
The time is ripe. Asquith, the presses, 
television and all centers of public 
enlightenment are to be i nformed to
n ight and tomorrow that the World 
Government i s  collapsing. A new 
government i s  needed to p revent even 
worse debacles than the stock ex
change u pset. Get that started now !" 

Asquith scurried out as if glad to 
be away from that hideous skinless 
face. 

Gordy turned to von Grenfeld. 
"You have the Syndicate troops 

massed near the European end of the 
S ubatlanti c  Tube. K eep i n  constant 
touch with them. In three days, when 
the Tube is officially opened they will 
strike swiftly !" 

Gordy's gargoyle face drew u p  i n  a 
challenging smile.  But it was re
corded only as a movement of exposed 
muscles. 

"Dr. Strato has nothing but l ittle 
scientific tricks i n  his  bag. I control 
great world forces. He'll find it 
harder to fight those !" 

Paxton, who was left, shrug-ged fa-
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talisti cally. The p etty agonies of his 
Golden Touch and the collapse of his 
gol d empire had left him a l istless, de
feated spirit. 

"He will strike in some unforeseen 
way," he muttered. And at dawn of 
the next day, it was seen how that 
thrust would come. 

Asquith's sleepless eyes , after a 
night of work, looked out of the win
dow of his office, to which a clerk had 
called him. He looked up.  There, 
written across the sky jn giant smoky 
letters, was a message. The words 
sprawled across a fifty-mile area, ex
actly like the running-word advertis
ing signs in shops. 

People of Earth ! You are being poisoned 
with propaganda, not enlightenment. The 
propaganda of a clique of  Four who wish to 
rule Earth. The present World Government 
is not responsible for the stock market affair. 
Nor has it wantonly thrown Transport 
Corporation to snarling wolves of finance. 
Transport was a monopoly held by the Four, 
to serve their ends. 

The Four are as follows. Peter Asquith, 
the Minister of Public Enlightenment. Sir 
Charles Paxton, Secretary o f  Finance. Ivan 
von Grenfeld, Commander of World Police. 
And Dr. Emanuel Gordy, Director of 
Science. 

These Four must be deposed from their 
high stations before they accomplish their 
ends. Above all do not believe the insidious 
propaganda that is now pouring from every 
newscaster and visi-screen. Leaders of the 
World Government, ask these Four why 
Jonathan Mausser died by his own hand ! 

ASQUITH watched the incred ible 
message spelled out across the 

blue sky. Even clouds did not hinder 
i t, for the smoky letters only fuzzed 
slightly at the edges. When the full 
text was over and began to repeat, the 
whole gi gantic area moved westward. 

M il lions of eyes, from Maine to 
Florida must be reading the colossal 
si gn, gaping at it open-mouthed. M il
lions more would read it, across the 
entire continent, as the sign moved 
steadily westward. Publ ic opinion 
so close to home would not accept As
quith's propaganda without serious 
discussion. 

In his  laboratory, Hale tuned in 
the sky-writing with his spy ray. He 
nodded i n  satisfaction. I t  was perfect 
though merely an extension of the 

spy ray principle. An ordinary roo
video p roj ector cast three-dimen
sional letters through a spy ray sys
tem. Adj usted for a height of a hun
dred miles, and expanded to a fifty
mile area, the letters unreeled i n  keep
ing with the film-rate of the movideo 
camera. 

Hale watched the clockwork that 
slowly twisted the focus of his pro
j ection ray from east to west. All 
the p eople of central North America 
must see. Then, since his  ultra-pene
trating ray could take i n  any earthly 
dimension, he woul d  whisk the mes
sage across to E urasia, and sweep i t  
over that teeming continent. Within 
a day, more people would have r ead 
his message than had heard A squith's 
outpourings from his network o f  com
munications. 

Hale was again a step ahead - a 
fifty-mile step. 

DR. GORDY r ealized i t  instantly. 
He lrad Asquith stop the visi

p resses immed iately. And when the 
Four gathered, within an hour, the 
sky-writing stopped also. 

"He meant what he said," Gordy 
stated. "That he will counter-move 
at our moves. And he wants personal 
surrender from us. That is shown by 
the fact that he stopped when he did." 

The Four l ooked at one another 
bleakly. Fighting an unk nown, un
seen power was inhumanly terrifying. 
S earching police had not found the 
slightest clue to Dr.  Strata's hide
away. 

Gordy's exposed face muscles did 
not show the strain and fury written 
over his features, after a sleepless 
ni ght. B ut the large white eyebal ls 
were bloodshot. 

"We won't try any more half-meas
ures," he grated. "Von Grenfeld, are 
the S yndicate troops ready ?" 

The stubby l ittle five-foot man, re
pressed humiliation in his face, 
nodded. 

"A million men, fully armed .  They 
are quartered a mile from the T ube's 
European terminal." 

"Good ! "  Gordy's face, had it been 
visible, would have shown utter ruth
lessness. "Following t h e  o pening 
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ceremony, day after tomorrow, the 
troops will march u nder the Atlantic 
t o  New Washington and occupy the 
city. What can even the clever Dr. 
S trato do against a million armed 
men ?" 

Some unrest arose among the 
people after the mysterious episode of 
contradictory messages from higher 
circles. But it  was smoothed over by 
an announcement that the World Gov
ernment authorities were investigat
ing. It took the most adroit argu
ment by Asquith to keep himself from 
being clapped in custody for the brief 
barrage of propaganda. H e  insisted it 
was sabotage, a dark plot by others, 
a sheer accident. Any lies would d o  
f o r  the time being. 

The Four had only one thing in 
mind-the o pening of the S ubatlantic 
Tube. They staved off suspicion 
against themselves for the few hours 
left. 

All the world then sat eagerly be
fore its visi-sets to watch the opening 
ceremonies. For five years the great 
tunnel had been in the process of be
ing dug under the Atlantic. It caught 
the popular imagination. It was 
easily the most stupendous engineer
ing feat in history, comparable only 
to the canals of M ars. 

World Government officials orated. 
Bands played. A singing group 
chorused out a song dedicated to the 
proj ect. A ribbon-decked rocket 
ship slowly eased past the half-way 
mark between Europe and North 
America. All this o ccurred miles 
under the middle of the Atlantic 
Ocean, in the huge, tile-lined tunnel 
that stretched for two thousand miles 
in both directions. Ike-op erators 
were flashing the auspicious scenes 
to the world's visi-screens. 

Incognito, the Four stood below the 
speakers' platform. One would have 
had to look closely to see their 
respective afflictions. Asquith had 
easily covered his red-dyed hands 
with cosmetics. Paxton kept his 
hands in the pockets of a tan sui� 
against which the golden glow was not 
notic eable. Von Grenfeld w o r e  
shoes with extremely high heels to 
offset some of his shortness. Dr. 

Gordy had grease-painted his trans
parent skin, which made him l ook like 
a p al e-skinned invalid. 

�HE Y  kept sharp watch o n  the 
I 1crowd. Known only to them, 

many of the men crowding out of cars 
from the European side were Syndi
c ate troopers in street clothes. Soon 
they would outnumber the offi cial po
lice ,  who were there to keep order. 
Rocket trains, i nstalled and put on 
running schedule a week before, had 
been busy all morning. bringing pas
sengers to the ceremonial location. 

"The zero hour approaches," whis
pered von Grenfeld. "At my signal, 
the troops will take over control of 
the Tube." 

"It's our last chance," replied A s
quith. 

"But our best chance," said Gordy 
confidently. "Military power, in the 
l ast analysis is  always the ace card." 

"I hope Dr. Strato doesn't know of 
this coup !" whispered Paxton, shiv
ering. 

Then he let out an incredulous gasp. 
The enigmatic figure of Dr. S trato 

stood five feet away ! Four p airs of 
startled eyes focused on him. 

D r. Strato smiled. 
"I told you I would be here, S i r  

Charles !"  he s a i d  mockingly. "Even 
without paying the million dollars !" 

Then, before they could think or 
act, Dr. S trato had moved off into the 
press of the crowd. A moment later 
he appeared on the speakers' platform, 
before the battery of microphones and 
incinoscopes. 

A speaker had j ust finished eulogiz
ing Transport Corporation for giving 
to the world the g reat S ubatlantic 
Tube. 

H ale was there before any one 
thought to stop him. H e  spoke, 
electrifying the vast world audience. 

"The true story of the Sttbatlantic 
Tube is  not known ! On New Cen
tury's Eve of two thousand, the 
project was started by a company 
under Richard Hale, whose father, 
Burton Hale, had conceived the plans. 
S hortly a f t e r ,  through trickery, 
Transport Corporation took over the 
p roject. Richard Hale was sentenced 
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to prison on the false cha rge o£ plot
ting treason. Five men schemed 
this. Four of them are here now !" 

Dr.  S trate stared down at the Four 
accusingly. 

' 'Let's get closer t o  the platform," 
Gordy hissed to his companions. "We 
can rush up and make sure he doesn't 
get away. Dr.  S trato has made a mis
take this time. H e  doesn't know he 
won't get out of this al ive ! Give the 
s ignal, von Grenfeld !" 

Hale had gone on with his denuncia
tion, for all the world to hear. 

"The Four are present now, the 
Four who plot world rule. Sir Charles 
Paxton, Peter Asquith, I van von 
Grenfeld and Dr. Emanuel Gordy. 
Four human freaks, both mentally and 
physically. Look at them ! Paxton 
has the Golden Touch because he wor
shipped M ammon. Asquith has bloody 
hands which he can never wash free of 
the taint of treachery. Von Grenfeld 
is as small in stature as he is in men
tality. And Gordy i s  e xposed to the 
eyes of the world as the repul sive be
ing he i s-" 

PA N D E M O NIUM broke loose i n  
the tunnel under the Atlantic.  A t  

von Grenfeld's s i gnal, the disguised 
Syndicate troopers pulled guns from 
their pockets and herded the crowd 
aside. One shot rang out. One po
liceman fell. T he rest were taken by 
surprise, with no chance to resist. 
The radio-operators and ike-men were 
pushed away from their apparatus, 
and the i nstruments turned off. I n  
hardly more than a minute, the S yndi
cate troopers had complete control of 
the situation. 

Stung and raging at Hale's words, 
the Four had leaped up the steps of 
the platform. Here within reach was 
the man who had visited them with 
scientific bli ghts, who had given them 
sleepless n i ghts and tortured days, 
who had all but disrupted their chance 
at world power. They came at their 
Nemesis with clutching hands. And 
the fool stood there, not real izing they 
would kill him on the spot with their 
own hands. Then their troopers 
would move on to victory . . . .  

Dr. Strato stood there smiling, wait-

ing for them. How could he be so ut
terly unconcerned ? 

The Four's eager, vengeful hands 
clutched at Dr. S trata-but clutched 
only empty air ! Von Grenfeld, i n  the 
lead, rammed his fist forwarC:, n early 
fell headlong when he met n o  resist
ance. Paxton distinctly saw his gol
den-glowing hands go around an in
tangible neck, but they met them
selves. Asquith, true to h i s  nature, 
had come up from behind, grasp ing 
the figure around the middle. B ut he 
found his arms hugging themselves. 
Gordy, more observantly, passed his 
hand through a non-existent arm and 
saw his fingers clearly beyond. 

The Four stepped back, frustrated 
rage choking them. 

"He isn't there ! "  gasped Paxton. 
The figure of Dr. S trata continued 

to smile at them derisively. I t  was 
seemingly solid, seemingly real. The 
Four felt again the chill of the Un
known. From their close range, they 
could see now that i t  shimmered and 
looked vaguely insubstantial. 

"No, I am not here, in the flesh," the 
figure explained to them. "Jonathan 
Mausser shot five times at me point
blank. He did not harm me. And at 
the last, before h e  died, he realized 
who I was." 

Dr. Strata's eyes flashed. 
"It i s  time now for you Four to 

know, here i n  the completed S ub
atlantic Tube." The voice changed, 
dropping the precise accent of Dr. 
S trata. The tone became fuller, more 
natural. "Look at me ! Look at me 
closely !" 

As with Mausser, Dr.  Strata re
moved his  tortoise-shelled glasses, 
then a false mustache, exposing his  
upper l i p  newly shaven. 

The Four stared, recognizing now 
the haunting familiarity of the face. 

They stood stricken. I t  was a 
strange tableau under the Atlantic 
O cean. Their minds l eaped back to a 
stunning revelation. And then the 
figure tore open its shirt front, to re
veal the glowing numbers tattooed 
there. Y - 1 4 1 8 .  I t  was l ike l ightning 
striking. 

Peter Asquith gaped at his  blood
dyed hands in suC:den understand ing. 
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Paxton recoiled a step. Von Gren
feld gave a startled oath. Gordy bit 
an invisible lip and a drop of red blood 
trickled down his chin. B ut none of 
them blurted the name that burned in 
their brains. Another voice had to 
give name to the horror. 

"Dick ! Dick Hale ! "  

C H A PTER XIX 

A Mile Below 

IT was a hi gh-pitched voi ce from 
somewhere in the crowd. A femi

nine figure broke from the guarding 
troopers and flew up the steps toward 
him. Laura Asquith threw her arms 
around him wildly, but found him no 
more tangible than the others had . 
She reeled back with a choked sob. 
The image of Hale looked at her 
coldly. 

"Richard Hale !" gasped von Gren
feld final ly. " B ut you were killed, 
trying to escape. Strato-prison, two 
years ago-;, 

"Richard Hale," A squith h a I f 
moaned. "Back from the dead !" 

"It's the ghost of Richard H ale," 
croaked Paxton uncertainly, n o  t 
knowing whether to believe himself 
o r  not. 

It was the supreme moment. Hale 
drank of it  to the full. In the startl ed 
reactions of the Four-in their dazed 
faces, their shocked nerves, their 
whirling minds - his revenge was 
completed. And the setting was ap
propriate, here in the mid-spot of the 
finished Subatlanti c  Tube. The world 
should be acclaiming the name of 
Hale, father and son, for the wonder. 
The Five had robbed him of that. B ut 
now he was robbing them, in turn, of 
their most cherished dream. 

Gordy recovered first from the 
shock of the r evelation. 

"Of course not !"  h e  snapped, an
swering Paxton. "It's merely a three
diru.ensional image, cast somehow 
from a distance." 

"Naturally," agreed Hale's image. 
"I'm safe in my laboratory. As for 
Strata-prison, I succeeded in escap-

ing, the only one to do so. My single 
thought up there, for three years, was 
revenge, and the downfall of the Five. 
B oth are accomplished. I f  you will 
surrender your persons to me, I will 
undo what I 've done to you physically. 
After that you will be tried by due 
process of law for treason. If you 
p lead guilty, you may escape sentence 
in S trato-prison !" 

"Surrender ?" Gordy waved his arm 
in a grand sweep. "I'm in control 
here. My troopers will ride into New 
Washington in a few hours." 

"It won't s ucceed," Hale returned 
quietly. "If you go on sacri ficing 
human life,  I will withdraw my offer. 
Your afflictions will remai n, and all 
your pathetic science will not find the 
antidotes. All your life you, Dr. 
Gordy, will recoil from your mirror 
image. Von Grenfeld will wear 
clothes cut to a boy's size. A squith's 
marked hands will haunt him. And 
Paxton's false gold will mock him. 
,All your lives ! "  

"No, I couldn't stand it !"  came a 

hoarse shout from Paxton. "Any
thing to get rid of this damnable curse 
in my hands ! "  He appealed to the 
others. "We're through. Hale has 
beaten us." 

"Paxton, I warn you." 
Gordy had drawn a pistol, his face 

set dangerously. The moment was 
tense. Nerves were cracking. W ild
eyed, Paxton yelled on. 

"I won't go through life this way, 
with the shine of gold in my eyes. 
Every mouthful of food, everything 
I touch. I won't.  H ale,  I surrender 
to you. Where are you ?" 

A shot rang out, echoing hollowly 
down the giant t un nel. Paxton's 
voice ended in a death-gasp, as the 
energy charge destroyed his brain.  
His body thudded to the platform. 

SW INGING on his two r emaining 
companions, Gordy's cold, im

p lacable eyes warned them the ruth
less act would be repeated if they 
showed any sign of weakening. A s
quith and von Grenfeld nodded 
dumbly, to show their acceptance of 
the deed. 
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The crowd around shuddered, see
ing i n  the act the future type of rule 
to be expected under Gordy. The 
Syndicate troopers, trained i n  a tra
dition of violence did not relax their 
vigilance. For a moment the crowd 
seemed about to break in rising 
hysteria and rage. B ut something in
terrupted. 

D own the endless length o f  the 
Tube sounded the hollow rumble of a 
rocket train. It appeared from the 
d irection of Europe and hurtled past 
with a hissing roar. It was the first 
trainload of armed S yndi cate troop
ers, bound for the New York terminal. 
The crowd relaxed, realizing its help
lessness. 

Gordy turned back triumphantly 
to Hale's image. 

"There's my answer !" he said 
fiercely. "We have a million men. 
They will storm through the small 
forces of the standing army. If the 
terminal i s  blasted down, i n  despera
tion, we have AP-excavators with 
which to dig through. We can't be 
stopped !" 

Hale's image had not spoken a word, 
watching the death o f  Paxton. Now 
its glance clashed with that of Gordy. 

"You will gain nothing." 
Then the image faded. 
B ac k  in his laboratory Hale waited 

calmly. 
His laboratory, the one they had 

scoured the vicinity for, was located 
in the lobby o f  the New York termi
nal, a mile below ground. Hale had 
known it would be the last place they 
would think of looking. Months be
fore he had rented a space among a 
horseshoe of shops, directly facing 
the end of the tunnel. In effect, he 
commanded the exit. 

With cannon they would be able to 
rake every i nch of the shops. B ut first 
they had to bring the cannon up.  One 
man, with the proper instrument, 
could hold off an army, and Hale had 
the proper instrument. With what he 
knew of the terminal, he had picked 
the most strategic spot in what prom
ised to be one of the queerest military 
engagements i n  history. 

He made no attempt to reveal him
self or his  p lans to the Government. 

They were duly alarmed over the p ast 
week's happenings-in the stock ex
change, the writing i n  the sky, and the 
ominous blinking out of the televized 
scene in the T ube. They were rush
ing troops d own. They would fight i n  
their way, Hale i n  his. 

Hale looked out over a hundred 
yards o f  marble floori n g  that stretched 
from the shops to the beginning of the 
arched tunnel. H e  could look a hun
dred yards into the tunnel, before its 
downgrade cut off his vision. 

H ale waited tensely, but i t  was not 
till  seven hours l ater that he saw the 
massi n g  o f  troops, after several 
rocket trains had hurtled back and 
forth from E urope, bringing up the 
main army. It was the quickest trans
fer of an army in history, made pos
sible by the connecting Tube under 
the ocean. 

That had been Gordy's chief threat 
all the while, in his aim to power. 
They could strike at the seat o f  W orld 
Government with paralyzi n g  rapidi ty. 
The million Syndi cate troopers were 
an overwhelmingly superior military 
force in a world that had beeri almost 
completely disarmed, under its fed
eration laws, for twenty-five years. 

S uddenly the attack began. Troop
ers disembarked from the mouth o f  
t h e  tunnel. . . .  

The battle was on ! 

THE first few went down under a 
withering gunfire of AP-blasts 

from the Government defenders. B ut 
those behind, well trained for these 
special conditions were quickly set
ting up sandbag emplacements. From 
behind these, gunners poured back 
blistering charges. Small cannon, the 
largest known since d isarmament, 
were being wheeled up. Soon, under 
a protective barrage, sorties of Syndi
cate soldiers would scurry forth and 
capture strate gic posts. 

All  this went on a mile under
ground, within a giant steel-and-con
crete pit. The hollow thunder of the 
first few shots beat through the con
fined space. I t  was the beginning of a 
small-scale war that earlier times 
would have laughed at. B ut a world 
hung in the balance. 
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"It will be so simple !" exulted von 
Grenfeld to his two companions. H e  
was directing operations from the 
rear. "Our men will quickly-" H e  
stopped. 

The barrage of increasing battle 
roars had abruptly ceased. Startled,  
the three men raised their heads to 
look beyond the upcurve of the tun
nel.  They saw a strange sight. 

The Syndicate men who had j ust 
been scurryin g  out of the tunnel 
mouth swayed on their feet, then 
sprawled over the marble floor. They 
had not been t'ouched by gunfire. The 
men piling sandbags let their bur
dens drop, and quietly crumpled up. 
Those operating machine guns and 
grenade-catapults leaned against the 
silent weapons, arms hanging. The 
cannon scraped to a stop as the men 
pulling them dropped l imply. 

And for a hundred yards back, thou
sands of uniformed troopers toppled 
over as though a mysterious wind had 
blown them down. Nothing was vis
ible. Nothing gave a sign. But in one 
moment something had stopped the 
attack, like t urning off a l ight ! 

"Have they all been killed ?" 
gasped von Grenfeld stupidly. 

"They look like they fell asleep !" 
breathed Asquith. He shrugged, as 
though expecting it. "Dr. Strato 
again-Richard H ale !"  

And as if  he had conjured him up, 
the image of H ale materialized beside 
them, his  expression stony. 

"I said I'd stop you," he stated 
quietly. "My laboratory commands 
the exit.  M y  sleep ray, or anesthetic 
beam, covers the entire area. You can 
never win through, even with a mil
lion men. I f  you send more forward 
into range of the ray, they will pile  up 
and eventually choke the tunnel. And 
all  your powerful armament is  use
l ess, with sleeping men behind them. 

" Now that this quick stalemate has 
reached, I'll contact the Government. 
I have a duplicate anesthetic ray pro
j ector ready to be flown across to 
Europe. The European terminal wil l 
be also sprayed with the ray. Thus 
you are bottled up !" 

Hale smiled grimly. It was soul
satisfying to have his enemies and 

their army trapped in the Subatlantic 
Tube they had wrested from him. 

"In behalf of the World Govern
ment, I serve you this ultimatum. 
Your troops are to drop arms and come 
out, to be taken into custody. You 
Three surrender personally to me ! 
When you are ready contact me by 
radio." 

The image vanished. 
The Three exchanged stunned 

glances. R ichard Hale had thrown an 
invisible net over them, as they once 
had over him. 

"Bottled up !" muttered Asquith, 
shudderin g  as though the walls were 
closing about him. "We're d·one !" 

"They can't fl y  the other sleep pro
j ector across and set it up in less than 
five hours," observed von Grenfeld. 
"In that time we can get some of our 
troops out. The Tube train is  faster 
than strato-ships. Perhaps a hundred 
thousand-" 

"What good would t h a t be ? "  
snapped Gordy. "The Government 
troops in Europe could d efeat that 
forc e !" 

They avoided one another's eyes. 
One thing only loomed-personal 
surrender to the lone man who had 
crushed their power. 

F. IVE hours later, Hale's radio sig
nal buzzed at fifteen hundred 

megacyles, waking him. H e  had 
wearily taken a nap, after the vtgt
lance of long hours. He snapped the 
switch eagerly. 

Dr. Gordy's voice sounded dry and 
defeated. 

"You have won, Hale. T urn off 
your sl'eep ray. The T hree of us will 
come out o f  the tunnel mouth, alone, 
in surrender." 

Hale felt the giddiness of triumph, 
but steadied himself. 

"Don't try trickery of any sort, 
Gordy," he returned. " I'll  lift the 
sleep ray, but I'll have my hands on 
the switch. You don't know which 
shop facing the tunnel mouth i s  mine. 
It  would take a complete barrage to 
hit the right one. A t  the first shot, 
I ' l l  turn o n  the sleep ray again." 

Hale moved his hand to the spy 
ray controls. 
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"No, Hale, we won't try anythi ng." 
Gordy's vo ice was low, enervated. I t  
l ifted sli ghtly. "Laura Asquith i s  com
ing along to settle your suspicions. 
There is one thing you d eserve to 
know about her. She was not told the 
truth at the trial five years ago. She 
test i fied against you i n  the belief that 
you were guilty. She was convinced 
by. our l i es." 

"What ! "  
Hale roared the word. His  blood 

was suddenly pounding i n  furious 
j oy. His  whole universe turned over. 
Though the Sun was hidden a mile 
above, it seemed to shine all  around 
him now. 

"She still loves you, Hale. S ome
how, it gives me a strange p leasure to 
reveal this." 

" I 'm lifting the sleep ray imme
diately," Hale returned. "Come for
ward out of the tunnel. B ut remem
ber-just you Three and Laura." 

Trembl ing, Hale opened the anes
thetic ray switch, disconnecting the 
proj ector from its powerful A P-mo
tor. B ut he kept his hand on the 
switch and peered out alertly over 
the marble floor to the tunnel mouth. 

All went as it should. The sleep
ing forms there sat up,  bewildered, 
and 'then walked back at commands 
relayed from the Three. Looking 
down the tunnel, Hale saw the awak
ened ranks of the troopers parting t o  
l et t h e  T hree pass through. The 
Three-and Laura. 

They emerged from the tunnel 
mouth, came across the marble floor, 
four t iny figures under the arched 
immensity of the terminal lobby. 
Laura was in the l ead. She hastened 
forward suddenly, calling his name. 

Hale ran out to meet her. 
It  no longer meant anything to him 

that the Three remaining of the Five 
were surrendering to him i n  person. 
The rewards of revenge were a bitter 
draft, as he had come to know. B ut 
Laura, returni ng to him after harsh 
fate had kept them apart for five years 
-that was the true beginning of his 
Tomorrow. 

I t  was not till  he had come close to 
her that Hale noticed how white and 
strained her face was. H e  crushed her 

to him, murmuring. She struggled 
wildly, broke free. 

"D idn't you hear ?" she shrilled. 
"Didn't you hear what I was saying 
as I came-'' 

SH E  had been shouting, Hale re
membered, but he had not d istin

guished the words above the pounding 
of his pulse. 

"I didn't hear anything, darling," 
he sang. " I  o nly knew that you were 
coming." 

" B ut there's danger," the girl 
moaned. "They're at the guns !" 

Hale started. "They won't shoot. 
The Three are between us and the line 
of fire-" 

"It was a trick ! "  the girl shot back. 
"Images ! The Three-look!" 

Hale swung his eyes about. T here 
was no other figure on the marbl e 
floor. The forms of the Three, who 
had been fifty feet behind Laura, were 
gone. 

Hale stood stunned. Trickery ! 
Images ! Three images had followed 
Laura. The T hree had duped Hale 
with his own trick. S tark fear struck 
i nto Hal e's nerves. Here he was ex
posed, fifty feet from any conceal
ment. Already, as he could see, guns 
were pointing his way. He would be 
shot down ruthlessly. A cannon was 
being hastily wheeled up to blast the 
shop out of which he had stepped. 

Realization h a d  c o m e  a spl it
second after Laura's warning. Hale's 
thoughts leaped. He waved frantic
ally at the Government gunners in 
conceal ed n iches to cover him. They 
understood. The first burst of gun
fire f rom the t unnel mouth brought 
a withering blast from the defenders 
i n  retaliation. 

Hale had instantly thrown himself 
and Laura flat. E nergy charges hissed 
over their prone forms. Hale wri g
gled forward toward the horseshoe 
of shops, yelling to Laura to do the 
same. It  was their only chance. As 
flat targets, they might escape being 
struck . . . .  

When they reached a store front, 
nearer than the one H ale had left, 
he realized a miracle had saved them. 
Only one charge had touched Hale. 
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His left  arm hung bloody and useless. 
B ut Laura was untouched. The Gov
ernment gunners had kept the enemy 
gunners too busy to take careful aim. 

J ust as Hale darted in the doorway 
to concealment, he heard the first 
thump of a cannon shot. The shop he 
had recently quitted, his laboratory, 
splintered into broken debris.  

The anesthetic ray projector was 
destroyed ! 

CHAPTER XX 

Dawn of Tom orr ow 

A H U N D R E D  yards back from 
the tunnel mouth, von Grenfeld 

peered through binoculars over the 
heads of the troops. His miniature 
craggy face turned triumphantly. 

"The first cannon shot destroyed 
Hale's laboratory ! His anesthetic ray 
proj ector is  wrecked !" 

"What about Hal e ? "  cried Gordy 
anxiously. 

"He escaped. Sl ipped into another 
store with Laura." 

"We'll get him later-alive !" Gordy 
e xclaimed. "I want to see his face 
when I tell him how he was duped. 
He forgot I am a scientist, too. And 
he forgot that before he could bottle 
us up at the E uropean end, we had five 
hours. Five hours in which we 
brought an image proj ector, which 
had recently been perfected, from . the 
Syndicate l aboratories. Our images 
weren't as clear-cut and perfect as his, 
nor could they talk. B ut for our pur
pose, as decoys, they and Laura drew 
him out of his laboratory." 

He looked down at the stripped 
body of Peter Asquith with a shot 
through its brain from Gordy's gun. 

"In fact," he grinned, "one of the 
images wasn't even Asquith, if he had 
noticed. Just another man . in As
quith's clothes. But I knew the young 
fool would be too love-blind over 
Laura to suspect." 

"It was cleverly done," nodded von 
Grenfeld. "Now I'll  issue the order 
to attack, as previously. With the 

anesthetic ray gone, our troopers can 
storm as planned. New Washington 
will fall to us !"  

The two men looked at each other. 
"Well, now there are j ust the two of 

us left of our original five," von Gren
feld said in a low voice. "Two of us 
to rule Earth together." 

There was almost a question in his  
voice. 

"Does there have to b e  two of u s ? "  
asked Gordy mockingly. 

For a frozen instant they stared at 
each other. 

" I  thought so." Von Grenfeld, pale 
and trembli ng, snatched for his hol
stered gun. B ut he knew he would 
fumble awkwardly, as he had been 
fumbling in all actions since his size 
had been reduced. 

The s h o t f r o m  Gordy's gun 
stretched him beside the corpse of 
Asquith. Gordy glanced down a mo
ment. Then he turned to issue the at
tack order that would make him sole 
dictator of Earth. 

He had no chance to give that order. 
As though it  were a play given for 

the second time, the roar of battl e  
d i e d .  In t h e  tunnel ahead, the syn
d i cate troopers dropped, eyes closing. 
The army lay asleep. 

And as before, Hale's mocking 
image appeared. 

" I  had a third anesthetic ray pro
j ector ready all the time-and a fourth 
and fifth," Hale said simply. "The 
third was three store-fronts from the 
other, where I arrived after escaping 
gunfire. It  also covers the total tun
nel  mouth. In all  my campaign against 
you Five, for two years my plan was 
always to stay a step ahead. The situ
ation is  the same as before. When you 
are ready-and I see you are alone of 
the Five, Gordy-surrender." 

The image faded. 
Gordy's e x p o s e d face muscles 

sagged. Victory h a d again been 
snatched from him. Then a gleam 
came into his eyes, a deadly, fanatic 
gleam . . . .  

LAURA ASQUITH talked as she 
bound the wound on Hale's left 

arm. 
"They forced me to go out with the 
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im�ges," she explained i n  a strained 
vo t ce.  "Dr. Gordy threatened to 
shoot me i f  I d idn't. P eter A squith, 
my uncle, obj ected. Dr.  Gordy shot 
him dead." She shuddered. 

Hale said nothing. At least, he re
flected, P eter A squith had died doing 
one noble thing. His treacherous na
t ur e  had cleansed itself with a single 
unselfish act. 

"I  would have let Gordy shoot me, 
too," the girl went on dully, "before 
leading you i nto the trap. B ut he 
would have sent the images, anyway. 
You might have come out in any case. 
I thought perhaps I would be able to 
warn you. But you d i dn't h ear me." 

"Do you know why ? "  Hale returned 
gently. "Because through my mind 
other words were ringing-glorious 
ones, about you-" 

Their l ips met. To H ale, the bitter
ness of five years dropped away like 
dried scales. 

A fter a moment he straightened. 
"You were brave, dear, and nothing 

was lost. Gordy and his million use
less troopers are bottled ir. the Tube. 
He'll have to surrender. I 've won." 

The girl's eyes were uneasy. ''He's 
not the kind to give u p  quickly. H e  
i s  down there yet scheming-" 

Hale laughed, crushing her to him 
with his one good arm. 

Three hours later the girl's uneasi
ness ful filled itself. 

A government officer came to him 
with a portable visi -set and hast ily 
connected it.  

" Call from the upper dome, sir !" 
Another officer's fa ce appeared in 

the visi-screen. 
" S omething i s  descending from the 

sky !" His voice was worried. " It's 
coming down directly toward the 
dome o f  the terminal." 

"Turn your screen," Hale bark ed. 
''Let 1ne see i t." 

The screen's view wobble d  c razily 
as the outside iconoscope was turned 
u pward. Then it settled. The wide 
sky was mirrored. Hal e  stare d. A 
black globe was stead ily enlarging, 
like a slow meteor. Instantly he knew 
what it was. He had seen it before, 
too much of it. 

"Strato-prison !" he gasped. "S trato-

prison dropping down from its stra
tosphere position !" 

H e  tuned his  spy ray screen. His 
movideo attachment proj ected his 
image before Dr.  Gordy, i n  the tun
nel.  

"S trato-prison i s  dropping," began 
Hale. 

"Yes, I know." Gordy spoke tersely, 
almost quietly. "When my l ab men 
came down , before the European ter
minal was blocked I had them bring 
along a portable beam radio. With 
that I s ignaled Warden Lewis.  He 
has always been my staunch but secret 
supporter. I told him to maneuver 
Strato-prison down. All the p risoners 
have been removed, and most of the 
guards, so that no rioting would oc
cur . A skeleton crew, also my secret 
supporters, handl e the generators. I 
gave him the plans long ago, for emer
gency. The zero-gravity field is be
i ng slowly withdrawn." 

The scienti st's face gleamed. 
"Perhaps you realize, ·Hale,  that 

Strato-prison is a mighty weapon. 
Or call it a bomb, a mighty, mountain
size bomb. Landing on the dome, even 
gently, it will crack the dome open 
l ike an egg-shell. Then, as its zero
gravity field i s  entirely released,  its 
tremendous wei ght will c runch down. 
The entire terminal will be crushed
and you with i t !"  

HALE f e I t  Laura shuddering 
against him. H i s  nails were di g

ging i nto h i s  moist palms. 
"I  will escape, of course," Gordy 

went on. "I and the troopers will be 
far bac k i n  the tunnel, out of harm's 
way. We will  dig our way out vf the 
debris, perhaps in a week. We will 
emerge with Strato-prison still hover
ing as a threat over New Washington. 
If there is resistance, Strata-prison 
will crunch down on other buildings 
like a great hammer. 

" S trato-prison is too big to be de
stroyed. I thought of it y ears ago, as 
a way to gain my ends. B ut I saved 
it as a last resort-" 

Hale waited to hear no more. 
Face set, he raced for the eleva

tors. The anesthetic ray projector 
would have to remain unattended. The 
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new threat from the sky was the 
greater problem. Would he have 
t ime ? Would he be able to reach the 
surface before S trato-prison arrive d ?  
Would he b e  able to use the small in
strument he had carried in the past 
week ? 

I t  was not till  he was half-way u p  
that he noticed Laura stood beside 
h im. 

" You shouldn't have come," he pro
tested. "Any s econd, the whol e  ter
mi nal may crack about our ears ." 

The girl stood closer to him. 
" I  wouldn't have been any safer 

below. And if i t  happens, I want to 
be with you." 

He squeezed her hand. He was glad 
she was with him to share that hor
rible moment-if it came. That hor
rible moment of tumbling walls and 
death would leave Gordy victorious. 
But it must not come ! I t  must not ! 

Hale tried to hurry the elevator, by 
sheer force of will. H i s  veins 
throbbed sickeningly, wincing before 
a doom that mi ght crack down at any 
given s econd. It was agony, that ride.  

But the doom did not come. 
Panting, Hale eme rged on a balcony 

of the upper dome. He looked up, 
shielding his eyes from the Sun. 

The half-mile globe of metal hung 
l i ke a gi gantic moon overhead. No 
more than a mile above i t  was slowing 
down under its manipulators, would 
land in perhaps a minute. Its cosmic 
weight would make a shambles of any
thing it  touched, even lightly. 

Laura turned her horrified eyes 
away. She clutched H ale's arm. 

"We haven't much time to escape-" 
Then she noticed that he had raised 

his unwounded right arm. In it he 
held a small tubular i nstrument. 

"Dick ! What are you doing ?" She 
tightened her  grip on his arm wildly, 
thinking him mad. 

Hale shook her off. 
' 'I'm going to destroy it ! "  
"With a p istol ?''  Laura knew now 

that he was mad. 
Hale p ressed the trigger mechanism 

of the little instrument. With a slight 
zing a pellet, propeH ed by an AP cart
ridge, sped invi sibly for the mon
strous globe. 

Hale had made up his mind in
stantly. In destroying Strato-prison, 
h e  would be destroying the l ives of 
Warden Lewis and his <.: rew of men. 
B ut it must be done, for they had 
aligned themselves with Gordy. 
S trata- prison i tself had no right to 
exist.  Its prisoners, now on Earth, 
had been held in l i vi ng-death. 

Hale did not know exactly how i t  
would happen. He watched with the 
fascinated interest of the unknown. 
Alone of D r. Allison's secrets he had 
never tested i t-had never dared. He 
only dared now, forced to do so by the 
emergency of the moment. He had 
hoped n ever to have to employ its aw
ful power. Even down below, trapped 
before the guns. he had taken his 
chances against them rather than use 
the little firing-tube. 

WI T H I N  the pellet were two 
radioactive materials, sep

arated by a partition of wax. At 
the impact, the wax would melt.  
The two radioactive specks would 
collide, merge, explode into a super
nal spark . . . .  

The pellet struck seconds after its 
firing. 

The supernal spark flashed out l ike 
a diamond against the broad dull 
metal of the hull. It grew. Like a 
swift fire, it sent rills of incandes
cence around the hull. 

And the hull burned like paper ! 
Hale had seen the old, preserved 

p ictures of the hydrogen filled 
Hindenburg Z eppelin burning with 
numbi ng swiftness. But this was far 
swifter. One moment the g i gantic 
globe hung sol i d  and real . The next it 
was a puff-ball of black ash that bil
lowed out in the winds and dispersed. 

The tiny spark of the pellet had lit 
an atom-flame, a flame that ran from 
atom to atom with the speed of l ight, 
and turned matter into the ash of d ead 
neutrons. Dr. A ll i son had p ropounded 
that only a thinner medium, like air 
or water would stop it .  Thank God, 
he had been right, Hale breathed, his  
nerves easing. 

A wave of heat thrust down from 
the vanished globe. It  was like the 
blast of a furnace. Hale and Laura 
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fell,  lay in a pool of their own 
perspiration. Their skins turned al
most a boiled red. B lood pounded in 
their ears till their brains reeled. For 
a long minute the tide of heat poured 
down from the sky, over them and 
over all New Washington. 

Then it stopped, and breezes cooled 
their tortured bodies. Laura was cling
ing to Hale's arm. 

" It's over," she whispered. ''That 

was Gordy's last hop e." 
Yes, it was over. F ive years of mad

ness and revenge and struggle against 
the Five. A new tomorrow had 
dawned, for him, for Laura, for all the 
world. At last Dr. Allison's treasures 
could serve their true use. 

All except the last weapon of pure 
destruction. Hale would never let the 
world know that se cret. There was 
no place for it in the new Tomorrow. 
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THE CITY OF THE 

LIVI�G UEAU 
E}' LAURE�CE �A��I �G and 

FLETCHER IJR4 1 I 
C HAPTER I 

Lost Valley 

THE sun sank behind the far-off crags, 
throwing a last red glare like a shout 
of defiance as the white tooth of Her

jehogmen mountain blotted the beams from 
Alvrosdale. A deep-toned copper bell rang 
across the evening. Young men and girls 
left their dancing on the ice, came trooping 
up the path to the Hall of  Assembly. Their 
gay colored clothes stood out brilliantly 
against the white background of snow. 

At the door of the Hall they parted, not 
without sadness. For many it was the last 
parting. Some went into the Hall. Others 
passed on up the path to the line of houses. 
Those who entered were grave, though they 
had laughed and talked not long before. Yet 
they were a goodly company for all that, 
some three-score in number and all in the 
fire of youth. 

Within the hall stood benches. A great 
fire roared against one wall, and against the 
other stood the moldering remains of those 
Machines that were the last relics of the days 
of old. At the center was a dais with places 
for the elders of Alvros. Midmost among 
these sat a man, strong, stern, white-headed, 
who bore on one arm the silver band of au
thority. In his hand he held a small, shiny 
Machine, round in shape, with a white face 
which bore twelve characters written in 
black. As the youth took their places, he 
twisted this Machine, so that it rang a loud 
and strident bell. 

Then there was silence, and the old man 
rose to speak. 

"My friends, you will leave Alvrosdale to
morrow. Your skis are even now prepared. 
Your glider wings await you outside. This 
Hall of Assembly was once the House of 
Power. Here we are met tonight, as is the 
custom of our people, that I may tell the 
story of the last of the Anglesk and warn 
you of the dangers you will meet. 

"Some of y ou-God grant it will be few
will be caught in treacherous winds and 
flung against the Monntain of the South to 
die. Some may be caught by the Demon 
Power, whom the Anglesk worshipped. 
Some will find green fields and prosperity, 

E D I T O R ' S  NOTE: 
Some stories are for
gotten a lmost as soon 
a s  they a re printed. 
Others stand the test 
of time. 

Because "The City of 
the Living Dead," by C::==::!::::!���C:J 
Laurence Manning and Fletcher Pratt, has 
stood this test, we are nominating it for 
SCIENTIFICTION'S HALL OF FAME. 

I n  each issue we will nominate-a nd re
print-a nother favorite of the past. 

Will you vote for your favorite ? Write 
and tell us what it is. 

We hope in this way to bring a new 
permanence to the science fiction gems of 
yesterday and to perform a real service for 
the science fiction devotees of tomorrow. 

and will meet the others of our folk who 
have gone before . . . .  

"But a few of you will wish +o return. To 
these I now say-stay behind ! You are bet
ter off here. I cannot go on with my tale 
till I have asked whether you would prefer 
the life of this quiet dale to that of the outer 
world, with its Power, its mountains, and its 
living dead." 

D
E made a pause, and for a breathing 

space none stirred. Then a maid of the 
company arose, sobbing. She cast her shawl 
over her face and cried that she would live 
and die in Alvrosdale. Then she went forth 
from the Hall with the young man of her 
choice. As the door of the Hall clanged to 
behind them, the rest sat closer, and gave 
ear to the old man. 

"There are none now left alive," he said, 
"who remember Hal Hallstrom in his youth. 
But I give you my word that it was as lusty 
a youth as any of yours. I was light and 
gay and would roll the flavor of adventure 
under my tongue. In those days there were 

A �ac:hinc:; W o.-ld Yic:;lds the; S c:;c:.-c:;t of Its 
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A CO�I'LETE HALL Of 
FA� E  ,...OVELET 

The man with the metal' face was busily push i n g  buttons 

legends of the lords of old, and how the 
Demon Power drove them through the skies 
and over the waters and under the earth. 
But they were the rusty legends of those 
who tell a tale without understanding its 
meaning. 

"This very Hall of Assembly was held to 
be the home of the Demon Power, a place 
so accursed that none dare approach it. This 
Demon was believed to be the same who 
had so deo.lt with the Mountain of the South 

that it fell across the neck of our dale and 
cut it off from the world in long past ages. 
We know now that this is not true, but men 
thought otherwise then." 

He paused, then went on : 
"In those days I heard also legends that 

when the Mountain of the South closed off 
the dale, the Anglesk sent men through the 
air to bring us this thing and that. Such 
tales were held foolish beyond words. Now 
we ourselves fly through the air, though not 

Uoo01 and Fo.-t:shadows lht; Ut:slln}' of �an! 
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as the Anglesk with the aid of the Demon 
Power. 

"Also there were legends of the splendor 
of the v11lages of the Anglesk. They piled 
stone on stone to make mountainous dwell
ings in which the night was bright as day 
by suns of their own contriving. They quar
reled and slew each other from afar with 
thunderbolts. The voices of men long dead 
spoke to them from Machines, and the voices 
of men far away spoke to them through the 
clouds. 

"Old wives' tales ! But I was young, and 
youth must ever test the false and true by 
the touchstone of experience, even as you 
now go forth to do. One who has reached 
my age seeks neither for truth nor beauty 
any more, but only for rest." 

Herewith one of the elders touched the 
arm of the old man, who looked around. Re
called to his narrative, he went on. 

* * * * * 

ascent was like to be my last. A storm ha� 
come up and veiled the head of the moun
tain. I was weak with the chill. The wounds 
in my hands were nipped by the icy blast. 
My hunger had become a terrible gnawing 
pain. The glacier petered out and I had to 
clamber among rocks that were covered with 
a glare of ice. 

The wind shrieked about me among the 
rocks. The storm blotted out all knowledge 
of the Sun. I knew that if  another night 
found me on that bleak summit, all nights 
and days would end for me. Yet I kept on. 
I came at last to a place where a wall of ice
covered rock rose sheer before me. To right 
and left there seemed no passage, and I 
halted, ready to lie down in despair. But as 
I stood stiiJ, I caught sight of a black shape 
amid the gray of the whirling snow. A great 
golden eagle swept down on the wings of 
the wind past me, ,swung off suddenly to the 
left. Just at the limit of my sight, it turned 
again over the rocky wall. 

I WAS in charge of the flock close by the I TO 0 K it for an omen and followed down 
brink where Oster Dalalven plunges un- the wall to whe1·e the eagle had disap-

der the Mountain of the South. I was seized peared. Sure enough, there lay a narrow 
with a great longing to see these dwellings chimney through the rock, that might not 
where men once moved in light and music. otherwise have been seen. I leapt i11to it.  

Thereupon. so hasty was my mood, I stumbling and slipping on the loosened 
slung my quiver over my shoulder without stones, but going upward. A few minutes 
more ado. With staff in hand, I set out for later I had reached the top of the wall, and 
the Mountain of the South, making a wide with it the crest of the mountain ! It is un-
circuit to the east to go around this very likely that any, however expert cragsmen 
House of Power. they may be, will follow my path. We now 

In those days few in Alvrosdale and none have wings and soar over that perilous tower 
outside could equal me as a cragsman. But with never a break. But if you should wish 
I had need of all my skiiJ. As I advanced, to attempt it, I warn you-do not venture ! 
the edges of the Mountain of the South be- For I am convinced that only by the favor 
came ever more rugged, torn into heaps of the most high gods and by the omen of 
and pinnacles as sharp as daggers. All the golden eagle did I come through un-
morning long I clambered among the rocky scathed. 
screes, tearing clothes or skin. I had followed the eagle through the pass 

At noon I made pause and ate sparingly and stood indeed on the highest crest of the 
of the bread and cheese I had brought for Mountain of the South. Now the storm 
my lunch. Of water there was none, nor did cleared away as if by magic, and far be-
l see any sign of trees or other life. The neath me I saw the Mountain spread out. 
Mountain of the South is a vast wilderness Beyond the Mountain lay a smiling valley, 
of stone, hard and desolate, not mellowed l ike Alvrosdale, but broader and deeper. 
with age like our summits of the Keel. Through the heart of it trailed our own river 

But still my heart was high, and I took -Oster Dalalven-after it burst foaming 
to climbing again. My road grew worse. from the rocks beneath the Mountain. 
Thrice I was near to death, as some ledge Beside it was a white ribbon of a road 
I was on ran out into sheerest precipice with- that ran off into the distance. Along the 
out room to turn back. The loneliness of road I could see the habitations of men, 
the place weighed down upon my spirit. All gleaming in the afternoon sunlight, and for-
that day I saw no living thing, and I had ests that ran down almost to the houses and 
always known the kindJy dale of Alvros, at times hid the road. I shouted for joy and 
where the cow-bells tinkled ever within began the descent of the mountain. In that 
hearing. At night I made camp just below moment I knew that the tales of a world 
the edge of the line where the snows mantle of splendor were based on truth. 
the rugged pinnacles. Half an hour later I shot a ptarmigan and 

In the morn, as I started on, I still saw tasted meat for the first time in three days. 
the summit towering far above me. Now I This was the greatest luck, for the descent 
dared not turn back, for fear of the ' rocks was worse than the climb on the other side 
and avalanches. All day I tramped the snow. had been. For a day I floundered amid the 
Toward afternoon I found a glacier that drifts, and came at last to a place that 
eased my labor somewhat. Yet up it I must dropped sheer for half a mile. There was 
move with utmost caution. Great crevasses no descent, so I had to turn back and try 
ran down for miles into its heart, often so this way and that. 
hidden that not until I thrust my stick Three days I spent thus, going d own and 
through the crust of snow did they become coming back, climbing and descending, be-
visible. That night I built myself a cairn of fore I reached the bottom. On the second 
ice in the lee of a rock, and camped. day I knew once more the kindness of the 

I awoke so stiff that the third day of my gods. My foot touched a stone that touched 
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another and suddenly set off a landslide that 
cleared my path down the worst of the 
steeps. 

At last I stood at the base of the moun
tain, a place by no means lacking in piled 
rocks, but with no more dizzy descents. For 
a time I lay on my face, prostrate, and 
clasped the fair grass with my bruised hands. 
That grass felt softer to them than after the 
longest winte r !  

Then I arose. With such strength as I 
had left, I staggered to the brim of Oster 
Dalalven and plunged my face in the water. 
By the brim of the stream I fell asleep, 
though the Sun was still high in the heavens. 

I woke in the chill of dawn, with the mem
ory of a sound ringing in the back of my 
head. As I started to my feet, I heard again 
the sound that had roused me-the baying 
of a dog. In a moment it was answered by 
multiple voices, as when a pack of our Al
vrosdale hounds track a rabbit. 

"Surely," I thought, "there must be men 
not far away in this dale, since there are 
men's dogs here." 

I climbed onto a boss of rock the better 
to see my way and the dogs that had bayed. 

•s I reached the crest of  the stone, the 
1"11. hounds swept into view from the road 
not a hundred paces to my left. They came 
tearing along among the stones. They were 
dogs indeed, but such as I had never seen, 
strong and ten-ible of  aspect. Nor were they 
on the trail of a rabbit, but a great antlered 
deer. In a moment they were past. But two 
of the pack paused when they came to where 
I had passed, sniffing and growling over the 
place where I had slept. 

"If all the Anglesk are as great as their 
dogs, then theirs is indeed a mighty race," 
I thought. 

The road itself was curious, all overgrown 
and the stone pushed apart by grass and 
weeds. The dried grass of other summers 
lay among the fresh, as though it had been 
there for a long time. Yet I mused not 
overmuch on it, for the road led up under 
the Mountain of  the South. All men knew 
how that hill had risen between Alvrosdale 
and the world in a single night, breaking 
sheer across the road and all else. 

Perhaps a mile or two farthe1· along, I 
saw houses clustered in a hamlet between 
road and river. Among them all there was 
no sign of life. While it might have been 
the earliness of the hour, I remarked it be
cause of the other signs of  desolation on 
that journey. My heart misgave me. 

A s  I drew near, I was more surprised than 
ever. In all that village, which by the leg
ends of the dale should have been a great 
and splendid place, there was neither sound 
of voice, bark of dog, nor sign of smoke in 
the chimneys. A fear came upon me, and I 
ran forward, weak as I was. But at the first 
house my fear was confirmed. The door 
hung ali awry with rust marks at its side. 
The door-sill was split by the frosts of win
ter, and the broken windows looked in on 
ruin and desolation. 

I hastened to the next house and the next, 
and all through the village. Some dwellings 
were of stone and some of purest glass, but 
all alike were empty. It was a village of the 
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dead, but with no sign of dead or living. 
Only at the end of the village did I hear 
the bleating of sheep. 

Going to the spot, I came upon a flock
not well kept, fat sheep such as we house 
in Alvrosdale. These were thin and lank, 
their coats filled with briars. At my ap
proach they made off toward the forest. I 
bent my bow against them and slew a ewe. 

Taking of her meat, I went to one of the 
houses, thinking to cook the meat in that 
ruined town. But in no house that I entered 
was there so much as one fir-eplace. All were 
filled with Machines, now fallen to dust and 
rust, and other appliances whose use I did 
not understand. So I built my fire in the 
open, using dead branches from the trees. 

The food refreshed me much. Packing in 
my scrip as much more of  it as I could con
veniently carry, I followed the road onward. 
Farther down I came upon another House 
of  Power, so like this that the two might 
have been built by the same hand. With 
fear strong within me I swung wide around 
it. Yet that was not needed. Like all else 
in this dale, it was lifeless. Had it held rav
ing monsters, their screams would have been 
welcome. 

CHAPTER I I  

The Dead City 
EVEN now in retrospect it is sad to think 

of coming to that place after that jour
ney. In all the land of the Anglesk I found 
no living man nor heard any voice save 
those o.f the wild dogs as they bayed t�ow 
near, now far. For days I journeyed thu1:i. 
Many villages I passed, all well built and 
strong and beautiful, testifying to the glory 
of the Anglesk. All were filled with Ma
chines of much marvel-and all were fallen 
to ruin and rust. At night I often lay in the 
cellars of these houses. By day I walked, 
killing now a sheep and now a hog. 

One day I came to a place where the 
houses grew thicker and the forest had re
treated until the village was the greatest ever 
seen by the eye of man. Some of these 
houses were like those I had heard of  in 
legends-mighty towers whose tops soared 
to the douds, built all of stone and bronze 
so that the tooth of  time had hardly touched 
them. But all were dead and deserted like 
the rest, with only birds to nest bebin.d the 
broken windows, and swine to root among 
the melancholy streets. 

As twilight fell, I made preparations to 
find a cellar for the night. But I saw am01�g 
the myriad towers a single one that held a 
light in its window. A great, fierce hope 
sprung up in me that living men might be 
here, thou.gh mingled with it was the fear 
that it was only a trap of  the Demon Power. 
H owever, for what purpose had I come so 
far in such a melancholy land-but to ad
venture ? So I made for this tall tower as 
rapidly as I might through all the tangled 
maze of streets. 

Night had come when I reached it sud
denly. The tower rose before me-a moun
tain of stone and glass, like the M ountain of 
the South in size. There were bright lights 
in four or five windows ncar the base, and 



a whole floor high up. I drew near. A flight 
of steps led up to a great bronze door that 
would not yield to my push, nor was there 
any answer to my knocking. It was already 
late. I looked for a place to spend the night. 

When the sun gilded the towers of the 
great village, I rose to try again. As before, 
I found the bronze doors locked fast against 
me. But the building was of great extent as 
well as height. I did not desist, thinking 
there might be some entrance. I had not 
looked far when I carne upon another and 
smaller door, set level with the street. This 
gave a little to my push and I set my shoul
der against it. Door and lock burst open 
and I plunged in. 

I S T O O D  in a long hall, lit dimly by tall, 
narrow windows. At either side there 

was a long row of doors. With my mind 
now made up to follow the venture through, 
I tried the first. It would not open. But I 
understood the trick of its movement. Slid
ing it to one side, I stepped in. 

I found myself in a room like a closet in 
my father's house in Alvrosdale, windowless 
and very dark. The door had slid into place 
behind me. I groped for it, and I must have 
tonched some Machine within the wall of the 
room. Forthwith thet·e rose a humming 
:sound. When I put my hand out again, it 
touched a wall in rapid motion. The whole 
room was moving ! 

My friends, you cannot understand the 
terror of that moment. I felt that I was in 
the very grip of the Demon Power. Though 
Power is an old and feeble demon now, in 
those days he was strong and malignant. In 
real life men do not faint or go mad with 
terror, when in such situations. They seek 
for some means of escape. But even as I 
sought to escape, there carne a louder buzz 
and the room stopped as suddenly as it had 
moved. A filtered shaft of light from the 
top showed me that it had halted before a 
door. I flung it open. Anything was better 
than that cagelike moving closet. I stood in 
a long hall. Sunlight streamed through the 
glass walls, dazzling back from row on row 
of great ingots of silver. 

So much wealth neither I nor anyone in 
this dale has ever seen. Yet there was some
thing curious about those ingots, when I 
looked at them a second time. Each one 
was laid on a table by itself, and each seemed 
rather a close winding of many wires than a 
solid piece of that precious metal. 

Dumb with astonishment at the sight, I 
approached one of them, thinking that they 
might be a d ream wrought for my undoing 
by the Demon Power. I noted that the form 
of the silver winding had, from a little dis
tance, a certain likeness to that of a man. 
From one side, many of the wires were 
twisted through holes in a slab of stone on 
which the form lay. 

The likeness to the shape of a man in
creased as I approached. When I stood di
rectly over it, I saw that i� was indeed a 
m an, but a dead one-ail swathed and wound 
in silver wires. As they drew near his body, 
the wires grew finer and finer till right over 
the skin they were spread out like silver 
spider webs, half concealing his features. 
The dead man had a grave and reverend as-

pect, like a priest of the gods. No hair grew 
on his head or face, for even here the silver 
wires covered him. 

All this I took in at a glance, and realized 
that each of these piles of silver was a man; 
dead like the first. I stepped back in hor
ror. As I did so, my hand touched the tan
gle of silver wires from one of the dead. All 
up my hand and arm ran a frightful tingling ! 
The dead man I had touched stirred ever so 
slightly I 

W ITH the horror of that moment my 
tongue was loosed. I shrieked and fled. 

Around and around the room I ran, like a 
rat trapped in a cage. At last I reached a 
door and flung it open, not on another nar
row room, but on a stair. Up this I scurried 
without taking account of direction . . . . 

I thought that these dead were under the 
shadow of the Demon Power, that the jar I 
had received was a warning not to disturb 
their sleep, lest I become like them. 

But the staircase up which I fled gave on 
another hall. Like the first, it was filled 
with row upon row of corpses, lapped in sil
ver. The walls were likewise of glass. The 
coiled silver cables, where the thin wires of 
this most precious metal untied, were twisted 
from the sides of the bodies and passed 
through holes in the slabs. 

Yet all this I hardly noted, for I ran on to 
another hall, and another, and yet another. 
Up and down the stairs I scampered, seek
ing only to leave that accursed place. I do 
not know how long I ran thus up and down. 
I only know that at last, stumbling down
ward, I came to a door that led upon a long 
passage. 

Down it  I went. Though it was narrow, 
at one side a Machine hung over the edge 
of the passage to grip the passer-by the in
stant the Demon Power should will it. 

At the end the passage divided in two. 
Not knowing which turn would lead me 
from the building, I chose the right. But I 
had hardly gone twenty paces when before 
me I saw the low flare of a light and heard 
a mighty clanking. 

"Surely," I thought, "this is the very abode 
of the Demon Power himself." 

I turned back with a new fright to add to 
the old. This time I took the other branch. 
As I went down it, I again saw a light ahead 
-but to what purpose would it be to turn 
bac k ?  Moreover I had now gained some 
control of myself. 

"A man who is fated to die will surely die, 
whereas a man fated to live shall walk 
through perils," I said, and strode on. 

The shaft of light came from a room. 
Near the door of the room sat a living man 
on a chair ! 
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He held a board before him, on which he 
moved small carved figures. 

As I entered, he turned to me a face that 
was not a face, but a metal mask. He said 
some words to me in a tongue which I did 
not understand. Overcome with fatigue, I 
fell at his feet . . . .  

When I finally awoke, I was lying on 
the floor. It seemed that the man with 
the metal face looked upon me with kind
ness. In his hand he held vessels, which he 
extended to me, making signs that I should 



eat and drink. Though the food was strange 
I ate and was refreshed. I spoke to him 
quickly. 

"What is this city of the dead? Where are 
the people of so glorious a town ? What 
became of the Anglesk?" 

But he only shook his head and sat down 
again to his board, which was marked out in 
squares of alternate black and white. Then, 
taking one of the cat·ved figures from the 
board, he held it up to me. 

"Rook," he said. , 
I examined it. It was in the likeness of a 

tower of stone, but it conveyed no meaning 
whatever to me. I handed it back with a 
smile for his courtesy. Therewith the man 
with the metal face sighed deeply and mo
tioned me to a seat beside him. He went on 
moving the carved figures here and there, 
making notes on a piece of paper. 

I looked about. The room was long rather 
than wide. A long one wall ran a great 
board, from which loops of wire jutted, en
tering little holes. Presently a red light 
shone from the board and the man with the 
metal face arose. With slow and halting 
steps, like one of great age, he went to the 
board and transferred a loop from one hole 
to another. Then he returned to his table. 

For a long time I waited, watching the 
man with the metal face. He said no more, 
nor did I .  But after a time he arose. Mo
tioning me to follow him, he led me into an
other room. There he showed me a narrow, 
low bed, covered not with blankets but with 
a single web that was marvelously fine, 
softer to the fingers than anything I had 
ever touched. The room was filled with a 
pleasant fragrance like the woods in spring, 
though there was no window and we were 
far from trees. 

He gestured that I should lie on the bed. 
When I had done so, he brought from some 
c0rner a Machine like a cap, and this he 
placed on my head. It  fitted close, with spe
cial parts to cover the ears. I struggled in 
fright, for I thought it some new device to 
trap m e  deeper into the lures of the Demon 
Power. 

But the man with the metal face spoke 
kindly. He placed the cap on his own 
head to show that no harm was intended. 

With that I lay down on the bed and slept. 
My sleep was shot with dreams in which 
the dead rose and spoke to me in the tongue 
of the Anglesk, and told me of frightful 
things . . . .  

To you, my friends, it will seem strange 
that men should speak in another tongue 
than ours. Yet so it was in the days of the 
Anglesk. Men in different dales had differ
ent words for the same thing. They could 
no more understand one another than we 
can understand the babbling of a child or 
the bark of a fox. 

of old. VI onder of all wonders, I under
stood him ! 

"What?" I cried in astonishment. "How 
is it that I now understand what you say, 
thoug-h it is not my own speech?" 

"Oh, that is the radio helmet," he replied, 
treating the matter as of no import. "But 
te11 me, do you play chess ?" His speech was 
thick and slow, as though passed through 
lips unable to form the words properly. 

"Chess ?" I answered. "I don't know the 
name. Is it a game of the Anglesk ?" 

The man with the metal face sighed deeply 
and spoke half to himself. 

"For twenty years I have been bringing 
my Sayers gambit to absolute perfection
my legacy to the world !" Of this I under
stood nothing, but he said aloud : "Yes, I 
am one of the Anglesk, as you call them, 
though our name is the English. I am the 
last." And again the man with the metal 
face sighed. 

"Then what does all this mean?'' I asked. 
"Who built this glorious village and these 
shining towers with the spiderlike bridges 
from one to another ? Where are those who 
should live in them ? And who are the dead 
that lie above ?" 

"They are the English," said the man with 
the metal face. "All that are left of them. 
Let us eat. I will explain it  to you after 
you tell me how you came here, ignorant of 
Machines and civilization, and yet with a 
white skin." 

I fell in with his humor and with him pa ·
took of his curious foods. We sat in the 
room of the board and table, where ever a;:d 
again the red light flashed. Then the man 
with the metal face ceased his talking an d 
changed a loop of silver wire from one hole 
to another. 

I told him of Alvrosdale and of our life 
there, how we hunted and tilled the ground 
and tended our flocks. I told of the Moun
tain of the South and how I had climbed 
over it with the aid of the most high gods. 
It  was a tale of which he did not weary. He 
plied me with meat and drink, and learned 
what I knew. Then he told me his tale in 
turn, which I will repeat to you. 

C HAPTER I I I  

The Story Metal Face Told 

KN OW, man of Alvrosdale, that I am old 
beyond a hundred summers, and so is 

the youngest of those sleeping dead above. 
Much have I seen and heard and read, and 
of one thing I am sure. You are of a race 
which for thousands of summers has been 
shut away from the progress of civilization. 
You have no business in this dying world. 
When you have heard how it is with us, you 
had best go back over your mountain, there 
to stay. Or perhaps you will gather com-

IN the morning I awoke fresh and rested panions, and come out of your dale to people 
after my sleep. The man with the metal a new world. 

face was bending over me. I lurched up- Long centuries ago, the world held count-
right in the first wild surprise at finding my- less hundreds of millions of people. There 
self in this unfamiliar place. H e  bent over were men whose skins were black, and me:1 
and detached the Machine I had been wear- with yeljow skins and even with red skins. 
in?. through the night. But I tnought all men with white skins had 

'Do you play chess ?" he asked, not in our died long ago. The men with white skins 
own words, but in the tongue of the Anglesk spread out and conquered all the rest of the 

99 



world, so that the black and yellow and red 
men toiled for them. They founded colonies, 
and the colonies grew to be greater than 
other nations. 

In older ages men quarreled, and fought 
destructive wars in which thousands were 
slain by guns, which hurled great pieces of 
steel that rent and tore asunder all that stood 
in their path. But scientists designed Ma
chines called Radio, fashioned so cunningly 
that a man had but to speak in them to be 
heard by many men in distant lands. Now 
in the days of which I speak, the English 
spoke into their Radio and their tongue 
spread across the whole world. Then the 
quarreling of nations ceased, for there is no 
quaere! that may not be settled by simple 
words. 

That was long after the Mountain of the 
South had risen to shut off your dale. The 
people of your dale may have heard of the 
wonders of our civilization, though it is not 
likely. We had Machines that flew through 
the air and bore many passengers across 
the oceans. Machines grew crops for us, 
tending them carefully and driving away the 
insects. Machines transformed these crops 
into food without the intervention of hands. 
We built majestic cities, of which this is one 
of the least, cities in which men lived lives 
of ease and plea-sure. 

Pleasure ! That was the t ragedy of our 
world. We did not know that the pursuit of 
pleasure alone, which had become our guide, 
was to be our ruin. 

of carving, w a s  the next art to cease. The 
scientists made Machines that felt gently 
over living persons and carved their like
nesses out of enduring stone or wood. 

But why tell you more ? You have heard 
enou-gh to understand that art, the last ref
uge of leisure, was destroyed by the very 
Machines that gave man the leisure to enjoy 
art. So it was with everything. Adventure 
of all kinds died. The last depths in the 
earth were plumbed. The last mountains 
were climbed or flown over by the might of 
the Machines. Men even made Machines to 
reach the other planets that circle around 
the Sun. They went to them, found them all 
inhospitably hot, cold or airless. 

Even here the Machines did away with all 
those occupations which provide adventure. 
Adventure is always the outcome of some 
lawless act, and the scientists had eliminated 
lawlessness by eliminating criminals soon 
after the coming of universal peace. Ma
chines tested every child and supplied the 
proper remedies to make him a good citi
zen. 

You must picture, my barbarian_ friend, a 
world in which Machines had deprived men 
not only of labor, but of amusement, adven
ture, excitement-in short, of everything that 
makes life wol-thwhile. Those were terrible 
days of boredom ! 

WHAT was lef t ?  Only the frantic pur
suit of artificial pleasures. And men 

did pursue pleasure to a degree which seems 
fantastic even to me. Men became connois

� AN you imagine, barbal'ian of Alvrosdale, seurs of odot-s, of clothes. Even I spent a ._., what it is to be free from the necessity month's income on a new perfume, and a 
of earning your bread? You cannot, for you thousand dollars for a single piece of cloth 
belong to another age and another race. But of original design. But even here the Ma-
the English all over the world, and the men chines followed us, doing things better than 
of other l-aces who had become English, now we. We had nothing but leisure-endless, 
had nothing to do. The sources of Power meaningless leisure. 
were inexhaustible. The amount of work Then the institution of Adventure Insur-
necessary to make them available was so ance arose. It began with a Japanese named 
slight that half an hour's labor a day suf- Hatsu Y otosaki. He was hired to furnish 
fic;ed to earn a man his living. And the Ma- new amusement-"thrills" they called it-to 
chines continued to grow ever more com- a party of Australians who had gone on an 
plex and more ingenious. extended air voyage over Antarctica. 

Adventure disappeared when war became This Jap conceived the idea of letting each 
obsolete. For some people, art filled the va- member of the party know, indirectLy, that 
cant hours. But as the scientists grew i n  some other one o f  the party was a criminal 
knowledge, the Machines they made ex- lunatic who was scheming to murder him. 
ecuted the arts better than the artists them- Long before their six months' cruise was up, 
selves. they were all eying each other with suspi-

Music was the first of the arts to disap- cion and fright, prowling about the corridors 
pear. First there were Machines that re- of the airship at night and doing all the 
corded the performances of great musicians things men do under the influence of fear. 
and reproduced them tD individual hearers Three of them were even killed by mistake. 
at any time. Then came Machines that gave When they got back to Melbourne, Y oto
the-se reproductions to vast audiences. saki told the survivors how he had manu
Others showed the audiences such lifelike factured their fright. Instead of jailing him 
pictures of the music-ians that they seemed for murder, they hailed him as a deliverer, 
to be present in person. And finally Ma- the founder of a new idea_ The idea was 
chines were invented that altogether elim- taken up with enthusiasm. Everywhere men 
inated the musician. They created the cor- were hired to involve people iri wild and im
rect tones and shades of tones with scientific possible, often bloody, adventure-s. 
accuracy. B ut even here the scientists tried to inter-

The picture Machines brought an end to vene with their Machines. "Why," they ar
music. They destroyed the art of the the- gued, "go to all this trouble and expense to 
ater. You can't know what a theater was. provide adventures for oneself ? You can 
It was a place where people acted stories. obtain them vicariously by attending the 
With the going of theaters, too, there were mechanized theaters.'' 
fewer and fewer artists, and finally we had The answer of the public was that the vi
mere puppets. Sculpture, which was a kind carious adventures of the theater were in-
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sipid, without the element of personal con
tact. They gave the spectator none of the 
personal thrill that is part of a real adven
ture. This led to the formation of great com
panies to furnish adventures to people. 

Now the governments of the world grew 
worried. With the coming of universal free
dom from labor, pleasure and its pursuit had 
become the main concern of government. 
They accordingly set the scientists to find 
an antidote to the adventure companies, 
which had succeeded in eluding government 
control. The result is this building and these 
people who are the living dead. 

It did not come all at once. You see only 
the finished product. At first the scientists 
sought nothing more than to make their 
mechanized theaters more perfect. They had 
already perfected the reproduction of sound 
and motion in the early ages. To this was 
now added a device that added the sense of 
smell. If the picture story was laid in a 
woodland the scent of piny branches swept 
through the audience. If at sea, there was 
the tang of the salt spray. 

and better until a perfect artificial hand 
could be produced. 

The next step came when the plan was 
applied to a man who had hopelessly lost 
his sight. For this man they made a new 
pair of eyes, fitted with Machines called 
photo-sensitive cells, such as those I bear on 
my own face. In them i s  a metal called 
potassium. When light falls upon it, potas
sium alters its resistance to an electrical cur
rent. For every speck of light there was a 
change in the electrical current that ran 
through the Machine. That change was com
municated to a set of wires, which in turn 
communicated it to the nerve of the eve. 
Then the man, though without eyes, coUld 
see ! 

IN time, this grew to be the common 
treatment for those who had lost their 

eyes, just as mechanical hands and feet re
placed those members. And to one of our 
scientists, Professor Bruce, there came a 
new idea. If a man could by these means 
see what really happened, why should he not 
see also things that have never occurred? 

BUT the people tired of these shows. Do you understand ? 
They came and were amused for once, After long experimentation, Bruce found 

but never came again. The scientists then that if the photo-sensitive cell of a blind 
produced the sensations of heat and cold. man were removed, and the silver wires that 
People went to winter pictures wrapped in led to his optic nerve were attached to other 
furs as though for a trip to the arctic re- wires, electrical currents could be sent down 
gions. Vast artificial winds stormed through these other wires that would make him see 
the theaters to the tune of the swaying things that were not actually there at all. 
boughs in the pictures. Clouds of smoke and When the adventure associations sprang 
tongues of veritable burning flame were up, the scientists had achieved a high state 
rolled out over the audience. At last de- of perfection. The blind could be made to 
vices were introduced which gave the sitters see almost anything, even a whole series of 
gentle electrical shocks at emotional mo- non-existent events. 
ments in the performances. This was the situation when the growth 

And now came the great discovery. A of the adventure associations began to 
man had had his hand cut off in an accident. threaten the basis of organized government. 
It had been the custom previously to pro- For the adventure associations promoted 
vide such unfortunates with artificial limbs disorder among those very elements of the 
of marvelous ingenuity and dexterity. Now people who s.hould most desire security. 
the man's surgeon, whose name was Bright- The head of a great food company, for ex-
man, suggested a metal hand. It should be ample, was involved in an adventure. In 
controlled by silver wires. The ends of the the course of it he was attacked by several 
silver wires should be drawn out exceedingly men who struck at him with clubs. One of 
fine, and attached to the nerves controlling them struck a trifle too hard. The food com-
the motions of the fingers. pany owner was killed, and his company sui-

The nerves of the body are themselves fered. 
like wires. They carry the messages of the In an evil hour, some scientist suggested 
brain to the muscles and those of the mus- to the N ew Zealand government that the 
cles back to the brain. Brightman proposed people should be offered plays they could 
that the brain should deliver its message to witne�s through their optic net·ves, and thus 
the artificial metal nerves, thus causing the experience them as actualities. This would 
metal hand to move as a live hand would. be a substitute for the adventures of the as-
It was his theory that all nervous impulses sociations. The government accepted the 
are delivered by electrical means, and if this suggestion, though it would necessitate re-
was true the process would work. moving the eyes of the subjects, and provid-

The theory was not new. Previously ing them with photo-sensitive cells. A man 
though, there had been lacking any means who trusts his whole life to an adventure 
to connect the metal wires to the nerves. association would certainly be willing to 
This time it was done by building human submit to the slight inconvenience of seeing 
protoplasm. The connection between the sil- through a mask instead of through his eyes 
ver wire and the nerve was made. It was for the 1·est of his life. 
placed in an electrical bath and given an At first there was no great rush on the 
atomic bombardment. And behold ! The part of the people to accept the operation. 
connecting end of the silver wire became a A few did so, and gave glowing accounts 
nerve wire of the same material as the rest of the results. But submitting to the oper-
of the nerve ! 

. 
ation meant permanent disfig�rement. For 

Thus the plan worked-at first, not well the sake of a few hours, or even days, of 
nor rapidly, but it worked. And as it was visual pleasure that did not appeal to the 
tried in succeeding cases, it worked better majot;ty. 
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It was at once apparent, though, that elec
trical impulses could be arranged so the sub
ject could see things that were not in exist
ence. Other impulses were then similarly ar
ranged to reach the senses of sms;.ll, and 
even of feeling, taste or what you will. Like 
the original operation on the eyes, the proc
ess of development was slow. It was over 
a hundred years from the New Zealand gov
ernment's oii.er to the date when the com
pleted Adventure Machines such as you, h a ve 
seen were produced in all their complexity. 

The type of electrical impulse needed to 
produce the desired sensation on every nerve 
had first to be found, then applied. Finally it 
had to be woven into a complex record to 
be placed in a Machine with other records 
to provide the Machine Adventurer with a 
complete series of sensations. 

The final process was that the subject was 
operated upon by skilled surgeons. Every 
nerve in the body was laid bare, one after 
another-eyes, ears, nerves of feeling and 
taste, nerves of motion. To each was at
tached the tiny silver wire, and each was 
given the atomic treatment, then led down 
with the others to form a cable. During the 
first part of the operation the subject was 
placed under anesthesia. But at the end, 
until his record was connected, he experi
enced no sensations at all. 

He merely existed in an inert state, devoid 
of animation or feeling. 

C HAPTER I V  

End of a World 
,e.S one set of nerves after another yielded 

.t1t.. its secret-s to the scientists, the govern
ment Adventure Machines began to grow 
populaL They had enormous advanfages 
over the adventure associations. The asso
ciations offered personal adventure that was 
often deadly. The government Machines 
were absolutely safe. The adventure asso
ciations were costly. The government device 
cost nothing. 

When the subject submitted to the opera
tion, he was regarded as legally dead and 
his property passed to the govecnment. The 
adventure associations could offer only vio
lent physical adventures. The government 
method could give the adventurer whatever 
he wanted. They could enable him to get 
the most out of life in whatever way he 
wished, for records of every sort were pre
pared, suited to the psychology of the in
dividual. 

Thus if the operator wished to make the 
adventurer feel that he was hunting, the rec
ord of a hunting adventure was placed in the 
Machine, and the cable leading from the ad
venturer's nerves was connected to it. The 
nerves of the adventurer's foot would assure 
him that he trod the mold of the forest. The 
nerves of his eyes would bring him a vision 
of the dim vista of trunks and wild animals 
bounding through them. The nerves of his 
hands and arms would tell him he was mak
ing the correct motions to take aim and 
bring the animal down. And through the 
nerves of his ears, the Machine Adventurer 
would hear the dying scream of the beast 
he had slaughtered. 

These records are of an immense complex
ity. All the lower stories of this building 
are filled with tJhem. The Machine Adven
turer chose his general tye of adventure. 
His psychological charts, made when he was 
young, showed the type of mind he pos
sessed, and what his 1·eactions would be un
der certain stimuli. With the charts and his 
choice before them, the government oper
ators would lay out a course of adventures 
£01· him. After the operation, he would pass 
through them in succession, one following 
the other. 

There was a large number of adventures 
to choose from. Did he wish to know what 
the distant planets looked like ? He would 
be given an adventure in which he was the 
head of an expedition. Under the spell of 
the Machine he gathered men and materials. 
With his own hands he worked on a space 
ship. He saw friends and companions about 
him. All his senses reeled to the shock as 
his ship sprang away from Earth. He even 
felt that he ate and drank during the trip. 
At last he saw the new planet swimming in 
the skies as his ship approached it. 

You see the advantages ? Men could 
achieve everything possible in actual life, and 
many things that actual life never holds even 
for the most fortunate ! 

They could, i'f they were the proper type, 
return to the cave-man period of existence. 
Or they might float as disembodied spirits 
down endless corridors of an artificial Nir
vana. 

T-HERE wat� but one thing the Machine 
Adventurer could not do. He could not 

return to the world. The operations were 
irreversib.le. They involved laying bare every 
nerve of the body and by atomic bombard
ment making it an integral part of the silver 
wire· that carried the false messages of sen
sation to it. To reverse the operation would 
naturally leave the returned Machine Adven
turer deaf, dumb, blind and helpless, a mere 
living jelly. 

But nobody wished to return. The Adven
ture Houses contained a vast store of rec
ords. The adventurers themselves were prac
tically immortal. They could pass the rest 
of their days in a series of pleasing and 
thrilling experiences that always ended hap
pily. Some of the more complex adventures, 
li.ke those in which the subjects found them
selves in the roles of world conquerors, 
lasted over a period of years. As soon as 
one was ended, the operators of the Adven
ture Houses switched the subject onto a new 
adventure. 

People readily abandoned the outside 
world. It was rapidly growing depopulated. 
Whole groups of people were undertaking 
Machine Adventures. 

At this point the very scientists who had 
developed the Machines became alarmed at 
the great rush of people to use them. They 
advised the destruction of the machines and 
the substitution of some other method of 
providing thrills and adventures. But the 
governments of the world, secure as no gov
ernments had ever been before, turned their 
backs on the scientists and built more and 
g·reater Adventure Houses. 

The scientists attempted to appeal to the 
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people over the heads of the governments. 
The people laughed at them. The govern
ments paid no attention until one group of 
Oriental scientists destroyed the great Ad
venture House at Chien-po by concentrating 
destructive rays upon it. This roused the 
governments to action. They rounded up all 
the disagreeing scientists. But instead of 
being executed, they were forcibly operated 
upon and placed in Adventure Houses. 

The battle was a losing one from the start. 
One after another the scientists grew old and 
abandoned the hopeless struggle. They even
tually preferred to enter the Adventure 
House and have a couch of ease and pleasant 
experiences. 

I cannot picture for you the universal de
cay of every kind of life save that furnished 
by the Adventure Machines. Adventure 
Machines for even little children were pro
duced . . . . 

After awhile it became difficult to find op
erators for the Machines. Cities and towns 
were practically depopulated. In the Ma
chines, every man found every pleasure en
hanced to the nth degree. 

* * * 

WITH these words, the voice of the man 
with the metal face trailed off and he 

sat babbling in his chair like one grown mad. 
I let him babble on, while I sat in silence. 
And after a time he rose and prepared meat 
for us and we ate. 

But still some doubts and questions trou
bled my mind. 

" How came it that you escaped to tell this 
tale ?" I asked him. 

"I did not escape," he said, touching the 
metal mask that covered all his face. "Don't 
you see this? It is the badge of my own 
servitude to the Machines. I,  no Jess than 
the rest, underwent the operation. And oh, 
the delight of it ! For I was born by the 
shore of the sea, a nd in my adventure I 
swam forever among the green depths and 
saw strange monsters. I would willingly 
have been left there. 

"But a day came when the last of the op
erators of this Adventure House died. The 
three surgeons, who were all that were left, 
took me from the Machine and brought me 
back to this cruel world. I was an engineer 
and they needed me to operate the Machine. 
For my eyes they gave me these Machines, 
for my ears other Machines, and the tips of 
my hands and feet-all, all, I am a Ma
chine !" 

He cried these last words so wildly that I 
was fearful he might again fall into his in
sensate babbling. 

"But these adventurers," I broke in hastily, 
"how do they eat ?" 

His lip curled with scorn of my ignorance. 

stand. "And what does your work consist 
of here?" 

"I change the adventures and see that the 
machinery does not break down." 

"But there are thousands of the living 
dead above. Do you change all the adven
tures as they run through them?" 

The man with the metal face hesitated and 
stammered as one in embarrassment. 

"I am supposed to," he said finally, "but I 
am all alone now. It is too much. These 
few"-he waved his hand at the board on 
the wall-"were friends of mine once, and 
their adventures I change." 

"But what makes the Machines run?" I 
asked, seeing that he was ashamed and wish
ing to draw him from his thoughts. 

"Power," said he. 
And I shuddered, for I knew in good truth 

that I was in the very lair of that Demon. 
" But where does Power come from, and 

who is he ?" I asked, as boldly as I might. 
For answer he took me by the hand then 

led me out of the room and down a dizzy 
flight of iron stairs-down-down to the 
very bowels of the earth. Finaliy he stopped 
and pointed. I saw a long shaft with a ruddy 
glow far at the base. As I leaned over the 
iron rail, a pebble dropped from my pocket 
and fell downward. I never heard it strike. 

"There is the source of Power ! "  cr"ed the 
man with the metal face. "The Eat·th's cen
tral heat-for this world is fiery-hot at its 
core. Our scientists learned long ago how 
to tap it. I doubt not that the first tappiPg 
was why the mountain rose against your 
dale." 

With that we fell into conversation on this 
thing and that, and I stayed with him for 
many days. 

In the end I was anxious to return to my 
own place. But I knew not how to surmount 
the Mountain of the South again. So I 
begged the man with the metal face to help 
me with the wisdom of the Anglesk. 

He thought on it for a time and said that 
he would help me. But when he would show 
me how to escape over the mountain by 
means of Power, I refused. So he offered 
to show me how to build these wings we 
now use, on condition that I take him with 
me. He wanted to look again upon the faces 
of living men and women, and hear them 
talk. I agreed to this, and we left the living 
dead to repeat eternally their empty adven
tures. 

The man with the metal face was stricken 
by the brilliance of the day. Yet the thought 
of meeting living people sustained him. H e  
showed me t h e  trick of these wings h e  called 
gliders. I learned to soar down the currents 
of the wind like a bird. Thereupon we set 
out for the Mountain of the South and for 
Alvrosdale. 

"In truth," he said, "you are a barbarian of "V RE we reached the place, the man with 
the early ages. You do not know of the .II;. the metal face sickened and died. We 
D'Arsonval diathermic method ? Among the had exhausted such of his food as he brought 
silver wires on each adventurer's leg is with him from the tower, and the flesh of  
clamped the end of an electric circuit. At sheep and swine was over-rough fare for 
such times as meals are necessary, they are him. So perished the last of the Anglesk. 
given electric meals of low and high fre- On his death he gave me this Machine with 
quency currents. I tell you because you ask, a voice, which he called an "alarum clock," 
not because you will understand." to be a perpetual m emento of the terror of 

"Ah," I said, for in truth I did not under- Machines and the folly of the An glesk. 
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The man with the metal face I sadly buried 
by a pile of stones. Then I buckled my wirigs 
to my back and soared away. 

But when I returned to Alvrosdale, bear
ing on my back the wings that were the 
proof of my tale, there was great hurry and 
bustle. Many would have taken t�e . eagles' 
causeway outward as I had taken 1t mward. 
In those days the dale was so crowded with 
fold that many could not have good fortune. 
Nevertheless the land would lie fallow if 
most went and some must remain behind to 
care for those who returned broken in spirit 
or in body. 

Therefore this ceremony and the exam
inations through which you have passed 
were instituted. Each year the dale chooses 
of its best and boldest. To them is told this 
tale before they start on the long journey. 

Now I leave you-and good luck attend 
your flight. But bear in mind that the vil
lages and Machines of the Anglesk are ac
cursed. They belong to the living dead until 

• 

their towers shall topple to the ground. 
Farewell." 

* * * * * 

W I T H  these words the old man sat 
down exhausted with his long speech 

and the me�·wry of the trials and terrors of 
the past. 

Dawn streaked palely along the eastern 
windows of the Hall of Assembly. The hear
ers of the tale arose and made their way 
gravely to the door. 

In the doorway each was met by one who 
gave him a scrip of food, a pair of skis and 
a set of wings. One after another they sped 
down the snowy hill, to gather speed and 
finally to soar aloft in the clear wintry dawn. 

Over the Mountain of the South they flew 
with their cargo of new hopes, fears and as
pirations. And the world they glided over 
was dead, silent, empty, but that they must 
prove to themselves. 
© l:_101J, Gerusba.ck l'ublicat.ion�, rnc . 
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Th11unbnail Slu;h:h�s of Gr�at ��n and A£hi���ID�nts 

Er �ORT WEISI�GER 

THE ROYAL R04() 

E

TIENNE PASCAL sat at the candle-lit dinner table, silently enjoying his 
food. Seated at his right was his only son, twelve-year-old Blaise. 

But Blaise was not eating. He stared unseeingly at his roast, lost in 
speculation. The elder Pascal stopped chewing, addressed his son. 

"You're not eating, lad," he said sharply. "What's the matter-isn't the food 
good enough ?" 

Young Blaise Pascal started, his face flushed. "I'm - I'm not hungry, 
fnther," the boy stammered. "I 'd rather play in my own room." 

"Play !" thundered Etienne Pascal. "You call studying Latin, Greek, history, 
geography and philosophy, play ? You'd rather read your books than eat ?" 

The boy nodded, eyes shining brightly. 
"Yes," he said quickly, "I am reading about 
Alexander the Great. His life was very 
thrilling. You know, father, besides being 
a great general, Alexander was a mathe
matician. Or rather, he was interested in 
mathematics.'' 

Etienne Pascal frowned. "Eh ?'• he mut
tered. "Alexander the Great was interested 
in mathematic s ?" he repeated. 

"Yes, father. My book says that when 
Alexander's teacher, Menaechmus, sought to 
teach him geometry, Alexander ordered his 
instructor to teach it to him in a hurry." 

Etienne Pascal smiled at the erudition dis
played by his youthful son. 

"Well, what happened ? Did Menaechmus 
teach him geometry in a hurry ?" 

"No, father. Menaechmus told Alexander: 
'There is no royal road to geometry.' I 
guess he meant that Alexander couldn't 
conquer geometry the way he conque:·ed 
worlds." 

Etienne Pascal went back to his roast, 
munching thoughtfully. Was there anything 
his son didn't know ? 

As if in answer to his unvoiced question, 
young Blaise spoke again. 

"Father. What is geometry ?" 
Etienne Pascal stood up, glared at his son 

as though the youth had confessed to the 
crime of murder. 

"Son," he roared, "geometry is the sci
ence of making true diagrams, and of find
ing the proportions between them. And that 
is all you will ever learn from me concern
ing that subject. I forbid you to study 
mathematics ! First you will learn a11 the 
classical arts. When you have mastered 
them to my satisfaction, only then shall I 
permit you to study geometry. Now you 
can go to your room. And don't ever let me 
hear you menti on mathematics ar;ain !' '  

a chance to study the mysterious geometry, 
much as a child would whine for candy. But 
his father was adamant. Not only did he 
warn his precocious son to forget his in
terest in mathematics, but he locked up all 

Blaise Pascal 

his textbooks on the subject, cautioned ali 
his friends against mentioning mathematics 
in his son's presence. 

The reason for Etienne Pascal's iron-clad 
ruling regarding the absence of mathematics 
from his son's curriculu m ?  He was a drill
master by trade, vitally interested in the 
education of his children. He taught his 
children the various classical subjects, se
lecting their courses of reading, giving them 
assignments, etc. 

Astonished at the ease with which young 
Blaise absorbed the stock classical knowl
edge of the day, Etienne Pascal tried to 
hold the boy down t o  reasonable pace to ' 
avoid in juring his health. M athematics w<�s 
taboo, on the theory that the young genius 

In vain B !ai�e pleaded with his fatber for mi ght overstrain himself_ Geometry espe-
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cially was outlawed, for its charm might 
prove fatal. 

But Etienne Pascal, although an excel
lent drillmaster, was a poo1· psy ch olog i st
His ban on geom etry naturally excited the 
boy's curiosity. And, all alone in h i s play
room, young B laise made dia grams on the 
floor. H is Latin and Greek text-books lay 
discarded, and young Blaise, remembe ri ng 
only his father's one-sentence definition of 
Jeometry , began the Herculean task of sol v
mg its laws and theorems. 

Young Blaise set himself problems, i n 
vented satisfactory methods by proof. or 
demonstrations. Profiting by his t raining in 
the use of reason , he proceeded from step 
to step , until he reached the thirty-second 
proposition of Euclid : the sum of the an
gles of a triangle is equal to two rig ht 
angles ! Alone, unaided, the y o u t h ful ,  
twelve-year-old genius had formulated ac
curately more than thirty of Euclid's im
mortal propositions. I t  was a feat that n o  
mathematician since t h e  yea1· 1 635 has been 
able to duplicate. 

As the boy worked busily w i t h  his latest 
problem, meditating deeply a s  to how the 
theorem could be proven . his father entere d ,  
unperceived. 

Blai�e realized the game was up. H e  
jumped to h i s  feet , smiled fearfully.  

"Father," he said  clearly,  " I  have been 
trying to find the royal road 1 "  

Etienne Pasc a l wasn't ang ry . He was 

mystified. H ow could anyone teach geom
etry to himsel f ?  For there was a parlance 
t o  geometry - angles, con gruency, chords, 
secants-how the devil  could his son have 
mastered that unusual terminology, when he 
h a d  no text-book on the subject ? 

Questioning the boy, Etienne discovered 
tha t the lad had invented his own termin
ology. S t raight lines the boy called "bars." 
C ircles, he had named "rounds". And so on. 

Realizing t hat he had begotten a mathe
matical genius, Pascal senior wept with joy. 
H e  took his son by the hand, led him to his 
g reat bookcase in the library of the house. 
Si lently , he gave his son the key to the case , 
watc hed interest�dly as the boy's hand 
darted for a c o.py of Euclid's " Elements." 

And young Blaise Pascal received t he 
t hrill of his life as he turned page after page 
in the great volume and discovered that he 
had, single-handed, created every one of the 
first thirty-two proposi tions of his brilliant 
predecessor. 

Etienne Pascal was never to rue the fact 
t h at he had forgiven his son for pursuing 
mathematics as his life's work. For B laise 
went on to new heights. At nineteen he in
vented and constructed the first calculating 
machine . H e  gave Pascal 's law to physics , 
proved the existence of the vacuum, and 
helped to establish the mathematical theory 
of probability.  

Bla ise Pascal had found the Royal Road, 
indeed ! 

------

T
H E  vast hall was crowded with distinguished scie ntists. The foremost 
chemists, physicists and statesm e n  of Europe had gathered together to 
pay homage to one man, the grea test chemist of that age. That man 

Dmitri Ivanovitch M endel<':eff. 
Mendeh!eff surveyed the fine food and wines on the banquet table before h im. 

He lifted his aged, rheumy eyes and stud ied t he more than two-score dignitaries 
in the huge hall who had come to honor him. Ah, this was his day ! 

The magnificent dinner over ; the head of the English Ch emical Society, whose 
organization had sponsored the banquet, rose to his feet .  For fifteen minutes he 
spoke, outlining the great discoveries in the field of chemistry made by the aged 
Mendeleeff. Finally he finished, awarding 
the coveted Faraday Medal to the guest of gesture, Mendeh�eff opened the purse, sh ow-
honor. ered the !,fOlden sovereigns out on the table. 

There was a thunderous ovation from the ''I won t accept these !" he said dramati-
assembled scientists. They knew they were cally . 
in the presence of a great wizard of science, If someone had tossed a hand-grenade 
a man so great that his fame would outl ast into the hall, the effect would have been less 
that of any other person in the hall. astounding. M ore t han three dozen scien-

But the chairman of the English Chemica l tific graybeards and monocled statesmen 
Society had not finished. He waved his hand gaped wide-eyed at  the strange foreign scien -
to the scattered guests, waited until the ap- t ist who had spurned their offer. 
plause died down. H e  is bitter, they t hought. Watching the 

"Professor Mendeleeff," he said im- calm.  impassive face of the eccentric Rus-
pressively, his voice ringing throug hout the sian scientist as he stroked his patriarchal 
hall, "it gives me and m y  associates great beard, the various assembled luminaries vir-
pleasure to bestow upon you this added tually stopped breathing as they contem-
token of our admiration for you and your plated the heresy signified by Mendeleeff's 
work.'' gesture. Time stood still. 

As he spoke, the chairman handed the \Vel!, th ought one of the scientists, maybe 
Russian scientist a small silk pu1·se worked the old bird isn't to be blamed. Just think, 
in the national co lors of Russia. I t  c on- working alone for years in his laboratory , 
tained an honorarium of golden coins. studying the various elements, making 

Up to this point the old scientist had not charts of all their properties. He was bound 
spoken a single word. Now he stood up, to crack up, when you consider all the dis-
reached for the silk purse. With a quick couragements' and jee rin gs he had encoun-
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tered. Even if he did make good in the long 
run, the hard years were bound to leave 
their scars. 

That was tn1e. For Mendel eeff had blazed 
a trai l in chemistry. With his charts of the 
atomic table, be had accomplished wh3.l no 
astronomer could do without  a tel escooe, no 
bacteriologist without a mic roscope. Dmitri 
Mendeleeff had predicted the existence of  
three brand-new elements-and a l l  without 
a single experiment ! 

The world has disbelieved, had laughed.  
But Mendeleeff, working from his infallible 
c harts and tables, knew he was right .  He  
told t h e  w orld to wait. A n d  while h e  waited , 
for six long years, listening to the taunts of  
contemporary chemists, who called h i m  a 
prophet without profit , his heart grew bitter. 

Then one day the new element, gallium, 
was discovered. Upon examination , its 
properties proved to be exactly similar t o  
those predicted for it by Mendeleeff. Coin
cidenc e !  shouted the world. But a year later 
another new element , germanium, was dis
covered. This, too, had been predicted in 
exact detail by th e Russian seer. And now 
the world began to believe. 

When the third new element was discov
ered, the world was not surprised to learn 
that it  corresponded perfectly to the de-

m e n t  was to go down in scientific h istory. 
Finally, breakin g the profound silence, the 

aged scientist spoke again . 
"I do not want these coins,'' he repeated 

fin11ly. His eyes scanned the surprised faces 
of · the men before him, but they never wa
vered for a sec.ond. " Nothing can induce 
n1e to accept money from a Society which 
has paid me the hi gh compliment of inviting 

M e n d e leef1 

scription the Russian had given i n  advance. me to do hon 01· to the memory of Faraday 
The Russian scientist, working in a methoq in a place m a d e  sacred by his labors." 
all his own, had made g ood . He had been Th ere was a brief silence once again as 
able, by studyi n g  the relationship of the va- the many men in the hall leaned back in the 
rious e lements to each other, to prog nosti - chairs, too dazed to real ize that Mendeleeff 
cate the properties of those missing from was not bitter . . .  only humble. When they 
the atomic table of that time. had collected t heir wits, thunderous applause 

Was the aged Russian still bitter ? Was once more greeted the g reat scientific 
he to scorn the gift of the English Chemical prophet. 
Society ? The guests in the g1·eat hall di dn 't The guests had been right. This mome n t  
know. All  they did know w a s  that t h i s  mo- had gone dowr! in  history ! 

------

OF HU�A� HEARTS 

T
HE elderly, gray-haired man propped himself up on the p i llow of his bed, 
smiled bravely into the eyes of his visitor, the distinguished Doctor Rene 
Laennec, chief physician of Paris' Hospital N ecker. 

"See, Doctor Laennec," the old man said cheerfully, flexing his a rms back and 
forth, ' 'I am not sick .  I am strong. This morning I walked to the k itchen. 
Tomorrow-tomorrow I wil l be able to go back to work ! "  

Doctor Laennec shook h i s  h e a d  sorro wfully, gazed a bout understandin gly a t  
t h e  bare, cheap furnishings o f  t h e  smal 1 ,  dingy roo m .  

A sweet-looking, fra i l  woman, the g r a y-haired m a n ' s  wife, tugged gently at 
the doctor's elbow. 

"Tell me, D oc tor,'' she said timidly, "is 
Henri all well ? He will n o t  rest ; he insists for a nother week at least." 
he is strong enough to go back to work. The gray-haired man jumped out of bed 
But I am afraid-his heart . . . .  " w i t h  surp1·ising agility, reached for his 

"My heart is like iron," the old man in- trousers . 
terrupted. " I s  that not so, Doctor ?" " What did I tel l you, Marie ?" he said ex-

Dr. Laennec shrugged his shoulders. He ultantly. ··r am not sick. My heart is like 
bent his head to the chest of the old man, the lion's. I will go to work today. Soon 
listened attentively for the faint sound of we shall have plenty t o eat, new clothes !" 
heart-beats with his ear. The gray-haired Dr. Laennec sighed. How could he argue 
man's wife stood by a t tentively , her lips with his patient, point out that over-exec-
quivering. tion would prove fatal to his aged heart? 

Finally, D r .  Laennec finished his examina- What evidence had he to offer the old man ? 
tion. He raised his h ead from the breast of True, he had listened to the man's heart . 
his  patient, turned to the woman. But what did that mean ? What c o uld h e  

"Madame Pieter," he said shortly, ' ·your hear through all  the layers of tissue between 
husband's heart seems to beat normally. it  and his ear ? Very li ttle. The man 's heart, 
But I would recommend that he stay in bed hidden behind skin, muscle,  bone, and living 
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tissue, defied medical investigation. For to 
diagnose intelligently the condition of a pa
tient's heart, one had to know whether or 
not the blood flowed properly through the 
heart valves. That was the only way one 
could susmise the accurate condition of the 
l ife-organ. 

Dr. Laennec knew his anatomy. He knew 
that when the heart pumped blood through
out the body, it created a sound-a noise of 
activity. If the heart was strong, that sound 
was loud. If the heart was weak, the sound 
was faint. 

But no man could hear that soun d !  The 
auditory senses are not superhuman. And it 
would require extraordinary powers of 
hearing to be able to detect any sounds 
corning deep from within a patient's body ! 

"Doctor, we owe you many francs," Ma
dame Piet�r was saying. "We will pay you 
when . . .  

"Forget it " Dr. Laennec said abruptly. 
"Why should I take money ? For placing 
my head against your husband's chest ? You 
could do that yourself!" 

Dr. Laennec went back to his hospital, 
went about the task of examining other pa
tientey. That day was Monday. On �ednes
day Monsieur Pieter was dead-stncken by 
heart disease. 

Seated in his office, studying the diagnosis 
of other cardiac patients, the news of old 
Pieter's death came as no surprise to Doc
tor Laennec. It  was an old story. People 
affected with heart trouble refused to accept 
medical advice. They refused, because that 
advice was based upon the simple routine 
of the doctor placing his head against the 
patient's chest, listening for heart-beats. If 
only doctors could bolster their diagnosis 
with some authority, only then would thetr 
verdicts cany some weight. 

But how? Dr. Laennec didn't know. The 
heart, imprisoned deep in the hui_llan body, 
locked its secrets from the outside world. 
And man's weakly developed auditory senses 
could never surmount the barrier imposed 
by flesh and bone. If only some means could 
be discovered by which these sounds could 
be made more clearly audible ! 

Dr. Laennec reached for his coat. He had 
one more call today, a visit to the horne of 
Lafarge, the jeweler. His wife had suffered 
a slight stroke recently, and her husband 
feared it was due to a weak heart. 

Outside in the street, walking thought
fully over the rough pavement, Dr. Laennec 
passed a lumber ya�d. The cries of yo�th
ful voices caught hts ear, and the medtcal 
man paused in his stride, to watch some 
small boys at play. 

end with his finger-nail. He tapped several 
times, then stopped. 

"How many, Jean ?" he cried out. 
"Six !" reported the red-headed lad, d1 aw

ing his head way from his end of the board. 
Dr. Laennec was intrigued. What was go

ing on here? Was the small boy, ten feet 
away from his friend, actually able to hear 
the inaudible taps made on the pin by the 
other? 

"Boy," he yelled out. "Come here. Tell 
me, what is this game you are playing?" 

The red-headed lad grinned embarri.lssedly. 
"Oh, it's an old game, Monsieur. When I 
tap on this pin, the sound travels through 
thts wood, and Jean, at the other end, can 
hear how many times I tap. We use it for 
a code. Six taps means the enemy is corn
ing." 

The austere Dr. Laennec drew a silver 
coin from his pocket. "Here, this is for 
both of you," he said. "Now, may I play 
this game with you?" 

Five minutes later, and Dr. Laennec was 
convinced. The vibrations of sound really 
did pass through the wood from one end to 
the other. He had heard sounds the ear 
could not ordinarily detect-had heard them 
through more than ten feet of solid wood ! 

Dr. Laennec tossed the boys another coin, 
hurried away to the home of Lafarge, the 
jeweler. Miraculously, he had found (he an
swer to his problem. Now, if only his theory 
would work ! 

At the luxurious horne of Lafarge, Dr. 
Laennec was ushered into the bedmom of 
the pretty Madame Lafarge. Dr. Laennec 
turned to the anxious Lafarge. 

"Get me a large sheet of paper,'' he or
dered mysteriously. 

Puzzled, Monsieur Lafarge left the room. 
returned a moment later with the paper. 
Wordlessly, Dr. Laennec rolled the sheet of 
paper into a tight roll. Placing one end of 
this crude cylinder against his patient's 
chest, Dr. Laennec listened eagerly. If one 
could hear through many feet of  wood, then 
one should be able to hear through this-

And he was right ! For, his ear pressed 
against the end of the paper cy linder, Dr. 
Laennec heard the heart of his patient beat
ing strongly, beating as he had never hearc 
a human heart beat before. He heard the 
rushing of the blood as the arteries func
tioned smoothly in their life-long duty. 

"Your wife's condition is splendid," D r .  
Laennec told the watching husband a s  h e  
unrolled his paper cylinder. ;'Her heart is i n  
excellent condition. Never have I heard a 
heart beat so strongly." 

But Dr. Laennec was wrong. His own Two dirty - faced street urchins were heart beat more strongly, beat at a trip· struggling with a long board, about ten feet hammer pace because of his thrilling triin length. The taller of the two boys, a lad umph. For Dr. Laennec, applymg the. pnnnamed Jacques, inserted a pin into one end ciple used by two small boys playmg_ a of the board. The other boy, a red-headed game, had, in 1819, invented the. �rst device youngster, picked up the other end of the able to diagnose the true cond1tton of the long board, held it against his ear. heart. Years later, Dr. Laennec perfec:te_d 
"War ! Code One !" the tall boy shouted that first crude device. Today it is used unt

at his companion, and began tapping versally by doctors the world over and i s  
sharply at  t h e  p i n  inserted a t  the board's known as-the stethoscope ! 
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Th� Wol"tns Tul"n 
13-y OSCAR J. FRIE�U 

Author of "Robot A- 1," "Mind Over 1Watte>·,'' etc. 

Udrnos and J>h obos E t=l ongt;d to l h t;  J) lant;l � ars �?J ut 
T h t=}' S a ...., t= d t h E  E a r t h  F.-o m  U � :s h u t:: l i o n  a n d  C h ao s !  

I
T was Deimos who first became 

aware that the wispy-haired old 
gentleman with the piercing gray 

eyes was deliberately taking measure
ments of the two freaks. He stood 
there steadfast in the eddying crowd 
before the platform of C astor and Pol
lux, the Heavenly Twins, and j ust 
measured them with his eyes. He used 
neither tape, rule, cal ipers, or gauge. 
H e  j ust memorized 
e a c h detail of the 
monstrous t w i n s 
bit by bit,  a most 
uncanny t h i n g  to 
d o - a n d  an evi
d e n c e  of remark
able brain power. 

these two brothers really h ad come 
from Mars: They had burned out 
their mental ity i n  a successful attempt 
to stop E arthly warfare b y  a sort of 
mental raying, wrecking their mind
powered space machine and nearly 
losing their l ives in T exas. 

For nearly a year, like automatons, 
the two twin brothers had l ived and 
breathed and eaten and slept here in 

B u t  t h e  m o s t  
a m a z i n g t h i n g  
about t h e  w h o I e 
matter was not the 
camera-like quality 
of the old man's 
eye, the mathemat
ical accuracy of his 
mind, and the re

The space ship shot into the air 

this freak museum. 
As h e 1 p l e s s as 
worms, as harml ess 
as cig ar store In
dians, t h e y h a d  
b e  e n  on view for 
the curious to mar
vel at. And n o w, 
suddenly, Deimos 
became aware that 
he was t h i n k i n g 
with a f e e b 1 e ap
proach to his old
time brillianc e ; he 
was correctly inter
preting that wispy
h a i r e d  spectator's 

tentive bril liance of his memory. No ! 
It was the fact that Deimos noticed 
the old man-and understood what he 
was doing! Just like that, without 
words or actions or anything apparent 
to the most exp ert observer, Deimos 
perceived exactly what the old man 
was doing. 

For D eimos and Phobos, found a 
year previous in the wilds of Texas .  
were o n  display i n  the B ro adway " B e
lieve It If You Can" museum as con
genital idi ots. In spite of the fact that 
their origin was unknown, they were 
billed as Castor and Pollux, the green 
giants from space. 

S even feet tall,  green of skin, with 
hydrocephalic-appearing craniums and 
bul ging eyes which had red pupils,  

acts. 
He turned his head and gazed at his 

brother. Phobos stood there beside 
him, a dej ected scarecrow with droop
ing head. But was there a faint lumi
nance about his cran ium, or was it  
merely the garish reflection of the 
overhead l i ghts ? Deimos stared, but 
he coul dn't be sure. His own re
awakening faculties were pretty weak 
as yet.  

But the next day he was positive. 
There was a sli ght purplish glow about 
Phobos' head. And when he held up 
his own right hand he saw the faintly 
pulsing sheen o f  that van ished aura of 
force building back-that delicate, 
pulsating aura which mantled every 
healthy Martian. After all, what could 

A S e q u e l  t o  1 1 M i n d O v e r  M a t t e r " 
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have been more logical ? They still 
l ived. Their depleted nervous force 
was at last building back because the 
brain t issue had not been permanently 
i nj ured, merely drained. It was like a 
storage battery which builds slowly 
back its charge during a complete rest 
-at least, some of its charge, over
night, as it were. 

And it had been a period of n i ght, a 
horrible n ight of mental blankness and 
vacuity. Laboriously, Deimos' brain 
took up the process of thinking where 
it had l eft off. Mercifully, most of the 
twelve months j ust past were complete 
blanks. 

"Phobos !" h e  feebly sent out the 
mental telepath. "Phobos, my brother, 
are you aware of this thought im
pulse ?" 

"Deimos ? "  came back the weak im
pulse. "It  has been such a long and 
dreary time. I-I feel as though I 
have been wandering through the 
black caverns of eternal night. Where 
are we ? "  

"In a freak museum on E arth-the 
very fate we fled from M ars to escape." 

"The vari ous wars on Earth ? What 
of them ? Were we-" 

"Successful ? I think so. Concen
trate on growing stronger day by day. 
We will depart from here eventually 
and explore this planet. Look ! The 
old man with the fierce eyes who i s  ap
proaching. He has been coming here 
for many days to study us. I thi nk it 
was the impact of his mentality that 
has aroused us from our stupor." 

" I  see him," Phobos telepathed back. 
"I have been aware of him for days. 
Deimos, for some reason he i s  r ecord
ing our physical measurements." 

Phobos was right. Charles D elan
cey, obscure scientist and inventor, 
had been almost a daily visitor to the 
museum for nearly a month. I gnored 
by the attendants of the museum, the 
old man had always come to stand be
fore the green-skinned giants and 
study them. Nothing else i n  the mu
seum interested him. A fter an hour's 
careful scrutiny he would go quietly 
away, to return the following day. 
Rarely did he miss following this rou
tine.  

Today was no exception. H e  halted 

squarely i n  front of the Heavenly 
Twins and studied them for an hour. 
If h e  noticed the faint aura which was 
beginning to grow about the pair, he 
gave no s ign. A fter he had gone,  the 
brothers di scussed him telepathically. 

"Deimos, there i s  an air of dynamic 
p urpose about that man," impulsed 
Phobos. " I  cannot receive his  thoughts 
clearly, but he puzzles me sorely." 

"And me," agreed D eimos. " Can he 
have a shield across his mind ? Ah, i f  
w e  could only attain t o  o u r  former d e
gree ! "  

" Patience," counseled P h  o b o s. 
"Time is our aide." 

B ut time they did not have. Late 
that very ni ght, after the lights were 
out, and the museum closed, the broth
ers were awakened from their sleep by 
the whispering sound of stealtby feet. 
A flashlight beam traveled erratically 
around the huge hall, comin g  to rest 
on thei r  platform. And then they 
heard a sibilant voice speaking Eng
lish words which they but half-under
stood. 

"There they are-on their cots. 
They are harmless i diots. They don't 
speak, but they can obey manual di
rections. Don't be afraid of them
both of you have viewed them before. 
Take your cloaks and climb u p  there 
and arouse them. Lead them by the 
hand. Hurry ! "  

"B ut, Dr.  D elanc ey, a r e  you sure 
th7y will follow us ?" asked a nervous 
VOICe. 

"Of course !" snapped the scientist 
shortly. "Make mot i ons to them, but 
don't make any noise. We've got to 
get them away from here-make them 
di sappear. You know that." 

"Yes, sir," was the doubtful re
sponse. 

"Good grief !" exclaimed the second 
voi ce as its owner got a good look at 
the recumbent twins. "They look just 
like those robots we made." 

"C ertai nly," said D elancey i n  a crisp 
voice.  "These two we re the models. 
Make haste now." 

Deimos and Phobos sat up slowly as 
two heavy-set men, obviously mechan
ics of some sort, laid hands on their 
shoulders. Obediently they arose and 
suffered thei r  tall forms to be envel-
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oped i n  the folds of obscuring and con
ceallng n1antles. 

"What do you think, Phobos ?" tele
pathed D eimos. 

"They want to take us somewhere," 
Phobos responded as silently. "Why 
not ? Let us obey." 

C ontinuing to communi cate with 
each other, unknown to their abduc
tors, the brothers permitted them
selves to be hustled out the side en
trance of the museum and into a wait
ing sedan i nto which they folded their 
long legs with difficulty. The leader 
got in with them, while the two assist
ants climbed i nto the front seat. The 
car got smoothly under way. 

Within half an hour the machine 
drove into the basement garage of a 
building overlooking East River. Dr. 
Delancey got out and indicated that 
the twins were to follow. Deimos and 
Phobos silently obeyed. They were 
quickly conducted to a steel door at 
one end of the basement. The scientist 
manipulated a mechanism at one side, 
and the door slid up on sil ent rollers, 
admi tting the group i nto a strange, 
huge workshop of some kind. I n  the 
center of the floor was a c ircular pit in 
which, side by side, rested two large 
cylinders of red metal with pointed 
tops and glass observation ports. 

� E S E  cylinders looked more 
I like ticket booths for a theater 

than anything else, although Deimos 
and Phobos would not have made that 
sort of comparison. To them, these 
huge metal column s suspended in the 
pit looked precisely what they were
great drill bits which were hollow and 
large enough to accommodate men 
within the queer observation cham
bers. A spiral of massive red gear 
teeth encircled each cylinder and 
passed down out of si ght below the 
rim of the. pit-like twining serpents. 

"Moles ! "  impulsed Deimos to his 
brother. "For boring along under
ground." 

"Exactly," telepathed Phobos. "The 
observation chambers are doubtless 
swivel-free. A n d  observe t h o s e  
mounted ray proj ectors in each glass 
port. What can be the strange pur
pose of these machines ?" 

They were not long left  i n  doubt. 
"Bring the robots !" ordered Delan

cey to his two burly assistants. 
"How about these two freaks?" 

asked one.  
"Leave them here," said Delancey 

contemptuously. ' 'They're harmless 
i diots. I want to compare them with 
the robots. And I haven't much time. 
The Congress of Governors meets at 
eight o'clock in the Falcon B uilding 
to make the final rules for world peace. 
And I must stri ke at that hour !" 

The two assistants hastened to one 
end of the large underground chamber. 
The two brothers communi cated a wry 
mental grimace to each other. And 
then they were genuinely startled. 
Clanking heavily toward them came 
two exact replicas of themselves, com
plete to the smallest detail .  Even the 
clothin g  of blue cloth and shoulder 
and joint plates of brass had been per
fectly duplicated. Following the two 
clanking robots came the helpers, lug
g i ng what appeared to be a lifeless or 
machi neless third green giant. 

"Ah !" cackled D elancey to t he two 
Martians, never dreaming that they 
could und erstand any part of what he 
said. "See these beauties who l ook 
j ust l ike you monstrosi ties ! They are 
robots I have built, robots that can 
function under my control. With 
them I shall conquer America.  and 
then the entire world. I shall be su
preme power. I'll teach them to laugh 
at my science, my theories-my i nven
t ions ' When thousands die, scream
ing, and I tell the world it is an in
vasion of green reptile men from be
low-of which rac e you two were the 
forerunners-they will beli eve me, for 
how else can scient ists explain your 
origin ? When I promise that only 
through me is  there chance of escape, 
I'll bring them to their knees. The 
destruction of the Congress of Gov
ernors will paralyze them.'' 

He stopped raving and pressed a 
disc in the side of the nearer cylinder. 
A panel slid open, and the two robots 
marched unfalteringly into the ex
posed observation chamber of the red 
mol e.  The two brothers looked in 
wonderment at the thing brought for
ward by the mechanics. They saw at 
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once what it was, a mere shell of a 
robot which was, e xternally, precisely 
like themselves. 

At once the mad scientist, with the 
help of his assistants, c limbed into the 
shell.  The two men buckled him in 
and placed a green skull-like mask 
over his head. The transformation 
was startling. Neither of the twins 
could d istinguish any difference be
tween the disguised D elancey, the two 
robots, or themselves. 

"Stay here and keep your eyes on 
these freaks," directed D elancey. " I  
will return a s  soon a s  I have destroyed 
the C ongress of Governors." 

He entered the machine with his two 
robots. The panel slid closed. There 
was a whine of starting motors, and 
the cylinder sank smoothly o ut of 
sight. ' 

"Phobos !" telepathed D e i  m o s .  
"That madman is  going to undo all the 
work we have done. W e  must save 
mankind a second time." 

"You are right, m y  brother," im
p ulsed Phobos. "He is  going to make 
it  seem as if civilization were being 
menaced from below-and that a race 
of beings like us is  responsible. "We 
must overtake and destroy him. See, 
he has mad e two of his queer worms. 
If only this second one will work. I f  
only o u r  minds are strong enough to 
grasp its principles." 

In their intensity of emotion, for the 
first time the delicate lavender aura 
about them glowed in visible p ulsa
tions of l ight. 

"Here, you two overgrown bull
frogs, come along with us," began one 
of the assistants, reaching out to grasp 
Deimos by the arm. "There's a bed 
u pstairs where you can go back to-" 
He broke off with a cry of alarm and 
terror as the purplish aura about each 
of the M artians blazed out strongly, 
so that he and his companion were 
bathed with a weird l ight s uch as a 
mercury arc throws out. The assist
ant staggered back, throwing his arm 
across his eyes. 

The other man let out a curse and 
d rew a .45 automatic i n  his panic. 
D eimos and Phobos read his intentions 
as easily as if he had shouted them 
aloud in the universal language of an-

cient Mars. With one accord the two 
brothers concentrated on the armed 
mechanic. A flash of lavender flame 
seemed to leap out from between them 
and strike the man squarely between 
the eyes. W ithout a sound he crum
pled at the knees and dropped, sense
less, to the concrete floor. 

This was too much for the other me
chanic. He let out a howl and turned 
to run. A flash of l ight shot forth like 
lightning and struck the back of his 
head.  H e  pitched forward on his face, 
unaware that he was even falling. 

Instantly D eimos and Phobos turned 
to the second cylinder. D eimos found 
and pressed a disc similar to the one 
D elancey had manipulated on the first 
mole. A panel obediently slid open, 
and the brothers stepped into the ob
servation chamber. I t  took them j ust 
sixty seconds of combined mental ef
fect to grasp the principles of the giant 
worm. Phobos flashed an interroga
tion to his brother and, upon receiving 
an affirmative, depressed the switch 
which started the electric motors 
whining in the body of the cylinder 
beneath their feet. 

Another manipulation, and the huge 
mole started dropping down the shaft 
of the pit like an express elevator. 
Two hundred feet down it plunged, 
cushioning to a halt and then slowly 
toppling over at right angles to point 
its spire toward a black hole that 
yawned there. The observation cham
ber swiveled smoothly to keep its floor 
parallel with the p lane of the earth. 

D eimos reached for the control 
panel and pressed two buttons swiftly. 
I nstantly a l iving glow of golden light 
i llumined the entire worm, a shield of 
pure energy which protected the outer 
shell. And then, slowly at first, the 
worm began to revolve, screwing itself 
forward by its worm gear i nto the 
black mouth of the tunnel. The ob
servation chamber remained constant. 

Phobos moved over and laid his 
hand gently on his brother's shoulder. 

"Delancey is not so mad, scientific
ally," he telepathed. "There's a sheer 
energy drive to this thing. With a few 
changes, I think we could gear it  u p  so 
that it will be controlled by our own 
mental impulses besides. When we 
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have recup erated all of our vitality, 
this will make-" 

"An excellent substitute for the 
gravi-slide machine we wrecked upon 
landing o n  trois p lanet," Deimos fin
ished for him. 

How long by Earth time they bored 
their way in the track of the first mole 
the twins did not know. B ut at length 
they came to the end of the tunnel and 
could feel the tip of the borer biting 
i nto s olid rock. Instantly Deimos re
versed the worm, and the machine 
ha.lted and then moved back a few feet. 

"This way !" flashed Phobos, peering 
up t hrough a window. 

DE I M O S  pressed a couple of 
studs. The nose of the borer rose, 

and their progress was resumed at an 
angle approaching the vertical. Pho
bos pressed a hand against his head. 

"I feel the vibrations of D elancy's 
brain," he telepathed his brother. "He 
is  close before us,  but where are we ? 
P erhaps we had best t urn slightly 
aside in order to overtake his borer." 

"Of what use ? "  impulsed Deimos, 
indicating a dete ctor gauge before 
him, the needle of which was quiver
ing. "Delancey knows by his own 
gauge that we, or somebody, is  fol
lowing him. There is no chance for 
secrecy. Let us try speed." 

He manipulated the controls, and 
the purring grind of the borer rose to 
a screaming pitch. There was a lurch, 
a tremendous crash, and they flashed 
i nto broad dayl ight. I t  was morning 
in the heart of Times Square ! 

"Look ! "  telepathed Deimos, nodding 
at the scene about them as he swiftly 
cut the gear controls which brought 
the red mole to a stop. 

They could hear nothing through 
the walls of the machine and the shell 
of golden energy, but they could see. 
Fifty feet beyond them, thrust boldly 
out of the asphalt paving like an ex
crescence from hell, was the red mole 
of Dr. Delancey. It had overturned a 
S eventh Avenue b u s  in bursting 
through the surface. People were run
ning an d screaming, madness and ter
ror d epicted on their faces. Three 
blue-uni formed police officers were 
courageously but futilely charging the 

first mole and firing their automatics 
at the three weird, green-headed ro
bots in the observation chamber. 

Dr. D elancey was directing his two 
robots which were operating the ray 
guns. The proj ectors suddenly poured 
out blinding lances of gold, streams of 
sheer, blazin g  energy that consumed 
everything they touched. A tall of
fice building suddenly crumpled in the 
middle and started crashing down to 
ruins before Delancey could get his 
robot-focused rays under control. I n  
the Falcon B uilding j us t  across the 
side street a group of world-famous 
men, the emissaries of peace, heard the 
uproar and the resultan t  series o f  
crashes-and never knew that their 
own d estruction had been just so in
tended. 

The unfortunate p o 1 i c e officers 
melted away like snowflakes before the 
blinding shafts of energy. Deimos 
and Phobos manned their own ray pro
j ectors, trying them out before revolv
ing their control chamber to focus 
upon the mad scientist's machine. 
Then, when they did so, they saw it 
was useless. Each energy-sheathed 
worm was impervious to the other. 

The two brothers looked at each 
other. What might have passed for a 
smile appeared on each of their faces. 

"Men tal projection," impulsed Dei
mos. "It is  the only way we can de
feat him." 

"What, again ? "  almost sighed Pho
bos. · "Burn out our brains once more, 
and wind up in the museum for good !" 

B ut neither of them hesitated. 
Quickly they clasped each other's 
hand an d gripped the control handle 
of each ray projector with the other. 
They concentrated together, like a 
fused dynamo. And suddenly there 
was a sound like a clap of thunder. 
The golden rays from their two pro
jectors, shining full on the observation 
port of Delancey, turned a greenish 
violet hue. The crackle and smell of 
ozone filled the outer air. And then, 
quite suddenly, the mole of the mad 
scientist exploded into bits and was no 
more. 

While fragments of red metal were 
still raining around, the two brothers 
from Mars unclasped their hands and 
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�hut off their ray p roj ectors. They 
looked at each other in ast�nishment. 
Instead of feeling weaker, they felt 
immensely stronger. 

"The energy of our own machine has 
protected us," telepathed D eimos. "It 
has built us back to what we once 
were." 

"We are safe-and sound !" im
pulsed Phobos. "Let's have a look at 
the power p lant beneath this trap
door." 

He opened the door in the floor of 
the chamber and swiftly made his way 
down an iron ladder into the maze of 
wiring and motors below. Pulsating 
now in a brilliant outline of magnif
i cent energy, he assimulated the en
tire principle of D elancey's machine 
i n  a few seconds. Swiftly he made a 
few adj ustments and changes. 

"Hurry, Phobos !" D eimos tele
pathed from above. "A crowd i s  gath
ering. Men in blue are rolling up a 
queer sort of projectile gun to shoot 
at us. W e  can't blame them. They 
don't understand." 

Phobos finished his work a n  d 
climbed the l ad der. Closing the trap
door, he gestured to his brother, i n
cluding the heavens with a wide sweep 
of his arm. Deimos nodded and de
pressed a couple of buttons. T hen he 
reached out his left hand, and Phobos 
grasped it  with his right. B ot h  of 
them gripped the control p anel with 
their free hands. 

The worm began to revolve with a 
rapidly accelerat i ng speed. A corus
cating glow of violet light filled the 
observation chamber, blotting t h e 
tw ins from the view of the frantic 
populace outside. Then, with the ef
fect of a skyrocket, the spinning mole 
shot into the air and curved out of 
sight beyond the eastern horizon. The 
two Martians had converted the mole 
i nto a mind-energy controlled space 
ship. 

Phobos and D eimos, the H eavenly 
Twins, had visited Earth and had de
parted. And mankind was no wiser 
concerning t hem than i t  had been be
fore. 
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much too clever to go tnto active competition 
with g·ood old Sam Clemens. he ori!'-"inated 
a variation of the theme that is strikingly 
original. 

He doesn't attempt to turn bis yarn into a 
feeble satire which practically every author 
who has used the same idea has done! Instead 
he turns it into a se rious yarn, with a clear
cut hero and villain, and muffs few oppo rtuni 
ties presented by the plot for an interesting 
story. Most authors instead of utilizing the 
intriguing si tuations possible in such a plot 
turn their story in to a cut-and-dried action 
yarn where the hero might just as well have 
been a born inhabitant of thP time as a ,-is i tor 
from the twenti eth century. I could see where 
\Vellman had to work hard to bring in such 
characters as Mona Lisa, Columbue, plausibly, 
but he pulled thro"gh al.l r igh t. And not once 
'iid th<' yarn degenerate from good science
fiction into poor adventllt't-. Wellman takes 
hi� plnce among those who have turned out 
"five-Har Y3rnH." A sparse field for which 
only two other novels. "The Black Fla1ne," 
by Stanley G. \-l'e inbau m and "The Prisoner of 
Mars'' bJ' Edmond Hamilton haYe qualified. 

I look forward with decided intPres t to the 
Binder novel next iesue. Bi n ci P r ha" been 
hitting a terrifically high Rtaudard l ately. I 
\Vondcr if he can n1aintain it over a length 
of 50,000 words ?-603 So. 11th St., Ncwarl<, 
N. J. 

ARTISTS ON PARADE 

By Charles Hidley 

A note of tha ni<s to S.S. for many hours of 
pleasurable readlng, and seeing, too, for those 
Finlay illustrations are real ly something to 
rest one's eyes on. Although th,;re was really 
very little of intere st to put down for the ac
tion in ''Twice in Time," the drawings were 
interesting. but those for "Th e Three Plane
teers" and "The Impossible World" were truly 
superb. Schomburg did fine work for Kutt
ner's inspiring "Vfhen New Yorl< Vanished" 
and should be duly rewarded with more wori<. 
'\Vhy is Paul so stinted ? He is now doing 
excellent art for many novels iE other mags 
(your own T.W.S., etc.) and Rhould be used 
for the bool<-iength. 

At last you gi,·e enoug-h i1lustrations for 
tho novel. 1 believe tht'r<' should he one full
page pic for e''ery ten pages in the story. All 
illustrations shoul d be full pag·e as are th ose on pages 31 in March and 57 in May. 

The reader's de partment should of eourse 
be enlarged. Three or four of your superfluous 
dept's. could be rid of without much ado, 
especially puzzles, questions, and reviews. 
THRILLS IN SCIENCE could he reduced to 
one personage an issue. I like- eRJ)P:eia.lJy the 
long type of novel and the old sto1·ies. Also 
the \vay �rou u�e the original illn�trationP of 
thes,; stories. Th is latter innovation is re.'tll�
intereFtinb. The only one you didn"t use \vas 
Winter'8 illu��tration for "P.\·gmrtlion·s Spec
taclcs."-Xe"· York City. 

RARE FANTASY 

By W al+er E. MarconeHe 
''Twic•' in Time'' isn't the best novel 

STARTLING STORIES has eve•· printed-that 
diRlinction still bPiongs to Sta.nle_,. G. \Vcin
batlln·:-� �upt">rh �-<11·n, '·The Blacl< Fla.mP··-but 
it i� �-I''C'r!. In c·ornn1on with so nutn.\· boul\
len::th �tnri•'s. il fails to hold the reud('r·� 
intere�t after· the first forl.'· T'tlg-e� in the samP 
in tense 1nanner a� clid thf' OJH'ni ng chaptE-rs. 

This see ms . to me � t itla�t. to be due to a 
certain quickening of action. Up to this titHe 
the author. fig·uratively speaking, has been 
Joaftng· along . He has crammed '-' wealth o.f 
minor incidents and details into his worl<, and 
these "erve to give fiction that necessary life
like '1U alit y. (Before your readers rise en 
mn,.s•· to smite me down for that comment. 
let me has til y add that this business o( minor 
lnci<lents cnu be overdone. ) After our author (this criti<::isru does not apply to Mr. Wellman 
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(Continued from page 125) 
a.Ione) has finished half of his novel, he sud
denly becomes cognizant of the hideous fact 
that he has an enormous amount of ground 
to cover and not too many words in which 
to do it. Automatically he speeds up his 
story, and In the process a bit of the interest 
is destroyed. 

The short story writer, of course. has this 
to ti ght throughout his yarn; and perhaps that 
explains why the average science fiction novel 
is· u sually better than the average short story 
of ' · the same type. Naturally, there are excep
tions to this rule. 

Despite this general fault, "Twice in Time" 
has a certain freshness about it that is all too 
rare in contemporary fantasy. Mr. Wellman 
seems to have made a happy choice for the 
period of hl.s story; and, as he' himself re
marks, Virgil Finlay's illustrations add much 
to the reader's enJoyment. 

Mr. Wellman seems to have a penchant for 
using important personages as characters In 
his stories. And the way he transports them f r·om one age to another! First we had 
"Giants from Eternity," and now "Twice in 
Time." What next? Napoleon smashing the 
Nazi "West Wall" ?-2709 E'ast Second Street. 
Dayton, Ohio. 

SCIENTIFLA W 
By J. Pepper 

In your issue of May, 1.940. In your novel, 
"Twice in Time," you stated that hydrochloric 
acid was used in dissolving copper. Row was 
this accomplished? AA yon undoubtedly know, 
copper is below hydrogen on the electromotive 
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series and thus will not replace the hydrogen 
to form copper chloride. Hydrochloric acid 
is a reducing agent, not an oxidizing agent 
and thus will not oxidize the copper to a 
va.lenoe of plus two or plus on e giving cupric 
or cuprous chloride. 

Please stick as closely as possible to the 
known scientific facts.-Golden Hotel, Golden, 
Colo. 

A CALL FOR DOLD 
By James Stillman 

Keep up the good work in your excellent 
selection of stories. On the average they may 
be said to be unequalled b\Y anJ·· other mag. 
Having passed the complimentary stage, let's 
get down to the business at hand. 

F'irst the stories: out of a possible five 
points, I would list t his issue's stories in 
following order: 

"Guinea Pig. Ph.D.": A good, human, inter
esting story; "When Ne"· Yorl{ Vanished": 
Too utte1·ly fantastic for its own good; "Sta
tion Death": Not very interesting, but had a 
good fiuish. 

I think that it woud be ver:v hard to im
prove upon the departments and I cannot for
ward any suggestions as how to go about 
doing that. Can any of the many contributors to this 
mag-. tell me the whereabouts of an artist 
called Dold? I think that he draws machin
ery more clearly than any other artist.-Box 
43, Wellesley, Mass. 

HALL OF FAME CHOICE 
By Edward L. Corton, Jr. 

I enclose a quarter's worth of stamps for 
the complete Science Fiction Series. 

The May issue of STARTLING STORIIDS is 
very good. I like the longer stories that you 
print in each issue. This month's novel, 
"Twice in Time," is one of the best time travel 
stories that I have read. Of the re&t of the 
iSllue, I lil(e the section THRILLS IN 
SCIENCE best. 

For your Hall of Fame reprints I n omlna.te 
"The Time Stream," by E. T. Bell (John 
Taine), which appeared In Wonder Stories 
several yAars ago. I ha.d the issues originally, 
but loanrd them to a friend who proceeded to 
lose th• m. I have been lool<ing for these 
issues ever since but have never found any
one who owned them. I still want to buy 
them but would be well satisfied with a re
print.-709 West Third St., Waterloo, Iowa. 

R
EAD our new companion scienti- J fktion magazine featuring the 

exploits of the Solar System's most 
adventurous planeteer! 

• 

ASK YOUR NEWSDEALER FOR 

CAPTAIN 
FUTURE 

WIZARD OF SCIENCE 
NOW ON SALE 15c AT ALL STANDS 

The lowest price • • •  
the biggest value • • •  in 

Evinrude history! 
-.::"OOll!!a. Asmartandcapa· 

bl e outboard offering 
all of Evinrude's famed 

features - Hoode d 
Power - Co-Pilot steer

ing - linger-tip controls 
- Underwater Silencing- trouble

proof C entrifugal Pump Cooling -

extraordinary starting ease - a com· 
plete 1940 Evinrude for only �29.95! 

Fits any boat,,. a great motor for fish· 
ennen • • •  runs all day on a gallon of fuel! 

WRITE FOR 1940 CATALOG -FREEl 
New catalog describes complete line of nine 1940 

modeLs, including sensational new 4-cylinder "Zepbyr"-tbrillingly smooth 4-cylinder per:fotm· 
ance witb light weight and low coot. Also atalog of 

1940 Elto models, with prices starting at $26.5o. 
Write today. Address

M
EVINRUDI M010RS, ---=�44& North 27th Street, ilwaukee, Wisconsin. 

BEUEVE IN LUCK?-$ 
& pair of GENtriNE :BRAHMA 
L IVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC 

L<l:DJE:s·ro.m:s! Legend reputes, Oc· 
cult Oriental ancients superstitiou&ly 
carried two Live Lodestones as MOBT 
POWERFUL MAGNETIC "LUCKY" 
CHARMS, one to "attract" Good Luck 
in Money, Games, Love, Business, Work. 

''n•r•vAnlo" Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble, 
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck l Carry a. Pair of these curiouo 
Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super• 
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all inform&• 
tion. $1.97 and 15c utra. if c.o.D. Satisfaction GUARAN• 
TEED or Money Returned. Order yottts NOW! 

ASTROL CO., Dept. 1880, Main P. 0. Box 72, BROOKLYN, N.Y. 
:NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We absolutely GUARAN· 
TEE these Genuine Brahm a Lodest one• are ALIVE! Wo 
believe they are just what you want, the REAL THING
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA mGHI.Y MAGNETIOI 
l'ull:v Gna.raJiteed-Qrder 1'0DAY! Copyright 1937-A. Co • 

START 

$1260 to $2100 Year 
Thousands of ap- 'r ----- - - - - - - - -

pointments each / FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. 08111. 0·259 
year. � Rochester, N. Y. 
Get rrody ll.o &���;.,;t�k t�1,�e11.�;!(ouJ. �""<!�ve�� at once. � ment jobs. (�} Tell me immediately bow 

Q to Qualify for one of these examinations. 
1\Ien-Women 

MaU Coupon 
to day sure. 

I 
I Name ...................................... . 

1 Address • • • • • •• • ••••• • •• • •• • • • • •••••••• • • • • •••• 

EVERY ISSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE 
1:17 



Increase Your income at home by new, 
simple Wentworth Tempera Color method. 
We instruct you and supply you with 
work. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 

!!.!a�•�f:r MS��"� �:, 
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog 
ten cents, gtaznps or coin. 
HILL BROS., Dox T, Salida, Colo. 

lrJak.h. filL 
I THE CRIMSON 

MASK 
The Most Amazing Detective 

in Crime Fiction 
WHO 

WILL MAKE HIS BOW IN THE 

AUGUST ISSUE OF 

DETECTIVE 
NOVELS 

MAGAZINE 
IOc AT ALL STANDS 

SCIE�TIEOOK 
REVIEW 

DR. CYCLOPS by Will Garth. 
Phoenix Press, New York, N.Y. 

255 pages, 
. ... $2.00 

WORKING with the excellent materials 
inherent in the Technicolor produc

tion, "Dr. Cyclops," and adding significant 
and impressive touches of his own, Will 
Garth has provided his readers with an en
tertaining narrative that provides a pleasing 
mixture of adventure in the romantic back
ground of the South American jungle; sci
ence-fiction in the revealing study of the 
plans and experiments of the super-scientist, 
Dr. Alexander Thorkel; and an appealing 
love affair between Dr. Mary Phillips and 

({) Paramoum Pictures. Inc. 

Albert Dekker as Dr. Cyclops 

Bill Stockton, stranded American mineral
ogist. 

Following the pattern of the screen story 
with fair accuracy, the author has given us 
an attractive picture of a small West Coast 
South American Seaport, life on the trail 
with its bullock-carts, rickety auto transport 
and mule trains. 

Naturally the piece-de-resistance for read
ers as well as motion picture goers is the 
spectacle of five normal people each reduced 
to fifteen inches in height by the misguided 
experiments of Dr. Alexander Thorkel, their 
six-foot master. 

The proper handling of the combat scenes 
naturally demands careful treatment, so that 
the altogether serious natUl·e of the actions 

BEST FUN/ FICTION AND FOTOS IN 
128 -



of the characters will provide realistic ratl!er 
than grotesque drama. Mr. Garth has given 
the characters in the story appealing and 
understandable reactions to the strange 
world and its new obstacles that constantly 
confront them. He has managed to conceal 
the basis for the cruel murder of Dr. Rupert 
Bulfinch by Dr. Thorkel, dubbed "Dr. "Cy
clops," until the very end of the story. and 
with this trick of the writing craft has pro
vided a twist that is worthwhile. 

Those that have already had the pleasure 
of seeing the picture will no doubt have their 
own impression of the excellent photo
graphic work and the trick devices that con
tribute so much to the entertaining quality 
of the photoplay. 

Some new attractions will be found in the 
novel, inasmuch as there are many angles 
that the author has been able to capitalize 
upon, which ordinar:ily would not make good 
movie materi<tl. Mr. Garth has done well 
with these additional angles. "Dr. Cyclops" 
is a "must" for science-fiction fans.-C. S. S. 

The Thrill Scoop 
of the Year! 

TARZAN 
AND THE JUNGLE 

MURDERS 

By 

EDGAR RICE 
BURROUGHS 
A Brand-New Complete Novel 

in the June 

THRILLinG ADUEDTURES 

NOW ON SALE 10¢ AT ALL STANDS 

Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old 
leg sores caused h)rl�g congestion,varkose veins. 
swollen legs and injuries or no cost (or TRIAL.. 
Describe vour trouble and get FREE BOOK. 
, T. G, VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY 

140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, IUinolt 

PA*SMUe�uJGOES _ 2,000 TEST CASES PROVE IT! 
Startling as it may seem, Only On.o 10-MI-Treatmeftt - was reqnired in the majority of cases. TRY 1'f 

AT MY RISK. NoSalves.Sappositories,Pillsor 
g��atiro�m��t��tp�a0cJTe ror:; s:����� PRO�Etbeseclaim3sent FREE toyoo. Write to 

O,Jii,l!i;N�?IITIUI.!OQ w.c;htca&oAv.0ii<Pl. A61.�H"AiiO,ll.l.. 

WANTED ORIGINAL SONG POEMS 
any subject. YOU CAN '>Tile 
the wo:-ds for a. song, Don't 
deiPs-send us your poem for 
immediate consideration. 

RICHARD BROS., 74 Woods Building, Chicago, ID. 

satlsfacHon of my �lONEY-BACK GUARANT�E. 

l'lr':fJ��6�t��es30an�i'll'S·d�iJ;t'flBFACTION 
MONEY WRITE TODAY for FREE 

BOOKLET a.nd MATERIAL 
DR. CLEVEr.A,ND DEN'TAr. LABORATORY 

Dept. 2-ii<O, East St. Louis, lllinois. 

EVERY ISSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 75c EVERYWHERE 



LEARNED QUICKLY AT HOME BEST METHOD BY fAR WOULDN'T TAKE $1,000 FOR COURSE 

I hue teamed more a.bout music in a few 
months than I hoped to learn in two years.. . Your leJSons are highly practical. 

• W. S., Johnson City, Ill. 

Enclosed is my last examination sheet 
for Tenor Bania. I have taken lessons be
fore under tea.chers, but roy instructions 
with you were by far the best. 

• A. 0., Minn. 

The lessons are so simple. I have 
learned to play by note ln a little more 
than a month. I wouh.ln't take a thou
sand do!Ja.rs for my course. 

• S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo. 

SURPRISED FRIENDS PLAYS ON RADIO fOUND ACCORDION EASY 
I want to sar that lil..T friends are r:rea.tty 

mrprtsed at the di1Tere11t pieces J can al
ready play. I am very happy to have chosen :tour method of lilJ�iJJF:. B·ronz, N. Y. 

I am h&tmY to tell you that for four 
weeks I havo been on the a.tr over our 
local radio station. So thanks to your in
atitut.ion for such & wonderful course. 

"I've always wanted to play the piano 
accordion," writes *H. E. from Canada. 
··Rut thought I'd never learn it. Then I 
read about your lessons. I don't know bow 
to express my satisfaction." • W. H. S., Alabama. 

THOUSANDS NOW PLAY 
who never thought they could! 
:Vou, too, can play any instrument 

by this EASY A-B-C Method 

you think It's difficult to learn music? That's what 
thousands of others have thought! Just like you, they longed to play some instrument-the plano, violin , guitar, saxophone or other favorites. But they denied themsPives the pleasure-because they thought it took 

mont hs and years of tedious study to learn. 

And then they made an ttmazing discovery! They 
learned about a wonderful way to learn music at home 
-without a private teacher-without tedious study
and in a surprisingly short time. They wrote to the u. S. School of Music about this remarkable short-cut 

DOESN'T IT LOOK SIMPLE ? 
Yet It's from the Merry Widow Waltz 

J UST strike tho not<>s 
indicated and you 

wm actu&lly be playing 
the opening bars or one 
or the world's f••orite 
musical oomposltionsl 
And it's ju!lt &s easy to 
play other famous melo
dies, too, :when you use 
the U. S. S<:hool print 
and picture Method. 

method. A free print and picture sample actually 
showed tbem how easy it was to learn. 

The result? Over 700,000 men and women have 
studi!'d music at home this simple, A-B-C way. They have found the key to good times, popularity and 
profit. 

And that's what you can do, right now. Simply mall 
the coup on below. Get the proof that you, too, can 
learn to play your favorite instrument-quickly, 
easily, in spare time at home. Just reau the fasdnat
ing illustrated booklct-examinP the print and picture 
sample. lf interested , tear out the coupon now, before 
you turn the page. (Instruments supplied when 
needed, cash or credit.) U. S. School of Music, :!1147 
Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

Forty.second year. (Established 1898) 

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET �--------------------, 
1 U. S. School of M:uslc, 2947 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C. 1 
I �:;; ����rr�::Jl;'.t��s���':.dy·,��r��·;�u/"r::!.• b���t I 
I "How to Learn Mugic at Home" and your Print and Picture I 
J Sample. (Do you have instrument . . .. . . .. . ). 

J 
I c;:r.� :::o�h���e �{�f�Jone � i�in

° t;;g;£i1o0: I 
I g�lroar ¥����;\ �����·6 �ti:;�i;��ti�u���t I 
I I 
J Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . - J 
I Street. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . . ....... ... . . . . .. . . . .- I 
I City.................. .. Sto.t.e.. I I 0 Check lH•re for Booklet "A.. t! under 16 yea.rs of age. I 
�-----�--------------� 



THIS 

BEAUTIFUL 
DESK ;��y $1·Q.Q 

REMINGTON 
WITH ANY 

POR TABLE TYPEWRITER 
A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green-trimmed in black 
and silver-made of sturdy fibre board-now available for 
only one dollar ($1.00) to purchasers of a Remington Deluxe 
Noiseless Portablt' Typewritt'r. The desk is so light that it 
can be moved anywhere without trouble. It will hold six hun
dred (600) pounds. This combination gives you a miniature 
office at home. i\lail the coupon today. 
THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU 

LEAR N TYPING FREE 
To help you even further. you get Free with this 
special offer a 24-page booklet, prepared by experts, 
to teach you quickly how to typewrite by the touch 
method. When you buy a Noiseless you get this free 
Remington Rand gift that increases the pleasure of 
using your Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable. 
Remember, the touch typing book is sent Free while 
this offer holds. 

SPECIAL CAR RYING CASE 
The Remington Deluxe Noiseless Portable is light in 
weight, easily carried about. With this offer Reming
ton supplies a beautiful carrying case sturdily built of 
3-ply wood bound with a special Dupont Fabric. 

SP ECIFICAT IONS 
ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of large standard 
office machines appear in the Noiseless Deluxe Port
able-standard 4-row keyboard; back spacer; margin 
�tops and margin release; double shift key; two color 
ribbon and automatic reverse; variable line spacer; 
paper fingers; makes as many as seven carbons; takes 
paper 9.5" wide; writes lines 8.2" wide, black key 
C'ards and white letters, rubber cushioned feet. 

M 0 N EY BACK G U ARANT E E 
The Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable Typewriter is 
sold on a trial basis with a money-back guarantee. If, after 
ten days trail, you are not entirely satisfied, we will take 
it back, paying all shipping charges and refunding your 
good will deposit at once. You take no risk. 

Remington Rand Inc. Dept· 169-7 
465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y. 

Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a 
new Remington Noiseless Deluxe Portable, including 
Carrying Case and Free Typing Booktet, for as little as 
lOc a day. Send Catalogue. 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . o . o  o •  o o · · · · · · · · · · · · · o · · · · · · · · · · · ·  

Address . . . .  o .  o 0 • •  o o . . . . • . . . . . .  o o . . . . . . o . . . . . . . . . • •  

City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State. I 

L-------- - -- J 



• , '!'dual colo!' jd<otogrtfpb of i\l r: King i!l.,pecring �vJfle · 'bt!ter-tha/1 - ern " tobtfcco.' 

�.�Yes n1a'am1 it was Uncle Sam 
who made tobacco better tha n  ever! 11 

"And Lucki .es a lways buy the 
c r e a m," s ays H .  R .  K i n g ,  
1 5  y e a rs: a tobacco buyer., 

" Cred i t  s u r e  does go to U. S .  
Govern1nent scientists, " ·says A'ir. 
K i n g .  " Th e y  h e l p ed farm ers 
grow tobacco the l ike of wh ich 
A m erica has n:ever ·seen. 

"As I've bought over 4 m i l l ion 

p.ounds· of tobacco, I 'v e  seen thar 
Luckies snal? up the prettier lots 
of th�se fin.et tobaccos. 

" So f smok� Lucki. es,and other 
i ndependeot buyers, warehouse
men and auctioneers do, too. "  

. . .  WJTH MEN WHO KNOW TO
BACCO BEST, IT LUCKlES 2 co 1 

HAVE YOU TRI E D  A LUCKY LAT E LY ? 




