


Ill!@� al� with 

fresh -Eveready Batteries 

"Normally I'd consider this a dirty trick" 

RE:\'lEMBER- our fighting forces need "Ever

eady" flashlights and batteries and the mate

rials they are made from. You can serve by 

conserving yours! 

FRESH BATTERIES LAST 
LONGER • • •  Look for 
the date line + 

The word "Eveready" 1·s ct reui,..tcred trude-mark 
of National Carbon Company, Inc. 
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Tremendous War Production 
Offers New Opportunities 

to Men andiWomen 
At home, in Spare time, YOU can prepare 
for a responsible job that will help to win 

Victory, bring you good pay and give you 
greater future security. America needs many more 

t·rained workers in almost every branch of industry
needs them urgently-needs them quickly. Rich rewards 

await those who qualify, and they will have the thrilling knowl
edge that they have helped to protect the American way of life. 

DRAFTING ONE OF MANY OP_P:ORTUNITIES-: .! 
Many thousands of workers depend on draftsmen. Before materials can be 
ordered-before n1achine production can begin-the vital wat·k of drdftamen 

must be done. Yes, drafting is highly important in Aviation, Automotive, Diesel, Electrical, Mechanical, Plastics, Radio, 
Structural and many other industries. If you want to qualify in one of theoe Interesting and profitable fields, or if you are already employed in one of them and want to lit yourself for a better-paying position and continue climbing, American 
School offers you your chance. 

During more tha11 40 years we M\'C helped thousands of men and won1en 
to reaU'ze their ambitions and attain important positions in indu•tn·. 
business and the professions. You who have not completed high school 
or have missed college training, and who cannot spa_i'e time to go away 

to school, can get education that fits you for better thinp. You can learn in spare time, in your own home, and YOU CAN CONTINUE YOUR EARNINGS. Remember that top executives and department heads encourage home instt·uction •md keep an eye on those who are determined to forge ahead and prove it by study. Never was there greater need tor 
trained men and women at liberal pay, and employers gladly award promotions to those who earn them by learning. 

GET FACTS FREE�N.O pBLIGATION . 
It's easy to llnd out about the training that will bring 
your opportunity. To get detaila and outline of study, 
with histories of successes others have enjoyed. write 

• 118 or send the cou!lon. Complete information, costs nothing, incurs no obligation. Let this great school, a pioneer in borne study education, explain. t>he methods that can 
·bring aueces,; to you. Send today, The soonei' you take this step; the sooner you can start on the road to fulfillment of your ambitions and, at the same time, bo better equipped to do bigger things in America's drive to Victory. 

Employers Welcome Applications 
From American School Advanced 

Students and Graduates 
Whenever and wherever trained work
ers are needed, employers welcome 
applications from American School 
advanced students and graduates. Our 
employment placement service will help 
you to locate good openings. There is no 
extra charge for thiS help. Write NOW 
for outline of home training ·courses 
that have done so much for so many. 
Check the coupon -to indicate_preference 
of subjects. Mail it AT ONCE. 

AMERICAN scti'ooL 
Dept. G·S�s. _Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago 

r----------------------------------1 Take This First Easy Step * 
CHECK, CLIP AND MAIL COUPON NOW 

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. G·sa&. Drexel at 58th, Chicago 
Wflho!Jt o/llfqot�ee oend FREE and t>Q6tpald, buUcUn and 6etalla 
ot the SubjecUI c • 

[)Air Conditioning OAccouatlall and ODraftlnll and De.-tgn 
ORefrll!e<atloa C.P.A. tor Mea and Women. 
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*THE BEST IN SCIENTIFICTION * 

Vol. 9, No.2 CONTENTS March, 1943 

A Co01pldt: Eook-Lt:ngth Sdt:ntifi.::tion ,_.o�t:l 
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When Alex Craig Is Exposed to Inventor 
Parker's Thought Intensifier, a Modern 
Streamlined Satan Pops Up-and Goes to 
Town on a Faustian Crusade Against Diaboli-
cal Fifth Columnists! . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 15 

Otht:.- Unusual Sto.-it:s 
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Jim Scott Takes a Strange Ride Through Saturn's Crepe Ring 
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STARTLING STORIES. lJUbllshed every other month by Better Publications, Inc., N. L. Pines. President, at 4600 Dlversey 
Ave Chicago, Ill. Edttorial and executive officC's, 10 East 40th St., New York, N. Y. Entered as second class matter 
September 29, 1038, at the lJOSt o!llce at Chicago, Illinois, under the sot or March 3. 1879. Copyright, 1942, by Bett& Pub
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$10 a Week In 
Spare Time 

"'I rctJairPd l!omc Radio 
sets v•lwn r \U.� on my 
tenth Jc�.son. l really don't 
see ho1r rou can gire so 
murh for 8UCh a small 
Amount or money. I ma�ole 

l61l0 in a year and a. hal£. and 1 h:l.Te 
made a.n avoraKe of $10 a week-Just 
l!lla.n! time." JOliN JM1HY. 1337 1-:al
ama.th St.., Deu' <."1', ClA.un.do. 

Lieutenant In 
Signal Corps 

·"t cannot dintlg:r. lln' tn� 
fQl"ttlallon &fi to my tYDe of 
work, but J cnn say that 
N. R I. t.rain.ln� 1! c«� ·· .. t.alnb ccmlns In mighty �:iu.Jh(;j� �Wlt�;,C�e���:.)d address 

$200 a Moftth Itt 
0W11 Business 

"For serora.l YUTB I bare 
been lu business for 
myself malting around 
$:!00 a tnonth. Business 
has steadUy tn.creils&.:t 
I havo N. R. 1. to thank 

for n1r gi.."lrt in this field."' .a .. BLIE 
J. �'ROEB]';ER, 300 W. Texas �ve., 
GOC6U Creek. Texas. 

/.::; EXTRA PAY IN � 
:""' 

ARMY, NAVY Ci� :· ..!AI TOO �I' 
Yen llkel: to 110 lnic mllit.an" &er· vice. &OUlien, .!:1!\luls, marine•. 
should ma.U the Conoan Nowt 
Learuing Radio htlps men get ex
tra rank, exua prestige, more in· toreet!ng dutte•. MUCH HlGP.ER 
PAY. Also prel)UOI for rood Radio 
job� after �eufc.u ends. Hundreds 
ot service men nmv enrolled. 

THAT I CAN TRAIN YOU . . 

'l:;;;;;;t A 

Uel&dUI 
Mail the Coupon for FREE lesson 

from m -r Radio Course. It shows you 
how N:R. I. trains you for Radio 
at home In spare time. And with 
this sa.mpl� l�sson I'll send my 6-1-png� ll!ustrnted book, TtJCH 
REWARDS IN RADIO. Itdescril.Jes 
the many fRscinating jobs Rudlo 
offers. Explains how �- R I. teaches 
you hy the unique method whlcll 
I have de-r!'lopcd and perfectc<l 
during my 28 years of teaching 
ltudio by mail! 

Act Nowl Many Radio Technicians 
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week 

Right now, in nearly every neighbor
hood, there's room for more spa1·e nnd full time Radio Technicians. Many Radio 
Technicians are stcppino: into FULL 
time Radio jobs, or starting their own 
ehops, and making $30, S40, �-50 a week! 

Others are taking good-pay jobs with 
Broadcasting Stations. Hundreds more 
are needed for Government jobs as Civil
ian Radio Operatocs, Technicians. Radio 
Manufacturers, rushing to fill Govern
ment orders, need trained men. Avialion, 
Police, Comlllercial Radio and Loud-
5f)£aker Systems art� Jive, growjng fiPld!. 
And think of the NEW jobs Television, 
Frequency Modulation and other Radio 
developments -.dll open nfter the war! I 
give you the Radio knowledge required 
for these fields. 

Training Men for Vital 

How the "N. R. I. Method" H�lps Many 
Make $5, $10 a W•ek EXTRA 

Whilo Learning 
Many N. R.I. StudentS make $5, $10 a Wt•k 

utra ruOlleY fu:lug Radios in spare time wbile 
learning. I send l!lXTR� MO:\£Y JOB 
SHEETS !bat tell bow to do It I 

N. R. 1. train� you ''from tho crowut up"
COl'en!. !uudsruentltls thoroughlY. The combjnt'tl 
ef!'orla of moro tlum 100 people have mado U1e 
Course so interutina, J\"'ith hundreds ot oic:
tuns. charts, and dta�r&tll:r-so easy-to-gra10p. 
with speelal t.e.arhing mothods--that wo belitwa 
you will bo .. old friends" with Radio almost 
before you know it. 
Find Out What N. R. I. Can Do for You 

MAIL COUl'Orot NO\V for FREE sam;ote T.;o;. 
son and 6�-page lllu.it.rat.ed book. You'll H'C tho 
me:Jy rasciuatlng jobs B.adlo offers anJ how 
YI'Jll can traln 1\.t heme. lf you want 10 jump 
rour pa.y-�1a11 Coupon AT Q_l'.;CE! J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3C09, 
National Radio Institute, WoU!-
1 n g tort, 
D. C. 

Radio 

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3C09 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTI!, Washington, 0. C. 
�a.il me FREE wfthoiiJ.t. obltgat1on. Samplt� I..eseon a.l"lll fl(
pa£e bfll1fi. "RJ·�h Rewards in Radio." (�o Sale-ema..n will ca.l!. \Vriie -plaJ.n.tr.) 

� .............. . 
NIJIJ.e • • • • • • • . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . . • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

Addr""s . . . . . . . • . . • • • • • . . • . • • . .• • . . . . • . . . . • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . •  

City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • .  , . . . . . . . . . State . . . • . . . . . . . . . .  4F R-2 



/hlfl Learn music in just 
'""30 MINUTES A DAY! 

See how easy it is I 
MY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE 

SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY 

Look at tho diagram. The !lrst note on tho mualc Ia "C." 
Follow tho dotted line to tho koyboord and locate "C'' on 
the plano. Find the other notes the ume way. Now atrtke 
the notes as indicated and you'll be plulng the melodY 
of that fa.mou• P&trlotlc hymn, "America." Euy as 
A·B·C, Isn't ttf 

Thousands have learned to play their favorite instrument 
this amazingly quick, easy way-YOU CAN, TOO! 

YES, thousands have learned to play quickly and easily 
this remarkable Print and Picture way. And If you follow 

the instructions . . . nnd give only a half hour of your spare 
time each day ... you, too, should be able to play simple 
melodies sooner than you ever dreamed possible. 

That's why it's such fun learning music this modern, 
U. S. School way. With this quick, easy method you need 
no specinl talent or previous musicnl training. �or do you 
need to spend endless hours on humdrum scales and exer
cises. You learn to play real tunes almost from the start. 
And you can't go wrong. First you are told how to do a thing 
by simple printed instructions. Then a picture alwwa you how 
to do it. Finally, you do It yourself and heer how it sounds. 
Nothing could be clearer. 

And just think! You can now take lessons on any instru
ment you select, for less than '!� a day! That Includes every
thing . .. valuable sheet music. printed instructions, diagrams 
and pictures, and our Personal Advl:sory Service. No wonder 
thousands have taken advantage of this modern way to learn 
music . . . and to win new friends, and greater popularity! 
lJ. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, �94S Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 0. 

Before I took your course 
I didn't know ono note 
ot music. Three month& 
later I started to play 
ror dances. I've been in
vited to many parties. 
*R.M., Vancouver, B.O. 

It h boyond belief what 
benefits I have derlve.d 
rrom your course that you 
sent me at &uch a bar
ealu.-•w. R., OU3i,.ck, 
Washi,ngton. 

• Ac>IIIOI pupils' flame• on reque11. Piclur .. bl! Pro/e81ional Modell. 

YOU NEED MUSIC TO RELAX AND 
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY 
To do your best for the all-out war effort. 
you need relaxation and recreation. And 
there's nothing like music to give you a. "Uft" after a hard day. So why not 
start learning now. Mail the cout>on 
for our FREE Print and Picture Samt>le. 
!'nd illustrated Booklet. See how easy 
1t Is to learn to play your favorite in
strument this quick. modern. n10ney .. 
saving way. Check instrument you want 
to t>lay. Fill In and mall COUDOD today! 

SU,CCES,S.fUL 45TH YEAR 



GEE what a budd I 
Didn't •t take a long 
time to get those muscles? 

No SIR!- ATLAS 

Makes Muscles Grow 
Fast I 

• 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

Awarded the title 
of "The World's 
:\fosl. Perfectly 
Oevclopod Man'' 
In Jntcrnational 
l;l:mtc..<.:t--ln c(}m
'"titlonwith ALL 
men who would 
(:Onsent to appear 
agaln•t him. 

Here's What Only 15 Minutes a Day Can Do For You 
This h� a. rec�nt 

photo of Charle� 
Atla.S showlnK 
ho\4' ho 1ooks to
day. This is nnt a 
studio vtcll!rc but 
an a.ct.uttl u.u
touchecl s.napsbot. 

I DON'T �are no"' ol-1 or youn;r )'OU 
are, or how nehamed of your present 
physical condition you muy bo. If 

:rou can simt)ly rni�e your arm and flex 
It I can edd SOLID MUSCLE to youl.' 
biceps-yes, on en.ch ann�in double
quick time! Only 15 minutes n day
right in your own hornc·--ls nil the time I 
asl\ of you! And there's no cost if I rn;I. 

I ean bro�den rour r;houlder�, ::t rengthen 
�·our lJai•k, den�Jop your wl1<tl� mwtcuJar srslem 
J:-;SJDE ond OUTSIDE! .I can add lnchec t.o 
your <'he:-t. ��\'t� you a \-·tsc-llko crlp, makt. 
those lers of :rours \lthe and powerrut. l c<:.n 
&hoot new fitrcngth into your old baC"kbone, 
nerd�e tbo:tc inrwr orgam:. belo )OtJ c:rAru 
ynur body so full of llt.\l. vtgnr "nd red-blooded 
vitality t.h.I.L you won"t. feel there's ef'en 
''.Et.amlin5: roou1., tt�n ror wcaknese a.nd tbot 
lat'.'Y feelinr;:: I B'lfore 1 get through wo;1th yon 
l'll h&v� your whole tume "measured" to a 
nico. ne\v, bcautUul suit or mu11clc I 

What's My Secret? 
·�Dvna'"'u, Tens ton.!'' That's the tlcketf The 

ldenttcal natural method tbst l mY5elf derit .. 
oped to dlanee mr body from the !traWny, 
t�klnn.r-cbe�ted weakling r was at 1 ': to m:1 
tlresent t.Upt·r-m:m physiQUe! Thousand• or 
other fellows: arc bec.:oming marvelous ph;rJtc:aJ 

•pec.lmena-mr tray. 1 ahe you no gad"ots or <:Ontraptiom t.o fooJ 14lth. \\"h�n you 
have le�o�rned to derelo[l �our "lrength 
through uvunami.c T�l..l(ou/' you can 
laueh at nrttnclal musde-makers. You 
.;imply utilize the DORMANT mu!lcle� 
powor In S'OUr own God-a:lrcn bo,ty
�·a.teh tt. Jncr-easo an..J multivly doutJ!e
quick Into ro•l •olld LJ \"E Ml:SCLB. 

My met1lod-''Dvnautic Tl'!'n.tion'�--wm 
t uru the trlck for 70U. No tlwory-erery 
exsrcl.se h practleal. And, man. 10 euy. 
8tH'nd only .15 mtnute.s a day In 
your own homt. Prom lbi very 
start :rcu'JI he uafna my method 
of ��Dvrumtf� Tr.rtsi.on·, ahuod 
unconsctonsly e\'en� DJinute of the 
da�r-�alklng, beodln1 ewer. etc. 
-to llUILD b!l:SCLE and VI· 
TALITY. 
Send for Free Book 

In It l talk to rou In .t.ralrbt
from-tbe�&houlder la.n•o•1e. 
Pacltod wllb Jnrpintlonal plc-
l�;" ::.. ����:��P�:Elf·f� 
Btren1th.. my way. Let me show 
you who! I helped TBBM do. See 
lrllat I eaD do ror 1·oo. For a 
real thrill, send tor thh book 
todar. AT ONCE. ('HARL!':S 
ATT.AS, Dept. 7r3, 115 Ea>t 
23rd St ..  !\'ow York, N. Y. 

r-1 CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 773 
1 115 E. 2lrcl Street, New York, N. Y. 
I t��;�·\�tutb:efo00�!!��atar�",•��i�� o"/ ���b�!" �tn� 
I health�·. husky body and big mu!lr-ular �H'lO/Ho•••·' 

I SP:Od tns your free bt�. "Ll erlastln& Health snd 
6tnm;th.•• 

I 
1 Namo . • • • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . • • • . • •  

I (l'lea'e print or wrUe plainly) 

1 Addrc" . . . . . . . • . .  
I 
I C!ty 0 Ch��; h�r� it' �",d�, �·6 ;; Boo�\:��. . I L-------�----------J 



A Department Where Readers, Writers and the Editors Get Together 

B EFO R E  we seal the ports and take 
off for a mad voyage this trip the old 
Sarge will briefly check the mani

fests for next issue's cargo in the good old 
ship STARTLING STORIES. So, gather 
around the chart table, you junior astroga
tors, and don't jostle one another while we 
scan the sheet. 

The first item, one which fills the main 
hatch, is  a complete novel by our old 
planet-trotting senior pilot-Ray Cum
mings. In W I N G S  OF I CARUS, Mr. 
Cummings takes us to incredible adven
tures on one of the outer planets of the 
Solar System. Three Earthmen set forth 
in a desperate, frenzied search for a certain 
mineral that man must have to prevent his 
interplanetary empire from crumbling, and 
they land in the midst of a world of winged 
people who have a desperate problem of 
their own. 

In working out the solution to one prob
lem the Earthmen work out the solution to 
the other, again proving the old adage that 
one man's meat is another man's poison. 
As neat a trick as Ray Cummings has ever 
pulled out of that scientifiction typewriter 
of his with the Martian symbols for letters 
and the Plutonian numerals. WINGS OF 
I CARUS is one of the best novels Cum
mings has ever written. 

The Hall of Fame Classic which fills the 
after hatch is  a yarn by that old favorite of 
yours, the late Stanley G. W einbaum. T H E  
I D EAL is another o f  those clever whim
sies that W einbaum was famous for. 

There will be other brand new short 
stories packed away in the fore hatch. So, 
there you have it, my hearties. Roll up the 
manifest and clear the decks so we can see 
what the present cargo is for the booby 
hatch-pardon the old Sarge-the atroga
tion chamber. 

Shake out the mail sack, Frog-eyes, and 
open a fresh case of X eno. W ait-never 
mind the Xeno I Is that first ether gram 

from a gal reader? That's the kind of 
spirit the old space dog wants. 

JOINING THE ETHERWAVES 
By Barbara Bovard 

Dear Sarge: Having just-or nearly just
received my Science Fiction League Pin, and 
having been urged to join the Etherwaves, I decided that a rave over the November Issue 
of STARTLING STORIES wouldn't hurt. 

First and foremost, I want to shout about 
"The Earth Saver." There Is a story that 
justifies science-fiction since its birth. I 
chuckled and chortled, gurgled and giggled 
until I had accordion pleats In my side. More, 
more, and yet more! 

"The Ancient Brain" was a relief from the 
"doomed" future and hair-raising exploits of 
one man to save the world. It left me with 
faith in the future and an easy, restful feel 
ing. 

"The Death Ray" was a good short. The 
surprise ending pulls it out of the ordinary 
class. 

Now. about "The Day of the Cloud." As Is 
the case with all of Ross' stories, it was well 
written. The last time I se_w him, we were 
talking about inspiration, and I said he hadn't 
any. so I hope this Is in a sort of a form of 
apology. It was a new and different way of 
depicting the end of the world, and while I 
resent the necessity of pulling the moon to 
bits, I can understand and appreciate the 
logic behind it. And I hugged myself over a 
hero who was a heel! Of course, he turned 
out true-blue to the hero tradition; his trans
formation was right and proper. And while 
I got my eyes slightly crossed on the ex
planation of how his father got into future 
ahead of him, the story was a good one and 
leads me to hope there will be more. 

Thanks for them kind words about "Cen
sored" and the column "Unscientifacts." I'm 
glad somebody liked them! 

Now comes the trouble. Er-the cover 
illustration: 

First, the ships are all out of proportion 
to the moon. It may be the size of th e ray. 
but the moon doesn't lool< much la.rgP.r than 
the p erihelion of the N. Y. W orld' s Fair. Sec
ond, Its color and texture led me . to believe 
that the ch!ldhood !able is true and the moon 
101 made of green cheese! Uh-that's all, I 
think. 

That's all, period.-1929 Page Street, San 
Francl•eo, Calif. 

Honey lamb, as the old Sarge wearily 
pointed out to one of your contemporaries 
last issue, that cover picture on the Novem
ber issue was really supposed to b e  a cou
ple of Eversharp pencils poking fun at a 
gooseberry. Or maybe a couple of cosmic 

(Continued on page 10) 



TO $1,000��H 
BENEFITS AC����:t g�TH 

Nearly every family may soon have one or more members 
in the Aimed Forces or War work. Although the ruks are 
higher, Atlas Murual is not "holding out" on patriotic 
Americans. Take advantllge of this· big opportunity while 
still available! Protect EVERY M.EMBER of your family! 
ONLY ONE DOLLAR A MONTH can cover entire 
family- Sisters, Brothers, Husband and Wife. 

NO MEDICAL 
EXAMINATION 
Ages 2 to 75 -All Covered NTS • CHILDREN • HUSBAND 

for Only $1 a Month AND WIFE ENTIREF"AMILYCAN 
BE COVERED 

Satisfied members throughout the U. S. No "investiga
tions or delays. No medical examinations -just the fact 
that all in the family named in your application are now 
in good health. 

· 
Now-more than ever--we all need 
protection for our entire family. Atlas 
.Mutual is Inspected and Licensed by 

No SALESMEN the Delaware State Department of 
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THE ETHER VIBRATES 
(Continued from page 8) 

giants are playing space billiards with 
pointed cues. 

Anyway, the old Sarge is  glad you liked 
Rocklynne's yarn. So you know the long
haired gent personally, eh? Well, he's 
written a new novel which will appear in 
THRILLING WONDER STORIES some 
time this year. It's called THE GIANT 
RUNT. And you'll like it! (I  guess I can 
plug my companion space ships if I wanna.) 

1942 RATINGS 
By Harry Loren Sinn 

Dear Sarge: Just bought the current 
STARTLING and was overwhelmed by the 
perfectly scrumptuous cover. Bergey, who is 
consistently good, outdid himself this time. 
Perhaps the most outstanding thing about It 
was the lack of heroine and BEMa. Anyway, 
it favorably Impressed me (that should be 
perfectly obvious by this time! ) and re
minded me strongly of the "good old days." 
By "good old days" I mean the time, long 
past, when science fiction was 8clence fiction. As for trimmed edges I vote against it. I 
imagine expenses are high enough as is. I 
wonder if Tom Regan and Gene Hunter read 
the edges or the stories. As a collector, I 
have found that smal l- s ize magazines with 
untrimmed edges file easier and keep better 
than do those with trirnmed edges. 

Here are my ratings oo th e last year (six 
issues ) of 1942 STARTLING: (1) "Tarn ished Utopia," by Malcolm Jame-
son-March. 

(3) "Blood on the Sun," Hal K. Wells-May. 
(3) "Ci ty of Glass," Noel Loomis-July. (4) "Day of the Cloud," Rocklynne-Nov. (5) "Two Worlds to Save," Morrison-Sept. 
(6) "Devil's Planet," !II. W. Wellman-Jan. 
Probably the best reprint was "Cubic City," 

Tucker. The others were mediocre. Well, so 
long, Sarge, and please, or 11leasel forget 

(Continued on page 12) 
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THE ETH ER VIB RATES 
(Continued from page 10) 

about Xeno. Jt's getting monotonous. Oh. 
yes, you have the best fan-mag department Increased production in prodom.-Carnntlon, Route One, Wneb. 

means Harry, you make me feel better by the 
, minute over that cover. I n  spite of what 

More Jobs i Pee-lotess Bovard just said. All kidding 
and bigger pay for men who I aside, the o.ld Sarge passed judgment on the 

know their work 11 original painting before the cover plates 
Th19 big bomA·S!Udy and rorerenCc COUrie g!V .. YOU the practical Were made, ,and I'm telling all YOU junior 
!acto on machinoa snd methods you nee<l to advance In rnachlue ohop astrogators lt was a beaut I =· ;�.;��·n���; ·��1.�;�·'1�a:O:. er/o�en�J:U::.""�1;� : And what kind of talk is this about the 

The AMERICAN I good old day� I I'll  h�ve �ou kno:-v. young 

MAC H I N I STS' L IBRARY 
feller, that sc1ence fict10n 1s steppmg up to 

I the good new days. Snap out of that horse-
6 volumes-2168 pages-2516 Illustrations I and-buggy daze j ust because your tires and lA combined home•study course and refer .. ca library! gasoline are temporarily rationed. You ·nus library o r  machine shop practice ., .•• written for practical men. , yourself don't seem to care for the yarns in n ,:,�1; '��':,����sb1�th��u:f,���:.0'a���"r,;;���dm'!t;,h'j'�'i�t.'�� ';:J:��r the Hall of Fame niche, according to your operation, a.utoUl�tic screw machines. speeds and teeds. gear de..<!il&n ; own letter. � ��;�c':'J.Jt�rnfi''!.:l�i;:;���j;,'t.�'�u�r�����·�.:�r�� ' And never mind your cl'acks about Xeno. of belt> to tbe mnrhtne abo" = n  who wants to advance billl .. tt. Did you-ever drink any-Sharli e ?  I rest 

No money c(ow-spe�ial prl�-•asy paymenh. my case. 
��--- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ,  
I EXAMINATION COUPON : ATTACK AT 0 I 00 

McGRAW·HILL BOOK co., 330 w. 42nd St. , New York 1 I By Sergeant Jerry A. Mace 
Send me fur ten daya• ex.amlnatlon the .Aruerknn :'rfachlnbts• Dear Sarge; "\oVell, give me a r i n g  and cal l 

!:!��:no !�. 0�"f��yr"e;ili lhe"!!;, c��� /f;"_,, 0H1.<_Go ... t1nd. 'o1r danoys, me Satur n !  Sutl'erin' Space Burns, Sarge, am 
v • " " • 1 I taboo ? Do I have B.O. ? Remember m e ?  ��all w';.'Jl� ':i�';:ly ���ldbftlf';,:'"!\r�� ••. lTo I nsure proOlpl j �����:� !�' � l d"'B�ot��e�:�n��e

t���
s\ i�;

t
��v�� 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  I maro o n e d  on an asteroid with no Spacemen'a 
Home Addr•" · . . . . . . . . . .  . .  .. . . . . . .  . . . . .. . .. . . .  . . . . . . . . .  . . . .  . l Bar ln s i ght. [Look tellers, It's a.gin the law 
City and Stata. . • •  • • •  . . . .. . . .  . . .  . . . . . . . . . . .. . .  . . . .  . . . . . . . . . . to send i nfernal machines through the mall 11 Pog!Uon . . . . . . .  . . . . .  . . •  . . .  . . .  . . .  . . . . . . . . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . .  and besides, rrn boarding the next air-c o n -
Name or companr . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . TII-3_43 I ditloned comet that's headed for Al pha C e n -

--- --- ----.-. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. ....... ,.. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. ..... .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. t a u r 1 .  A n y \vay, ho'v \\�as I to kno\v rny s 1 1 n ·  · --· � pie concoction would assume the proportion� 
of a deluge? Xeno jugs to t h e  right of us- 
X.eno jugs to the lett of us-Great Galaxys. I m en, there hasn't been so much Xeno ftoatln.�· 
around since the V.S.W. (Veterans of Spatial \Vars ) hetd their annual convention on Gan
ymede last year. W hat a brawl ! ]  But wh ere was I ,  Sarge? A h  yes. I was be
moaning the t o tal lack of response accorded 
m y  l ast thre.e Ethergrams [To T.W.S. ] .  Are 1 S e r v i <' e  men barred from the sacred Precinct :�. 
of Pro, Con a n d  what have you ? Or has the 
quality or my flashes so deteriorated as t.o 
renrler them unfit to bulge the creak i n g  seam• 
of the olrl Rookies' Roost? "\Vell ,  let's guzzl ··' 
a Xeno Z: o m b l e  while we disembo wel tltt> good 
ship. S.S. 

(Continued on page 120) ------
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Noting that Craig was payi n g  no attention to what he d i d ,  Parker suddenly made a swift 
connection {Chap. I )  

S()EAK of lht; UEVI L 
E}' �OR�4.� A. [)4.�1ELS 

When Alex Craig Is Exposed to Inventor Park er's Thought 
Intensifier, a Modern Streamlined Satan Pops Up - and Goes to 
Town on a Faustian Crusade Against Diabolical Fifth Columnists ! 

CHAPTER I 

"I Don't Want to Be a Hero!" 

THERE was plenty of applause 
as the final curtain went down 
on the new Cartwright hit, 

"Speak of the Devil," but none of it  
was for  Alexander Hamilton Craig. 
He st.ood in the wings, a weird-look
ing object in the gloom, crushed and 

defeated, a good picture of Lucifer 
j ust after being hurled over the ramp
arts of Heaven. 

Two minutes before, he'd gone to 
the center of the stage and bowed 
when the curtain went up for his call. 
Only shouts of derision and waves of 
laughter had greeted him. True, the 
new Cartwright play was a comedy 
drama and people were supposed to 
laugh-but not at Alex Craig. For 

AD  ASTOUDD IDG COmPLETE BOOH- LEDGTH DOUEt 
15 
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Alex played the title role of his Sa
tanic Majesty in full regalia. And all 
he got was laughter-laughter which 
should have been reserved for the two 
comedians of the piece. 

He reached up bitterly and ripped 
the fake horns from his head, stepped 
out of shoes that gave his feet the ap
pearance of  cloven hoofs, disengaged 
a wiry forked tail from about one of 
his sturdy legs and strode disgustedly 
toward his dressing room. Alex Craig, 
rising d r a m  a t i c actor, had been 
laughed off the stage. 

Of course, they were waiting for 
him down there-Valerie and the 
Cartwrights. 

Valerie Lane came t o w a r d  h i m  
quickly, taking both his hands. She 
was trim, naturally blonde, and with 
blue eyes that were always much al ive. 
Craig admired her graceful l ines so 
much that he almost forgot his split
ting headache. In fact, he was head 
over heels in love with her and didn't 
care who knew it, so everybody did. 

"Alex," she murmured sympathet
ically. "Oh, my dear-! knew you 
shouldn't have taken the role. It just 
isn't sui ted to you. You're a dramatic 
leading man, not a character actor. 
But sometimes you are so stubborn." 

"It  isn't my fault, Valerie," he said 
wearily, with a venomous glance to
ward Cory and Alicia Cartwright. " I  
knew what I was talking about when 
I said the Devil should be p 1 a y e d 
straight-as a sinister man about 
town, instead of with these outmoded 
trappings of the M i d d 1 e Ages and 
Doctor Faustus. But, in spite of these 
handicaps, I'm going to shove myself 
down the throats of the American 
public  and make 'em l ike-" 

"No, Alex,'' said Cory Cartwright, 
smiling gently as he stepped forward. 
' •It's just no go. You don't make a 
good devil ." 

Alex put his arm about Valerie and 
faced the two producers. Cory and 
Alicia Cartwright saw eye to eye on 
every subj ect. They'd been married 
for fourteen years without a serious 
disagreement. They never appeared 
anywhere in public without each 
other. They still held hands in the 
theatre-and also considerabl e sway 
and power. 

"I can do it, Cory," said Alex earn
estly in his splendid baritone voice. 
"I know they laughed at me out there 
tonight. No-not at me, but at these 
silly contraptions you insisted that I 
wear to portray the character of Satan. 
Props like these things now belong to 
the past, or to comic opera. 

Cory Cartwright s h o o k  his head 
sadly. "Afraid not, Alex. We just  
can't shove a character on stage, say, 
'This is the Devil,' and let it go at 
that. The man who p 1 a y s this role 
must wear the trappings." 

...... ARTWRIGHT'S wife nodded in � complete agreement. "Cory is 
right, Alex. There's nothing else we 
can do. You're a grand actor, but we 
horribly miscast you. You're the hero 
type." 

"I don't want to be a hero !" de
claimed Mr. Craig tragically. "In ten 
years I'll be too old to look like Ham
let. The greatest actors of the theatre 
have al�ays b e e n  character actors. 
Look at the h i s t o r y of the stage. 
Take-" 

"Never mind t h e  dramatics, pal," 
said Cory Cartwright, cutting off the 
histrionics. "Never will it be said that 
I killed the career of a good actor by 
making a laughing stock of him. You 
don't go on tomorrow night." 

"What ? I don't even get another 
chance?" cried Craig in sharp protest. 
"Why, I can work over my l ines 
and-" 

. "Sorry, Alex," put in Alicia. "At 
the end of the second act we decided 
to give the role to your understudy
Stan Haviland." 

Alex gestured in grand disdain. He 
was acting better now than he had on 
the stage. "Oh-him !" he said with 
just the right accent to make his lis
teners fear they had made a horrible 
mistake. 

"Yeah-him!" spoke an acrid voice 
behind his back, and Craig turned to 
face his understudy as Haviland came 
into the dressing room. "You needn't 
speak of me, Alex, in a v o i c e  you 
might apply to the call boy as he es
says to do Hamlet. T h e y  won't be 
laughing at me tomorrow night." 

A l e x  started f o r w a r d .  Valerie 
gripped his arm. and he relaxed. 



Alex raised h i s  left h a n d ,  h i s  brow w r i n kled in concentration (Chap.  XV) 
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"For two cents, Stan, I 'd  fix your 
face so you could go on without make
up," he growled. "Oh-please clear 
out of here-all of you. I'll see you in 
a few minutes, Val. As soon as I get 
out of this ridiculous rigging." 

After washing up, Alex took four 
aspirin tablets and met Valerie at the 
stage door. They ate a late supper in 
an obscure place. His head still ached, 
pounding nastily, but he didn't men
tion the fact to his friends. No use 
trying to find more alibis. But Valerie 
saw things for herself. 

"You look tired, Alex," s h e mur
mured sympathetically, leaning over 
to run her fingers l ightly through his 
hair. And, as he winced : "Oh, does 
your head ache, darling ?"  

"Like the devil !" he growled, try
ing to smile. "I guess it  was that hor
rible performance." 

"It's your sinuses," she said. "You 
know the doctor told y o  u that you 
should live in a higher, drier climate." 

"No," said  Alex grimly. "I picked 
up this headache at the theatre." 

ON E  thing about Alex, he never 
took refuge in alibis to explain 

his failures. He had acquired t h i s  
headache because he gave a rotten per
formance ; he hadn't given a bad per
formance because he had a headache. 
He was a forthright and hard-working 
young man who took his w o r k  se
ri.ously and without conceit. 

Obstacles only made him the more 
determined. He didn't know how, but 
he knew that he was going on tomor
row night in the title role-and he 
was going to put the part over. 

"Come on," Valerie said, getting to 
her feet. "Let's get out of here and 
take a walk. The fresh air will blow 
the fumes from your brain - do us 
both good." 

Alex paid the check and followed 
her out into the night. Valerie took 
his arm and they strolled in silence 
northward along :aroadway, gradually 
working their way over toward River
side Drive. The early editions were 
out and they stopped to buy one. 

Against Valerie's better judgment 
they halted u n d e r  a street l ight 
dimmed for the war, and Alex hur
riedly turned to the theatrical pages. 

He f o u n d what he sought, and he 
winced. The critics h a d  p ulled no 
punches. A I e x crumpled the paper 
savagely and hurled it to the sidewalk. 

''If I could only face them in the 
role of the Devil in the vile mood I'm 
in now," he muttered aloud as they 
strode along. "I'd freeze the marrow 
in their c-omic spines !" 

"Never mind," murmured Valerie. 
"I know you are good." 

After a bit they found themselves 
walking on R iverside Drive. With a 
start Alex r e a 1 i z e d t h a t  subcon
sciously he had been heading toward 
the home of Bill  Parker. He always 
wound up at Parker's place when any
thing went wrong. It was pretty late 
tonight, but he shrugged, said noth
ing, and they went on. B il l  wouldn't 
be in bed-likely be in his laboratory 
fooling around with one of his crack
pot gadgets. Maybe he could do some
thing to ease Alex's headache. 

Dr. P a r k e r  was a physicist. He 
could have been a big money maker i f  
he hadn't insisted on  fooling around 
with obscure researches off the beaten 
path of economic science. He was al
ways dabbling and dipping into such 
abstract and un profitable things as the 
amount of electric current generated 
by the human brain, the effect of the 
gaze of an eye upon delicate flowers, 
the concentration of certain stimuli 
upon nerves and such. 

Alex n e v e r  half-understood Par
ker's theories and discourses, but Bill 
was a good scout and an old friend. 
Utterly disinterested in the theatre, 
he was an ideal person to talk to now. 
Maybe he had a few aspirin tablets or 
something for a devilish headache. 

"Where are we going, Alex ?" asked 
Valerie as he led the way up the steps 
of the old stone mansion Parker had 
inherited from his grandfather. 

A lex explained as he knocked the 
correct signal on the massive d o o r  
panel. 

"You know B ill Parker," he added, 
"and he'll be g I a d to see you. Or 
should I take you home first, honey ?" 

"Of course not. It's too late now. 
anyway-see ?" 

· 

THE door was swinging open of its 
own accord-one of B il l  Parker's 
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inventions t o  p e r m i t  h i s  intimate 
friends to enter without disturbing 
the household. 

Wearily Alex conducted the girl up 
the grand staircase and into a mon
strous room on the second floor. Par
ker had calmly removed most of the 
partitions there, converting the entire 
second floor into a huge laboratory. 

He was at the far end of the great 
room now, surrounded by a litter of 
electrical gadgets which made Alex 
think of a radio repair shop after a 
cyclone. Parker was a slender, spec
tacled young man with a rapt look on 
h is face as he bent over his work. 

BEFORE him was a complicated 
radio  outfit which mounted a 

grotesque-looking tube in the heart of 
a maze of wires and condensers. It  
looked to Alex, in comparison with 
regular radio tubes, as Edisoo's first 
l ight bulb might look compared to a 
fluorescent tube. It certainly h a d  a 
weird sort of home-made look. 

"Ah - MacBeth," greeted Parker, 
glancing up. And Juliet ! Have chairs 
and keep quiet - if you can. How'd 
the new play go ?" 

"Fine,'' admitted Alex truthfully. 
"The C artwrights have another hit. 
Personally, I stank." 

"Did you now? Have a look at this 
arrangement of  condensers. At last 
I've hit upon a method of intensifying 
sheer thought. You know I 've worked 
along these lines for years, Alex. And 
n o w  I've figured o u t a short-wave 
method of concentrating mental en
ergy. I 'm j ust finishing the final hook
up. I putter around with science a 
bit, Miss Lane," he explained apolo
getically to Valerie. 

Alex s i g h e d and settled himself 
more comfortably in his chair. He 
leaned back and pressed his hands to 
his throbbing head. 

"Tonight I gave the rottenest per
formance of my career," he said. "I 
doubt the rankest amateur could have 
given a worse one. In fact, I acted 
like the devil ! "  

"That's what you were supposed to  
do, wasn't i t ?" asked Parker without 
looking up. "As soon as I make a spe
cial helmet to fit a patient's head and 
p i c k  up his thought impulses, with 

this power plant and this Parker os
cillator tube, I can magnify a person's 
w i 1 1  thousands of times. In fact, I 
don't know just how far I can go with 
this. So you were good, eh ?" 

"I said I was rotten !" growled Ale¥. 
"And my h e a d  is aching furiously. 
Haven't you got something you can 
give me for i t?"  

"Eh ? Oh,  sure. Why didn't you 
tell me before. Your sinuses again, I 
guess. You shouldn't live in this foul 
cl imate, Alex. I 've told you before. 
Sit down over there by the end of this 
bench and I 'll give you a shot of dia
thermy treatment with that infra-red 
adaptation of mine. Nothing- like it  
for penetrating human tissue." 

As he talked, Parker deftly adjust
ed his friend's head against the back 
of the designated chair and fitted a 
metal skullcap not unlike a football 
helmet to Craig's head. He started to 
switch on the machine which would 
s e n d short - wave h e a t treatments 
coursing through the temples of his 
patient and then, noting that Craig 
was paying no attention to what he 
did; he hesitated, and then suddenly 
began making swift connections be
tween the diathermy machine and the 
queer apparatus he had just been 
working on. The girl was anxiously 
watching her fiance's face. 

Alex Craig talked on bitterly. 
"The role of the Devil is okay, Bill .  

It's just those horrible contraptions 
that I had to wear. I know I could do 
a perfect job if the Cartwrights didn't 
insist on those crazy props. Bat they 
own the show. Who am I but a mere 
leading man hired to do as they tell 
me. I tell you, Bill, I can sit right 
here and · just think the part of  the 
Devil in a manner that would make 
your blood run cold. I don't need a 
single prop to project the idea of evil 
and sinister purpose that would run 
all the hoodlums out of t h e  second 
gallery. But t h e y  won't let me out 
from under all those silly masks and 
props so I can act!" 

"Oh, Alex !"  e x  c 1 a i m e d  Valerie. 
"Don't talk like that." 

He almost came out of the chair in 
the intensity of his emotion. Parker 
quickly thrust him b a c k  before he 
could tear out the helmet connections 
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from the machine. 
"Here, here, take it easy !"  
"Well, s t a r t  that confounded dy

namo of yours," growled Alex sav
agely. "My head feels like it is split
ting open." 

"All right, all right - just relax," 
soothed Parker. "Here goes." 

HE snapped a switch and turned a 
couple of r h e o  s t a t s  on t h e  

diathermy machine. A dull drone be
gan to sound. He went swiftly back to 
his workbench and hastily made his 
final connections, cutting a gauge of 
some sort into the l ine, a drumlike 
gauge with an attached stylus t h a t  
drew a l ine in red ink. 

"As I was telling you about this 
machine of mine, Alex," he went on 
smoothly, soothingly, "you are aware 
of mass thought, of mass hypnotism
how when a lot of  people think a cer
tain thing is  so, it's so. For instance, 
you've told me yourself how an excit
ing dramatic scene in a play in an air
conditioned theatre will show a rise 
of perhaps ten degrees in temperature 
on the gauge and make the condition
ing units work faster to bring the tem
perature down. 

"Without knowing it, the audience, 
tout e1nsemble, g e t  a raise in blood 
pressure and thermal units which af
fects the air-conditioners. And you've 
heard of the mass hypnotism of In
dian fakirs, and the curse or protec
tive charm of an amulet which has had 
centuries of human belief behind it  to 
bring the power it  is purported to pos
sess to life. 

"Well, I have taken all these things 
into consideration in the pursuit of 
my study i n t o  the actual electrical 
power of  the human brain. Instead of 
depending on m a s s  belief in  some
thing over a period of great time, I 
think I can get even a more intense 
effect with this short-wave condenser 
of mine. How's your headache ?" 

"Terrible !" snarled Alex in a vile 
mood. "And that college 1 e c t u r e 
you're stuffing down my throat isn't 
h elping any." 

Parker laughed as he depressed an
other switch and turned up a rheostat. 
"All right, go ahead and stew in your 
vile humor," he said. "What do you 

care for the weary hours I labored to 
design and create this Parker oscil
Ia tor tube. It took me months to get 
it into concrete form, and all you can 
do is yap about your headache and your 
ability to think yourself into the es
sence of the Devil so you can scare 
shopgirls who paid too much for seats 
at your theater. Go ahead and think 
about the Devil. Think about barbe
cuing l ittle babies and serving them 
up on buttered toast. Can I mix you a 
drink of some sort, M iss Lane?" 

"I can t h i n k  of it ,  B ill Parker !" 
yelled Alex viciously. "I don't want 
to be a matinee idol-a hero !" 

And then an especially sharp pang 
shot through his temples like a jagged 
bolt of lightning, and he fainted. He 
didn't even hear Valerie's l ittle scream 
of dismay. 

It w a s  1 i k e  an electrocution, he 
imagined. Just as he was concentrat
ing on his own conception of modern 
evil, a flash of orange-red pain that 
was searing pain-and then blackness. 

When he came to his s e n s e s he 
found himself lying on the sofa that 
P a r k e r  kept in the laboratory for 
snatches of rest between experiments. 
Parker was working like mad at his 
precious condenser set, growling im
precations under his breath. And the 
faulous oscillator tube that he h a d  
been months making-it was a shat
tered wreckage of glass and grids and 
fine wire. 

Miraculously, Alex's headache was 
gone. In fact, he felt marvelous. 

"W h a t  happened?" he asked, and 
his voice had a depth and v i  b r a n  t 
power to it which was strange to his 
own ears. "Where's Valerie ? "  

Parker started. " I  fooled a r o u n d  
with you and b u s t e d  my oscillator 
tube." You passed out, and, after as
suring your fiancee that you would be 
perfectly all right here with me the 
rest of the night, I sent her home in a 
cab." 

"You busted that big tube ? How 
could that happen ?"  demanded Alex. 
"It wasn't connected to anything, was 
i t ?"  

"Of course !"  snapped Parker, fever
ishly studying the drum dial and the 
wavy tracing of red ink that suddenly 
shot upward to the upper edge of the 
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revolving chart. "Shut u p  and leave 
me alone while I try to repair the dam
age." 

Alex Craig shrugged, sat up, got to 
his  feet and stretched. He walked si
lently to the far end of the huge room 
and sat down at Parker's littered desk. 
Shoving aside notebooks and slips of 
paper, he picked up a deck of cards he 
found t h e  r e ,  riffled them, and laid 
them out for a game of solitaire. 

H
UMMING softly to himself, he 
played along until he found him

self balked by the lack of a red four. 
He held a black five in his hand. If 
only it were the four of hearts, he 
could beat the game. 

He was about to toss the card down 
and gather up the entire layout, but 
he glanced at the offending five-spot 
once more. And he nearly started out 
of his skin. It was the four of hearts ! 

He b 1 i n k e d, shook his head and 
looked again. It was still the four of 
hearts. 

"I guess I'm going crazy," be mur
mured aloud. "I thought-" 

"Play the card, old man," a suave 
voice said at his shoulder. 

An arm in a well-tailored sleeve of 
black broadcloth r e a c h e d  over his 
shoulder and a slender, muscular hand 
plucked the four-spot from his fingers 
to lay it in the proper position. Alex 
twisted his head-and looked up into 
the face of a rank stranger. 

The man was about thirty, perfectly 
dressed in a tuxedo. He had great, 
limpid dark eyes that laughed, lips 
that were curled up at the corners in 
a pleasant smile. In fact, he was about 
the handsomest man A I e x  had ever 
seen, and definitely likable. 

' 'Hello," Alex said, returning t h e  
smile.  "1 didn't know Bill  had an
other guest about. I don't believe I'd 
had the pleasure . . . .  " 

Bill Parker's voice sounded from 
the far end of the huge room. "What 
did you say, Alex ?" 

"I just said hello to your friend," 
Alex rejoined, waving his thumb to
ward the elegant man at his side. 

Parker's eyes looked funny as he 
approached the desk. He was staring 
blankly at Alex. 

"_What friend ?" he demanded. 

Alex got up and turned to indicate 
the stranger. He gasped. There was 
no one s t l n d i n  g beside him. He 
t w i s t e d  his neck to look quickly 
around the rest of  the room. 

"Well, where the devil did he go ?"  
he demanded. "Who was he ?" 

"Who was who ?"  asked P a r k  e r 
bluntly. "Just because you passed out 
under my diathermy treatment, don't 
tell me you've got t h e  willies now. 
Haven't you caused me enough grief ?"  

Alex's face became grim. "L o o k, 
pal," he said paiently but firmly, "I'm 
not p 1 a y i n g games. There was a 
smooth-looking c h a p  standing here 
just a s e c o n d ago-a sort of man
about-town ish fellow." 

"Rave on," said Parker. "Anybody 
that can shatter a h e a v y  oscillator 
with a mere thought can dream up a 
mere specter." 

Parker looked sheepish. "Well, I 
thought I'd experiment a bit with you, 
Alex. I knew you wouldn't mind, so 
I connected that helmet and dia
thermy machine to my thought inten
sifier. Something went haywire, and 
you blew out the tube." 

"You-what? Oh, you crazy fool ! 
But you cured my headache, anyway. 
And any d a m a g e  to your precious 
paraphernalia i s  your own fault. I'm 
going to catch a drink at an owl club 
and then go home to bed. Thanks a 
million for taking care of Valerie and 
listening to my bellyaching. A n d  
you're welcome to w h a t  e v e r  y o u 
learned from me." 

"I wonder," murmured Bil l  Parker 
as he watched his friend depart. 

CHAPTER II 

Cheerful Deputy 

ALEX walked slowly d o w n  the 
street, s t i I I  p u z z 1 e d by the 

stranger whom even Bill  couldn't ac
count for. How had he entered t h e  
room? Alex had sat facing the door 
and he was certain it hadn't opened. 
Anyway, Bil l  always kept an electric 
lock on it. 

Crossing town, Alex saw the invit
ing l ights of a tavern. He picked up 
a bit of  speed. Suddenly he heard 
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footsteps behind him. No-at his side. 
Alex stopped suddenly. The s t e p s  
went on a pace or two and dragged to 
a stop. 

"W h o  is  i t ? "  A l e x  s a i d  aloud. 
"Where are you ?" 

Then he put a hand over his eyes. 
The stranger who had been in B ill's 
lab stood there before him. He'd ma
terialized right out of air. Impossi
ble, of course, Alex's common sense 
told him. Shadows - darkness, must 
have hidden the man until this par
ticular moment. 

"We meet again," the stranger said 
with a smile. "So nice to know you, 
Mr. Craig. A pleasure. You were go
ing for a drink. May I come along ?" 

"Now wait a minute," A I e x  said. 
"You're a funny sort. Bill must have 
told you my name and yet he doesn't 
even remember your being in the lab. 
Poor Bill-completely off, I guess. 
Tell me-how do you pop in and out 
of places like this ?" 

"It's my specialty. Very handy, too. 
Come along, my mouth is watering for 
a drink." 

Alex shrugged and walked with the 
man into the tavern. They went to a 
booth and sat down. 

"What'll it be ? "  the stranger asked. 
"Why not champagne?"  Alex said. 

"They celebrate success in it. I'll use 
the stuff to drown my sorrows." 

"Ah, yes . . .  the play. You were 
particularly stinko, my friend. No 
respectable devil would have looked 
as you did-or acted as you did. With 
all those facial c o n t o r t i o n s, fire 
breathing and the cloven hoofs-that 
tail-the horns. Absurd, I tell you." 

A waiter prevented Alex from ex
pressing his surprise. 

"Champagne," Alex said. 
"Oh, no-beer will do," the stranger 

broke in. "I i n s i s t .  Beer c a n  be 
equally as good as champagne. Wait 
and see." 

The w a i t e r  1 o o k e d  them over. 
"Beer," he grunted sourly, "for a cou
ple of sports. Yeah-beer." 

The w a i t e r  came back with two 
s e i d e I s, foam running down their 
sides. 

"Thank you," the stranger said, and 
smiled. "Alex-our champagne." 

The waiter walked back to the bar. 

Alex picked up the stein, stared at it 
and saw that all the foam had mys
teriously vanished. Instead t iny bub
bles popped from the liquid and it had 
changed color, become much lighter. 
He sipped of it and gasped. 

"This is champagne ! Listen-what 
goes on ? Is this a gag ? Or wait-I 
get it. You're a magician." 

The stranger threw back his head 
and laughed. "Excellent, Alex. Cer
tainly, I 'm a magician. Order beer, 
convert it to champagne and enjoy the 
very best at the very least price. Not 
to think of the perfect way we cheat 
the owner of this establishment." 

Alex leaned across the table. "Just 
who the devil are you ? "  he asked. 

"Yes." The stranger bowed his head 
slightly. "That's right." 

�RAIG stared in bewilderment. 
'-../ "What's right ? What are you 
talking about ?" 

"I'm the Devil." 
Alex gave him a peculiar look, took 

another sip of t h e  champagne and 
then doubt crept into his eyes. The 
way t h i s  man appeared and disap
peared, how he changed one card to 
another, switched beer into c h a m 
pagne. 

"Are y o u ,  really ?" Alex queried. 
"Oh, come now, who i s  behind this ? 
That idiot Stan H a v i  I a n  d ?  Sure, 
that's it. He hired you to tantalize me. 
I ought to break his head !"  

"Why not ? But you don't believe 
me, do you ? That I'm the Devil, I 
mean ? R ight n o w  you're thinking 
that the Devil has horns, a tail and all 
that clap-trap. The stuff you wore in 
the play. My badness, were you ter
rible !" 

"Yes," A 1 e x said, shuddering, "I  
guess I was." 

"But you could be good. You could 
become t h e greatest devil that ever 
walked on a stage. I'd see to that-for 
a consideration." 

Alex drank some more champagne. 
"You know," he said, "I almost believe 
you. B ut you're g o o d  - 1  o o k i n g
young. Not at all 1 i k e  the D e  v i  1 
should be. At least, not l ike most peo
ple think." 

"But like you thought, eh ? Like 
everyone e 1 s e thinks," the stranger 



s c o ff e d .  · · vv t:,, b t o w s  w h a t  1 look 
like ? W h o ,  except thm•e who are 
dead and they don't tell me. I am Sa
tan. Call me that. But if you so much 
as mention Lucifer, Belial, Beezlebub, 
Mephistopheles or Old Nick, I'll . . .  
no, I won't at that. I need you too 
much." 

"Supposing I do believe you," Alex 
said. "Don't you have a tail, horns
cloven hoofs ?" 

The stranger bent down, unlaced his 
shoes and took them off. He remov:ed 
his socks and put two quite ordinary 
feet on the table. 

"Are they cloven ?" he asked with a 
smile. "Do you see horns or a tail ? 
Of  course not. That's why you were 
absolutely ludicrous tonight. N o w  
shall we get down to business?" 

"] ust what is . . .  this business ?'' 
Alex found his l ips dry despite the 
smooth wine that flowed over them. 
"How do I fit in ?" 

The Devil removed his feet from 
the table, hunched forward and looked 
directly at Alex. 

" I 'm a very busy man. In fact, busi
ness is too good. I want you to help 
me. You see, I'm supposed to roam 
around and create a lot of mischief. 
Don't ask me why. I'd rather s t a y  
home and relax. H a v e  a little fun. 
There are so many new arrivals these 
days. Some need my personal atten
tion. Like R einhard Heydrich, f o r  
i nstance. You know-the Nazi Hang· 
man ?" 

"Is . . .  he  . . .  down there ?" 
"Certainly. Where else did you ex

pect him to be ? Why, blast his mis
erable hide, the man is heiling Hitler 
all over the place. He's trying to con
vince my s u b  j e c t s that H i t  I e r is 
greater than I. What sheer nonsense." 

' 'Yeah," Alex said m o u r n f u l l y, 
"what nonsense is right. Imagine me 
sitting here, l istening to all this, half
believing it, and tomorrow I'll read 
how another actor, taking my own role 
as the Devil, fooled me. Listen, pal, 
go tell Haviland. that when I catch 
him, so help me, I ' l l  poke him one." 

''Look at y o u r champagne," t h e 
stranger urged. "Look at it ! Why, 
it's turned red. Port wine now. It's 
yello w-sauterne. It's clear white
plain water. Now it's pink. Pink 

The st a nd beg a n  s l o w l y  s a g .  
g l n g  and t h e  ra i l i n g  g a ve 

way ( C h � p .  X V I )  
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champagne-ah, t h a t '  s something. 
Have a drink." 

ALEX tasted the stuff and it ran 
like nectar down his tongue. 

"Look here," he said, "you are either 
the greatest magician I've ever seen or 
you really are . . . the Devil." 

"Satan - I prefer it. Of  course I 
am. Will you l isten to my proposi
tion ?" 

"No," Alex said, s u d d e n  1 y con
vinced. "Not on your life. I know the 
bargains you make. You'll turn me 
into a great actor, give me money and 
power. Then you'll take my soul. No, 
you hear me ! No !"  · 

"My dear chap," the D e  v i  1 said 
soothingly. "I don't want your soul. 
Why, Hell is  crowded now, what with 
war going on, famine, disease. I have 
to keep a line waiting all the time. 
Of course, I sort them out and those 
who wear swastikas can go hang. I 
cater to the more decent folk." 

"What is . . . your proposition ?' '  
Alex asked nervously. 

"I'm too busy to take care of things 
properly. There is so much to do else
where. I implore you, help me. In 
return, you will go on the stage at the 
next p e r f o r m a n c e  and wow 'em. 
B r o t h e r ,  you'll be the talk of the 
town." 

"Please," Alex held up o n e  hand 
weakly, "don't call me 'brother.' 1-
I'm not quite ready for that-yet." 

The Devil smiled. "You can't in
sult me. After thousands of years in
sults have lost their sting. I'm really 
a grand fellow. It's just that I hap
pen to own Hell. What if I didn't ? 
Where would people g o ?  Those who 
adhere to my principles, that is." 

Alex nodded. "I guess I understand. 
You are a friendly sort. Nothing like 
the type I'd expect-wait ! I'm wrong. 
You're exactly what I e x p e c t e d .  
What I tried to tell the Cartwrights 
you were like. How I tried to imper
sonate you. Exactly. Only they could 
not see i t, the fools. I'd agree to just 
about anything to convince them and 
the critics. What do you want me to 
do ? "  

"Good. I demand very little and at 
no time will your petty soul be of in
terest to me. I'm reserving time and 

space for a veritable horde of people 
who will come down as the war ends. 
They'll appear with their throats cut 
or stretched, their heads full of bullet 
holes. Self-inflicted, you know. What 
fun that will be. So help me, when 
Adolf expects to be saluted, I'll show 
him a thing or two." 

"Please," Alex said, "never m i n d  
that. Let's get down to business." 

"Of course. Now here it  is.  As I 
have said, business keeps me so occu
pied, I can't take care of small details. 
One of my lesser jobs is to create mis
chief-to cast evil over the world. I 
don't expect you to take in all that 
territory. Naturally, I have o t h e r  
agents. Your duty consists only of 
living just as you are now. Whatever 
happens, pay no attention to it." 

"Suppose I don't like the j ob. What 
then ?" 

"You have only to call me and I'll 
release you at once. That is my sol
emn promise-and I do get solemn oc
casionally." 

"How shall I call you ? Just shout 
'Satan'?"  

THE other made a deprecatory ges
ture. 

"Gracious, no ! You'd startle every
one. Anyway, I can't be contacted like 
that. Remember your friend's short
w a v e  condenser ? You thought me 
into your presence with that. You in
tensified the force of evil as you con
ceived it-and here I am. Y o u  can 
reach me that way again." 

Alex whistled softly. "So that's 
how you found out I might be amena
ble. All right-1'11 do it. Remember, 
you don't own my soul. Not even a 
wisp of it. If I grow tired of my work, 
I have only to contact you by Bil l's 
radio. Otherwise, I shall take your 
place in this sector assigned me. I'll 
agree without even knowing my exact 
duties." 

The Devil smiled in glee. "Excel
lent. You'll do n i c e  1 y ,  too. Very 
nicely. May I have your hand ?" 

"What for ?" 
"A slight blood transfusion. I do 

all my b u s i n  e s s in  blood. Lends 
glamour. Come now - it won't hurt 
you." 

Reluctantly, Alex put out his hand. 
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Satan took i t  in a firm grip. A slender 
knife suddenly appeared between his 
fingers. He made a small incision, re
peated it on his own wrist and then 
quickly placed both wounds together 
so that the blood merged. He let go. 
Alex looked at his wrist. There was 
a tiny crescent scar visible. 

His eyes still on the wrist, Alex 
said," "That does it. More stage props. 
Now I k now Haviland is behind this. 
I. . . .  " 

Alex 1 o o k e d  up. His visitor was 
gone. The second seidel of champagne 
still stood there-empty. Alex closed 
both eyes tightly, opened them again 
and made sure there was n o b o d y  
across the table. 

He heard footsteps, relaxed and fig
ured the odd stranger had m e r e  I y 
gone to the bar for another drink. But 
it was the waiter who stood there, 
staring down at him. 

"Time to close up, buddy. That'll 
be thirty cents. What happened to 
your pal ? Didn't he like the beer ?" 

"It was champagne," Alex said. 
"Taste of it and see." 

The waiter let out a howl of laugh
ter. "Boy, are you nuts." Champagne, 
he says." The waiter picked up Alex's 
seidel, sipped and gave a startled 
oath. 

"Holy Cow-it is champagne ! What 
kind of a trick is this ?" 

Alex counted out thirty cents, add
ed a dime and handed it over. The 
waiter backed up. 

"Nix, pal. I made out a ticket for 
this stuff. I 'd swear I drew it outa the 
beer tap, but I musta got confused and 
poured champagne instead. We'll call 
it square if you don't tell the boss. 
He'd have my heart." 

''As you wish," Alex answered and 
grinned. If being the Devil drew re
sults like this, it wasn't so bad. 

CHAPTER III 
Manifestations 

A
LEX CRAIG woke up late the 
next m o r n i n g ,  clear - headed, 

cl ear-eyed. He called Valerie, lis
tened to her sympathetic phrases and 

hung up without making a date. He 
stepped under a cold shower and be
gan singing at the top of his voice. 

Suddenly he stopped. Water con
tinued to pour down him and h e  
wasn't aware of it . He recal led h i s  
experience in the tavern. It seemed 
like a dream. It was a dream. Hard, 
brutal facts returned. In a few hours 
he should be going on stage in his title 
role. Instead, Stan Haviland was tak
ing his place. The Cartwrights had 
insisted upon it so . . .  that was that.'' 

Alex dried himself, dressed and 
phoned Bill Parker. 

"Feel better this morning ?" Bill 
asked. "Seeing any more strangers, 
or cards t u r n  i n  g from spades to 
hearts ? I knew you'd be okay, Alex." 

"Your radio ?" Alex said. "Did you 
find out what broke your special 
tube ?" 

"Uh-uh. Worked until dawn. Can't 
understand it. But it was my own 
fault, so don't you worry any. The 
diathermy machine was too much of a 
load for it, I guess." 

"See you later," Alex said absently. 
"Got things to do now. S 'long." 

He paced the floor and convinced 
himself that he'd either been suffering 
from hailucinations or the man pos
ing at Satan had been hopped up by 
Stan Haviland who wanted to have 
fun. Alex scowled at the idea. 

He went around to the theater half 
and hour before curtain time. The 
marquee was darkened in accordance 
with dim-out regulations, but he could 
see that his name had been removed 
and Stan Haviland's put up in its 
place. At least this part was no dream. 

Alex wandered backstage, into the 
full fury of activity just before cur
tain time. Valerie was nowhere about. 
Alex tapped on the door marked "OF
FICE-PRIVATE." 

Cory Cartwright's voice told him to 
come in. Alex opened the door, 
stepped inside and saw Stan Haviland 
going over his lines. He wore the 
cloven hoofed shoes, the horns and the 
forked tail. Alex laughed. 

"What's so funny ?" Haviland de
manded angrily. "You're just sore be
cause I'm getting the part. Watch and 
see what happens. They won't laugh 
at me." 
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"I'm laughing at you," Alex de
clared. "Brother, I never realized you 
were so much shorter than I. It shows 
up by the length of that crazy tail. 
You're Jiable to trip over it and break 
your leg." 
"Oh, I am, am I ?" Haviland shouted 

angrily. He took two steps toward 
Alex. The end of the tail suddenly 
seemed possessed of life. It wound it
self around one ankle. Haviland gave 
a yelp, fell flat on his face and began 
groaning. 

"My leg-it's broken. It's broken, 
I tell you. Alex Craig, you did that !" 

Cory Cartwright said, "Alex wasn't 
anywhere near you, Stan. Oh. Alicia 
-call an ambulance, will you ? I'll go 
out front and explain to the audience. 
Doggone the luck. Just when we're 
sold out six weeks." 

Alicia made the call, got up and 
stood looking down at Haviland. Odd
ly enough, no one displayed much 
sympathy for his groans. Alicia 
looked at her husband. 

"Darling, Alex is here. He can go 
on." 

"No," Cory said sharply. "Nothing 
doing. Didn't you read the roastings 
he took?" 

FIVE minutes before curtain time, 
an ambulance took Haviland away. 

The overture was rising in a crescen
do. Call boys were yelling places. 
Cory Cartwright sat down at his desk, 
clapped both hands to his head and 
started cursing, softly, feelingly. 

"Cory, darling," his wife said. 
'Alex can take the part for one night. 
It's better than having ' no perform
ance at all." 
"I said no. What do you want me 

to do-draw pictures ?" 
Alicia Cartwright walked over to 

another desk, picked up a fifteen
pound encyclopedia and returned to 
stand behind her husband. 

Alex gave a sharp cry. "Alicia, what 
are you going to do?" 

"Flatten a piece of paper," she said. 
"It's in that darn fool brain of my 
husband. In fact, it's the exact weight 
of his brain. Tissue paper !" 

She brought the volume down on 
his head as she spoke. Cory sl id out 
of the chair, rolled down on the floor 

and made no sound whatsoever. Alicia 
Cartwright turned toward Alex. 

"Get out there. Show them you can 
act. Show them, do you hear me?" 

"Yes . . .  yes, sure." Alex started 
for the door. "But, Cory - you 
knocked him silly. That's the first 
time you ever-" 

"Argued? Sure it is. But listen, 
Alex, I never felt so much like bean
ing people with encyclopedias in all 
my life. Get out before I sock you." 

Alex slammed the door and hurried 
toward his dressing room. He paused. 
There was no sense to his dressing for 
the part. In the first place, the over
ture was half-finished and it took a 
long time to don grease paint prop
erly. Then too, most of the props had 
gone with Haviland to the hospital. 

"Alex." Valerie hurried toward 
him. She was quite prepared to go 
on. "What is it?" 

"I'm going on-without makeup or 
props. Got to-no time for anything 
else. Val-pray for me. If the audi
ence laughed last night-how will 
they behave tonight ?" 

He crossed his fingers, marched 
into the wings and waited for the 
cue. Two actors were onstage, open
ing the play. Alex's part was to enter 
and proclaim himself as Satan, dick
ering for souls. 

He thought about what had hap
pened at Bill Parker's, about the scene 
in the tavern, the way Alicia had sud
denly switched from a loving wife to 
one with ideas concerned with may
hem. He actually found himsel f won
dering if that episode of the night 
before really had been some crazy 
trick on the part of his so-called 
friends, or something else. 

His cue ! Alex braced himself for 
the resounding roar of laughter that 
would go up. He stepped on stage. 
Somebody tittered. It was taken up. 
A few remembered other parts which 
Alex had taken and there was a smat
tering of applause. 

Alex went into his part. Suddenly, 
he could almost feel it-as though 
playing Satan was second nature. As 
though he knew every move, every 
gesture Satan would make. 

He advanced toward the actors in 
the center of the stage. One of them 
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had a smirk on his face which van
ished as if by the wave of a magician's 
wand. He backed up, one arm out
thrust as if to ward off Alex. The 
other actor managed to get his lines 
across. 

Alex said, "So you do not believe 
I am Satan. You ask for manifesta
tions." There Alex paused. He was 
supposed to say that manifestations 
were unnecessary. Instead, he raised 
one arm high, brought it down with 
pointed finger aimed at a small table. 
A burst of smoke and flame encom
passed that piece of furniture for an 
instant and then was gone. 

ALEX sucked in a quick breath. 
They'd apparently changed the 

play since the last performance. The 
Cartwrights had ordered more props, 
more stage business. But how could 
he have known of it ? 

He turned slowly, his arm still ex
tended. One of the actors gave a 
genuine yelp and covered his face as 
he backed up. 

"Don't point your finger at me. 
Don't, you-you devil !" 

That wasn't in the play either, al
though it fitted perfectly. Alex low
ered his arm. Now came the hardest 
part. He had to face the audience and 
convince them that he was truly 
Satan. 

He turned very slowly, like a well
oiled piece of mechanism. One man 
let out a hoarse laugh, not of mirth, 
but of sheer surprise and terror. 
Those in the first few rows, shrank 
back in their seats. Alex could hear 
the breathing of that audience. A 
theatre had never been quite so still. 

He smiled. That was part of the 
role. He drew himself up and bent a 
stern gaze on the audience. For a 
moment he thought some of them 
were going to get up and run for it. 

"Those fools,"-he gestured toward 
the pair of actors-"do not believe. 
You believe-all you good people ! 
You know I am Satan fro,m the very 
depths of Hell ! Satan-with powers 
to turn white light into red." 

As he finished, the brilliant foot
l ights grew dimmer, changed color 
and bathed the stage in a hue that 
looked like a waterfall of blood. Alex 
blinked. This was new, too. Or was 
i t ? The first real doubt assailed him 
and no one in that audience felt ter
ror more acutely than did Alex Craig 
himself. 

Was Satan behind this? Was he 
responsible for that burst of flame and 
smoke, the changing of these lights ? 
Alex pivoted neatly and walked to
ward a full-length mirror which was 
part of the stage scenery. 

He stood before it, head high, and 
saw that his eyes were blazing pools 
of light ; that his entire body seemed 
to exude a strange luminous glow
his very features were twisted into 
the story book allegations of how the 
Devil looked. His face seemed thin
ner, temples higher, cheeks slightly 
sunken. Teeth were bared in a sly 
smile and his chin had become 
pointed. 

If he'd worn the most elaborate 
makeup in the world, it wouldn't have 
made him look more frightening. No 
wonder his fellow actors werf' afraid 
of him. No wonder the audience 
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shrank back. 
All this required but a moment. 

Alex regained possession of his wits 
and realized the show must go on. 
Somehow, he knew the audience 
would accept anything he did and 
take it as part of the play. 

He began acting. Other members 
of the cast came onstage. Valerie ap
peared and one hand shot toward her 
lips in the most dramatic gesture Alex 
had ever seen. That had not been 
acting. 

The curtain went down on the first 
act. For a full two minutes no sound 
came from out front and Alex found 
he was bathed in sweat. Then, like a 
rising crescendo, the applause filled 
the theatre. Even electricians and 
property men joined in. 

CHAPTER IV 
The Missing Shadow 

THE rest of the play went over 
smoothly. There were no more 

manifestations. None were required. 
Every person in that audience ac
cepted Alex as Satan. Every move, 
every gesture or word, emphasized 
that belief. 

Alex took seven curtain calls and 
could have responded to seven more, 
but he didn't feel like it. True, he'd 
given a great performance, but now 
that the play was over, he lost that 
eerie feel ing of being possessed of 
another personality. He even shiv
ered at a recollection of what had oc
Cl.lrl ed on the stage. 

Valerie came over. 
"Alex," she said softly, "I don't 

think any actor ever assumed a role 
so genuinely. And such a difficult 
part, too. It just proves what I have 
always believed-that you are the best 
actor in the world." 

He patted her hand. "Thanks, Val. 
I . . .  guess it was pretty good. Even 
scared myself if you want the truth. 
Listen ! The::Y're still applauding." 

"This play will probably break 
every record," Valerie said thought
fully, "but if it does, it will be only 
because people want to see you act. 

To be frightened by you. Alex, you 
even frightened me." 

He grinned. "Lady, when that prop 
went off-you know, the smoke and 
fire-I almost collapsed. Then the 
lights changed color. Nobody told 
me of those changes." 

"Nor me," Valerie said. "I heard 
some of the other members of the cast 
say they were scared out of their wits, 
too. Makes no difference - those 
things all helped. But, Alex, just 
how did you do i t ? I mean-last 
night you were so utterly-" 

"Lousy? That's the word for it, 
darling. I'll tell you a secret. After 
you left Parker's last night, I made 
a bargain with Old Nick-pardon me, 
I meant to say Satan. He app�ared 
to me and he was no cloven-hoofed, 
horned creature like that which exists 
in our imagination. He was a nice 
guy, really. Smooth, educated, well 
spoken and most convincing. That's 
how I portrayed him and . . .  it went 
over." 

"Did it !" Valerie closed her eyes 
in ecstasy. "Listen, they're still 
clapping. I don't care what sort of 
a silly story you told me. Something 
happened to you, darling. Something 
that's made a great actor out of you. 
Could that machine of Parker's have 
had any effect on you ? Bil l Parker 
swore you would be all right. 

"Yes," Alex said very softly. 
"Something must have happened. 
That's what I 'm afraid of." 

"What did you say?" Valerie asked. 
"Nothing. Nothing at all. Run 

along now. We're stepping tonight.'' 
While she changed, Alex went to 

Cartwright's office again. Cory was 
seated in a chair, gently massaging 
his head. His wife bent over him, 
murmuring sympathetically. 

"Cory, darling, I don't know what 
came over me. Forgive me, I didn't 
mean it. Why, we've never had an 
argument in our l ives." 

"Forget all about i t. Entirely my 
fault," Cory said. "Ah, there's Alex. 
Congratulations, my boy. Never saw 
anyone take a part so effectively. I 
. . .  Alicia ! Don't. For heaven's sake, 
don't !" 

The encyclopedia came down on his 
head with a crash. Alicia watched 
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him slide down on the floor again. 
She threw the heavy volume to one 
side, dusted her hands and smiled at 
Alex. 

"He just said a mouthful. His fault 
is right. Why, the stupid, lug-minded 
simpleton. Wait until he wakes up. 
I'll bash him again. Wait and see. 
I'll bash him for breakfast every 
morning, bash him for lunch and bash 
him twice for dinner. Love birds, 
are we ? Ahhh-" 

Alex hastily backed out of the of
fice. He'd seen something his eyes 
could hardly believe. Alicia Cart
wright, of all people, talking about 
bashing her husband. Ridiculing the 
love of her husband. 

VALERIE arrived at the stage 
door a few moments I a t  e r, 

proudly tucked one arm under Alex's 
and they went out to meet a frenzied 
crowd that pressed around Alex de
manding his autograph. 

One woman yanked at his lapel, 
tearing it. Then she decided to do a 
good job and ripped it off, darting 
away through the crowd. 

"Hey . . .  you darned fool !" Alex 
yelled. "Come back here." 

The woman skidded to a halt, 
turned and made a wild dash back to 
his side. She handed him the lapel, 
turned and rushed away again. 

"Of all the crazy people," Alex said. 
"Tearing the clothes off my back. I 
wonder how she'd like it." 

There was a horrible shriek be
hind him. He saw a flash of a pink 
body leaping into a cab. On the curb 
was a pile of feminine clothes. 

"Alex," Valerie cried, "what on 
earth happened ?  You remarked you 
wondered how she'd feel, and then
she was-" 

"Let's get out of here," Alex said 
unsteadily. "1-don't feel so good. 
This crowd frightens me. I wish 
they'd go home. I-" 

Every man and woman in the 
throng suddenly turned and started 
walking rapidly away. After half a 
dozen steps, they broke into a run. 
Within half a moment there was not 
a soul to be seen. 

A cab turned the corner, cruised 
lazily along and then suddenly the 

driver stepped on it. He began shoot
ing past Alex who raised one hand 
and whistled. The cab stopped with 
a jerk and a squealing of tires. 

"What's the matter with you ?" 
Alex asked the driver as he helped 
Valerie in. 

"You got me, buddy," the driver 
looked dazed. "I just turned the cor
ner, thought you and the lady might 
be fares and then all of a sudden I 
got a terriffic yen to go home. What 
for, I dunno. The old lady heaved 
me out after dinner because I wouldn't 
wash dishes. Then you whistled and, 
so help me, the old crate stopped all 
by itself. Honest, I ain't had my foot 
off the gas pedal. See?" 

"Well, push the foot a bit and take 
us to the Club Martini," Alex said. 

They had to cross town for almost 
a mile and as they approached traffic 
lights, each one turned green. Val
erie paid no attention. She was look
ing up at Alex. 

"Darling, the play will go on for 
months and months. It's bound to, 
with you in it. Cory and Alicia will 
give you any salary you ask. Don't 
you think it's about time to pop the 
question ? If you know what I mean." 

Alex held her close. "Valerie, you 
know darned well I want to marry 
you, but we've got to wait. Just a 
little longer. I must be sure of some
thing. Don't ask me what. I couldn't 
answer. It's-it's too silly to be put 
into words. Just trust me." 

"Of course I will," Valerie said. 
"Oh, Alex, I knew you were a great 
actor. I knew it all along. I 'm con
tent with that. Nothing else matters." 

They rode in silence for a moment. 
Then Valerie frowned. 

"Alex, wasn't it odd the way that 
woman obeyed you. The way this 
taxi stopped when you whistled. But 
that woman . . . you said you won
dered how she'd like to have some
one take the clothes off her back-" 

"Let's not talk about it," Alex 
grunted. "Gives me the creeps. To
night, I want to enjoy myself. Ah, 
here we are." 

THEY were both applauded when 
they walked toward their table at 

the very fashionable night club. Mrs. 
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Roger Worthing ton, a buxom woman, 
1veighted down with a few hundred 
, i1ousand dollars' worth of diamonds, 
� ·.�a ddled UP to him. 

"Oh, Mr. Craig-my dear Alex
r feel that I must ask you to attend 
' he wedding of my nephew tomor
' ow. You remember him, of course. 
He went to dramatic school with you." 

"Yes," Alex answered. "I remem
ber the little squirt. Whom is he 
insulting by marrying ?" 

"Oh, you're so terribly funny," the 
woman tittered. "Nothing like the 
Devil you play on the stage. Will 
you come? I'll even have Chauncey 
make you best man if you wish. I t 
will be the most fashionable wedding 
in the last twenty years." 

"Tell me the truth," Alex said. "Is 
it me or my act you want present ? 
Me or my fame ?" 

"Why, of course it isn't because you 
are just you. Heavens, no. It will 
lend prestige to have one of the great
est actors of our times be my nephew's 
best man. Oh-what am I saying ?" 

"The truth as you see it, for once in 
your life," Alex snapped. "I'll be 
there." 

The decorum of the club was sud
denly broken when an eldet:ly man 
arose, walked to another table and 
calmly slugged another man his own 
age. For two or three minutes the 
thing threatened to become a free-for
all which Alex watched and laughed 
at until his si des hurt. 

"Alex," Valerie said. "I don't see 
anything funny about it. Two old 
fools acting l i k e  that. I-'' 

The bartender drew their attention 
by nonchalantly leaning over the bar 
and breaking a wine bottle on the head 
of the fawning. hand-rubbing head 
waiter. Another fight started. There 
were four more of them before Vale
rie insisted that they leave. 

"Let's walk," she suggested. "It  
isn't far to my place an d I 'd  l ike some 
fresh air after ,.,·hat happ en ed at the 
club. Those people were acting as i f 
they belonged in some waterfront 
cafe." 

"Maybe they do," Alex chuckled. 
"Going to the wedding with me to
morrow ?" 

Valerie gave him a peculiar glance. 

"Are you really going ? I thought you 
hated things like that." 

"I do," Alex confessed, "but I feel 
that I should go. Come with me. 
Might even be fun." 

They stopped outside her apartment 
building. It was very late. The 
dimmed-out street lamp gave the 
neighborhood a weird look. Alex 
stepped a l ittle closer. 

"Alex," Valerie cried. "See there
against the wall. My shadow, but 
you're not making any. Move your 
arm, Alex." 

He moved it and there was no shad
ow. He took up exactly the same 
position from which Valerie's shadow 
had been thrown upon the wall. Still 
no shadow. 

"Isn't that odd ?" He frowned. 
"Must be something to do with the 
light." 

Valerie took his arm tightly. "Of 
course," she agreed in a small voice. 
Then : ''That reminded me of some
thing my father used to say. He main
tained that you could always tell 
when you met the Devil because-be
cause he cast no shadow." 

Alex went rigid and gasped. He 
wetted his lips, regained possession of 
his wits and finally said good-night. 
After she entered the house, he stood 
in all manner of positions before that 
crazy street light. No matter what he 
did there was no shadow. He looked 
at his wrist quickly. A tiny crescent
shaped scar gl istened there. 

"It was real," he muttered. "That 
stranger was Satan. He did proclaim 
a blood pact. Now, I-I'm real ly the 
-the representative of the Devil." 

CHAPTER V 
Closing Doors 

STRANGELY enough, Alex wen t  
to bed wi th the i dea that he'd 

never sleep again and-fell asleep in 
two minutes. He awoke next morn
ing feeling fresh and alert. Even 
memories of his meeting with Satan, 
the weird events that soon had fol
lowed and the fact that he did not 
cast. a shadow, seemed l ighter, easier 
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to bear. 
He dressed carefully in striped 

trousers, Eton tie, cutaway coat. 
After all, he was going to be the best 
man at the most fashionable wedding 
New York had seen in many years. 
Not that he was stupid enough to 
believe that Mrs. Worthington or 
her son wanted him because he was 
close to them. Their motives were 
purely selfish, and so were Alex's. 
Publicity of this kind never harmed 
an actor yet. There were bound to 
be photographers by the score. 

He had no time to eat a leisurely 
breakfast so he hurried across the 
street and entered a cafeteria. It 
was extremely busy, for Alex Craig's 
breakfast time coincided closely 
with the lunch period of those who 
worked in offices or factories. He 
was conscious of an urge for haste. 

When he started down the center 
of the cafeteria, a woman dropped 
a tray loaded with food. Two men 
bumped into one another, scattering 
beef stew and boiled tongue in all 
directions. A bus boy, mopping up 
the debris, tripped two people with 
his mop. 

On the grill a small steak began 
burning, the steam table sprang a 
leak. Alex took his tray, went to a 
corner . table and sat down. He 
merely glanced at a pretty girl 
nearby and a passing customer 
tilted his tray so that its contents fell 
into the girl's lap. From then on, 
Alex kept his eyes riveted on the 
food. 

As he ate, he gradually acquired 
more confidence. This was all silly. 
Those things that happened-they 
were just coincidences. Some of them 
he might never have even noticed ex
cept for the wild idea that he had be
come Satan's understudy. The .lack 
of shadow was also a coincidental 
trick. He was positive of it now. 

Thinking in broad daylight, with 
many people bustling about, was 
easier and clearer. Whoever heard of 
Satan coming to earth and appoint
ing- someone as his agent to handle 
small, mischievous details because he 
was too busy to give such minor mat
ters his personal attention ? 

Alex laughed at the idea and then 

winced. The cash register drawer 
stuck suddenly and the cashier, in 
trying to pull it .loose, pulled the en
tire register off its platform and it 
crashed through a glass tobacco coun
ter. It took three attendants to re
store it and clean up the mess. 

"Be reasonable," Alex told himself 
half-audibly. "I didn't do that. Prob
ably happens twenty times a day all 
over the·· world. Utter nonsense to 
think that I had anything to do with 
the accident." 

He finished his breakfast, paid the 
check with a one-dollar bill and re
ceived change for a twenty. He was 
honest about it, and the cashier 
opened her register again. She re
moved a bill and held it up. 

"Mister, I don't know what your 
game is, but you gave me this double 
sawbuck. It was on top of all the 
other big bills in my register and I 
remember putting it there. So take 
your change and beat it. I'm busy." 

Alex shrugged, stuffed the money 
into his pocket and walked out. The 
cashier muttered something, started 
to replace the bill and then gave a 
yelp. The twenty was now a one
dollar bill. Visions of a week's pay 
disappearing just as fast made the 
cashier groan in misery. 

ALEX used a taxi, drove around 
and picked up Valerie. She 

smiled at him gayly. 
"I really shouldn't be going to this 

wedding, darling. I wasn't even in
vited and you were selected as best 
man only because you are Alex Craig, 
actor-extraordinary. The whole set
up smells l ike the performance you 
gave the first night." 

"I know,'' Alex nodded. "But the 
publicity won't hurt either of us and 
if they so much as breathe a command 
for you to leave, I'll go, too. Val
about that odd business last night. 
You know, I cast no shadow and it 
reminded you of the Devil because he 
casts none either. What's that idea 
all about? Where did it originate ?" 

She laughed. "Just an old supersti
tion, that's all. Don't tell me it wor
ried you. Why, Alex, how are we even 
certain there is a Devil ? Anyway, 
let's not talk of things like that now. 
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We're going to church." 
Alex suddenly slumped low in the 

seat and broke out in a cold sweat. 
He didn't know why, but he felt as 
t h o u g h something invisible and 
mighty closed around him. A million 
voices chattered indistinguishable 
words in his ears. He shook himself 
violently, grasped Valerie's hand and 
held it in a firm grasp. 

"Alex," she said, "what's the mat
ter ?  You look positively ill." 

He gulped. "It's just - these 
darned weddings. Don't know why 
I ever let myself in for this." 

"Nei ther do I," Valerie said. "But 
you'll have to go through with it. The 
morning papers had quite an account 
of your great and close friendship 
with the groom. Seems you two are 
inseparable. What's he l ike ? And 
the bride-do you know her ?" 

"The bride is one of two things. A 
dried-up, butternut type who is grab
bing anything, or else she'll be pretty, 
blond and a gold digger. No average 
woman would marry that guy. We're 
to go to Mrs. Worthington's house 
and ride with the bride and groom.'' 

Valede opened a small florist's box, 
extracted orchids and pinned them on. 

"I knew you'd have no time to pro
vide the flowers," she smiled, "so I 
got some myself." 

Alex was looking out the window. 
He grunted something. Then the cab 
pulled into the driveway of Mrs. 
Worthington's sumptuous home. It 
stopped at the porte-cochere where 
the wedding party was assembled on 
the porch. 

Alex shook hands with a lot of peo
ple who fawned on him and made him 
feel sick to his stomach. Then they 
climbed into a luxurious limousine 
with the bride and groom. Alex 
hardly looked at them. 

The car headed for the church, fol
lowed by a small parade of other cars. 
A crowd was assembled outside, lined 
up on the wide steps that led into the 
church. Two gigantic bronze doors 
were opened wide, and music floated 
out onto the street. 

Valerie tugged at his elbow and 
Alex stepped to one side with her 
while the bride and groom emerged. 

"Alex, she's the gold digger type 

all right. Did you listen to her l ine 
of chatter ? If pins were brains, she'd 
never be bothered by any steel prior
ity rulings. A perfect match for 
Chauncey. I'll bet the marriage will 
last all of two days." 

Alex looked at the girl and found 
her beautiful, but with vacant blue 
eyes and a silly smile constantly pres
ent on her heavily painted lips. 

Suddenly, the girl gave a shrill cry. 
"My flowers ! Chauncey, whatever 
did you do to them? They're wilted. 
And flowers are so important to a 
wedding. Chauncey, do something !" 

VALERIE glanced at her own 
corsage and frowned. The or

chids which had been so fresh only a 
few moments before, hung wilted and 
lifeless. 

The other cars drew up. There was 
no time to bother with flowers. A 
red-faced man, who wore his d ress 
suit as though it were a straight
jacket, took the girl's arm and an
swered to the name of "Poppy." He 
staggered a little and gave o ff  a gin 
breath, but he marched up the church 
stairs with his daughter on his arm. 

"This wedding is being run like a 
honky-tonk affair," V a 1 e r i e said 
softly. "When we are married. 
darling, you won't see me . until I 
start walking down the aisle. It's un
lucky for the groom to see the bride 
before the ceremony." 

"Yeah," Alex said absently. "Let's 
go. Somehow, I 've a feeling this 
whole thing is going to be a bungled 
mess before it's over. I should have 
kept out of it, but now it's too late." 

Photographers' bulbs flashed, shut
ters clicked and dozens of photo
graphs were taken. Seventy-five per 
cent of them were of Alex and Vale
rie. Being good actors and publicity 
conscious, they both put on their best 
smiles. 

Yet all the while, Alex felt m o re 
and more i ll-at-ease. He glanced up 
at the towering steeples of the church 
and shivered again. They reached the 
top step, started across a wide con
crete platform, and very suddenly 
those gigantic church doors began to 
close. 

"Hey," Alex yelled. "What's the 
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idea? Who is closing those doors." 
Two church attendants rushed out 

before the doors slammed shut. They 
put shoulders against them and were 
brushed back like flies. One of the 
men looked at Alex helplessly. 

"I don't know what is happening, 
sir. We're not closing the doors. 
We're trying to hold them open, but 
they insist on closing. All by them
selves !" 

Alex wetted his suddenly dry lips, 
stepped backward until he had de
scended half of the stairs. The giant 
bronze doors swung open again, just 
as mysteriously as before, all but pre
cipitating the two perspiring ushers 
to the floor. 

"What in the world !" Valerie cried. 
"Come on," Alex said. "This is 

some kind of a joke. They always 
play jokes at weddings." 

But when they approached the en
trance again, the doors started to 
close once more. Alex let go of Vale
rie, gave a leap toward the doors and 
almost got himself crushed to death. 
He weni: halfway down the steps 
again and the doors swung open. 

"Maybe," he said hoarsely, "the 
joke is on me. Probably Stan Havi
land having some more fun. That guy 
hates me, Val. Sure, I know he's still 
in the hospital, but he has money 
enough to hire someone to pull a 
thing like this." 

"What will we do ?" Valerie asked. 
"We can't get in. Alex, all the rest 
of the bridal party are inside. We're 
marooned out here like�like-" 

She began to sob quietly. Alex shot 
her a quick glance. 

"I didn't think you gave a hoot 
about attending this shindig and now 
you're at the crying stage already. 
Look, you go in alone. If the doors 
don't close, I'll know it's a trick aimed 
just at me. Go on. I 'll join you in a 
moment-if I have to enter through 
the cellar." 

Valerie gave him a doubtful glance, 
hurried up the steps and all but bolted 
into the church. The doors never 
moved. On the sidewalk, news pho
tographers and the usual crowd which 
a fashionable wedding always brings 
out, watched with bated breaths. 

Slightly to the front of the crowd 

was a rather short, pudgy, spectacled 
man. Behind his glasses, blue eyes 
gleamed in the strangest stare. 

Alex found himself shivering again. 
He knew why those church doors 
were closing. They'd close every 
single time he approached them. The 
doors of this or any other church 
would try to keep him out. 

• LEX closed his eyes. "Please," 
.1"U he muttered, "let me go in. I 
can't help what has happened to me. 
Solemnly, I promise that nothing will 
happen. I won't let it happen. Two 
people are going to be married. I 'm 
the best man and they need me." 

He felt a little better after that odd 
prayer, squared his shoulders and 
marched up the church steps. He 
didn't breathe once until he passed 
through the doors. They remained 
sedately open. Valerie hurried up to 
him. 

"It must have been a trick and I 
think you're right in suspecting Stan 
Haviland. Wait until the next time 
I see him. But hurry, darling. The 
organ is playing the Wedding March. 
The bride is waiting. Chauncey is at 
the altar already and if you've got a 
pint on your hip, slip him a drink. 
He looks ready to collapse." 

"See you later." Alex squeezed 
her hand. He stepped into the aisle 
and paced slowly toward the altar. 
Chauncey moved very close to him. 
One hand grabbed at Alex's coat and 
held on for dear life. 

The organ burst into the final 
chorus of the Wedding March. Alex 
turned his head and watched the bride 
and her father start down the aisle. 
Someone clapped vociferously and 
the brid-e's father grinned broadly, 
clasped both hands and shook them 
above his head as acknowledgment of 
the applause. 

Some of the bride's friends were 
there, too, it seemed. Alex stifled a 
grin when he saw the bride kick her 
father in the shins. Things straight
ened out after that and Alex started 
to breathe more easily. 

The notes of the organ rose to full 
crescendo. The clergyman walked 
slowly to his place. Then the organ 
was muted. A select choir-hand-
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somely paid for affairs of this kind
began to sing very softly. Sunlight 
streamed through the west windows 
in wide, cheerful rays. The proces
sion was three-quarters of the way 
down the aisle. 

Then, very suddenly, the tempo of 
the organ changed. It rose to full 
crescendo again and the music was 
switched from the Wedding March to 
the wild, blaring rhythms of boogey
woogie as if the organist was inter
polating half a dozen of the latest 
Harlem tunes. 

The choir broke into loud, wailing 
song. A hubbub of chattering arose 
from the packed church. The clergy
man raised surprised eyes toward the 
organ loft and began to wave his hand. 
Still the music kept on, growing 
wilder, more boogey-woogie than 
ever. 

Oddly too, no more s u n I i g h t 
streamed through the windows and 
the church assumed a somber atmos
phere. Alex listened to the riot of 
confusion until he felt he could stand 
it no longer. 

Raising his voice, he yelled, "Si
lence I "  

The din stopped abruptly, organ, 
choir and spectators alike. The re
sulting silence was so intense it hurt 
as much, or more, than the noise. 
Alex turned toward the clergyman. 

"You may proceed," he said, as if 
granting a boon. 

The clergyman stood there, his 
mouth half-open, one arm still raised 
high as if it had frozen while he tried 
to s ilence the organ. 

''The bridal party and everyone nec
essary to the ceremony will pro
ceed," Alex said again. 

THE clergyman lowered his hand, 
opened the book and began read

ing the ceremony just as if nothing 
had happened. The spectators re
mained frozen just as they'd been 
when Alex yelled for si lence. 

" • . .  and do you take this man to 
be your lawfully wedded husband?" 
The clergyman smiled benignly on 
the bride. 

"Yes," she said very softly. "I take 
this man to be my lawfully wedded 
husband." 

And she flung herself at Alex; 
wound both arms around his neck and 
held on like a drowning swimmer. 

Ordinari ly, the packed church 
should have stared with amazement, 
yet no one moved. 

"Let go," Alex yelled. "Hey
you're marrying Chauncey. Let go ·of 
my neck." 

She obeyed instantly, but verbally 
objected. "I don't want Chauncey. 
I want you. I 'm going to marry you." 

"Yeah ?" Alex l ifted her from the 
floor and very unceremoniously de
posited her into Chauncey's arms. "In 
a pig's eye, you are. Val ! Let's get 
out of here." 

Valerie came to his side and they 
rushed up the aisle. As they neared 
the doors, everyone in the church 
came to life again. The huge bronze 
doors began to shake violently as 
Alex passed through them. He 
shielded Valerie and was prepared to 
hurl her through if they began clos
ing. They didn't. The shivering was 
all that happened. 

Outside, they hailed a cab. Alex 
helped her in, started to enter himself 
and in doing so, turned halfway about 
and saw the blue-eyed, pudgy man 
watching him intently. He started 
forward with arm outstretched, but 
Alex had had enough for this day. 
He slammed the cab door and ord
ered the driver to head for the park 
and keep cruising around. 

Valerie tore the flowers from her 
dress, rolled down a window and 
tossed the wilted things onto the 
street. Her l ips were trembling. 
There were tears in her eyes. 

"Val," Alex said softly, "some
thing's wrong with me." 

"Something is wrong with every
body," Valerie cried. "Oh, Alex, 
such a mess. Why in the world did 
that blonde throw herself into your 
arms and proclaim the fact that she 
wanted to marry you ? I thought you 
two had never met before." 

"We hadn't," A lex said softly. 
"That's the truth, Val. I swear it. 
Hang onto your curl s, darl ing. I 'm 
going to tell you something and 
when I finish, you can leave me any
wh�re you say. I'll get out gladly." 

She looked up at him curiously. 
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Alex took a deep breath, clenched 
both hands. 

"Val . . .  I'm a deputy of Satan. 
I might even be Satan himself." 

CHAPTER VI 

Call Back the De-vil 

VA LERIE began to laugh a l ittle. 
"Alex, this is  no time for jok

ing. Or are you joking ? Alex, you 
didn't take that too seriously about 
the old belief that one who casts no 
shadow is the Devil ? You're sure 
you feel all right ? "  

"I feel too good," Alex grunted. 
"I d idn't expect you to believe me, of 
course, but you must l isten. Remem
ber how Stan Haviland broke his leg 
so opportunely, how Alicia Cart
wright suddenly socked her husband 
after all those years of blissful, mar
ried l i fe ? How that woman returned 
when I c·ommanded her ? How she
ah-lost her clothes?  That's only the 
half  of it. Take the church doors, 
for instance. They were closing be
cause I'd blaspheme any church, any 
place of worship.  It was only when 
I promised to behave myself that I 
was allowed to enter and then-those 
things happened, and I had to stop 
them." 

"Alex," Valerie said in a kindly 
tone. "You'd better go home and rest. 
Don't forget you have a performance 
to do tonight." 

"That's another thing. Did anyone 
ever portray the Devil so well on any 
stage in all history ? No. Why not ? 
Because I'm filled with the very es
sence of Satan himself. I didn't even 
have to act. The audience uncon
sciously recognized the fact that I 
was evil." 

Valerie leaned forward and tapped 
on the glass partition. "Driver, take 
us to-" 

"No," Alex shouted. "Keep on cruis
ing around." He dropped his voice. 
"Val, you've got to believe me. It's 
the truth. I felt miserable after I 
lost the part. Something happened 
to me at Bi l l  Parker's. He'd rigged 
up some kind of a dizzy thought con-

centrator so powerful its waves 
reached straight down into Hell itself. 
I didn't know that when I started 
shooting off my mouth about doing 
anything to play that part. The Devil 
appeared to me after you left. Val 
. . .  Val, get that wild look out of 
your eyes. You'll hear this thing 
through and you'll be convinced." 

"I'm . . .  beginning to . . .  be," Val 
said very slowly in a barely audible 
voice. 

"It's about t ime. I was afraid I'd 
have to give you some concrete ex
amples of what I can do-the mis
chief I can create. Satan did come. 
He was exactly as I expected him to 
be. Rather nice chap, but I suppose 
that attitude is all part of his game. 
I thought he was s poofing me, just as 
you refused to believe a l ittle while 
ago. I made a deal with him." 

"Oh Alex, you're-" 
"No. Absolutely not. We didn't 

bargain over my soul or anyone's else. 
It's only that S atan is  so doggone 
busy he can't handle minor details so 
he needed deputies. I'm assigned to 
this part of the world. I can't help 
the things that happen when I'm 
around. 

"Don't ask me how this happened. 
I don't know. Bi l l  Parker doesn't 
know. Maybe there isn't any Devil
but there certainly are strong forces 
for good and for evil. Perhaps they 
can be intensified j ust as Bi l l  claimed. 
Anyway, I admit  that I was in a par
t icularly vile mood when he put that 
contraption on my head. Maybe I 
did conjure up my own conception of 
the Devil. Whatever i t  is--some
thing terrible's happened to me !"  

Valerie stirred herself. "Alex," the 
way you say this makes me almost 
bel ieve you, but I think I know the 
answer. All those coinc idences and 
then my reminding you that you cast 
no shadow add up to one thing. You 
had a bad dream and it stayed with 
you. You just think you made a pact 
with the devil. Now, let's stop talk
ing nonsense. Give m.e a cigarette, 
please." 

Alex opened his case, handed her a 
, cigarette and thrust another between 
his own lips.  He l i t  a match, holding 
the pack carelessly. His hands shook 
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so badly that Valerie had difficulty in  
getting- a l ight. 

ALEX transferred the match to his 
own cigarette. The pack of 

matches slipped a l ittle closer and 
caught fire. Flame seared up into his 
face. He dropped the matches, let 
out a cry of  pain and then he blinked 
a l ittle. Ordinarily, he would have 
been burned-painfully. Yet he felt 
nothing. 

' 

Deliberately, he reached into his 
pocket, found a n  o t h e r pack of 
matches and lit one.  He raised the 
flame to one extended finger and let 
the fire lap around it. There wasn't 
even a smudge and he certainly felt 
nothing at all. 

"Alex-oh, Alex !" Valerie cried. 
"Yeah, 'Alex, oh  Alex',"· he said 

slowly. "Are you convinced now? 
I belong in Hell because fire doesn't 
burn me. Nothing can harm me. Not 
a thing. I 'm immune." 

For a moment he thought Valerie 
was going to open the cab door and 
jump. Instead, she suddenly threw 
her arms around him. 

"Alex-! do believe you. Fantastic 
as i t  sounds, I do believe. There are 
so many unexplainable things in l ife. 
This must be one of them. But, some
how, it  can be explained scientifically. 
It has to be ! You must be under 
some sort of self-hypnosis." 

"Val," he whispered, "Val, you 
can't be with me any longer. What
ever it  is, I'm no good for you or any
one else. I 'm the personification of 
all that is evil. I don't even know the 
powers I hold except that wherever 
I go, ugly things happen." 

She raised tear-stained cheeks. 
"Alex, it doesn't make any difference. 
I love you, not what you've been 
turned into. We've got to do some
thing- about this. We must, darling." 

He nodded. "Yes, you're right. I 
have one loophole. Satan told me I 
could break the bargain any time I 
was so inclined. All I had to do was 
summon him and I can do that 
through B ill Parker's machine. I will 
summon him. I'll tell him to go to 
-to go home and stay there. I'll do 
that, Val. My word of honor." 

"Right away ?" she asked. 

"I'll drop you off and go straight 
to Parker's place. Maybe I'll pull a 
terrific flop on the stage tonight. That 
doesn't matter. Nothing matters ex
cept that I get rid of this-this power 
I hold." 

The attendant on duty in front of 
Valerie's apartment house broke his 
wrist opening the cab door. Valerie 
gave Alex a pleading glance and then 
rushed into the building. Alex told 
the driver B ill Parker's address, 
settled back and lit another cigarette. 
This t ime his hands didn't shake. 

He began laughing. That wedding 
certainly had turned into something. 
And all because of him. If Chauncey 
refused to marry that little gold dig
ger, so much the better. He'd save 
himself a quarter of a million dollars 
or  so. Maybe Alex could use his 
powers to circumvent the devil-do 
good with them. 

Oddly, Alex felt suddenly very 
good. He actually enj oyed himself 
and for a few moments he almost con
sidered the idea of letting things ride. 
He could tell Val he'd tried to be re
leased from his bargain and failed. 
But, no-that would be a particularly 
nasty trick. Even possessed of the 
Devil as he was, he could see that. 
After all, he was in love with Valerie. 

PARKER'S butler let him in.  Alex 
hurried to the lab. Parker greeted 

him absent-mindedly until  A 1 e x  
shook the man and pushed him into 
a chair. 

"You're going to listen, Bill ," he 
said  sternly, "because more depends 
on my getting your co-operation than 
anything else in the world. Yes
you can even include the fact that 
Hitler might win this war. What I 
have to say is more vital." 

"More vital - than winning the 
war ?" Parker gasped. 

"Exactly. Listen, you switched on 
your confounded thought intensifier 
the other night. You said it  was so 
powerful you could get some sort of 
intense effect. Well-it did !" 

Parker just gasped and said noth
ing. Alex went on. 

"I told you I saw a strange.,
r in this 

lab after I recovered. I d1d, even 
though you didn't. It was Satan ! He 
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followed me when 1 left. We even 
had a drink together and made a deal. 
Never mind the terms. And never 
mind thinking I'm crazy. If you 
can't understand it, it 's a cinch I 
can't ! What I'm getting at is the fact 
that I 've got to break my contract 
with Satan. That's where you come in. 

"Call it concentrated hypnotism or 
cock-eyed psychosis or whatever you 
please. B ut you're going to turn on 
your screwy machine and hook it up 
to me so I can get in touch with the 
Devil. If I could think him up in 
concrete form, - I can blot him out, 
too. Hurry up ! Switch on your crazy 
machine and turn it up full power." 

"Sure, Alex, sure," soothed Parker, 
his eyes apprehensive. "Anything 
for a friend like you. But the big os
cillator tube is  j ust patched, you 
know, and I don't think it  will work 
like i t  did the other night, but-'' 

"It had better," warned Alex, 
clenching his fist. "Give me that silly 
thought helmet." 

He grabbed the headpiece up and 
crammed it down over his ears. 

"Satan !"  he yelled. "Satan-you 
down there. Hear me ? I want to 
see you." 

"Then just turn around, my very
able deputy," a pleasant voice said. 

Alex turned slowly. There stood 
that handsome, debonair man smiling 
at him. Alex stepped closer. He felt 
no fear. 

"Damn you," he cried. "I didn't 
know what I was l etting myself in 
for. B ut I'm-'' 

"Damn me ?"  Satan asked quietly. 
The racket from the diathermy ma
chine seemed to have quieted to a 
mere whisper although Bil l  Parker 
stood with both hands still  clapped 
tightly against his ears. 

"Yes-damn you," Alex repeated 
venomously. 

"But, my dear fel low," Satan said, 
"when you damn me, that is  the same 
as if you said to a close friend 'Bless 
you' I I thrive on damns. Now what's 
wrong ? Aren't you having fun ?" 

"You know darned well I'm not. 
Everywhere I go, things happen
evil things. It's getting my goat. I 
want to break our bargain." 

"That lovely blood pact? Alex, 

I'm surprised at you. I rarely mis
judge people. Come now, think it 
over. All those things would have 
happened, anyway. They were bound 
to because I must create mischief. It 
so happens you were j ust a means to 
an end. Nothing really serious hap
pened, now did i t ? "  

"That wedding was ghastly." 
"Oh yes. Very clever of you to 

promise to behave so the church doors 
would remain open. Clever also to 
break your word. A man after my own 
heart, Alex. Remember in the cab-
on your way here? You thought it 
all over. You knew that Chauncey 
would have suffered if that l ittle gold 
digger ever married him. You bel ped 
the man. That girl and her father 
were all set to make Chauncey and 
his mother pay through the nose." 

"What about the rest of i t ?  The 
wilting flowers. I l ike flowers." 

SAT AN arched his eyebrows. 
"Ah, but they don't l ike you. 

Inconsequential stuff, Alex. You must 
give me a better reason." 

"Now see here," Alex protested, "I 
got myself into this mess because I 
was greedy. I wanted to play my 
part on the stage to perfection. I did. 
You carried out your end of the deal. 
But you also promised I could brec;k 
our contract whenever I chose. I'm 
holding you to your word." 

Satan smiled. Then he laughed, 
throwing back his head as if this was 
one of the most j oyous moments of his 
eternal career. 

"Yes," he admitted, "we did  make 
a bargain. Sealed it in blood too. 
But I'm Satan. The Devil ! Did you 
expect me to keep my word ? Devils 
are made to be l iars. I'm the greatest 
l ittle l iar in all history." 

"Then you . . . won't . . . let me 
go ?"  

"Please," Satan held up one han d 
in a grand gesture, "don't put it so 
crude-ly. Most assuredly, I won't p e r 
mit you to break our agreement. Why 
should I ?  You're doing very well at 
it." 

"Then I'll go on . . .  l ike thi s ?  
Always creating trouble ?" 

"Not necessarily. You see, it's onl v 
that I'm so pressed for time that -I 
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need your help. When conditions 
remedy themselves-as they always 
do-I'll  find time to handle my own 
affairs. The minor ones, I mean." 

"That may be centuries," Alex 
groaned. 

"I guarantee not. Now let me point 
out certain facts. M ischief is  all 
you'll create. Never anything big be
cause I reserve the big things for my
self. After all ,  I'm not delegating the 
full extent of my power. Perhaps a 
few people wil l  be hurt. What of i t ?  
They'd b e  hurt, anyway. Lots of them 
will be embarrassed, but they deserve 
it. Leave things to me and stop wor
rying." 

"Leave 'em to you and I'll be wield
ing a p itchfork down there," Alex 
grunted. 

"Pitchfork ? B ah-you read too 
many fairy tales. I'm not as crude as 
that. What does i t  matter if a fellow 
has a bit of fun ? Eternity is a long 
time. Without fun, I'd stagnate and 
perhaps think of something really 
dreadful." 

Alex ran fingers through his hair. 
"Let's get this straight," he said. "Are 
you insinuating that so long as I 
handle your petty affairs, I may save 
mankind from something worse ? 
You'll be content to sit back and en
joy yoursel f ?" 

"You may assume that i f  you wish," 
Satan replied. 

"Uh-yes, but can I believe you ? 
I've never talked to anybody with so 
slick a tongue." 

"Of course, you haven't, my dear 
fellow. I'm the smoothest person on 
-in-let i t  go. You know what I 
mean. Now suppose you j ust go about 
your business and let me go back to 
mine. You've no idea how urgently 
I'm needed in certain quarters." 

"What quarters ?" Alex demanded. 

THE Devil smiled at him. 
"Why, didn't you know there 

was a war going on ? Ah yes, the 
greatest little war in h istory. Won't 
be long before I have so many reserva
tions I can sit down and be choosey. 
I l ike that. Even the Devil has to 
be careful whom he allows in his 
home. Bel ieve me, lots of people are 
awful wrong these days." 

"Meaning just what ?" 
"Well-they condemn certain peo

ple to Hades. Mill ions raise a drink, 
for instance, and toast l ittle Adolf to 
hell. Fools ! Do they think I want 
him ? Cluttering up my habitations ? 
Like as not he'd bring Goebbels with 
him. What then ? Propaganda in 
Hell ? Hah-I think not." 

Alex sighed. "Will  you please 
come back to business ? Promise me 
that i f  I agree to keep on acting as 
your-ah-agent, I will  be released 
finally. I will prevent you from brood
ing too much and making worse 
trouble on earth than you'd permit me 
to create." 

"I promise," Satan bowed very low. 
"All right then," Alex agreed reluc

tantly. "I'll keep on. Can I call you 
again ? If I begin to grow doubtful ?" 

"Of course-if you can reach me." 
"I'll reach you," Alex vowed. "All 

I want is  to shake hands on the deal
as it stands now." 

Satan put out his hand and took 
Alex's in a warm, friendly grasp. 
"There's no need to seal i t  in blood 
again. Of course, there is  one thing 
you should know." 

"Yes ? What is i t ?"  
"Merely that I'm the greatest l ittle 

l iar ever known. Good-by, Alex. 
We'll meet again.'' 

Alex turned and raised his voice 
into a shout that made the laboratory 
walls tremble. 

"Bill ! B il l  Parker-turn that in
f.ernal machine off." 

Alex started forward. Where Satan 
had stood was nothing. He'd van
ished. 

CHAPTER VII 

The Unwanted Power 

ALEX walked slowly over to 
where Bill Parker stood. Parker 

began to back away. 
"I don't blame you, B il l," Alex said. 

"You're convinced now, aren't you? 
You did see me talking to Satan ?" 

"I-saw you talking to-nothing. 
You were raving, Alex. You need 
attention. I know a good doctor. Let 
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me call him for you.'' 
Alex sat down heavily. "So he 

d idn't show himsel f  to you. B il l ,  I 
hoped you'd be convinced because I 
need help. Look, there's some big 
glass apparatus over there on that far
t her table. Nothing to do with the 
thought intensifier, I hope." 

"Nohing to do with that," Parker 
answered slowly. "It's something I 
made to study cosmic rays. Took me 
weeks. Guard it like I would my life. 
Why ? What does that apparatus 
mean to you ?"  

safe here with you ?" 
Alex p icked up a house phone, got 

the butler and told him to bring some 
fresh flowers into the l ab, a bunch of 
dewy roses that had been on a table 
in the hallway when Alex entered. 

The butler brought them. Alex had 
him put the vase in a far corner of the 
room. After the door closed and the 
butler was gone, Alex arose. 

"Watch carefully, B il l," he said, 
"flowers wilt when I get close to them. 
I give off an aura of evil.  You'll be 
convinced if I have to pull some black 
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"I hate to do this, B il l .  Just as 
much as you're going to hate losing 
that mess of glass. B ut I must con
vince you. I must ! Therefore, your 
beautiful glass apparatus is  now-no 
n1ore." 

There wa.s a horrible cracking 
sound an d the glass apparatus fell 
into a million p ieces. Parker let out 
a screech, rushed over to the table and 
t h e n  his  shoulders fell. 

"Alex,  I didn't see you throw any
thing, but you must have. Now will  
you te l l  me why you did this ? Are 
you stark mad ? Is  it so bad I 'm not 

- .. OJD - ...,._em 

magic out of my hat. Watch those 
flowers ! See how fresh they are, how 
straight they stand. Ah, look at them 
now. I'm getting closer. They feel 
my presence." 

The roses slowly bowed their heads. 
Petals and leaves curled until only 
the thorns stood out boldly. B ill 
Parker gave a yelp of alarm. 

"Stay away from me," he implored. 
"If you can make roses wilt, you'll 
probably turn me into a jellyfish. All 
right-I'm convinced ! What can I 
do to help you ?" 

"Sit down, B il l," Alex said.  "Cool 
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off. I wouldn't hurt you. You and 
Valerie will soon be all I have left 
when the news of what I am leaks 
out. B ill-I did make a deal with 
Satan. He's bound me to it, unfairly 
and by lies� but I'm stuck. You must 
help me figure out a way to trick the 
Devil. Between us, we should cook up 
something. After all, you're partly 
to blame for this mess." 

"I'll do all I can," Parker promised. 
"Take my word for it. I 'll not even 
stop to sleep or eat as I try to figure 
things out. Only-you'd better leave 
now. The shock . . . .  " 

"All right." Alex walked toward 
the door. "I'll get in touch with you 
after tonight's performance. Have 
something thought up, will you ? "  

As Alex hurried down the steps, 
B ill Parker arose, walked to one of 
his lab benches and picked up a heavy 
metal bar. There was a look of de
termination on his face as he ap
proached his thought intensifier. 

GOING to his own apartment, 
Alex opened a couple of cans of 

food. He rio longer dared eat in pub
lic. No telling who'd get a cup of hot 
coffee spilled down his neck. He ate 
without relish, got out of his striped 
trousers and cutaway coat. He shaved 
and showered, put on a neat gray suit 
and found himself whistling cheer
fully as he waited for the elevator. 

The theater lobby and entrance was 
j ammed. Everyone knew about the 
show and about how Alex Craig 
played the part of Satan to such per
fection as actually to seem real. A 
few ticket scalpers were doing a land 
office business at boom prices. 

Alex greeted the doorman with a 
smile, looked around backstage for 
Valerie and decided she must be in 
her dressing room. He walked up to 
the Cartwrights' office, opened the 
door and stepped in. 

Cory and Alicia Cartwright were 
sitting on a small davenport, holding 
hands. They looked up. Alicia arose 
slowly, bent a stern gaze upon her 
husband who was watching Alex. She 
walked sedately to where the big en
cyclopedia was parked, l ifted it and 
hurried back to bring it  down on her 
astonished husband's skull. 

She watched him collapse on the 
floor, rubbed her hands and smiled 
at Alex. 

"I get the darnedest kick out of do
ing that," she gloated. "Alex, be a 
good boy and get my smelling salts. 
I want to bring Cory out of it  and 
sock him again." 

"Nix," Alex cried. "Alicia, you 
don't know what you're doing. You 
can't know !" 

"But it  is  fun," Alicia protested 
shrilly. "I can read his mind, the 
nitwit. The moment you entered the 
room, I knew he was wondering if 
you, in  some way, caused Stan Havi
land to break his leg. Should have 
broken his fool neck." 

"Look," Alex said, "I'm acting in 
this show. You own it. You pay me, 
but for your own good state of mind, 
stay away from me. Have nothing to 
do with me ; that's all I ask. Good-by.'' 

He bolted out of the room, hesitated 
down the corridor a bit and then tip
toed back. He listened at the flimsy 
panelled door and heard Alicia mu�-
muring apologies to Cory Cartwright. 

He cursed and walked swiftly to his 
dressing room. Maybe what he'd seen 
wasn't very much so far as Satan him
self was concerned, but Alex knew 
these two, knew how much they loved 
one another and that their squabbling 
was entirely due to his presence. He 
began wondering i f  sooner, or later, 
everyone he met would go through 
the same thing. 

As before, he used no makeup. Not 
a trace of it. With the characteri
zation of the Devil seared into his  
heart, he couldn't fail to make an au
dience believe in him if he came out 
dressed as a scarecrow. 

At the close of the first act, he ma
neuvered so that he could stop Valerie 
as she left the stage. Somehow, he 
gathered, she'd avoided meeting him 
except during the necessary lines of 
the play. 

"Val," he whispered as he looked 
around covertly. "I saw him again. 
I talked to him." 

"Yes, Alex, what did he say ? Are 
you released ?" 

"No-not exactly. Val, you must 
l isten. Don't turn away. I'm sacri
ficing myself for the good of every-
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one. You, Alicia, Cory-even Stan 
Haviland. Unless I agreed to carry 
on, Satan swore he'd start things hum
ming around here." 

"I know what happened in Alicia's 
office," Valerie whispered. "Alicia 
feels horribly about it.  Can't explain 
why she does those things. I know. 
It's because of you-just your pres
ence. Alex . . . we had a date to
night, I won't keep it.'' 

Alex flushed. His usually friendly 
eyes grew stern and uncompromis
ing. 

"Yes, you will," he said hoarsely. 
"Wait and see. I'm going to explain 
things if  I have to tie you down." 

THE rest of the play went off 
smoothly. Alex took his usual 

quota of curtain calls, but somehow 
they didn't affect him as well tonight. 
If those fools out front only knew 
who and what they were applauding ! 

He went to his dressing room, 
changed and then hurried to Valerie's 
quarters. A colored maid told him 
Miss Valerie had been gone for four 
or five minutes, that she'd been in a 
terrific hurry. 

Alex said, "Oh," rather flatly and 
walked out of  the theatre. He 
brushed aside the horde of autograph 
seekers, but they were persistent. 
With an angry gesture he commanded 
them to move aside. They did-like 
automatons and remained frozen until 
he drove away in a taxicab. 

He smiled grimly. At least there 
was a certain measure of usefulness 
in his hellish power. Then he began 
thinking and rubbing his chin. Why, 
he could get away with sheer murder 
if  he chose. He could go about, never 
paying a penny for anything. No one 
could deny him anything. Fire 
couldn't bum him. 

It was just as possible that he 
mi ght be immune to death. Alex 
whistled gayly and contemplated the 
many things he could do by merely 
exercising his will. He decided to 
try it. 

· . .  Driver," he said, "pull up.'' 
The cab slid to the ctirb along a 

street that was composed mainly of  
small, fashionable shops. Alex got 
out into the dimmed light. He 

stepped up to the cab. 
"I think I paid you with a five-dol

lar bill," he said. 
The driver gasped, opened his 

mouth to offer some choice vitupera
tion and closed it again quickly. H e  
shivered, gulped and spoke. 

"Yes, sir. Five dollars it was. I re-· 
member now. Sorry, sir. Here's your 
change." 

Alex took the money, stared at it 
for a moment and then handed it 
back. 

"You're a very good driver. The 
chang-e is yours." 

"A four-fifty tip for a half a buck 
ride." The driver grinned from ear 
to ear. "Say, thanks, buddy. You're 
a sport all r ight.'' 

"Wait until you tally up tonight," 
Alex said mysteriously. ' 'Then see 
how much you'll thank me." 

He started walking and wondered 
why the blazes he'd been silly enough 
to dismiss the taxi in this desolate 
section of town. It was incredibly 
dark. The street lights were spaced 
far apart and illuminated by very dim 
bulbs. Not a l ight came from the 
window of any store. Alex suddenly 
remembered he was part of a nation 
at war. This was the dim-out. 

About two blocks farther on, he 
thought he saw a shadowy form slink 
into a doorway. Alex hesi tated. Of 
all places a thug might pick to hold 
him up, this was one of tbe very best. 
Alex slowed up. He momentarily for
got that he could control anyone and 
became cautious. 

"Pal," a voice hissed. "Hey, pal. 
You got a minute. Honest, this is on 
the level." 

Alex stopped. A thick-set man was 
coming- toward him. In the weak rays 
of a street l ight Alex saw that he was 
coarse-featured with all the earmarks 
of a professional mug. 

"Well," Alex asked gruffly, "what 
is i t ? "  

" I t's like this, pal," the man said. 
"I g·ot outa stir two weeks ago. No 
parole-! served my full time so they 
got no hold over me. But I was in 
the can a long, long time. I got to 
thinkin' Clnd I see there's no future 
in crime. I'm lookin' for a job-any 
kind of a j ob." 
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"Sorry," Alex said, "I can't fix you 
up." 

"It ain't that, boss. Y'see, I ain't 
eaten in thirty hours. Ain't had no 
place to sleep except a park bench 
and the cops keep movin' me. All I 
ask i s  a buck to get some chow and a 
flop. That's a lot of dough these days. 
Sure it is, but l isten, mister, if I don't 
get somebody to help me pretty soon 
I ' l l  have to go back to the old ways 
and help myself-if you know what 
I mean." 

ALEX nodded. The man was obvi
o usly s incere. The amount he 

asked for, the excuse he gave and 
his  frank confession of being an ex
con all added up to the truth. Alex 
took a five-dollar bill from his pocket. 

"Take this. You don't have to pay 
it  back to me, but society expects 
so11;1ething for this money. Good 
luck." 

The ex-convict carefully folded the 
bill, tucked it  into the watch-pocket 
of his bedraggled trousers and re
moved his cap. 

"You won't regret this, mister. Just 
a minute ago I says to myself, i f  this 
guy don't come through, then it's 
back to my old racket. I had enough, 
but now you give me faith. Sure, 
that's it. Faith. God bless you, pal." 

Alex winced. As the thug turned 
away, he turned and gazed curiously 
at himself in the reflection in a store 
window. He, a deputy of the Devil, 
handing out five dollars to some 
wheedling crook. What kind of a 
deputy was he, anyhow?" 

Alex grinned. One thing-the 
Devil had no firm grip on him. He 
could  do good if he wanted to. Then 
Alex gave a cry and started forward. 
The thug he'd helped h!id picked up a 
brick, was walking briskly toward the 
window of a jewelry store and paid 
no heed to Alex's frantic yell. 

The thug hurled the rock. As the 
glass shattered, he rushed forward 
and scooped up everything he could 
pold from the window display. 
Laughing gleefully, he started to run. 

But the crash of the window had 
been very loud and a uniformed pa
trolman barged around the corner. 
The fleeing thug all but ran straight 

into his arms. The cop drew a gun, 
leveled it  and barked a command. 

"Rea�;h, or I'll let you have i t. 
Reach high ! "  

Alex quietly stepped into the door
way of a store. If the cop saw him, 
used h im as a witness and the whole 
story came out, plenty of people 
would have a good laugh. Over an 
actor who was talked into lending 
five dollars to a crook who wanted to 
go straight. Then, ten seconds aft
erwards, broke a j ewelry store win
dow for loot. 

I t  didn't occur to Alex that he 
might be responsible for all this. 
That the crook might have been very 
much on the level until the evil in
fluence of a devil's deputy reached out 
and grasped him by the neck. 

The thug backed away slowly, his 
hands half-raised. The cop stood 
rigidly still, gu.n ready. 

"Don't be a fool," the <:op warned. 
"Run for it and I'll put one through 
your back. I 've se.en your mug be
fore on headqtiarters posters. You're 
a crook and, by the looks of you, good 
and desperate." 

"Yeah. Yeah, desperate is right," 
the crook answered. "I'm a three
t imer. One more rap and I get the 
whole book. I'd rather be gunned out 
than rot in prison. I'd rather die 
now !" 

He suddenly leaped forward with 
both arms outstretched, fingers meant 
to claw into the cop's throat. The 
gun blasted twice and still the thug 
kept going. Two more shots slowed 
him up. He stood there, a huddled 
heap of dying flesh, rocking slowly 
back and forth on his heels and then, 
like a very tired man, he lay down. 
One minute later, he was dead. 

The cop blew on his whistle, darted 
back around the corner to look for 
help �nd Alex made his escape with
out being seen. The thing rattled 
him. He knew now that he was re
spc;>nsible. A man had died because 
of him. That wasn't mischief. Death 
went much further than that. H e  
shivered violently. Valerie was right, 
all the way through. He shouldn't 
expose anyone to the evil aura of his 
presence. He brought only trouble 
and now-death. 
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For an hour he walked through a 
section of the large public park try
ing and trying to see some way out of  
a l l  this. There wasn't a loophole. 
Nothing ! His brain reverted to his 
former way of  thinking. Perhaps he 
should make the best of his lot and 
pray for the moment when his release 
would come. 

Meanwhile, he had to carry on. At 
a taxi feed l ine he got a cab and 
asked to be driven straight home. He 
leaned back against the seat, as fa
tigued as if  he'd spent twenty hours 
rehearsing a new play. 

CHAPTER VIII 

The Second Scar 

BELLS clanged behind the taxi 
and it shot to one side, allowing 

fire apparatus to roll past. Alex saw 
a red glow against the skyline. The 
driver saw it, too. 

"How about going over there ?" he 
asked. "Looks like a big one. I ' l l  
pull  my flag down. Me, I'm nuts 
about fires." 

"Go ahead," Alex grunted. "I 
might as well have a good close look 
at Hell." 

Fire l ines blocked them. Alex got 
out and walked with the driver as 
close as police would allow them. It 
was a · six-story tenement block, old 
wooden structures that seemed to be 
a complete mass of flames. Hoses 
squirted tons of water quite ineffec
tively. Aerial l adders were raised. A 
fireman swarmed to the top of one and 
waved a hand energetically. 

"Holy saints," someone c r i e d . 
"There's a woman and a kid up there 
on the roof. Trapped ! Look at 'em, 
when the wind blows smoke away. 
She looks like she's going to j ump. 
It'll be suicide." 

"Suicide, my eye," someone else 
shouted. "All that dame has is a 
choice to get smashed on the pave
ments or roasted alive. They can't 
get her down. Nobody in this world 
could enter that house and l ive." 

"Nobody in this world," Alex sai.d 
softly. He pushed his way forward. 

A cop barred him, then suddenly 
dropped the thick arm and waved 
Alex on. Alex rushed past a fire 
truck. Two men, one a deputy chief, 
grabbed him. 

"Look, friend," the chief said, "it 
can't be done. If  that's your wife and 
child up there-" 

"I haven't the vaguest idea who 
they are," Alex answered solemnly, 
"but I hope to get them down here 
safely. Going to do anything a,bout 
it?"  

"We-ell, no. No,  I guess not. Man 
wants to cofilmit suicide, it's okay 
with me." 

Alex reached the blazing furnace 
that had been a doorway. He stopped 
and looked up. The woman, with the 
child in her arms, was teetering on the 
edge of the roof. 

"Stay where you are," Alex shouted.  
"Don't move." 

The woman certainly could never 
have heard him above the din of the 
fire, the shouts of the crowd and the 
noise created by the hoses. Yet she 
seemed to obey. 

Alex didn't even put a protecting 
arm around his face. He walked 
boldly into the blaze and felt no pain, 
no heat, no fear. He located what 
was left of the stairway, seized red 
hot banisters and pulled himself 
slowly up the ruins. He reached the 
fourth floor and stopped to get his 
breath. The smoke didn't bother him. 
In fact, it almost felt as though it 
gave him new vigor. 

He kept on going. Maybe Valerie 
would think differently if  he brought 
this woman and her child to safety. 
He reached the fifth floor and was 
half�ay up the last flight when the 
roof caved in. Alex went plunging 
down with the flaming debris. He 
should have been killed, but he didn'1· 
suffer so much as a bruise. 

Hoses were turned his way. Pow
erful searchlights brought him into 
stark relief as he pushed beams away 
and gradually wormed his way into 
an upright position. He worked a 
path across the ruins. Eager hands 
seized him. A doctor rushed up. 
Alex waved him aside. 

"I'm all right, thanks. Not a 
scratch. Miraculous, eh, but it's so." 
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SOMEBODY yelled out a cheer 
that was taken up by others. 

Photographers snapped his picture by 
the dozen. He was recognized, call ed 
by name. Alex paid l ittle attention 
to this. He found the deputy chief 
who had permitted him to go through 
the l ines. 

"What about the w o m  a n-the 
child ?" he demanded. 

"Dead. Never had a chance, but 
what you did, Mr. Craig, was about 
the bravest thing I ever saw in my 
career. Can't figure out what came 
over me to even think of letting you 
enter that building." 

"You idiot," Alex growled. "Why 
weren't l i fe nets spread ? She might 
have saved herself by j umping." 

The deputy chief turned deathly 
pale. "Life nets? I never thought 
of them. Never thought, and yet I 
should have. First thi n g  to enter my 
mind should have been life nets. No
body else thought of them, either." 

"You incompetent-" Alex began 
and suddenly closed his mouth. This 
had not been the fault of anyone but 
himself. This was j ust another mani
festation of . S a t  a n . One of his 
"minor" mischiefs. Alex closed both 
eyes and stumbled through the crowd, 
their cheers still r inging in his ears. 

The same taxi driver was waiting. 
Alex brushed aside his praise. 

"Take me to the two thousand block 
on Riverside," he ordered. "And 
hurry. Never mind lights or cops or 
anything else. This is  a matter of life 
and death." 

The wild trip was accomplished 
without interference. In fact, they 
passed a radio car while they were 
doing fifty-five and the policemen in
side it never so much as gave the 
speeding cab a glance. 

Alex j umped out, threw a bill to 
the driyer and ten seconds later he 
pounded and kicked at the door while 
his finger pressed the bell of Bill 
Parker's home. 

The butler let him in. Alex 
brushed pas.t the startled man, raced 
upstairs and banged on Parker's door. 
The electric mechanism clicked. 
Parker hurried forward to meet him, 
stopped halfway across the big room 
and started to retreat slowly. 

Alex said, ' 'Bill ," get over at that 
thought machine. Switch on full 
power and leave it there. I've got to 
summon the-the-S a t  a n  . That's 
what he asked me to call him. I can 
think of a lot better methods of ex
pressing how I feel about him. Bi l l ,  
the thought machine, man. Don't you 
hear me ?" 

"Yes, I hear you," Parker replied. 
"Too well. You want to use my ma
chine again to contact the Devil. 
Why ? Why is it so important if he's 
doomed you to remain as his deputy 
for the rest of your life ? What can 
you do about i t ?" 

"I  can make him keep his promise 
to release me. There must be a way to 
force his hand. There has to be, B ill .  
I'm running into death-violence. 
The mischief has become a petty 
thing. Three people died tonight be
cause of me. That wasn't in our bar
gain. B ill, if  you don't get that ma
chine started, so help me-" 

Parker sat down very, very slowly. 
He made no attempt to move over to 
the lab bench. 

"Alex," he said, "you proved to me 
that you had material ized the Devil 
through my m a c h i n e .  Reached 
straight down into Hell  and sum
moned him. After you left, I became 
frightened. What if he acquired a 
hundred new deputies? A thousand ? 
Mill ions of them ? Then what ? 
Alex, the strange power of that 
thought intensifier was established 
through a tube that took me years to 
make." 

"Never mind the chatter," Alex 
cried. "I  don't care how long it  took 
you. Start the thing." 

"I can't," Parker looked miserable. 
"I-I destroyed the tube-and all the 
plans by which I created it. I-can't 
use that machine again." 

·THE lab began to swim before 
Alex's eyes. B ill Parker became 

a blur. Alex knew he spoke, but the 
words were gibberish. Then, as i f  
from far away, he heard a laugh. I t  
made his blood run cold. There was 
fury and condemnation and high ela
tion in those tones. They seemed to 
rise straight up through the floor. 

Alex was sipping a drink of straight 
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brandy when his wits returned. B ill 
Parker stood over him, fanning ener
getically with a folded magazine. 

''Alex-Alex, snap out of it. I 
didn't know what I was doing. I 
thought you were finished, anyhow, 
and I was afraid I'd be next. I be
came a coward. I don't know why. 
If you could face such a thing as 
this, there's no reason why I couldn't 
and yet-" 

"Forget it," Alex said slowly. 
"There's no use diluting my brandy 
with tears. Have a drink yourself. 
We both need it. I know why you 
destroyed the machine. The Devil 
reached up and made you do it. That 
was his  hand smashing the oscillator 
tube, his will directing its ruin. You 
couldn't help it  and you're no more 
a coward than I am." 

Parker chewed on his lower lip for 
a moment. "Alex, you must be right. 
Incredible as all this seems to be, it's 
real. You and I are involved in 
something bigger than us. B igger, 
possibly, than everyone in the world. 
Yet we're human. We must fight it." 

"How ?" Alex asked dismally. "You 
don't know what I'm up against. 
You're clean-there's no taint on 
you . . .  or is  there ? B ill, let me see 
your right wrist. Let me see it." 

Parker pulled up his sleeve. The 
wrist bore no odd crescent scar. Alex 
let go with a sigh of  relief. 

"At least, you are all right. For a 
moment I was afraid. B ill, you're 
right. Somehow, someway we have 
to find a method to fight the Devil. 
S ix  months more of this and I'll be 
ready for an asylum." 

"Not you," B ill corrected. "The 
Devil takes care of his own, they say, 
and I believe it. There is only one 
way. Apparently when you call, 
Satan has to answer whether he wants 
to or not. I'll build another oscillator 
tube. It will take me a year, probably. 
But I'll do it, work as many hours a 
day as I can stay on my feet. That's a 
promise." 

Alex smiled wanly, finished his 
drink and arose. He stretched out 
one hand. 

"If you don't mind shaking hands 
with a Devil on earth, I'd appreciate 
it. You're the only friend I have left. 

Even Valerie has turned against me." 
B ill  shook hands with a grin. 

"Maybe you ought to buy some nice, 
quiet mausoleum, Alex, and stow 
yourself away there." 

Alex shuddered. "Wouldn't do a 
bit of good. The population of that 
cemetery would probably rise up and 
heave me out. No, I've got to go my 
own way. Try to make this mischief 
as small as possible and keep away 
from my friends. I don't like to push 
you around, but time is precious. 
Hadn't you better-get to work ?" 

Parker made a dash for the bench, 
waved to Alex and opened the door 
for him. Downstairs, Alex called the 
butler. 

"Mr. Parker is going to be busy 
from now on," he said. "See that he 
isn't d isturbed by anyone. Be cer
tain of it, do you understand?"  

"Yes, sir." The butler started to 
open the door. "You can rest assured 
sir-ow ! Oh, my eye. Pulled the 
door right against it. Stupidity, that's 
what it  was." 

"The Devil's own luck, you mean," 
Alex told him. 

HE WALKED to his own apart
ment even though it was almost 

all the way across town. He needed 
time to think. Time and a cool brain 
and quiet conditions to puzzle out 
some way to defeat Satan. 

"He told me," Alex mused half
aloud, "that he was very busy on 
earth. That probably means he is per
sonally directing something-has en
tered the soul of someone. If I could 
find that person-that place, I might 
be able to devise a scheme to make 
Satan show himself." 

He brightened at the idea and then 
cursed himself for being a fool. 

"What good would it do ?" he asked. 
"Didn't Satan tell me he was a l iar, 
that he doted on l ies?  There£ ore, he 
was stringing me along all the time. 
He never meant to release me. What 
a fool I was ! For the privilege of 
playing the Devil on a stage, making 
a great actor out of myself, I've taken 
on Satan's work. I've become a hu
man devil. Wherever I go, there is 
trouble. Whoever I meet, encounters 
mischief. 
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He rummaged in h is  pocket, found 
keys and opened the lobby door that 
was always locked soon after mid
night. No one was in the lobby and 
he felt relieved at that. He'd had 
enough of mischief for one day. 

He unlocked his apartment door, l it  
the l ight and stepped inside. He 
doffed his hat and coat, walked into 
the l iving room and snapped on a 
table lamp. Raising his head, he 
froze in that position. 

There was a high-backed chair be
fore the fireplace. From it, lazily 
arose a column of smoke. The chair 
must be occupied. Alex picked up a 
heavy cigarette box, grimaced and 
laid it  down again. If the inferno 
of fire couldn't hurt him, no cheap 
crook could do it. Alex walked 
around the chair and looked down at 
its occupant. 

He saw the same pudgy, spectacled 
man who'd been watching him so in
tently at the Worthington wedding. 
The man smiled, snuffed out his c igar
ette and leaned back. 

"You are very late, Mr. Alex Craig. 
But I suppose part of a theatrical ca
reer consists of much early-hour run
ning around. Or did something else 
keep you ? "  

' 'What d o  you wan t ?  Who are you 
and what is the meaning of invading 
my apartment like this?"  

The  man chuckled. "I  and people 
of my kind are very good at invasions, 
Mr. Craig. Please sit down. T here's 
no need to be frightened of me. Per
haps I can help you." 

Alex sat down, still fuming with 
rage. He said, "How can you help 
me ? How do you know I need help ?" 

The man leaned forward unexpect
edly, seized Alex's wrist and drew up 
the sleeve to expose that strange scar. 
Then he let go, raised his own right 
arm and showed another scar. It was 
the same shape, located in exactly the 
same position but it  seemed to be 
fading gradually. Other than that it 
was like the one which had been 
burned into Alex's flesh by the Devil's 
pact. 

"Are you-" Alex gasped. 
"No. No, I'm Satan's deputy no 

longer, Mr. Craig. You can see that 
my scar is fading slowly. Perhaps, in 

another four or five months i t  will  bt· 
entirely gone." 

"But once you were ?"  
"Oh, yes. For eight glorious years 

I served Satan. I spread his mischief 
and then-well, I'd rather not explain 
further." 

"You will explain," Alex snapped. 
"I can make you." 

"Wait ! Yes, I know very well just 
what you are capable of. I ' l l  talk. 
My name is  D ingle. Not my real 
name, of course, but i t  will do. I am 
a German. A Nazi." 

"A rat," Alex said gently. "A 
louse. Which means the same thi.ng. 
Go ahead and be assured that now I 
don't give a hoot what happens to 
you." 

DI S  visitor blinked at his words. 
"My," Dingle gasped, "you're 

taking this work to heart, aren't you ? 
Well,  I 'm not only a Nazi, but a spy. 
My mission in the United States is to 
destroy, find out secrets and transmit 
them to my own country. You're go
ing to help me." 

"Look," Alex reminded him, "I'm 
only Satan's deputy. Not Satan him
self. I still possess some sense of 
decency. Now forget all about such 
wild ideas. There is something I 
must know. How did you get rid of 
-of this ghastly influence ?" 

"If you promise to l isten to what I 
have to offer, I ' l l  tell you everything. 
I must have that promise because you 
could make me turn into a p i llar of 
flame if you wished. I confess I'm 
afraid of you. More afraid than of 
anything in all my l ife and I 've taken 
many chances." 

"I'll  l isten," Alex promised. 
"Very well. Eight years ago I was 

a prosperous manufacturer in Berlin. 
Something happened one day and I 
called on the Devil. He came. I got 
what I wanted, but I became his 
deputy. I performed his mischief and 
I enjoyed it. Then-I got too am
hi tious." 

"Yes, go on. You became too am
bitious. What happened then ? "  

"The Devil fired me. Gave me the 
gate." 

"Why ? Tell me, man. I've got to 
know !" 
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"Well, a man named Hitler came 
along. He was ambitious, too, and I 
helped him. The influence I pas� 
sessed got rid of Hitler's enemies, 
gradually brought him more and more 
power. He became Chancellor. He 
rearmed Germany secretly, made it 
the glorious country-" 

"Of thieves and murderers," Alex 
interjected. "Keep talking." 

Dingle flushed angrily, but he 
knew better than to go off the handle. 
Dingle even seemed to have difficulty 
in talking straight. 

More than once, when Alex looked 
his rage, Dingle's teeth actually chat� 
tered noisily. 

"Many of the things that happened 
durin� Hitler's rise to power were the 
mechanizations of the Devil, worked 
through me. Hitler owes his success 
to me, but he does not know that or I 
would be much higher in office than 
I am now." 

"In one minute," Alex warned im� 
patiently, "I'll give you an urge to 
crawl out of my window and j ump. 
Why did Satan fire you ?" 

"As I said, I became too ambitious. 
I guess he was afraid I'd try to usurp 
him. That was when we marched into 
Poland and I led a Gestapo unit. We 
cracked heads-gray or black�haired. 
We shot them down in droves. No� 
body ever bothered to count the vic� 
tims. Ah, a man like you would have 
been proud of us." 

"I'm beginning to see the light," 
Alex said softly. "Yes-the light. 
You became so damnably rotten that 
even Satan himself couldn't stand 
you. Therefore, rather than be bias� 
phemed with men like you, he admin� 
istered the well�known bounce." 

DINGLE gave a sickly grin. "Ex� 
actly," he admitted. 

"Well, well," A I e x  g r u n t e d .  
"Imagine that. Dingle, you loved see
in� innocent blood flow. I'll even bet 
you crowned a few women and chil
dren with a rifle butt or maybe used a 
bayonet on them. Fun, wasn't it, 
sticking them like butterflies." 

"Yes." Dingle leaned forward 
eagerly. "I knew you'd enjoy that. 
I 'll give you details. There was one 
woman-maybe sixty-five. She at-

tacked me with a broom. Imagine 
that ! A broom. I finished killing her 
fool of a husband and then I-" 

"Shut up !" Alex shouted. "Dingle, 
I'm going to let you meet the Devil 
again. I 'm quite certain he'll have 
some particularly nice way of tortur
ing you. I could think of many ways. 
Maybe I will. Maybe-" 

"No !" Dingle threw both hands 
against his face and cowered. "No
not yet. You promised to listen !" 

"I don't like your brand of humor," 
Alex answered tartly. 

"But it's about my offer. If you 
don't listen, you'll be sorry. I recog
nized you as the Devil's own this aft
ernoon at the wedding. I hap
pened by and when the church doors 
closed of their own accord, I knew 
the truth. It was easy to find out who 
you were, so I came here. B ut be� 
fore that I wrote the whole story and 
deposited it in a safe place. If I do 
not return, that statement will be 
made public. Perhaps no one will be
lieve-yet. They will eventually 
when they see how trouble follows 
you around." 

"Why, you skunk !" Alex began. 
"Y au must listen. Y au will listen. 

If not, I die-for my Fuehrer I die. 
That is  my duty, but you will die a 
million more deaths. You will have 
no friends. People will shun you. 
The power you have will create trou
bles, yes, but you won't enjoy it. If 
you walk into a restaurant, everyone 
will leave. Even the lowliest dish 
washer. If you enter a theatre, it will 
be cleared. None will talk to you. 
They'll run at the sight of you. How 
then, will you remain the great actor ? 
The good fellow? Alex Craig, the 
famous ? You will become Alex 
Craig, the Devil." 

"I'll listen," Alex said with ominous 
calm. 

Yet he knew this man had the upper 
hand. That brief description of 
things to be, made his blood run cold. 
It was true, every word of it. He 
knew that now. Even Bill Parker 
was afraid of him and Valerie had 
walked out of his life. If the world 
did that, he might as well die and 
-he wouldn't be able to. He was im
mune. 
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CHAPTER IX 

Outcast 

HERR DINGLE lit  another c iga
. rette, blew smoke toward the 
ceiling and smiled as broadly as 
though Hitler had j ust taken London. 

"I was sure you'd see i t  my way,'' 
he exulted. "As the Devil's deputy, 
your mission is  to create trouble. 
That I know from experience. Some
times you have control of that trouble 
-you can actually make it  by wishing 
it  to happen. Mostly though, i t  just 
happens." 

''Get on with it," Alex warned, "or 
I'll start experimenting with you." 

''No, you wouldn't do that," said 
Dingle, half-fearfully. "If you hadn't 
been evil the Devil would not have 
marked you for his own. So I know 
you wil l  j oin me and my organization. 
Frankly, it is  composed of spies. 
Some were landed by submarines, 
some have been here for many years. 
All are prepared to strike for the 
Fatherland. You will help us." 

"Exactly how ?"  Alex queried. 
"Your mere presence will enable 

us to do a great deal of damage. 
Essentially, our orders are to cripple 
defense plants, but of course if we 
could sink a few ships, destroy a con
voy, we are certainly not against that. 
Another thing-we frequently need 
information. From my experience in 
your present position, I know that 
people will talk when you are around. 
They will talk despite themselves so 
long as what they say helps to create 
mischief. Do you follow me, Mr.  
Crai g ?" 

"I 'm way ahead of  you,'' Alex 
grunted. "The answer is  nothing do
ing. I 'd rather be exposed as Satan 
himself than help you rats commit 
murder. Now get out of here. Get 
out before I turn you into a fence post 
or something. Get out !" 

Dingle arose hastily and all but 
rushed to the door. There he paused 
a moment, still frightened, but daring 
enough to r isk Alex's wrath. 

"Tomorrow morning I will be back. 
Think it over. Think hard, my i llus-

trious successor. Imagine how you 
will feel when streets empty as you 
appear, as murder is  committed be
cause of you, as people die in fires 
because of you, as they are killed by 
auto accidents, trains, subways. How 
mines will cave in, buildings tumble. 
That will all happen. I know, for 
I have been through it." 

"And loved it," A lex roared. 
"Every moment you enjoyed it. I 
don't but I'll be doubly damned i f  
I'll permit myself to be used against 
the United States. Dingle, in some
thing less than ten seconds, I 'll-'' 

D ingle slammed the door and fled.  
Alex sank back into his chair with a 
wry smile. He wasn't afraid of 
Dingle. Not with the Satanic  powers 
he held. Whenever he chose, a plan 
would pop into his mind about how 
to outwit this vicious little Nazi. 

Dingle might carry out his ex
posure threat, of course, and if i t  
ever succeeded people would laugh 
at him for a time. B ut not for long. 
Someone would be bound to listen to 
his revelations and watch Alex Craig. 
After a dozen incidents Dingle would 
be believed and then-the calamity. 

Alex knew he'd be alone in a world 
of billions, shunned like a leper, 
blamed for everything that happened. 
Perhaps they couldn't kill him, but 
he'd suffer much worse than death. 
He'd begin to court death and always 
in vain. 

IT MADE Alex shiver to think of 
it,  but he rested secure in the 

fact that the evil essence within him 
could find a scheme to outwit Dingle. 
It  was better to let the Nazi believe 
he'd frightened the Devil's new dep
uty. Let him think Alex was amenable 
to any orders. That way Alex knew 
he could worm his way into the midst 
of the Nazi r ing, find out what their 
plans were and blast them to bits. 

D ingle worried him a bit, but Alex 
realized he was anything but helpless 
against the l ittle rat's plans. Alex 
glanced at his watch. I t  was early 
morning, but he still had a few mo
ments before the bar across the street 
dosed up. Alex decided to test his 
problem of how people might react 
if  D ingle did manage to expose him. 
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He needed someone else's slant on 
things. 

The bar was empty except for the 
sleepy bartender and a bus boy who 
was busy cleaning up. Alex ordered 
a drink, sipped it  and then leaned 
across the bar. 

"Phil," he said, "know I play the 
part of Satan on the stage, don't you ?" 

"Sure, Mr. Craig. Fact is, I sent 
my wife over to get some tickets. 
Best she could do was seats six 
weeks from now. That play is some
thing all right and j ust because of 
you, too." 

"Thanks, Phil. I 've been worried 
though. They say I'm such a good 
Satan on the stage that sometimes I 
wonder i f  I play the part too enthu
siastically. Suppose there is a Satan 
and he decides I 'm so good he makes 
me his assistant." 

"Yeah, Mr. Craig." The bartender 
gave him a fishy glance. "I gotta 
close up now and I think you had 
enough somewhere else, anyhow. 
B etter go home and get some sleep." 

"I'm perfectly sober," Alex in
sisted. "All I want is  your unbiased 
opinion, Phil. You see, I 'm thinking 
of writing a play along those lines. 
I wish you'd tell me how you'd feel 
if I was associated with Satan and 
everywhere I went, there was nothing 
but trouble." 

The bartender picked up a thin 
champagne glass and began polishing 
it. The glass shattered in his hand. 
He cursed softly, threw the pieces 
away and picked up another. This 
one slipped through his fingers and 
smashed on the bar. 

"I'm telling you, Mr. Craig, there's 
trouble here already. The boss 
makes me pay a buck and a quarter 
every time I bust one of these. l
oops ! Damnation ! There goes an
other one. What's the matter with 
me ? I 'm all thumbs." 

"Phil," Alex said sharply, "suppose 
my presence were responsible for 
what has j ust happened. Just imag
ine that I carry around an aura of 
evil that makes you drop glasses. 
Just how would you feel about me?" 

The bartender shivered and poured 
himself a drink. He slid the bottle 
across the bar toward Alex. He gave 

it j ust a little too much steam and 
the bottle kept on going to plunge 
over the bar and smash on the floor. 

"Another couple of bucks. I won't 
get no pay this week," the bartender 
groaned. "One thing though, Mr. 
Craig, all this shows me j ust how I 
would feel if you were responsible. 
Know what I'd do ? I'd beat it the 
minute you walked into this place. 
I 'd even quit working here because 
you live across the street. Yes, s ir
you'd never lay eyes on me again. 
Not if I saw you first." 

Alex finished his drink in a gulp. 
"Thanks, Phil. That's what I wanted 
to know. Here's ten dollars. Pay 
for the breakage out of that and keep 
the <:hange." 

ALEX turned and started to walk 
out. The bus boy was standing 

on a table dusting a huge chandelier 
in the middle of the room. Suddenly, 
the table caved in. The boy grabbed 
the chandelier with both hands. His 
weight pulled i t  from the ceiling. 
Bared wires crossed. There was a 
blue flash and all the l ights went out. 
The bus boy fell heavily and lay still. 
Laths beneath the ceiling plaster 
started to burn. 

The last thing Alex saw was the 
bartender with a blackout lantern in 
one hand a seltzer siphon in the other, 
sending a stream of seltzer toward 
the fire. Alex decided to get out be
fore the building caved in. 

He walked the streets for a few 
minutes and unc�:msciously discovered 
that he was headed lor Valerie's 
apartment house. He looked up. Her 
windows were all l ighted. He had to 
know how she felt about all this. 
Why she had fled from the theatre 
without waiting for him ? 

He didn't ring the bell, but walked 
up to the big glass door. It was 
locked and he cursed. Mysteriously, 
the door opened of its own accord. 
He shrugged, went in and stopped in  
front of the elevator. On second 
thought he decided to walk. The lift 
would probably plunge to the cellar 
if he got into it, doing damage with
out hurting him. 

Valerie opened the d o o r  and 
stepped back a few paces, one hand 
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against her lovely throat. 
"You're afraid of me, Val," Alex 

accused. "That's it.  That's why you 
didn't wait after the show. May I 
come in-or won't you take the 
chance?"  

"Come in, Alex. I-I'm sorry 
about tonight. Honestly I am, but 
you did frighten me. I watched you 
playing the role of Satan. It wasn't 
human, Alex. Everyone in the audi
ence bel ieved you were Satan and 
you were. That was not acting." 

Alex nodded. "I know. Val, I'm 
in trouble. Something almost as bad 
as being S atan's deputy. Right here 
in New York is a man who used to be 
like me until Satan fired him. He's 
a Nazi spy and he threatens to expose 
me unless I obey him." 

"Expose you ?" Valerie gasped. 
"How did he find out ? Who will be
l ieve him? Even now, I'm not sure 
but this is  all a dream. You look 
the same, you act the same." 

Alex shuddered. "You should have 
been with me tonight. People will be
lieve all right. Bound to when things 
happen and I'm always around. Din
gle-that's the name this spy goes 
under-has me all wrapped up ready 
to be put on a platter and served to 
Schickelgruber. Boy, could he use 
me though." 

"This is no time for joking," Va
lerie said severely. "Alex, I've told 
no one, of course. They'd have 
thought me mad. B ut I do believe 
you are possessed of the Devil.  And 
you're perfectly r ight about what a 
spy organization could do with your 
help. Alex, where is  this going to 
end ?" 

"In Hell, probably," Alex groaned. 
"You're trying to be brave, Val. You 
are brave, · but who can stand up 
against the evil I represent. You 
keep moving away from me. I don't 
blame you. There's no telling what 
will happen at any moment, j ust be
cause I'm here. So-I'm going. I 
won't bother you again. Good-by, 
Val. I'm quitting the show, too." 

HE HEARD her gasp as if in pain. 
"Alex, you can't !"  

"Listen, darling, i f  I keep on play
ing the show, some n ight, that theatre 

is going to catch fire, or the roof will 
fall in. Something is bound to hap
pen. No, Cartwright will have to get 
someone else. You tell him that for 
me. Say rm ill-anything. Just 
don't make me see the C artwrights. 
Every time I show up, Alicia bops 
Cory with an encyclopedia." 

He turned and walked out. Valerie 
started after him, one arm out
stretched. She dropped it  slowly, 
closed the door and wept bitter tears 
into her slim hands. At last she 
wiped her eyes, and then she uttered 
a l ittle cry. She was looking at a 
luxurious fern she'd raised for years. 
It was mottled, shriveled, its fronds 
trailing the floor, and the brass orna
mental base from which the plant 
grew had developed a wide crack. 

Valerie shivered, hastily slid home 
the extra bolt on the door and then 
began to cry openly. 

Alex walked home. He hadn't slept 
much lately, but somehow he felt no 
fatigue. Possibly, as the Devil's dep
uty, he'd require no sleep. A fter all ,  
things couldn't happen during the 
time he slept. 

He knew though, that Dingle had 
him with his back against the wall. 
The bartender had g iven an outspoken 
idea of how people would feel about 
it. Valerie knew what he was and 
shied away from him. He had to keep 
D ingle from publicizing what he 
knew ! 

Others would die. He'd bring hor
ror and violence wherever he went. 
Yet, by j oining forces with D ingle, 
perhaps even worse things would de
velop. Alex made up his mind. He'd 
join the spy ring-with a lot of those 
mental reservations their members 
kept when they became United States 
citizens. 

That would do it. H e'd stall, even 
try to bring disaster upon the spies, 
while waiting for the opportune mo
ment when he'.d get Dingle where he 
wanted him. Then he'd take his se
creted document of exposure away 
and kill him. He'd have the man fall 
and break his neck. 

Alex glanced into a darkened store 
window which, nevertheless, reflected 
his image. He was smiling, all teeth 
showing in a nas ty grimace o·f Devil-
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ish mirth. He l iked the idea of kill
ing someone. Sounded good, espe
cially where D ingle was �oncerned. 
He'd have to watch his step though, 
doing it  only after he had Dingle's 
papers. 

Alex's steps were lighter, his shoul
der squared, head high. He found 
that he actually wished someone 
would come along so he might dem
onstrate his powers. 

Soft wind blew through the 
branches of trees that lined the street. 
Alex thought it sounded like a low, 
unpleasant laugh. Like one he'd 
heard before, coming through the 
floor of Bi l l  Parker's laboratory. No 
matter, let the Devil  laugh. Alex 
would give him plenty to laugh about. 

CHAPTER X 

Make the Man Talk 

ALEX didn't sleep. He felt as 
fresh and alert as though he'd 

just r isen from an untroubled rest. 
He changed clothes, put on a blue suit 
and when the doorbell buzzed at mid
morning, he knew i t  was Dingle com
ing for his answer. 

Dingle entered hesitantly. He 
knew only too well what Alex might 
do if  he chose. 

"Sit down, Dingle," Alex said. 
"I've thought it all over. You're per
fectly r ight. As Satan's assistant I 
have to carry on. Make trouble, mis
chief. I'll help you and show this 
town what a nuisance I �an really be." 

"You went out after I left this 
morning." Dingle was more at ease. 
"You experimented and found out I 
told the truth ? Now you will join 
us ? Good. We shall provide oppor
tunities to bring terror down upon 
these fools here. They will hear you 
laugh clear down to Hades i tself. 
You must come with me at once. We 
have urgent need of  you." 

Alex put on his hat and walked 
down to the lobby with Dingle. There 
the wily spy stopped him. 

"I must go alone. You see, anyone 
who rides with you risks his l ife. 
Proceed to Nine-o-one B elvedere 

Boulevard. You will be expected." 
"Run along," Alex said. "I just hap

pened to think that there's a bank 
cashier down the street who refused 
to �ash a check for me last week. I'm 
going to arrange things so he bets on 
the horses, loses his shirt and takes 
home a few samples from the bank. 
J ust a bit of clean fun. I ' l l  contact 
you within half an hour." 

D ingle laughed and hurried away. 
Alex stayed in the lobby, praying the 
building foundations would stay up. 
After half an hour he stepped to the 
curb and hailed a taxi. 

The address turned out to be a man
sion in one of the fashionable sections. 
Alex opened the gate, walked to the 
porch and the door was opened in
stantly. The beetle-browed Heinie 
stepped aside with alacrity as Dingle 
rushed forward to greet his guest. 

' ·I knew you would not fail me, Mr. 
Craig. Come downstairs to the cel
lar and meet the others. I am second 
in command. Herr Zellman is our 
leader. He waits for you." 

Alex followed Dingle into the big 
cellar. He heard a groan whil'e 
descending the steps, but had no time 
to wonder about it. Lights were 
turned up. In a far corner a man 
was strapped in a heavy wooden chair. 
His lips were sealed with tape and 
a blindfold was drawn over his eyes. 

Zellman came forward, a tal l  man 
with a ramrod spine and Prussian 
manners. He spat on the floor, looked 
Alex up and down a few times and 
spoke in a particularly nasty voice. 

"Dingle, I think you are crazy. You 
have always been crazy-insisting you 
were once related to the Devil ! Now 
you say this man is the Devil's aide. 
What nonsense ! B ut, if he wishes 
to work for money, we can use him." 

"Herr Zellman," Dingle insisted, 
"I am telling the truth. This man 
does have strange powers. I can 
prove it." 

"fa? How, idiot ?"  
"For hours we  have tried to  make 

this stupid pig of a defense worker 
tell us about the new plane design. 
He prefers to die rather than talk. 
Let Herr Craig ask him questions. 
Then you will see." 

"Nonsense, but to make you stop 



52 STARTLING STORIES 

talking these crazy things, I consent. 
Out with the light except the spot 
which you will keep in the prisoner's 
eyes." 

THE lights were snapped off. A 
spot turned on and focused on 

the prisoner's face. Alex saw that 
it was puffed badly. B lood oozed 
from the corner of the man's mouth. 
He was stripped to the waist and 
there were the marks of a heavy lash 
across his back. 

Ordinarily, Alex knew he would 
have . revolted at the sight. Instead, 
he found himself very much inter
ested. They removed the prisoner's 
blindfold and gag. Dingle gave Alex 
a respectful nudge. 

"Ask him to draw you the plans for 
the new plane. He knows them." 

Alex stepped c loser. The prisoner 
looked up, opened his mouth and ut
tered a scream. 

"I'm not going to hurt you," Alex 
said softly. "Why should I,  when 
you are about to help us ? Now I'll 
have you untied. There is  paper and 
pencil on that table. Go over there 
and draw the plans for this plane. Go 
ahead." 

"All r ight," the prisoner said. "I'll 
do i t  for you because-what am I say
ing ? I won't . . . yes, I will. I'll do 
it .  I can't stand any more of this pun
ishment. Let me loose." 

Herr Zellman watched all this and 
very slowly his j aw dropped and his 
eyes bulged. The prisoner drew the 
plans clearly. Zellman folded the 
papers and handed them to one of 
his men, who was ashen and trem
bling. 

"A ch-this  is coincidence or hyp
notism. No matter, we have what we 
wanted. Take the papers to the ad
dress you know of. Have them sent 
quickly to B erlin by the usual chan
nels and on microfilm. Well . • .  
move, swine !" 

The spy to whom he gave orders, 
clicked his heels and saluted. "]a, 
Excellency. I am sorry, but that man 
-I am afraid of him. Never have I 
been afraid except the day when our 
Fuehrer inspected my company. I 
felt the same way then." 

"You dare put der Fuehrer in the 

same class with this-this- Fool, 
take these papers and obey orders !" 

The man headed for the stairway 
and stopped. Alex stood there, l ean
ing against the wall and smoking a 
cigarette. The spy l icked his lips, 
sidled toward the steps and without 
taking his eyes off Alex, started to 
climb them. 

"Good luck," Alex said very softly. 
"Just be sure you never reach that 
address with the papers. In fact, 
never reach anywhere, and say hello 
to my boss when you meet him." 

"Your boss ?" the spy quavered. "I 
do not know him. Therefore, how 
should I meet him?" 

"You will," Alex smiled. "Don't 
worry." 

Dingle heard nor saw none of this. 
He was talking enthusiastically with 
Herr Zel lman. The head spy nodded 
and gave some more brusque orders. 

"The prisoner will be taken to a 
quiet place and disposed of. I do 
not wish him killed here and l itter up 
my cel lar. Dingle, you will see to it." 

"I take Herr Craig along," Dingle 
said. "Soon you will be convinced, 
Excellency, and meanwhile he must 
be kept happy. I always enjoyed 
watching something scream with pain 
when I was in Craig's position. H e  
will enjoy it, too, and learn t o  like us." 

ZELLMAN shrugged, but decided 
not to cheat himself of some of 

the fun. He stepped up to the groggy 
prisoner and slugged him half a dozen 
times until he fell unconscious. Then 
he kicked him, turned and walked up
stairs. 

"Man after my own heart," Alex 
said. "He's really been trained to 
punish people, hasn't he?"  

"We are al l  trained," Dingle ad
mitted. "A ch, but you should be able 
to  teach us much more. That will 
come later. Now we take this pig 
away and dispose of him. Do you 
prefer the knife, or perhaps a gun ? 
Silenced, of course." 

"Oh, a gun by all means." Alex 
followed D ingle out the cellar door 
to where a car was parked behind 
the house. "Let him think he has a 
chance to escape and then-plop
let him have it in the back. You will 
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do the shooting ?" 
Dingle's face fell. "No. It is not 

my turn. Hans must do it because 
he is next to have that privilege. Get 
in the car. Watch out now, the pri
soner is bleeding. Do not get any 
blood on your clothes, my friend. The 
police might ask questions-ach ! 
What could the police do to you ?"  

Alex didn't know, but he  had a 
pretty well-set idea of what he could 
do to Dingle, Zellman and al l the rest 
of this mob. He'd doublecross them, 
of course. That came easily because 
Satan was the smartest doublecrosser 
in existence, and Alex was his aide. 

"How come," Alex queried, "you're 
no longer afraid to let me ride in a 
car with you, Dingl e ? "  

"Because you are one o f  us now. 
You will hardly wish us bad luck. Of  
course, things do happen sometimes 
whether you wish it or not. I will 
take the chance." 

Dingle raised one foot and brought 
it down hard on the prisoner's neck. 
He sighed contentedly and waved a 
hand to the driver. The car headed 
toward a large public park a mile 
away, stopped in a very dark spot 
and Dingle got out. 

Alex said, "Isn't this risky ? Parks 
are well patrolled. The shot might 
be heard." 

"No, the gun is silenced. Hans
attention ! Let the prisoner go a short 
distance and then-do not miss." 

They all got out of the car. The 
prisoner was hauled to his feet, 
slapped back to consciousness and 
Dingle made a handsome speech about 
letting him go free. The prisoner 
stumbled forward, hardly able to 

walk. Hans raised the silencer
equipped gun, smirked and drew a 
bead on the man's back. 

"Hey-you I" he cal led. 
The prisoner twisted his head, saw 

what was coming and tried his best to 
duck. Hans pulled trigger. There 
was a terrific roar. Hans stared at 
what was left of his hand and then 
he began to whimper. This rose to 
a scream of pain. He turned toward 
the car, took a ·couple of steps and 
tripped over a rock. 

"Let him stay there," Dingle 
gasped. "The gun jammed. The ex
plosion will have been heard. We 
must get away quickly.'' 

ALL piled into the car and the 
driver raced away. He pulled 

off the road and hid behind a thick 
tree as two police cars went whizzing 
by. Dingle wiped sweat off his face. 

"A ch," he groaned, "what will Herr 
Zellman say ? I should not have left 
Hans behind. They will capture him 
and he is weak. He will talk. The 
prisoner also sti ll lives. They will 
know he gave up the secret of that 
plane. l-it is you, Craig ! You who 
are responsible." 

Alex grinned. "I guess there's no 
doubt about it, D ingle, but, as you 
said, things will happen." 

Dingle groaned and slumped low in 
the seat. The car pulled up in front 
of the big house. Alex got out, 
walked slowly toward the entrance 
and stopped a moment. He reached 
up, easily pulled down a thick branch 
of a tree. A branch he couldn't have 
moved more than an inch or two 
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normally. He snapped twigs, l et the 
branch go back into position and 
grinned. 

B ehind the tree was a street light. 
It threw the shadow of the bent twigs 
against the big house, creating in 
shadow, a gigantic swastika. 

"If the cops miss that," Alex told 
himself, "it certainly isn't my fault." 

Herr Zellman was pacing the floor 
when they entered. Dingle drew him
self up and made a report. Zellman 
cursed, glared at Alex and then 
vented his full fury on Dingle. 

"Always, you bungle things. Not 
l ike you used to be, in B erlin when 
we built up the party. There you 
were superb. Get a grip on yourself, 
Dingle. Forget this nonsense of hav
ing been associated with the Devil ." 

"]a, Excellency," D ingle breathed 
normally again. "But what of the 
plans you sent ? The ones that pris
oner gave us ? The verdamnt F.B .I. 
will get a statement from the prisoner 
and know we have the plans." 

"It makes no difference," Zellman 
snapped. "The man who took them 
away was killed in an accident. The 
car he drove caught fire. He was de
stroyed by the flames and so were the 
papers. Let's get out of here. Hans 
is  bound to talk." 

CHAPTER X I  

Sabotage in ReYerse 

THE next night Alex and Dingle 
were driving well out of the c ity 

and along a newly laid highway. Alex 
had no idea where they were going 
nor what Dingle had up his sleeve. 
A new spy headquarters had been 
established, but half of  the organ
ization had fallen into the F.B.I.  net. 
Alex had read all about it in the eve
ning papers before Dingle arrived. 

Hans had talked, but lied about the 
location of the spy nest. The defense 
worker gave the G-men a general idea 
where i t  was located and they secured 
the vicinity. Oddly enough, they'd 
found a big house with the shadow of 
a huge swastika a<:ross it. Inside, 
they found part of Zellman's spy 

mob, frantically trying to pack equip
ment and get clear. 

"Dingle," Alex spoke at length, 
"you blame me for what happened 
last night, don't you?"  

Dingle gave him a crooked smile.  
"Of course. But you cannot help i t  
any more than I could when I was in  
your place. The  fact i s ,  I am very 
happy about the whole thing." 

"About losing that swell hideout 
and half of your spy ring ?"  

"What i s  that ? W e  have other 
places, more men. It  did not do Herr 
Zellman much good. When the High 
Command hears of this, they might 
see that Zellman gets an attack of 
pneumonia or  something. Then I 
shall be in command and, with you 
working by my side, there is nothing 
I can't do. Nothing." 

"What about tonight ?" Alex asked. 
"Where are we going ?" 

"Three miles ahead i s  a very large 
army camp. From this point many 
units prepare for a trip abroad. It  
is  almost time another convoy starts 
for England with many troop ships. 
We must find out about that." 

"How ?" 
Dingle laughed. "You are very new, 

Mr. Craig. You forget the powers 
you possess. All that is necessary is  
to  ask someone who knows these 
things. He cannot refuse to talk. 
There is a tavern where officers con
gregate. We go there." 

Dingle pulled up about five hundred 
yards from a tavern ablaze with light 
and merriment. They got out, and 
Dingle seized Alex's arm. 

"You will go alone. They will rec
ognize you, but that doesn't matter. 
Get the highest ranking officer you 
can find. Pretend you are here to talk 
about putting on your show." 

"It will never work," Alex said. "I  
quit the show this  afternoon and the 
papers have the story." 

"Take a chance," D ingle urged. "If  
you are  questioned, l ie .  What dif
ference does i t  make ? You have the 
power to convince anyone of any
thing. I know. I did some convincing 
myself, j ust before Munich. Go now. 
If I can slip in, very well, I shall. I f  
not, you get the information." 

"Right you are," Alex grinned. 
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" Say, ' m  beginning t o  l i k e  this.  Fits 
m e  very well,  gives me g reat sat isfac
tion. Troopships, eh ? To be sunk 
by subs. I suppose ? N i c e  going." 

D I N GLE nodded in deep sat isfac
tion. "You are learning m uch 

faster than I did, my friend.  I t  took 
me almost six months before I could 
reconcile myself to the idea o f  taking 
on more than Satan had in mind for 
me. I was afraid of d eath at  first, 
but then-l ike you right now-I 
wanted to see how far my power 
·�ould extend." 

"And did i t  go as far as  sin king 
troopships with thousands o f  men 
abQar d ? "  

' 'No," D ingle answered sadly. " B ut 
the mischief  I created sometimes de
ve loped into beautiful  things. Satan 
gives you o n l y  the right t o  d o  mis
chief, yet when properly h andled this 
more or l ess minor i tem can be built 
into large i deas. Like troopships.'' 

" S e e  you later," Alex said brusque
l y, and walked toward the tavern. No 
wonder S atan had fit·ed D i ngle.  The 
man w a s  mad with a lust for power, 
that typical Nazi trait .  He would 
murder for i t  a thousand times over 
and laugh cheerfully as the thou
sandth man d i ed. 

A lex knew what would happen if 
h e  didn't break this spell which 
chained him to the Devil .  He'd get 
l i k e  D ingle,  plotting to build up the 
mischiefs into larger things. Things 
S atan himself might have hesitated 
to perpetrate. H e'd come to look 
upon tro uble and crime and murder 
as part of his work. This had to end 
soon-or it might never end. A l e x  
patted h i s  d a m p  f a c e  w i t h  a handker
c h i e f  and turned into the tavern. 

There were thirty o f  forty officers 
seated around the place, talking qui
etly.  N o  one paid much attention to 
A lex. C i v i l ians were not barred and 
i nqui sitive ars woul d have heard 
nothing from any man i n  the room. 

A l e x  sat d own at a corner table 
and ordered a sandwich and a drink.  
H e  looked around, saw oak leaves on 
a maj o r's shoulders and waited until  
the man looked up.  

" Come over here," Alex said very 
sohly . " C ome on. whether you want 

to or not, and sit d own at my tabl e.'' 
The maj o r  arose, frowning h eavily. 

He crossed the room and stopped b -
side Alex.  

"Haven't I seen you somewhere be-
for e ?  Wait- I 've got it .  The 
thea tre ! Why, you're Alex Craig." 

' 'That's right, Major,'' Alex said. 
" S i t  down, won't you ? Have a drink. 
\Vaiter !" 

They talked about the play for ten 
or fifteen mi nutes. Then Alex leaned 
across the table,  looked squarely at 
the Major and asked h i m  a quest ion 
which should have meant a trial for 
treason. 

' 'Major,  when does the next convoy 
o f  t roop ships l eave for B ritain and 
from what por t ?  You know. O ffi c ers 
o f  your rank are usually a d v i s e d  ahead 
o f  t ime.' '  

" W hy, o f  course I kno w, Mr. Craig.  
I 'm happy you are so interested in 
the armed forces.  Thirty thousand 
troops are sai l i ng tomorrow night 
from Hoboken. Twenty miles at sea 
we pick up a big convoy of plane car
ri ers, destroyers, cruisers and a battle-
wagon. " 

Craig's fin gers almo s t  crushed the 
gl ass i n  his hand. He hadn't really 
meant to ask that question nor to 
l isten to any answer l i k e  this. H i s  
i ntentions were merely t o  be seen 
with an officer and then relate some 
p ure fiction to Dingle. Now he'd have 
to force himself  to forget what he 
knew. Under no c i rcumstances could 
Dingle have this information. 

BUT why not ? Craig's other s e l f  
asked this question. H i s  mis

s i on was to act as Satan's agent, prom
ulgate mischiefs. M i schi efs, y es, but 
not wholesale murder,  rank treach
ery. Craig's eyes were open and star
ing. He saw nothing. An idea de
veloped in h i s  mind-one cramm e d  
w i t h  horror. 

D ingle had been Satan's emissary. 
too. He'd gone too far, tried to han
dle things too big for him. To usurp 
S atan's power. T hat was why he'd 
been removed. Now, if a convoy l ike 
this one was blasted, certainly that 
would be a big i t ern even as �a tan 
looked at things. Perhaps he'd fire 
A l e x  as he had Dingle.  
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"What a price," Alex groaned. "No 
-I'll never do i t." 

The major finished his drink. 
"Sorry, Mr. Craig, I 've really got to 
leave. Important things to do. These 
are important times, you know. Wish 
I could help you arrange that camp 
performance of your show, but it's 
impossible. Thanks, anyhow." 

He walked out of the tavern. Alex 
drank a glass of water and felt a bit 
less feverish. The major hadn't the 
vaguest recollection of telling about 
that convoy. He'd received the im
pression that Alex Craig had come to 
arrange a ·camp show. 

Again, Alex told himself that Din
gle would never learn this informa
tion. Satan might have him by the 
coat tails, but not by the neck. Alex 
still retained his self-respect. He was 
definitely not a traitor. 

Then someone dropped into the 
chair vacated by the major. It was 
Dingle, s�miling in approval. 

"Excellent work, Mr. Craig. Better 
than I did in my heyday. I was at 
the table right behind you and I 
heard every word. Thirty thousand 
men sailing at midnight tomorrow. 
Many supply ships will accompany 
such a force. And-this is what 
makes it so very fine-there is a sub
marine flotilla lying j ust off New 
York waiting for orders from us." 

Alex showed none of the consterna
tion that raged in his brain. He had 
to make Dingle believe he was co-op
erating. Force him to go ahead with 
his plans and then use S atan's pow
ers to blast them wide open. 

"It was very easy," Alex smiled. 
"Meanwhile, what's in  the win d ?  I 
want action." 

D ingle explained while they walked 
back to where the car was parked. 

"We have a couple of things in  
mind. First, though, we'll meet Herr 
Zellman. It is necessary that I bow 
to his j udgment, but that will not be 
for long. The convoy business I shall 
handle myself and take all the credit." 

They stopped at a farmhouse, re
plete with ·cows, tractors, barns and 
a huge silo. A slattern-faced woman 
let them in. Zellman was there, rather 
impatiently waiting. 

"You two are very late," he said 

suspiciously. "After what happened 
last night, I am not so sure about this 
man Craig. You may trust him, D in
gle, but I happen to be the leader 
here and I tell you I am not satisfied." 

"Why not ? "  Alex asked quickly. 
"You refuse to believe I have certain 
powers. Perhaps I could demonstrate 
them on you. For instance, suppose I 
make you tell just what is planned for 
tonight ?" 

"Even Gestapo methods could not 
make me tell if I did not choose to," 
Zellman snapped. "This is  all foolish
ness." 

"Is i t ?" Alex looked straight into 
the spy's face. "Tell me-what i s  
planned for tonight ? "  

ZELLMAN answered promptly. 
"Two things. First of all, we 

intend to really show our hand by 
blowing up a small munitions dump 
at a testing ground for big guns. Two 
men will handle it. I, �yself, and 
the best of my men are going to per
form a daring task. I f  it succeeds, 
we shall all be decorated. The Iron 
Cross with oak leaves, for me. The 
F.B.I.  has picked up a number of 
B undists. They are being held here 
in New York at a secret spot which 
I know about. Those fools are ready 
to talk and they must be extermi
nated." 

Alex moved ba.ck and sat down, 
smiling. Zellman glared at him sud
denly. 

"As I have been saying, I do not 
trust you. Dingle is  a fool for taking 
you in !" 

"But you j ust told him everything," 
Dingle cried. "Things even I did 
not know about tonight's plans." 

Zellman arose slowly and faced 
Alex, his features paling. "I . . .  
told you what . . . was to happen to
night ? A ch, what nonsense !"  

"Two men are going to bomb a 
small ammunition dump," Alex said. 
"You are going to l iquidate a number 
of Bundists who are under arrest and 
in danger of reveal ing too much in
formation. Now, do I know what's 
in your mind, Herr Zellman ?" 

Alex grinned at  the man's conster
nation. For a moment Zellman looked 
ready to draw a gun and start shoot-
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ing.  Then he relaxed a bit. 
"It was hypnotism or mind-read

ing," he snapped. "But very good 
be cause no one here knew this in
formation but me. V ery well, I con
cede you may become a valuable man, 
Herr Craig. Now to work. Dingle, 
bring two men here at once. There 
are eight of them hidden in the silo. 
Hurry !" 

Zel lman open ed a wooden box and 
drew out two compact bombs, ar
ranged with a trigger mechanism like 
that used on grenades. Two men re
ported, stood at at tention and heard 
Zellman tell how to draw the pin, 
hurl the bombs and then get away 
quickly. 

Alex idly ·.vand ered out of the place, 
wondering where Dingle had gone.  
He leaned against a car and lit a 
cigarette. The two spies hurried to
ward the car. Alex held the door 
open for them. 

''Remember," he warned, "when you 
pull the pin, throw the bombs slowly. 
It would be terrible if  you didn't. 
Just give the pin a yank-never mind 
removing it  entirely. That's not nec
essary." 

"fa, ja,'' they nodded and grinned. 
' 'And the very worst of luck to 

you," Alex murmured after them. 
" May those bombs go off long before 
you reach the munitions dump and 
may you meet my employer on his 
own threshold very soon." 

Dingle was heading for the house, 
fol lowed by six more men. He veered 
off, came up to Alex and gTinned 
crookedly. 

' ·While I-I en Zellman gives the or
ders to those men, I will be in the silo. 
It  is equipped with a short-wave radio 
and I shall contact the submarine flo
tilla." 

" Very good," Alex approved. "It's 
too bad we can't actually see them 
sink those ships though. Takes all 
the kick out of our work." 

''We shall witness it," Dingle 
vowed. ' 'This will mean promotion 
and honor for me. Therefore, I plan 
to return to Germany for a short time. 
You will come along. One of the sub
marines can pick us up at some lonely 
beach. I f  there are guards patrolling, 
you can take care of them very easily. 

Now you had better go into thP. house 
before Zellman gets suspi ci ous." 

ALEX was eager to c omply. He 
had to find out what was 

planned, every last detail. He did, 
because Zellman suddenly decided to 
make Alex part of the murder squad.  

"In one hour," Zellman explained, 
"a party of eight newspaper photog
raphers are being allowed to take pic
tures of the arrested Bundists. How
ever, the authorities insist that these 
newspaper men arrive in one party. 
They are not going to arrive. An ac
c ident will delay them. I shall pro
vide each of you with cameras and 
clever duplicate i dentification papers. 
You will be most careful, reach the 
traitors and . . .  shoot them with 
guns I also will provide." 

Ten minutes later everything was 
all set. Alex knew how a murderer 
felt as he started on his bloody mis
sion. Two cars were made ready. 
Dingle stayed behind and gave Alex 
a confident wink as Craig clambered 
into one of the cars beside Zellman. 

The chief didn't speak very much 
until  they were close to their destina
tion. 

"Once we are inside, do not be too 
eager to get busy. Pretend to take 
pictures. In fact, do take some so that 
we may send them to our superiors in 
the Reich.  They will  be excel lent 
propaganda showing how we handle 
these stupid  Americans." 

"Zellman," Alex said, "are you sure 
the real photographers won't show 
up ? "  

Zellman smiled. " I  would stake my 
life on it. Arrangements were made 
that they meet at a tavern which is run 
by someone friendly to us. They will 
be treated to drinks, and when they re
cover, this will be all over with." 

"I thought you said those real pho
tographers were going to have an ac
cident," Alex persisted. 

''You ask too many questions for a 
newcomer," Zellman grunted. "Yes, 
there will be an accident. The two 
cars containing the p hotographers 
will then smash into a truck. The 
drivers will be quite intoxicated. Nat
urally, the affair will be hushed up, 
but not the eradicating of the B und-
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ists. The whole world will  know 
about that." 

The two Nazi cars pulled up before 
the city j ail. Alert men began at once 
moving toward them. These were 
F. B. I .  men who wouldn't even trust 
a cabinet officer unless he was equip
ped with passes and properly i den
tified. 

"One more thing," Zellman whis
pered. "Do not speak unless neces
sary. Then be very sure there is  no 
accent. Here they come. On your 
toes." 

Alex drew himself as far back in the 
car as possible and pulled down his 
hat brim. O ne of the F. B .  I .  men 
opened the car door. 

"Identification papers and passes 
please," he said . "Also, tell me what 
newspapers or syndicates you repre
sent." 

"fa," Zellman nodded and spoke
in German, without the vaguest idea 
as to what he was doing. His men 
chattered in the same language. 
Ahead, the first car was s imilarly en
gaged. 

Alex saw two F. B. I. men haul one 
spy out bodily. Someone had fired a 
shot. 

Zellman gave the F. B. I. man who 
was staring at him a hard shove, 
barked a command and the car darted 
away. B ullets were fired at it, bullets 
that smashed into the back of the 
vehicle, scaring everybody out of his 
wits except Alex. He knew there was 
no bullet manufactured that could 
touch him. 

"The fools in the first car must have 
betrayed us," Zellman growled. "We 
did nothing. Did we, now ? "  

He bent a stern glance o n  Alex who 
shrugged and said, "You were there, 
Herr Zellman. I heard or saw nothing 
amiss. You must be right-someone 
who was traveling in the other party 
queered us." 

"Back to the farm," Zellman grunt
ed. "We have lost them. If I only 
knew why that Federal man seemed 
so surprised when I spoke to him. Do 
we look l ike German spies ? No ! I 
take pride in the fact that my men 
have been here long enough to pass as 
Americans. We speak English per
fectly." 

CHAPTER XII 

Perhaps a Solution 

D INGLE was waiting inside the 
farmhouse. By the quick return 

of half the spies he knew something 
had gone wrong. He flashed a look at 
Alex who just gr inned back at him 
and made an expressive gesture with 
his hands. 

"We are beset by bad luck," Zell
man said. "Ever since this Alex Craig 
joined us, we have had nothing but 
trouble. One more incident and
well, I shall make up my mind later. 
Where are the two who went to bomb 
the munitions dump and that gun
testing grounds ?" 

D ingle took a few backward steps, 
a precautionary measure. 

"Excellency, i t  just came over the 
radio before you arrived. Two men 
were blown to bits near the proving 
grounds. The authorities say they 
must have intended to hurl bombs at 
the munitions dump, but somehow the 
bombs went off in their hands." 

Zellman threw up both hands and 
exploded into three minutes of curs
ing in German. With a great effort, 
he calmed himself and sat down. 

"We cannot stay here. My men who 
were captured will face a firing squad, 
of course. These Americans have sud
denly become tough. It is hard to get 
good agents without importing them. 
We must break up and remain quiet 
for some time. Take cover tempo
rarily." 

"We must then have money," one 
of the spies said. 

Zellman nodded. "This is  quite 
simple. We sold many Ruechswan
derer marks to our people and re
ceived, in return, good United States 
money. Of course, the people who 
bought our marks were not cheated. 
Some day, when we invade this coun
try, those marks wil l be worth a great 
deal." 

"If you win," Alex put in j udi
ciously and drew a harsh glance from 
the spy leader. 

Zellman went into the next room. 
They heard him rummaging around. 
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Then he yelled for the slattern-faced 
woman who was the front for this 
hideout. 

"The money," Zellman cried. "What 
happened to i t ?  I kept it concealed 
between the pages of many magazines 
which were in the living room. The 
magazines are gone." 

The woman turned pale. "Herr 
Zellman," she said tonelessly, "you 
did not tell me there was money in 
those magazines. Boy scouts came 
asking donations of reading matter 
for U. S. 0. canteens. I gave them 
the magazines." 

"A ch, du Lieber," Zellman moaned. 
"The United States Army has just 
gotten another raise in pay. Fool ! 
Idiot ! You should be shot. You should 
be-no ! No, I am wrong. It is  not 
your fault. Dingle is right. This 
man Craig is possessed of the Devil. 
I thought Satan was on our side, but 
he seems to be fighting us, too. Seize 
him !" 

Alex put up no fight when two men 
gripped his arms. Zellman walked up 
to him and slapped him across the 
face. 

"There we have the swine respon
sible for all our troubles. 'The work 
of the Devil,' Dingle says. Bah ! This 
man is a counter-espionage agent. He 
informed those F. B. I.  men that we 
were spies by some signal. He talked 
to the two men who were sent out to 
bomb the munitions dump. Therefore, 
he also tampered with their bombs. 
He must have discovered the money 
in those magazines and sent Boy 
Scouts to trick the stupid woman. 
Everything points to Craig, and we 
have but one method of preventing 
him from interfering with us again." 

ZELLMAN stepped back and drew 
a knife from a hidden scabbard. 

Dingle rushed up to him. 
"No, Excellency. Do not try it. He 

cannot be killed." 
"He cannot be killed ?" Zellman re

peated with d isdain. "Is there a man 
or beast that lives and breathes that 
we Germans cannot kill ? Stand aside, 
Dingle. I shall deal with you later." 

"I warn you," Dingle shouted. "You 
will die by your own blade if you try 
to stab him." 

Zellman rubbed his chin dubiously. 
"Of course, there is no use taking 
chances. I was once very good at 
knife throwing. That is it ! I do not 
have to approach him. Stand away 
from the swine. I shall show you a 
new Nazi method." 

Alex's captors let go of him and 
moved away with considerable alac
rity. Zellman took the point of the 
blade, raised it and smiled confidently. 
Alex reached into his pocket, took out 
a cigarette and put it between his l ips. 

The blade flashed as it hurtled 
across the room. There was a blaze 
of flame. The knife vanished and 
Alex stood with a lighted taper in his 
hand. He calmly applied this to his 
cigarette as he smiled at Zellman. 

The chief spy almost collapsed. His 
men started moving farther and far
ther away from Alex, their eyes bulg
ing in terror. Only Dingle remained 
calm, probably because he'd been 
through similar things. 

"A trick !" Zellman yelled. "A trick 
like the way he read my mind. He 
was very quick, caught the knife and 
concealed it. He cannot catch a bul
let." 

Zellman produced a gun, aimed very 
carefully and fired. A man slightly 
behind the chief spy gave a scream, 
wobbled forward a few steps and fell 
heavily. There was a bullet wound 
through the side of his head. 

Zellman screamed in terror, dropped 
the gun and plunged through the door. 
He didn't bother to take the car, wor
ried none at all about his men. They 
were running for it, too, following 
Zellman as he raced up the highway. 
One mile farther on, a State Police 
posse, looking for the car which had 
escaped from the F. B. I., corralled 
them. 

In the farmhouse, Dingle smiled 
contentedly. 

"Very good work, Mr. Craig," he 
said. "We are rid of Zellman and his 
men for good. Of course, we cannot 
remain here. The F. B. I. is bound to 
locate the place. Wait only a few 
moments while I contact the U -boat 
flotilla again and tell them to send a 
boat ashore for us at eleven tomorrow 
night." 

"You go ahead," Alex said. "I'm not 
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wai t i n g  here until t h e  F. B .  I.  shows 
up. Tell me whe re to meet you to
morrow and we'll make all the ar
rangements." 

"Good. Do you mind if I tell you 
something, Mr. Craig ? You a.re an 
Ameri can citizen and quite p atriotic 
and yet you help me , an enemy of your 
nation. Why ? That is easy to an
swer. You cannot help yourself.  It 
is Satan within you. Your duty i s  to 
create mischief and you cannot p ass 
up a single opport unity. That is very 
good for me-for you and for Satan 
himself.  I shall be at your apartment 
tomorrow morning." 

Alex felt l i ke flattening the runt's 
nose. M aybe Satan was controlling 
him, but at no t ime had he felt the 
slightest desire really to help D ingle 
or any of the others. In fact, tricking 
them had been very pleasant. 

.4 LEX got his car out of the barn 
fjl_ and drove away. H e  p asse d 
Zellman and his aides, all  handcuffed 
with a horde o f  state police surround
ing them. Alex felt even better. Cars 
were being stop ped for i nvestigation, 
but somehow the police let him go 
through unchallenged. 

He reached the city, drove straight 
to his garage and put the car up. It 
was only a short distance to his apart
ment and he walked rapi dly. Quite 
some time had passed since his evil  
aura had e xerted itself upon innocent 
people.  

At any moment, a passerby might 
stumble and break his l egs. Two taxis 
might find a great attraction for one 
another and crash. F i res might break 
out. Anything could happ en,  and 
Alex was thoro ughly tired of those 
events now. He wanted time to re
lax and think. There had to be a way 
out. Perhaps B ill Parker was pro
gressing better with his od d osci l la·· 
tor tube than he expected .  

Then, too, there was Valerie. A l e x  
felt  lost  witho u t  her quiet ing i nflu
ence. He d i dn't blame her much. B e
ing with him was like deliberately 
looking for trouble and pain. M aybe, 
when he managed to get rid of  his 
Satanic p ower, she'd take him back. 
One thing he d i d  know-there was 
no one else to take her place. 

H e  walked up the stairs to his floor, 
turned a corner and stopp e d  short. 
Valerie was standing outside h i s  
apartment door. She saw him, gave a 
low cry an d hurried into his arms. 

"Alex," she half-sobbed, "I  don't 
care what has happened. I 'm in love 
with you and nothing can break me 
o f  it.  I 've been so unhappy." 

H e  kissed her gently and then 
opened the door. They went i nside 
and Alex mixed a couple of  drinks. 
H e  sat down opposite her. 

"This is all very well," he said cau
tiously, "but you know I am p ossessed 
of Satan's influence. The ceiling may 
cave in on you, that glass may break 
in your hand-anything may occur." 

"I don't care," Valerie said happily . 
"Not one thing matters except that 
I 'm completely lost and miserabl e 
without you. The show was terrible 
tonight. J im W arner took your part 
and was almost as bad as you were 
the opening night. The Cartwrights 
are furious." 

"Val." Alex took one o f  her hands 
and held it ti ghtly. " I 'm not going 
back. There are much more impor
tant things to be done. I 'm part and 
p arcel of a N az i  spy ring." 

"Alex ! "  She p u l l e d  h e r  hand free.  
"Alex, you can't be ! "  

" B ut I can.  N o w  don't g et me 
wrong, darling. I 've had the time of 
my life smashing this spy ring and I 
succeeded, too-all except for one 
thing. A man named D ingle is now 
the spy lead er. O nce h e  was also an 
agent of Satan. H e  has a scar on his 
wrist similar to the one I am afflicted 
with." 

"Then he has the same powers as 
yo u ? "  

"No. That p uzzles me, too. D i ngle 
is one of the meanest, doublecrossing 
l ittle rats I 've ever met. A typ ical 
Nazi who likes to hit below the belt.  
Seems that a fter he got this power 
he h elped to bui ld up Hitler.  Imag i ne 
that ! "  

"Imagine nothing,'' V alerie sai d .  
"That's t h e  most logical thing we've 
so far uncovered about this crazy 
business. S atan had to be b ehind Hit
ler." 

"Guess you're right. vV ell, any
how, Dingle started pull ing things 
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too important for a mere agent to 
handle, so Satan got sore at him. 
Fired him. Actually withdrew that 
power so that Dingle couldn't create 
more trouble than Satan himself." 

"More logic," Valerie said. "Alex, 
not to change the subj ect, but I 'd l ike 
my drink diluted a bit more. You 
made it too strong." 

"Maybe you'd prefer champagne?" 
Alex smiled. 

"Have you any ?" 
"Go ahead and drink," A 1 e x 

chuckled. "Your highball has turned 
into champagne. Good vintage, too. 
I learned that trick from the boss 
himself.'� 

VALERIE marveled at the change 
and then plunged back into her 

serious discussion. 
"Tell me more about this man 

Dingle." 
"He thinks he's got me over a bar

rel," Alex said cheerfully. "It hasn't 
occurred to the little punk that I can 
get rid of him any time I choose. It 
must be done carefully though be
cause he knows my secret and has 
taken steps to exr:ose me if I refuse 
to follow his orders. He's written 
the whole story of himself and me, 
hidden the document and swears it 
will be made public  if anything hap
pens to him.'' 

"Who would ever believe him?" 
Valerie scoffed. 

"They'd think he was crazy, at 
first," Alex said. "Then, as my pres
ence {:auses more and more trouble, 
they'll begin  to · believe. Can you 
imagine what will happen once people 
are convinced I am the storm center 
of evi l ? "  

Valerie nodded sympathetically. 
"No matter what does happen, Alex, 
how much every other person on earth 
shuns you, I ' l l  not desert.'' 

"You're tops, Val," Alex said. "Now 
I 've got to scrape this devilish mind 
of mine and find some way to stop 
Dingle. He must be removed because 
he is not only dangerous to me, but 
to thousands of American troops.'' 

"Maybe," Valerie said thoughtfully, 
"I'm absorbing some of your evil in
fluence, Alex, because I j ust got an 
idea. Use your powers on Dingle in 

a way that he doesn't recognize or 
suspect. Even scare him to death if 
necessary, but make him go after 
those hidden papers, get them and 
then-the rest is up to you.'' 

"Val," Alex cried, "you've hit upon 
the solution. Dingle is  looking for 
the glory which will be his when the 
convoy is sunk. If I renege, refuse 
to help him, he'll get sore enough to 
try and expose me. That's it !"  

"But here is  another point," Valerie 
said soberly. "We still have to deal 
with the Devil-or your condition
or whatever it is.'' 

Half an hour later they were both 
slumped in  their chairs, trying to 
figure some angle which would make 
Satan release Alex. It almost seemed 
as though Satan knew all about this 
plot against him and was dulling their 
minds. 

"Dingle was given the boot," Alex 
said for the tenth time, "because he 
went over Satan's head. Plotted some
thing more than mischief. Maybe I 
could do that, too, but-suppose Sa
tan is  so busy he doesn't care? No, 
Val, I must locate him. It's abso
lutely essential.'' 

They had accepted the idea of a 
very real and tangible Devil, by now. 
It made the problem easier to ap
proach, somehow. 

"Tell me, " Valerie urged, "just 
what he said to you about being so 
busy.'' 

"Not much. Just that he couldn't 
take care of everything himself. The 
petty things, that is. He was required 
to be somewhere else. That means 
he is on earth, Val. He's somewhere, 
posing as an ordinary human being. 
But where could he be ?"  

"Wherever the most trouble ex
ists for this planet," Valerie said 
promptly. 

"Berlin ! Berchtesgaden ! Adolf !" 
exclaimed Alex. "Of course !" 

"You've hit it ," Valerie cried. 
"Alex, that must be it. Where else 
could Satan be arranging matters to 
populate Hades any more than if he 
was behind Hitler, egging him on ?" 

Alex lit a cigarette with fingers 
that shook. "Dingle is  arranging for 
a Nazi U-boat to pick him up. I 
could get rid of Dingle, j oin the 
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U-boat and see to it that our convoy 
of troops escapes them. I could easily 
persuad e the U-boat commander that 
I must go to Germany. Val, I 'm going 
straight into the camp of our enemy. 
Satan is there. He must be ! And 
I 'l l  find him. I ' l l  find him or  I' l l  
make thing s so damnably hot for the 
Nazis  they'll  wish Mussol ini  was thei r  
leader." 

CHAPTER XIII  

Dingle Should Dat�gle 
===-··-- MO-UOO-�====== 

ALEX was shaving the next day 
when Dingle appeared. All  dur

ing the n i ght Alex and Valerie  had 
plotted and  planned. Alex requi red 
no sleep and he was quite alert. 

"I have made a l l  arrangements, my 
friend," D ingle announced. "You are 
coming with me to Berlin.  Ah, i t  
will  be a great s ight t o  see Der 
Fuehrer himself decorate me and pro
mote me to head all our activit ies in 
this country. Then, when we have 
won the war and conquered the 
United States, I shall take full com
mand and you shall  be dealt with as a 
friend ."  

Alex pi cked up his shaving brush, 
well-loaded with lather.  He walked 
over to D ingle and shoved the whole 
thing into his mouth. Then he pushed 
the cocky Nazi into a chair. 

"Dingle," he stated, "you h<Jve an 
odor worse than all  the brimstone in 
Hell .  You'd pollute the place. No, 
you won't go back to Germany. You'll 
stay here until after the court-martial 
and then they'll  swing you from a 
rope. Shooting is too eao.y for a skunk 
l ike  you. Dingle,  you' l l  dangle." 

D ingle writhed in surprise and 
fear. 'Til expose you," he  shrieked. 
when he could speak. ' ' I ' l l  te l l  every
one you are the Devil's r ight-hand 
man. I'll make mankind run when 
you appear. I'll-" 

"Go ahead,' '  Alex shouted . "I'd 
rather take a ran l ike that than let 
you InJ Ure anyo�e. Expose me. A 
fat lot of comfort i t  will  be when the 
noose tightens around your own filthy 
neck." 

Dingle gave a bleat of terror, 
j umped up and raced madly out of 
the apartment. He took the elevator 
down, bolted out of it and yelled for 
a taxi. 

Alex was already across the street. 
He wasn't exactly certain how he'd 
got there.  The last thing he remem
bered was wishing he could beat 
Dingle to the street and-there he 
was. 

Dingle's taxi pulled into the traf
fic. Alex hailed another cab and fol
lowed him. D ingle's cab suddenly 
seemed to fall apart. A fender dropped 
off first, then a door fell off. Finally 
one wheel broke from its axle and the 
taxi almost crashed into a street l ight 
pole. 

D ingle knew what this meant .  He 
started running. Once he looked over 
his shoulder and saw Alex grinning 
at him. D ingle darted into an alley 
only to find it was blind. He retraced 
his steps and passed within two feet 
of Alex.  

Then Dingle found that he could 
no longer see this man who could be 
anywhere and everywhere. He seemed 
to have vanished and Dingle felt a 
bit  more secure. He'd outwitted 
Satan's agent. 

D ingle entered a bank, proceeded 
straight to the safe deposit vaults 
and was admitted. H e  o pened a box. 
stealthily transferred several fat en
velopes into his pocket and finally 
drew out a letter ad dressed to one 
of the largest newspapers. He af
fixed a stamp, closed the safe deposit 
box and hurried upstairs. 

He ran out of the bank, saw a m a i l  
box on the corner and went to i t .  
There was a waste p a per basket j ust 
below the mai l box and it \vas heaped 
high with discarded newspapers and 
junk. 

Dingle peered around care f ul ly, 
saw n o  signs of A l e x  and pu lled dow11 
the metal s l o t  of the mail box. 

He raised the envelope towa rd i t . 
S uddenly the accmnula.t ion of papers 
in the rubbish basket caught fire. A 
tower of flame shot upwards. Dingle 
felt flames scorch his extended hand. 
He gave a yell of alarm, stepped back 
and the sealed letter fell out of his 
hand. 
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IT DROPPED squarely into the 
blaze and was consumed in two 

seconds. Dingle knew why. This 
t ime, when he looked around, he saw 
Alex leaning against a l ight pole and 
applying a match to his cigarette. 
Dingle gave one screech of terror and 
fled. 

He made up his mind to go home, 
write another letter and try again. 
If that failed, he'd go personally to 
some editor. B ut D ingle spent seven 
hours trying to find the brownstone 
front house in which he l ived. All 
the houses on his street suddenly 
looked alike in  every respect and they 
all bore the number of his house. 

Two or three times angry house
wives put a broom to him. He be
came more and more frantic. It was 
getting dark. He had to meet that 
U -boat. Alex Craig or no Alex Craig, 
Dingle was going to reach Germany. 
Once there, he'd be out of Alex's 
reach. That was it ! Run away. 

Make some excuse to remain in Ger
many. O ffer his services to the Ges
tapo. Of course, he would insist upon 
being assigned to the home front. To 
keep the residents of Berlin, for in
stance, toeing the mark and beiJing 
their heads off at the proper moments. 
D ingle d idn't care much about the 
idea of active service. 

He didn't dare spend any more time 
finding where he lived. Alex would 
see that he'd never locate his own 
home. So Dingle unlocked a door of 
one of those brownstone front houses, 
knowing it was not his. Strangely, 
though, his key fit them all. 

He made his stealthy way through 
the house without being seen, reached 
the back door and darted out. He 
climbed a fence with considerable ef
fort, reached the street behind the 
house and hurried away. 

Nothing happened and he became 
more and more sure he'd fooled Alex 
Craig. He even went so far as to 
risk hiring a taxi which took him to 
within a mile of the desolate beach 
where he was supposed to meet a rub
ber boat sent out from the submarine. 

Dingle made his way to the beach, 
crawled beneath a row of bathhouses 
and rested. He felt as though a six 
months' rest wouldn't be too much. 

He'd earn it when those American 
troopships dived beneath the water. 
Dingle was boiling with rage against 
the United States and everything 
American. He hoped the submarines 
would surface and shell and machine
gun the l ife-boats. 

Dingle knew he didn't require the 
services of Satan's agent to sink those 
ships. The U-boats carried their own 
devils, poised in torpedo tubes. The 
fat envelopes occupied his attentions 
for a short time. They were lengthy 
documents pertaining to his exploits 
as a Nazi agent. They included every
thing-even the fact that he'd mur
dered the second officer of a United 
States freighter while i t  was still on 
the high seas. 

Dingle shuddered as he recalled 
that. It  had been a close squeak. His 
shudders became even more violent 
as he remembered Alex's threat. That 
pun on his name. Dingle would dan
gle. He would, too, if he was ever 
caught with those papers on his per
son. He'd be revealed as a killer. The 
fact that he'd committed the murder 
on the high seas meant a federal trial 
and a rope around his neck. 

D INGLE consulted the luminous 
dial of his watch. It was time. 

He crawled out of his hiding place, 
looked around and saw no one. The 
n ight was quite dark, which helped 
a great deal. If any foolish Coast 
Guardsmen happened to stumble onto 
him, they'd never l ive to tell the story. 
Dingle had an automatic in his fist. 

He reached the water's edge and 
scanned the sea. There it was. Faintly 
outlined, he saw the dark bulk of the 
sub. It was a mile out and there was 
a small boat coming ashore for him. 
Dingle felt like cheering. 

There was a crunching sound to the 
left. He twisted his head and saw 
two men, rifle-armed, coming his way. 
D ingle rushed across the beach and 
did a nose dive under a bank. 

The men v,rere coming closer, but 
they hadn't seen him, the sub nor the 
small boat. D ingle determined to 
leave American shores with a trail of 
blood behind him. He raised one arm, 
rested the automatic against it and 
drew a bead on the two guards. 
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As his finger started to squeeze 
trigger, D ingle found himself pos
sessed of  a terrific urge to sneeze. He 
tried to s ilence i t, but the sound shat
tered the silence. 

The Coast Guardsmen wheeled, 
rifles came up. Dingle arose and tried 
to shoot. The gun refused to work. 
He started running. He wanted to 
reach the small boat now almost 
beached, but something kept him run
ning in the opposite direction. He 
heard someone shout a warning, but 
he couldn't stop. Rifles blazed. Dingle 
gave a leap and slid on his nose along 
the sand. He'd left United States 
shores with a bloody trail behind him 
all right. The sand was well-stained 
and Dingle was dead. 

Alex came striding out of the dark
ness. He stopped and watched the 
Coast Guardsmen examine Dingle and 
nodded in complete satisfaction. The 
treacherous little Nazi deserved what 
had been meted out to him. 

A fog had strangely materialized 
over the sea. Thick enough so that 
it <:oncealed the submarine and the 
small boat coming in toward shore. 
Even when the boat broke through 
the big fog wall, a blob of moisture
laden atmosphere obscured it. 

Alex moved toward the water and 
part of the same fog quickly envel
oped him. The Coast Guardsmen saw 
or heard nothing. 

Two Nazi sailors in  the small boat 
saluted and helped Alex aboard. 
Though Alex's schooling had never 
included German he found that when 
he tried he could speak the language 
fluently. 

They rowed him out to where the 
U-boat was surfaced. Alex returned 
the salute of  the commander and dis
covered he was in  charge of the whole 
flotilla of six subs. 

The sub dived immediately. Alex 
explained how Dingle had fumbl ed. 
The captain asked no questions. He 
was convinced that his duty lay in 
first sinking the troopships and then 
heading home with a very important 
guest aboard. 

FOUR hours later the six U-boats 
were surfaced and signaling one 

another. Alex, on deck, saw them 

scatter to take up positiom. o f  attack .  
Not long after, h e  knew the convoy 
had been sighted. 

One of the U-bats dived, but some
how her conning tower remained 
opened. She dived-straight to the 
bottom. Another developed mysteri
ous engine trouble and couldn't move. 
A destroyer's searchlight picked her 
out and shells began to hammer into 
the sub's sides. There was a gigantic 
explosion and she went down. 

For some unaccountable reason the 
commander of a third sub decided to 
spread a row of mines across the path 
of the convoy. The first mine that 
was sent overside, slipped somehow 
and one of its prongs hit the side of 
the U-boat. 

A fourth sub got below the surface 
all right, but the crew of a heavy 
bomber saw it, outlined as if with 
phosphorescent paint. Bombs dropped 
and the fourth sub disappeared. 

Alex knew what was happening. 
He was a hundred feet below the sur
face, but something told him that only 
this U-boat and one other was l e f t .  
He was willing their destruction w i t h  
all  his  might, and that not so much 
as a sliver of paint be scraped off 
the hull of  any American ship. 

The U-boat's commander knew 
nothing of this. He figured that it 
was t ime to strike. With clipped 
orders, he maneuvered the craft until 
her periscope showed for a second. 
There was a huge troopship squarely 
in the center of the cross hairs. 

"Fire," he snapped. 
Two torepodoes went hissing into 

the sea. They were properly aimed 
and couldn't miss that huge target. 
Halfway toward the mark, both tor
pedoes crashed into the side of the 
fifth sub which had risen almost to 
the surface. 

"That," the Nazi sub-commander 
told Alex, "did i t. By now, hal f a 
dozen troopshi ps are sunk. We shall 
surface and watch the fun." 

The sub nosed up. Suddenly her 
lights went out and she rolled dan
gerously to port. 

''A depth charge," the commander 
yowled. "Crash dive ! Get away from 
here. Something has happened. None 
of  the ships were sunk, and I saw 
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no s igns of our flotilla." 
Alex sat down on a tiny bunk. He 

wasn't afraid. There were no depth 
charges made that could sink this 
submarine so long as he was on it.  

CHAPTER X I V  

Satan's Paradise 

D AYS later, Alex went ashore at 
Nantes, in Occupied France. A 

big car was waiting for him. As he 
was driven through the city, he had 
a chance to see the pinched faces of 
the conquered, the arrogant attitude 
of the Nazis. There were long l ines 
of women in front of food stores. 
Streets were mostly deserted except 
for the Germans. 

Alex sat beside a Gestapo major 
who kept chattering gayly about his 
exploits. It  seemed he'd had charge 
of a company which rounded up all 
relatives of a Frenchman who was 
suspected of sabotage and had run 
away. 

"We have an excellent law here," 
the major explained. "When a want
ed man escapes, we arrest all his 
relatives. Even the in-laws. This 
particular swine had seventy-two 
relatives. Imagine that. Thirty were 
men, and I supervised their execu
t i on. A lovely evening that was. The 
women were sent to till the fields. 
One old woman got sick. Naturally, 
she was of no use to us, so-" 

"vVhat about the children ?" Alex 
asked. 

' 'Oh, them ? They were sent to a 
camp. Those who show a willingness 
to adopt our ideals, will be well-fed 
and raised into good Nazis. The 
others-well, we cannot be respon
sible for everyone in this land, can 
we ?" 

"Obviously not," Alex agreed. "Is  
i t  permissible for me to ask where 
I 'm going ?" 

"To the airport. A plane will take 
you to B erlin. Naturally, before you 
are permitted to go about the streets 
of  Berlin, you must get rid of those 
clothes. They are real wool, eh ? We 
have seen none of i t. The civilians, 

I mean. Naturally, the army has al
most all we need." 

The car turned into a narrow street 
and came to an abrupt stop. A horde 
of soldiers were slowly converging 
upon a fairly wide square in which 
men, women and chi ldren were hud
dled in  terror. 

Other troops were smashing win
dows and doors, howling for all occu
pants to hurry to the square or be 
shot. An old man tottered from one 
house, reeled past the car and a Nazi 
soldier gave him a nudge with a bay
onet. The old man half-turned 
around, his weatherbeaten face still 
proud. He opened his mouth and the 
soldier promptly closed it  by bring
ing down the butt of his rifle on the 
old man's head. 

The old man swayed, fell to his 
knees and then dropped flat. There 
was an ugly wound in his head. His 
hands were clenching and unclench
ing, but not a moan escaped his lips. 
Then the hands ceased to move. He 
was dead. 

"That," Alex said icily, "was the 
work of a coward. The man who d i d  
i t  ought to have his neck broken." 

The soldier turned around to get 
the appreciation of these officers in 
the car. As he did so, his legs became 
strangely twisted. He did a crazy 
loop, came down and there was a s in
ister cracking sound. "Gott im Himmel!" the major cried, 
aghast. "He really broke his neck." 

"He did," Alex said slowly. "But 
you did not hear me hope that he 
would. Is that dear ?" 

The major gave Alex a puzzled 
frown. "Ach, I could have sworn
but no. My ears are hearing things. 
Come, we shall drive on." 

"Wait a minute," Alex told the 
driver. He faced the maj or again. 
"Just what is all this about, anyhow?" 

THE major shrugged. "Just one 
of those things, my friend. Twelve 

men from this particular d istrict 
were ordered to guard a certain 
stretch of railway against saboteurs. 
There is much sabotage lately. These 
stupid French do not appreciate what 
we have done for them." 

"Stop lying and keep on with your 
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story,"' Alex ordered brusquely. 
"Of course," the maj or nodded. 

"A train was wrecked and six troops 
killed besides a score injured. The 
twelve guards had been told that if 
anything happened they would die 
and that every male member of  fam
ilies in this section would be ar
rested." 

"You can't lock up a crowd like 
that." Alex remonstrated. 

"No. B ut it  will not be necessary. 
There is a barbed wire enclosed field 
where they will be held. Now all are 
to be tried before a mil itary court. 
B esides the twelve guards who will 
be shot, every fifth man in the district 
also dies. Tomorrow, if the saboteurs 
are not caught, every fourth man of 
those left will be shot, and so on until 
all the swine are eliminated." 

''Hmm, an interesting phase of j us
tice," Alex mused. "Suppose we at
tend this trial, Maj or." 

"But I am ordered to get you to 
Berlin." 

"And I prefer to remain for the 
trial ," Aiex snapped. "We stay." 

"We stay," the major groaned. 
"Yes, of course. Come with me. 
Court is to be held at the City Hall. 
You shall see how we arrange things 
so that we do not have too many 
mouths to feed." 

By the time Alex and the maj or 
reached the City Hall, perhaps a third 
of the prisoners were inside while the 
rest were herded into one group on 
the street. They were being tried, 
but it  made little difference whether 
or not they heard the proceedings. 
They were doomed, anyway. 

The crowd parted as Alex and the 
major entered the big court room. On 
a dais were four Gestapo officers 
seated in comfortable chairs. One 
sucked on an orange and kept spitting 
the skin and pips in the direction of 
twelve men lined up before the bar 
of Nazi "Justice." 

A Gestapo colonel arose, sighed and 
patted his paunchy stomach. He 
burped and cursed the champagne 
he'd had for lunch. Then he spoke 
in French. 

"You twelve men are to be given a 
fair trial. You were warned of the 
consequences if  anything happened 

along that railroad you were supposed 
to guard. A train was wrecked 
through sabotage. Therefore, you are 
all guilty and it is  the sentence of this 
court that you be shot as soon as the 
rest of the trial is  over. Corporal, 
form the other prisoners into line and 
march them before us. Tap every 
fifth man on the shoulder. Tap him 
with a rifle butt, perhaps, so he will 
know. Each man so tapped will  also 
be shot." 

The twelve doomed men were led 
away after this very "fair" trial dur
ing which not one had uttered a word. 
The line of c itizens was started mov
ing. Alex and the maj or sat down at 
a table. 

Alex leaned close to the maj or. 
"This is  a slaughter house, not a 
court. Major, you must defend those 
men. You must get them off." 

The major looked startled. " I ?  
Why, that is  nonsense. I-but per
haps I had better. You are right. 
Why should these innocent people 
be condemned?"  

ft uiCKLY the major arose and "t yelled for attention. The Ges
tapo colonel bent a stern glance on 
him, but the major stepped forward 
and began an impassioned speech. 

"Excellencies, we are making a 
grave mistake. These people are 
guilty of nothing. We have brow
beaten them enough. It is time to 
change things and give them some 
real j ustice." 

"What ?" all four Gestapo officers 
yelled. "This is treason." 

"Perhaps," the major went on. "You 
are dooming innocent people. I can
not sit by idly. A court goes on evi
dence alone and none has been pre
sented. Not one of these poor vic
tims were near the railroad. They do 
not know the identity of the saboteurs. 
The twelve guards were warned-they 
should pay, yes, but the others-no. 
Never !" 

Alex leaned forward slightly and 
beamed a mental message at the major. 
He urged him to plead for the twelve 
guards, too, but somehow Alex knew 
his message wasn't getting across. 
There were influences here stronger 
than his own. Powerful influences 
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which only Satan himself could wield. 
The major kept talking, p leading. 

Tears ran down his cheeks. His elo
quence was enormous. F inally he sat 
down slowly and bowed his head. The 
Gestapo colonel held a quick confer
ence with his co-judges and then 
arose. He cleared his throat and bent 
a benign gaze upon the stunned men 
who had already considered them
selves doomed. 

"It is  fitting that we honor a cour
ageous foe," he said. "Our accusations 
against you were unfounded. If the 
saboteurs are not discovered that can
not be your fault. Go back to your 
homes in peace. For the anxiety we 
have caused, I shall repay you by hav
ing a food ship unloaded at once an·d 
its contents turned over to you." 

The men filed out, their thin shoul
ders hunched as if they expected the 
culmination of this obvious trick to 
take the form of bayonets. Nothing 
happened. Soldiers moved respect
fully out of their way. 

The Gestapo colonel spoke again. 
"Much as i t  pains me, the twelve 
guards are ordered shot at once. That 
is all. I am in no mood to hold this 
court in session longer. I am over
come by grief for those poor innocent 
men whom we so nearly executed. 
Come, gentlemen, we shall try to re
gain our composure as soldiers by wit
nessing the executions. They should 
be good." 

The major raised his head and 
looked around like a man who'd just 
had a frightful nightmare. 

"What has happened ?" he asked. 
"I must have been asleep." 

"They're going to shoot twelve 
men," Alex said. 

"Oh, a minor event. We shall go 
at once to the airport." 

"We shall witness the executions," 
Alex said tartly. "By the way, how 
do I reach the airport-in case I have 
to go alone ?" 

"Merely take the next right turn 
and go straight. You cannot miss it, 
but of course I shall go with you. 
Why not ? "  

"It's j ust a hunch," Alex said. 
"Only when four men who call them
selves j udges finally wake up, as you 
did just now, there's no telling what 

might happen . . .  to you. Let's go 
before the guns start blazing." 

The major shook his head as though 
he thought Alex mad. They walked 
through a side door and into a walled
in area that looked something l ike a 
playground. The twelve prisoners 
were lined up against the farther wall. 
They stood rigidly. A boy of no more 
than sixteen had his back firmly 
planted against the wall and he was 
whistling softly. Not one shred of 
fear showed in his eyes. 

D IRECTLY across the cleared 
area four soldiers were busy 

feeding ammunition belts into a pair 
of machine-guns. The four Gestapo 
officers stood to one s ide, chatting 
amiably. 

"Why machine-guns ? "  Alex asked. 
The major shrugged. "It is too late 

for single executions by rifle. We 
prefer them, of course, but well, there 
are only twelve doomed men. Two or 
three bursts. Then the sergeant will 
draw his pistol and finish off those 
who do not die quickly. It  is not 
worth waiting for, frankly. I can 
show you some rarer sport in  Poland 
later on if you wish." 

Alex said nothing. He could still 
feel those more powerful i nfluences 
prevailing, but somehow they didn't 
seem quite as strong. He looked 
squarely at the machine-gunners, 
crouched behind their weapons. A 
sergeant stood to one side with his 
hand raised. He brought it down. 

The fusillade should have started, 
but instead, the gunners all rose, faces 
l ivid, eyes bulging. One spoke, mo
tioning toward the twelve victims. 

"No, we cannot do it ! My Uncle 
Hans is  there. And my father and 
my brother Sigfried. We cannot shoot 
them. They are my people. Our peo
ple." 

Another Nazi wailed that two of 
the men were his brothers. The other 
pair identified more of the stunned 
Frenchmen. The sergeant stared in  
amazement at  h is  men and then barked 
a harsh command. Other soldiers, 
drawn up to the rear, marched for
ward and took the four men prisoners. 

The sergeant, red-faced with fury, 
drew his p istol and advanced toward 
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the twelve condemned. He raised the 
p;1m to point it at the first man in line. 
l i e  drew a bead on his head. Then he 
c-ried out in horror, dropped the gun 
a;;d covered his face. 

"No. My brother I will not shoot. 
I cannot do it. Impossible ! "  

"Lieber Gott," the  major cried, 
"what has happened to the fools?  
Those are  Frenchmen-not Germans. 
\Vhy do they recognize them as rela
tives ?" 

"Maybe," Alex said gently, "they've 
become afflicted with a disease known 
as 'conscience' ! "  

"Nonsense," the major roared. 
"Now even the sergeant will not shoot. 
vVait, I'll show them. I'll take a 
machine-gun and carry out the order 
of the court." 

CHAPTER XV 
Hitler's Familiar 

TH E  major hurried over and knelt 
behind one machine-gun. He 

swerved the weapon so that he might 
rake the row of doomed men from one 
end to the other. Alex raised his left 
hand, his brow wrinkled in concen
tration. 

Then, with a fraction of a second, 
the yard was hemmed in by a deep 
fog. It swirled over everyone and 
everything. The major was not even 
to be stopped by that. He yanked the 
trigger of his gun. 

There were hoarse screams from the 
fog. The maj or nodded in satisfaction 
and kept on shooting. Finally he con
sidered the job done. Certainly not 
even fifty men could have withstood 
the blasts from that gun. 

The fog lifted as suddenly as it had 
come down. The major's look of com
bined pride and satisfaction changed. 
There were no Frenchmen lying on 
the ground. In fact, there were no 
Frenchmen at all. J ust the Gestapo 
colonel, standing amid the other three 
members of the court. Those three 
were dead-riddled. Only the colonel 
had been spared. 

He yowled an order. Soldiers 
moved forward and the major was 

promptly seized and lined up against 
the wall. A firing squad moved into 
position and the colonel took com
mand of it.  

"Utter fool," he berated the shiver
ing major, "you let the prisoners es
cape over the wall and when we tried 
to stop them, you shot at us." 

Alex sighed and walked toward the 
door. He looked over one shoulder. 

"Remember Warsaw, M ajor?  Re
member those heads you cracked, 
those firing squads you have com
manded ?" 

As Alex climbed into his car and 
drove away, the rattle of rifles an
nounced the death of a Nazi. Alex 
smiled grimly and considered his 
work well done. Twenty minutes 
l ater he was in a military plane on his 
way to Berlin. 

No one asked any questions. They 
just accepted him and showed all re
spect. The powers of Satan were 
working beautifully although Alex re
called the more evil influences which 
had sent those twelve Frenchmen to 
face a firing squad. Only because the 
greate·r evil influence had somehow 
passed off had Alex been able to exert 
his own powers. 

He was really beginning to enjoy 
himself here. The more trouble he 
caused, the better. 

In the early evening, his plane 
landed and he was transferred to a 
car which whisked him to the Hotel 
Adlon, Berlin's best. They served him 
a meal of ersatz sausage, some evilly 
black, soggy brea,d and coffee that 
wasn't even a tenth cousin of the stuff 
that grew in B razil. 

Alex turned down the food tem
porari ly and asked to have it sent to 
his room. There, at a wave of his 
hand, the sausage became beefsteak, 
the bread turned into soft, white rolls 
and the coffee gave off an appetizing 
aroma. 

"Not bad," Alex commented as he 
wiped his lips. "I wonder just who 
these rats think I am ? I wonder how 
I can find Adol f ?  But I'm in no 
hurry. Before I meet him, I 'd like 
to have some nice, little scheme 
cooked up to bother him. Ah, this 
is something. I 'm not even envious 
of Satan himself." 
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A GESTAPO colonel arrived with 
considerable pomp and cere

mony shortly after. Alex didn't 
bother to return the salute. 

"You have done excellent work in 
the United States," the colonel ap
plauded. "We are proud of you. 
Therefore, tomorrow morning you 
shall be honored. You shall be per
mitted to form part of the honor guard 
when Reichsmarschal Goering is dec
orated for his bravery in visiting the 
front last week." 

"That was brave," Alex commented 
dryly. "Goering is one beautiful tar
get." 

"That is not all," the colonel went 
on. "You shall also stand beside our 
Minister of Propaganda while he de
livers a speech to the residents of 
Berlin. He will tell them what you 
have done for us. You will listen to 
a million voices cheer." 

"Are you sure they'll be cheers ?" 
Alex asked. 

The colonel looked very stern. "I 
promise it.  There will be cheers or 
firing squads. The brave people of the 
New Germany always obey. Now, is 
not that a glorious finish of your 
work ? The present stage, I mean. 
We shall send you out again, of 
course. In the service of Der Fuehrer 
there i s  no rest." 

"I  know," Alex said. "The wicked 
never get any. Take it  from me, I 
know. Say, have you seen anything 
of the Devil around here ?" 

"A ch, no. Heinrich Himmler is 
busy in  France j ust now. I shall ar
range a meeting later on if  you wish." 

"No, thanks," Alex rejected the of
fer. "Himmler is just a j unior devil. 
I 'm looking for the real thing. Good 
night, Colonel. May you descend the 
steps rapidly." 

Alex l istened at the door and heard 
the colonel fall head over heels down 
the steps. He grinned, and went back 
to a comfortable chair. Nothing 
seemed strange to him. The fact that 
he was here, in Berlin j ust because he 
wanted to be, seemed quite natural. 
He was getting used to being Satan's 
agent. 

Then Alex frowned. Satan had as
signed him to only one portion of 
the world and that had not included 

Germany. Yet the powers he held 
worked here, but Satan might not like 
it.  Alex fervently hoped he'd put in 
an appearance. Satan's hand must be 
forced, he must be tricked into show
ing himself. Alex had given up hope 
that Bill Parker would duplicate his 
strange machine in time to be any 
good. 

If  only Valerie were right. She 
had maintained that, as D ingle had 
been fired because he'd taken on a bit 
too much power, the same thing would 
happen to Alex. Otherwise, Alex 
would have to seek out Satan some
how, corner him and demand his re
lease. That might prove very difficult. 

Alex decided to take a walk. After 
all, he might as well see what Berlin 
was l ike. A sentry posted at the hotel 
door barred his way with a rifle. 

"It is not permitted to go out dur
ing the blackout." 

"For me it is quite permissible," 
Alex said. 

The sentry brought his gun to pre
sent arms. "]a-for you it is permissi
ble," he repeated woodenly. 

UNMOLESTED Alex roamed the 
blackout streets. He was able 

to see everything, however. Gestapo 
men were abroad in great numbers 
and all armed with submachine-guns. 
It was a very peculiar way to guard 
their own principal city. Alex got 
the notion they were really guarding 
themselves. 

There was work to be done though. 
If  Alex couldn't summon Satan, he'd 
have to ferret him out and that meant 
asking countless questions. He 
turned into a night club that was go
ing full blast. All occupants were 
officers and Gestapo men. Average 
citizens were verboten such pleasures. 

There was an officer in the uniform 
of a general and he was very drunk. 
Alex sat down at his table. Three 
aides gasped and reached for wine 
bottles. 

Alex said, "Beat it, bums." 
All three arose quickly, came to at

tention, saluted and wheeled. They 
walked out. The general eyed Alex 
fishily. 

"Do you know me ?"  he demanded. 
"No. I 've never been so unfortu-
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nate as to meet you." 
"A clever answer. I am the man 

who led the advance into Warsaw. 
My men killed off fifteen thousand 
pigs who l ived there. We did i t  in 
one hour flat. Great work, wasn't i t ?  
Say, there i s  something about you I 
like." 

"I know just what i t  is," Alex an
swered. "One of these days you'll get 
a bit closer to others like me. You'll 
like them even better. Hell is 
crammed with their kind. General, 
you're going to answer some ques
tions." 

The general waved his glass, slop
ping l iquor on his uniform. "For you, 
my friend, anything." 

"Hitler hasn't been showing him
self much lately. However, you run 
across him now and then. Has he 
taken any new man in hand ? Made 
someone outrank you, for instance ? 
Someone who has not earned his pro
motion on the field of battle?"  

"A ch, yes. An especially good
looking swine named Ludwig Zehn
fennig. No one knows where he came 
from nor who he is. Adolf adores 
him." 

"What does he do ?" 
"How do I know ?" the general 

barked. "Whenever I have seen him, 
he stands around posing like a love
sick girl. What does he do?  N oth
ing ! Yet he gives me orders and I 
have to obey or-or I get pneumonia. 
It has become a very contagious dis
ease here, especially among high of
ficers." 

"I know," Alex said. "Frequently 
has compHcations, too. Lead compli
cations. Well , thanks for the infor
mation. Oh, yes-where is  this Lud
wig Zehnfennig now?"  

"Find Hitler and you find him," the 
general answered. "I do not keep 
track of them. Or wait-! j ust hap
pened to think. There is a battle 
going on now. We are annihilating 
the enemy. Killing them by the mil
l ions. Of course, we retreat some, 
too. 

"It is  my policy that when you 
wish to locate Hitler, look for a bat
tle that is being won in reverse and 
he will be there. A ch, he is such a 
clever man. H eil Hitler !"  

THE general made a weary salute. 
"Yeah," Alex muttered. "So 

he's promoted a nice-looking fellow 
to be an aide, eh ? General, I ' ll  wager 
this man has blond, wavy hair, blue 
eyes and a peaches and cream com
plexion. I'll bet he stands about six 
feet high and is built like an Adonis." 

"How did you know ?"  the general 
marveled. "I  thought you had not 
met Ludwig Zehnfennig." 

"I met him all right," Alex grunted. 
"Only he didn't look quite like that. 
You see, he knows what Hitler likes. 
Thank you, General. You have been 
most helpful. Vive fa France !" 

"Indeed." The general smiled. 
"Yes, indeed." 

Alex scowled as he walked out of 
the place. Coming into contact with 
these over-dressed, o v e r-a r r o g an t ,  
over-murderous men rankled i n  his 
heart. Not even the influnce of Satan 
could make him l ike them. 

On the street again, he looked into 
darkened windows and stared at 
empty tins labeled chicken and ham. 
Saw the dummy ·coffee cans, dummy 
bottles of milk and huge, luxurious 
looking loaves of bread - made of 
solid wood and a l ittle paint. At least, 
the Germans could look and remember 
what real food used to be. 

A patrol marched toward him. Alex 
moved directly into their path. The 
patrol stopped short, sidestepped and 
then goosestepped forward again, 
avoiding him. Not even the l ieuten
ant in charge knew why he and his 
men had done this. 

Alex went back to his room and 
wondered what the citizens of Berlin 
did during the blackout. They 
couldn't eat or drink because food and 
even beer was lacking. If they talked 
and forgot to praise the war effort 
that gave them a few marks a week, 
no food and no rest they'd be re
ported and shoved into some concen
tration camp. 

Grimly, Alex determined to create 
as much confusion here as he possibly 
could. He'd exert every effort, use 
that Satanic power of his.  It would 
be a pleasure worth millions of dol
lars. Perhaps, in  the morning, he'd 
find a good chance to cause some trou
ble. Goering was to be decorated. 
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Goebbels was to make a speech. to the arm-swinging march of  British 
Alex grinned broadly and started soldiers. 

making plans. He knew this Ludwig "What is  the matter with the 
Zehnfennig offered possibilities of  fools ?" Alex's guide snarled. "They 
being Satan, but if  that hope petered will be punished for this. Tonight 
out, he'd take Valerie's suggestion they start for the front. A ch-now 
and start things humming to such an comes Goering. What a car ? And 
extent that the Devil's own works he rides all by himself in the back 
would be subordinated. He'd bring seat." 
S atan into the open and this time he "He needs lots of room," Alex com
wouldn't get away with any slick talk. mented dryly. "What happens now ?" 

CHAPTER XVI 
Trouble i n  Berlin 

NEXT morning Alex was ushered 
across a huge, cleared space in 

front of a great public building. Le
gions of soldiers, sailors and Gestapo 
agents were drawn up at rigid atten
tion. Behind them were thousands 
upon thousands of people, packed 
closer than they are on a B roadway 
subway during the rush hour. All the 
children carried flags and the men 
wore glum faces. 

Alex's guide was a high Gestapo 
officer . trailed by a squad of rifle
armed men. Alex felt as though he 
were being led out to be shot. They 
entered the big building between rows 
of soldiers at stiff attention. 

Alex decided this had gone on 
smoothly j ust about long enough. 
S uddenly, the soldiers all dropped 
their rifles. The ensuing clatter and 
scramble turned officers' faces pink 
with rage. 

Alex calmly walked out on a broad, 
long veranda used for reviewing 
troops. A parade started, headed by 
a band that played the Horst W esse] 
song. Alex grinned t ightly and the 
band started to play God Save the 
King, while a frantic bandmaster 
yelled and cursed. 

Then a few tanks rumbled along. 
Very few. When they got opposite 
the reviewing stand, four of them 
broke down. Finally squads of men 
pushed them off the right of way. 

The parade took about an hour, but 
Alex enj oyed every moment of it, 
especially when a closely packed regi
ment switched from the goosestep 

The guide pointed to a small, indi
vidual reviewing box built high above 
the steps. 

"Goering insists upon being deco
rated there, as our brave Fuehrer al
ways does. Goering gets another 
medal, but where are they going to 
pin i t ?  He is  covered with them now." 

The big car came to a smooth stop. 
Goering arose, raised his hand and 
the crowd yowled. He smiled, saluted 
the oflicers who stood waiting to re
ceive him and then got out of the car. 
He waddled up the steps, disappeared 
inside and then trumpeters sounded 
a flourish on their brasses. 

Goering walked out onto the high 
individual stand. A colonel-general 
saluted and bowed. An aide brought 
out a plush p illow on which rested 
a brill iantly sparkling medal. The 
colonel-general made a speech, the 
crowd heiled obediently and then the 
medal was pinned on the fat man's 
chest. 

Goering walked to the railing, all 
smiles. Alex held his breath and 
raised his arm as though beiJing the 
air marshal. Instantly the stand be
gan slowly sagging. A great chunk 
of  concrete slapped down on the steps 
as the railing gave way. Goering gave 
a wild shout. Just in time two men 
grabbed him, but it took eight more to 
haul him back to safety. 

Someone in the crowd started to 
laugh. It was taken up, but lasted 
only a few seconds. The horde of 
Gestapo men turned around slowly 
and reached toward their guns. 

ALEX'S guide stifled his own 
laughter. 

"Do you know what caused that ?"  
he asked. "Three years ago the plat
form was built very carefully so that 
even if Goering gained weight, i t  
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would still  hold him up. It did, too 
-even four days ago when he got 
another medal. But this time it col
lapsed. The last medal was just too 
much." 

"Yes," Alex grinned, "I know. 
Isn't i t  almost time for Goebbels to 
show up ? All these people can't 
waste time standing there. Not with 
a war going on." 

"It makes no difference," the officer 
said. "If they remain there four 
hours, they work six hours overtime. 
We count the time it takes them to 
assemble and then return to their fac
tories. Yes, Goebbels will deliver one 
of his impassioned speechs. This one 
is supposed to be especially good, but 
I have my fingers crossed." 

"Why ?" Alex queried. 
"After what has happened, it seems 

the day is cursed by bad luck." 
They waited about half an hour for 

the arrival of the Minister of Propa
g anda. He arrived, . in state, like 
Goering. He swaggered up the steps 
and walked to a row of microphones. 
Alex nudged his guide and went over 
to stand almost beside Goebbels. No
body tried to  stop him. It was as if 
he couldn't be seen, or that the guards 
had no power to challenge him. 

The band played for a minute or 
so, and very poorly. Alex saw to 
that. Then the trumpeteers blasted 
another commanding note, and Goeb
bels cleared his throat. 

Into the microphone, he said, "My 
fellow comrades of Greater Germany. 
We are here to honor our great sol
dier, Hermann Goering. He is the 
living example of what all Germans 
should be. We honor him and we 
honor you. Every one of you who 
fight to drive back the nations that 
oppress us. Some day your reward 
will be great." 

That was what Goebbels said. Out 
of the amplifiers came Goebbels' 
voice, but not his words. 

"My fellow comrades of Greater 
Germany. Greater ? A ch, no. It 
is at its peak now. We are here to 
honor Goering. I don't know what 
for. He is honored so often it gets 
to be a habit. Another medal, another 
pound of fat. Our great soldier grows 
mightier each day. We honor you, 

too, for being so meek. For working 
for wages that a ten-year-old boy 
could make in America. For working 
hours decent rulers wouldn't require 
of their horses. If you are rewarded 
at all, it will be in blood. Hitler 
loves blood baths. So do I." 

The crowd heiled frantically, and 
Goebbels bowed low. He waved his 
hands and went on. Words came 
from his lips and were mysteriously 
changed in meaning when they 
emerged from the loud speakers. 

"If Germany wins the war, you will 
be the rulers of the earth. Of course, 
you will keep on working just as hard. 
For the same money. Governing the 
world requires a lot of cash. We'll 
get a lot from the other nations, but 
that will not affect you. No-so much 
money it takes. Goering, for instance, 
has millions tucked away. Herr 
Ribbentrop thinks money is like the 
champagne that he used to sell-it 
must be hoarded. Hitler, our beloved 
Fuehrer? He is a frugal man. He 
lives frugally and he saves. It should 
be an example to you-if you ever 
have anything to save." 

SOMEONE, aghast, tapped Goeb
bels' arm and whispered into his  

ear. Goebbels shook him off and 
started to speak again. The roar of 
the crowd blotted out his words. The 
people were pressing forward and the 
Gestapo had to give ground. 

Troops carne pouring into the 
square with bayonets fixed. Gradu
ally, the crowd was dispersed. Alex's 
guide mopped his face and suddenly 
sat down on the steps. 

"This is a bad day for the R eich," 
he moaned. "For once, Goebbels told 
the truth and the people liked it. 
They will never believe his l ies again 
until a few thousand of them are shot 
as examples. V.Jhat could have come 
over him ? Why did he say such 
things ?" 

Alex didn't reply. He was watch
ing a sleek car drive up. It carried 
two flags, a chauffeur and a footman, 
but the tonneau was empty. 

"Isn't that Hitler's car ?"  Alex 
asked. 

His guide nodded. "That makes it 
worse. He will know about this. The 
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whole lot of us will  be put on the 
R ussian front-in the winter." 

Alex walked away. He'd created 
his confusion and mischief. Enough 
for the moment at least. There were 
more important things to do. The 
presence of Hitler's car indicated he 
was back in town. It also indicated 
that Ludwig Zehnfennig was here, 
too. 

Alex approached the car and spoke 
to the driver. Anyone else would 
have been promptly shot, but no one 
disturbed him. The driver talked, 
amiably and casually, as if  Alex was 
one of his closest friends. Hitler had 
returned, but was busy at the Foreign 
M inister's office. His entourage was 
camped at the Adlon, Alex's own 
hotel. 

Alex hurried there, more eager 
than he'd been in days. Upon this 
newcomer, Zehnfennig, depended 
everything. If  he was Satan, staying 
close enough to d irect Hitler's move
ments, then Alex could corner him. 
He'd make him reveal himself no mat
ter what it cost. 

The next few moments might mean 
the final test. If he failed now, he'd 
be doomed, with but one chance left 
to summon Satan. He must duplicate 
D ingle's efforts and outdo Satan him
self. 

A clerk, who was very gracious for 
some reason he never did figure out, 
gave Alex the room number of Lud
wig Zehnfennig. Alex went to the 
s ixth floor, paid no attention to the 
automatic salute he got from a row 
of guards l ining the hallway and 
walked straight up to the door. 

He didn't knock, j ust twisted the 
knob and stepped inside. A strik
ingly handsome young man turned 
around. He'd been busy applying 
comb and brush to his blond, curly 
hair. 

"What is i t ?"  he snapped. 
"Hello - Satan." Alex smiled 

grimly. "Don't tell me you can't re
member Alex Craig ?" 

THE blond young man's lips slowly 
parted in an amused smile. 

"Congratulations," he said. "I 
didn't think you'd ever catch up with 
me. Business, that's my alibi. 

Couldn't keep track of you although 
I knew you were coming here. Nice 
work with those submarines. You 
bagged a couple of sub captains I'd 
already selected for a special n iche 
in  Hades." 

"And what did you think of my lit
tle gesture this afternoon ?" Alex 
dropped into a chair. "Rather good, 
wasn't i t ?"  

"I didn't see it," the  Devil said. 
"Though, of course, an inkling of 
the procedure did come to me. Heard 
enough about it  though. You cer
tainly made an awful donkey out of 
that · blabber-mouthed Goebbels. Of 
course, you know I don't like such 
goings on. You are trespassing, my 
dear fellow. It is  my privilege to 
upset the plans of great murderers. 
I delegated to you only the r ight to 
create mischief." 

"Now see here," Alex argued, "you 
gave me a promise that I was to be 
released upon request. I 'm asking 
to be released now, and I don't want 
any alibis about your being such a 
grand l iar." 

"I'm afraid not." S atan began to 
comb his hair again. "Like me this 
way, Alex ? Adolf does. I "m staying 
right beside him until I'm ready to 
pull my final coup." 

"While  thousands die," Alex 
groaned. "No wonder you were ban
ished to Hell. I thought that what 
these men represent would turn even 
your stomach." 

"Oh, but it does. And what a 
select crowd I'm getting. You see, 
Alex, old boy, I 'm rather tired. I 
want to quit chasing around for a few 
hundred years. But I must be kept 
amused, of course. When I 'm not 
happy, I brood. When I brood, ter
rible things happen." 

"Boy, you sure have been brooding 
lately," Alex commented. 

The D evil laughed. "Then you see 
what I mean. Now with enough cli
ents standing in line, with spec-ial 
problems for people l ike those who 
govern this nation, I shall be content 
for a long time. The world won't 
have to experience any of my works." 

Alex looked up quickly. "Then you 
don't intend to have Hitler win this 
war ?"  
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"Did I ever, Alex ? My badness, I 
was beginning to think you were 
quite clever. Of course, Hitler won't 
win. Suppose he did, now. What 
would happen ? I'd not only have a 
rival Satan here on earth, but also a 
nval Hell.  People in my bailiwick 
would start praying they'd never be 
sent to earth. Can't have that. Oh, 
no-I'm just giving H i tler a build-up 
so his fall will be all the harder. 
That's part of my policy. I t's worked 
for thousands of  years. Let a man 
visualize himself the master of the 
world and then-bin go-1 rub his 
nose in  the mud. A l ittle preview of 
Hell ,  Alex." 

"Rub H itler's snoot extra hard for 
me," Alex said. "But you're evading 
the subj ect. I came here to get my 
release. You must keep your word." 

' 'I think not. You see, I don't have 
to keep my word. What's honor to 
me ? You've done much too well. I'd 
miss you, Alex. Maybe some future 
d ay. Remind me about the turn of 
the century. I 'll  think it over then." 
"That is final ?"  Alex asked . 

"Final." 
Alex drew a deep breath. 
"Then I'll fight you with every 

ounce of power you've bestowed upon 
me. I'll wreck this country and every 
nation associated with it. I 'l l turn 
Goebbels into a bigger blabbermouth 
than he is. I'll make Goering twice 
as huge. In fact, I'll cause Mussolini 
to attend Hitler every moment from 
now on." 

"Hades forbid," the Devil grimaced. 
"Keep Benny where he is now. By 
the way, I've done rather handsomely 
for Benny where he is concerned, 
haven't I ?  Made quite a bum out of 
him." 

Alex aros�, suddenly tired for the 
first time since he'd encountered 
Satan. Valerie had been wrong. 
Satan refused to abide by his prom
ise. Alex was sentenced to a life of 
everlasting trouble. 

"Good-by, Alex," Satan said with
out looking around. "Sorry I 'm so 
busy right now. Got to make myself 
presentable. Hitler is extremely ob
serving, you know. I'll  be seeing you 
around somewhere." 

Alex half-stumbled out of the suite 

and somehow made his way to his own 
quarters. H e  sat down on the edge 
of the bed and groaned. Satan didn't 
even seem to worry if  he usurped 
some of his powers. M aybe he was 
even pleased. 

CHAPTER XVII 

The Devil Cornered 

ALEX recalled the events of the 
afternoon and despite his per

sonal trouble, he laughed. That really 
had been fun. W ith more time, he 
could have thought of even more dev
astating ideas and he regretted that 
Rimmler, who headed the Gestapo, 
should have been absent. Rimmler 
should come in for some special treat
ment. And there was Ribbentrop, too 
-and all the lesser officials of the 
Reich. 

There was some excitement out 
front. Alex went to the window. He 
saw Ludwig Zehnfennig, otherwise 
the Devil, climbing into Hitler's car. 
Satan looked up and waved cheer
fully. Alex let go of the curtain and 
sat down again. 

This meant the end of all things. 
The theatre, his friends-Valerie. 
He couldn't allow her to associate 
with him any longer. It was too dan
gerous. Anyway, Val deserved bet
ter things than an agent of the D evil.  

Alex brought both hands slapping 
down on his knees. 

"All right," he said aloud. "If that's 
how it i s  to be-1'11 do the best I 
can for this world. I 'll stay here and 
drive these Nazis mad. I 'll have 
them running around in circles. I 'll 
break the morale of the entire coun
try, make the people see what kind 
of an ideology they are worshi pping .  
If I can do it ,  I 'll even stop this war 
and drive Germany into a defeat that 
will ring through history books for 
generations. I'll bring ruin and fire 
and pestilence. I 'll-" 

"You'll do nothing of the kind," 
a voice snapped. 

Alex j umped to his feet. In the 
center of the floor stood Satan. Not 
as Ludwig Zehnfennig, but i n  the 
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likeable personality of the suave man 
whom Alex had originally encoun
tered. 

"Alex," he said, "you've really 
broken my heart. The very thing I 
hoped you'd never think of just es
caped your lips. Naturally, I came 
right back. You will not stop this 
war until I am ready to have it 
stopped ! Is that clear ?" 

"You make it sound that way," Alex 
countered, "but the fact remains 
that I still possess the power you 
delegated to me. I can create enough 
mischief to stall these Nazis in  their 
tracks, ca.use an internal upheaval, 
confuse the leaders and make these 
people see just exactly what is hap
pening." 

Satan sat down on the edge of the 
bed. "Alex," he said slowly. "Why 
not be reasonable ?  I need you. Of 
all my deputies you have done the 
best work. And I l ike you when you 
impersonate me on the stage. After 
all, even Satan enjoys being flat
tered." 

"I 'll never go back to the stage," 
Alex said. "Not as long as you refuse 
to keep your promise." 

"But if I release you, audiences will 
laugh again as they did that first 
night." 

"What do I care ? There will be 
more plays, more theatres, other au
diences." 

Satan spread both hands in  a ges
ture of despair. "You're impossible. 
Really, Alex, I don't know what to 
do with you. M ost mortals would 
relish this chance you have. Perhaps 
I should-no, damned if I will ! You'll 
remain my deputy, but I ' ll control 
you a bit more, that's all." 

"You may control me," Alex admit
ted, ''but so long as I possess any part 
of those powers to create mischief, 
I'll work hard at doing just that. I 
can't urge men into a hail of machine
gun bullets as you do. I can't start 
great holocausts by simply command
ing them to start. But, with my lesser 
power, I can control minor things 
that, i f  carefully planned, will result 
in those other events:' 

"Oh, Alex," Satan chided, "don't be 
s o  foolishly stubborn. What do you 
v. u ! t t ,  money ?'' 

�HERE was a flash of light and 
11 Alex stared at what was probably 

the largest amount of cash he'd ever 
dreamed of. Currency of all nations, 
gold and silver. Sheaves of bills. 
They almost filled .the room. 

Alex shook his head. "There i sn't 
enough money in the world to tempt 
me, Satan." 

"Then perhaps it  is  power you 
wish ?"  Satan gestured again.  

The money vanished and i n  its 
place was a line of men. Premiers, 
kings, potentates, sultans, nabobs. 
They all bowed low to Alex and one 
by one vanished. 

"Where's Hitler ?" Alex demanded 
suddenly. 

Satan laughed, raising one leg and 
clasping the knee with both hands. 
"Oh, no, my dear fellow. Hitler was 
not among those because I know 
what's in your mind. You'd have torn 
him limb from l imb. So even power 
;::nd glory won't tempt you. Alex, I 
haven't been the Devil these ages for 
nothing. I know that every man-no 
matter who he is-has a price. What's 
yours ? I'll  l isten quite sympatheti
cally." 

Alex paced the floor for a few mo
ments. "All right," he turned sud
denly and faced Satan. "I do have a 
price. You want me as your deputy. 
That lasts forever, I suppose, so this 
is no great bargain, understand. How
ever, I 'll consent in return for one 
thing." 

"Now, that's being reasonable," 
Satan smirked. ' 'Name your terms, 
my dear fellow." 

"You will stop this war at once. 
End it  with the utter and permanent 
defeat of Hitler and all his satellites." 

Satan jumped up, his face twisted 
in hatred and surprise. 

''I most certainly will do no such 
thing," he snarled. "Took me long 
enough to get this thing started and 
I will not put an end to it until I 
have what I want." 

"What is that ?"  Alex asked. 
"A well-populated Hell.  The world 

has become too civi l ized. I don't get 
my quota any more unless I start wars. 
And as for amusement - why, I 
haven't had any really good subj ects 
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for ages. However, they are begin
ning to accumulate now. No, I can't 
do it, Alex. Not even for you." 

"Then there is  no deal," Alex 
snapped. "Those terms were final. 
I 'm willing to sacrifice myself if by 
doing so I can stop this slaughter. 
I'll act as your deputy and do a good 
job of it  even if  I become the most 
hated man on earth. B ut only under 
those conditions which you have just 
rej ected." 

Satan eyed him narrowly. "You 
know I could make your l ife -a hell 
on earth if I choose. I could even 
take you !"  

"Admitted, but you can't make me 
exert your delegated powers in any 
manner except as I wish." 

"Perhaps not," Satan frowned. 
"Come now, think it over for a l ittle 
while. Have fun here tauntin� these 
Nazis. J ust lay off starting riots and 
creating incidents that may cause re
bellion. You'll soon find it  so amus
ing. Take a side trip to Italy. I 'll  
even permit you to go to work on 
Mussolini. After all, he doesn't 
amount to much, anyhow. Or Tokyo 
-no. No, I take that back. You 
can't go to Tokyo. I 'm reserving 
those J aps for myself." 

Alex said, very firmly, "I  made my 
offer and I refuse to bargain further. 
Take it or leave it.'' 

SAT AN changed to a wheedling 
tone. H e  threatened, begged, 

pleaded and Alex stood there, im
passive, unimpressed. Satan stepped 
closer and his eyes burned into Alex's. 

"I  could stow you away below, you 
know. Keep you for those years when 
I'll be content to remain in Hell and 
let the earth l ive in peace." 

"You couldn't do that, either," Alex 
challenged. "I'm just not your type, 
Satan. For once in eternity, you are 
l icked. I 've got your back against 
the wall. There isn't a thing you 
can do." 

Oh, can't I ?" Satan barked. 
"No. Not unless you take away all 

my powers and release me from your 
influence. Nothing short of that will 
do and you know it. So I 'm to re
main your mischief maker, am I ?  
Very w·ell. I f  you are afra id th2t 

Hitler and his satellites will create 
a rival hell on earth, imagine what 
I 'll do. No one can harm me. I 'm 
invulnerable and therefore I have no 
fear. Believe me, Satan, I 'll give you 
something to think about. I 'l l  begin 
immediately. Right in my room at the 
Adlon in Berlin. At the Adlon-the 
Adlon-hey, what's happened ? The 
room has changed. This isn't the 
Adlon. It's-" 

"Your own suite in New York," 
Satan said. "I 've lost, Alex. You and 
that girl have been too much for me. 
Oh, I know how you plotted, but I 
didn't think anyone would ever wish 
to give up these powers as you j ust 
did." 

"Then I am released ? Roofs won't 
cave in when I walk by ? People won't 
start fighting or break their legs ? "  

" Y  a u  are now as you were before 
you called upon me. Just as you 
were, Alex. Wait and see. Perhaps 
you'll be sorry. I rather think not 
though. But you should be thor
oughly ashamed of yourself." 

"Why ? Because I wanted to be 
merely human agai n ? "  

"Yes, exactly. Now I have to go 
to the bother of finding another mis
chief maker. M eanwhile, Adolf 

. waits. Impatiently, too. But I for
give you, Alex. Shall we shake 
hands on that ? "  

"Oh, no." Alex backed away slowly. 
"One grip of that paw and I 'll find 
myself whisked right downstairs to 
where you hang out. I'm not sore 
at you. What I did in Berlin repaid 
me for any anxiety I had during this 
service as your mischief maker. I 'm 
just being very, very careful .  now.' ' 

Satan smiled. "Good rnan. Proud 
of you, my boy. Well, I must be run
ning along. Good-by-for now." 

A sudden gust of  winu swept 
through the room so powe rful that it 
overturned chairs and made heavy 
rugs flutter l i ke bits of silk. Then 
an eerie peace . descended. 

Alex made a dive for the telephone 
and dialed faster than he'd ever done 
in his life. Someone at the theatre 
called Valerie to the phone for him. 

"I'm back, Val ! Back and free. I 
defeated Satan. Val-I'm free !" 

She ansv;ered in a voice choked by 



S PEAK O F  THE DEVIL 77 

a sob. "Alex, I 'm so terribly happy. 
But are you sure? Remember Satan 
promised to free you before and 
didn't. He said he was the greatest 
liar in history. Perhaps he is taunt
ing you again." 

"How much longer before the per
formance starts?"  Alex shouted. 

"Half an hour." 
"I'm coming over. In thirty min

utes I ' l l  know. Pray for me, Val." 

CHAPTER XVIII  

The New Deputy 

CORY and Alicia Cartwright 
looked up as Alex burst into 

their office at the theater. Cory im
mediately placed both hands atop his 
head and gave his wife a worried look. 

"No encyclopedia ?" Alex asked, 
and hardly dared to breathe. 

"Alex," Alicia said, "when you came 
in before, I struck my husband, but 
I couldn't help it.  Some-some devil 
inside me rose up and made me do 
that. I don't feel that way, anymore. 
Cory, darling, don't look so unhappy. 
I 'm not going to hit you." 

"Never mind that now," Alex said. 
"I 'm going on tonight." 

"Alex, that's wonderful," Alicia 
Cartwright said.  

"Maybe you won't think so in  about 
twenty minutes," Alex said, and 
grinned. 

He  hurried to Valerie's dressing 
room and pounded on the door. She 
let him in, whisked her maid out
side and for two or three minutes 
they didn't speak. 

"I read about what happened in the 
Atlantic," she said. "Alex, was that 
your doings ?"  

"Every b i t  of i t .  Nice, eh ? I should 
be decorated for it, but we'll just pass 
that up. The main point is, I'm free, 
Val. Just a moment ago I walked 
in on Alicia. She never made a move 
to lambast her husband. That's point 
number one. We've j ust time to dem
onstrate point number two. I want a 
cigarette." 

He lit one, took a deep breath and 
held the match near his finger.  He 

gave a howl of pain and dropped the 
match. 

"Fire burns me,'' he chortled. "It 
was the most beautiful pain I 've ever 
experienced. Sh'i>rtly, I'll demon
strate point number three. There 
goes the overture. See you on-stage, 
honey." 

Alex hurried to the wings, adjusted 
his clothes and when his cue came, he 
walked out before the audience. He 
wore none of the props, but the in
stant he appeared, they recognized 
him and a wave of applause went up. 

Alex paid no attention to it. His 
part called for a grimace. When he 
faced the audience and grimaced 
while he was under Satan's spell, the 
audience all but cowered back in their 
seats. 

This t ime, someone laughed. It 
was taken up until the theater rang 
with it. 

"Thank you," Alex yelled. "Thank 
you very much. The part is  no more 
hammy than I. From here on, my 
understudy will  carry forth. You 
have made me completely happy, my 
friends. You have proven point num
ber three." 

He waited in Valerie's dressing 
room until the play was over. She 
came back in a great hurry. 

"Alex, they're still laughing at you. 
They wouldn't laugh if the Devil was 
inside of you. They'd sense it and 
believe you the greatest actor to cross 
a stage." 

"I know that, darling. Now, while 
I formally quit this play, you change. 
See you at the stage door." 

When he entered the Cartwright's 
office, Al icia was phoning. 

She said, "Oh-just a moment. He 
walked in. Alex, it's for you." 

ALEX took the phone and B ill 
Parker's voi·ce reached him. 

Parker was highly excited. 
"Alex, I've tried to reach you at 

every bar and night club in town. I 
rang your apartment until the phone 
bell must be worn out. Then I thought 
of the theatre and at last I've found 
you." 

"What's up ? "  Alex queried. "You 
sound as if  you'd uncovered a vein of 
gold in  your backyard." 
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"B etter than that Alex. Much bet
ter. I 've prepared a new tube. I tried 
it  and the thing works, Alex. It 
works. I took all kinds of short cuts 
because we were in such a hurry, but 
I succeeded, anway. Come right over. 
You can contact the Devil any time 
you wish. Don't be long." 

He hung up before Alex could ex
plain that he no longer needed that 
method of communicating with Sa
tan. For a moment he hesitated, in 
doubt whether or  not to call Bill Par
ker, and decided against it. 

This was a night for celebrating, 
without having bartenders break 
glasses or bus boys trip and hurl plat
ters of food into the laps of astounded 
guests. Bill  Parker should share in  
the  celebration. He'd helped, too, 
even if  he was a bit late with his 
new thought intensifier. 

Alicia took both his arms and 
swung him around to face her. 

"Alex," she chided, "you were par
ticularly lousy out there tonight. 
What happened to the old spark that 
made audiences go mad with delight 
over you ?" 

"It's died out," Alex told her. 
"Gone completely. Don't get me 
wrong though. I'm still a good actor, 
but I need a new play. That's why 
I'm resigning as of right now. See 
you later, good folks, and don't think 
too harshly of me because of what 
has happened. It really wasn't my 
fault." 

He bolted out of the room, saw a 
few stage hands titter at him and 
grinned. The greater the razzberry 
he got for that performance, the bet
ter he liked it. Applause that would 
shake the rafters would never sound 
as sweet as those gusts of derisive 
laughter out front. 

Valerie hurried to meet him and 
they started away from the theater. 
An elderly man passed by. Alex 
stopped. 

"Hey, you !"  he called. 
The man turned around. 
"Come here," Alex said. "Whether 

you want to or not, come here." 
The man didn't move. All he said 

was, "Are you nuts ?" 
Then he turned and resumed his 

walking. Alex threw both arms around 

Valerie. 
"Remember how they used to obey 

my commands ?  That's point num
ber four. Now for the next one. 
Where's a street l ight that casts a 
shadow ?" 

They almost ran around the corner 
and then decided to walk to Valerie's 
apartment where Alex's shadow had 
originally refused to appear. It didn't 
take long-not the way they walked. 

VALERIE stepped up to the wall 
and her shadow was clearly 

thrown. Alex, smiling happily, stood 
beside her. His smile died. Valerie 
gave a gasp of horror. There was 
no second shadow ! 

"Alex," she cried. "Oh . . .  Alex 
. . .  you're not free." 

"Something must be wrong," Alex 
said, shaken. "I-Val, look ! Look, 
quickly !"  

A shadow came sweeping across the 
wall and stopped exactly where Alex's 
shadow should be silhouetted. I t  
froze there. H e  moved his arms. The 
shadow moved, too. Then a second 
shadow came along. Alex gave a 
sharp cry of fear as he recognized the 
silhouette and looked around wildly 
and in vain for the caster of  that 
shadow. 

"Sorry, Alex, old boy," said the fa
miliar voice. "I really forgot. Your 
shadow is back and won't go away 
again. Oh, yes-Valerie, don't be
l ieve those fairy tales. I do cast a 
shad·ow. See ! Only, when I <:ast a 
shadow, I don't appear, do I ?  Per
haps you are right. J ust another 
thing to worry about. Good-by." 

The shadow drew erect, an arm 
snapped to a salute and then it was 
gone, as if wiped clear by a sudden 
ray of moonlight. 

"You are free, Alex," Valerie said .  
"He did keep h is  promise." 

"Sure he did. I made him. If he 
hadn't, so help me, I'd have turned 
Germany upside down. That's the 
only part of this I regret. I could 
have done great things there. Great 
things." 

Valerie took his arm and held it 
tightly. "Only one more point, dar
ling. Flowers had a habit of wilting 
when you were near. There's a florist 



shop two blocks away. It's still open. 
Let's go there and find out." 

"Why not ? I 'm no longer afraid. 
Though I will confess my heart 
dropped clear to the sidewalk when 
my shadow didn't appear. Look now 
-it's trailing me. I 'll  bet my shadow 
was lonesome for me. Hi, there, pal." 

The shadow obediently waved back 
in unison. They kept walking briskly 
until they reached the florist's shop. 
Alex looked at the bright blooms in 
the window and remembered how they 
dropped and wilted. If these remained 
fresh, he was completely free, not one 
semblance of a taint remaining. He 
had to be sure of this. 

They walked in and a clerk came 
up to greet them. Valerie gave him a 

and tell him the good news. Did 
you know he built another of those 
intensifiers and it works ?" 

"Al ex." Valerie halted abruptly. 
"Alex, do you think we should risk 
it ? That's how Satan got you the first 
time. I'll never forgive Bill Parker 
for that." 

"I have two reasons for visiting 
Bill," Alex said. "One is  to thank 
him for co-operating and the other 
is to bust that new machine into atoms 
before someone else gets into trouble. 
Step on it. I can hardly wait." 

PARKER'S house was brightly il
luminated behind the shades 

drawn in obedience to the dim-out 
laws. The butler let them in. 

ONE OF SCIENTl FICTION'S GREATEST CLASSICS 

T H E I D E A L  
By 

STAN LEY C.  WEI N BAUM 
N EXT ISSUE'S "HALL O F  FAME" SELECTION 

sales talk while Alex wandered over 
to a big display of roses. He leaned 
close and sniffed their fragrance. He  
even stroked the petals and they kept 
their heads upright, their stems erect. 

"I want just one flower," Alex told 
the clerk. "Only one, but I'll  pay 
you five dollars for it. Get me the 
biggest flower in the store that will 
fit into my buttonhole. That's all I 
ask." 

The clerk brought a huge chrysan
themum and pinned it to his lapel. 
He stood back and shook his head 
dubiously. 

" It's not your type, sir. Much too 
big. Looks awkward if I may say so." 

"A sunflower wouldn't be too big." 
Alex whacked the man on the back as 
he gave him a banknote. "Come on, 
Val. We're going to B ill Parker's 
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"Mr. Parker is upstairs," he ex
plained. "He told me you were to 
go straight to the lab." 

They walked up the stairs side by 
side. Alex spoke humbly. 

"I 'm free again, but, Val, it was 
really you who did the trick. I only 
made Satan release me by following 
your suggestion." 

The lab door was closed. Alex 
banged on it. There was a click and 
the door opened. Alex held his breath 
lest that infernal intensifier hum be 
resounding through the place. There 
was only silence and he felt relieved. 

Bill Parker came toward them, 
hands outstretched. "Alex, I 've done 
it ! When I finished, I was ready to 
collapse from fatigue, but accomplish
ment of my task perked me up. I feel 
great. I even look great and so do 
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you. You, too, Val. Come on in." 
"Oh - that machine," Alex said. 

"I 'm going to smash it,  B ill." 
"Smash i t ? "  Parker gasped. "But 

I thought-" 
"I've lkked Satan. I beat him at 

his own game," Alex explained. "I 
won't need the thought intensifier any 
longer, but I am grateful to you for
Val ! What's the matter ? What are 
you staring at ?"  

The  girl, face p:one dead white, 
backed out of the room, turned and 
fled downstairs. The butler, carrying 
a tray of drinks and canapes, stopped 
and stared. Alex and Parker hurried 
down after her. 

"Alex ! "  she almost screamed, point
ing at him. "Alex-the flower. In 
your buttonhole !"  

Alex looked. The huge bloom had 
• 

quietly folded up into a l impid, de
j ected-looking mass. Alex turned 
quickly toward Parker. 

At that moment, the butler moved 
forward, fell over his own feet and 
landed in a mess of broken glass and 
gooey c anapes. 

"Bill ," Alex cried in horror. "Bill
you !"  

Parker nodded gloomily. "Yes, me. 
I tried out the machine-and I met 
S atan. He  told me i f  I became his 
new deputy, I'd invent astounding 
things. Already great ideas are form
ing in my mind, but-I'm afraid, 
Alex. I know what happened to you 
and I'm afraid. Alex-what shall I 
do?" 

Alex stepped very close. 
"B ill, there is only one thing you 

can do. Go to-Germany ! "  
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STARTLI NG WAR 

News and Notes from the 
Science Front 

TO BO M B B O M BE RS-Inventor Lloyd J. 
Martin of B everly Hills, California, has 

come up with an ingenious device which 
threatens to make the air over target areas 
a hot place for would-be bombing planes. 
It is a small balloon with skirts and a long 
train-said skirts being a parachute and the 
long train a cable which terminates in a 
grappling hook with a bomb attached. 

Thousands of these balloons can b e  re
leased when an alert sounds, performing 
economically and ultra-efficiently the job 
of cumbersome barrage balloons. If a 
bomber fouls one of the cables, it's good-by 
bomber, as the bomb will blow it to bits. 

If this air mine fails to explode, the para
chute is released after a certain length of 
time and floats to earth so gently that the 
bomb is not exploded and can be used 
again. 

THI:Y DON'T HATCH-Dried hen-fruit now 
sent abroad for our soldiers, sailors and 

allies, takes up exactly 25% of tbe space 
the ordinary moist cackleberry occupies in 
shipping, and there are no shells to break. 
The product can also be kept longer and in 
far more savory shape than the pickled 
eggs dear to our friends in China. 

And while we're at it, the new cello
phane wrapper on the Army's emergency 
ration keeps it fresh as fresh for at least 
a year from the Arctic to the Torrid Zone. 

BACK 1'0 T H E  M I D D L E  AGES-Soldiers of 
today are going to look more than ever 

like men at arms of the age of chivalry if 
the invention of M .  ]. 0 .  Lobelle of Lang
ley, England, is generally adopted. It is a 
visor to cover the faces of steel-helmeted 
soldiers, made either of a perforated metal 
plate or of a veil-like curtain of chain mail 
mounted on a hinged frame. 

The purpose, of course, is to protect our 
warriors from face wounds caused by shell 
splinters or flying debris. 

SUB SPOTTER-A new type of underwater 
detector was invented by the late Bladi

mir S. Goloviznin of New York City just 
before his death. It consists of two hol
low spheres which Boat in contact side by 
side and are connected with a ship or shore 
observation post by cable. 

A constant current is maintained through 
the circuit, and when a sub approaches, its 
motion disturbs the inter-sphere contact, 
causing fluctuations in the circuit which 
reveal the pigboat's presence. 

The device can be anchored to the bot
t om or suspended from the hull of a ship 
as needed. 
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R
E,.OU RCEFUL AM ERICA - The United 

States is blessed with a huge share of 
the basic sinews of war. W e  produce one
third of the world's iron ore, 40% of its 
iron and steel, two-thirds of its oil, 40'/o 
of its copper, 29% of its zinc and 24% of 
its lead. Hitl er's got to do a lot more con
quering to match that, as has brother Tojo. 

f) OBOT SN IFFER-A device for spotting 
n fires in airplanes before they start has 
been patented by F. f. Schirm of Hoboken, 
New Jersey. An electric multiple nose, it 
consists of a suction pump from which 
slender tubes lead to all parts of the plane 
where gasoline or other inflammable vapo!'s 
are apt to accumulate. 

If any of them are approaching the com
bustion point, their heat changes the con
ductivity of a wire inside the tube, causing 
a warning lamp to light up on the dash
board. 

P
LASl'IC G U t� B E!.T - A machine-gun belt 

composed of plastic links is the offering 
of L. L.  Berry of Erie, Pennsylvania. The 
linked belt is nothing new in itself, but 
heretofore all such belts have been made of 
metal. B erry's invention promises to save 
a lot of steel and other alloys for other 
uses. 

p ROPELLER IN A WELL-Ships of the 
much-discussed "sea otter" type and· sim

ilar vessels in which the propellers are di
rectly under the hull instead of astern and 
approximately at keel level have trouble 
getting into some harbors because of 
their- increased draft. To l'emedy this. 
Washington Inventor v,r arren Noble has 
devised a propeller that can be lifted into 
a well l'ising through the hull. 

The propeller is carried at the lower end 
of a piston-like drum that fills that well 
and can be raised and lowered by means 
of long screws operated from the upper 
end. Changes can be effected while the 
ship is in m o tion. In the raised position, 
the propell,er blades project just enough 
below the ship's b ottom to keep her on her 
way in shallow water. 

G
ERMAN CITIZEt� I N V ENTS RANGE FI N D E R  
-A. U. S. patent has just been issued to 

Frederich Wilhelm Gehrke of Munich for 
a compact and simple artillery range finder 
which is a great aid to accurate gunfire at 
short and medium distances from the tar
get. This device, however, is being pro
duced for Uncle Sam instead of dear 
Adolf by the General Aniline and Film 
Corporation of N ew York. And dear 
Adolf can't do a thing about it. Tsk, tsk ! 
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THE GLORY FLIGHT 
13}' fRA�K 13ELK�A.() LO�G 

Jim Scott Takes a Strange Ride Through Saturn 's 

Crepe Ring and Unearths a ,\iind L ong Dead! 

T

HE Doc's words were ominous : out ·a ship and a p ilot, light a cigar, 
"You understand, of course, and mutter around it : "It seems sort 

that you may never return?" of wasteful, doesn't i t?" Not tragic, 
He had finished taking my blood or hard on the poor guy's family. Just 

pressure, and was removing the busi- wasteful. 
ness end of a stethoscope from my The Doc believed that only totter
chest. He seemed annoyed because I ing human wrecks should undertake 
wasn't dying on my feet. a Saturn Ring flight. The sound lads 

The Doc wasn't a sentimentalist. should conserve their energies for jobs 
He could watch the Crepe Ring blot which were less hazardous. 
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It burned me up to real ize that the 
Saturn Company was getting incur
able human wrecks instead of men. 
Was getting them by twos and threes, 
and all because there was an ice
hearted old walrus in the examiner's 
office who should have been given his 
walking papers. 

Well, the Company was getting a 
sound man this time. 

"Sure, I see your point," I told him. 
"Ring pilots sit down most of the 
t ime, and the controls are easy to 
manipulate. Why not let a Johnny 
Fallapart handle the job." 

He looked straight at me. 
"Well ?" 
"Look, Doc," I said. "I'm not claim

ing that the Johnny Falla parts can't 
hold a ship to its course. But if you 
knew you had a month at most to l ive 
would you fight to stay alive inside 
a dark flame whorl?" 

"I wouldn't want to come out of a 
whorl alive," was his grim rejoinder. 
He handed me a card, with a hole 
punched through it. "This will pass 
you," he gtunted. "Good-by and good 
luck." 

I walked out of his office feeling as 
though a quart of nitroglycerin had 
been brought to a boil in my chest. 
I'd sho� him what a six-foot-seven 
giant could accomplish inside Saturn's 
Crepe Ring. So help me, I would ! 

OUT under the wheeling constella
t ions I cooled down in slow 

stages. Glancing up at the pylon
shaped bulk of the recruiting station, 
and then down through a translucent 
sky ramp at the tiered hangars of the 
Phoebe Ci ty spaceport my resentment 
took wings, and went flapping off over 
the berthed ships like a Rhean blad
der-bird with its tail feathers quiver
ing and its talons tucked in. 

Saturn's wide, flat, golden rings 
fil led a third of the sky above me, 
a ureoling the immense bulk of the 
little moon's primary in concentric 
bands. From Phoebe tse Dusky Ring 
resembled a crudely welded circlet of 
base metal uniting the glowing 
plaques of the planet's great yellow 
crown. 

Company men don't talk about the 
Dusky Ring much. Astronomers who 

think they know why it looks dusky 
would get a jolt if they could see the 
logs of ships which have passed 
through. At Yerkes and on Mount 
'Wilson they still call it the crepe 
r ing, and claim its dusky color arises 
from the transparency of the particles 
which compose it. 

But lads who have piloted ships 
through say it doesn't look d u sky at 
close range. Why does the Company 
keep its ship logs under lock and key, 
and sneer down its administrstive nose 
at Mount Wilson? Well, I know now, 
but I didn't when the Doc passed me, 
and finding out nearly cost me my l ife. 

The Company was sending its fast
est ships through and rushing the re
turning pilots to conferences from 
which they emerged with bulging wal
lets and sealed l ips. I 'm speaking, of 
course, of the handful that got 
through. Those that didn't were un
sound men who had disappointed the 
Doc. 

I was plenty robust, sti l l in my 
twenties, and had a senior pilot's li
cens.e tucked in my skyjacket. Feel
ing as reckless as a punch-drunk bull 
moose I descended to the hangars in 
a pneumatic lift, and was caught up 
in a milling press of new pilots as 
eager as I was to pass under showers, 
line up for uniforms and get measured 
for ships. 

Vigorously I shouldered my way to 
the outfitting station on Level V 5, a 
thousand feet above the hangars, and 
padded down a humid, cold-l ighted 
corridor to the peel-off room. 

Stripped to the buff in a sizzling 
curtain of steam, I found myself bor
rowing a cake of soap from the lad in 
the shower next to me, and parrying 
his questions with exuberant wise 
cracks. 

"Sure, I'm going through the ring. 
But a guy my size should have a bet
ter than even chance of not wearing 
crepe." 

"Before you blast off they'll hand 
you sealed instructions," he grunted. 
"You won't feel s·o all fired sure of 
yourself when you scrape the wax off, 
and read what John McNulty thinks 
you should know. I f you ask me, he's 
an unscrupulous old buzzard." 

"Yeah?" I countered bell igerently. 
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"You seem to know a lot about it." 
He grinned at me through the 

shower slats. 
"I ought to," he said. "I'm McNul

ty." 
The soap slithered from my hand 

and went careening over the ti les be
tween us. The president of the Sat
turn Company didn't look his age. I 
happened to know he was thirty-nine, 
but in the dim cold light, with suds 
covering the gray patches on his tem
ples, and a rubber cap over his thin
ning hair he looked almost like a kid. 

"Holy smokes !" I said. 
"I felt like a shower," he explained. 

"And I wanted to see if we were get
ting lads with hair on their chests. 
You seem to have plenty of lean meat 
on you. You'll need a lot of pilot room 
space, though. Good Lord, but you're 
tall . Six-feet-six?" 

"Seven," I said. 
"Hmm, seven. Well, your co-pilot 

won't take up much room. Good luck 
to you, lad." 

He th\ust his hand through the 
shower slats, and clasped mine in a 
steely grip. 

"A swell guy," I thought, descend
ing to the hangars in a shiny new uni
form. It was a l ittle short at the knees 
and the supply room clerk had looked 
daggers at me, but the bootmaker had 
fixed me up. Ascending to above my 
knees was a pair of rust-colored solar 
boots into which my just-long-enough 
breeches had been tucked. 

I stood for an instant looking down 
over myself. From the toes of my pol
ished solar boots to the silver pilot 
stripes on my sleeve I was a trimly 
outfitted sky officer, if there ever was 
one. 

My only regret was that I couldn't 
walk through the streets of Phoebe 
City clad in that uniform. The girls 
would-oh, heck. There'd be time 
enough for blondes, brunettes and red
heads when I brought the ship they 
would assign me back with her rocket jets flaming. 

AS I stepped off the lift, my eyes 
were drawn straight ahead. The 

airlock yawned on a golden glow, and 
her name was Lyra II. Boy, was she 
a ship ! Trim and wasplike, and with-

out a seam showing. 
Striding along the platform toward 

her, I told my.self that I could never 
have another such moment in my life. 
My first command, and I not yet 
twenty-five, and capable of enjoying 
everything that came my way in life. 

Tightening my anti-grav belt I low
ered myself to the lock float, and 
stretched out at full length. There 
was a sudden, vibrant droning, and 
the buoyant half-cylinder-some lads 
call 'em mummy cases-began to rise. 
Set in motion by my weight, it swung 
in through the complicated lock mech
anism on a rising tide of ozone and 
settled down in a grooved cradle on 
the deck of the lock chamber. 

When I arose to a sitting position 
the cold lights of my new ship were 
winking down at me from a corrugated 
metal overhead. I'll skip the fifteen 
or twenty minutes I spent looking 
over Lyra II. Not only was she a 
soundly constructed vessel, built for 
speed, but everything about her was 
shipshape, and no pun intended. The 
lock chamber was studded with cold 
lights, the passageway luminous from 
deck to overhead, the galley spacious 
and equipped with a magneto-range, 
and the rocket rooms a joy to contem
plate. 

I didn't ascend to the control room 
immediately, because l ittle indications 
here and there-a crushed-out cigar
ette butt in the little sick bay, and 
a thin ribbon of smoke on the between
deck stairway told me that my co
pilot had preceded me into Lyra II. 

He had preceded me in and would 
of course jump to attention when I 
entered the control room, snapping his 
hand to his ultra-violet ray shield with 
a crisp : "Yes, sir. What are your or
ders, sir ? " 

I f you think that, you'd better douse 
your head in cold water, and take an
other look at me. Sure, I was a three
stripe pilot, and I wasn't supposed to 
share my command. I wasn't sup
posed to because the regulations 
stressed that a space-officer with a 
lesser number of stripes was a co
pilot in name only. 

But when two skymen share the 
dangers of a ring flight the one with 
a seniority rating either drops the 
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regulations, or his self-respect out 
through a gravity port. I didn't think 
I'd have much trouble getting across 
to him that my stripes didn't count 
for the duration of the flight. 

I didn't burst right into the control 
room, but rather opened the door a 
Scotch inch, and peered in, squinting 
against the cold light glare, and mov
ing my head to right and left. 

McNulty had said something about 
my co-pilot not taking up much space, 
but the figure sitting before the con
trols wasn't just a featherweight. I've 
seen some little lads I'd hate to square 
off against, and usually they make bet
ter pilots than big lugs like myself, 
because l ightness is no negligible fac
tor when you're piloting a suicide 
crate and have to adjust to gravity 
shifts in double quick. 

No, he wasn't just a featherweight. 
He looked downright delicate and
holy suffering cat!> ! I waited a l ittle 
time to make sure I hadn't burst a 
blood vessel. Then with strides that 
jarred the delicate control instru
ments l ike the final crashes of an ava
lanche I crossed the chamber, grabbed 
her by the shoulders, and swiveled her 
about till our eyes met. 

''All right," I said, steadying my 
voice with an effort, "you've had your 
fun. I don't know who you are or 
how you got into my ship. But you're 
not staying, understand ?" 

Her lips whitened, and her chin 
came up. 

"Stop shaking me," she choked. 
"You're not staying," I raged. "I'm 

carrying you straight out !" 
"No you're not," she protested, tug

ging at my wrists. "I've a perfect 
right to be here. This is my ship too. 
I 'm your co-pilot !" 

D i d  you ever see a sturdy oak, firm
ly rooted, confident of itself, shrivel 
to the dimensions of a dwarf fern and 
begin to quake ? Neither did I, but 
that's how I felt. 

A shudder took hold of me. She was 
slender and lovely, with large, ac
cusing eyes, blue-black hair, and 
lashes that threw long shadows over 
her pale, girlish face. A girl hardly 
out of her 'teens, and the Company 
was sending her on a Ring flight ! 

"For two months now the Company 

has been giving all qualified pilots a 
break," she said, holding her head de
fiantly high. "You've got to expect 
revolutionary changes from now on. 
If your vanity is hurt, you know what 
you can do." 

I did, but unleashing the kind of 
profanity the situation called for was 
prohibited by the regulations. Be
sides, a Company pilot would no more 
think of using profanity in the pres
ence of a woman than he would of 
looking startled when a rocket tube 
backfires. 

IN UTTER silence I did what I had 
to do, freezing the controls for 

initial acceleration with fingers that 
felt like fungus-growth sprouting 
from my palms. 

She stood so close to me, her hair 
brushed my cheek. 

"You'll need more acceleration than 
you're allowing for when you hit the 
heavy side," she interfered coolly. 

I remained grimly silent, keeping 
my gaze averted and adjusting the 
controls to suit myself. I was still 
fuming inwardly when we blasted up 
from Phoebe City into the black night 
of space. 

If a slim girl could pilot a ring 
crate no wonder the Doc was passing 
men with one foot in the grave. All 
the pride which I had taken in my first 
command, all the zest, had gone out of 
me . . .  

I was alone in the control room 
when I broke the seal on my instruc
tions. She had gone to her sleeping 
compartment, probably to powder her 
nose. No doubt she'd be setting her 
cap for me when she returned. Her 
name was Jane something-or-other. 

"You call me Jane and I'll call you 
Jim." Just l ike that. "Jane, old girl, 
there's a meteor ahead. Tuck in your 
skirts and put away your knitting." 

The instructions had been typed 
out. Skipping three paragraphs of 
official rigmarole I read : 

Do not for an instant allow yourself to 
forget that you will not be alone inside the 
Ring. The crystals are alive, perhaps in· 
telligent. 

Crystals ? I thought, a cold dread 
tightening about my heart. I glanced 
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back over the paragraphs I had 
skipped. Yes, there it was-a sum
mary of the hazards the Company 
wanted me to know about. That it 
didn't make pleasant reading goes 
without saying. 

Hazards one and two were old 
friends. Dark flame whorls and ether 
twisters were not confined to the Sat
urn system, but moved in eccentric 
orbits about all of the outer planets. 
Flame whorls were seething vortices 
of infra-energies with fiery cores, 
ether twisters thin ribbons of space 
curvature •..vhich moved snakelike 
through the void. 

The third hazard was seemingly 
alive. Just reading about i t was worse 
than-well , if you've ever visited a 
place you've never seen before, and 
found yourself remembering it you'll 
know how I felt when I read the third 
paragraph of my instructions. Other
wise I can't get the feeling across to 
you. No pen could even suggest it. 
It was too terrifyingly strange. 

Sweat had broken out on me and 
my spine felt l ike a dissolving icicle. 
The Company was sending p ilots into 
the Crepe Ring to collect ruby-red 
crystals. Men were risking their lives 
for crystals glowing in solitary splen
dor, and swarming over the controls 
of ships derelict in the void. 

Crystals swarming in through solid 
metal bulkheads from the fringes of 
the Crepe Ring and encircling the 
brows of pilots too terrified to scream. 
Crownl ike clusters of crystals on 
brows streaked with perspiration, 
above faces distorted with horror. 
Crystals tightening noosel ike about 
human throats-

! leaped up with a startled cry. My 
mind was forming images not sug
gested by the paper in my hand. It 
was as though the terse Company in
structions had opened up obscurely 
remembered vistas too horrible to con
template. 

But how could I have remembered?" 
I had volunteered my services know
ing that some tremendous challenge 
awaited me inside the crepe ring, but 
I had been given no hint as to its na
ture. 

Solely to steady myself I clicked 
on the stern visidisk at the base of 

the control board. Instantly the 
screen brimmed with l ight and I saw 
a full l ittle moon swimming in a sea 
of haze a million miles behind the 
Lyra's belching rocket tubes. Phoebe 
moving around her primary in the op
posite direction from all the other 
moons ! 

Well, I was still seven million miles 
from the crepe ring, and hazard three. 
Dark flame whorls, of course, were 
another matter. I hesitated an instant 
before clicking on the fore-view disk. 

I thought I knew what I'd see. The 
wide, glowing rings, and on both Gides 
of them three or four inner r'Jioons, 
and J apetus. J a pet us with his bright 
face. There is no other Moon in the 
System with so great a reflecting 
power. 

I clicked on the disk, and caught 
hold of the instrument with both 
hands, my eyes riveted on what ap
peared to be a terrifying gap in the 
firmament. Darker than a coal sack 
it seemed, a black and spectrally coro
nated disk which was sweeping to
ward the ship with a velocity which 
chilled my heart l ike ice. 

Something seemed to shriek in my 
brain : "Throw the gravity stabilizer 
off center ! Damp out the auxiliary 
jets and cut your radial velocity by 
two-thirds !" 

The flame whorl was filling two
thirds of the disk when my hands tore 
across the control panel, realigning 
its glowing units, and ripping out an 
entire cluster of coils low down on 
the board. 

FIVE minutes later I sat bathed in 
clammy sweat, staring at a visi

disk in which J apetus shone bright
ly, dimming the more distant glow of 
Saturn's great golden crown. I was 
trembling in every l imb when we 
passed the little moon, and the disk 
brimmed with a radiance so fiery it 
flickered on the overhead, and bathed 
the control room in an unearthly re
fulgence. 

I was trembling because I had 
obeyed an impulse that wasn't ra
tional. I had skirted the whorl and 
saved my command when the experi
ence of a thousand pilots had screamed 
at me from the Navigator's Manual 
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that it couldn't be done. "God, man, 
don't try it. You'll telescope your 
ship and yourself along with it." 

My temples were pounding, and my 
spine felt like a dissolving icicle. I 
knew that when a whorl filled the disk 
a pilot's instructions were to increase 
his velocity and try to blast through. 
Chances were he would emerge blind 
or crippled, but no sane pilot would 
attempt to skirt a whorl. 

There was a tightness about my 
skull, and my mouth felt hot and dry. 
Had I skirted a whorl before ? I had 
no conscious recollection of having 
done so, and yet through crumbling 
dykes deep within my mind there had 
gushed a flood of memories. Again 
that inexplicable feeling returned of 
having visited a place I had never seen 
before and recognized certain ghastly 
landmarks. 

It was as though I were walking 
along the edge of nothing searching in 
vain for signposts that kept receding 
before I could reach them and sud
denly I felt the need of talking to the 
slim girl whose cool defiance had 
filled me with rage. 

Another insane compulsion, but so 
overwhelming it sent me reeling 
across the control room, and along a 
cold-l ighted passageway to the offi
cer's cuddy. 

Some instinct told me I would find 
her there. The ship was still lurching 
from a too swift deceleration, and the 
passageway along which I lurched was 
a maelstrom of flashing lights and 
spiraling seepage fumes. A fit of 
coughing seized me just as I reached 
the cuddy, doubling me up. For an 
instant I stood with my hand pressed 
to my mouth, groping with the other 
for a knob that seemed suddenly to 
sprout from my palm. 

Still coughing, I flung open the 
cuddy door. 

She was leaning against a swaying 
bulkhead on the far side of the cham
ber with her head thrown back, her 
white throat pulsing. But what froze 
me in the doorway was not her terror
contorted face. It was the tall, white
lipped man standing by her side. 

John McNulty no longer looked like 
a kid in his twenties. His face was 
haggard with strain, the crows' feet 

below his temples etched so deeply 
they had a stippled-in appearance, as 
though a red-hot needle had been 
dipped in acid and passed in and out 
through the puckers around his eyes. 

He had thrown one arm about the 
girl's sagging shoulders and was try
ing to calm her. 

"Go steady, Jane," he was pleading. 
"We're in no danger now. The ship 
won't-" 

His voice faltered, as though my 
sudden appearance had startled him 
with a strange dread. His shoulders 
jerked and he took a swift step back
ward. 

A sudden, terrible rage had welled 
up in me. His duplicity in saddling 
me with a girl pilot and stowing away 
like a skyport gamin until her beauty 
had demoralized me set off a fuse of 
rage and jealousy which blasted every 
shred of sanity from my mind. 

Cursing, I lurched across the cuddy 
and flung myself savagely at him, beat
ing him over the head with my fists, 
ramming my knee upward into his 
stomach. A red mist filmed my vision, 
and I saw his startled, pain-contorted 
face as though in a dark glass. 

A red glass filmed with light, a mad
dening crystal which seemed to pul
sate and expand till it filled the cuddy, 
blotting out the bulkheads and Jane's 
white face. 

"Kill him ! Kill him !" a voice 
screamed in my brain. "He's trying 
to take away your mind !" 

I FOUGHT with all my strength, 
but John McNulty seemed to have 

wrists of iron. He had seized my 
arms and was pinning them to my side, 
bruising my chest with his skull. It 
was a fierce and savage struggle for 
an instant. I tore one arm free, 
thudded a hard fist against his jaw. 
He cursed, released his hold on the 
other, and started chopping away at 
my head with short, vicious blows. 

I tried to put both arms about him 
and lock them over the small of his 
back. Despite the punishment I was 
taking, I knew I could make my 
strength felt if I could get a lung
squeezing grip on him. But he 
seemed to know all the tricks, includ
ing the vicious ones. He side-stepped 
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every time I tried to close in, raining 
lefts and rights to my temples, and 
crouching like a panther as he circled 
me. 

He had abandoned grip and twist 
methods, perhaps sensing I was good 
at them too. I soon found that big
ness could be a handicap, making a 
man unwieldy in a slugging match. I 
couldn't seem to rock him, despite my 
long reach. He was fighting now like 
a maniac amuck, driving wicked 
punches into my stomach, and duck
ing when I swung at him. 

I was gasping for breath when he 
aimed a blow at my solar plexus which 
sent me reeling back against the bulk
head. I groaned, clawed at my 
stomach, and started to slump to the 
deck. But the instant my knees 
sagged strength seemed to flow back 
into them. 

Abruptly I swung back toward him, 
my elbows jerking. Swung back, but 
didn't lash out at him. Instead my 
body seemed to move against his fist, 
and a blow that should have doubled 
me up straightened me out. I saw 
his fist shoot backward from my 
stomach, saw my own arm come up. 

The next instant he was side-step
ping furiously and crouching like a 
panther as he circled me in reverse. 
A panther walking backwards, dodg
ing my efforts to move away from him. 
To move away instead of closing in, 
while he kept withdrawing blows from 
my head in short, vicious jerks. 

Suddenly he had moved in close and 
was pinning my arms to my side with 
wrists that seemed abruptly to melt. 
My temples began to pound and a red 
mist filmed my visage. For an instant 
I saw his startled pain-contorted face, 
and then I kneed him. At least my 
knee descended from beneath his ribs 
where it had found lodgement, and 
I leaped backward toward the door. 

For a terrifying instant I stood 
with cold fury welling up in me, 
watching his arm return to Jane's 
shoulder and hearing his voice quaver : 
"Now we're in no danger. Jane, 
steady go . . .  " 

Then out into the passageway I 
backed as if propelled by an unseen 
force, my body bending sharply at the 
waist. Just outside the door a spasm 

of coughing seized me, straightening 
me up. It started as a mild attack and 
ended in a fit so violent I thought my 
lungs would burst. I moved along the 
passageway in erratic backward jerks, 
like a puppet on a wire. Into the con
trol room, and across a lurching deck 
over a tangle of ripped-out coils to the 
pilot's seat, my knees flexing as I 
heaved myself up. 

The fore-view-visidisk was brim
ming with radiance, and as I stared 
down at it transfixed Japetus swam 
into view, dimming the ring glow be
hind him. J apetus that I had watched 
sweep past scarcely fifteen minutes be
fore, trai ling clouds of light and leav
ing the chamber bathed in an unearth
ly refulgence. 

Suddenly a shadow seemed to fall 
upon the disk, obscuring the little 
moon, darkening a third of the instru
ment. My mouth went dry with hor
ror. Slowly, so slowly it seemed as 
though an eternity was consumed 
while I stared, a dreadful, light
rimmed smudge encroached on the 
edge of the disk. 

The dark flame vortex was creeping 
back toward the center of the screen 
when I sat bolt upright, a cry rasping 
in my throat. Sweat was running down 
my face and my heart had begun a 
furious pounding, but I was no longer 
groping in darkness, appalled by 
something I couldn't explain. Deep 
within my mind another dyke had 
been shattered. 

WITH a certainty transcending 
vision I knew that wrapped 

around the Lyra II was an ether 
twister, its vibrating bulk warping 
time-frames inside the ship. Through
out the vessel the space-time con
tinuum was contracting, and I had just 
relived fifteen or twenty minutes, 
moving backward like a puppet 
through a sequence of events which 
had already transpired. 

I had recoiled from McNulty and 
returned to the control room in erratic 
jerks, like a player in an ancient 
American cinema film being run off 
in reverse. I was a younger Jim Scott, 
watching a peril I had but recently 
surmounted creep back across the 
disk . 
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But though I was fifteen minutes 
younger I could remember everything 
that had occurred in the short interval 
of time which had been blotted out 
by the most terrifying phenomenon 
in space. It did not surprise me that 
I could do so, for a memory once 
implanted cannot be erased and a 
mental image can survive even the 
backward flow of external events. 

But what chilled me to the core of 
my being was my certain knowledge 
that long before there had been any 
reversal of time inside the ship, I had 
destroyed an ether twister. The short 
interval of  time which had come un
raveled could not explain that strange 
remembrance of events long past 
which had come to me now for the 
third time. 

DEEP within me a voice screamed 
I had struggled once before to 

resist the backward wash of time 
which was sweeping me to destruc
tion. The voice screamed that the 
backward sweep would soon become 
a raging torrent which would suck 
the Lyra II into a maelstrom of dis
solving time-frames, and vibrate it out 
of the physical universe. 

"An ether twister can be dislodged, 
J im Scott. O ther pilots have freed 
their ships. Force remembrance from 
your brain out through your hands, 
Jim Scott. Resist. Fight the time 
flow ! 

"Encircle the ship with a chain of 
electrons, and apply heat to the en
veloping circuit till i t  gathers speed 
and flies off into space. A mass of 
protons will remain, a positively 
charged secretion on the rocketing 
hull. 

"Don't you remember, J im Scott. 
You freed your ship. A ribbon of 
space-curvature writhing l ike a snake, 
breaking free and hurtling away, d is
lodged by a weaving mass of sub
atomic particles. Resist, ] im Scott. 
Fight the time flow !" 

Suddenly my hands were moving 
back and forth across the vibrating 
p anel. As I manipulated dials and 
rheostats I knew that two huge cath
odes were arising on the hull of the 
Lyra II. I knew that I was creating 
a stupendous spark gap in the vacuum 

of space, encircling the ship with a 
blanket of force which might tear i t  
asunder. 

There would be no resistance out 
there on the naked hull. The flow 
would be accelerated till the electrons 
flew off and a weaving energy brush 
remained, as volatile as the gaseous 
incandescence at the Sun's l imb. 

It would  be spread out thin, and 
if the charged particles did not over
lap the twister might be dislodged, 
and the energy blanket sucked into 
its receding maw. B ut if the force 
blanket buckled . . .  

With trembling fingers I ripped out 
an infinity plug, rotated an Arago 
disk. 

"John, he's come back !" Jane's voice 
broke in a scream over my head. I 
had slumped jerkily to the cuddy 
deck, and was lying with one leg bent 
under me, the other spread out. My 
heart was thudding dully, my mouth 
choked with blood. 

I had no recol lection of returning 
to the cuddy, only of bending over 
the control board with my hands a 
confused blur of movement. But 
seeming-ly I had returned, for .Mc
Nulty had dropped to one knee beside 
me, and was l ifting me up. 

"A Saturn twister," I choked.  "I 
went back in time-" 

"Easy, lad," he cautioned. "You 
don't have to tell me what happened. 
We've returned to where we were be
fore we went back, apparently. There's 
a second or two missing, but lads who 
ought to know tell me that when you 
d islodge a twister, time shoots ahead 
to where it was before it started back 
and then spills over into the f uture 
a l ittle, l ike a stretched rubber band. 

"When I landed that last punch you 
reeled back, and started to slump. 
Now you have slumped. But we won't 
worry about the missing two or three 
seconds, will we ? "  

H e  was grinning a t  me and I was 
grinning back. I felt like grinning 
and I guess he did. I d idn't know how 
he felt, but I knew how I felt, and
well, sometimes a g-rin relieves tension 
no matter how ghoulish it  looks. 

"I'm sorry I almost had to cripple 
you," he grunted. "But I had no 
choicz. J im, why did you try to kill 
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me?" 
"I don't know," I groaned. "I can't 

understand it." 
He stared at me steadily. "Jim 

Scott, don't you remember your first 
flight ? Jimmy, don't you ?" 

�OULD a man remember and yet 
� stare, tight-lipped, and shake his 
head, confused? The answer came 
with unexpected suddenness. Even as 
my gaze locked with his, tiny pin
points of red jelly formed on the port
side and bulkhead and descended glis
teningly to the deck. 

Jane leaped back with a startled 
cry and a sudden horror flared in 
McNulty's eyes. 

"The crystals , J im," he muttered, 
hoarsely, his fingers tightening on my 
wrist. "Get up, man, for Heaven's 
sake. Get the tubes." 

I understood. Very deliberately I 
arose. I was still groggy, but I shook 
my head to clear it, and walked out 
of the {;hamber with my whole atten
tion concentrated on what I had to do. 
I had never felt so calm, so sure of 
myself. 

I went straight to the supply room, 
removed two vacuum tubes from an 
insulated container, adjusted the suc
tion filaments and returned to the 
{;Uddy, my mind a whirl of returning 
memories. 

Jane was sitting on the floor with 
her back to a cushioned bulkhead, a 
ruby-red cluster of crystals encircling 
her brow. McNulty was standing by 
her side, swayinv unsteadily. He was 
pressing his hand to his forehead 
where a double diadem rested-a 
double-diadem of glowing, many
faceted crystals which was tightening 
like a whipcord about his skull. 

The red crystalline flood covered 
the entire deck now and was glowing 
from a thousand facets as it poured 
through the portside bulkhead, solidi
fying as it spread. Memory had re
turned l ike a huge wave of the sea, 
sweeping away my terrified gropings. 
I knew that the crystal clusters did 
not always contract. Sometimes they 
clung loosely to human brows, bring
ing strange dreams, driving men mad. 

Like most living things their be
havior was erratic. Living they were, 

fearfully alive, though they could in
crease or decrease their density at 
will, and were composed of energy 
concretions as unstable as the radiant 
matter at the {;Ore of suns. Concre
tions which enabled them to pene
trate solid metal bulkheads, and solidi
fy with the speed of light. 

Jane had begun to moan. Her eyes 
were unmoving, and she was staring 
with unwavering intensity at the crys
talline flood. 

"Get them off," she pleaded. "My 
mind-" 

"I know darl ing," I said, falling to 
my knees beside her. 

"Please," she sobbed. 
"They took away my memory," I 

said. "But not immediately. They 
can't-immediately." 

The tubes had begun to vibrate in 
my hand. Into them had crept a red 
radiance, a fiery glow. "They took 
away my memory," I said, my voice 
deathly calm. "But I can remember 
now, darling." 

I looked down at my hands, saw that 
they were trembling. "I love you," I 
said. "I have always loved you. I 
have never loved anyone but you." 

She did not speak, but I knew she 
heard me. She did not speak even 
when the cuddy was no longer filled 
with the weaving crystal line life 
which had seeped in from the crepe 
ring. In each of the tubes there now 
reposed a single huge gem, ruby-red, 
but lusterless, drained of all life. 

Staring down at my suddenly steady 
hands I knew that the Company had 
met the crystal challenge and sur
mounted it. Knew that from deck and 
moist flesh the blood of crystals had 
been drawn into the two small cyl in
ders which I was dasping tightly now. 

Moisture from my hands clouded 
the glass a l ittle, but I could see the 
two huge, gemlike concretions in the 
depths of the glow. So intense had 
been the amplification of force within 
the tubes that the swarm had con
densed into just those two aggregates, 
with tumultuous pulsations which had 
suddenly ceased. Burnt out by a flow 
of energy through the meshes of glow
ing vacuum grids the great, lifeless 
gems reposed now in-"Company 
coffins." 
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I stared down at the stripes on my 
arm, and then my head came up. The 
Company had won through again. The 
Company couldn't be l icked. 

As though from a distance I heard 
a voice say : 

"J im, lad, i f  you'll help me bring 
the crate around we'll  be back in 
Phoebe C ity at the crack of dawn." 

HOURS later we were sitting by 
an open window in M cNulty's 

private office on the third floor of the 
Company Administration Building, 
with the distant lights of Phoebe City 
shimmering in our coffee cups. I was 
drinking my coffee black, but Jane had 
poured ·cream into hers, and was stir
ring it  with hands that trembled a 
l ittle. 

"I knew you'd come back to me, 
dearest. I knew. I was sure," her eyes 
said. 

"When you saw the crystals you 
remembered ?"  McNulty p r o d d e d, 
crushing out a cigarette. 

"Yes, everything," I nodded. "My 
first Saturn fl ight, long ago,  when the 
Company was pioneering in the field. 
They called it a "glory flight" in  those 
days, I believe." 

"They still do, lad," McNulty 
smiled. "But as I was saying, the Doc 
had to humor you. You kept insisting 

he was sending invalids, cripples 
through the crepe ring. S ubcon
sciously you felt  yourself to be-well, 
mentally ill,  and you took it  out on 
the Doc. He says you were furious 
when he examined you." 

"Was I very bad ?" I asked. 
"You were s imply suffering from 

amnesia, J im-space-shock amnesia. 
There were bad months, of course, and 
you slept at the Phoebe City Institute. 
But most of the time you were <:om
pletely rational. So rational, J itn, 
that you've been a fl ight instructor for 
twelve years." 

"And Jane ?" I asked. 
"You refused to see her, Jim. And 

I'm afraid you subconsciously hated 
me because my signature on your in
structions had sent you through the 
ring. It was tough on me, J im. We 
were buddies in the old days." 

"I don't hate you now," I said. 
"I 'm glad, J im. You see, Jane and 

the Doc and I planned it together. We 
felt  that i f  you <:auld go through the 
Crepe Ring again you might be cured. 
Shock therapy, you understand ? We 
felt another shock, going through all 
that again, might restore your memory 
and in a very real sense bring you back 
to us." 

"So that's why there were new pilots 
[Turn page] 
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swarming to the lockers and an air of 
expectancy hovering over the space
port. You arranged all that ?"  

"Add myself talking to you in the 
shower, Jim," McNulty continued. "I 
talked to you through the shower slats 
the first time, remember ? We were 
opening up the pitchblende diggings 
on S aturn, J im. Those early p ilots 
took tremendous r isks." 

"It's funny," I said. "I thought all 
the time the Crepe Ring was to be my 
obj ective. I had forgotten that the 
challenge was Old Man Saturn him
self." 

"The crystals took away your mem
ory," M cNulty said. "Naturally your 
subconscious ire was directed against 
the Crepe Ring and the hazards you 
encountered on your first fl ight, be
fore you reversed your course and 
brought the ship back with the devil
ish things clinging to your brow. You 
emerged babbling." 

"You got them off ?" 
"Yes, we got them off with a vacuum 

tube. But when I talked to you you 
just kept muttering over and over : 
"I 'm going back, you hear ? The Com
pany isn't l icked yet." 

Jane was looking at me with shining 
eyes. 

"Darling, when we decided to ac
company you we knew it would have 
to be in one of the old ships, in one 
of the little suicide crates. The new, 
fast ships are much safer, but if  we 
had made the flight in a new ship you 
mightn't have remembered you had 
worn a glory crown." 

"A glory crown ?" 
She nodded, her hand creeping into 

mine. 
"When one of the old pioneers 

would return," she said, "with the 
crystals imprisoned in vacuum tubes 
the kids at the hangar used to beg for 
them. They called them glory 
crowns." 

I didn't say anything. Couldn't. I 
felt choked up, but not because I had 
worn a crown. No, I was remember
ing I had looked down over my new 
uniform not twenty hours before, and 
thought about blondes, brunettes and 
redheads. And all the while the most 
loyal, sweetest little wife a man ever 
had was waiting inside Lyra II-wait
ing to lead me out of the deep dark 
into a bright new dawn. 
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THE HOT -AIR �ERCH.Ll.�T 
James Watt Gives Flexible Steam Power to the World 

IN the city of Alexandria about 1 3 0  B.C.  
there l ived an inventive scientist by the 
name of H ero who rnade a scientific toy 

which he called an aeolipile. 
This was a hollow metal globe pivoted 

b etween a pair of trunnions, and supplied 
with steam through one of them which was 
hollow. The steam escaped from the globe 
through a pair of vent pipes facing tan
genti�11y in opposite directions at the ends 
of a diameter perpendicular to the axis, im
parting a spinning motion to the globe by 
its escape. 

A far, far cry from the heavy steam loco
moti ves so recently landed on the shores of 
the M editerranean in H ero's own neighbor
hood by the invading Allied armies in their 
all-out African offensive to defeat the 
Nazis. But the aeolipile of H ero was the 
tr>�e forefather of the mighty steam engine 
of today. 

The bread cast upon the waters of time 
by one of the ancient democratic and free
dom-loving Greeks had indeed returned a 
thousandfold. 

To no one. man belongs the credit for the 
invention of the steam engine, one of man
kind's best servants. The list of men who 
had a hand in its development is long and 
illustrious, from Hero to Sir Charles Par
sons of steam turbine fame. But perhaps 
the greatest of them all was the young Scot 
who arrived in Glascow in 17 56 at the brash 

use of a jet of cold water into the cylinder 
to condense the steam artificially. 

Unable to open an instrument shop in 
Glasgow, young Watt succeeded in getting 
on at the city's university as instrument
maker. He became very friendly with 
Joseph Black, the discoverer of latent heat 
and the university's lecturer on chemistry. 
With Black he discussed the possibility of 
improving the Newcomen engine which 
wasted so much steam and fuel. 

Watt made a number of experiments in 
1 7 6 1  and 1 7 62 with no direct results. H e  

J a mes Watt 

age of twenty. was still called the hot-air merchant by 
Fresh from an apprenticeship in London members of the guild which had repudiated 

to a philosophical instrument-maker - an him. Until the year of 1 764 when a model 
apprenticeship which hard work and frugal of Newcomen's engine which formed part 
living prevented him from completing- of the college collection of scientific appa
young Jamie Watt found that the city ratus w;�s turned over to him to repair. 
guilds would not recognize him as a master In putting the model in order Watt made 
craftsman. several unsuccessful attempts to remedy its 

"You're nothing but a hot-air merchant," wastefulness. This defeat caused him to 
they told him in derision. "If you have so begin a scientific examination of the prop
much steam, why didn't you finish your ap- erties of steam, learning the relation of its 
prenticeship ? "  density and pressure t o  its temperature. H e  

This sort o f  talk flicked young Watt i n  a studied the improvements Newcomen had 
raw spot, because, all of his l ife,  he had made over the Savery model-and the 
been interested in the possibilitie:; of steam. great idea struck him. 
The only steam engine then known was the If Ncwcomen could divorce the cylinder 
N ewcomen piston engine used for pumping from the boiler, why couldn't he go a step 
water out of mines, made a practical sue- further and divorce the cylinder from the 
cess by Thomas N ewcomcn by his separa- condenser ? He had already made two de
tion of the boiler from the cylinder and the ductions that were essential to the eco-
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nomic use of steam in a condensing steam
engine. 

O ne was that the temperature of the con
densed steam should b e  as low as possible, 
and the other that the cylinder should al
ways be as hot as the steam which entered 
it. 

"I'll show them that I'm a good hot-air 
mechanic," he vowed as he set to work. 

The result was all that he had antici
pated. To maintain the necessary vacuum 
he had to invent a new organ, namely, the 
air-pump, the function of which was to re
move the condensed steam and injection
water along with any air gathered in the 
condenser. But one change and improve
ment only meant another condition which 
had to be cared for. 

B efore he was done, James Watt had to 
supplement his great invention with sev
eral less notable but equally important ad
ditions. In Newcomen's engine a layer of 
water over the piston had been used to keep 
it steam-tight. 

Watt had to invent a tighter packing lu
bricated by oil. Newcomen's engine had 
the upper end of the cylinder open to the 
air ; Watt covered it in, leading the piston 
rod through a steam-tight stuffing box, al
lowing steam instead of air to press on the 
top of the piston. 

In N ewcomen's engine the cylinder had 
no jacket to reduce loss of heat by radia
tion and col)duction ; Watt not only cased it 
in non-conducting material, but introduced 
a steam-jacket between the cylinder proper 
and an outer shell. 

When he had finished making improve
ments he no longer had an engine that re-

motely resembled the Newcomen model 
from which he had started. 

He had at last produced a steam engine 
which had flexible power and which was 
economical of operation. He had vindi
cated his name as a hot-air merchant and 
had put steam to work in the most practical 
way the world had yet known. 

In 1768 he formed a partnership with 
Matthew Boulton, who owned the Soho en
gineering works at Birmingham, and from 
there on the Watt steam engine began to 
make itself felt by the entire nation. Dur
ing the ensuing ten years James Watt de
veloped the steam engine by improvement 
and invention after improvement and in
vention, introducing the crank, the fly
wheel, the double-action cylinder, the par
allel motion, as well as the centrifugal gov
ernor. 

His crowning achievement was the indi
cator, an instrument which is to the steam 
engineer what the stethoscope is  to a phy
sician. 

Prior to Watt's time the steam-engine 
was exclusively a slow-working and cum
bersome pump. The Scottish lad who was 
called a hot-air merchant added so many 
improvements that it became adapted to 
drive machinery of all kinds. From this 
stage to the steam-driven ship and the 
steam locomotive it was just a step. 

James Watt had given flexible steam 
power to the world. And in November, 
1 942, the American Expeditionary Forces 
took the powerful modern descendant of 
Hero's aeolipile back to Africa with them 
to move trainloads of supplies destined to 
preserve the freedom of the world I 

THE UURAEILITY OF STO�E 
Ho w John Smeaton Developed "Portland Cement "  

T 0 T H E  average citizen the term 
"Portland cement" vaguely means a 
brand of concrete which is manufac

tured in or near Portland, Oregon. Noth
ing could be more erroneous. 

Like the steam engine, the binding mate
rial itself has a long and illustrious history 
-from the powdered gypsum used by the 
ancient Egyptians and Assyrians on down 
to the high-grade product of today which 
requires a huge plant and a battery of pro
duction-line machines to bring it  into ex
istence. 

From the time of the earliest caveman 
who learned how to daub wet clay in the 
chinks of his rocky den to keep out the 
wintry blast man has been familiar with the 
use of bonding material in one form or an
other. B ut he never really understood 
what cement was until the wooden light
house on Eddystone Reef at Plymouth, 
England, was destroyed by fire in 17 55. 

At this time an energetic member of the 
Royal Society of Engineers, a young man 
just turned thirty-one, had returned to Eng
land from an extensive study of the canal 
works of engineers in the Low Countries. 
The properties of cement scarcely inter
ested John Smeaton ; his head was filled 
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with designs for stone buildings and bridges 
and dams and retaining walls. 

So this fellow of the Royal Society was 
somewhat taken aback when he was asked 
to go to Plymouth with the idea of draw
ing plans for the erection of another wood
en lighthouse. 

Nev�rtheless, John Smeaton clapped his 
hat onto his head, bundled up well against 
the March gales that battered Plymouth, 
and made a thorough examination of the 
reef in spite of the wind and the pounding 
sea. 

And he reached a strange conclusion on 
that March day in 1 7  56. 

"A lighthouse is  highly essential here," 
he told his associates, shouting to make his 
voice heard above the roar of wind and 
sea. "A beacon light should be installed 
here higher and more securely than in a 
flimsy wooden structure. I'd say its light 
ought to be at least sixty feet high." 

"But, Mr. Smeaton," protested an aide, 
"what will you build the house of? A 
wooden structure that tall would be carried 
away by the first storm." 

"Exactly," agreed the engineer. "So I 
propose to build the lighthouse of Portland 
stone." 



His companion gaped at him in amaze
ment. He knew that the Oolitic limestone 
from the Isle of Portland was one of the 
finest building stones in the world, but
but-. 

He voiced his perplexity. These were 
the days before structural steel and con
crete forms. 

"But, Mr. Smea ton, how will you bind the 
stones together ? What sort of cement or 
mortar can we use that sea water won't 
affect ? What kind of lime mixture can we 
use that will even set under water and in 
continual moisture ?" 

Which was a cogent question. It  opened 
John Smeaton's mind t o  the fact that man
kind knew practically nothing about the 
qualities of cement. His studies as an en
gineer and as a member of the Royal So
ciety had told him little about binding ma
terial. It was high time somebody started 
an investigation into what stuff made the 
best cement under various conditions-and 
why. 

"We will dovetail the stones," decided 
Smeaton at once. "And, as Portland stone 
is the best building st one available, we will 
grind up 1 he fragments and use them as a 
binder. But first I must make tests with 
this-er-Po ·tland cement." 

And John Smeaton did jt1st that. H e  was 
the first man to make serious attempt to 
grapple with the question of the cause of 
the varying hydraulic properties of differ
ent lime cements. 

The result of these experiments taught 
John Srneaton that the best hydraulic limes 
were made from limestone containing an 
appreciable amount of clay. He arrived at 
a mixture of cement that would set in from 
ten to twenty minutes, either in or out of 
water. 

The Eddystone lighthouse was started in 
August, 1 7 56, and completed in June, 1757 .  

I t  rose to the full height of seventy feet 
with about forty courses of dovetailed 
Portland stone, firmly cemented with 
Smeaton's "Portland cement." It  stood 
successfully against the wind and weather 
for more than a hundred years-until it had 
to be removed to another s ection on the 
reef in 1877, because of the undermining of 
the reef by the angry seas. 

This engineering feat excited such wide
spread admiration that the impetus given 
by John Smeaton to the study of cements 
and biuders and concrete went on apace. 

Although his "Portland cement" was, of 
course, different from modern Portland ce-

ment,  nevertheless the color and properties 
of Smeaton's cement were similar t o  native 
Portland stone. 

With research into the subject, it  war. 
now just a matter of time b efore specia! 
machinery to grind and calcine and miK 
stone and clay into the finest cement came 
into being. 

I n  1845, Mr. I .  C.  Johnson, manager of 
the Messrs. White & Sons' works at Swans
combe, produced a cement of the modern 
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type by burning the raw materials with in
tense heat until the mass was nearly vitri
fied and then grinding this clinker into a 
powder which, to use John Smeaton's own 
words of nearly half a century earlier, pro
duced a cement that would "equal the best 
merchantable Portl<:nd stone in solidity and 
durability." 

Today, the world cannot pr ogress with·· 
out cement and the added structural steel. 
U sed in t housands of works of construction, 
Portland cement has become the fourth 
largest industry in the world. In the 
United States alone there are some 1 50 
great plants turning out thousands of tons 
daily of this powdered mixture of silica, 
alumina, lime and magnesia which, thanks 
to John Smeaton, rivals the durability of 
Por tland stone. 

S()I����G LIKE A. TO() 
L eon Foucault Invents the Amazing Gyroscope 

I T WAS really a lovely Christmas
N oel, to little Leon. His father had 
given him such a splendid present. It 

was a Chinese top, a pretty thing of pol
ished wood, shaped like a section of a cyl
incler with a free-spinning top ha 1dle and 
a pointed base.  It stood as stra.ight as a 
soldier of the line when it was spinning. 
And the amazing thing was that its hollow 

inside was filled with a number of slightly 
concave discs, each with a central point 
something like the bottom piece of the top. 

When Leon lightly grasped the little red 
handle of the spinning top and lifted it 
quickly, the entire upper part of the top 
came off, and the inner discs showered to 
the table from the spinning bottom piece, 
t o  continue spinning themselves. 



Little Leon was delighted, and he spun 
his top by the hour, never failing to be 
amazed at the deluge of inner discs which 
spun for themselves upon release. Galilee 
had long ago discovered the secret of the 
pendulum, and Sir Isaac Newton had long 
ago propounded his Law of Motion-but 
little Jean B ernard Leon Foucault in Paris 
that Noel of 1 824 when he was five years 
old knew nothing of this. He was just a 
small boy with a Chinese top. 

But the gods of science and wisdom must 
have smiled when Leon received his gift. 
For young Foucault became deeply inter
ested in the mysteries of his top. Why did 
the outer top impart its motion to its tiny 
progeny ? Why was it difficult to twist or 
turn a spinning top ? And when Leon grew 
older and learned to spin a solid, more con
ical-shaped top at school, he became quite 
expert in making his top do tricks. 

One that always amused and surprised his 
companions was the trick of picking up the 
spinning top in a loop of the cord and mak
ing it spin around on its point in the loop 
while remaining rigidly at right angles to 
the earth and with no other support save 
its own speed. 

Why did a top do this ? What good was 
i t ?  How could this que er phenomenon be 
reduced to mathematical law and then ap
plied to some sound working principle or 
machine ? 

Queer thoughts for a young French boy 
whose father wanted him to become a phy
sician. But Leon Foucault was no ordinary 
boy. With a mind which had a natural 
trend for physics and mathematics, by the 
time he was a young man he gave up his 
medical schooling and turned to experi
mental physics. 

By now he had discovered Sir I saac New
ton, and many of his questions were an
swered in theory if not in practice. And 
still Foucault dreamed dreams about his 
top and the principle that a spinning body 
tends to maintain rigidity in space and 
carry forward its motion in a straight line. 

Until finally the great idea came to him. 
I f  nothing more, he could prove directly 
the rotation of the earth. The tops which 
had spun in his hands and in his mind had 
spun out a rhythm of thought which was to 
bear fruit reaching far down the centuries. 

In 1852 Foucault built an utterly new 
style of top. It was a queer-looking thing, 
like a skeletal globe or a working model of 
the planetary system rather than a top. 

The idea was simply that of mounting a 
heavy, rotating wheel in such a way that it 
was free to rotate about any axis, carry
ing on its original straight line of moving 
force regardless of the action of any person 
holding the top-regardless even of the 
axial rotation of the earth. 

Known by sight to almost every child of 
today, Foucault's top was such a little 
wheel mounted in a metal circle which in 
turn was mounted within another outer 
circle at right angles to it, and the outer 
circle was mounted at right angles between 

the arms of a larger half-circle set upon a 
base. 

Thus the top when at rest could be 
moved freely and easily in any direction, 
having three dimensions, or degrees, of 
freedom. When Foucault wound a string 
around the main shaft of his top and 
whipped it free to set the top spinning, the 
top became rigid in the position it assumed, 
apparently defying the natural laws of 
gravity. 

In actual fact, it was following Isaac 
Newton's Law of Motion-rigidity in space 
and precession. Now Foucault set his top 
in a perpendicular position and set it spin
ning. To his amazement it seemed, as the 
time sped by, that the top was changing its 

position. In twenty-four 
hours of tests the top 
made a complete circuit 
around its base. 

This was really false 
motion. What was hap
pening was that the to]:' 
maintained its original 
plane of motion while the 
room and the earth turned 
beneath it, indisputable 
proof of the revolution 
of the earth on its own 
axis. Had the top been 
large enough it would 
have halted or at least 
greatly affected the spin

ning of the earth itself. 
To this global top Foucault gave the 

name "gyroscope," or stabilizer. For this 
unique invention and its subsequent demon
stration Leon Foucault received the Copley 
medal from the Royal Society in 1855, and 
the gyroscope was brought to the attention 
of a marveling public, becoming one of the 
most popular scientific toys of the age. 

It  remained a toy while Foucault went on 
to other notable achievements in science 
which bear his name. However, in the lat
ter part of the nineteenth century a man by 
the name of G. M. Hopkins introduced an 
electrically driven rotor which could im
part to the spinning gyroscope a constant 
impulse of steady power. This addition put 
the gyroscope to full practical use. 

It  could now b e  used as a stabilizer for 
ships in stormy weather. It became the 
steadying influence in gyroscopic com
passes, the underlying principle of robot 
steering devices and robot controls, because 
it never varied from the rigid plane in 
which it was set. 

Today several manufacturers of scientific 
instruments build them with integral gyro
scopic parts for a thousand purposes and 
uses. Man now rides the ocean, flies the 
skies and opeJ;:ates myriad pieces of intri
cate machinery by the use of that scientific 
toy with the inflexible will to maintain its 
original plane of motion. 

The gyroscope, stabilizer of the world, 
built upon the very spatial design and mo
tion of Mother Earth herself, is a precision 
instrument of science invented by that 
French lad who dreamed of spinning tops. 

More THRILLS I �  SCIE�CE in the Next Issue 
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THE S IN EWS OF  V ICTORY 
A Tribute to J!merica 's Heroes of Production 

By MAJOR GENERAL E. B. G REGORY 
Quartermaster General, United States Army 

Photo U. S. Army Sio11at Corps 
MAJOR GENERAL GREGORY 

THE production side of this war will be 
won by Americans who do the small 

things well, whether it is making a rivet for 
a tank or sewing a sleeve in an Army 
uniform .  

The casual onlooker i s  too apt to think 
of war production just in terms of big 
tanks, giant bombers, long-range guns and 
fighting ships. 

These are vitally necessary. But in this 
war, as in every war, the men who fight 

are human beings. They must have food, clothing and shelter be
fore they can be expected to fly their planes, fire their guns or sail 
their ships. 

· 

Throughout America today, there are millions of workers 
turning out clothing and tents, growing and processing food
stuffs, building barracks, raising horses and mules-all absolute 
necessities to the Army, all direct contributions to ultimate 
victory. 

When historians write down the heroes of production in 
this war, they will spotlight those who served faithfully in the 
production of necessities that keep our fighting men and equip
ment in operation. The heroes will be the men and women who 
did their duty at every place in the production line. 

\J7 
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As H a r i  s w i t c h e d  on t h e  H y pe r - L i g h t  Ray, t h e  
I n v a d e r  r e a c h e d  out a n d  l ifted h i m  f r o m  the · 

g round 

On That Dread Day Strange 
Beings Des cended from the 
Hea vens to Paralyze an Entire 

World with Fright ! 

T

HERE was a full-sized riot go
ing on in the classroom when 
the teacher walked in. At first 

the noise was so great that no o n e  
heard him. But once Hari had ac-
cidental ly looked up and caught a 
glimpse of the stern face, the rest ot 
the pupils realized their teacher's 
presence soon enough. They quieted 
down with a suddenness that was 
startling. 

He stared at them grimly for a mo
ment. 

"What is the meaning of this up
roar ?" he demanded. 

Only Hari had the courage to at
tempt an answer. 

"We're being invaded by a race 
from another planet, Teacher, and 
we're defending ourselves.'"' 

"Invaded by a race from another 
planet ?  Where did you ever hear 
such nonsense ?" 

Hari hesitated, and then blurted out 
the news hurriedly. 
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"It was in the newspapers. An 
astronomer saw some objects hurtling 
through space, and he thinks they're 
spaceships, and I had an idea for a 
game-" 

"Oh. So all thi s noise was your 
idea ?" 

"Yes, sir." Hari lowered his eyes. 
"VI ell, I'll think of your punish

ment later. Meanwhile, to the other 
credulous members of this painfully 
ignorant group of would-be scholars, 
let me say a few words." 

Everyone was absolutely quiet, l is
tening. 

"Most of you are too young to re
member any other occasion on which 
a hullabaloo was raised about an inva
sion from another world. My mem
ory, however, stretches back a l ittle 
further than yours. I recall that many 
years ago there were similar rumors, 
followed by panic and tumoil." 

A voice interrupted eagerly. 
"Did it  really happen, Teacher ? 

Were we really invaded ?" 
"Of course not. The whole stsry 

was a hoax, j ust as this story is a hoax. 
That is the point I wish to make. Ac
cordingly, in the future I advise you 
to pay less attention to sensational 
headlines and more to your studies. 

"How do you expect to be intelli
gent, well-informed adults if  you 
don't study now ? Invasion from an
other planet is  a complete impossibil
i ty. That has been proved time and 
again. Do you understand that ? It  
is  a complete impossibility !" 

A row of heads nodded in agree
ment. 

" Now," their teacher ordered, "go 
back to your work." 

Fifteen minutes later, the first news 
of invasion came. 

Every head was bent studiously 
over a difficult problem in physics 
when the keen ears of Lorin, Hari's 
best friend picked up the faint noise 
of a loudspeaker a considerable dis
tance away. He raised his head 
abruptly. 

"Something's happening !"  Lorin 
shouted. "Something important !" 

The teacher scowled. His own hear
ing had become dulled with ag,e, and 
he regarded Lorin's remark only as an 

impertinent attempt to destroy dis
cipline. 

"Young man-" he began. 
A loudspeaker in the school itself 

suddenly began to blare out its mes
sage. 

"Bulletin ! Strange spaceship lands 
at unknown point north of equator ! 
Race from other planet leaves trail 
of ruin and destruction ! Thousands 
feared already dead ! Stand by for 
further news !"  

"But invasion from another world 
has been proved to be impossibl e !" the 
teacher protested blankly. "It has 
been proved- Order, order, come to 
order !"  

No one paid any attention to  him. 
The loudspeaker was repeating its 
message, and from all over the school 
came the voices of excited students. 

The announcer interrupted again. 
"Flash ! Another spaceship lands 

approximately a thousand miles north 
of first ! Others feared coming ! Trail 
of invaders marked by death ! Toll of 
victims mounts into hundreds of thou
sands ! Invaders d estroy means of 
communication, l eaving blasted areas 
isolated !" 

The teacher began repeating to him
self in a hollow voice. 

"It's impossible, it's impossible, it's 
impossible." His face was a mask of 
fear. "It's imposs-" He fell over in 
a dead faint. 

HARI was surprised to d iscover 
that he himself was not afraid. 

He felt instead a sense of exhilaration 
and adventure. No more dull classes, 
no more useless learning, no more 
stupid punishments ! 

Some of the students were almost 
gibbering in their  fright. They didn't 
know what to do, or where to go. Hari 
knew. He would set out to fight the 
i'nvaders-

A voice cut into the first an
nouncer's speech. 

"Official government order. Martial 
law declared. Every available able
bodied man to report for immediate 
service to fight agains t  the invaders. 
Vvomen and children to leave occu
pied areas at once. Reinforcements 
being rushed-" 
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"�. uppcse they <:orne here !" Lorin 
,.,!J ispered excitedly. "Where shall 
\ve go ?" 

"W e'li  stay and fight them !" Hari 
d eclared stoutly. 

"But you heard what the announcer 
said about women and children-" 

"We're no children," replied Hari 
proudly. "We know how to handle 
guns. We'll stay and do our share." 

The mass of  students was moving, 
carrying Hari and Lorin with them. 
Outside the school, the pressure of the 
crowd diminished, and the two boys 
shook themselves free. 

"Where shall we go first ?" Lorin 
asked. 

"We'll see if another ship lands 
near here. If i t  does, we'll stay. I f  
it doesn't-" 

The loudspeaker was blaring again, 
a third voice now speaking. The 
tones were no longer firm and smooth
ly modulated, but anxious, even 
frightened. 

"All men, as well as women and 
children, urr:ed to leave areas at
tacked. I nvaders have powerful n e w  
weapons unknown to our science. Ul
tra-sound ray produces paralysis in 
thousands simultaneously over wide 
region." 

Hari and Lorin l istened, and a 
tremor of fear swept over them as the 
voice went on. 

"Hyp r-light ray produces almost 
immediate blindness. Other weapons 
not yet used, but seem to be held in 
reserve. Government admits helpless
ness, knows of no means of defense." 

"The best way to defend is  to at
tack !"  H ari said fiercely. 

''Suppose they do kill some of  us-" 
There was no question of the an

nouncer's :fright any longer. 
''All our own weapons have proved 

useless. Explosive devices can not 
get near enough to operate. Hand to 
hand -combat out of question. I re
peat, all men, as well as women and 
children, to leave areas attacked. Do 
not try to fight back. It is  useless." 

Hari and Lorin stared at each other. 
"Did you hear that ? . There's noth

ing we can do." 
T h  annou ncer was speaking again, 

b i.:t his voice had become unintelligt· 

ble, and he was replaced. 
"Government experts are working 

on a plan which at present is shrouded 
in secrecy-" 

"That's what they always say," com
mented Lorin. 

"They always say, 'Working fever
ishly,' " Hari agreed. "Listen." 

"The government will put its plan 
into operation at the earliest possible 
moment. Meanwhile, here are further 
facts learned about the invaders. They 
seem to have made complete prepara
tions for taking over our planet. They 
are accompanied by powerful hunting 
animals, presumably to track down in
dividual men and women who mo
mentarily escape their death rays. 

"Men who have seen the invaders 
and escaped report that they are twice 
human size, and completely inhuman 
in form. They seem to be capable of 
no emotion other than that of 
cruelty." 

"W -what do they do?"  Lorin asked. 

IT WAS almost as if  the announcer 
were answering him personally. 

"Several refugees report individu
ally that they have seen the invaders 
devouring dead men. These reports 
are doubted by officials, who do not 
believe the invaders would stop to eat 
in the midst of their task of subjugat
ing our planet. 

"Nevertheless, the theory that the 
invaders regard our race as food-ani
mals has already gained wide cre
dence, and confirmatory facts are 
known." 

"Cannibals !" Lorin shuddered. 
"They're not," replied Hari. "Can

nibals eat their own kind. They eat 
us!" 

"Don't be technical,'' Lorin said. 
"Look, you can do what you want, but 
I 'm not going to run to see these can
nibals ! I 'm going to hide ! "  

' 'You're a coward !" 
"I 'm not ! I 'm sensible ! The gov

ernment orders even men to run away. 
And I 'm not a man, I 'm only a kid !"  

"Since when ?" 
' 'Since I found out they're canni

bals, that's when ! We can't do any
thing to hurt them." 

"VJ e can fight," Hari declared. 
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"It wouldn't do any good. What 
about yourself?"  Lorin demanded. 
"Do you want to be eaten ?" 

"No, but-they won't get me ! "  
"You can't escape from their death 

rays if you're close to them. The best 
thing is to get as far away as possible. 
We're lucky the first two ships landed 
so far south. We'll just have to hope 
there aren't any more." 

"You are a coward-" 
There was a noise like a vast peal 

of thunder, and then a light that 
seared their eyes. The voice on the 
radi o  ceased abruptly. 

"Can that be-" Lorin stammered. 
"I don't know. I hope not !" 
"It's a third spaceship ! And i t  

l anded dose by ! If  they start the 
death rays-" 

They both began to run. Hari 
caught himself, stopped and held on 
to Lorin. The latter boy struggled to 
get away. 

"What are you stopping for ?"  he 
demanded. 

"Because I don't know which way 
to run. In what d irection did the 
ship land ?" 

"I don't know." 
"Then where can we run to ?" 
Lorin's eyes grew moist. 
"I'm scared !"  he said. 
"Don't be a baby ! Be brave l ike 

me ! Be  brave-" 
A low rumbling sound seemed to 

rise up out of the ground and p ene
trate to the very marrow .of their 
bones. For a moment Hari felt as if 
his bra�n were on fire. The noise 
continued for fifteen seconds, twenty, 
twenty-five. 

Hari dug his fingers into his ears, 
but the torture was becoming intoler
able, when the noise suddenly ceased. 
The ringing in his ears died away 
slowly. 

"That must be the Ultra-sound 
ray," Lorin gasped. "If we had been 
closer, we'd be dead now. What can 
we do ?" 

"Which direction did it come 
from ?"  

"Over to  the east." 
"Then we run west !" 
Five minutes later, while they were 

still running, the sound came again, 

but this time from further away, 
weaker, and not so painful. It was a 
full half hour before the boys were 
beyond its reach. 

HARI looked helplessly about him. 
He and Lorin had stopped run

ning because they were tired, not be
cause they felt they were out of dan
ger. Everywhere about them, people 
were moving with feverish haste, some 
merely scurrying back and forth aim
lessly, others keeping steadily in one 
direction, as if they knew where they 
were going. 

A few of these seemingly intelli
gent folks, Hari noticed, were headed 
straight for the invaders. 

The people in flight were of every 
kind. Men, women, chi ldren ; all of 
them had fear in their  eyes, and in 
their faces. Even the infants who 
know nothing else knew enough to be 
afraid. They had caught the feeling 
of panic from their  mothers. 

One man had a bundle filled with all 
sorts of valuables, as well as unneces
sary and absurd obj ects he would be 
sure to throw away later. He had 
packed everything he could lay hands 
on, unreasoning in his fear. 

Another was wearinP' several �uits 
of clothes at the same time, in  the 
hope that i f  he lost everything else, 
he could at least keep his body clad. 
A third, with a fierce expression on 
his face, carried a tiny weapon that 
might have served to kill a small ani
mal, but would have been useless 
against a man. 

"I'll show them," he was mumbling. 
"I'll  sell my life dear." He was most 
scared of all. 

Hari noticed that there were gov
ernment officials in the crowd, men of 
the highest d ignity, still distinguish
able by their uniforms, but otherwise 
no different from the rest. If possible, 
they seemed even more panic�stricken. 
They had forgotten all their duties in 
their desire to flee from the invaders. 

Lorin stared at his companion. 
"I'm tired," he said suddenly. "I  

can't go any further." 
"Vve'll sit down. Nobcdy's stop

ping us." 
"I'm hungry." 
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"Me, too. We'll  get something to 
eat." 

"But we haven't any money." 
"We won't need money. It's no 

good at a time like this." 
They went into a shop. The con

tents were scattered about in wild dis
order, and the owner was gone. They 
glanced quickly at the shelves. There 
was nothing but expensive jewelry. 

"What good is all that j unk ?" ex
claimed Lorin. 

"People keep the craziest things. 
Let's try some place else." 

Further on they discovered a food 
store, but others had discovered it  too, 
and they had a struggle before they 
could eat. 

"What'll we do now ?" Lorin asked 
when they were finished. 

"Keep moving, I guess." 
"Where to ?"  
"Away from the invaders. They 

can't be everywhere. So far as we 
know, there are only three of their 
ships on the whole planet." 

"As far as we know," agreed Lorin. 
"But we don't know very much. The 
first thing they do is  cut the means of 
communication. The announcer said 
so. There .could be a dozen space
ships, and we wouldn't know it." 

"No use worrying about that. I 
wonder what happened to our 
teacher." 

"The sound ray must have got him." 
"I  suppose so." Hari nodded. "And 

j ust about two hours ago, he was say
ing that an invasion was impossible." 

"That j ust shows how much good it 
does you to learn something in 
school." 

There was a short silence. Lorin 
broke it. 

"I wish I knew what happened to 
my father and mother." 

"I  wish I knew what happened to 
mine. But there's no use worrying. 
They must be all r ight. They can run 
faster than we can. A lot faster." 

"Yes, but suppose they stopped to 
look for us ?"  

"Then they'd be  out of luck. But 
I'll  bet they're safe. The only thing 
that bothers me is that they're worried 
about  us ." 

Hari stood up. 

"Do you want to get started again ?" 
he suggested. 

"We may as well." 

A LOUDSPEAKER unexpectedly 
came to l ife. 

"A fifth ship has just landed at some 
unknown spot to the west. Further 
details are not yet at hand. All in
habitants are warned-" 

There came a further repetition of 
the dangers to be expected from the 
Ultra-sound ray, and the Hyper-light 
ray. "To the west !" Hari exclaimed. 
"That's where we were going !"  

"It  seems that we can't run away 
from them, no matter how hard we 
try !"  Lorin said desperately. 

"It seems so. Notice that the an
nouncer said this is the fifth ship. 
That means there's another one unre
ported some place, in addition to the 
one that landed near us." 

"They must have sent a big army. 
Maybe they intend to wipe us all out 
right away." 

Hari shook his head slowly. 
"Not if they want to keep us for 

food animals," he said. 
"I'd rather die now than l ive to be 

eaten later !" 
"Not me. I'm going to stay alive as 

long as I can." 
The crowd around them had grown 

thicker, but people were not moving 
so rapidly. The trouble was, no one 
knew where to go. And everyone was 
afraid to stay where he was. 

Babies were squalling, and that 
made it hard to think, but Hari was 
thinking nevertheless. He had heard 
one of the announcers say something 
about government experts having a 
plan of defense. He wondered 
whether it  was true. Did someone 
really have a plan that might possibly 
work, or was the announcer j ust try
ing to calm the people with soothing 
statements ? 

He spoke to Lorin about it. Lorin 
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. He 
couldn't guess. 

For a whole hour, Hari consoled 
himself with the hope that the gov
ernment had a plan to save them. In 
the end, it was a government spokes
man himself who taught him better. 
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The news came over the broadcasting 
system. 

The government's plan had been to 
send a committee to the invaders, pro
posing complete surrender, provided 
the people's l ives were spared. The 
committee had been greeted by both 
the light and the sound rays, and its 
members had been lucky to get away 
with their l ives. 

Hari and Lorin slept that night in 
an enormous empty house that had 
been deserted by its owners. In the 
morning, Hari felt courage returning, 
but Lorin wa.s more frightened than 
ever. The noise of people moving 
and yelling during the night had kept 
him awake. And once he had heard 
--or imagined that he had heard-the 
distant noise of the sound ray. 

They ate in si lence. And then there 
came the perpetual question. 

"What shall we do next ?"  Lorin 
asked. 

"Let's go back," Hari said abruptly. 
"Go back ? To be eaten ? "  
"Just g o  back. There's no place to  

run to .  And the invaders wil l  be 
coming here soon. If we go back, 
we'll fool them." 

"Some way of fooling them ! By 
running right down their throats !"  

"They won't even see us," Hari de
clared. 

"Suppose they turn on the sound 
ray ? "  

"We'll put something in our ears. 
But maybe if they don't expect us, 
they won't turn it on. And then, 
maybe-" 

"What ?" demanded Lorin expect
antly. 

"We might learn how to conquer 
them. The trouble is that so far, no
body's got close enough to learn their 
weaknesses. Well-there's a job for 
us." 

"You're crazy," scoffed Lorin. "If 
the government couldn't do anything, 
what hope is there for us ? We're only 
a couple of kids." 

"That's a fine way to talk !" Hari 
chided him. "But suppose it's true. 
Maybe we'll be able to succeed where 
men have fai led. If the invaders see 
us, they may figure the way you do
we're only kids, and we can't hurt 

them. We'll see about that!" 
Lorin hesitated. 
"Well, are you coming with me?" 

Hari prodded. 
"I don't want to, but-1 don't want 

to be left alone, either. All right, I'll 
go along." 

THEY started on the way back, 
slowly and cautiously. Practically 

everyone had deserted the invaded 
area by now. As the boys walked 
along they met only a few people who 
had been stunned by the sound ray 
and had re·covered. After an hour's 
walking, they no longer met even such 
people as these. 

They had been proceeding steadily 
for several hours before they realized 
a peculiar thing. Despite the inva
sion, nothing had been touched. 
Houses, fields, roads, all were un
harmed .  Only the people had been 
affected by the destroying rays. 

It was Hari who pointed this out. 
Lorin stared about him. 

"You're right," he admitted. "What 
does it  mean ?" 

"It  may mean that they'll want to  
live here themselves. Or else, after 
they've won mastery, they'll let us 
come back. In either case, they must 
be great scientists, to be able to d irect 
their weapons so skilfully." 

"It isn't good sense for us to get 
too dose to them," Lorin said nerv
ously. 

"Oh, they're not worried about us. 
They don't even suspect that we 
exist." 

They kept on, more cautiously than 
ever. And then, unexpectedly, they 
saw the invader. 

It was evident that he hadn't seen 
them. Hari shuddered to think of 
what would have happened if he had. 
As the broadcasts had reported, the 
invaders were g iants, at least twice 
the stature of an ordinary man, and 
between three and four times the 
height of Hari and Lorin. 

This one had a face that was a hor
rible parody of  human countenance. 
There were two cold and glittering 
eyes, a cruel slit of a mouth, and a 
jaw so firm that it seemed to be made 
of some hard rock. 
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Hari thought he could feel  Lorin 
trembling at his side. Then he reali
ized that i t  was he himself who was 
shivering. 

The invader was walking with giant 
strides in their general direction. 
Suddenly he paused and seemed to be 
l istening. Hari, afraid to move for 
fear of attracting his attention, held 
his breath. 

Then the Hyper-light ray flashed 
on. It was the first Hari had seen of 
it. It  swept in a vast circle in which 
the invader's body occupied the cen
ter. As it  hit his eyes, Hari, with 
difficulty, suppressed a cry of pain. 
He dropped to the ground, Lorin be
side him. 

The light ray swept on over them, 
to cease as unexpectedly as it had ap
peared. The invader turned and 
strode gigantically away. 

Hari began to rise to his feet and 
thought better of it. 

"Let's get out of here," Lorin said. 
"We've gone this far, we might just 

as well go a l ittle farther." 
They crept forward. In the far dis

tance, a gigantic silver object re
flected the sunlight from its gleaming 
sides. 

"The spaceship !" Hari exclaimed. 
"Let's go back !" 
Hari paid him no attention. Lorin 

was afraid, but he would get over that. 
In the meantime, they would be learn
ing about the invaders, picking up bits 
of the information needed to over
come them. Hari already had an idea. 
If they could get close enough with
out being discovered-

"Stop !" Lorin whispered with sud
den fierceness. 

"What's the matter now ?" 
"We're being watched ! Those 

eyes-" 
Two great eyes were staring out at 

the boys from the underbrush. Hari 
made out vaguely the doglike body be
hind the eyes ; black, muscular, and 
with an appearance of supple power 
that frightened him more than he 
would let Lorin know. But this ani
mal was certainly no giant. 

"It looks dangerous, but- Why, 
it isn't nearly as big as we are ! If i t  
attacks us, we can fight it off-I hope." 

"Don't you remember what the an-

nouncer said ? It's a hunting animal ! 
It won't attack us. It will point us 
out to the invaders. They'll be sure 
to get us now !"  Lorin gasped. 

"Don't be so scared, and don't give 
up yet. The first invader went away. 
Maybe there aren't any others 
around." 

BOTH boys stared back at the two 
great eyes. 

"I can't stand this," Lorin whis
pered, his teeth chattering. "In an
other minute I'm afraid I'll run." 

"I feel the same way," Hari gulped. 
"There's only one thing to do." 

"What's that ?" 
"Run toward it, not away from it. 

Maybe i t's scared of us, too. Come 
on !"  

Together they rose from the ground 
and dashed at the miniature monster, 
just as if they hadn't been ready to die 
of fear. I t  backed up slightly, roared 
unexpectedly, and then turned and 
ran. 

"VI e're in luck," Hari said, panting. 
"Now let's get away from here, before 
i t  can return, bringing the invaders 
with it." 

To Lorin's dismay, he pressed for
ward again. 

"You're too brave for your own 
good- and mine," Lorin muttered an
grily. 

There was a distant rumble, as of an 
Ultra-sound ray far off. They put their 
hands to their ears, but that d idn't 
help at all. The vibration seemed to 
penetrate their bodies, piercing its 
way to every bone and muscle. 

Then the paralyzing vibrations died 
away. The boys kept on moving until 
Hari froze to the ground. 

"More invaders !" he exclaimed. 
There were half a dozen of them 

this time. The group of giants was 
more frightening than anything Hari 
and Lorin could have imagined. The 
overwhelming effect of all those cruel 
faces together was something that had 
to be seen to be appreciated. 

A sound ray played over the boys, 
torturing tlu�m again. The invaders 
looked up as it was trained on their 
own great bodies, and then disre
garded i t .  

"Did you notice that ?"  Lorin whis-
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pered. "It doesn't seem to hurt them." 
"That's bad. I had an idea for some

thing, and now i t's useless." 
"What was your idea?" Lorin 

quavered. 
"I planned to steal their sound-ray 

projector and turn it against them. 
But if they're not vulnerable to it-" 

"Maybe we can hurt them with the 
Hyper-light ray." 

"We'll have to see if we can steal a 
projector from the spaceship. Per
haps it  i sn't well guarded." 

The giant invaders had turned and 
were walking toward their ship. And 
then Hari came face to face once more 
with the hunting animal he had pre
viously frightened away. 

It roared at him, and opened a mouth 
in which huge teeth glistened with 
terrifying effect. But Hari wasn't 
s o much afraid of the teeth. He was 
frightened lest the invaders hear and 
approach. 

Apparently, they were too far away. 
Hari took a step forward, and the ani
mal leaped at him. 

Hari sidestepped, and as the black 
body went hurtling past, the boy 
turned and threw himself upon it. 
The animal squirmed out from under 
him, roared again and leaped once 
more. 

This time it  grazed Hari's shoul
der, throwing him off balance. He 
staggered aside, but as he did so, his 
fist caught the animal a blow between 
its huge eyes. 

It drew back, roared this time as if 
in pain, and slunk away. 

Lorin shook his head with awe. 
"You've got more nerve-and more 

luck-" 
"Come on !" ordered Hari. "Don't 

waste time talking." And they pressed 
forward again toward the ship. 

It loomed a short distance ahead of 
them, growing larger with every step 
they took. They could see an open
ing in its side, and the figures of the 
invaders walking in and out. A beam 
of l ight shone from the opening. 

Hari had apparently lost all sense of 
fear. He approached so close to the 
giant figures that he could see the ex
pressions on their faces. B ut he didn't 
dare look at them for very long. They 
were too frightening. I n s t e a d  he 

turned his attention to the Hyper
l ight ray projectors that each of them 
carried at his  belt. 

If he could only lay his hands on 
one ! 

HARI was sorry as he watched that 
be had not brought a weapon 

along. The invaders wore very l ittle 
armor, and as far as he could tell they 
would have been easily vulnerable. It 
was j ust as he had imagined. If every
body hadn't been frightened and run 
off, the government might have found 
a way to deal with the invasion. All 
the officials would have needed was a 
few brave men. 

Lorin was tugging at Hari's arm. 
He was more scared than ever, and 
wanted to get away. B ut Hari kept 
his eyes on the l ight-ray projectors. 
If only he could secure one-

Then, as if  by a miracle, i t  happened. 
One of the projectors slipped from an 
invader's belt and fell softly to the 
ground, where i t  lay disregarded. The 
invader turned carelessly and walked 
away. 

"Don't let them see you !" Lorin 
whispered desperately. 

But Hari no longer felt the need for 
caution. He ran forward and d ived 
for the projector. It was a compact 
instrument, small but heavy. There 
was a metal stud at one end. A slight 
pressure on this, and the l ight ray 
would spring into existence. 

Hari heard a low cry of alarm from 
Lorin. The invader had discovered 
the loss of his proj ector, and was re
turning to look for it. Hari glanced 
up, saw the expression of surprise on 
the cruel face, and almost fell to the 
ground. The invader had caught sight 
of him ! 

There was a fraction of a second in  
which the invader stood motionless, as 
if stunned. Hari pressed the stud, and 
the Hyper-light ray caught the giant 
in the eyes. He staggered back, as i f  
blinded. Hari turned o ff  the l ight and 
sprang away. 

He and Lorin went racing through 
the tangled paths in a mad effort to 
escape. As long as the sound ray 
wasn't turned on, they had a chance. 
After them came the invade.r. The 
blindness had been only momentary. 
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And then to their ears came the sound 
of other invaders joining in the search, 
and a long-drawn roar-

It was the hunting beast. Even be
fore they saw it, they recognized the 
sound. The beast bounded ahead of 
them, its great eyes blazing, and 
roared again. The two boys came to 
a frightened stop. They turned, and 
saw the invader almost on top of them. 
Lorin screamed, and ran straight at 
the beast, which moved aside. 

Hari had foolishly turned to fight. 
He had switched the Hyper-light ray 
on again. But this time the invader 
was prepared for it. With one arm he 
protected his eyes. With the other, 
he reached out and seized Hari around 
the middle. 

In one horrified glance, Lorin saw 
Hari being lifted from the ground, his 
face contorted with terror. He saw the 
cruel mouth of the invader open, 
caught sight of the glistening teeth, 
the slavering jaws-and ran as he had 
never run before. Behind him, urg
ing him on, came the roars of the 
disappointed invaders. 

* * * * * 

How Lorin got a w a y , he never 
knew. The hunting beast must have 
been unable to follow his trail on this 
unfamil iar planet. Besides, even for 
a boy, Lorin was moving very rapidly. 
Two hours later, his pace had slowed 
down to a feeble walk, but he was still 
fleeing. He was taking no chances. 

Later that day, he encountered fa
miliar faces. They were those of the 
schoolmates he had known in that 
long-gone time before the invasion
one whole day before, in fact. Lorin 
told them of how he had seen Hari 
eaten alive, and they all shuddered. 
One or two of the most venturesome 
had played with the idea of sneaking 
back and taking a look at the invaders. 
They gave it up quickly enough. 

Some semblance of order was begin
ning to appear out of the confusion. 
The government was making plans, 
not for surrender this time. The in
vaders were apparently unwilling for 
some reason to venture out of the 
territory they had already occupied. 
The government was wi lling to leave 

them there, while it prepared slowly 
and methodically for a counterat
tack. 

LORIN passed the days in aimless 
fashion. With no school to at

tend, and no duties to perform, he 
didn't know what to do with himself. 
He poked his nose everywhere, saw 
everyone, listened to everything-and 
was bored. 

He missed Hari. If his companion 
had been less reckless, he would have 
been still al ive. Lorin's eyes misted 
over whenever he thought of him. 

It was a week later that Lorin heard 
a voice. It came over a broadcasting 
system, and that in i tself was not sur
prising, for the government had 
rapidly restored the � means of com
munication. But this was not a 
government broadcast. And the voice 
was something Lorin had never ex
pected to hear again. It was Hari's 
voice. 

"Hello, everybody," Hari said. "Es
pecially Pop and Mom, and Lorin. I 
am broadcasting from the invaders' 
camp. 

"I should explain first of all that 
they are not really invaders. They are 
j ust visitors here, and they are sur
prised that we got into such a panic 
about them. They didn't destroy our 
communications system. The broad
casting people j ust got scared and ran 
away. 

"I was captured a week ago, and 
have been busy learning to understand 
these visitors ever since then. I do 
not know all the w o r d s of their 
language yet, but I have learned 
enough to realize that we were wrong 
in what we thought. 

''They tell me that I have picked 
up their language quickly. That, I 
have explained to them, is due partly 
to the fact that with our people, chil
dren are a 1 m o s t as intelligent as 
adults, although much smaller. Part
ly it is  due to the fact that I am ex
ceptionally bright." 

("That's Hari, all right," thought 
Lorin. "Conceited as ever.") 

"I must explain first about the Ultra
sound ray. They had no intention of 
hurting us. They set it  up merely as a 
loud speaker system, to communicate 
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with us. But it seems that our lan
guage is at so high a pitch as to be 
inaudible to their ears-and their lan
guage is  so low as to seem to us like 
unpleasant and dangerous vibrations. 

"They understand the difficulty now 
and will not broadcast the sound ray 
any more. When they speak to us, 
they will raise the sound p itch as they 
have done in my case. 

"As for the Hyper-light ray, that 
wasn't meant to be harmful, either. It  
appears that the light on our planet is  
too dim for the visitors to see by. Be
sides, it is mostly at wavelengths be
low their limits of vision. A strong 
l ight in what they consider the visible 
range happens to blind our sensitive 
eyes. They will be careful not to blind 
us in the future. 

"They tell me that these rays of 
theirs may have paralyzed or blinded 
our people temporarily, but that they 
have not come across one case of 
death. That should prove to any doubt
ful persons that they are not really 
trying to invade our planet." 

Hari paused, to let his words sink in. 
"The reason they came in five ships 

is that they have already had experi
ence in space travel. They have in
vestigated the planets nearest them, 
those closest to the sun. As it is a 
long trip from their home planet to 
ours, they were anxious not to waste 
time in shuttling back and forth, so 
they sent five ships on the first expedi
tion. 

"If my friend, Lorin, is  l istening, I 
want to let him know that he made a 
terrible  mistake in  thinking that the 
beast we ran across was a hunting 
animal . It is only a pet, and our visi
tors brought it  along for purposes of 
companionship. I myself was never 
deceived about it for a moment." 

("Liar !" exclaimed Lorin.) 

"The visitors do not eat our race. 
That is  another mistake that some 
people made about them, but I did not. 
They brought their own food. 

"If Lorin thinks he saw one of our 
visitors about to eat me, that is because 
Lorin was too e x c i t e d to think 
straight. The visitor was merely 
bringing me closer, to get a better look 
at me in the dim light. He had his 
mouth open in a grin, and what seemed 
to be a roar was just a laugh of amuse
ment at finding me unafraid of him." 

("Oh, what a l iar !")  

DARI went on imperturbably. 
"I have learned the names of 

many things in our visitors' language. 
The supposed hunting animal is actu
ally a type of cat. The visitors them
selves are remarkably like Homo sa
piens, which means 'men.' It is  true 
that they have very big features and 
great, powerful bodies, and they differ 
in other ways also. 

"But they do not seem so horrible 
in appearance, once we get rid of our 
false ideas about them. In fact, they 
are not altogether unpleasant looking. 
We seem to them l ike midgets. Their 
planet is Venus, ours is Earth.'' 

("Why don't people stay home on 
their own planets, where they be
long ?" Lorin muttered.) 

"I shall tell a great deal more in my 
next broadcast. R ight now, the visi
tors want to talk to me, because they 
rely a great deal on my judgment. 
Meanwhile, I want to say only that we 
have been the victims of a very foolish 
misunderstanding, and t h a t  this 
wouldn't have happened if everybody 
had been brave and clever like me, and 
hadn't given way to panic. Lorin can 
tell you that I wasn't frightened." 

("What a l iar," said Lorin bitterly. 
"What a liar !")  
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CHAPTER I 
The Mail Robberies 

SU P E R I N T E N
DENT HAMIL
TON r e a c h e d  

for his telephone. 
"This is Conductor 

Burton, of Number 
Twenty-eight, speak
ing from B radford. 
The mail car was 
r o b b e d  somewhere 
b e t w e e n  h e r e  a n d  

Ridgedale. Registered mail gone. Am 
holding car for your orders." 

"Sidetrack and guard the car," came the 
order. "Call the Bradford police. I will 
be right over on Number Thirty-one." 

Superintendent Hamilton banged the re
ceiver at the hook and glared at the offend
ing telephone. The third mail robbery in 
two months, and neither the local police, 
railroad detectives, nor the postoffice in
spectors had found a single clue. 

Number Thirty-one was a fast mail, mak
ing only two stops in the run from Ridge
dale to B radford. Registered mail placed 
on the train at Ridgedale had somehow 
vanished into thin air before reaching Brad
ford. 

At neither of the two intermediate 
stops had the B radford mail been handled 
by the clerks and the train had pounded 
out her average of fifty miles an hour be
tween stops with not even a slow-up. 

After the first robbery, a mail clerk had 
been arres'ted as the only one who could 
possibly have handled the mail. At the 
second robbery the clerk alternating with 
him was in charge of the car. Pursuing 
their thought that the mail clerks must be 
the culprits, the inspectors arrested him as 
the perpetrator of the second theft and a 
possible accomplice in the first. 

Thus it stood when Hamilton reached 
B radlord, where he found the mail car 
sidetracked and the police on guard. He 
was greeted rather brusquely by the in
spector in charge : 

"Isn't it a rather high-handed proceeding 
to order the United States mail held up. I 
have taken the responsibility of forwarding 
the mail, transferring it under police in
spection. l am confident no clues were 
destroyed by so doing." 

"Have you found anything ?" 
"The car itself is being examined now. 

But ·so far we have found not a scrap of 
evidence except a bit of mud on the side 

sill, as though someone had climbed into 
the car with muddy feet." 

"That may help." 
"Maybe. Maybe not." 

AFTER a consultation between Hamil
ton, the inspector and the police, the 

clerk, who had been put through a severe 
grilling, was released. The other two 
clerks also were exonerated, as they were 
obviously innocent of the series of rob
beries. 

Perplexed and not a little disturbed over 
the situation, Hamilton returned to his of
fice. By the time he reached his desk his 
decision was made. 

"There is only one man who can handle 
our end of this case-Detective Crane, of 
New York." 

A telegram was promptly sent and a re
ply as promptly received. Two days later 
Detective Crane walked into Superintend
ent Hamilton's office. 

"I've heard of you, Mr. Crane, and be
lieve that with your wide experience you 
can help us out on a mighty tough proposi
tion." 

"I'll b e  glad to do what I can, but cut 
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the science fiction devotees of today and 
tomorrow. 
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TLING STO R I ES, 1 0  East 40th St., New 
York, N. Y. All suggestions are more than 
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Those In t h e  car were l o o k i n g  
st r a i g ht before tl1e m ,  reve a l i n g  
n o t  t h e  s l i g h te s t  s i g n  o f  m o -

t i o n ,  o r  breat h i ng 

out the 'Mr-' To most of my friends, I'm 
just Crane." 

"All right, Crane," laughed Hamilton, 
"we'll get down to business." 

Hamilton went over the situation brief
ly, but there was little he could really tell. 
For some time Crane stared thoughtfully 
at the floor. 

"Now let's sum up. Three times your 
mail car has been robbed. In every one 
of the three robberies there has been a spe
cially valuable shipment. Mail clerks ar
rested, with no effect on robberies. No 
one entered the car who didn't belong there, 
and no chance between stations to board 
trains. Absolutely no clues except a bit of 
mud. That sums it up." 

"Just about. I can think of nothing 
else." 

"All right. Now let's get a little more 
detailed information. Exactly what were 
these valuable shipment s ? "  

"All I know is that t h e  registered mail 
was unusually heavy." 

thing funny there. Any special guards ?" 
"No." 
"And with two robberies, one after the 

other, you mean to say you took no special 
precautions against a third ? "  

"Well, both clerks were in jail and they 
brought another from a distant division. 
The first two might have been in it, to
gether, but hardly the third, who was on 
the car at the last robbery." 

"That may be true. Got the men shad
owed ? "  

"No. They have a l l  b e e n  transferred to 
other divisions." 

"How about the car, itself ? What type 
is  it, blind ends ? "  

"It's a n  older-type car, platform and 
doors at each end." 

"Doors locked ?" 
"No. The end doors were unlocked, and 

on the trip when the last robbery occurred 
the clerk says the side doors were open 
for ventilation. It was a hot day." 

"And that's the trip when you found 
mud on the side sil l ? "  "Did y o u  know, beforehand, this heavy 

mail was coming ?" ''Yes." 
"How about 

Some- came hom ? "  
109 

"No." 
"Humph ! And the robbers did. 

that mud ?  Find where it 



"It's been analyzed by a chemist and 
several geologists have examined it. All 
agree it is a common clay that occurs all 
through this section. It might have come 
from anywhere." 

"Clerks didn't have mud on their shoes, 
did they ? "  

"No. And they all swore up and down 
that no one entered the car who didn't have 
a right to be there. There were no stops 
between stations and, anyway, an outside 
gang couldn't hold up the car without some 
show of force." 

"No ? W ell, apparently, they did. And 
now then, when is the next robbery coming 
o ff ? "  

"When i s  the-WHAT ?" 
"Well," laughed Crane, "let's put it this 

way : When is the next big shipment due ? 
The next robbery will occur right then." 

"If they stick to schedule, there won't be 
another for a month. But in two weeks 
the First National B ank of Ridgedale will 
make a special shipment of money. They 
will furnish their own guard." 

"Good I Can you get the chief of police 
over here ? "  

"Yes, I'll call him now." 

FIFTEEN minutes later the chief had 
arrived and the introductions were over. 

"Now, Chief, I have evidently pumped 
Superintendent Hamilton dry, but there are 
a few little points which maybe you can 
clear up." 

"Fire ahead." 
"B esides the mail clerks, is there any

one you can think of who could have had 
any possible connection with the rob
beries ? "  

"No. I n  t h e  two months since the first 
affair we have thoroughly investigated 
everyone who had anything to do with that 
car and cannot find a shred of evidence. 
It's the most mystifying case I ever heard 
of. Three times that car has been robbed 
in broad daylight. How ? "  

"That's what I ' m  here to find out, Chief. 
Assume, for the moment, that one of the 
clerks is guilty. In at least one case the 
side doors of the car were open. It  would 
be a simple matter to toss a package 
through the doorway to a confederate at 
some point along the right of way. Can 
you think of anyone who could have been 
that confederate ? Now think carefully, 
Chief. Valuables like that don't disap
pear into the underworld without showing 
up again, somewhere." 

Brows knitted in thought, the chief 
drummed with his fingers on the desk. 

"I have it ! Spider Morgan." 
"And who, may I ask, is Spider Mor

gan ?" 
"He is a budding young crook who bids 

fair to become an expert if he keeps on. 
W e  have had him up several times, for 
petty thefts. For the past two or three 
weeks he has been specially flush with 
money, but as he hasn't pulled off a job 
for some time, we have nothing to hold 
him on. We have, however, kept an eye 
on him, though he is not being actually 
shadowed. He could not have been con
nected with the last robbery, anyway." 
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"Why not ?" 
"B ecause he was somewhere in the city 

at the time." 
"What do you mean-'somewhere in the 

city' ? Don't you know exactly where he 
was ?" 

"We know his whereabouts except for 
one interval of about half an hour." 

"What time was that ? "  
" Between eleven and eleven-thirty." 
"Where was the train at that time, Ham-

ilton ?" 
"Left here on time at eleven-two. 

Reached Bradford on time, at eleven
forty." 

"Where was Spider at eleven ? Near 
the station?" 

"No. In a billiard parlor a mile away." 
"Humph ! That certainly lets him out 

from actual participation in the robbery. 
And we don't know that it actually oc
curred between here and Bradford. But
Spider disappears at the same time the 
train leaves the city. It  may be sheer 
coincidence-probably is-but the ques
tion of his whereabouts is worth investi
gating. Yes, I have a hunch that Mr. 
Spider Morgan will bear watching." 

"Now, Chief, I have a plan and I want 
your help. When the First National makes 
its shipment two weeks from now, I am 
going on the car with it. M eanwhile I 
should like to have you put a shadow on 
Spider Morgan. Start now and hold him 
day and night, till I give the word to let 
go." 

"Okay, Mr. Crane. We'll do it." 
"And you, Hamilton, I'll depend on you 

to make arrangements with the First Na
tional to have me go with the shipment." 

And in this commonplace manner was 
started the most amazing case D etective 
Crane had ever encountered. 

C HAPTER I I  

The Fou1·th Robbery 

TWO weeks later No. 28 left Ridgedale 
for Bradford, with D etective Crane in 

the express car. By agreement with the 
police chief, known only to the latter and 
Detective Crane, to prevent any possible 
leakage, arrangements were made with the 
bank, at the very last moment before train 
time, to ship the money in an ordinary day 
coach of the following train, an "accommo
dation." 

Several plain-clothes men were scat
tered through the car. A bogus package, 
with marked bills, was carried from the 
bank under guard and placed in the safe 
of the express car. Crane, known to the 
clerks in the car as the bank messenger, 
was given the combination of the safe and 
full authority to take any measures he 
saw fit. 

H e  decided to take no chances. As the 
train pulled out of Ridgedale, he opened 
the safe and personally inspected the pack
age. It  had certainly not been tampered 
with at the beginning of the journey. 
During the short run to the first stop, the 
e"press and mail clerks approached the 
safe only under Crane's watchful eyes. 



He again opened the safe as the train 
left the station. The package was still 
intact. The same precautions were taken 
on the run to Riverside, as during the 
first part of the trip. Riverside was the 
last stop before Bradford, and Crane felt 
that the crisis was approaching. At the 
station he. kept his eyes on the package all 
the time the safe was open and felt a dis
tinct relief as the door clanged shut. 

The train swung out across the switches 
and he opened the door for his usual in
spection. The next stop was Bradford and 
he knew they would make an average speed 
of fifty miles an hour till the end of the 
run. 

Leaving the safe door open, he sat down 
on a box and looked at the package. 

The danger points of the two stations 
were passed and nothing had happened. 
The theory of tossing the package out of 
the door to a confederate could neither 
be proved nor dispr.oved while he was in 
the car. But it had been only a surmise 
on his part and he hardly felt it was the 
right solution. 

What other solutions remaine d ?  Since 
the train had not been held up to perpe
trate the robberies, Crane was at a loss to 
proceed for further light on the mystery. 
Settling back on the box, he leaned against 
the side of the .car, near th.e ope11 door, 
letting a cool wind blow across his fore
head. The tension was over and he began 
to relax. 

Glancing around the car, he noted that 
the clerks were busy at one end. Again 
fixing -his eyes on the package, he thought 
to himself that the whole elaborate plan 
had been for nothing. The trap had failed 
to spring and he was no nearer a solution. 

But suddenly, with eyes bulging with 
amazement, he . stared at the safe. The 
package was gone! 

With the train thundering along at sixty 
miles an hour, no one near the safe but 
himself, it had literally vanished in the 
wink of an eye. One second it  was there. 
The next instant-gone !  B efore his very 
eyes the fourth robbery had occurred, and 
he knew no more of what happened than he 
did about the other side of the moon ! 

In one jump he reached the safe, pulling 
the signal cord to stop the train as he 
leaped. Carefully, methodically, he exam
ined the safe and the whole surrounding 
region of the car. The package had van
ished as though it had never existed. 

By this time the train had ground its 
wheels to a stop, and the crew were run
ning forward. Swiftly Crane gave his or
ders. Two men climbed to the roof and 
searched the train from engine to tail
lights, poking into the overhang of the 
ventilators and peering down between the 
cars. Two more went through the cars, 
searching aisles, seats and vestibules and 
calming the nervous passengers. 

pected to find by this performance was:1't 
quite clear, even to himself, but he didn't 
find it. Finally, calling in the flagman who 
had gone back when the train stopped. 
the "highball" was given and the inter
rupted trip resumed . . . .  

Four men were gathered in the office of 
the chief of police. They were the chief 
himself, Hamilton, Crane and Post-office 
Inspector Saunders, who had been follow
ing Spider Morgan. Crane felt the ten
sion in the air. Hamilton looked at him 
coldly, but the only remark he made was : 

"It's a good thing we sent the money on 
the local. It  got through." 

The chief was sizing him up with a coG!, 
level gaze, and Crane could feel his scorn 
for the "famous detective" who had al
lowed a robbery to occur under his very 
nose. 

The chief's voice snapped through the 
tense stillness : 

"Well, Crane, out with it." 
Crane told his story from start to finish 

withput interruption. Wl:len he ended the 
chief's eyes were snapping. Suddenly he 
darted his finger straight at Crane. 

"If it wasn't for your well-known repu
tation, young man, I should say you had 
been asleep. Inspector Saunders, would 
you enlighten us by telling what you have 
found ?" 

"Yesterday m o r n i n g Spider Morgan 
didn't leave his lodging house till ten 
q'clock. He went to a cheap lunchroom 
and took his time about breakfast. When 
he finished, he walked leisurely across the 
city to Sullivan Park and hung around 
there till a man came along in a car and 
picked him up." 

"What time was that ? "  
" A  couple of minutes before eleven." 
The chief and Hamilton glanced at each 

other. 
"I expected from what information you 

gave me, Chief, I might have to make a 
run for it, so I had a car with me. It was 
a powerful car, but I had the time of my 
life keeping behind Spider, even though I 
let her out, good and plenty. They went 
straight back into the hj_lls, and from the 
start maintained a fifty-mile speed. They 
were heading up for that range of hills 
that runs between here and B radford, and 
stoppfi!d at an old deserted farmhouse on 
Panther Mountain." 

"Just a minute," broke in Crane. "How 
far is this Panther Mountain farmhouse 
from the railroad ? "  

"It's t e n  miles from t h e  point where the 
train was robbed," snapped the chief, "so 
you can cut Spider Morgan out of your 
calculations." 

" Both men went into the house," con
tinued Saunders. "I timed them and it 
was exactly eleven-ten. Then minutes 
later they came out with another man. 
All three got into the car and started back 
here. They dropped Spider at the Park 

....,RANE and the conductor, starting at and he made straight for a lunchroom. I 
'-.! the cowcatcher, searched the engine was hungry myself and went in right be
and running gear of the train. Then, joined hind him. H e  handed a hill to the cashier. 
by the rest of the crew, they combed the It  was a large one and she couldn't change 
track and adjoining ground for fully half it. She showed it  to me, as I was right 
a mile behind. Exactly what Crane ex- behind Spider, and asked if I could. I 
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changed it for her and-" 
"Go on." 
" Here it is." 
The chief took the bill and glanced at 

it.  Then his jaw dropped. It  was a 
marked bill from the bogus package ! 

LI K E  a burst of machine-gun fire came 
a rain of questions from the chief, 

striving, with all the skill of the trained 
inquisitor, to penetrate the minds of the 
two men and get to the bottom of their 
stories. Through the sledge-hammer bloys 
of his inquiry they stuck to their guns. 
Finally from sheer exhaustion, he stopped. 

Slowly the incredible truth filtered into 
their minds. During the ten-minute in
terval while the suspects were in the farm
house, the train, ten miles away and run
ning at top speed, had been robbed ! And 
Spider Morgan had left the house with 
part of the loot in his possession ! 

Hamilton was the first to break the tense 
silence. With a look of awe, almost of 
fear in his eyes, he gripped the chair till 
his knuckles went white. 

"My God ! What kind of an infernally 

back to his office from lunch, a rough
looking man accosted him. 

"Gimme a quarter, M i ster ; I'm starv.in'." 
Hamilton ignored him, but the man per

sisted and finally became such a nuisance 
that Hamilton called an officer, who led 
him away, protesting and threaten.ing. 

Early in the afternoon Hamilton lifted 
his telephone receiver and found the chief, 

. himself, on the wire. 
"That man you had arrested this noon 

insists on seeing you." 
"I don't want to see him, Chief. I'm 

pretty busy. But seeing it's you, I'll come 
over." 

On arriving at the jail the man greeted 
him with this astonishing piece of infor
mation : 

"Spider says I'm the stupidest pal he 
ever had." 

Hamilton stared at him angrily, then : 
"By Jove, if it-" 
With a quick motion to his lips the man 

silenced him, and the chief caught on. 
Motioning the guard to withdraw, he led 
the way to his own private office. 

hellish combination are we up against, any- SINKING into a chair, the man wearily 
way ? "  drew his hand across his forehead. The 

The four men stared from one to the chief stepped to a cabinet and got some 
other. Finally Crane rose, shaking him- brandy. 
self as if to break a spell. "Here, drink this, Crane, you're all in." 

"The only way to fight that combina- "Thanks, Chief. That's better. I've 
tion," he said slowly, "is from the inside." been leading a dog's life, but I think it's 

A few days later Spider Morgan was worth it. We're up against something big. 
arrested and given a ten-day sentence for D on't ask me what it  is-I don't know. 
vagrancy. Not a word was said about the It seems, as we expected, that Spider is a 
robberies. He was thrown into a cell with member of a gang. The head of this gang 
a dirty, miserable bum for a cellmate. It is  known to the members only as 'The 
was no new experience for Spider, and Boss.' No one knows wh_o he is or any
the bum was evidently enjoying his chance thing about him. Spider says they rarely 
to sleep in the peace and quietude of the see him, unless a job is bbng pulled off. 
jail. Then he takes personal charge. 

For some hours Spider regarded his "The first thing I did after leaving the 
sleeping companion, thoughtfully, but after jail, was to look up Spider. Told him I 
administering a few tentative kicks in the was a stranger here. B een kicked off a 
ribs he gave up his overtures at com- freight train and landed in the cell where 
panionship as a bad job. Throughout the he found me. H e  took me in charge right 
next day and the rest of the ten-day term away and we have been good pals ever 
it  was the same. When the bum wasn't since. About three weeks ago he per
sleeping he wasn't talking, either. suaded the Boss to accept me as a mem-

In spite of all Spider's attempts at con- ber of the gang. I kicked. Said train 
versation he elicited nothing bt:tt an occa- robberies were not in iny line. But he 
sional grunt or monosyllable. When his laughed and said it  was a dead cinch the 
release came, he felt he had never had so way the gang pulled 'em off. 
un_communicative a cellmate· in all his "When I asked him why, he shut up. 
prison experience. Said there was some secret about it. No 

The day after Spider took the air, the one knew but the Boss. The members of 
bum was also released. His dirty, ragged the gang know only enough to make them 
possessions, such as they were, had been work together. Anyway"-and Crane 
returned to him and he stood at the gate, laughed for the first time-"he says the 
an unkempt figure, suddenly eyeing the Boss wants me in the gang because I can 
passersby. Finally, with an inarticulate keep my mou.th shut. Spider says I'll fit 
grunt, he jerked his cap down over his in right there, as I'm the stupidest pal he 
eyes and slunk down the street. And no ever had. 
one could have recognized that slouching ''It's about time we roped 'em in. The 
figure as D etective Crane. Boss smelled a rat when Spider was ar-

For many days, several weeks in fact, no rested after the last robbery and that's 
word was received from Crane. Then, by why they have been laying low. But I 
some mysterious means of underworld think he's only waiting now for another 
communication, he got through to Hamil- good haul. I suggest we bait a trap with 
ton a message that he was making prog- something he can't resist. Stage a ship
ress, but was being constantly watched ment of diamonds from some jewelry firm. 
and it was very difficult to communicate. Suit yourself about whether they are real 

A few days later, as Hamilton walked or paste." 
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"Well," laughed the chief, "if you're in 
the car,  I'll  make 'em paste." 

"So b e  it. As a member of the gang, I'll  
take part in the robbery. I t's up to you, 
Chief, to cover us and nab the whole gang 
on a signal from me. And say, Hamilton, 
I owe you an apology !" 

" Cut it out.  I understand, perfectly." 
"You don't know the half of it .  It seems 

a would-be member of the gang is under 
constant scrutiny till he proves himself in 
the first holdup. That's the only way I 
could get to you and avoid suspicion. 
The B oss is running no chances, I tell 
you." 

C HAPTER I I I  

The Boss 

AS THE train pulled out of Ridgedale 
with a shipment of diamonds, three 

men left Sullivan Park in an auto, and �ook 
the road leading into the )?ills. The three 
men were Crane, Spider Morgan and a man 
whom Cr�J;le now knew as "Bud" Hanson, 
an expert safecracker. 

pointed to the door---":f you tlo nut w: .,J: 
to accept these terms you are absolutely 
free to walk out that door and go. D e 
cide ! "  

"Phew," thought Crane to himself. "I'm 
letting myself in for more than I bar
gained for. This R oss must be infernally 
s·urc of himself to let me walk out that 
do01" scot free after what has already been 
divulged. All the more reason for getting 
at the bottom of this mystery." 

"I'll  join," he said curtly. 
The Boss turned to Spider and nodded. 

Spider and his companions left the room, 
returning immediately with four curious 
contrivances. They were metal cylinders, 
or tanks, each roughly a foot in diameter 
by two and a half feet long. Attached to 
each tank was a sort of harness of metal 
straps, ending in a mask which could be 
put over the face. 

Each tank was securely fastened to the 
back of one of the men, like a pack, the 
cylinder standing vertically between the 
shoulder blades. At first glance Crane 
thought they were filled with compressed 
air, or gas, possibly a form of oxygen tank 
for opening the safe. B ut, as his own tank 
settled into place against his back, it felt 
heavy, as though it contained machinery. 

Crane looked off across the city to a 
trail �f smoke floating up from the hori
zon. The mail train was pounding out 
through the yards on the final stretch of 
its run and gaining speed with every puff TH E  weight was taken by two straps 
of the big locomotive. curving over the shoulders and con-

"What's d e  game, Spider ? Thought we riecting in front with a horizontal band 
was after the mail train. Ain't dat it, down passing around the chest just under the 
der e ?  Job musta been called off." arms. Th"! top of the tank, just back of 

"Called off, nothin'. We just playin' the head, was connected to a band which 
wid dat train like a cat does wid a mouse." closely encircled the forehead and the 

"Humph ! Guess it'll take some cat to mask fitted snugly over his head. These 
catch dat mouse." connections were flexible so the head could 

"Don't youse fret, Bo. Youse ain't seen be moved freely in any direction. The 
nothin' yet." lower end of the tank, similarly, was con-

Little more was said as the auto climbed nected with a band encircling the waist. 
the road that wound up through the hills. The whole thing, though a little heavy, 
Finally the road emerged from the woods was easy to carry. 
into a clearing, and the auto pulled up at Motioning Spider to follow him, The 
an old, deserted farmhouse. This must be Boss stepped into the next room. A couple 
the Panther Mountain farm that Saunders of minutes later he appeared in the door 
had mentioned, Crane thought. The car and beckoned Hanson, for all the world 
was l eft in the weed-grown driveway and like a doctor summoning patients. 
the men entered the house. Then Crane was called. As he entered 

As they entered, a man stepped forward the room he noted that Spic.ler and Hanson 
to meet them, a man whose whole manner had dis.11ppeared, having probably left the 
and personality aroused Crane's immediate room through another door which opened 
interest. For although Spider and Hanson into the hall. In a recess in the wall he 
were typical underworld toughs, the B oss saw a small panel, like an electric switch-
showed every evidence of culture, refine- board. On this panel were dials, a con-
ment and Keen intelligence. And such a troller handle and two electric cords sev-
man, with a criminal twist to !:lis brain, eral feet long. 
Crane knew, is a dangerous antagonist, Seating Crane in a chair, The Boss 
indeed. plugged one of the cords into the machine 

"We have plenty of work ahead of us on his back. Then he slovv.ly started to 
and I shan't waste words," he said, ad- move the controller handle, but Crane 
dressing Crane. "You are here to join the never saw the finish of the movement. A 
band. No man joins this band without sudden wave of deadly nausea swept over 
fair warning and a chance-just one-to him. His brain whirled giddily and his 
back out,  if he wishes. As a member of stomach felt as though he were falli!lg 
the band, nothing you hear, see or feel through an elevator shaft at a thousanri 
must be · divulged to an outsider. A new feet a second. Finally the agony passed,  
member is  told nothing in advance. H e  a n d  w a s  foilowed by a high-pitched hum-
must find out for himself. ming. This, in turn, quieted down to an 

"The real secret behind this band is  almost imperceptible buzzing in his ears. 
known only to me. Once a member, you "Feeling better ? "  He came to his sen�(:S 
remain one. You leave it afterward under to find The Boss disconnecting the corLl 
penalty of certain death. And now"-he from his own tank. "All right, we'l! go." 
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Leaving the house, they joined the other 
two men in the yard. Immediately a be
wildering variety of conflicting impres
sions forced themselves on Crane's atten
tion. First, to his intense surprise, they 
ignored their own car and started off down 
the road on foot, The Boss in the lead. 

As they tramped along he was still pon
dering this strange behavior of the gang 
when he began to noti�e another puzzling 
fact. It  was hard to walk. The slightest 
movement was impeded, as if by a dense 
medium. H e  felt as if he were trying to 
walk under water. Close on the heels of 
this came a third impression-this time a 
feeling of uneasiness, a very familiar un
easiness. Glancing quickly at the sky, he 
noted the narrow strip between the trees 
was clear and blue ; but, looking around 
him at the trees, he understood. 

When the men entered the house a few 
minutes before, a gale had been blowing ; 
but now not a leaf stirred. The woods, the 
whole of Nature, seemed suddenly quiet in 
that ominous stillness that precedes a 
storm, and he knew a thunderstorm in these 
hills was something to remember. The 
blue sky meant nothing. Thunderheads 
could be rushing down upon them and 
might not be seen in these woods till di
rectly overhead. 

"Guess w'e're in for it  this time," he said 
to himself. 

But this walk was a poser ! 
"That Boss is sure a wise guy." Crane 

thought. "He believes in confusing the 
scent by pulling the j ob a different way 
each time. The last robbery was evident
ly engineered directly from the farmhouse 
itself ; how I cannot imagine. And now, 
just by way of variety, we .are walking to 
it ! Of all the puzzling cases I ever ran 
up against, this is  certainly the ace." 

car-witnesses who could not fail to re
member the group of .men who passed them 
with such strange contrivances on their 
backs ? As he noted the number of the 
car, Crane also noted something else. The 
Boss stepped to the side of the car, bent 
over, and looked at the instrument board. 
And not one of the group so much as 
glanced at him ! 

Waiting till the rest of the men came up, 
The Boss remarked to Crane : 

"That chap is reeling off forty miles an 
hour." 

But the detective barely heard the 
words. H e  was staring in astonishment at 
the car and its occupants. On the front 
seat were a young man and a girl, on the 
rear seat two girls, and all four were fixed 
and motionless as wax figures. 

"Dead" was the first thought that flashed 
into his mind. He glanced at The B oss, 
who regarded him with a quizzical smile. 
Again he looked at the silent, motionless 
forms in the car. In his long detective 
career he was familiar with death in many 
guises and that was not death. The happy 
laugh on the lips of the girl in the front 
seat, the glow of the color in the faces of 
all four, could be nothing but abounding 
life and vitality. Something wrong here, 
surely. For the life of him, he could not 
define the feeling, but he felt something 
strangely uncanny, unnatural about the 
whole thing. 

Puzzled, nonplussed and more than a 
little awed, Crane approached the car for 
a closer inspection. The two on the front 
seat were looking straight before them. 
The two on the rear seat were turned to
ward each other, one with her lips partly 
open as if speaking, but a prolonged, close 
examination revealed not the faintest sign 
of motion, breathing, nor the flicker of an 
eyelid. 

HURRYING a little, he ranged up Slowly he reached over and touched the 
alongside of Spider. hand of the girl nearest him. The fingers 

"What's de big idea in de hike, Spider ? were flexible and the flesh warm. H e  
The B o s s  surely don't expect to catch that passed his hand before her open eyes. N o  
train by walking ! W h y  don't we take the response. His glance wandered over the 
auto ?" interior of the car and rested on the 

"Auto I H oly mackerel, hear the man ! speedometer. The pointer was at 40 and 
Auto, is i t ?  Look ahead of youse." a shade more. Humph ! Speedometer out 

"Well, yes, I see a touring car standing of commission. 
in the road up there. Probably a break- From sheer professional force of habit 
down. What's· dat got to do with i t ? "  he walked around the car, taking in every 

"Guess youse ain't blind, at any rate, if detail. 
youse can see it. But youse don't see the Something, he couldn't quite understand 
half of it, B o." what, caught his attention and he stopped 

And not another word would he utter for a closer look at the front wheel. Then 
as they tramped the half mile separating he sighted across the tire to a spot of dirt 
them from the stalled car ahead. on the mudguard. The wheel was moving I 

And suddenly Crane's detective instincts Very slowly, but steadily and surely, the 
roused themselves. Where were his wits ? top of the tire crept forward. Glancing 
His brain hadn't seemed to be working quickly up and down the road, he saw the 
right since they left the house. The un- auto was moving up hill. He placed his 
canny stillness of everything in Nature hand, then his ear to the hood. The en
was getting on his nerves. He would see gine was not running. 
the game through in his role of train rob- Turning in incredulous amazement to 
ber. Btii:, at the same time, he must keep The B oss, he found he was standing 
his eyes open for every scrap of evidence squarely in front of the auto, one foot on 
he could get. And a very important piece the fender and leaning forward with both 
of evidence was taking shape right now. elbows on top of the radiator. 

The Boss was well ahead of the party "Yes, this car is making all of forty 
and almost to the auto. Was he stark miles an hour, and when you have fully 
crazy to ignore the four witnesses in that observed the phenomena of wheels going 
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around, kindly get a move on, yourself ! 
Come now, snap out of it I "  
��AS A M E M B E R  o f  the gang, Crane 

was supposed to obey The Boss." 
As a detective, it was his duty to find some 
clue to the meaning of this strange occur
rence. The Boss had already turned away 
and expected him to follow. It  was a time 
for quick thinking and quick action. 

Was the strange condition of this party 
due to natural causes or was it a sham? 
Natural causes seemed out of the question. 
One person might possibly have a fit or 
trance or something, but hardly four at 
once ! Sham had a shade moi'e reason on 
its side. 

The Boss showed no surprise at the sit
uation. In fact, he appeared to expect it. 
As The Boss was connected with the rob
beries, anything connected with The Boss 
even remotely must b e  investigated. These 
people might b e  members of the gang, un
known to him, and the whole a fool stunt 
to "get the nerve" of a new man. Well, 
he'd wake that bunch out of their tomfool 
tableau in short order. 

Quick as a flash his hand shot out, just 
grazing the wide-open eyes of the girl in 
front of him. Not by the flicker of an 
eyelash did they move. Quickly he placed 
his hand over her heart. With a grim sus
picion changing to certainty, he carefully 
felt for the exact spot and waited. The 
fl esh was warm, but under his hand he felt 
no beating ! 

With deft quickness he examined the 
other three. 

"Deacl, all four, and very recently. The 
Boss knows something about this." 

Hand flashing 'to his gun, he whirled. 
"Hands up !" But the rest of the party 

were far ahead. 
Cursing himself for a premature and 

foolhardy act that by the grace of Provi
dence had miscarried, he replaced his ·· gun 
and strode after the others. Never in all 
his experience had he been compelled to 
leave the scene of a crime without a thor
ough investigation, but the explanation lay 
with The B oss, and The B oss he would 
follow. If his self-control could be kept 
and no more fool breaks were made, this 
was the last holdup. 

Controlling himself with a great effort, 
he tramped along with the rest, trying to 
appear unconcerned, but his mind was 
racing. What was the meaning of this 
whole, mysterious affair ? Rapidly he went 
over the evidence, to date, · tabulating the 
main items in his mind and trying to find 
some tangible thread on which to string 
them : 

The mail clerks arrested and released. 
The mud on the sill of the car. 
The mysterious vanishing of the package 

in the fourth robbery. 
The ten-minute interval at the farm

house. 
Finding the marked bill on Spider. 
The machines S'trapped to the members 

of the party. 
· 

Leaving the house on foot to meet a 
train miles away. 

The auto murders. 
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C HAPTER I V  

The Case of a Fly 

EXACTLY how were these bits of evi-
dence connected with a solution of the 

mysterio-us robberies ? Crane couldn't find 
a single theory to which he could follow 
even two of these clues, not to say the 
whole eight ! To be sure, he was actually 
on the way, in person, to a solution of the 
mystery. Bttt his active mind refused to 
let go of the problem. · 

( 1 )  How were the three mail clerks con
nected with it ? 

Simply, so far as he could see, because 
they were the only persons in reach of the 
mail at  the time. Assuming that the first 
clerk had committed the first robbery, he 
was safely in jail at the time of the second. 
The second clerk had handled the car on 
alternate days with the first, and therefore 
there was a chance of collusion between 
the two. The second man had simply car
ried on when the fir.s't wa·s arre�ted. 

This theory, however, was knocked to 
smithereens by the fact that the third rob
bery of the series had occurred when both 
men were in jail, and under anoth�r clerk 
brought in from a distant division, with no 
possibility a£ his being in collusion with 
the oth_er two or with the gang. · All three 
men had been transferred to other divi
sions on their release, and ' the fourth rob
bery had occurred despite everything. Ob
viously the clerks were innocent, and had 
no association with the gang. 

(2) How about the mud on the door sill ? 
The police had agreed, without excep

tion, that the mud had been scraped off 
against the sill from a shoe. Several geolo
gists had examined the mud. It  was a clay 
found very frequently along the whole di
vision and n o  clue was given as to its 
locality. The clerk had not seen it at all 
and it seemed pr6bable that it came from 
the foot of one of the men loading mail 
or eX'press at one of the stations. 

(3) The mysterious vanishing of the 
package in the fourth robbery, right under 
his very nos�. simply had him guessing. It 
had literally vanished as a light does when 
the lamp' is switched off. 

(4) And the gang had been at the farm
house only ten minutes. A careful com
parison of time between &aunders and the 
train conducto'"r had established the fact 
that the train had been robbed during this 
ten-minute interval. But it was also 
known, as an absolute certainty, that not a 
man had been seen l eaving th,e house, from 
the time they reached it, to the time they 
left it and returned to the city. 

(5) And yet a bill that had been, indis
putably, in the package on the train, ten 
miles away when Spider Morgan went info 
that house, was on his person when he left 
it, ten minutes later. 

(6) As to the machine that each man 
carried on his back, that, at least, could be 
explained with some plausibility. The 
mechanism and its actual purpose was 
wholly a mystery, but it was plainly in
tended for sorne use during the robbery. 
The power had been started by connecting 



it with the switchboard before leaving, 
evidently the only way to do it. 

A wise precaution, Crane thought, to 
prevent possible tampering by the men. 
That horrible jolt to his stomach was 
simply the effect of vibration. At a cer
tain critical speed the machine had trem
bled violently and shaken him with it. The 
machine was not running to pump up pres
sure, or charge batteries for use on the 
train. H e  only wished the whole problem 
was as easy of solution as the machines ! 

(7) On the train?  W ell, they certainly 
were never going to get aboard that train 
by walking to it ; that was dead sure. It 
had pulkd out of the yards at Ridgedale 
as they left Sullivan Park, and its fast 
schedule was maintained till the end of the 
ru·n. 

And yet Spider had said they were play
ing with the trains like a cat with a mouse. 
They had a safe.-cracker with them, as 
though he were intended to be on the car 
in person, and the sole purpose of this 
expedition, s o  far as Crane knew, was to 
board and rob that particular train. 

ALSO, a curious feature of this walk 
was the resistance he encountered. 

The most nearly reasonable explanation he 
teuld think pf was some peculiar atmos
pheric con�iition, though the storm had 
failed to m':iterialize. A thought did flash 
into his mind that the machine on his back 
might have a gyrosco�c action which, 
with the complex movement of walking, 
made it  difficult to move. But this failed 
to explain the distinct f eeling of pressure 
against his 'body. 

(8) And the quadruple murder, if it  was 
a murder, in the car ? 

His lips set grimly. The Boss could 
explain that murder when the chief began 
to sweat facts from him ! It had, obvi
ously, nothing to do with the robberies. 
It was simply an individual crime, a prob
lem by itself. And Hamilton was right ! 
What a devilish mess they were up 
against ! 

With a great effort he brought his mind 
back from i.ts wanderings and focused his 
attention on. a J? ilcCU�iar object in front of 
his face. The objec't, in itself, was by no 
means peculiar. It was simply an ordinary, 
ev�ryday fly, one of the numerous species 
that make life miserable for the housewife. 
Yet Crane stared at it as if he had never 
seen a fly in his life. 

Bring'ing his acute faculties to bear on 
this miniature problem that had literally 
popped out of the air, he noted that the 
insect appeared to be suspended motionless 
in space-no ordinary position for even a 
fly. Then as he observed it more care
fully he noted that it  was making headway 
across the road, from which brilliant ob
servations he deduced the not unr-easonable 
asstl'mption that the insect was actually 
flying. Yet, in all his born days, he had 
never seen a fly actually on the wing taking 
life quite so leisurely as this one. 

H e  grimi.ed as the thought struck him 
tha't an ant, crawling across the road in the 
same direction could give this fly odds and 
beat it ! It was a relief to find a problem, 
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even for a moment, that had nothing to do 
with those infernal robberies. And this 
fly certainly had no . . .  What was that ? 
D eep in the recesses of his consciousness 
a thought stirred. "That fly solves the 
problem !" 

What nonsense was this ? The thought 
persisted gradually, taking a little clearer 
form. 

"In the actions of that fly you have the 
solution to the whole problem." 

Confound that hot sun ! The band press
ing into his forehead was driving him 
crazy. A fly solving the problem of the 
train robberies ! Stark, idotic nonsense ! 
A vague, intangible idea was constantly 
eluding his grasp. Dimly he began to 
perceive a something, a sinister something 
he could not define. 

Then it came. Out of the chaos of his 
whirling thoughts, slowly the grim form 
advanced. Instinct, reason, common sense, 
all combined to fight back the intruder. 
Incredibly grotesque, utterly alien to all 
known human experience, the answer to 
the problem pounded, pounded, pounded at 
his tortured mind, beating, smashing its 
way into his consciousness. Then the un
earthly, devilish ingenuity of the whole 
scheme, with all its hideous menace to 
society, blazed into his brain. 

In spite of his iron nerve, his physical 
senses gave way to a reeling panic of ter
ror. Staggering like a drunken man, he 
lurched on. His face under the mask took 
on the frenzy of fear. With eyes tightly 
shut, he swayed dizzily. Gradually he 
calmed down enough to stop and force his 
reason to take command. Then he ven
tured on, slowly regaining strength and 
self-control as he started after the other 
men already some distance away. 

FI NALLY he was able to face the 
matter mqre calmly. The solution was 

incredible, impossible, but like all other 
incredible solutions in his career the acid 
test must be-did it  give a complete and 
satisfactory explanation of every element 
in the problem ? 

Carefully he went over all the points 
again. Did it clear the three mail clerks ? 
Absolutely. Did it explain the mud ? Yes. 
Point after point was completely cleared. 
Link after link dropped into its proper 
place in the chain of evidence. There were 
a few gaps ; but these gaps would b e  filled 
and he knew the links that filled them. 

"1\nd," he said to himself with a sheep
ish grin, "no wonder The Boss was enjoy
ing himself at the auto. I was never so 
fooled in my life. It even solves the quad
ruple murder !" 

"Say you, back there !" The Boss, him
self, was striding back toward him. "This 
is no scenic tour. Wake u p ! "  

Rounding a curve a short distance fur
ther o_n, they were confronted with the 
familiar sign, "Look out for the engine." 

"Now," said The Boss to Crane, "we'll 
go through the air. I 'm running no 
chances of leaving footprints. The train 
is  OI)-IY about two miles fu,rther on, if my 
calculations are correct, and on this down
grade she is hitting sixty miles an hour. 



Press this button on the tank and you go 
up. Press that one and you come down." 

Crane did as he was told and, to his 
amazement, his feet lifted from the ground 
and he began floating through the air in 
the direction of the train. The other mem
bers of the gang were ahead of him, float
ing like great birds. 

Soon they saw the end of the train ahead 
of them and stopped at the rear platform 
of the last car. Crane, though he knew 
by this time what to expect, could not re
press a feeling of amazement as he looked 
along the length of the ten cars toward 
the engine. 

The fireman had just put on coal and the 
smoke, hanging motionless above the roofs 
of the cars, looked curiously like a roll of 
dirty cotton laid along the top of the train. 
Even at the smoke-stack, where he knew 
the smoke should have been pouring 
through into the air, there was little per
ceptible movement of the black smudge. 
Just a faint, slow heaving, l ike the almost 
gentle upboil of a thunderhead. 

With one foot on the rear step, The 
Boss gave his orders. 

"We haven't pulled a job for some time, 
so we'll make up for it by taking in the 
passengers. And you"-he pointed to 
Crane-"this trip you are merely to watch. 
You'll get your share, just the same. Now, 
men, go to it." 

And go to it they did ! In the train was 
the same uncanny, deathlike stillness as in 
the auto. Spider took one side of the aisle 
and Bud the other, and they made a clean 
sweep. Watches and pocketbooks were 
easy, but rings and necklaces were a little 
harder. Some of the rings came off with 
difficulty, but all eventually found their 
way into the capacious pockets of the gang. 

Many a time they stopped to cut the 
strands of a necklace from the shoulders 
of some unsuspecting woman. Even the 
hand-baggage was searched and, when 
pockets became filled, a few roomy bags 
were requisitioned, the contents being 
coolly dumped outside the train. 

Crane, helpless and inwardly boiling with 
rage, was forced to look on. He had never 
imagined such high-handed, free and easy 
looting was possible. 

When they reached the express car, they 
simply walked in at the end door. Bud 
opened the safe with the dial, and they 
cleaned it out. Then the gang hunted 
through the express matter for anything 
worth taking, relieved the clerks of their 
valuables and went out through the side 
doors. 

men were busy stowing the lo.ot. 
"Hands up !" Crane poked the revolver 

into The B oss' ribs. 
"Hands up !" echoed from the bushes on 

both sides of the road. 
Crane was hurled sprawling as the car 

leaped forward, taking the curve into the 
main road on two wheels. Down the road 
a big police auto slowly backed from 
among the trees, a literal broadside of rifle 
fire blazing into the robbers' · car. The re
port of a bursting tire, half-drowned in the 
roar of the guns, a wild, sickening lurch
and the on-rushing car nose'd into the ditch, 
hung for a moment, precariously balanced 
almost on end, then toppled over on its 
side. 

Two figures painfully and slowly de
tached themselves from the wreckage, 
hands held high. They were promptly 
ironed. When The B oss was finally extri
cated, he didn't need irons. 

O n  the way back to headquarters, Crane 
asked : 

"Well, Saunders, how long were we 
away from the house ?" 

"Away ! What do you mean? You have 
just come out. We followed your car, as 
you instructed. W e  were near enough to 
see you take the car into the driveway and 
enter the house. Immediately we threw a 
cordon around the building. That was 
twelve minutes ago and not a person left 
that house till you walked out with that 
loot: Every man in our force can swear to 
that." 

C rane chuckled. "And, by the way, 
Saunders, did a car go past while we were 
in the hous e ? "  

"Yes ! There was a man and three 
women in it. They were going at least 
forty miles an hour." 

Crane gazed pensively at a cloud in the 
strip of blue sky above them. 

"Were they dead ? I thought they 
were." 

"You-what ?" gasped the astounded 
Saunders. "Why, Crane, that blow you 
got from the mudguard must have upset 
you. They certainly weren't dead when 
we saw them. Not by a long shot." 

* * * * * * 
Once again the same four men were 

closeted in the chief's office. On the table 
in front of Crane lay one of the tanks. 

"One of the most mysterious crimes in 
many years has been solved," he began, 
"and the greatest menace to society in the 
history of criminology has been nipped in 
the bud. If you expect a learned discourse 
on the scientific whys and wherefores, I 
fear you will be disappointed. I leave all 

TH E  fifth robbery in the series had taken such questions to the scientists themselves. 
place-and it was a complete success. All I can tell you is  my own experience 

The trip back to the farmhouse was un- and the theory I have evolved to fit it. 
eventful. H ere the procedure was re- "In solving a crime, gentlemen, many 
versed, each man going in to the panel theories can be evolved that will fit some 
room and having the power turned off the of the known facts, but the supreme test 
machine. Crane helped them put the loot of the true theory is, does it fit all the 
into the auto, incidentally taking note of facts ? The true theory will not only ex-
the fact that a gentle breeze was once more plain all these facts, so far as I have ob-
blowing through the trees. served, but it can b e  checked and tested 

As the men got into the car he hung by events that turn up later in the case. 
back a little. The Boss was leaning for- We have. had many puzzling and seemingly 
ward shifting the gears ; the other two impossible combinations in this case, but 
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the theor y I have in mind brings them all 
together as neatly as do the pieces in a 
cut-up picture puzzle." 

RAPIDLY and clearly he sketched an 
outline of the robbery, from the time 

the robbers' car l eft Sullivan Park till it 
up-ended itself into the ditch on Panther 
Mountain. Then he carefully reviewed the 
whole case, bringing out all the salient 
points. 

"The first inkling I had of the truth was 
while I was watching that fly-and that, 
by the way, is the first instance I ever 
heard of where the solution of a crime was 
revealed by watching a fly cross the road ! 
You may or may not be aware of it, gen
tlemen, but some of the species of flies are 
the swiftest creatures on wings, and I was 
racking my brains to understand why this 
insect should b e  so slow. 

"It was not hovering in mid-air, as they 
often do, but moving steadily forward. I 
could distinctly see the wings slowly mov
ing on each side of the body and, if you 
have any idea of the extreme rapidity with 
which a fly's wings vibrate, perhaps you 
can imagine how astonished I was. It 
locked cmiously like those moving pic
tures taken with a slow-motion camera. 
Gradually I began to see the reason. It 
seemed too vague and too incred-ible to 
grasp at first. Then, as in the burst of a 
star-shell, the whole truth was revealed." 

H e  paused, looking from one to the 
other. The proverbial pin could have been 
heard to fall in the tense silence that fol
lowed his words. 

rnained n e a r  that car for less than the hun
dredth part of a second. As was proved 
by my examination of the bodies, I wasn't 
there long enough, literally, to feel a single 
heart-beat. And as for the people in the 
car, how much do you suppese they, them
selves, could see, hear, feel and realize 
during the instantaneous flash of time that 
we were beside them? 

"The same thing applies to robbery-to 
all the robberies, in fact. The gang found 
the train stationary with relation to them
selves, and simply stepped on board, took 
their time about getting what they wanted 
and got off again. The whole thing was 
over so quickly that nothing was percept
ible to those on the train. 

"The mud found on the car after the 
third robbery was scraped from the shoe 
of one of the robbers, who probably 
climbed into the car through the side door. 
The reason you, ' Saunders, failed to see 
anyone leave the farmhouse was because 
we were totally invisible. The shock I 
received as the machine started was due 
essentially to the same cause as the sensa
tion you perceive in a fast e levator ; except 
that, in my case, it was greatly intensified. 

"It even explained"-and here he smiled 
-"the coming storm. The trees and bushes 
around me appeared to be motionless with 
that 1,1ncanny stillness which, as you know, 
just precedes a heavy thunderstorm. The 
idea, the feeling, the impression of an ap
proa�hing storm was simply a natural re
action to the appearance of this f'amiliar 
condition of Nature." 

"Gentlemen, that fly appeared slow to AGAIN Crane placed his hand on the 
me because I,  myself, was fast ! I was machine. "I fully appreciate that my 
thinking, feeling, moving, actually living explan;1tion must sound as wild and fan
at such a quick tempo that everything else tastic to you as it would have sounded to 
was practically stationary ifl comparison. me, so I shall close with a little demonstra
You can probably realize that a man who tion. After that I am going to bed and 
runs down criminals for a l iving must have sleep a week ! The reaction on the physical 
nerves of steel. But I freely admit that system from the speed at which I was liv
when it fairly got into my h�ad that I was ing, even for those few moments, is some
probably moving as fast as any rifle bullet, thing terrible. The starting panel at the 
I came as near as I ever did in my life to farmhouse has been thoroughly examined, 
having a real shock." as it stood, and then carefully removed 

Here he patted the cylinder in front of from its place. There it is, over there, 
him. connected to the electric circuit in this 

"I cannot explain it, myself. I doubt if building." 
it will ever be fully understood. But this With Saunders' help he firmly fastened 
machine, in some mysterious way, was the machine to his back. Connecting the 
generating electric or atomic impulses that cord from the panel, he stood with his hand 
passed through my body, the circuit prob- on the control lever. 
ably being from the band at my forehead, "I believe you have a stop-watch, Chief. 
through the body, to the band around the Will you kindly time me from the instant I 
waist. To my own personal senses, every- move the lever ? "  
thing appeared to be perfectly in proper- Slowly Crane began to move the lever-
tion and normal. and vanished. Almost instantly he reap-

"N evertheless, not only were we made pea red in the same spot. 
invisible by our terrific speed, but the im- "Two seconds to the dot," said the chief. 
pulses must have accelerat�d the whole Crane walked to the table and took from 
intricate- machinery of our life p,rocesses his pockets two watches, several rings, 
till they were functioning a t  a proper- three pocketbooks, bills, coins, a cigar 
tionate rate. And i t  is  that speed, gentle- lighter, a dozen cigars and three card-cases. 
men, that explains every incident of this These he placed on a newspaper which 
case. W e  walked because the auto would lay on the table. 
not have been affected by the impulses. "There, gentlemen, you may disentangle 
The resistance I felt was due to the air your own property. I have finished." 
pressure caused by the swift movement. Three men stared in open-mouthed won-

"The quadruple 'murder' was due to the der at the table. Then three men began 
simple fact that, all told, I probably re- frantically feeling of their own pockets. 
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They had been robbed I Cleaned out I 
Hamilton broke the amazed silence with 

a laugh. 
"And to think I anticipated something 

like that, and kept my hand on my watch." 
"Yes," laughed Crane, "I noticed that. I 

had to lift your hand up to remove it." 
"And where, may I ask, did that newspa

per come from ? "  interrupted the chief. 
"Oh, that I Well, after I lifted the goods 

from you three easy marks I spied that pa
per on your desk, so I sat down and read 
the sporting pages." 

The chief, with a gasp, sank very sud
denly into his c.hair. 

"And all in two seconds I" 
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mits the opening to close, 
yet holds reducible rupture 
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Chronic Ailment Dangers 
FREE BOOK - On Causes, Effects of 

Pi les-Colon Troubles 
If  affiicted with Colon and Rectal troubles, or 

Stomach conditions, write today for large 12 2·page 
FREE BOOK. McCleary Clinic, 397 Elms Blvd., 
Excelsior Springs, Mo. 
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Paroxysms Relieved 
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INVENTORS Protect your idea 
with a Patent. Secure 
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Entertaining Puzzles of Every Variety 
in 

P O P U LA R  
C R O S S W O R D  P U ZZ L E S  

� 
ONLY IOc AT ALL STANDS 

THE ETHER VI BRATES 

(Continued from page 12) 

Pee r i n g  at t h e  scanner [I carry a po rtabl e 
t h n•e - d i mensional peerer ex press l y  for t h a t  purpose ] I f i n d  the N o v. i ss u e f u l l  of pos s i 
b i l i ti es. Poss i b l y  w e  c a n  ma k e so meth i n g o u t  
o f  somet h i n g-we s h a l l  see. 

JL seems we can 1·arely get to the read i n g  
matter w i t h o u t  glanelng at th e eover-u s u 
al l y  reco il i n g  In h orror. Ha pp i ly t h i s  I s  n o t  one  of th ose horrltl c  jobs so we c a n  t ri p 
J i g·h t l y  on to t h e  lead n ovel. Are you a l l  trip
p i n g ?  

Barring the fact t h a t  "Day Of The Cloud" 
was fo u nded on t h e  eve r-lo v i n ' "Save t h e  
W o rld" th e me, i t  w a s  a n i c e  h u n k  o f  archi 
t ec t u re. I m i gh t m en t i o n  I n  passi n g t h a t  
t hose u n pron o u n ceable n a m e s  s h o u ld go o u t  
t h e  a i r l oc k-just l ike Zarnak. They m i g ht 
go wel l i n  a Compo u n d  Cross Word Puzzle 
hut n e ver, never In Stf. I can stomach Jo . .Jnk, J o n  or someth i n g  e q u al l y  asinine\ but 
every t i m e I come to a mess like Xrd o or 
V h ' rw-Ugh, m y  eyes wh i rl l ike a Venu s i a n  
G y rocar a n d  my ton gue c u r l s  u p  w i t h  read 
er's cramp. Honestly. Sarge , if we weren't 
al ready at odds with t h e  a l phabet I'd be 
tempted t o  l au n c h  a n ew "'Society 'V�or The 
Prev e n t i on Of Unpronounce!lble Names In 
Stf." T h e y  m <.t y  l e n d  atm os ph ere t o  some but 
t h e y  m er e l y  cl og m y  jets a. n d  foul the c y c l o 
t r o n .  

I a m  still  ch uck l i n g over " T h e  E a r t h  Saver." 
'l'ri!s d roll.  A who l e mouthful of compl i 
me ntary adjectives t o  Astrogator Joe M i ll a rd 
for that wack y l i t t l e  yarn.  

" D e a t h  Hay " wa� ane mi c  and "The A n c i en t  
Brai n" struck m e  as b e i n g  very Burroug h i s h  
in pl o t a n d  compositi on-o n l y  lacking half
naked savages tl i n g ! n g  death rays to compl ete 
the pi cture. Surely t h e  Hall of Fame me rit" 
a more d i st i n d i v e  s e l e c t i o n. 

A n d  w h at 's al l t h i s  n o nsen se about Finlay 
bei ng stl 'ictly a Fantasy m a n ?  Certa inl y h i. '  
worl{ i s  o u t  o f  t h i s  worl d , b u t  so i s  the great 
er porti on of Stf-fan tasy all .  He is l i gh t  
years ah ead of tho pack i n  �ty l e  and work
mansh i p. For that matter lt reall y makes 
l it tl e d i fference who does th e g a r n i s h i n g-! 
nm in favor of more sto ries and l ess art. 
Let the art cri t i cs turn to Pollee Go,.ette or 
R�<tu lrc-I can take my Stf. raw. I There are certa i n  K i w i s  who c l a i m  to ab
h or t h e  old Sarge n n d  his s a l t y  repartee. I 
t h i n k  they s e c retly enjoy yo u r patter, Sarge, 
or they woul dn't cont i nu e  to read i t-an d 
moan. Anyway, what sort of a course wou ld 
we steer w i t h o u t  th e stead ying In fluence of 
t h e  o l d  Sargt:> to gu ide u s ?  

A s i d e  t o  Pahjoir T u u k : D i d  y o u  grab that 
moniker o u t  of a passing hyper bole o r  win it  
i n  a Marticcn bi ngo game? Surel y n o  doting 
parent would d o  a t h i ng like that deliber
atel y. 

I believe a letter contest w o u l d  inject n ew 
l i f e  tnto the o l d  cadaver-t h o u g h  a Xeno 
Zombie all around wou ld accom p l i s h  t h e  same 
r e s u l ts in tru e space style. I h aven't been able to l a y  hands on a copy 
of T.W.S. what w ith being i n  the hospi tal
hence t h e  'gram to S. S. It real l y makes l i t tl e 
d i fference, anyway. s in ce I have read both 
Imparti a l l y  for y ears as have many other 
l oyal fans. I wou ld appreciate h ea ri ng from an y other 
s er v i ce men wh o are Star t l i n g  Story fans
in fact all the Startl i n g  Story fan s. I w il l 
faithfully answer a n y  l e t t e rs w h i c h  come my 
way, so blast oft, you space bu ms, and i f  yuu 
c a n ' t  wri te, send m e  a photo. 

I n c i d entally, Sarge, the blatt column is a 
perenn i al favo rite w i t h  most o! us and Is 
r e a l l y  deserv i n g  of a better fate th an to be 
deposited w i l l yn il l y  half here and halt there. 

Here are the j u geroo ratings : 

1. Day of t h e  C!oud-5 Xeno jugs. 
2.  The Earth Saver-5 Xeno jugs, 
3. Death Hay-2 Xeno jugs. 
4. The A n cient Braln-1 Xeno jug-empty. 

Note to Sarge-Pardon the paper, pen, e n -
v e l o p e ,  e t c .  T h i s  i s  Wah !-73rd Evac. Hos
p it al; National Military Home, Los Angeles, Cal if. 
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A salute to you, Sergeant Mace-as from 
one cracked Xeno jug to another. Hurry 
up and get out of that hospital and go to 
work on the Japanazis. If memory doesn't 
fail the old Sarge, you don't have B.O. and 
we printed a letter from you not long ago 
in one of our trilogy of science mags. Don't 
ask me which one. If you didn't see it, 
shame on you. It's all the old space dog 
can do to keep track of the oddities of one 
department at a time. 

There was nothing wrong with pen and 
paper, kiwi, and the ink was a beautiful hue 
which corresponded chromatically to the 
seventh color of the spectrum-red, to you 
junior pee-lots who haven't kept up with 
the serial. A nice color of blood for true 
Americans. Which brings to mind that lit
tle gag of a flag manufacturer here in New 
York who sent a small American Flag to 
the emperor of Japan with the following 
note : 

"Dear Hirohito, we are sending you this 
specimen of the American Flag. We guess 
you have found out by now that these col
ors don't run." 

N ice, eh? Well, carry on, Pee-lot Mace, 
and write the old Sarge whenever you get 
lonesome. Everybody doesn't love the 
Sarge like you do. Look ! 

STRONG TALK 
By R. E. Geis 

Dear Sarge : I gi ve you fair warning. 
Either you give up that c h i l d l i k e  space talk

or I'll run :vou off the ether waves w i t h  ( vocal) static. 
St1·ong tall(, i sn't  it.  (Gul p ! )  
N o w  f o r  your stories a n d  their rat i n g

X e n o  j u gs, of course. 1 .  "The D a y of the Cloud"-oh, give it four jug><. [Turn page] 
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1/ow t6 Destroy 
Your Enemy Quicl<! 
B" a one-man bliu:! Strike whh Commando lighcniog! 
Yov don't n•ed ox-like muscles to use Super )11 
Jiuu, mon powerful of all defense and attack 
methods. TuhRif•t is tb� deadly ncret. Braios 
c:oum-not size. not stung�h. Almost roiraco
IOWily efficient. 

GAIN SElF-CONFIDENCE 
lnra how YOU can lick brutes rwice yow 
sin with yoMr lint h•rtdJ o,J,, even wheo 
tbey are armed wi1b gun, knife, cho�b. Get 
ready now for any emergency-protfi:CI your 
loved on•s. This amazing new .self-study 
courK cnchu you double-quick. No borioi 
e:nrcises necessary. 

SEND FOR EXCITING DETAILS · · · FREE 

I N� Addnq 

;SONG POEMS' w A N T E D  
"?' TO BE SET TO MUSIC 

Publishers need new songs ! Submit one or more of rour best +: wema tor lmnl!'�t8Wo&'W��Ha��co.t"6'§ �,ukj��- Send voem. 

-fc FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 6!1 Deacon l.lldg., Boston, Mass. 

I··LES Try 
T
:!'.!�m��nf��rful 

Pi le Suffering FREE 

f you are troubled with itching, bleeding or pro
uding piles, write for a FREE sample of Page's 

Combination Treatment and you may bless the 
day you read this. Don't wait, WRITE TODAY. 
E. R. PAGE COMPANY, 

. � . · · ·� · L ·-:: J > 1 ;  : ! t s�� ., - �  r' ' -- - t l 1 i :::t was SOlne t h i n g !  1 A n y \V .-t _  .. , : ,  _i t  w a s  t'u n r 1 y ;  t r 1 n?e jugs. 
· 3. "TJ1o A n c i t, i l l  H r a i n "--a H "'l l of Fam e 

story, too ! A n y way, a R l< i tnpy t wo and one
haH jugs. 

4. "The Death Ray"-t h e  cat mu st h ave' 
d ragged t h at o n e  i n . O n e  .. tJ l i rt:v - s eco n d  of a jug-.-1 0 �6 N. H: i i ! ; n g· B w o r t· h .  P o rt l a n d ,  Oregon, u s  . ... . 

Whereabouts is this U.S.A., Kiwi Geis?  
Or where de you think the old Sarge is that 
you have to tack on a re turn address like 
tha t ?  N ever mind-don't answer that. 
Just stick your nose in the rocket gears and 
press the starting switch. 

I have now a problem child of an ether
gram. A junior astrogator writes in that 
he just read the November issue of STAR
TLI N G  STORIES and that he, too, is in
terested in the occult and has had a number 
of personal experiences in same. 

Well, that really baffles the chief astra
gator. I f  this is a new style of kidding the 
old space dog-it wins. Junior, give me a 
sentence out of STARTLING STORI ES, 
using the word "occult." 

"I stepped out of the airlock without my 
space suit and caught occult." 

Sit back down, junior, unobtrusively. 
You might better have said that you tried 
to lasso a Plutonian slug horse and caught 
occult. 

Maybe we'd better drop the subject. If 
I can puzzle out the signature I 'll drop the 
right party a couple of rocket blasts to 
straighten him out. 

Here comes word from another soldier. 
These boys talk language the old Sarge can 
understand. 

SOLD I ER WITHOUT TYPEWRITER 

By leroy Tackett 

Dear Sarge : T h e  l a st t i m e  I wrote you I 
\.vas a c i v i l ian-\v i t h  a t y p e w r i t er. N ow l'rn 
a m a r i n e  wi th ou t a typewr i t er. so you 'll  havE' 
to excuse the pen c i l .  

N o w  to th e b u s i n es s  o f  t h e  day, mean i n g 
STARTLI NG STO H l t:;S, Volume 8, N u m b e r  3. 
November, 1 9 4 2 .  

The c ove r : A h ,  b e a u t i f u l ,  wo n d erf ul , mar
v el ou s. s u p erb-and a work o f  art, n o  less.  
A cas e of Xeno to Bergey for gett i n g  out of 
the rut of Bl!;Ms. h e roes, a n d  l a d i es i n  red. 
It do es my h e a r t  good to see a.  change o f  
scenery on STA RTLING STORIES' cover . I n  
f a c t ,  it is th e s h o t  i n  t. h o  a.rm S.S.  n e eded 
to p u t  it o n  t h <.!  road to reco very. 

"The Ether V i brates." '\V e i l, I s e e  that y o u  
s t i l l  h old t h e  r e i n s .  you j u g - s l uggy f u g i t i v e  
from a Mar t i a n  b a r .  S p c a  l< i n g· of b a r s .  d i d  l 
ever tell you a b o u t  t h e  t i m e  on Uranu s w h e n  
I-but ( ah e m )  t h a t  i s  a n o t h e r  story. 

Shades o f  Tucker, can I bel i ev e my e y es '? 
For once t h e re is no n e w  can of alphabet soup 
i n  th e "Ether." h a !  Our c a m p a i g n  i s  suc
ceed i n g. Soon we w i ll co m pl ete l y  remove 
these b l i ghts o n  t h e  f ac t of scie n ce fi ctio n. 

1 second Regan's plea for n e w  blood on the 
cover. How about Roy en ? He did an exce l 
l e n t  job on CF a wh i l e back. 

And now w e come to Pee -l ot Brown. I 
wonder who left the d oor open ? K o l y  Kl o n o !  
D o e s n ' t  h e  real i ze th at f a n  feuds a r e  as o u t 
d a ted as al ch e m y ?  

Before we sh o ve o ff  th e yarns, m y  d e a r  as
t er oi dal pood l e, h o w about th at c o n t e s t ?  G i v e  
o r i g i nals for t h e  best l etters an d s e e  h o w  
q u i ckl y "Th e Ether VibrateB" and takes on 
n ew l i fo. And ·what'f4 coo k i ng \V i th the an
n u al '' Is it,  or i sn' t i t '? 

"The Day of th e C l o u <l . "  N i c ('  go i n g, Ross. 

I Not o n l y  d oe s t h e  cover i m p r o v e ,  b u t  th e 
n o v e l  also j u m ps h i gher. But--ugh-Sarge, 
try t o  dig u p  a new th e n 1 e, w i l l  y o u ? SS h a s  
g i v e n  T e l l su an awful b e a t i n g  i n  t h e  p !u< t  
c o u p l e  of years. Ho w about g i \· in g  Mama 
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Marth a reet for a while and moving on .to 
other parte of the.Syetem? Give ua anything, 
but stop destroying Rl anets and moons; . 

"The Earth Saver. Ah, humor. Good hu
mor, at that. Nice work, Joe. Keep It up. 

"The Ancient Brain.'' Different to say the 
lea.M. For once; no blo od 'n' thunder. Yep, 
a g o od Hall of Fame yarn, If there ever wa.a 
one. 

"Death Bay." So eorry, but for some rea• 
eon It didn't click. 

"World Beyond the Sky" eounda Interest
Ing. Possibly a planet Is not destroyed by 
some catastrophe, huh? Possibly. 

The pte on page 31 was the beat In the tah. 
The others were-That's all, they juat were. 

That about takes care of lt. See you In a 
couple of month-maybe. · Sorry I· can't in
clude an address, Sarge, but a.t the preaent 
time I haven't got one.-San Diego, Calif. 

Nice letter, leatherneck, and the old 
Sarge was able to read It without a tele
scope. Of course, you wax a little fr11h 
with your auperior officer. Asteroidal poo
dle, indeed I But who wants to tangle with 
a marine? That's one of the last boys in 
the world a sane penon wants to tackle. 
Ask the J apa who messed around Wake Is
land. Aak anybody. 

I can't give you any new dope of the an
nual ·at present, and the chief pilot hasn't 
given me the go-ahead signal on a letter 
conteat aa yet. I'll paas your new blood on 
the cover suggestion along to our art edi
tor. And I guen that clears you up for this 
trip, Kiwi Tackett. Better slip on your 
apace seaMen and take a watch at the 
controls. 

WEINBAUM STILL SUPREME 
By Bill Stoy 

Dear Sarge: Weinbaum's "The Black 
Flame" and Wellman's "Twice In Tlme" . . .  

[Turn page] 
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Getting Up Nights 
Makes M Feel Old 

'2 Kqa ta Power, fl., Pottage mra 
Powders. Oils. flerba, NovelUee, 
l!'BEE (lataloc-. 
D. SMYTH! CO. Ia T, NIWAIK. MO. 

ANY BOOK IN PRINT! 

Let us tell )'OU of a mild. painless, 
low cost home treatm8ll(Jler&cted by 
Dr. 0. /.. Johnson, for 28 yeara head 
phystclan ot one of Amerie.'e Fin• Bee· 
tal Clinics where thousands ot casu have 

succesatully treated. Write today for free 
Offer. No obligation. Address .JOHNSON 

UCTAL CLINIC, DeR 976, ICaa- City, Missouri 

those are two o! the main reasons why I can't 
thtnk much ot the novel, ''World Beyond The 
Sky" tn the Jan� '43, STARTLING. I a.dmlt It 
would be d eci dedly unfair to compare Wll· 
Hams' story with those two exce pt i onal yarns 
(!or it aertalnly cou ldn't hold a candl e to 
"The Black Flame"), were it not !or the 
tact that so many other good novel- num
b er almoat exceeding the amount to which 
I can count-have been b etween the covers 
ot SS. So that "WBTS" and moat of .the other 
book-lengthers of the past year or so, show 
up ra ther ahabblly in comparison with the 
high level of STARTLING'S nov e ls that once 
was, and mtght yet, with a. l i ttle el[ort, again 
be. . 

Not that Williams' tale was particularly re
volting, or anything of the sort. Let's just 
say that It bore a faint Unge of mediocrity. 
It might even have made a fair yarn, bad the 
wordage been compressed down to the ecope 
and worth of the plot • . .  somethin g about 
the alze of a. 20-pa ge novelett e , perhaps. As 
It was, I ac tu ally scanned th e last rew pages 
Instead ot reading 'ern, a sure sign of dull 
fiction. Tak, t•k, and when I think of what 
good atuft RMW h a s turned out on occasion! 

Well, as the novel goes, 110 goes the whole 
I ssu e. Ergo the fiction was no t par ticularly 
notable. Exceptlons-"Green Torture" and 
"Forgotten Past." The Hall of Fame selec
tions seem to be Improving. If, as you darkly 
hint, more ot Weinbaum's stories are to be re
printed soon more power to ya! Imagine 
IK>rne more ot the van Manderpootz aerie s are 
In order--and If I remember correctly, they're 
quite enjoyable. If you ever get aroun d to 
publishing an Annual, one all-Weinb au m 
number might not be amiss. 

Cover: Art? "Veil, that's debatable. Un
doubtedly a r elapse from the covers of the 
Nove�ber SS and D ecemb er TWS. Ah. we e!, 
years of this luridness have Inured me to such 
stuft ae the present cover, and have turn ed 
me lnto a hard-b i tt en and calloused soul. 
However, af t er ob t aining a mag trom the 
newsstand. I do take precautions that no one 
else accidentally sees the cover. It m ay be 
unnoticed In the welter of other mags on the 
neW8stan ds, but, by Itself, a casual glimpse of 
all Its blazlnl!r glory might do irreparable 
damage to some innocent bystander. Klono 
only knows what sul[erlng and torture un
told multitudes h ave gone through . .. and 
just b ecause some editor or artist thought a 
tew BEMs (J!lUs the usual supermannleh hero 
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repulsed by that than at tr acted. 

· Schomburg's work on the Int e rior is very 
goo d tor a change. Apparently he had plenty 
ot time to wo rk out his pix In detall. Mo rey 
and Ma.rchionl are still not so hot . . . an In
fusion of Paul or some other would be most 
welcome. 

Thrills In Science at usu al high level; 
betcha a b ook compiled or those thumbnail 
sketches would sell. The Ether VIbrates 
good too, even it It Is run by a garrul ous 
yardbird o! spac·e. Hmm, next issue novel ap
pears to be attractively otr-tra.ll. Well, we'll 

so-H0-92 Burden Crescent, Jamaica., N. Y. 
See here, Kiwi Stoy, what makes you 

think that everybody-including yourself
wants a monotonous succession of cover 
paintings of planet!! in space? We have to 
vary the pictures in order to give you space 
monkeys something by which to make con
trasts. As for BEMs, how in all the holy
space imps can you call the lynx.headed 
man of Sundra Unuum a bug-eyed mon
ster? 

How do you spell your first name, any
way-with a "u" or an "i"? Never mind, 

E1'ny Picbne Pads a ThriU in 

AMERICA'S BEST OOMICS 
TEN CENTS EVERYWHERE 
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you wrote a nice letter in a repulsive sort j' 
of way and I'm sure the writer• and artists 
will appreciate the bouquet of stinkweed. 
As for the old Sarge, go ahead and pour it 
on. I've a fresh case of Xeno. 

LICKING MY CHOPS 
By Paul Carter 

Dear Sarge: The January cover would 
have been good It almost anyone else but 
Belarskl had painted it. Give It two Xeno 
Juga. 

At ·long last, Alex Schomburg has again 
been allowed to decorate the magazine with 
Illustrations. Hooray for A. S. Give him four 
Xeno juga. Give Marchionl 4, Morey 3..,. At 
taRt, a whole lseue completely Illustrated! 

Departments, up to anul'f: *¥.. Xeno juga. 
Ah, yes and the stories-
Give Williams four juga. He's done better, 

and he's done much worse. Good going. In 
fact, excellent going. 

Give Morrison :l¥.a jugs. Plot: ancient. 
Writing: so-eo. 

Give Hilliard 4� jugs. Ah, this Is more 
like lt. Let's hope the Hall of Fame returns 
to ltl high J:>osltlon. It o ught to, It your 
promise about Weinbaum means something 
and l�n·t balloon-juice, as was the promise of 
"Branches of Time." 

Give Nitkln 8 juga. Enough !ll!.ld: 
Give "The Gladiators" five JUI!'I and a. bou· 

quet. Best ·thing In the Issue, but completely. 
A bit too short, though. 

And ao goes another Issue of S. S. On the 
whole, better than last year; lt gives J:>romlse 
of what may come In the future. In fact, 
next month's lea.d-"Speak of the Devll"
has me licking the proverbial chops In an
ticipation. Thle eould be bettor than "Blood 
on the Sun", maybe ? (Gene Hunter. pleas& 
note.) 

As for Cummings's approaching Icarus 
thing. If that follows the Cummings routine, 
one novel In s. s. shall be skipped by this 
corres pondent-the first to receive that Ig
nominious treatment. And Cummings ean 
write, after all.-Paul Carter, 156 8. Univer
sity St., Blackfoot, Idaho. 

Well, Pee.]ot Carter, you didn't give the 
old space dog much to bark at this time. 
Hope the good ship STARTLING 
STORIES doesn't disappoint you in 1943, 
and, confidentially, I'd like very much to 
have you write in your reactions to SPEAK 
OF THE DEVIL which is delivered at 
your spaceport herewith. 

You know, the way you talk of giving 
folks the jug is almost ominous. That ex· 
pression is current in certain sections of 
the country as being synonymous with giv
ing a person the sack, the bounce, the brush· 
off-the stern rocket. But I know you 
don't mean it that way, and I'll follow your 
inatructions. Only the old Sarge will empty 
the juga first. . 

Okay, all you little ogres climb back into. 
your cagea. Seal the port, Frog-eyes, and 
unseal the Xeno. We're a·going space 
cruising. 

-SERGEANT SATURN. 

P.S. Junior astrogators, keep on buying 
War Stamps and Bonds! We are getting the 
Japanazis into a tight comer, and every 
bond you buy puts another wrap around 
their necks. And don't forget to listen to 
"The Army Hour!', official program of the 
War Department, on the air every Sunday 
afternoon from 3 :30 to 4 :30, Eastern war 
time. You'll hear many suggestions that 
will help us all to do our bit to win thia 
war and build a future that is a future. 
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DICE • CARDS 

�:� J:-c�&-��.: BA�KS- lab, Daubo, 
r:�:���b�rc. G-��:� 
Counter Gamea. Puoch .. 
boards. WRIT£ FOR 
CATALOG TODAY. 

K. C. CAII'D CO .. 122l W. W"*INt.n Blvd., Cbl-. Ill 

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents) 
Sell oar Illustrated Comic 'Booklet, and ather D<mlltleo. Eodl bookie& 
11M t '4 by 24. Ttl! dll!ereat 1am�le booklets .. nt fM !!Of ar 23 u
aorted for $1. 08. .sb!PI>O<I prep&! d. Wholenlo nooellr prico lilt 11001 
with <><dor only. No C.O.D. Mdero. llend Cub or Stam�a. Print 
name and addreu. 
RE1'BAC IALfl CO., I Woot lstll St., o.,t, 4403, Now Yaot CIIJ 

C A S H FOR YOUR SUII'LUS, UNUSED U. S. STAMPS 
Man Order Dee.lenl: Colloetora: We bu7 """""'ul&tlcllll and ourptua 
L'NUSJIID U. 8. l'ootaao 8tam� at 90� faoe Yoluo for donomtnat!Oilll 
�e to 19c. "� face nlue tor denomt.n.a.UON 20c to 50e. Small 
lots 85'10. JoU.IJ, 8TA.MPS llllGlSTI!:BED. Money IOilt !no return lUll. 
GARBER SERVICE, 72 Fifth Avo., 0-.t. 4403, Hew Yerk Cll)o 

Fistula Information-FREE! 
Sufferers from Fistula, Reetal. Abscess or 

Piles-may now obtain a new, illustrated 4()... 
page BOOK FREE on rectal, colon and asso
ciated disorders. Describes latest institutional 
treatment. Card will do. Thornton & Minor 
Clinic, Suite 856, 926 McGee, Kansas City, Mo. 

A Star-Spangled Feast of Comics! 

THE FIGHTIDG YADH 
ONLY tOe AT ALL STANDS 

REVIEW OF THE 
S£1E�CE FICTION 

FA� I'UELICATIONS 

• 

0 FF again on the mad whirl I Steady 
yourselves in the control chamber, 
kiwis, while the old Sarge takes a 

ateadyi� shot of Xeno and puta on hie com
pound microscopic glasses. 

What's this, Short-wave? A shortage of 

fanzinea this trip? Maybe it's the olf aea
aon, or perhaps the editors are busier in 
war work or Army Service. Whatever the 
cause, we'll wade on through the pile of fan 
mags present and see what we have for this 
month's inspection. 

First come·s our old faithful: 

FANTASY FICTION FIELD, 1702 Da
hill Road, Brooklyn, N. Y. Editor, Julius 
Unger. Weekly. 5c per copy. 

The subject matter ot this little sheet
from one yellow sheet to eight Dages, depend
Ing on the amount of copy-Is Improving 
eteadily. There le actually good news and In
teresting artlclel. .And, ot course, the glossy 
pre-view prlntll or the covers ot coming pro
Cessional mags continue to be Included; .At 
least three full Xeno jugs to Editor Unger. 

THE FANTASITE, 2405 Firat Ave., S., 
Minneapolis, Minn. Editor, Philip R. Bron
aon. Bimonthly. lOc per copy; three for 
25c. 

Well, re-eork roy Xeno jug! Thirty-eight 
pages--counting the coverll--0! single-spaced 
black Ink on white, standard stock. .A con
tents page that look11 very protesslonal and 
nicely balanced. Excellent art work and co l
orful llne-dra.wlng headings tor articles and 
departments. .And the cover: Shades of Sat
urn......a grlftl.n roosting on an eight-ball, or 
maybe It is a spatial bubble dancer In blue . 

.Anyway, an effective cover, and an a!l,around 
good job. Even has a neat crossword puzzle. 
Nice work, boys. 

FUTURIAN, Grange Terrace, Leeds 7, 
England. Editor, J. Michael Rosenblum. 
6-weekly intervals. Price 3d. per copy; 
2/- per annum • 

.Ah! .Another of those tanzlnee from &eros. 
the Big Pond. This one Is black on white, 
22, pages without a contents page and a;pp&.r
ently Including a tanzlne called THE: G.AL
.AXY. A bit contusing, not to mention that 
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some <>t the de!)&rtment heallll look more like 
doodling than d rawing. But, all In all. a 
newsy number and with a cou!)le of excellent 
black and white llluatr&tlons. Also, dope on 
British fans In the service. Nice going. 
SALUTE, Special free number, 20!0 Gil
bert Street, Beaumont, Teaae. Editor, 
John M. Cunningham. Free on request. 

A mighty neat stunt, If you ask the old 
Sarge. Editor Cunningham launcheS' & brand 
new publication with a free copy. Six pages 
of lavender Ink on standard stock white. A 
good editorial, a couple of line drawing&, and 
a l9t of single-spaced news Items &bout !ana 
and fanzinea here and there about the globe. 
There te room for make-lip Improvement and 
the addltk>n of a contents page, but this new 
fanzine strikes the old space dog as showing 
ra�=�blllties. Better write for your free copy, 

VOM, Box 6475, Met Station, Los Ang-eles, 
Calif. Editors, Private 4e and Morojo. 
Monthly? lOe per copy; $1 for 10 eopiea. 

The phonetic abbreviation or spatial double 
talk 1nakea It dltf!cult for the old Sarge to 
decipher. bvt In the main, VOM still carries 
on with legal size format and sha,rply cut 
stencils. The Illustrations verge a bit on the 
macabre this Issue, what with a Jap·llke war 
me.ek on the cover and a flying bat gal as a 
special supplement somewhere lnelde. And 
single-spaced type that wellnigh bogs the old 
Sarge down to his ears. Sure, lt"s easy read
Ing-and Interesting .to most of you fans. 

Which cleans up the fanzine snowstorm 
in this section of space for the time being. 
Maybe we'll have an avalanche of books to 
report on nezt voyage. Meanwhile I'll eon
serve my strength so I can wrestle with 
Taurus. (Bull, to you proletarians.) 

Hand me a fresh Xeno jug, Wart-ears; 
there are ink spota In front of my eyes as 
large as asr.irin tablets. 

And don t forget there's a war on, pee
lots. Give the Jal'anazia he- (censored 
but comprehensible). 

-SERGEANT SATURN. 

Free for Asthma 
During Winter 

IJ' ,.,.. 111!ft! wttb tbclU terrible attaeJu of Aa- W'bm It It 
cold and damp; II ra,., Wlolry wln<le make ,.,.. cho1<o u II oacb gasp f<ll' bref\th waa the · •en liSt; II restlul ll)eep II !Jn-lble 
·=�11 w!".r� ,:.u,:! ��to:,�i l!n '� �J · :r" �·:0 U:! 
'l'rstt1er A.lthm& Co. for a free trial of a remarkable metbod. No 
mttter where rou Ji"" or wbetber you ha•e llU' flUb in anJ remedY 
under the Bun. send f{ll" this tree ttlf.L I! you bavo aulrored for a 
llfettme and tried eYarnh1nr JOU could learn ot wlthout relief; even 
it 700 ue utterlY dtSCOUl' .. �. do not abandon hope but eend tod.&7 
f« tbl• tree trta.l 1t wm cot:t Jou nothlD.g. Add.rest 
Frontier Aolltoaa C•. 2110- K Froatt... Bhlv. 

482 NJ .. ara SL tluftalo, N. Y. 

WORK F OR THE 

GOVERN MENT 
START 

$1260 to $2100 YEAR 
THOUSANDS 0' WAI SlltVICI AI'POINTMEHTS 

NOW llliHG IIADI 

MEN-WOMEN ,-.---------
rosto��� .. Cl ... b, Carriers / Franklin Institute Ralrw..y P..._l Clerb 

I !)e..&. w.211 Clerks r• 
St..09roplaen.Typbh / ROCHISTEI, N.Y. 
Mclay OtHI' Jobs ,_. Gentlemen : Rush to me 

PR!PARI o FREE of charge, list GtU. S. 
IMMEDIATELY .§ Government big pay jobs. 

comm011 Educatl• � Bend FREE 32-page book de-
&tt• &llll&l .. t 1 scrl bing salaries, vacatlona, 

·Man hours, work. Tell me bow to 

Cawpon 
I qualify for one ot these jobe. 

fODAY I 
I Name .. . ... .. . ........ ... . .. .. ... . 

I 
I Address . . ..... . .. . . -.. . .. Age ... . . 
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"With God 

CHAN &I L 0 D £ S T 0 N E LIVE ud 8TRON8 
YOUR LUCt< Pair In Baa, $1 
Dtsw �to YOU, Got "Yaar Kq to Power," 21#. Lu� Num· 
=b 'i,f·otfT.:�o�. KJ::� �axl:. to.f:i'.:i:• ���;;� 
:P .. - mra 11 C.O.D. Powdent, 0111 Herba so;. lleDd for 
ftrEI' Cat.Iorue. II. IIE881CK, 8217, c .. il'ee, New Jeraoy. 

A Prolific Writer Invades a 
New Field 

W
ITH this issue of STARTLING 
STORIES in your hands you have 
read, or are about to read, SPEAK 

OF THE DEVIL, a complete book-length 
novel which combines the science of today 
with the medieval witchcraft of the Dark 
Ages. The author, Norman A. Daniels, has 
woven a humorous and yet spine-chilling 
tale· that rises to moments of stark and 
serious drama. 

Although known to thousands of readers 
in the detective field, Mr. Daniels makes 

Norman A. Daniela 

herewith his bow to a science-fiction audi
ence. After you have identified his physi
ognomy between his hat and his cigar, read 
what he, all too modestly, has to say about 
himself in a crisp, reportorial style: 

"I was born in Connecticut on June 3, 
1906. Exodus-Columbia, Northwestern 
and Trinity. Worked as a police clerk, 
then an insurance investigator and from 
this naturally gravitated into fiction writ
ing. Married a .swell Connecticut girl in 
1929. 

STATEMEN'l' 01!' THE OWNERSHIP, 1\IANA.GE· 
.MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE 
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 19U, AND 
MARCH ll, 1933, of Startllnc Stcrles, published bl· 
monlbly at Chlcaro. lll., tor Octcber 1, 1842. State or 
New York, County of New York, sa. Before me, a 
Notary Public In and tor the State and County afore
said, perao.nally appeared H. L. Herbert, who, having 
been duly awom accordlnc tc law. deposes and aaya 
that. he Ia the Business Manager Qf Startllnc Stories, 
and that the following 18, tc the best of his k:nowl· 
edce and belief, a true statement of the ownership, 
manapment, etc., of the aforeaald publication tor the 
date shown In the above caption, required b:r the Act 
of Aucuat !4, 1912, aa amended Jr.v the Act of March 
S, 19SS, embodied In section 587, Postal Laws aod Res· 
ul&tlona, printed on the reoorae of this form, to wit: 1. 
That the names and addreaaea ot the publisher , editor, 
manaclnc editor, and bUJ!Ineu manager are: Publl8ber. 
Better Publications, Ine., 10 Eut 40th Street, New 
York, N. Y. Editcr. none; llb,naglng Edltcr, none; Busl· 
ness Manacer. H. L. Herbert. 10 East 40th Street. New 
York, N. Y. 2. That tJle owners are: Better Publlea
tlons, 1ne., 10 East 40th Street, New Yor�, N. Y.; N. L. 
Pines, 10 East 40th Street, New York, �. Y. S. That 
the known bondholders, mortga�ea, and other seeurit7 
holders ownlns or boldine 1 per cent or more of total 
amount of bonds, mortgages, or other seeurltlea are 
none. 4. That the two paragraphs ne� above, glvins 
the names of the owners. stockholders, and aeeurlt:r 
holders. If any, contain not on!)' ·tbe. Jist of stockholders 
and aeeurlt7 holders o.s they appear upon tbe boolal of 
the compallJ', but. alao, 'In CMeS where the atoelrholder 
or aeeurlt:r holder appears upon tbe books of the com· 
pany u trustee or In any otber fiduciary relation, 
tbe name of the person or corporat1011 for whom aueh 
trustee II aetlnJ, Ia given; also that U!e said two para
graphs eontaln otatementa embractnc atl!aot'a full knowl· 
edp and belief as to the circumstances and conditions 
Wider which stockholders and security holders who do 
uot appear upon the books of tbe company u trustee&, 
bold stock and securities In a capacity other than that 
or a bona ftde owner ; and this amant has no reason to 
believe �� any otbe� person, association, or corpora· 
tion has any Interest dltect or Indirect In the said stock. 
bonds, or other eeeurtt.tos than u so stated by him. 
H. L. Herbert. Business Manager. Sworn to and sub
scribed before n•e this 9tb day or October, 1942. Eu
pne Wechsler, Notary Public. M:v eommlsaiOII e:rplres 
March 30, 1943. 

"After a few million words of detective 
aftd mystery fiction, the first long pseudo
science ltory comes forth-SPEAK OF 
THE DEVIL. With a particular dislike 
for Hitler, it was quite simple to find a 
foil for Satan. Perhaps Hitler and the 
Devil are one and the same-an interesting 
speculation, to say the least. 

"Stories of Satan seem to have a uni
versal appeal; a fe� are masterpieces of 
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literature. Yet, none·-so far as I know--
have treated the subject from a pseudo-sci
entific angle, so perhaps we have something 
fairly new here. 

"As for me, personally, there isn't much 
of particular interest. Writing more than 
a million words a year for several years 
keeps a man pretty busy. I'm too fat, too 
bald, and I have a definite stenographer's 
spread. I live in a New York hotel where, 
if a tack gets loose on the furniture, six 
men come up to fix it. All of which doesn't . .  
exactly tend to l�ssen the waistline. 

"I've written books, radio scripts and 
reams of fiction. With the same cock-eyed 
mind that conjured up this story of the 
Devil, maybe I can think of something even 
wackier, if the good readers care for this 
yarn. And I hope they do." 

Well, that's what Norman A. Daniels re
ports about himself-and we call it  slan
d er. Actually, he's a jolly, good-looking 
sort of fellow and one of the most popular 
fiction writers living. You'd like Norm 
a lot if you knew him-and you're sure to 1 
warm up to him when you read his swell 
yarn. 

NAME · - · · • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

- . _..ll.ll.-

\Jj) i 
); ":,g I ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  • •  • • • • • • • • • • •  

CITY . • . . •  , • • • . .  , , . , ,  • • • • . . • . . . . • . • • • •  STATE • • • • • • • • • • •  t • Plense at�1ch latter stat.i.ng Dg�". o<"cupntlQ:l nml name and addreSS of emplo)<·er and give aL lea::ot one buSillcss ms.n as refet"C!ll!tit� _. 
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GET INTO THE SCRAP WITH 

YOUR SCRAP! 

Take your salvage material to your 

nearest filling station or local 

Civilia11 Defense Headquarters. 

Read 

STARTLING STORIES 

Every lsJue 

Relieved in 5 minutes or 
doub!� your money back 

'W'hen excess stomach :tcid causes painful, suffocating gas. eour 
stomach and hcal'tburn. dootors usually prescribe the fastest.-actim: 
medicines !mown for symptomatic rcilef-mcdicines li lte thcae in Bell-ans Tablets. No las.a.tive, Bcli-ans brings comfort In :1 jiffy or 
double your money back on return or bottle to us. 25� everywhere. 

HOSPITAL BILLS PAll) 
For Only a Few Pen,ies a Day 

How would you like to have Hospital or ·Doctor 
��Hf fe�ft��r ti;�u:;;;�l�� ����i��\�Ju����s:;,��� 
most---It's the' most complete HOSPITAL AND SURGEQ_N'S I:'EE ll\'SURANCE offered. Llbers.l 
Polley p,ays up to $485..00 " for .HosDitallzatlon. 
Covers ·SICIO<ESS·· or INJU!fY. rnatiy other lib� 
era! benefits! wiR R�SK included .. s�nd to>: 
literature at . once. No Age!)t will call. Write todaY! PRUDENCE, .Pioneers of Ho•pitalizatiOJ, lns�ncc_, 17,10 Old 'Colony Bldg., Chl�ago, 111. 

SONG .. POEMS WANTED 

60 DAYS' TRIAL 
TEST THEM 

EXA M I N E  THEM. 
We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAJJ, from 
your mouth-impression ! Money-Baclt GUARAN'l'EE 
�:ri�ttis�a1�����o:S����fJ�lis��n tW:� [I! [Ei1 
Stylos ancl Jnfom1ation. Wrile toclay to _'-_1;.' 1 
PARKER DENTAL LA6., 127 N. Dearborn St .. Depi, I7R, Chieago, l ll. 



BLUEPRINT BEADING 

HOW ANYONE CAN READ BLUE1'�1NTS 
Evenibing about Blueprint Read ing is put right at yoUr 
finger-ttos l Simple as A, B. t.:. No need to attend ao 
:f�:t:ge�fa�d� ��atf�� 0i

i�a �e:l��ci.oi. n!:�·s v�e:��e�y
t���: 

prfnt �ading Course (or nll tradE's tbat is ADSOLUTFLY 
i;!ltf'erent. No dry tutiJooks - .Yffil learn by seeing a}ld 
doing - an� you RJ;:AD BLUF..PRINTS from tbe very 
FIRST DA l. V\'ith t.his amazing new method .- a fe"' 
minutes a day is all you nerd to read Blueprint! 
an sight. l'his simplWed, snnre-tirue, Home Study 
Course tn£ets a}l Bluuprint Ilequlrements for CivH 
Service and Nat!onal De!ensG Jobs. 

QUALIFY QUICKLY 
FOR A B I G  PAY JOB 

Here !1 really blg ne.ws for you - if ron have 
a job, or if you want a job in any branch of 
&V11U()l), shipbuilding, sheet metal work. welll· 
tng� electricJty. machine tooling, plumbing, <"..a.r ... 
pentry. ra.dio. building automoth'e and Diesel 
Engineering. or any other or thP mecbaotcal, eon
atroctlon or DJ;:FENSJil 11\'llU STRTF.S - the .>\US
TIN TECH. "Rhadowgrnph" Method C:A:-1 HEl..P YOU QUALIJ'Y tnr a BET'.I'ER 
JOB A�"D BIGGFJt PAY in an amazingly short time. Thta marvelous bome
ttudy method is so easy - It enables even a schoolboy to learn Blueprint Beading 
from the llrst day I 

This 24-Volume Blueprint R..adi111< Cou.n;e Is pa.ckecl In a l�eclaliY eon.• &tructed bookcase. which ln Itself Is a uniQue .. \\rorking ModeJ'• designed 
to en&ble you to read Blueprints from the ftrst day. Tbe Course oontalns • · over 600 Aotual Blueprlnt.......Charts-Tables-Diagram&-Signs-:S:vmbols and other Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprints practically 
en sight. 

EVERYTHI N G  IS SENT TO YOU AT O NCE! 

l!'.•,g:g;:r'���o�'!t��1t':• .. :��t��1un1M�:��·1ndoo����:.' �.:o:,:_ to .{}"R�·���.�.r�� 
matlcs Made Easy" and Prnfesslonal Slide Rule. Everything ,, �nt In one ahtp .. 
IRtnl ACT TODAY-DUE TO R IS ING PRICES FREE G I FT OFFER IS LIMITED • 

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS 
275 7th Avenue, Div. SM·3, New York, N. Y. 

Canadian and Foreign orders accop!ed. Full amount must ae<:ompany order. 

S E N D ·  N O  M O N EY · . .  · · 

• 
• 
• 
Ill 
D 
• 
I 
• 
a 
Ill ; 
• 
=· • • Ill 

Send me 9n FREE AP,P.ROVJUJ your com ... 
plete 24-\�olume lllu(!print Reading Course 
wlth special "\Vorktng .Mod�l" Bookcase I 
am to get FREE .. Mathematics Made Ea'sy,. 
and Professional Slide Rule. I will pay post

man $1.95, J')lus postage and C. 0. D. charges 
on arrtva1. It I nturn eYerything \rlthin 5 dan Y.OU are to refund my money in tun. 
Otherwise I wUJ umtt $2 monthly for 
3 months and a fina.l JHiymmt or $1 for the 
4th month until the total pries or $8.95 Js 
pald. {tO% dt�ount tf fuU payment aocom
pani.sa order-same refund gu.uantee.) 

N&r:'lle • • • • . . • . • . . . .  • • •  J • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  � • •  
Addre!s . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . • • • 

· •  
City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Stale . . . . . . . . . .  , • • •  

I Beferenoe . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

• 
A.ddloeu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

• NOTE : If you enclnte $ 1 .95 with coupon""" � we will pay 2tll postage chargos. Every ceni 
rofur.ded if net satisfiad. 



L E T  T H I S  A U D E L S E T 
SOLVE YOU R  PROBLEMS 

KNOW your job and you'll never b e  without 
one. The man who takes pride in his per
sonal skill is the man that is always in 

demand. The skilled carpenter's work is the 
easiest because he knows the practical short cuts 

and modern methods. His pay is higher be-
cause he does more and better work with less 
effort. A udel' s Carpenters' & Builders' Guides 
gives you a Helping Hand into the Master 
Class. AcompleteCarpenter's and Builder's 

Course for study and ready reference. 

Helping Hand Is Extended to You 
Carpenters everywhere are using A UDEL'S 
CAllPENTERS' & BUILDERS' GUIDES as 
a helping hand to easier work, better work and 

better pay. To get this assistance for yourself 
you need only use the coupon below without 
risk. Find out for yourself whether they will 
be a valuable daily assistant in your work. 
If you find that the hundreds of charts, tables, 
diagrams, specifications and instructions will 

p you, keep the books, sending $ 1  a m·onth for 6 months. 

Strong, flexible covers- easy to carry in t h e  pocket. Clear white 
paper. A handsome set of practical. helpful books that every carpen

ter will be proud to own. 

Condensed Contents of 
Audel's New Guides 

Guide No. 1 -431 Pages 
1200 ILLUSTRATIONS 

Usc or tools, dHYcrcnt woods. nails 
and screws, filing 1'3aWS, chalk line, 
plumb and level, rules and scales, 
rnltre boxes, steel square, laying� 
out work. joints and Joinery, bow to 
build work bench and furniture. 

Guide No. 2 - 455 Pages 
400 I LLUSTRAT IONS 

Carpenters' Arithmetic, h o w  t o  
build houses. barns, garages. CJUII
galows ; reading plans, drawlug up 
specifications, estimating cost. pro
portioning b e a m s  , estimating 
strength o! Urn bers, mensuration, 
geometrY, trigonometry. 

Guide No. 3 - 255 Pages 
400 I LLUSTRATIONS 

Excavating foundations. how to 
build coru;rcte fonns. framing houses, 
setting girders and sills, framing 
Joists, well holes. how to lath, types 
of roofs. tangents. skylights. and 
scaffolding and hoisting. 

Guide No. 4 - 448 Pages 400 I LLUSTRATI O NS 
Shingling. how to lay roofs, hang 
doors, f r a m e  w i n d ow s :  bullding 
stairs ; cornice work. exterior and in
trrior trim. In ring floors. putting on 
siding, painting, and first aid to the 
Injured. •HANDY POCKET SIZE GUIDES 

BIG TYPE-EASY TO READ AND lEARN 
1500 PAGES-3700 EXAMPLES 

Use This Free Coupon Now ! 
Take this step now into the Skilled 
Carpenter Class. Don't keep on doing 
hard or unnecessary work that you don't have 
to do. Learn the short cuts and easier modern 
methods. Be a Master Worker. Let these 
Practical Guides give you a helping hand into 
the class where you belong . 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  
• 
• 
• 
• 
• 
• 
• 
• 

THEO. AUDEL & CO. II 49 W. 23rd Sl, New York City 
Please submit me for approval and free 
examination: AU DEL'S CARPENTERS' AND B U ILDERS' G U I DES. Ship at 
once, prepaid, the 4 numbers. If satlsfac-

�g�r ��f{���
o

$�
e
;1�0��YY SJnU'�t���s'��a�d�nys and to fur-

: Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
• 
• • 4ddms . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
• 
• Occtlpa!ion . . • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • .  
• 
• Emploved bu . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  · · · · · • • • • • • • • •  PAL 



SP£-EaJ-HDNE 

LOOK 
For THIS  
DISPLAY 
at YOUR 
DEALER'S 
TODAY !  

keeps your  blade keen!  
TEEL 

YOU ... 
Ul' 10 SIO. OO � YEA 

You'll want SPEE-D-HONE the moment you see it and 
try it . . .  not because it costs so little . . •  only lOc . •  
but because it enables you to enjoy dozens of clean, 
comfortable quick shaves from one razor nlade. 

Yes, SPEE-D-HONE is small, compact, easy to carry, 
mail and use. Takes only a few seconds before every 
shave to keep that razor blade in first-class con<lition. 

Men tell us they've had as many as 50, 75 and 100 
clean, cool shaves from one blade. That's ECONOMY 
for you . . .  saves finest cutlery STEEL for war effort. 

And don't overlook the women, either. Tell your 
wife or sweetheart about SPEE-D-HONE. She'll•know 
why . . .  and want one right away. 

Simple, complete instructions for use on every 
SPEE - D - H ONE. But the i mportant t h i n g  i s  to get 
SPEE-D-HONE from your dealer now. Only lOc for 
months of the best shaving you've ever had. 

If your dealer can't supply you, send tOe together with 3c, 
to cover postage and handling, for each SPEE-D-HONE 
desired (offer expires June 30, 1 94 3 )  to Department TG 

CURTISS CANDY CO. (distr.), CHICAGO, ILL. 

* Mail SPEE- D-HONE to the boys i11 ser"· 
ice. They'll appreciaU 011e. Use al least 11 

balj doze11 for Ibis purpose. Specially carded for 
easy maili�tg. · 
FOR VICTORY BUY WA R BONOS AND STAMrSt 




