


f!ll� a/� with 

fresh Eveready Batteries 

"One Moment, Please • • •  There's Someone on the Wire!" 

RIGHT NOW the armed forces are using much of our pro
duction of "EYereacly" No. 6 Dry Cells for field telephone 

units. That limits the ci,·ilian supply, so please use yours 

carefully. 

Are you buyzng 1ll the 
ll'aT Bonds you ean as 
often as you can? 

The words 0Evercady'' and "Ignitor" are registered trade-nw'tk.� of National Carbon Company, Ine. 
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You Read 
You See 
You Play 

• 

It's easy as A-B-C! 

From the diagran1 �rou can se-e how ('8.8y 
it is to learn by this l?'ri.nt and Picture 
method. In a few n1inutes you find 
yourself playing the faunous "'Db.:ie." 

"Dixie" 

Thousands learn to play their favorite instrume·nts 
this quick, easy way . . . for less than 7 f a �Yt 
LEARNJNG music this "Print and Picture" way is 

juRt ns ea.sy ns it sounds. YOU READ ... YOU SEE 
... YOU PLAY! Yes, you learn to play by p'Ulying real 
tunes rigbt from the start. As you start to play, you 
reacl the simple instructions that expl ain exactly how 
to play it . .Nc.·t you ••• from the diagrams just what 
moYes to make. Then you 1ilay the tnue aucl hear how 
it goes. 

.._,nee �·ou start a U. S. School of l\Iusic course you 
look forward to the time you spend on it. No long
winded explanations to haftle you. No tedious exer
cises to bore you. Learn ing to play becomes a pleasant 
pnsti.me. You be.gin with simple tunes and gradually 
go on to more arlnnced pipces. Defore you enr realize 
it you're playing your faYorite numbers by note. 

THESE LETTERS PROVE IT! 
"YOU CAN'T BEAT 
IT!" •'J am glad to tell anyone about the 
U. S. Sehool. It Is 
just what they sa.y ii is. If rou want to 
learn music you can•t beat ftl'' 
•w. E. o . . N. Mex. 
PLAYS ON RADIO
"As a proud student 
I \al'l't kceJJ rrom tell· tw: you that as a re
sult of my course I 
hu,·e a gond POS-ition 
playing from KTHS evc1 v morn in'!." 
*J. S. Heavener, Okla. 

•Actual fJUtJilB' names o�l reQue3t. Pictures b-y vro/essiona! models. 

And just thin!<! Yon can now IQ:un to pla:r any in
strument you choose for less than 7c a day, That 
covers eYerything . . . valuable sheet mus.ic ... printed 
instructions, diagrams, and our Personal Ad,·isury 
Service. 

So if you are interested in learning music . . . if :rou 
long tor the pleasure that comes with the ability to 
entertain others .. . mail the cou pon bPlow asking for 
our FRE.E Illustra.ted Booklet and "Print and Pic
ture" Rumple. These "-riJI prove to yon how PUS�\ it is 
to learn music at hom e. Act now . . .  and C'herk the 
inRtrument �·ou 'n111t to learn. U. S o School of l\[usic, 
2943 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

Please send me FFee Booldet and Print and Picture 
Samplo. I woH!d lil;:e to Jliay instrument checked below. 
(Do you have in:>trumenL t .. . ... ... o o .  o o o • • • • • • •  o .  o • • • • •  ) 
Piano Piano Accordion Practical Finger 
Vloli n Saxophone Control 
Hawaiian Trumpet, Cornet Tenor BanJo 

Guitar Clarinet rttodern 
Guitar Mandolin Elementary 

Harmony I Name 1 . . .. .. . .. . . . . ··iPieas�·Prinii . .. . . . . . . . . . . · · ·  . . . .  . 
( Street . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . .. . . . . . . . . . .  . 
f City ... .... . . . . ... . . ... .... . . . . . . . . . . . . ... .. . . . State ... 

J NOTE . . .  If you a�f.e:��11�� ��u���s of age parent must 
L __ Save 2o- Stick Coupon on penny postcard __ _J 



A Department Where Readers, Writers and Sergeant Saturn Get Togef11er 

W HAT sort of communiques are in the 
mail bag or on the operator's spindle 
this issue the old Sarge doesn't yet 

know-but I'm shuddering already. Snaggle
tooth, rip open the mail sack while I unchain 
the little ogres. First, perhaps I should ex
plain to you space monkeys about Snaggle
tooth. He is the old space dog's new aide. 

Wart-ears is the mess-age boy in the good 
ship THRILLING WONDER STORIES, 
Frog-eyes scrambles the communiques in 
CAPTAIN FUTURE, and Snaggle-tooth has 
the STARTLING STORIES space run. Once 
in a while the old Sarge may shift them 
around and get them mixed up, but that is 
nothing to the way they mix up the mail bags. 

Before we have at the ethergrams, let's 
look over the manifest to see what cargo we 
are hauling next trip. W ell, well, and again, 
well! What do you know ? Our old friend 
M anly Wade Wellman has struck a rich vein 
of pay dirt on one of the outer planets and is 
shipping a big load home to Earth. 

STRANGERS ON THE HEI GHT S, a 
full-length novel of the eerie and unnatural 
in science, will occupy the main hold. This 
story-the first long yarn from Wellman in 
some distance-is a powerful novel that deals 
with devil worship and weird cults in South 
America. I t  also explains a great many mys
teries which ha:ve puzzled- mankind for more 
than a thousand years. 

Charles Fort once said, in essence: "At 
times I think we are fished for." 

B ill Gardestang, returned veteran of World 
War I I, tries to take up civilian life where 
he had left off a few years previous, and he 
finds that he doesn't fit in. The first flush of 
his youth is gone, people and ways have 
changed-his own perspective has undergone 
a metamorphosis. In fact, he is out of step, 
lost-until he runs into the opening sequences 
of STRAN GERS ON THE HEI GHTS. And 
from thenceforth he is too busy and in too 
much peril and mystery to worry about being 
out of step. 

The sweep and gathering power of this 
story has a vital and gripping something in it 
that will live with you after you have finished 
the story and laid the magazine down. There 
is such an other-worldness to this story that 
we have found a new artist to  illustrate it for 
you. Donnelly is the name, and this artist 
has a touch that is reminiscent of both Finlay 
and Paul. The Old Sarge is awaiting your 
double reaction in some glee. 

The companion Hall of Fame Classic will 
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be B EYOND THE SINGING FLAME, by 
Clark Ashton Smith, a sequel to THE CITY 
OF SINGING F LA M E, reprinted in the 
January, 1941,  issue. Along with other 
short stor· ), new THR ILLS IN SCIENCE, 
various articles, and this delightful and serene 
department, the good ship STARTLING 
STORIES will be laden to the ceiling venti-
lators. . 

Now, on with the affairs of Snaggle-tooth. 

£rtlfKd�M� 
OF TH IS AND THAT 
By Tom Pace 

Dear Sarge : I just read the latest issue of SS and 
I wish to say that It Is very good. 

The cover is swell. The absence of any and all 
B.EMs was a boon. And for once, Bergey's humans 
actually look human. 

"The Giant Atom" was very well done. Nicr 
work. 111. J. Gardner's H. of F. classic was very 
good. Rocklynne stubbed hi s toe again. Kuttner 
has done better, but M.H.C. had a fine plot, was 
really a good SF-detective mixture. Glad to see 
Coblentz, although his tale should have been spread 
out. Condensed, as it was. The fine style of \\Titing 
he uses would have been more apparent. 

Pictures? Marchloni was far better than usual. 
Paul's pic was swell. The others are not much to 
speak of. What, no Finlay? 

Am looking forward to "The Great Ego." Sounds 
like swell fantasy. Also looking forward to Virgil's 
pies. By the way, Better Pubs, Inc .• m ust have 
bought a good deal of Finlay's and Paul's pies be
fore they went into the army. Or are they turn
ing 'em out between KPs? 

Never mind trimmed edges. If they cau$e extra 
expense, don't get 'em. 

Frail Laney, for some reason I like you. Maybe 
it's the sanity that pervades your missive. So many 
letter-writers go off the deep end nowadays. 

r,ook what's talking. � 
Swell !or a tlrst Robert Moor e. By the way. 

Xeno i s a '"combining form from the Greek "xenos' 
meaning strange, foreign." Guess it is, at that! ! ! 
Even Raym, The Ark of Firebug became infected 
by the Xeno bug! Oh, well. It gets us all. 

I am a Judo fan, so will you tell me, Sarge, what 
in the name of the blue stars is inter-dimensional 
Judo? 

Say, Gardner! I thought that Last Woman seemed 
to bring up the thoughts of ·west's story. I do think 
that you treated the l ast woman rather harshly. 

I liked West's ending a little better, though you 
had more dramaticlsm In your Woman opus. 

Hurray for Femme Pee-Jots! Clara, you have 
some very good Ideas. 

Say, Jay, you hit the nail on the head. I believe 
that us guys that read and enjoy SF and fantasy 
have a broader view of th ings than the realist. 
'There are exactly two science fiction fans in my 
school, counting me, and we have been called every
thing from saps to d - - n fools. 

Ramsay shou l d be teaching logic. 
(Continued on page 8) 
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Don't ·allow Hospitalization expense to ruin your 
life savings. lmure NOW at low cost ... before it's too la_te! The famous North American Plan provides 
that m case of unexpected sickness or 'accident, you 
may go to any Hospital in the U. S. or Canada under 
�ny Doctor's care. Your expenses will be paid for you 
m stnct accordance with Policy provisions. 

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION 

. 
On

_
e 

_
individual or entire family (birth to age 70) 

IS ehg1ble. Unusual features of the North American 
Hospitalization Plan are its provisions for Doctor fees 
in case of accident and a liberal $1,000.00 Accidental 
Death benefit. Also, as a civi lian, you get War Risk 
coverage at no extra charge. For solid, dependable eco
nomical protection North American has won th� ap
proval _of leading Hospitals and physicians throughout t�1e Umted States. The company is under the supervi
SIOn of the Insurance Department. No agent will call. 

LIBERAL CASH BENEFITS INCLUDE 

HOSPITAl EXP£NSES 

$ 54 0 0 0 fOR SICIINfSS (Oegln-
nlng 7th Day) UP TO . e 

HOSPITAl EXPENSES $1: 4 0 0 0 fOR ACCID£NT UP TO il e 
DOCTOR OR SURGEON 
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A��IDUH Ui' TO , e 

LOSS OF TittlE $3 0 0 00 fROM WO.RK UP TO e 
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WAR COVERAGE INCLUDED 7k AMIULANCI SEIVICI EXPINSI , , , calt 
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ahout your "3¢ A Uay llOSlJilalizutwn losur.ll.�e ij 

I P�n." i 
I G 1 Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  y 
I Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  _ . . . . . . . . . . . . I 
I I 
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{Fill in and d!TJ thls coupon. Mntl In cm·eiope or 
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I N  90 DA 
AT HOME 

MONEY-MAKING CAREER OPEN 
to MEN and WOMEN, 18 to 50 

Hundreds of men and women behvef'ln 18 and 50 make $10 to $20 in a. sln,gle day giving sctent!Hc Swedish Musa.ge and 
Hydro-Therapy treauuents. Tbere Is blg demand from doc
tors, hospitals. sanitariums and clubs. Gradue..tes earn large 
full time Income� from these or In private practice in their own 
offices. Others make good money from home treatments given 
in spare time. Learn this lnterestlng, money-making profession 

In your own home, through our home study course. Same Instructors 88 In our nationally 
known resident school. You can win independ
ence and prepare for future security by Qualify
ing far your Diploma. Course ca.n be completed 
In 3 to 4 mont.hs. Many earn while they learn. 
Begin your training at once. 
Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE 
Enroll n6w and we wtll include, at no extra. cost, many needed supplies. Fit yourself to help 
meet growing demand for massage now and arter 
the war. Send the coupon at once for complt�te 
details. Anatomy Charts and 32-page Illustrated 
Booklet, FREE, postpaid. ----�------------ ---

THE COLLEGE or SWEDISH M.f.SSAGE 
Dept. 363, 100 East Ohio St. , Chlc&.IIO II, Illinois 
Plea•• send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, 32-page 
Booklet and complete details on Home Training. 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . ..... . 
Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • • • . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  · · · · · · · · · · ·····• 
CitY . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State ........... . 

POEMS WANTED 1-For Musical Setting -� 
Mother. Home, Love, Saered, Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don't Delay- Send us your 
Original Poem at once-for immediate ex
amination and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. 

RICHARD BROTHERS 74 ������':l��t"..� 
Protect Entire"Family 
: f�r.-$·1· a Month 

Certificate Paying Benefit& up to $1,000.00. F R E E Sent for FREE Inspection 
Covers ...,!dental or n&tura.l death. No medico.! .xamln&· 
tlon. Ago limits 2 to 15 yea.rs. SEND NO MO!'o'EY
just your name and address. No obligation. No salesman 
will call. Postcard wu.t do. Atlu Mutual Beneflt Ass'n, Dept. 104, Wilmington, Delaware. 

The medicated smoke of Dr. 
R. SchiffmJino's ASTHMA-OOR 
aids in reducing the severity 
of asthmatic attacks - helps 
make breathing easier . . . 

ASTHMADOR is economical 
dependable, uniform- ics 
quality more than ever insured by 
rigid laboratory control of poten· 
cy. Use ASTHMADOR in powder, 
cigarette, or pipe mixture form. At 

! 
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THE ETIIER VIBRATES 
(Continued from page 6) 

I think that Pal Carter has a good idea. After 
all, variety is the spice of life, and I like hot food ! 
Cut out the lead novel occasionally, and put in a long 
classic. Don't forget: John Lain, Stapledon. Merritt, 
Smtth, Cummings (It would be good to see Girl in 
the Golden Atom), Weinbaum, and has anyone ever 
heard of Carl H. Claudy? 

Keep the fa.nzine review. 'Voulcl like to write for 
fanzines. I can write poetry and story better than 
I can letters. Ha .. 

Hope this is printed. So long until next ish, you 
old double-dyed space ape (to use your own words). 
I can answer better, if anyone can take a hint. By 
the wa.y, Sarge, Hannes Bok Is a swell artist. Get 
it? 

My favorite fans are: Milt L�sser, Jay Chidsey, 
C had Oliver, Paul Carter, Bill Stay, Fran Laney, 
Raym Washington. Not that order, but they are all 
good.-Estaba.gu, Alabama. 

What you have to say here, Pee-lot Pace, 
is neither startlingly good nor arrantly bad. 
It simply fails to arouse the old Sarge from 
his lethargy. So we will gently blast on to 
the next flash from the ether. 

N U TS TO HONEY CH ILE! 
By Mrs. Frann Miescher 

Dear Sarge : I haven't aoy kick against your 
magazines, stories and lllustrations, but believe me 
you are a pain. It makes me sick to see you 
sloshi ng your mythical Xeno around and trying to 
sound grown-up with your trashy pee-lot and kiwi 
lingo. 

One would think that with the paper shortage· 

tbey'd limit you to sensible comments without bene-• fit of cheap juvenile frills. 
Now that I've wasted good paper telling you what 

I've been tempted to tell you since you first appeared 
years ago, I'll tal;e time out to make a few com
ments on the Winter issue. "Music Hath Charms" was interesting though not 
a new plot. 

"The Sidereal Time-Bomb": That was a story 
where you built one up to great expectations with 
mystic symbols et al and then boom-you blow the 
planet up and the story, too. In fact, it just didn't 
make sense. 

My only comment on the two-dimensional maze of 
"Beyond The Boiling Zone" is a question: Is there 
really such a planet as Vulcan and what Is i ts 
orbit's time? Please 1 

The Hall of Fame Is always good and "La�t 
Woman" is no exception. Has there ever been a 
collection of these stories published In book form? 

As for the "Giant Atom"-I should think the girls 
(front cover) in these clothes would freeze to death. 
The artists seem to be always at odds trying to 
see who can put the most clothes on the males while 
delicately reducing that of the females ln a dimin
ishing returns formula. "The Giant Atom" was just 
too much blood and thunder and mushy maids for 
me. Howev<)r, your �hort stories are always good 
enough to counterbalance the no,·el . 

It took a few years for me to get around to say
ing my say and, ye gods !-all I can say in closing 
is maybe someday someone calling himself Major 
Mars or G eneral Gandymede will tell the Sarge 
where to get off. 

Print a picture of yourself, Sarge, so we can 
see if that "honey chile" stuff fits your features.
Paso Robles, California. 

Well, honey chile, what in the-sanguinary 
nethermost regions is wrong with you ? Don' 
you all lak purty gals youahse'f ? Sure, you 
do, and the old Sarge ain't gonna argue with 
you in any Tobacco Road dialect, either. 
Let's get on to your own sensible questions. 
The existence of Vulcan is still argued by 
astronomers, its possibility being in certain 
eccentricities in M ercury's orbit, etc. N oth
ing definite has yet been established. 

And it's too late for M aj or Mars and offi
cers of his ilk; the old Sarge has already been 
told off b7 Private Pluto. 



TOMORROW I AM A SOLDIER MAN 
By Clinton Blackburn 

D ear  Sarge : T h is is the last letter you'll J'eceive 
from m e  from the old home place. A s  of tomor row 
I become officially a member of Uncle Sa m ' s  Armed 
Forces and leave for parts unknown. Sh -h -h-h, it's 
a mil itary secret. HoweYer, I ' n1 l oold ng forward to many hours of my leisure time with my old pal, 
STARTLING STORIES and its companions. If 
you r stories continue on the upswing as they are 
now, t h ose hours will  be very pl easu rabl e indeed. 

Now let us tear into the business at hand.  Fi rst 
let us take the cover, the l ead novel :mrl i l l u stration 
for same. The lead novel by Jameson w�s on the 
same ol d theme of hero-heroine-saving-world, to be 
sure, but was very good just the sa m e. The menace 
was something new and was h and l e<'! wel l.  R u t  
w a s  i t  a matter of  chance that t h e  atom followed 
the concrete highway? If so, it  seems h i gh l y  im
probable that such a th i n g  would ev�1· happen . in 
fact, Impossible. Or perhaps the atom showed a 
certai n  affi n i ty to the concrete. 

The il l ustrations by l\larch ion i \\"Pre rail·!;· gooci 
but cou l d  have been better. I waR d isa ppointed i n  
h is fir�t-page pi c. There was a certai n ,·ngge<l n�•• 
abou t it that made it  seem as if it were done in an 
awful hurr:r. Ber·gf'y's c·over was pretty g-ood aR far 
as the pai n t ing was conc�rned. But doesn' t  the 
!<;arth seem to be a "·ful close? I m ean that Ste,·e 
shou l d  ha,·e t:11<cn the atom farthe1· from the Earth 
befo1·c he turnP<l it loose. ,\ nd why iR  t h e' girl � �
ways dressed in son1e ld n d  of an abbre v i ated su n 
sui t ? Now n o n ' t  get me wrong. :Cerge�· would be 
flne if we got h i s  paintings interspr·,·seu w ith �on t c  
oth ers. A s  a reg-u l a r  n iet-n ot s o  good. 

"The Last \Voman" l eft m e  with a feeli n g  that it 
should have turned out different. This Hail of F'a m� 
sto1·y wasn't as g-ood as last issue's. P� u l ' s  i l l  us
tratlon w as only fair. ls i t  as old "" lhe stor.v ?  
That �xplain� wh y. "Beyond The Boi l i n g  Zone" 
was good. Howe,·er, T think the i l l ustration was 
---- ! ! !  \Vords fail me. I'll just ha\·e lo say i t  
was aw ful . 

T h e  detective story b�· Kuttner sported the best 
illust r·a tion in the book. "l'lno d i d  i t ?  

" T h e  S idereal Time- Bomb'' was anoth er world saving epic. I-lo,vcver. I 1 i k ed it. 
'rhere must be someth i ng wrong with me. I l ike 

almo st e very stor y I reacl. I am a novelty. 
Say, who docs this Francis T. LHney t h i nk he i s ? 

He star ts out by thanking the Sarge for doing h i m 
a favo1· or something. then says t h e  only thing that's 
bad in the whol e rna;; is  Sergeant Saturn. lle then 
goes on to call me and mil lions of others goofs for 
saying we th i n k  t1·immed eclges are an as�et and 
ends u p  by i n vi ti n g  the Sarge to rParl some more of 
thi s same k i n d  of stuff i n  a publ ication of h is own. 
'Th a t  a glJ Y ! 

Pan! Carter' s idea for a special issue featu ri ng a 
long Hall of Fame story is an excellent one ancl l am 
all  for it. Sec what yon can do about getting that 
i dea into effect immedi atel y. 

A n d  how about Raym \Vash ington"s revolut iona ry 
idea of havin9 a panel across the bottom of the 
cover an nou ncmg the feature story ? One compa ny 
tri  cl it not so long ago and-er-hacl to suspend 
publ icat ion. But you will wi n th rough overcom ing 
mconquerable odds.-Box 2 0 1 ,  St. Ant lw>ty, Jda1, o. 

I don't quite understand what you say about 
a panel across the bottom of the cover, Kiwi 
Blackburn. We always put the feature titles 
on the covers of all our magazines. M aybe 
you mean to put black type in a white box, or 
something? Th'ornas did the M U S I C  HATH 
CHARMS illustration. 

(Continued on page 1 16) 
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BUY IUHR DOnDS nno STUffiPS 
Regularly! 

TO TH E MAN 
WH O WANTS 
SUCCESS 
AFTER TH E WAR 
If you want success and security when peace 
comes, prepare for it now. Make sure that you 
have the trained ability that employers will 
want and pay for in the post-war adjustment. 

As business converts back to civilian goods, 
there will be urgent call for accountants, book
keepers, salesmen, sales and credit correspond
ents, traffic managers, marketing men, secre
taries, office managers and legally trained 
executives. 

For 35 years, LaSalle has been training 
adults in their spare time for such positions. 
It knows how. It can train you-quickly, 
thoroughly, at moderate cost, and without in
terruption to your present work. 

Mark the coupon below for our free booklet about the field o f your interest. It costs nothing 
to get the facts and they may lead you to 
larger security and success-now and after the 
armistice whistles blow. 

LASALLE EXTENS ION UN IVERSITY 
A Correspondence Institution 

Dept. 3329-R CHICAGO 15,  ILL. 
I am interested in knowing what your training is and 
how it can help me in the post�war adjustment. Please 
send me your free booklet en the field I have marked 
below. 

OAccountinlt OOffice Mana�ement 
OBookkeeping OBusincss Correspondence 
OSalcsmanshil> OTraffic Management 
OBusiness En�llsh OExecutive Management 
OLaw :LL.B.Degrce O Forcmanshlp 
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Tk Seuet ol 
M E N TA L  CREAT I N G 

TF you just like to dream, read no further. There 
l. comes a time when your fancies must be brought 
into light-and stand the test of every-day, hard 
realities. Are you one of the thousands-perhaps 
millions-whose thoughts never get beyond the 
stage of wistful wishing? Do you often come to 
from a daydream with the sigh, "If only I could 
bring it about-make it real?" 

All things begin with thought-it is what fol
lows that may take your life . out of the class of 
those who hope and dream. Thought energy, like 
anything else, can be dissipated-or it can be made 
to produce actual effects. If you know how to place 
your thoughts you can stimulate the creative proc
esses within your mind - through them you can 
assemble things and conditions of your world into 
a happy life of accomplishment. Mental creating 
does not depend upon a magical process. It con
sists of knowing how to marshal your thoughts into 
a power that draws, compels and organizes your 
ellperiences into a worth-while design of living. 

A C C E P T  T H I S  "fue B O O K  
Let the Rosicrucians tell you how you may ac
complish these things. The Rosicrucians (not a 
religious organization), a world-wide philosophical 
fraternity, have preserved for centuries the ancients' 
masterful knowledge of the functioning of the inner 
mind of man. They have taught men and women 
how to use this knowledge to recreate their /ices. 
They offer you a free copy of the fascinating book, 
"The Mastery of Life." It tells how you may re
ceive this information for study and use. Use 
coupon opposite. 

fl5e ROSICRUCIANS 
( A M O R C )  

SAN JOSE CALIFORNIA 
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N ORMAN A. DAN I E LS 
CHAPTER I 

Portrait of a Meek Man 

TH E  diminutive figure advanced to
ward the bank with quick, mincing 
steps. He  looked l ike one of 

those l ittle men who seem to find it dif
ficult to keep from being trampled un
derfoot. 

He had thin, l ight-colored hair, mild 
blue eyes and almost invisible eyebrows. 
In manner of dress he might have been 
called almost dainty. His wing collar 
aryd somber tie were reminiscent of  an 
era long since past. A derby hat rode 
his head with astonishing precision. His 
old-fashioned frock coat and striped 
trousers may have gone with an official's 
position in a bank, but certainly did not 
j ibe with the job of teller. 

Yet, Rodney St. George had never been 
known to wear anything else. A few peo
ple swore it was the same outfit he wore 
twenty-eight years before when he 
started work at the bank for the first 
time. 

Although it would have been difficult 
to notice, Rodney St. George's mild eyes 
grew icy for an instant as he saw two 
people standing not far from the en
trance to the bank. He knew both of 
them. 

As he passed, there was no trace of "I  wil l  make you queen of the •ta r s ! "  
( C H A P T E R  X V I I I )  

E O O K -- L E �  G T H  � O V E L  

1 1  
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hatred or coolness in his attitude. For
mally polite, he removed the derby which 
rested atop his head, bowed and allowed 
the faintest notion of a smile to cross his 
l ips. 

"Good morning, Miss Brooke. Good 
morning, Mr. Downing," he greeted 
without slackening his pace or looking 
back. 

Pamela Brooke shuddered just a l ittle. 

J I M  DOW N I N G 

and her arm, l i nked through that of her 
companion, tightened a bit. 

"Jim," she said. "I-I don't like that 
man. There's something wrong with 
him He almost seems to give off an aura 
of-laugh at me now-of evil." 

Jim Downing did laugh. "Pam, 
Rodney St. George is the most in
offensive l ittle guy in existence. But I 
brought you here to id entify him. Is he 
the man who made those book purchases 
at Maur and Company where you 
work ?" 

------·---

"Yes, J im. Having seen Mr. St.  George 
in the bank several times-look, the bank 
doors are opening of their own accord 
just as he reaches them. Have you had 
an electric eye installed ?" 

JIM DOWNING saw the heavy cop
per doors of the bank swing open. 

A clock was striking nine at that instant. 
Rodney St. George was within three or 
four of his short steps when the doors 
started to open. He did not have to 
change his pace in the least. After he 
passed through, the doors closed again. 
At nine-thirty the bank would be open to 
the public for business. 

Jim Downing looked down at Pamela. 
He almost forgot his troubles at the 
sight of her. She was small, a full ten 
inches shorter than his six feet, but 
trimly constructed. Her eyes were gray 
and level, her smile pleasant. J ust now, 
there was a worried look in her eyes. 

"No, Pam," said Downing, chuckling. 
"Those doors have opened for St.  George 
at this precise instant for the last twenty
odd years. He's never early or late. As 
the clock begins to strike nine, he heads 
for the door and the guards inside don't 
even bother to look for him. They just 
open the doors and he trots through." 

"That's hardly being human. How 
could anyone maintain such exact punc
tuality for so long a time ?" 

"St. George has. Never lost an hour 
from work in his life. Never late. At 
the close of the day his accounts tally 
to the penny. During the twenty-eight 
years he has worked at the bank mil
l ions upon millions of dollars have 
passed through his hands, and until now 
I'd have thought that money was as safe 
as the gold buried at Fort Knox." 

"And now you are not so certain?"  
Pamela said. "I'm not asking you to  
tell me what it  is all about, but, J im
the way he looked at us. It was only a 
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flash, but believe me there was no meek
ness in it." 

"Nonsense," Downing derided gently. 
"Remember Foster who stole a lot of the 
bank's money and then hung himself 
las week ? Of course, you do. I couldn't 
talk of much else for the following two 
or three nights when we were together. 
Well, included in Foster's loot were 
several greenbacks, the numbers of 
which were recorded for reasons' quite 
remote from the theft. These bills 
turned up at Mazur and Company. Your 
firm deals only in ancient tomes, hand
written scrolls and such. Foster's read
ing never got beyond the sport pages, 
but Rodney St. George dotes on old 
books. So I am j ust curious." 

PAMELA looked up at her fiance. 
"You mean St. George is a thief?  I 'm 

sure he paid for his last batch of books. I 
saw him a few times in the bank, but he 
was always behind his teller's cage so 
I couldn't be sure. Now, meeting him 
face to face, I can swear he is the man 
who spent that money ip our store." 

Downing rubbed his chin. "I simply 
can't get used to the idea of St.  George 
being crooked. It doesn't j ibe with his 
character at all. There must be an ex
planation. Pam, I haven't even men
tioned this to any other bank officers. I 
won't either because I think St. George 
must have an explanation of some kind." 

Pamela shivered. "He recognized me, 
of course. Perhaps he even guessed 
why I was here on the corner with you. 
Don't tell hrm why you brought me here 
-please. I waited on him several times. 
It 's all coming back now. He was so 
meticulously polite all the time. J im 
how much does he make ?" 

Downing shrugged. "In the neighbor
hood of forty dollars a week. Why ? "  

Pamela frowned. "Because h e  has 
spent upwards of eight thousand dollars 
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in our store during the past year. Where 
did he get it ?" 

"Oh, c o m  e now," Downing said 
lightly. "Perhaps St. George saved his 
money. In fact, no one claims to have 
seen him spend a nickel. Or he might 
have been left a sum by the death of a 
relative. I'll find out." 

They started walking slowly in the 
direction of the bank. Pamela held 

PA M E LA 

onto his arm tightly as if she hated to let 
go. 

"Jim, promise me you'll be careful. I 
know I may sound awfully silly to you, 
but-but something I can't explain re
pels  me from Rodney St. George. I'm 
afraid of him. Please be very, very care
ful." 

Downing nodded. "It's the business of 
tying St. George up with the death of 
Foster. The police and the medical ex
aminer said it  was obviously a suicide. 
You can't believe that St. George mur
dered Foster. Why, Foster was twice as 
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big and could have smeared him in one 
second flat. Now run along. I 've made 
you late for work already. Don't worry 
about St. George. Nor me, neither." 

He watched her hurry down the street, 
grinned and waved when she turned and 
gave him one last agitated look. Down
ing chuckled as he proceeded toward 
the bank doors. Women were funny, he 
reflected. A l ittle runt like Rodney St. 
George could make them imagine all 
sorts of things. If  she only knew St. 
George as well as those who worked in 
the bank, she'd have never found a single 
worry in him. 

In fact, Downing felt sorry for the 
man. He seemed so completely drawn 
into his shell, l ike a man afraid to stick 
his neck out to see whether it  was rain
ing or not. St. George was a bachelor, 
about forty-five, and he lived all alone 
in a modest l ittle bungalow that went 
well with his nature. 

Downing took a final drag on his ciga
rette and flipped it into the gutter. In
stead of being worried because of St. 
George, he was worried about him. It 
was simply incredible  that the meek 
little teller could have stolen any money 
or been Foster's partner in the theft. 
Foster had played the horses, gambled 
every time he got a chance and spent 
more than he earned. St. George was 
the direct opposite of this. 

There'd be a logical explanation. 
Downing felt sure of it and sincerely 
hoped for it. Yet there were certain 
things against him, too. M en who in
herit money usually talk about it, and 
St. George had never mentioned a rela
tive in all his years at the bank, l et 
alone speaking of being left some money. 

When Downing entered. St. George 
was already in his cage, expertly count
ing bills and si lver. He'd taken off the 
frock coat, replaced it  with a light
weight gray jacket. He always wore 
brown paper cuffs around his wrists. Em
ployees had to have their own coats 
cleaned, and St. George could manage 
to keep his from becoming soiled for 
weeks by using left-over bits of paper 
as cuffs. 

Downing hesitated, undecided wheth-

er to question St. G eorge now or wait 
until later. It was one of those things 
he could easily postpone from day to 
day. Downing hated to do it, but this 
was absolutely necessary. As assistant 
cashier of the bank, his duty was clear. 
Yet he coul d also give St. George every 
chance to absolve himself, approaching 
the problem with considerable tact. 

St. George looked up, gave Downing 
a mild little smile and then went back to 
work. Downing walked slowly into his 
own private office and decided it might 
be better to handle this somewhere be
sides in the bank. Perhaps a visit to St. 
George's home would give him an oppor
tunity to size up the little guy better. 
Certainly it would offer more privacy. 
He determined to wait until then, but to 
make the appointment now before he 
grew soft and postponed the matter. 

Rodney St. George finished total ing 
his cash, made a neat l i ttle entry of the 
figure and gave a startled jump when a 
pencil was rattled across the bars of his 
cage. An impish office boy was laugh
ing at him. 

"Mr. Downing wants to see you and 
he don't mean later." 

"Oh, my.'' St.  George fluttered a bit. 
"Oh, my, it's almost time for the bank to 
open. Why doesn't he inake these ar
rangements beforehand ? It's spoiling 
my whole plan for the day." 

"Is that so ?" The office boy laughed. 
"But Mr. Downing is the assistant cash
ier, so you better scram, pal." 

RODNEY ST. GEORGE didn't ex
actly scram. He never did things 

in a hurry. Very calmly, he removed his 
gray jacket, donned the frock coat and 
methodically brushed wrinkles out of 
the sleeves. The office boy stood there, 
watching him, entranced. 

"Hey, St. George." The boy stuck his 
nose against the bar, "How com

�
e you got 

a fancy name like that ? Fancy name 
and fancy pants. Maybe your great
great grand pappy was the guy who killed 
all the dragons over in England, huh ? "  

"I have n o  information o n  that score," 
St. George replied precisely. "Run 
along, my lad. y cu annoy me." 



The  c o i l s  of t he b l ack serpent t i g htened conv u l s i v  l y ,  and there was an exp l o s i o n  ( C H A P .  X X I )  
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The boy grinned. "You could b e  a 
dragon killer too if you wanted. I f  a 
dragon ever saw you coming, he'd spl it  
wide open laughing himself to death." 

Rodney St. George didn't color with 
embarrassment. He showed no irritation. 
In fact, nobody had ever seen him dis
play emotion of any kind. He was j ust 
a part of the bank, like the time lock on 
the big vault .  He operated as smoothly 
and gave as l ittle trouble. 

The big doors of the bank swung open. 
The first customer to enter was a slender 
young man who kept his eyes down and 
walked rapidly toward the teller's cages. 
He glanced up, saw Rodney St.  George 
behind his little barred window and nod
ded in satisfaction. He proceeded 
straight to St.  George's cage. The bank 
page withdrew. 

St. George saw him coming and flut
tered again. His job was to accommodate 
customers, and Downing had broken into 
the routine. St. George leaned closer to 
the grilled window. 

"Good morning, sir. Would you 
mind going to another teller, please ?" 

"Yes," the stranger grunted. "I  
would." 

He was carrying a folded newspaper in 
one hand and he thrust this through the 
window. With an expert flip he caused 
the folds of the the newspaper to fall 
away, and Rodney St. George looked at 
the biggest gun he'd ever seen in his l ife. 

"Listen," the man said in a low, terse 
voice. "Nobody else can see this gun. 
J ust you. I don't want to hurt anybody, 
but I need cash. Five hundred dollars. 
Hand it over. Then you keep your 
mouth shut until I leave." 

"What if I don't ?" St.  George asked. 
The man turned paler. "Don't be a 

fool. I 've got to have that money. I 'l l  
kill  to get i t. You can't make fifty dol
lars a week. Why die for small change 
l ike that ? You'll only be a dead hero 
and somebody will take your place. I 
tell you I mean to have that money. 
Five hundred dollars !"  

St .  George's foot moved toward the 
alarm button on the floor. The gun 
moved, too, just enough to show that the 
bandit realized what was on St. George's 

mind. The l ittle bank teller sighed ,  
picked up a sheaf of currency and count
ed out five hundred dollars. Without 
thinking, he reached for an envelope. He 
always gave clients envelopes when they 
took away a large amount of cash. 

The bandit misunderstood that ges
ture. His gun flamed. The bullet zipped 
past St .  George's cheek, making a funny 
kind of hollow sound behind him. Then 
the bandit reached under the window, 
grabbed the money and fled before the 
guards really knew what had happened. 

Two of them rushed after him. Other 
employees raced toward Rodney St. 
George's cage. He was gently fingering 
his no longer immaculate derby hat. 
There was a bullet hole squarely through 
the middle of it. 

"My," Rodney St. George said. "My 
goodness. I wonder if I can have the 
damage repaired without much cost." 

CHAPTER I I  

Kitty in a Cell 

TWO hours later J im Downing stood 
in front of St. George's cage. 

"The pol ice  caught our bandit, St.  
George. He's locked up in the precinct 
just around the corner. They want you 
to come over and identify him. By the 
way, we all appreciate the fact that you 
tried to save the bank's money." 

"Oh, but I didn't," St. George replied 
trut1tfully. "I had decided to give it  to 
him. He became rattled. Must I go to 
the police station now ? Mr. Arnbuthy 
is due in a few moments to get the pay
roll for his firm. I always handle it. I 
sho,uld be here." 

"Bother Mr. Arnbuthy," Downing 
grunted. "Put on your street clothes and 
get over to the pol ice  station before they 
back up the wagon and haul you out. 
This is serious business." 

"Yes, sir," St. George answered meek
ly. "Of course, s ir. I shall go there at 
once, sir." 

Downing looked at the clock. "By the 
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way, St.  George, I wanted to have a talk 
with you today, but it's rather late. You 
may go to lunch after finishing with the 
police. I'll be busy this afternoon, so 
may I pay you a visit tonight ? At your 
home, I mean ?" 

Rodney St.  George's face did not show 
his annoyance, as he slowly nodded. "It's 
very important to both of us," Downing 
added. "Expect me at eight. You won't 
be sorry, I assure you." 

Downing walked away. Rodney St. 
George finished smoothing his coat and 
reached for his derby. The bullet hole 
through the top of it  brought a deep 
frown. He fingered the frayed portions 

RO D N EY S T .  G EO R G E  

and his cherubic face underwent a 
change. 

Rodney St. George lost that fussy, 
timid look. His lips grew straight and 
thin. His eyes narrowed a bit and the 
muscles in his cheeks hardened sl ightly. 
A bullet hole through a twenty-year-old 
derby caused that. Something really im
portant might have made a cruel despot 
of him. 

A hefty police sergeant piloted him 
down a long, dark corridor toward the 
cell room. "All you gotta do," he said, 
"is look at the guy and tell us he's the 
one who stuck you up." 

"Filthy place," St. George said softly. 
"Yeah." The sergeant grinned. "We 

got germs here. Some of the germs grow 
very big and you can see 'em. Especially 
after a few bums park here overnight." 

Rodney St. George shivered and 
blamed it all on this stupid gunman 
who'd ruined his derby. St. George was 
becoming very angry with that man. He 
walked through the main cell  door. The 
sergeant pointed at several cells. 

"We got six or eight monkeys locked 
up in there, pal. Just so no smart mouth
piece can say we pointed the guy out to 
you, you pick him, see. I 'll stand here 
while you do i t." 

St. George peered into the first cell, 
went on and did the same with the sec
ond. When he reached the last cell, he 
saw the gunman, still the same frantic
eyed, worried man of the holdup. He  
glanced at  St. George and winced. 

"I  guess," he said nervously, "I'm not 
a very good bandit .  Look, I really 
needed that money desperately. My kid 
brother was in a j am. I 'm no good
got a prison record for shoplifting al
ready, but I had to help the kid." 

"You ruined my hat, did you know 
that ?"  St. George said. "You made me 
leave the bank at a particularly busy 
time. You brought me here to this 
filthy place, and now you plead with 
me." 

"Give me a break, Mister. I could 
have put that bullet through your head 
instead of the hat. Just say I 'm not 
the guy. Please, Mister. The bank got 
the money back. I'll do anything. Work 
for nothing !-I'll pray for you." 

"Pray for me ?" St. George frowned. 
"What makes you think I need prayer ? 
But I will get you out of here. Look at 
me." 

Rodney St. Clair gave a covert glance 
at the sergeant who stood near the door. 
Then Rodney St. George raised his 
right hand at the prisoner. He drew a 
straight line in the air, l i fted the hand 
again and encompassed that invisible 
line with another one that seemed to 
circle about the first as a vine climbs a 
pole. 

-

There sounded a distinct meow, and 
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a cat walked out between the bars of the 
cell door. St.  George bent to pick it 
up. The cat shied away, its tail grow
ing big, its lips hissing a warning. St. 
George grasped it  by the back of the 
neck like an expert He tucked the cat 
under one arm. 

"Sergeant," he called out. "This is 
the gunman all right, but there is some
thing wrong with him." 

SERGEANT O'BRIEN hurried over, 
saw the cat and stared. 

"Where'd you get that ?" he asked. 
"It was in the cell with the crook. I 

like cats, don't you ? They're soft and 
silky. I l ike them very much." 

"Holy Moses !"  The sergeant fum
bled in his pocket for a key. "Some
thing's happened to Logan all right. 
Mister-beat it out front and have the 
lieutenant call a doctor, will you ? "  

Still holding the cat firmly, Rodney 
St. George obeyed the order. He was 
still at the station when the doctor 
emerged from the cell. 

"The man is dead, but there isn't a 
mark on him," reported the physician. 
"Must have been his heart." 

"Will you do an autopsy ?" St. George 
asked. 

The doctor nodded. "Yes, of course." 
St. George smiled. An autopsy meant 

that the corpse would be cut up. He 
stroked the eat's head, turned so the 
animal could look into the cell. It 
seemed to draw back in his grasp as if 
what it  saw was the most horrible spec
tacle on earth. 

"Sergeant," St. George asked, "do you 
mind if I keep this cat ? You did say it  
doesn't belong here and I will  provide 
an excellent home." 

"Sure-take it away. We'd only have 
to call the S.P.C.A. for it. Listen, 
buddy, was Logan stiff when you first 
looked in the cell ?"  

"Stiff ? Oh, you mean dead ? I really 
have no way of knowing, Sergeant. He 
looked dead. Logan-so that was his 
name. I think I'll call my new cat 
Logan, too. It's a nice name for him. 
Good-by, gentlemen. You will find me at 
the bank should you want me." 

St. George walked happily out of the 
building, looked around for a clock and 
saw that it was the hour for the bank 
to close. He'd been forced to spend con
siderable time at the police station. He 
should return to the bank, but if some
one else had taken his place, the cash 
would be mixed up, anyway. For the 
first time in twenty-eight years he de
c ided to go home early and without 
checking out of the bank. 

There was a little fuss on the bus be
cause Logan, the cat, obviously wanted 
his freedom. J ust as obviously, St. 
George was determined to keep him and 
he held the animal tighter and tighter 
until it emitted a decided squeal of pain. 
Several women glanced at him. St. 
George smiled back and eased up on the 
pressure. 

He got off the bus about half a mile 
from his home and walked the rest of 
the way. A few blocks up the street, he 
entered a butcher shop. The butcher, a 
man with a face as red as the meat he 
handled, eyed St .  George with a some
what exasperated stare. 

"Now, don't tell me you got another 
cat ?"  h� said. "They'll eat you out of 
house and home and ration book. What's 
a man want with a flock of cats any
how ? Some old lady might like them, 
but a man like you ought to have a dog. 
I'd rather-" 

"Please," St. George said, "I'm paying 
you for meat, not advi ce. I happen to 
like cats and I shall keep as many as I 
wish. Give me three pounds of l iver. 
The inexpensive kind. Or wait . . .  two 
and a half pounds should be sufficient. 
I'll save some ration points." 

The butcher turned away and started 
slicing big chunks off the liver. St. 
George held the cat up a bit so it could 
watch the operation. The cat began 
mewing as if  it were encased in a bur
lap bag with a few heavy rocks and 
on its way to the river. 

"Be sure to wrap the l iver well," St.  
George directed. "Last time, the blood 
leaked out. If it happens again, I shall 
send you the bill  for having my clothes 
cleaned." 

The butcher slapped the meat onto a 
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scale. "A hbhh . . . .  rats !"  h e  growled. 
"If you don't l ike the way I handle my 
business, don't buy here. Wrap it well ! 
Ahhh." 

St. George held the package of meat 
daintily in one hand and well away from 
his body. He turned from the street onto 
the walk which led to a neat l ittle bung
alow. It was white, scrupulously clean 
and set back from the street. The only 
unusual thing about it  was the trans
former box on the alley pole and the 
heavy electric light wire leading into it. 
The kind usually used to handle heavy 
loads of j uice. Certainly a small house 
.like this did not require so much cur
rent. Yet the wire was there and had 
been for quite some time. 

MR. ST. GEORGE unlocked the 
door. Instantly, four cats came 

running up to him. They rubbed against 
his legs, purring loudly. He held the 
door op�n wide. "Wouldn't you l ike to 
go out ?" he asked politely. "The door 
is open. Go ahead." 

The cats continued their purring, not 
one showing the s.lightest inclination to 
leave. St. George closed the door, held 
his new cat at arm's length and . then 
tossed it to the floor. 

"There," he said. "Get acquainted. 
You'll all be here for a long time. As 
long as you live. With you, Logan, I 
don't care how long that is. I'll explain 
to you pretty soon. At the moment I 
am quite busy." 

St. George shooed the cats into the 
kitchen, sliced the l iver into smaller 
pieces and dumped it into dishes, one 
for each cat. He got an extra bowl for 
the new cat he called Logan. He placed 
these on the floor, filled up a water bowl 
and left the animals gulping their  food. 

Only the cat called Logan seemed to 
hesitate. It sidled closer, sniffed of the 
raw, bloody meat. It picked up one 
chunk gingerly, bolted it  and then be
gan eating furiously. 

St. George doffed his coat, carefully 
hung it up and changed to soft slippers. 
He double-locked the front door, 
checked on the rear and examined a 
window. Then he went down cellar. 

It was a rather small cellar, being 
mostly taken up by a medium-sized fur
nace and a coal bin. St. George glanced 
at the windows. They were thickly 
coated with black paint and there were 
steel bars for added protection. He  
walked g i n g e r l y  across the  floor, 
reached into his poeket and took out a 
single key. 

· 

He removed an old, dusty calendar of 
the year 1921  from the east wall. It  had 
been held in place by a very large nail. 
St. George calmly unscrewed this nail, 
leaving a large hole. Into this hole he 
inserted the key, turned it, and there 
was a distinct cl ick. He tugged, 

·
and 

a narrow section of the wall opened as 
a door. 

The cracks formed by this door were 
most cleverly hidden by what seemed 
to be a layer of cellar dust, yet that 
layer moved l ike a hinge. St. George 
walked inside, closed the door and 
turned on lights. 

A fai.z:.ly large room was disclosed. It 
looked something l ike a doctor's office, 
with an examination tabl e in the center 
and some sort of  an X-ray machine just 
above it. St. George sighed, stretched 
himself out on the table and pulled the 
bullet nose of the ray machine closer 
until it was only an inch from his fore
head. 

Reaching down, he snapped home a 
switch. A bu.zzing noise filled the 
room. St. George j ust closed his eyes 
and lay there serenely for ten minutes. 
He timed it with a stop clock on the wall 
which started with the mechanism and 
stopped when he pulled the switch. 

This done, St. George arose, stretched 
and yawned. All in all, it hadn't been 
a very good day. First of all, J im 
Downing was growing suspicious. Then 
that fool Logan had almost killed him 
and practically ruined his derby. The 
butcher had topped it off by his inso
lence, but St. George really didn't care. 

He turned out the lights, closed the 
secret door and walked toward the stair
case. As he climbed the steps, he made 
a peculiar remark to himself. 

"Now I 'm ready for Mr. James Down
ing." 
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CHAPTER I I I  

Cat's Eye View 

J IM DOWNING phoned Pamela 
B rooke after dinner and begged the 

night off. 
"You see," he explained, "I 'm going 

to St. George's home. That way we can 
talk and, if he is mixed up in this mess 
Foster created, I may be able to give the 
man a break. If he deserves it, of 
course." 

"Nothing I could say would stop you 
from visiting him ?" Pamela asked nerv
ously. 

"I'm afraid not, darl ing. You see, it's 
part of my job to check on employees. 
I don't want to take action until I am 
sure. St. George's perfect record at the 
bank entitles him to all benefit of 
doubt." 

"Jim," Pamela said tightly, "I spent 
part of today checking up on him. I 
called a lot  of book stores. In the last 
ten years-and mind you, this is very 
rough-St. George has spent thousands 
of dollars more than he could possibly 
have earned. All of this went for two 
types of books. One type consisted of 
ancient tomes and scrolls. Terribly val
uable stuff and hard to get, That's why 
the books dealers remember him." 

Downing bit his lower lip. "I'll make 
St. George explain that. Give me a l ist 
of his expenditures. I 'll  write them 
down." 

When Pamela finished this, she went 
on. 

"The other type of book concerned 
X-ray machines and electrical appa
ratus. He bought everything on the 
life of Sir William Crookes, the man 
who really discovered X-rays. Jim, you 
were interested in science at one time. 
Is there any connection between these 
two things?  The ancient books and the 
inventions of modern day science?"  

"How could there be?" Downing 
asked. "Rays always fascinated me. I 
felt there was a lot more to them than 

science has so far proven to exist. Sir 
William Crookes thought so, too. Now, 
Pam, stop worrying. I 'l l  see you tomor
row. St. George isn't going to hurt me. 
You j ust get a bee in your bonnet and 
it's buzzing too much." 

"I can't stop you, J im. J ust promise 
me you'll be careful. You didn't see 
that expression on St. George's face 
today. I did. !-I'm afraid of him. 
Honestly that sounds awfully stupid, 
but it's how I feel, Jim." 

Downing laughed and their conver
sation delved into more p e r s o n a l  
phrases. H e  hung up, climbed into a 
taxi outside the drug store and had him
self driven to St. George's house. 

As he paid off the driver, Downing 
could have sworn he saw someone peek
ing behind a fold of the window cur
tain. He walked up onto the little porch 
and rang the bell .  

The moment it  pealed somewhere in
side the house, he heard the mewing of 
several cats. For some reason, Down
ing shivered. Then he had no further 
time to think. The door opened and the 
diminutive figure of Rodney St. George 
was welcoming him. 

St. George wore an ancient smoking 
jacket, although he never smoked. Cig
arettes were worth almost a cent each. 
Pipes were expensive and cigars  com
pletely out of the question. 

"It's a rare pleasure having a guest," 
Sir John remarked. "No one ever comes 
to visit me. I have only my cats for 
company. Do you like cats, Mr. Down
ing ?" 

Downing glanced at the floor. Five 
cats were seated about a dozen feet 
away, all regarding him with what he 
could have sworn were quizzical expres
sions: One of the animals, a dirty-look
ing orange-colored beast, backed up 
suddenly and spat at him, with hunched 
back and swollen tail. 

"They don't trust strangers," St. 
George explained. "Come into the liv
ing room, Mr. Downing. I 'll close the 
door and keep the cats out. I 'm really 
curious to know why you came. What 
is so important that it wouldn't keep 
until morn ' ng ? "  
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T h e  b i g  c a t  lea ped a n g r i ly d o w n  at t h e m  ( C H A PT E R  V I I )  

Downing sat i n  a stiff, uncomfortable 
chair and looked around the room. It 
was l ittered .with books, most of them 
dog-eared. 

In several locked cases, he saw more 
books that looked old enough to be 
worth a lot of money. 

"What do you do with them ?" Down
ing waved a hand at the books. 

St. George smiled. "I love old books. 
Some men have their pipes, their bottles 
of whiskey or a wife with who,m they 
are greatly in love. I have only my 
books, but I am very satisfied. As you 
may have noted, I am a very retiring 
man." 

''Yes-I've noticed. St. George, I 'm 
going to be painfully blunt. You've 
been with the bank for twenty-eight 

years. That's something of a record, 
you know." 

St. George nodded happily. "And I 'm 
proud of it.  I was sixteen when I went 
to work there." 

DOWNING didn't seem to 
heard him. He went on. 

have 

"During those years you have never 
been late for work once and you've 
never taken a day off.'' . 

"I went home a bit early today," St. 
George said lamely. "I  found a cat at 
the police station and I wanted to take 
it  home. It was so close to quittin� 
time-" 

"That's nothing. By the way, the po
lice called late this afternoon asking 
for you. Wanted to tell you an autopsy 
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on the dead crook showed absolutely no 
reason why he should have died. No 
poison, no organic diseases. Nothing." 

"He deserved to die," St. George said 
somewhat sharply. "He almost shot me 
and ruined my hat." 

"Let's just pass up everything but the 
reason why I came here." Downing 
waved a hand in conciliatory fashion. 
"You remember Paul Foster, of course. 
He worked alongside of you for four 
years. He embezzled about ten thou
sand dollars and two days later he 
hanged himself." 

"I remember, naturally. Horrible ex
perience. I went to poor Foster's funeral. 
It  was on a Saturday afternoon, most 
fortunately, so I didn't have to utilize 
the bank's time." 

"There you go again," Downing 
groaned. "St. George, you are what 
anyone could safely term an ideal em
ployee. But are you-really?"  

"Am I ?" St .  George queried in  a 
puzzled voice. "I  don't know. I try to 
be." 

"Look," Downing said with infinite 
patience, "what I am going to tell you, 
nobody else knows. It is, perhaps, just 
a suspicion Y.OU can blast to the skies. 
I hope so. St. George, some of the 
money Foster stole was recorded. We 
had the numbers. A good portion of it  
turned up in a used book store. Nobody 
at the store knew Foster but, oddly 
enough, they all knew you. You spent 
that money there. Money which Foster 
stole and which was never found. Yet 
I can't seem to tolerate the idea that 
you are a thief." 

"Good gracious !"  St. George looked 
horrified. "Of course, I 'm not a thief." 

Downing took a small notebook from 
his pocket. 

"Here I have entered several rather 
significant items. They concern money 
which you spent. It runs into thou
sands of dollars, much more than the 
bank ever paid you or than even careful 
investments would produce. Where did 
it  come from, St.  George ? Just prove 
to me that someone left you the money, 
or that you secretly play the horses
anything at all. Only prove it." 

Rodney St. G e o r g e ' s  appearance 
didn't alter much. Perhaps his nostrils 
flared out a l ittle and his eyes became 
more piercing. Certainly, there was no 
change in his calm, measured voice. 

"I  have nothing to tell you. I do not 
like trouble," he said. "I  detest it, Mr. 
Downing. I like to l ive my life quietly, 
without interference of any kind. I t  
distresses m e  terribly when m y  routine 
is broken. Can you understand that ?" 

Downing closed his notebook with a 
snap. 

"All I understand is that I fear you're 
a crook. Perhaps a murderer, too, be
cause I don't believe Foster hanged him
self. He wasn't the cype to get up 
courage enough for even that. If you 
won't talk I must leave i t  for the police 
to decide." 

Rodney St. George stood up. Down
ing had to smile  as the runty figure 
drew up to its full height. "You are 
quite certain there is no other alterna
tive ?" St. George asked softly. 

"None," Downing said. "What do you 
want me to do? Let you get away with 
a thing like this ?"  

Rodney St .  Geoge said, "Kitten ! "  
Downing looked up. "What ? What 

did you say ?"  
"Kitten ! I said, kitten. Look at me, 

Downing. Watch my hand." 
St. George drew a straight line in the 

air and then twined another invisible 
line around it. Downing closed both 
eyes and sighed. He knew what was 
wrong now. St. George had l ived alone 
too long. Nobody can exist with only 
a bunch of cats for friends. The little 
guy was bugs. 

"Kitten !"  St. George repeated. 

JI M  DOWNING gave a wry smile 
and opened his eyes. Very oddly, 

he saw two huge f.eet not six inches 
from where he sat. The feet of a giant. 
He  blinked a few times. Everything 
had changed. The table was so high he 
could hardly see the top of it. The 
chairs seemed .like immense bulwarks. 
The nap of the worn rug was inches 
high. 

"What's wrong ? What happened ?" 
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J im Downing tried to say. 
All he heard was a p iteous mewing. 

He raised one foot to move backward. 
His body seemed so close to the floor 
and it felt as though it had lengthened 
all out of shape. His leg came up and 
he saw it only it  wasn't a leg any more. 
It was a paw. A small, furred paw ! 

He opened his mouth and a squeal 
came from his throat. He backed up 
hastily and discovered he could move 
very fast. He looked around. He'd 
grown a tail and he had four legs. No 
arms or hands. 

Looking almost straight up, he saw 
Rodney St.  George smil ing down at him. 
He was the owner of those two huge 
feet. Downing saw something else now. 
There, in the chair he had occupied, sat 
James Downing. There sat himself. 
Eyes closed, chin resting against chest, 
notebook in hand. He sat there, and 
yet his conscious self was here on the 
floor. 

Jim Downing screamed. All that 
came forth was another piteous mew. 
St. George's head was getting bigger 
and bigger. He was bending over, one 
hand reached out. Downing backed 
away, scampering madly on al l four 
l egs. 

For the first time, he realized that this 
l ittle runt was a devil. A fiend incar
nate. Something that did not belong on 
earth, but only in the deepest pits of 
hell.  

Downing found himself in a corner 
while St. George continued approach
ing. That gigantic hand came closer 
and closer. Then he moved with l ight
ning speed, and Downing felt a hard 
blow. He went flying over and over, 
landed on his side and regained his four 
paws instantly. 

Backing again, on his haunches now, 
Downing watched St. George. The man 
was talking, but it sounded only l ike the 
booming of a l oud speaker turned on too 
loud. Also, they weren't words, j ust 
gibberish. 

St. George was smiling slightly. Sud
denly he made that strange sign in the 
air once more, and he himself began to 
shrink, to change color. No ! St. George 

was still standing there transfixed. 
Something else was taking shape on the 
floor. A black furry creature five times 
as big as Downing. A huge black cat 
with a red tongue that lazily licked its 
chops. Downing began to back away 
once more. 

The black cat sprang suddenly. Its 
paw hit Downing and sent him cata
pulting against the wall .  He regained 
his feet with miraculous ease and 
crouched, giving vent to angry mewing 
sounds. 

The black cat sat down, cocked its 
head to one side and its mouth moved. 

"We can talk now," the black cat said, 
a.nd the voice seemed that of  Rodney 
St. George. "That's why I converted 
mysel f into a cat. So we could under
stand one another. J ust remember this, 
Mr. Downing-you actual ly are a kitten. 
I am for the moment a much larger 
and stronger cat. You are not the as
sistan_t cashier of the bank talking to a 
mere teller. Remember that." 

"Nonsense !"  Downing said, and this 
time he really talked. At least it sound
ed l ike talk to his ears. "This a trick. 
It's hypnotism-a fantastic nightmare. 
It's impossible.  It-it just can't be . . .  " 

"I 'm afraid you can't cope with this," 
the black cat said. "Downing, behind 
you is a chair. Jump on it and then 
jump upon the table. You'll find a mir
ror directly opposite. Take a look at 
yourself." 

Downing looked up. "You mean I 'm 
to jump up there ? St. George, you're 
crazy. That chair is ten feet above my 
head." 

"Try it," St. George said. "It's very 
easy." 

Downing backed a l ittle, crouched 
and tried to jump. Suddenly, he was on 
top of  the chair and it  seemed as though 
he attained this goal with a minimum of 
effort. He leaped onto the table, turned 
around a couple of  times and saw a black 
and white kitten moving right along 
with him in the mirror opposite. 

Downing's horror grew. He raised 
one hand. The kitten in the mirror 
raised a paw. Downing wal ked closer. 
So did the reflection. Then he knew 
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this was no dream. I t  was the real 
thing. Some evil magic which St. 
George had concocted. 

Downing saw his own human form 
still seated in the chair. He saw St. 
George standing in the middle of the 
floor, one hand still raised as if he had 
just finished making that weird motion 
in the air. 

Glancing in the mirror again, Down
ing saw his own image. That of a kit
ten. Instinctively he sat on the table, 
wet one paw with a tiny red tongue and 
methodically washed his face with it. 

CHAPTER I V  

Terrible Science 

RODNEY S T .  G E O R G E  spoke 
again. 

"Come down here," St. George called, 
but it was the black cat who spoke. 

Downing jumped to the chair and 
then to the floor. I t  was amazing how 
easily he could do it. The black cat 
came closer and sat down, tail waving 
slightly as if provoked. 

"Now do you believe, Mr. Downing ?" 
the black cat asked. 

"I don't know what to bel ieve," Down
ing said slowly. "It's some trick-must 
be. I don't pretend to understand it. 
I 'm sitting up there in a chair. Yet my 
conscious mind is here on the floor, ap
parently imprisoned in a kitten's body. 
What's happened, St. George ? What 
did you do, and how did you do i t ?"  

"You wouldn't understand," the black 
cat said. "But shall we talk about Paul 
Foster now ?" 

"Foster ? So  you killed him," Down
ing accused. 

"No. I wouldn't commit murder, Mr. 
Downing. I merely changed Foster into 
a cat. That orange-colored beast that 
arched his back at you when we came 
m. Foster recognized you and was 
afraid." 

"Foster a cat," Downing said very 
slowly. "It becomes more and more be
wildering. You said yourself you went 

to Foster's funeral." 
"The funeral of his hollow body. His 

soul and consciousness were gone.  They 
l ive now in a cat. An empty shell was 
buried, Mr. Downing. You were right 
though. Foster did steal the money be
cause I showed him how. Naturally, I 
couldn't just help myself 'to such a 
sum. It would have been discovered, 
but if  they found out Foster had taken 
it, that made l i ttle difference to me. 
Don't yoU: see ?"  

"You hung Foster's body," Downing 
accused slowly. "It was like hanging 
a dummy. His body was like mine i s  
now. Like  yours is standing up there, 
immobile. And you killed that crook in 
the police cell, too. That cat you pre
tended to find there was really Logan." 

"Of course it  was. Later, I shall in
troduce you to my cats, Mr. Downing. 
But let's return to us. Do you still think 
you'll turn me in ?" 

"I ' l l  probably ki l l  yo·u," Downing 
said. "A man like you is a menace. 
This-this dream or whatever it is, will 
be brok�n after awhile. A spell will 
break. It must. Then look out, St. 
George. I 'm warning you." 

The black eat's green eyes glittered. 
If  there was ever demoniacal fury writ
ten on a eat's face, Downing saw i t  now. 
Instinctively, he began to back up. The 
black cat gave a leap. Downing saw 
one huge paw slash at him. He felt the 
sharp claws slashed into his left arm
no . . . his left foreleg. There was 
blood on the fur. Downing rolled over 
and landed against the wall once more. 
He got up, mewing helplessly. 

The black cat walked over and sat 
down. 

"Do you still think this is hypno
tism ? "  St. George's voice asked while 
the black eat's mouth moved in unison 
with each word. "You felt pain, didn't 
you ? Under a hypnotic spell there is no 
pain. Perhaps I should teach you a 
deeper lesson, eh ? "  

"No." Downing crouched into a cor
ner. "No, I 've had enough. You could 
tear my throat open with those claws. 
I believe you, but I can't seem to under
stimd just what-" 
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"It  is unnecessary for you to under
stand," St. George said. "I should have 
preferred to go on just as before. R e
ing a simple bank teller while I con
tinued my experiments. But you saw 
fit to interfere and this is your penalty." 

"You mean-I'll always be a kitten ?" 
Downing gasped. 

"No, you'll grow into a fine cat. A 
very fine specimen. You see, Mr. 
Downing, I'm a l i ttle further on than 
the rest of the world. I understand 
things that may become interesting sci
entific experiments in the future. Not 
for hundreds of years, I 'm afraid, but 
that's all right. Are you interested, Mr. 
Downing?"  

"Naturally," Downing said, although 
he was trembling. 

"Excellent. You know, I 'm really 
glad this happened. The others are 
stupid beasts. They have two thoughts 
and only two. Number one-when will 
they be, fed ? Number two-cats having 
short l ife span, will they die after living 
the normal l ife of a cat or will they live 
through the span alotted to a human 
being ?" 

"Well," Downing asked. "Will they ?" 
"They are cats. They will  die when 

the time comes for a cat to die. Now I 
have you to talk with for a few years, 
and you are intelligent, Downing. I'll 
repay you with extra food. Perhaps a 
l ittle cream instead of plain milk. 
Calves' l iver instead of beef liver. 
That's a del icacy to a cat, you know." 

"I hate the stuff," Downing said. 
"But go on. What sort of power do 
you possess that enables you to do thi s ?" 

@ @ @ @ 0 
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THE black cat relaxed, its head be
tween its paws, eyes sparkl ir. g  

brightly, tail lashing lazily. Downing 
was interested in an explanation for just 
one reason-to find a way out of this. It 

wasn't a nightmare. I t  wasn't hypno
tism. This was the real thing. He was 
actually a kitten. St. George was really 
a huge, black cat. Yet there had to be 
some way out. 

"Naturally," the black cat said, "I 
can't explain everything, Downing. I t  

would b e  too dangerous. However, I 
may say this much. What has happened 
to you has a scientific explanation. I 
could have changed you into any l iving 
form I chose. A dog, a panther, a frog. 
But I happen to l ike cats, so I never 
change anyone in.to anything but cats." 

Downing lay down, resting against 
one paw. It seemed the most natural 
thing in the world to do. 

The black cat spoke almost lazily. 
"You heard me mention science. I meant 
exactly that. Remember reading about 
the ancient gods with miraculous pow
ers ? Of the witches who changed people 
into frogs?  Of the strange cat peopl e 
of Yugoslavi a ?  Legends such a s  those 
are based on fact, Downing. ()n cold, 
provable fact. That has always been 
my theory." 

"You've gone far b e y o n d  mere 
theory," Downing said. "The informa
tion which enabled you to perform these 
-miracles was found in ancient tomes, 
wasn't it ? That's why you bought so 
many." 

"Of course," St. George answered, 
[ Turn page ] 
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and Downing thought how odd i t  
seemed that St. George's human form 
stood almost beside him, while his voice 
emanated from the mouth of a g

'
iant 

black cat. 
Downing urged him on by half-hidden 

praise. "I thought those scrolls were 
written in ancient languages, even hier
oglyphics ?"  

"I have mastered them," St .  George 
said complacently. "It took all of my 
adult l ife until now, but you must work 
hard to accomplish something as big as 
this. Downing, I think I shall tell you 
a l ittle. Take those ancient sorcerers, 
soothsayers, or medicine men. They 
l ived on their reputations." 

"Sure," Downing agreed, "because 
people of those t imes didn't possess the 
intelligence we do." 

"Quite r ight and well put, too," St. 
Geqrge said. "I'm very glad you came. 
This i s  the first time I have been able 
to carry on an i ntelligent conversation 
about my work and, of course, I must 
boast now and then. Especially to some
one with brains enough to appreciate 
me. You have the brains." 

"Thank you," Downing said. "I'm 
greatly i nterested." 

"Good. You're not a bad sort, Down
ing. In the years I worked under you, 
I don't recall a harsh order or any un
fair treatment. Now-about my work. 
Those ancient legends prevailed because 
the victims really bel ieved they had 
been converted into various forms by 
the soothsayers. Without this absolute 
bel ief the legends could never have 
come down through the ages." 

"It was hypnotism," Downing com
mented. "And faith. Those victims be
lieved in all the hocus-pocus." 

"Yes, of course. Yet it was not all 
hocus-pocus, Mr. Downing. Indeed 
not. Those ancients were on the right 
track. Their incantations really meant 
something, and this is  all revealed in 
those certain tomes I studied. They, 
too, had faith in themselves, but they 
lacked science. They knew what they 
wanted to do, but d idn't have the 
method of accomplishing it. Now I have 
taken these ancient incantations and 

i ncorporated them with modern day 
science." 

"Wait a moment," Downing said. 
"You're traveling almost too fast for 
me. We, of  modern times, would laugh 
and j ibe at such incantations, but you 
have found a way-by means of science 
-so this is  no l onger a laughing mat
ter. Somehow the victims of your ex
periments have no control over their  
own minds. They accept your mental 
suggestions because they can't help it,  
and these mental suggestions are so 
strong that they work this miracle." 

"Brill iant," St.  George said, and the 
black cat purred contentedly. "I wish 
I had let you in on this-no, no-that 
would have been fatal. You wouldn't 
quite understand my motives. Yes, I 
have discovered how to force my men
tal suggestions upon another. There is 
no mind strong enough to fight mine." 

"It's done by some sort of electric 
ray," Downing said flatly. 

The black cat sprang back as if in 
alarm. I ts malevolent eyes were wide 
and cruel. Its mouth was agape and 
sharp white teeth glistened. 

"How did you know that ?" St. 
George's voice demanded. "Tell me or 
I shall rend you into pieces !" 

CHAPTER V 

Monster and Mouse 

DOWNING was more than startled ; 
he was really scared. 

"Hold it," he implored. "I j ust 
guessed. B efore I entered this house 
I noticed a big electric transformer on 
an alley pole and some heavy cable 
leading into your place. Coupled with 
all those books you have bought an elec
trical apparatus-well, I j ust put two 
and two together." 

The black cat sat down again, and its 
tail ceased lashing. St.  George's quiet 
laugh came from its throat. 

"I might have known that was it " he 
said. "That transformer is  a dead �ive
away. To get the power company to in-
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stall it and furnish me the power I 
needed I had to install some expensive 
electrical machinery in my cellar. Later 
on I sold the machinery at a slight loss. 
But how did you hit upon electric 
rays ?" 

"I  was interested in this branch of 
electronics in school," admitted Down
ing. "My college courses were mostly 
scientific, even though I didn't follow 
research work up after graduation." 

"A great pity," the black cat chided 
gently. "If you were an expert now, 
you could be of great use to me. How
ever, you do happen to be the best audi
ence I have ever had-in fact, the only 
one. Foster and the other cats know 
nothing." 

"But how do those books of ancient 
legends and fantastic lore you have also 
been studying fit into the scheme ?"  
asked Downing in mock humility; feel
ing his way along. "I  don't grasp that 
angle at all." 

The black cat almost purred. "Natu
rally, you don't. When I put in almost 
thirty years of hard study and research, 
how could you expect to understand it 
overnight, as it  were?  But  I don't mind 
telling you some�hat about it. You'll 
never be able to tell another soul." 

This was an ominous statement. 
"Go ahead," invited Downing as 

calmly as he . could. "I am amazingly 
interested." 

"I hav� no doubt," agreed the black 
cat dryly. "First of all, in early myth
ology, there is Zeus and his mate Maia 
-the two greatest gods of ancient times. 
Their son, Hermes, was called the god 
of secrets and the originator of art, 
science and magic. 

"Hermes actually possessed vast pow
ers. The lesser gods learned from him. 
And all these gods, contrary to popu
lar belief, originated in a pre-glacial 
age. They were really a humanoid race, 
survivors of a lost Golden Age when 
scieno.e was greater than we know it 
even today." 

"If there really were such so-cal led 
gods," Downing added skeptically. 

"Don't fret yourself," St. George re
plied patiently. "There were. And 

they left behind them all sorts of facts 
which gradually became distorted into 
fabulous legends. These tales were 
handed down from mouth to mouth for 
a long time before somebody took the 
pains to write them down. Much was 
lost, many facts were distorted and lost 
their real meaning. But many of them 
exist today upon priceless scrolls and 
in hand-illuminated volumes. Half
truths are these for the earnest scien
tific scholar to decipher. 

"I have been doing so. In the light 
of electro-magnetics and the various 
emanations of little-understood rays, I 
have been interpreting some of these 
secrets. That is the sum and substance 
of what I have done. I have welded 
electronics and mythology together to 
produce scientific power which the igno
rant will still call miraculous." 

"They certainly didn't teach any· 
thing like that in school ," Downing ad
mitted, wondering just how much truth 
there might be in what St.  George had 
said, and realizing that the other had 
actually explained little. 

"The ignorant teachers," St. George 
declared vehemently. "Now these so
called legends contained real facts. 
Down through the generations of man
kind the old sorcerers l ived by them. 
Their incantations were derived from 
the old gods. These sorcerers didn't 
posses the powers of gods, of course, but 
they did make good use of some of their 
secrets. 

"Why, Downing, these legends were 
even used almost into modern times. 
Were witches burned to death two cen
turies ago simply because people were 
gullible ? No ! The j udges and juries 
that sentenced those witches to death 
knew they had supernatural powers, 
but they didn't know those powers were 
older than history itself  and came from 
the deeds of Hermes and the lesser 
gods." 

ST. GEORGE ceased and yawned 
enormously. 

"Do you mean to say," Downing 
queried, "those witches really turned 
people into frogs, for instance ?" 
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"Perhaps they did," the black cat an
swered. "We have no evidence to the 
contrary and the people of those times 
bel ieved it. You see, Hermes and the 
ancient gods could do it  because they 
had the power of Zeus · behind them. 
The sorcerers and witches had nothing 
but their own faith. Yet if  that was 
strong enough, it  may have worked." 

"Oh, come now," Downing argued. 
"Witches threw things into stew pots. 
Hearts of sheep, the tail of a l izard, may
be some human blood. They did a lot 
of mumbo-jumbo over the kettles and 
black magic came forth. That's non
sense." 

"Very well," the black cat replied. 
"I'll grant their actions were non
sensical, but the right idea was behind 
them. The witches and sorcerers knew 
from those legends that there was some
thing which could give them great 
power. They were searching for it, but 
they did not have the benefits of mod
ern-day science nor the use of many old 
scrol ls which I have been laboriously 
locating and collecting. I have the 
benefit of both." 

"And just how did you incorporate 
black magic with science ?" Downing 
asked. 

"Wouldn't you like to know ?" the 
black cat spat out. "I shall say this 
much. Hermes, Zeus and the others 
r-eal ly did turn people into any form of 
life they desired. Not by mumbo
jumbo, but by the powers they held. 
The mumbo-jumbo came later, from 
people who didn't possess those powers 
and had to alibi their strange actions 
somehow. It was done by sheer force 
of will. The gods had that will and 
could use it, transmit it  to others. Per
haps some of the more recent witches 
also had the power. Perhaps it  came 
to them from the depths of Hades. B ut 
I have those powers too and they come 
from my own brain, skill, and studies of 
those ancient books and legends. My 
work of almost thirty years," 

"It is very interesting," Downing 
said and wondered if he was dealing 
with a maniac. "I  hope you don't mind 
my asking you those questions ?" 

"I am del ighted," St. George said with 
genuine pleasure. "Now I can have 
someone to talk with, to outline my ex
periments. There is still much to be 
done. Later I shall explain a few 
things to you." 

"That is hardly necessary," Downing 
answered. He was on dangerous 
ground, but determined to .carry on any
way. He had to know as much about 
St. George's secret as possible. 

"You mean-you know ?" 
"Of course not, but I can guess. For 

instance, X-rays are still a mystery. 
Even their name suggests it. Sir  
Will iam Crookes developed them, but 
he was never satisfied. You are prob
ably using his so-called 'radiant mat
ter.' By means of these rays you are 
able to force your mental suggestions 
into the mind and even the soul of your 
victim. Yet I

-
can't see how you do it. 

I noticed no ray machine here." 
The black cat laughed. "And there is 

my great secret. The one I shal l never 
reveal," St. George said. "The world 
will consider it  sorcery, witchcraft
whatever it pleases. Only you will 
know almost the truth. Downing, pay 
attention. You are falling asleep." 

Downing blinked his eyes a few times. 
It was warm and comfortable here. The 
floor was inviting and he lay down, rest
ing his whiskered face against his paws. 
There was nothing he would rather do 
right now than sleep. After all, he was 
a tiny kitten and should logically be 
very tired after what had happened the 
last few minutes. 

Then he roused himself with a j erk. 
He was not a kitten. He was J im 
Downing, possessed of a human brain 
and the will power of an individual. 

"I know how you feel," St. George 
chuckled. "It is very hard to keep 
awake. A cat loves sleep so much. 
You know, I'm a l ittle afraid of you." 

"Why ?" Downing asked. "With the 
powers you possess I don't see why you 
should be afraid of anybody." 

"You are very clever and basically a 
scientist. I must be very careful that 
you do not learn too much about my 
secret.'' 
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THIS 
.
was a prudent and natural pre

cautton. 
"But what happens to me ?" Downing 

asked. He could still think l ike a hu
man and a plan was slowly developing 
in his mind. 

"I'm afraid you will . . .  just die. That 
is, your body will die. Too bad, but 
quite necessary." 

"May I ask how you i ntend to accom
plish this ? "  

"Yes, of course. It's quite simple. 
I'll drag your body into the street and 
let a car run over i t, that's all. You 
won't feel any pain because your mind 
-your ego is  inhabiting the body of a 
kitten." 

Downing's plan was getting clearer 
and clearer. The only way to handle 
this incarnate l ittle devil was by decep
tion and trickery. 

"And you, I suppose, can turn your
self back into your own body ?" 

"Any time I wish," St. George re
plied. "I have only to make the proper 
sign. I may even explain that sign to 
you some day. When you have grown 
into a very old cat and l iable to die at 
any time. Not before, Downing. My 
secret is much too valuable." 

"I don't think you'll do anything of 
the kind," Downing said flatly. 

The black cat reared up, tail lashing 
furiously now. 

"What do you mean ?"  St. George's 
voice demanded angrily. 

"Put it down to an act of self-p.reser
vation or an act of Providence," Down
ing said. "I had a strange feeling you 
were more than you seemed to be. I 
feared something might happen to me i f  
I came here alone. So  I wrote out a 
complete history of the Foster case. I 
enclosed some of the telltale currency 
with it  and the whole business is  locked 
in my vault at the bank. You can't 
open it. Not even the president can 
open it. I'm the only man." 

The black cat was crouched, as i f  
ready to  spring. Downing didn't care. 
He had this black cat by the tail now 
and knew it. 

"When I am discovered dead," Down
ing went on, "a legal order will be re-

quired to open the box and there must 
be witnesses. The letter I left will be 
read and then, St. George, what's going 
to happen to you ?" 

"What i f  they do arrest me ?" St. 
George said. "What of it? Do you 
think any cell can hold me ?" 

"Perhaps not, but you can't lay your 
hands on ready cash any more. You 
can't continue to pose as a poor bank
teller. Or perhaps you don't intend to 
capital ize on this power of yours." 

"Of course, I don't," the black cat 
surprisingly replied in St.  George's 
voice. "Why shoul d I when I am so 
content?  I needed money only t0 buy 
more books, and there are still certain 
scrolls I must have. Stealing them 
don't do. I might be caught. I must 
keep my job. Downing, you will take 
your human form again and get that 
letter." 

"In a pig's eye, I will," Downing re
torted. 

The black cat sat erect, raised one paw 
and once more Downing saw that 
strange sigrn created in thin air. Sud
denly the black cat seemed larger than 
ever. It grew a hundred times. Down
ing laughed and ev'en his voice had 
changed. Instead of the usual mewing, 
the�.<e was a thin, l ittle squeak. 

The black cat was walking around 
him, forepaws bent, hindquarters in the 
air. Its tail waved wildly. Its red 
tongue licked at its whiskers. Downing 
backed away in fear. This was real ter
ror, the kind that made blood run l ike 
ice water, made the hair stand erect on 
a man's head. This was the unwhole
some terror of a nightmare. It was 
unreal, inhuman. 

A wave of colder air struck him. He 
turned. The other cats were coming in 
slowly, silently, with their beady eyes 
on him. He moved backward and saw 
one of his own paws. They'd changed. 
They were not furred l ittle paws, but 
tiny, bony, taloned things. 

Suddenly Downing knew what St.  
George had done. Downing was no 
longer a kitten, but a mouse. A tiny, 
gray-furred thing that would scarcely 
make a quick meal for any of those gap-
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ing jaws before him. The pink, open 
mouths that drooled. The cats started 
to close in on him. Only the huge black 
cat stayed in  the background. St. 
George was merely a spectator. 

Downing tried to scream. Scream 
as a human being does. A tiny, little 
squeak issued from his throat and that 
was all .  

CHAPTER VI 

Ace irt the Hole 

DO WN I NG'S new form tensed. He 
knew that he was showing long, 

white teeth. He knew his tiny, l ittle 
eyes glittered in ferocious terror. He 
found time in his extremity to wonder 
who the other two cats beside Foster 
and Logan had been in human l ife. 

There was a door directly opposite, 
but the cats blocked that exit. Down
ing looked around frantically. It didn't 
seem strange to him that he searched 
for a hole-a rat hole in the floor. He 
scurried madly along the wall, hoping 
against hope that there would be an 
exit. 

There was a single, poorly consoling 
thought. St. George very probably didn't 
want him killed and this was j ust a les
son. Downing wondered how he'd ever 
misj udged this apparently meek l ittle 
runt of a guy. Meek ? The man pos
sessed colossal power and a vanity that 
was astounding. 

Yet those other cats wouldn't know 
that St. George only wanted to teach a 
lesson. They'd follow instinct. He 
was j ust a mouse-legitimate prey for 
their claws and their sharp teeth. 

The orange-colored cat .leaped first. 
Downing jumped forward beneath the 
eat's arched body. He narrowly evaded 
a swiping blow from a black and white 
cat. His rushing escape became a mad 
flight as he sped across the hall, squeal
ing shrilly and trying to tell the cats 
who he was. They'd been humans once 
and if they understood, he'd be saved. 

But how could they understand ? 

Downing spoke only in the language of 
a mouse. These were cats who under
stood nothing but the cat language. All 
he could do was run for it and pray he'd 
find a hole somewhere. 

He scooted through the next room, 
saw a fireplace that looked something 
like Boulder Dam to him. Luckily, there 
was no fire in the grate and Downing's 
human mind told him there must be an 
ash drop. If he could reach it, squeeze 
through, he'd be safe. 

Downing gave one quick look back
ward. The o r a n g e cat led the rest 
of the pack and they were coming fast. 
Downing reached the ash grate and 
found it warped. There was an exit. As 
he :wriggled his slim form through the 
narrow opening in the grate, the orange 
cat slashed him across his left hind leg. 

Agony shot through Downing's body. 
He dropped into black space, went down 
. . .  down for what seemed to be miles 
to the cellar. Then he hit the bottom 
where a heap of fine wood ash was piled 
up. Dust rose around him in a huge, 
choking cloud. 

He could hear the savage yowling of 
the cats far above him. Perhaps one of 
the smaller animals could squirm 
through that grate. Maybe St. George 
would deliberately open it  for them. 
Downing ran around in a crazy circle 
trying to find a way out of this ash pit. 

Finally, he noticed a narrow ray of 
light and leaped toward it. There was 
a chink in the side wall of the ash pit. 
He thrust his head through it, looked 
around and then he managed to squeeze 
his body all the way through. There was 
a drop of about two feet to the cement 
cellar floor, but it  seemed like two miles 
to Downing. Nevertheless, he jumped, 
landed l ightly and wondered what to 
do next. The answer came with 
promptness equally surprising and ter
rifying. 

The huge, black cat in whose body 
the mind of St .  George reposed, am
bled from a dark corner and sat down, 
l icking its chops. Downing retreated. 
The cat suddenly sprang. So did 
Downing, but not quite far enough. A 
paw darted out. Downing was l ifted 
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from the floor out. Downing was l ifted 
about four feet. 

B efore he could dash to safety, the 
black cat stood over him, mouth yawn
ing wide open, sharp white teeth flash
ing. The paw moved again and Down
ing tumbled over and over. The black 
cat was playing with him. Torturing 
him before the actual kill .  

The sharp claws lacerated his body, 
sending excruciating waves of pain 
through his tiny system. Those claws 
caught him again, deeply imbedded this 
time and he was flung high into the air. 
He  hit a wall, bounced off it and went 
l imp. He couldn't run any more. He  
couldn't even move. B reathing was 
agony to his tortured lungs. It was bet
ter that this four-foeted demon get it 
over with. 

The black cat actually sauntered over 
this time, its sleek form moving with aU 
feline grace. The open mouth came 
closer. Downing figured this was the 
finish. 

BUT the cat backed up a bit, raised 
one paw and moved it. Downing 

felt himself growing larger. He looked 
down. He was a kitten again . .  The 
same little kitten he'd been before St. 
George transformed him into a mouse. 
He heard St. George's j ibing chuckle. 
The black cat was laughing at him. 

Downing, still examining his front 
paws, noticed something else. At least 
he had a human mind in that furred 
body. There were huge footprints be
side him. The marks of shoes. Some 
led straight to the wall, some away from 
it, but a couple in particular were most 
intriguing. Half of the shoeprint dis
appeared beneath the wall .  

"How did  you like my little game, 
Downing ? "  St. George's voice  startled 
him. 

Downing lo9ked over at the big black 
cat. "St. Geo'rge, what I said still goes. 
You are a dangerous man. Your 
knowledge is so evil it has no right to 
exist. I f  the chance arose, I would ben
efit the world by killing you." 

"Oh, please," St. George protested, 
"don't make me go through all this 

again. Next time, I might not be able· 
to stop the other cats from reaching you. 
If I can't, they'll toss you about just as 
I did. Then, when you are too weak to 
move, one of them would gobble you '..lp 
before I could save you. Please l isten 
to reason, Mr. Downing." 

Downing thought fast. He was abso
lutely at the mercy of this cherubic
faced little man with supernatural pow
ers that he claimed were scientific. Per
haps this was a time to mollify the runt 
and build up his one chance of freedom 
again. 

"I said," Downing countered, "if I 
ever had the chance, I ought to kill you. 
Right now, I don't see how I'll ever find 
that chance. I 've had enough. B eing 
chased like a fox. Worse than that. A 
fox gets a break now and then. You 
hold the reins, St.  George, and you 
know how to twist the bit. I 'll  be good. 
I swear I will." 

"Ah," the black cat purred, "that's 
what I wanted to hear you say. Now 
follow me upstairs. I'll change you 
back into human form." 

"You will ? "  Downing pretended 
stark amazement. "You really mean 
i t ?"  

"Of course," the black cat  said as  he 
walked slowly toward the steps. "How 
else can I get those papers you locked 
in your vaul t ?  We shal l talk about it 
later. Only I must warn you. Human 
or not, always keep in mind the fact that 
I can instantly change you into any 
form I choose." 

"I  won't forget," Downing said grim
ly. "How do you accomplish it, St. 
George ? I mean, by using that strange 
sign ? "  

The black cat stopped and faced him. 
For a moment Downing thought he'd 
take another beating. 

"And do not ask me that again, 
either," St. George snapped. "The se
cret I hold is mine alone. No one else 
must share in it. It  could be a danger
ous weapon in th� hands of the wrong 
people. Personally, I intend using it 
only to further my own ambitions." 

"Yes," Downing encouraged, "but 
what are your ambitions ?" 
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THE black cat bounded up the  steps 
and Downing followed. He discov

ered he possessed extremely powerful 
leg muscles and could move with more 
agility than he ever thought possible. 
Then he remembered that he was a kit
ten, a very young kitten at that. 

At the top of the steps, S t. George 
stopped. That is, the black cat sat down 
abruptly. 

"You asked me about my ambition. 
Primarily, i t  consists of doing my job at 
the bank. Then there is my science. 
I am far ahead of the world in certain 
things, Downing. Very far ahead. Yet 
I am not satisfied. I must go still fur
ther and I shall .  Now please be patient 
a moment." 

The black cat rose up, raised a paw 
and again Downing saw that cabalistic 
sign drawn in the air. The black cat 
suddenly vanished. There was a heavy 
step beside Down ing and he involun
tarily scooted off beneath a chair for 
protection. He looked up. St. George, 
in his human form, looked at him with 
a smile. 

Downing braced himsel f. He won
dered what it would be like during the 
j ourney back into his own human body. 
St. George bent down and suddenly 
seized Downing by one paw. He 
dragged him out from under the chair, 
tucked him beneath one arm and walked 
into another room where he placed 
Downing on the floor. 

The four cats were there. They 
seemed to have long since forgotten 
about the episode of the mouse. Three 
of them were curled up, asleep. The 
fourth, a pure white animal , . sat on a 
window sill ,  looking longingly into the 
brill iant moonlit night. 

CHAPTER V I I  

Cat Conspiracy 

AT THE sound of St. George's foot
steps, the sleeping cats awoke 

while the fourth one hastily jumped 
from the window sill and all four ran 

toward Downing. 
The white cat spoke. 
"Hello, there. Are you one of us?"  
"I'm one of you," Downing answered 

grimly. "My name is Downing. \Vhich 
i s  Paul Foster?" 

The orange-colored cat  moved for
ward, sat down and, if a cat could smile, 
this one did. 

"Well, if it isn't my old boss Down
ing. How are you, boss ? I ought to 
scratch that face of yours into ribbons. 
You're the one who found out about the 
shortage and was set to call in the 
cops." 

"Cool off, Foster," Downing advised. 
"We're all in this. Who are the rest 
of the-ah-boys ?" 

The white cat began l icking its chops. 
Foster glanced at it. 

"I 've a score to settle with you, Down
ing, and I warn you it will be settled. 
B ut right now, seeing you'll be here for 
some time, I 'll show you about. The 
white one i s  Peter Millbrook. He was 
the five times married play-boy who dis
appeared seven or eight months ago." 

"Oh, yes," Downing said in faint sur
prise. "Hello, Millbrook. I wonder 
why St. George turned you into a cat 
when you were known as the Broadway 
WoH." 

"I'll tell you why," the white cat said 
sharply, "St.  George was jealous of me, 
that's all. Jealous of my money and my 
little way with women. I 'm what he 
would like to be only he doesn't know it. 
The night before I was to marry my 
sixth wife, St. George came to my apart
ment and turned me into a cat because 
he said he thought the girl I'd selected 
was too good for me." 

"She probably wall," Downing said 
dryly. "How do you like this l ife ?"  

"Well-not too bad. I was about to 
be taken by the draft so I think I might 
consider myself lucky." 

Paul Foster butted in. "You've met 
our society representative. Now meet 
the other side of  .the tracks. The striped 
cat--Dirty Yellow, I call him-is a wife
killer. St.  George decided to punish 
him. Then the black and white one is 
Logan, the bandit who stuck up the 
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bank this morning. He won't talk yet. 
He thinks this is  some kind of a trick 
the cops are pulling." 

"And you," Downing grunted. "The 
man whose funeral I attended and shed 
a few tears over. You were a very nice 
looking corpse, Foster." 

"Wasn't I ?" Foster chuckled. "Oh, 
yes, I saw mysel f. Quite an experience. 
St. George took me in the pocket of his 
overcoat. I kept very quiet and peeked 
out. Extremely interesting, I must say." 

"J ust for the record," Downing in
qui· "d,  "how did St.  George convert 
YOl;l i'" 

"Well-he caught me stealing a few 
dollars and suggested I take a lot more. 
I did, St. George j ust switched me into 
a cat and kept the money. Then he 
hanged my l i feless body and made it 
appear suicide." 

"And you're not sore at him?" Down
ing asked, amazed. 

"I was at first," Foster admitted. 
"Scared, too, but now I realize that St.  
George had to do it. He hopes to 
recompense all of us, however. There 
is another secret he is trying to d is
cover. When he does, things won't be 
so bad." 

Downing stretched himsel f on the 
floor. He felt extremely tired. Foster 
kept chattering and so did the other 
cats, but Downing scarcely heard 
them. He had one ear pressed against 
the floor. St. George was going down
stairs to the cellar. Downing could hear 
every step very plainly. 

Then there was a click, l ike a door 
opening in the cellar. Shortly after
wards, the l ights d immed for just a sec
ond, flickered a l ittle, and then 
steadied. Downing heard the whine of 
some electrical instrument. It lasted 
about three minutes before i t  was cut 
off. The l ights brightened. He heard 
that same door open and close, followed 
shortly by St. George's mincing foot
steps meunting the stairs. 

THE footprints in the dust meant 
something then. Part of St. 

George's horrible secret was hidden in 
the cellar, behind <! secret door. Down-

ing knew where it was. He actually 
felt elated. If his trick worked, he'd 
have St.  George with his back against 
the wall and then he and the police 
could investigate the secret of the cel
lar. Things were shaping up better 
than Downing had thought they would. 

" . . .  and when he finds that informa
tion, he will grant us perpetual l ife. 
Say, are you l istening to me ?" I t  was 
Foster who spoke. 

Downing looked up quickly. "What 
was that you said-about perpetual 
l ife ?"  

"St .  George is seeking the answer to 
it and he'll find the answer. He promised 
us we'd l ive forever and a man with his 
present powers can develop more and 
greater ones. I believe him." 

"To l ive forever, as a cat ?" Downing 
asked. "I'd rather be dead. In fact, I 
can o.ffer more hope than St. George. 
He d isposed of your bodies, suppose. 
That means you can't resume life as a 
human being. I never thought of that 
before. It rather complicates things." 

"What do you mean ?" Foster asked 
quickly. The other cats came closer. 

"I meant that St.  George is  restoring 
me to my own body very soon," Down
ing said. "He must because I 've got 
him by the scruff of the neck. When I 
have two feet and two arms, I 'll take 
the l ittle squirt apart. 1 '11-hey, wait ! 
What the devil i s  wrong with you men 
-cats ?"  

Foster stuck his nose almost against 
Downing's. 

"You'.l l do no such thing. You won't 
even be returned to human form, do you 
hear me ? We'll warn St. George. If  
you harm him or have him arrested or 
-or anything, we'll all  die. We don't 
want to die. Downing, so help me, we'll 
kill you if you try anything." 

"Let's pol ish him off now," the wife
killer hissed. "No use taking chances." 

Downing scampered backward. "Now 
hold it. I 've got to return to my human 
form. I l eft a letter telling what I 
suspected about St.  George. The police 
are bound to investigate him if I don't 
show up. That will mean an end to you. 
St. George will be tried for robbery. 
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Maybe murder." 
"Bah !"  Foster said. "What of it ? 

St. George can get away from anybody." 
"But Downing is right," Peter Mill

brook put in. "St.  George could trick 
him, but they'd come here to look for 
him, find us and we'd probably be done 
away with." 

"He's r ight," the wife-killer agreed 
reluctantly. "B etter drop the whole 
thing. Here comes St. George." 

The bantam-weight bank teller 
minced into the room and smiled down 
at his assortment of cats. He picked up 
Downing and carried him out. As the 
door closed, Peter Millbrook spoke. 

"Foster, one of us must warn St. 
George. We must make him turn him
self into a cat so he'll understand. 
That's up to you." 

"I'll take care of it," Foster said. 
"Another thing-if Downing comes 
back as a cat, i t's our duty to kill him. 
He's always been a trouble maker. 
Always on the right side of the fence. 
Kill him, I say !"  

In St.  George's l iving room, Downing 
was put on the floor again. He mewed. 
St. George found a small rubber ball and 
bounced it  on the floor. Downing raced 
after it  instinctively. His paw batted 
the bal l, sent it whipping into a corner 
and he charged toward it. This was 
good sport-until his l egs became so 
tired he could no longer sta;,_d up. 

Then he stretched out on the floor 
and idly washed his face with one paw. 
He looked up at St. George, a huge 
monster who sat in a worn leather chair, 
eyes glued to a book that seemed al
most ready to fall apart. 

A COUPLE of times St. George 
glanced at him and smiled benign

ly. Otherwise, he remained strictly en
grossed in the dog-eared volume. 
Downing curled up in a ball and began 
purring. No matter how hard he tried 
not to act l ike a kitten, it was no use. 
He kept on purring until he was asleep. 
Vaguely, just before he dropped off, he 
heard the other cats mewing. They 
were trying to attract St. George's at
tention so he'd turn himself into a cat 

and enable them to tell how Downing 
hoped to work some trick. 

Even that made no difference. Down
ing slept. St. George continued read
ing until the incessant mewing made 
him frown. He carefully put the book 
down and walked into the other room. 
The cats rubbed against his legs. Fos
ter raised himself on rear paws and 
tugged at St. George's trouser leg with 
his claws. 

St. George frowned again. He raised 
his hand and the cats moved back re
spectfully. Then St. George's empty 
human form stood there rig idly while  
the b ig  black cat leaped angrily down 
at them. 

"What's the meaning of all this com
motion ?" he snarled. 

Foster moved forward. 
"St. George," he said eagerly, "we 

thought you wouldn't understand and 
give us no chance to talk with you. 
Downing is  up to mischief. He intends 
to get the best of you somehow." 

St. Geo rge's voice came from the 
black cat. 

"Oh, my ! I hoped he wouldn't. 
What is the matter with him ?"  

"He's the bossy type. Got to have 
things his own way. You know how he 
acted in the bank. Listen. J ust turn 
him loose in here and we'll take care of 
him. Please-you've got to. We can't 
afford to let anything happen to you." 

"Thanks," St. George p u r r e d .  
"Thanks very much for your faith. Of 
course, I know it is self-preservation 
because your bodies have been buried 
and there is  no returning for any of you. 
Yet, I do appreciate the warning. I 
shall be on guard, don't worry. Now I 
must get back to my studies." 

"How is it coming ?" Peter Millbrook 
sat down beside Foster. "The idea of  
giving us  everlasting l i fe, I mean ?" 

"Slowly," St.  George admitted. "Very 
slowly, but I feel that I am on the r ight 
track. There are books I need and I 
shall get them, never fear. Meanwhile, 
you are all comfortable, I hope ?" 

"There's only one thing wrong," Mill
brook said somewhat testily. "I  get 
lonely at times. I wonder i f-no, I 
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mustn't say it. Forgive me, St.  George." 
"No, no. Speak up," St. George en

couraged. "1 want to do everything I 
can to make all of you happy." 

"Well," Millbrook said slowly. 
"Th ere's a full moon tonig\lt. I'd like 
to go out. I know a Maltese that l ives 
up the road a bit. Nicely furred and 
colored. S leek, too. Reminds me of 
some of the women I used to know. I'd 
like-" 

"No," St. George said very firmly. 
"No." 

CHAPTER VIII  

Battle of Wits 

JI M  DOWNING awoke with a start. 
Again, he saw two immense feet 

before him. He blinked sleepily and 
wondered if  this was still part of his 
ghastly dream. His mind seemed to be 
human enough, but his body was still 
a bundle of  fur, paws, a tail, and whis
kers sticking out like stiff wires from 
his cheeks. 

He l ooked up. St. George stood there 
with one hand raised. Downing's mind 
went blank for a moment and then he 
roused himself for the second time. He 
was sitting in a chair. He stirred, felt 
pain in one arm and looked at the hand. 
It was streaked with dried blood, as 
though he'd been scratched. 

"Feeling well this morning ?" St.  
George asked. 

Downing sat bolt upright. It hadn''t 
been a dream. He real ly had been a 
kitten. A meek, inoffensive little kit
ten. Also, a mouse, which was worse. 
And the man responsible for it all stood 
in front of him now, wearing his in
credible frock coat, striped trousers and 
derby hat with the bullet hole clumsily 
repaired. 

Dow�ting j umped up and started 
toward him. St. George gave a bleat 
of alarm, backed away and raised his 
right hand. 

"Don't do it," he cried. "Don't, 
Downing, or I shall-" 

Downing stopped short. His shoul
ders sagged and he emitted a long, dis
mal sigh. 

"I forgot," he said slowly. "I  thought 
for a moment it just couldn't be. That 
I'd been hypnotized. But these 
scratches on my arms-they were made 
by those cats and by you, St.  George. 
It was real all right." 

"Of course, it  was real," St. George 
answered smoothly. "Now we are go
ing to the bank together. You remem
ber why, Downing ?" 

"Yes-to get that letter I wrote. 
Okay, I'll play your game, though 
heaven knows what it is." 

St. George leaned against the wall 
beside the door. 

"Mr. D owning, I think it is time we 
had an understanding about this. I am 
not an ambitious man although I must 
confess the power I hold is a gratifying 
thing. For twenty-eight years I took 
orders without argument. I am a small 
person. I was pushed around unduly 
until I came to hate large people, like 
yourself, for instance." 

"You were never mistreated at the 
bank," Downing reminded him. 

"Of course not. That is, a few minor 
employees went out of their way to tease 
me, but I paid no attention. Odd how a 
man with power can forgive others 
stronger, larger than he. It must be the 
fact that in my mind I knew other men 
were far below me in mental capacity 
and in actual power." 

"Did it ever occur to you," Downing 
said slowly, "that once you reveal this 
power, people will be afraid of you ?  You 
will walk alone, like a leper or a man 
accursed in some other fashion. There 
will even be those willing to kill you." 

"That I know, too," St. George 
nodded somberly. "Yet they will all un
derstand some day that I am not to be 
trifled with. That I must be respected 
-yes, evEln honored. A few will be con
verted as I see fit. Examples, you know. 
Then I shall simply sit back and let 
the world wait on me. That shall be the 
fruits oi my labor." 

Downing repressed a shiver. "There 
is another man with similar ideas, St. 
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George. His name i s  Schickelgruber
or maybe you didn't even know we were 
at war." 

"Indeed I do know," St. George 
snapped. "The last time I needed a re
placement part for my machine, it  was 
most difficult to get and I was literally 
robbed as to the price. The person who 
did that is on my list of examples. I 
think I shall turn him into a leech." 

"And that," Downing said, "is tanta
mount to pure murder." 

"Murder ? No, it can't be classified 
that way. Yet I really don't care much. 
I mean to have my own way. Nothing 
will stop me because I am supreme. I 
say that honestly and without boasting. 
Meanwhile-until that day-I must be 
unmolested. There are many things yet 
to be done." 

"Suppose," Downing said curtly, "we 
get down to the bank and have it over 
with. You're the boss now. How do we 
pull i t ?"  

ST. GEORGE told him as  they walked 
from the bus toward the bank. The 

doors opened as if  controlled by a timer, 
for St. George was right on the dot. 
The guards saluted Downing, muttered 
a greeting to St. George. The two men 
walked through the lobby and straight 
into Downing's office. 

"Now you quite understand," St. 
George said, "we shall go together to 
the safe deposit vaults as soon as they 
are opene<J. You will remove your box 
and bring it  here to this office. I shall 
be with you all the time. If anyone 
wants to know why, it  is bank business." 

Downing sat in his accustomed chair 
behind the desk and wondered if  he'd 
ever be there again. St.  George was 
b0und 'to tur· him into a kitten when 
he turned over the letter. That is, if 
his trick failed. 

St. George was beside him every mo
ment. Twice, the insignificant little 
runt raised his hand as a warning 
gesture when Downing turned on him 
with fury blazing in his eyes. 

In the privacy of his office again, with 
the box, St. George became impatient. 

"Open it> Mr. Downing-. Quickly. I 

scarcely slept a wink all night worry
ing about the contents of this box." 

Downing raised the lid · slowly. 
"Well, you can stop worrying now. St.  
George, give me a break, will you ? I 'l l  
keep my mouth shut-" 

"Is there any money in there ?"  St. 
George disregarded Downing's plea. 
"You won't need it  and I shall. There 
are books I must have, but some of the 
money I shall spend on you. Yes, in
deed. Good food. Cream, kidneys, 
calves' liver, crab meat. The very best 
for you, Downing." 

Downing looked at the smaller man. 
He shook his head slowly from side to 
side. 

"I can't figure it out, St. George. First, 
you threaten me. Now, you try bribery. · 
When I was a kitten, you batted me all 
over the place. In one breath, you de
mand my money ; in the next, you agree 
to use part of it for my comfort and 
darned if  I don't believe you." 

"I mean it," St. George answered. 
"The letter, man ! Give it  to me." 

"Wait a minute." Downing held the 
box away from St. George's eager hands. 
"Suppose we make a bargain. There 
are two thousand dollars in cash in this 
box. But I have more. Much more, in 
my accounts at this bank and others. 
Now I can't prevent you from turning 
me into a kitten. Yet this money can be 
yours very easily." 

"How ?" S't. George asked. "I'm quite 
interested." 

"Let me walk out of here with you. 
At your home, go ahead and change me 
into a kitten, but put my body some
where. Keep it intact and let me return 
to it  now and then. I 'l l  make with
drawals and turn the money over to 
you." 

St. George wagged a finger under 
Downing's nose, and the assistant cash
ier blanched and moved back a step. St. 
George chuckled. 

"No, I won't convert you yet. But 
your proposition is wrong. All wrong. 
I knew you'd 'try something like this. 
You see, Foster warned me last night 
to be careful. No, Downing. I shall 
convert you right }1ere. They'll find 
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you behind your desk, apparently 
dead." 

Downing groaned, but inwardly he 
was elated. St. George had been look
ing for a kick and bel ieved this was it. 
Downing had something else up his 
sleeve. Something much more direct. 

"Don't feel so badly about it," St.  
George urged soothingly. " R e a  1 1  y 
things won't be so bad. They'll give 
you a beautiful funeral and, if  you wish, 
I ' l l  take you to it as a kitten. Foster 
had that experience and found it most 
i nteresting. Now-the letter." 

D owning handed the whole tin box to 
h im. St.  George smiled wryly and took 
it  with his left hand, keeping the right 
half-raised. He laid the box on the 
desk, rummaged through it and tucked 
the cash into his pocket. Then he found 
the letter. 

"Ah, good. Very good. I shall pro
ceed to destroy it." 

HE LAID the letter on the edge of 
the desk, using only one hand 

=1lways. He picked up Downing's table 
l ighter, snapped it and appl ied the flame 
to a corner of the letter. Slowly the 
letter was consumed and St. George kept 
moving it  about as the fire ate into the 
paper. 

Downing edged a bit closer and St. 
George paid no attention. He was too 
absorbed in watching the l etter burn. 
Downing sucked in a long breath and 
then exhaled violently. The blast 
caught the small bit of paper still on 
the desk, whisked it off and as it fell ,  
St. George bent to seize it .  

At that moment, Downing jumped. 
B efore St.  George could straighten, turn 
and raise his hand, Downing had both 
his arms pinned securely in a painful 
lock, behind his back. 

"You can't perform that devi lish sign 
without the use of your hands," Down
ing gloated. ''Now we'll see who is boss. 
You're going to the cops, St. George, 
and I'll stand behind you with a gun. 
If you so much as l ift a finger, I 'll blow 
your brains out. You're done. Fin
ished." 

"Please don't hold me so t ightly," St. 

George protested. "I'm afraid you may 
break a rib." 

Downing g a s p e d . This certainly 
wasn't the reaction he expected and it 
offered him no comfort whatsoever. St. 
George should have been stark mad with 
terror and pleading for a chance. Yet 
he took this very calmly. 

St. George was gazing down at the 
burning letter. When it was consumed 
to ashes, he flicked out one foot and 
crushed the ashes to dust. Then he did 
an amazing thing. He began to scream 
for help at the top of his lungs. 

"Shut up," Downing rasped. "Keep 
quiet or  I 'll knock you cold." 

"Help," St. George yelled. "Help ! 
Help !"  

Someone flung open the door. It was 
a guard with his hand on a holstered 
gun. He took one look and started yell
ing himself. In a moment, two more 
guards were there and Henry Arnold, 
austere president of the Bank, elbowed 
his w-ay into the office. 

"What in the world-" he began. 
"Mr. Downing, s ir," St. George 

whined. "He's gone mad. He attacked 
me. He was burning things. He-" 

"Arnold," Downing said, holding St. 
George firmly and turning him so they 
were both facing the staring group, 
"listen to me. You must listen. I 'm 
not crazy. St. George turned me into a 
kitten. He did the same thing to Paul 
Foster. Then he hanged his l ifeless 
body. He even took Foster to his own 
funeral. St. George isn't the meek l ittle 
runt he looks or acts. He has super
natural powers. He-" 

Arnold hastily moved back until he 
was surrounded by the guards. He sa

-
id 

something in a low voice. Two of the 
guards took hitches in their belts and 
started toward Downing. 

Downing sensed what was about to 
happen. He saw too late St. George's 
neat l i ttle trick. Everything was clear 
now. He'd placed himself in  a ghastly 
spot. 

"Arnold, I 'm as sane as you are. St. 
George can turn people into cats or dogs 
or  mice. Anything ! I tell you he can 
do it,  He-" 
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THE two guards leaped. Downing's 
grip was broken and they held his 

hands firmly by the wrists. St.  George 
minced over to Arnold, methodically 
straightening the wrinkles tn his 
sleeves as he did so. 

"I don't know what came over him, 
sir. He asked me to go to the safe 
deposit vaults with him. Naturally, I 
obeyed because he is my superior. He 
brought the box back here, opened it 
and began burning things. I remon
strated with him and he turned on me. 
He  said I was a magician. He  accused 
me of changing him into a kitten. Natu
rally, I screamed for help." 

"Yes, yes, I can see he's out of his 
mind," Arnold said nervously. "I've al
ready sent for a doctor:." 

Downing shrieked. "Arnold, he's 
dangerous ! Oh, confound it, why won't 
someone believe me ? I'm not crazy. 
His hands. They are free. If he raises 
one of them and makes the sign, you'll 
all turn into cats. I 've seen it done. 
Please believe me !"  

Downing strained against the grip of 
the two guards and got one arm free. 
It was grabbed again almost instantly. 
The guard on his left gave Arnold a pe
culiar look and received a curt nod. The 
guard doubled one fist. 

"I hate to do this, Mr. Downing," he 
said s incerely. "You're a good guy, but 
we can't take chances with a wack." 

His fist traveled about three feet and 
collided with Downing's jaw. That 
guard had once been a policeman and he 
knew how to slug. Downing went limp 
and they eased him onto a chair. 

St.  George tottered over to another 
chair and sat down. He was shaking 
visibly. 

"Poor Mr. Downing," he said. "I 
liked him very much. He was my friend 
as well �s my superior. Did I hear him 
say I turned people into cats?"  

"You did," Arnold answered grimly. 
"He's stark raving mad. The doctor 
will be here soon and an ambulance. I'd 
better have them bring a straitjacket. 
too. No telling what he may do when 
he wakes up." 

A guard drew his gun and hefted it 

significantly. "He won't do much, sir. 
I'll tap him i f  he starts anything." 

. 
St. George blew his nose very dain

tily and tucked the handkerchief away. 
"He probably associated the fact that 

I found a cat in the police station yes
terday. I told him about i t  this morn
ing. Poor Mr. Downing. His twisted 
mind thought I'd created that cat. Poor, 
poor Mr. Downing." 

There was a triumphant l ittle smile 
on St. George's l ips. A mal icious glint 
in his eyes. No�ody noticed it .  St. 
George had gone so long unnoticed 
even an event of this . kind couldn't at
tract much attention to him. 

CHAPTER IX 

Eayesdropper 

RODNEY ST. GEORGE padded be
, 

hind Arnold to the president's 
massive office. During his twenty-eight 
years at the bank, St. George hadn't been 
in that office a dozen t imes. 

Arnold sat down and motioned St. 
George to a chair. 

"It's a terrible thing," he said. "A 
nice, young fellow like Downing going 
off that way. Terrible.  I had plans for 
that man. Great plans. Now I must 
find someone else. St. George, you have 
worked faithfully for our bank many 
years. More faithfully than anyone 
who ever worked here. Therefore, I 
shall reward you. You shall take Down
ing's place as assistant cashier." 

St. George's face colored slightly and 
then turned pale. 

"Th-thank you, sir. I am honored. 
Highly honored. I-" 

From somewhere in the bank, Down
ing's voice reached them. He was 
shouting about cats and St. George's 
weird power. There were sounds of a 
struggle and then s ilence. 

St. George shivered. "I hope they 
don't have to use too much force on him. 
Poor Mr. Downing. As I was saying
! am deeply honored. I shall do every
thing in my power to carry out my 
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duties. Everything, Mr. Arnold." 
"Good," Arnold said. "Take over 

Downing's office at once. That's all." 
St. George minced out of the office, 

closed the door firmly and silently be
hind him and then literally skipped 
across the lobby of the bank toward 
Downing's office. 

Arnold leaned back in  his big chair 
and exp elled his breath tremulously. 

"What maniacs will think of. Imagine 
St. George turning people into cats. 
Why, the l ittle mouse couldn't do a 
simp! e card trick. Wonder if he'll 
change with more responsibility." 

Meanwhile J im Downing was 
strapped to a stretcher inside the am
bulance and taken for a fast, siren
moaning ride. They journeyed well out 
of the main part of the city and finally 
turned off through the imposing gates 
of a big estate. The gates closed and 
two uniformed guards took up positions. 

Downing was unstrapped on his prom
ise to behave. They led him into the 
building, firmly holding him by both 
arms. One of the guards tapped on a 
door marked, "Dr. Michael Jamison." 

Downing walked in and sat down. Dr. 
Michael Jamison turned out to be a thin
faced, hawk-nosed individual whom 
Downing instinctively disliked. J ami
sen looked at him intently for a mo
ment. 

"Do you know your name ?" he asked 
quietly. 

"Certainly," Downing snapped. "It's 
J im Downing. Look here, I'm not crazy. 
Oh, I real ize my story sounds foolish, 
but that l ittle squirt St. George did 
turn me into a cat. A kitten, rather." 

"He what ?" Jamison half arose from 
his chair. "What did you say ?" 

"He turned me into a kitten. Some
how, he took my spirit, my brain, my 
soul perhaps, and wrapped them all up 
i nside of a kitten. But I wasn't the 
only one. There was Paul Foster who 
committed suicide, only he didn't. 
Foster was turned into a cat also and St. 
George hanged his l ifel ess body. You 

• • .  don't believe me, do you ?" 
"Why, of course, I do," Dr. Jamison 

said soothingly. "Certainly, Mr. Down-

in g. Now you are going to be very well 
treated here. Your bank has asked us 
to give you the very best of care. First 
of all, a cold shower. A very cold shower 
to soothe your nerves. You've been 
through a great deal, you know. Turn
ing from a human into a kitten and then 
back into a human again." 

"Thanks," Downing grunted. "I'm 
glad somebody believes-oh, what the 
devil ! You agree because it's supposed 
to soothe me. Listen-may I telephone 
someone first ? My fiancee?" 

"It  can be arranged," Dr .  Jamison 
agreed. Then he added, prudently, 
"After you have showered and been as
signed to your room." 

DOWNING cursed under his breath, 
but restrained his temper. To go 

off the handle here would only mean 
forcible restraint. An hour later he was 
in bed, calmly thinking out the details of  
the last twenty-four hours. After all, 
this was better than being a kitten at the 
mercy of St. George and his assortment 
of cats who were determined to murder 
him to preserve their own l ives. 

So long as he remained in this hos
pital, Downing was in no imminent 
danger. St. George wouldn't dare try 
any of his tricks. Downing relaxed, lit 
a cigarette and even whistled softly. 

St. George was an odd personality
leaving out the power he possessed. Ap
parently meek and self-effacing, he was 
l ittle short of a recluse. But he was 
coming out of that shell now. That re
t iring nature was undergoing a change. 
He could become the greatest menace 
the world had ever known and, worst of 
all, St. George knew it. 

St. George had mentioned the fact that 
he still sought information. Was he 
merely laying low, adhering to his 
character of a meek, inoffensive little 
men until he mastered all phases of this 
weird power ? Downing began to think 
so. 

The door of his room opened and Dr. 
Jamison walked in. He sat �own beside 
the bed, took DowniPlg's pulse and made 
a few notes on a pad. Then he leaned 
back, crossed his l egs and regarded the 
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patient intently. 
"Tell me all about it," he urged. "Fre

quently, i t  helps a man to talk. Go ahead. 
I won't laugh. That's a promise." 

"You won't laugh." Downing scowled. 
"If you'd been through what happened 
to me, laughter would be no part of it. 
St. George did transform me into a kit
ten. He  formerly did the · same thing 
to several other people including one 
rather famous person called Peter M ill
brook." 

"Peter Millbrook," Jamison grunted. 
"I knew him. He was an alcohol ic and 
we had him confined here for some time. 
So he is a cat now. You realize, Mr. 
Downing, that Peter M illbrook was pro
nounced dead and decently buried some 
weeks ago." 

"They buried an empty corpse," 
.Downing said flatly. "St. George doesn't 
just switch a man into a cat. He creates 
the cat out of the victim's brain and 
soul . The body becomes inert. All the 
run has to do is make that funny sign 
in the air-" 

"What sign ?" Jamison asked sharply. 
Downing shrugged. "What's the use ? 

You're wasting my time and I'm wast
ing yours." 

"No. I 'm very much interested. Show 
me the s ign he made." 

Downing raised one hand, drew a 

straight l ine i n  the air and then wound 
another invisible l ine around the first. 

"So that's it." Jamison nodded. 
"Thank you, Downing. By the way, 
Miss Brooke knows you are here and is 
coming to see you. I don't know whether 
or not it is quite advisable." 

"Nonsense," D0wning declared. "I'm 
as sane as you, doctor. It would do me 
a world of good to see her." 

Jamison nodded and walked out. He 
closed the door softly and then began 
moving very fast toward his private of
fices. There he locked the door, went to 
a bookcase and drew out an old, old 
volume. He sat down and studied it in
tently. 

"Blazes !"  he said. "I haven't been 
wrong then. I t  can be dqne. Someone 
just beat me to it, that's all . Rodney 
St. George who works at the bank, ehl. 

Good. I shall see Mr. St. George and 
take steps to see that he does not change 
me into something or other. I must talk 
with Downing again. St. George didn't 
switch him back to a kitten again, and 
there must be some reason for it. Per
haps something to do with making the 
sign." 

Dr. Jamison's thin face was alight as 
he stared i nto space. His eyes burned 
in an unholy glee and one hand kept 
stroking the ancient volume on his desk 
as though it were a l iving, breathing 
thing. 

HE AROSE finally, put the book 
away and went back to Downing's 

room. The door was ajar and he heard 
a woman's voice. Jamison peeked in,  
saw Pamela Brooke there and took up a 
position from where he could hear every 
word. This was nothing new. None of 
the hospital employees would think 
twice about Jamison's actions i f  they 
saw him. A psychiatrist tries to listen 
in on his patient's normal conversation. 

Pamela held both of Downing's hands 
and she looked extremely worried. He 
told her,  in  a low voice, the entire story. 

"Finally," he went on, "I found my 
chance. I grabbed St. George's arms 
and kept him from using a hand to make 
that sign. He has to make it, Pam. I've 
proven that. I-I guess you think there's 
no hope. You can't possibly believe me." 

Pamela said very quietly, "I do be
lieve you, J im. I bel ieve you because I 
know you. The story sounds like the 
ravings of a lunatic. They'll probably 
hold you here for a long time and you'll 
be safe here, too. I 'm glad you're in this 
hospital." 

"So am I," Downing sighed. " Pam, 
you're not saying you believe just to  
bolster up my spirits ? You do realize 
that St. George is probably one of the 
most powerful men on the face of the 
earth ?" 

"I do, J im. I felt there was something 
-well, sinister about him when you 
pointed him out to me yesterday morn
ing." 

Downing closed both eyes. "What I 
can't understand il why he doesn't as-
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sert himself. Why he still insists on 
playing the part of a meek little guy. 
He did mention that he was on the trail 
of something even bigger. That means 
something deadlier, more grotesque, 
Pam. We've got to stop him." 

"We will, J im. We will because you 
and I are on the right side. A man with 
the knowledge St. George possesses 
doesn't belong on earth. J im, under
stand, I do believe you. I recognize the 
danger you are in." 

"Danger !" Downing sat bolt upright. 
"I never thought of it. Pam, you must 
leave here and don't come back unless 
I send for you. If St. George finds out 
you believe my story, he may do some
thing to you. We are both in danger. 
Terrible danger." 

Pamela arose. She opened her purse 
and calmly repaired some damage to her 
makeup which had suffered from Down
; ng's greeting kiss. 

In the small vanity mirror she saw 
Dr. Jamison's white-coated f o r m  
through the crack in the door. She be
trayed no s ign. 

"I'll come back," she said. "I'm not 
afraid, J im. Spend your t ime thinking. 
Try to figure out some way to either 
reveal him for what he is or a method 
by which we can-kill him if necessary. 
Good-by, darling. I'll return soon." 

She bent over him as if to kiss 
•him gooq-by. Instead she whispered : 

"Jim, Dr. Jamison is l istening to all 
this. I had a glimpse of his face in my 
mirror. He comes to the bookstore 
where I work-and he is  interested in 
old volumes." 

Downing frowned. "Thanks for the 
information, darling. Mostly though, 
thanks for having faith. I will think 
of something. Never mind about Jami
son. He is interested in me only as a 
patient, nothing more." 

Dr. Jamison was nowhere in sight 
when Pamela l eft the room. She sig
naled that fact to Downing. He leaned 
back against the pillows and his eyes 
narrowed a bit. Jamison had seemed 
intensely interested, especially in the 
weird sign which St.  George made. 
Now Pamela's information that he was 

also a customer at her store for ancient 
tomes, the same things from which St. 
George had derived his powers, was dis
turbing. 

Was Dr. Jamison quite as innocent as 
he seemed ? Downing groaned. He had 
enough to figure out now. Jamison only 
added another complication. 

CHAPTER X 
Birth of an Ego 

Rocco, s w a r t h y cashier, head 
waiter, pastry server and, inci

dentally, owner of the Italian Spaghetti 
Palace, glanced through the front win
dow of his restaurant and distorted his 
face into an unpleasant grimace. He 
clapped his hands. 

"Luigi," he called. "Come here." 
A bantam-sized, bow-legged waiter 

hurried over. 
Rocco said, "Luigi, he comes. Today 

it is your turn. There is to be no 
squawking, you hear me ?" 

Luigi glanced at the door, doubled 
both fists and bit his lips to keep from 
exploding into voluble Italian curses as 
Rodney St. George minced into the res
taurant and walked toward his usual 
table in a far corner. 

"Him !" Luigi grew belligerent. "Mr. 
Five Cents. I wait on him like he leaves 
five dollars and I get five cents. 
Rocco, give me permission to dump the 
'spaghet' down his neck, si? Just once 
-please." 

Rocco grunted, "Some day maybe I do 
it  myself. But business is  business. 
He spends thirty cents each day. Spa
ghet and coffee. And always the second 
cup even when we cannot afford to give 
i t  to him. He has eaten here for many 
years, he tells me, and has it coming. 
Serve him, Luigi. There is nothing we 
can do." 

Luigi tugged at the lapels of his coat, 
muttered something in Italian and 
wal ked over to draw a glass of water. 
His  forefinger was stained somewhat 
with sauce. He thrust it into the water 
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and stirred it  around. Then he felt a 
little better. 

"Ah, good afternoon, Meester St. 
George," he bowed ironically. "You 
wish the same as usual , perhaps ? "  

St. George looked u p  and nodded. 
"Yes, please, and tell the chef to put a 
bit more sauce on the spaghetti, will 
you ? I have heard of no priori ties in 
sauces." 

"Si, M eester St. George. Of course. 
I go now." 

Rodney St. George fingered the menu 
idly and wondered what he should do 
about Jim Downing. The man had pulled 
a fast one. He was dangerous. Nothing 
must happen now. St. George was ready 
to take any steps, but wasn't it  wiser to 
just let Downing remain in an asylum 
as a lunatic ? Who would believe his 
wild story ? St. George permitted him
self to smile.  That was the answer. Just 
let him stay there. If he got out it  would 
be easy enough to find him and see that 
he caused no interference. 

• St. George leaned back. Someone stood 
beside him and he thought it  was Luigi 
with his lunch. 

"Aren't you Mr. St. George ?" a pleas
ant feminine voice inquired. 

St. George almost fell out of his chair. 
In his twenty-eight years of eating 
lunches in this place, nobody had ever 
spoken to him before. He looked up 
and gave a startled gasp. St. George had 
seen beautiful women before. He ap
preciated them, too, though no one ever 
guessed it. This woman was enough to 
take his breath away. 

"Y-yes. Yes, I 'm Rodney St. George," 
he half arose. "Oh, I recognize you now. 
You are M iss Brooke, who helped me so 
often at the book store. I shall always 
be very grateful." 

"May I sit down ?" Pamela Brooke 
asked and, without waiting for an affirm
ative reply, pulled out a chair and sat 
down. "My first name is Pamela. I am 
-was the fiancee of Jim Down_ing." 

"Oh," St. George gulped. "Oh, my. 
I did see you at the bank with him. I 'm 
very sorry abelut Mr. Downing's break
down." 

"Isn't it terrible ?" Pamela said. "They 

let me see him. All he does is rave about 
having been changed into a cat. He 
seems to hold you responsible, Mr. St. 
George. I wonder how he ever acquired 
such a hallucination. I understand you've 
taken his place at the bank and I want to 
ask a favor." 

"Y -yes?"  St. George's eyes were very 
wide. 

"Poor J im has no one. I feel responsi
ble for him. Naturally, there is  little I 
can do, but with your help I might re
move his possessions from the bank and 
keep them." 

"Of . . .  course," St. G eorge said un

certainly, still a l ittle stunned by the 
idea of an attractive woman at his table. 
"W-won't you join me in some lunch?" 

"Thank you," Pamela answered. "I 
shall be delighted." 

THEN St. George went whole hog. 
"Perhaps some wine ? They tell me 

it  is very good here." 
"Chianti," Pamela said promptly. "The 

inexpensive kind." 
Luigi, the waiter, came closer to faint

ing than ever before in his l ife. Some
how, he summoned the strength to fill 
that order and serve a luncheon to Pam
ela. 

She said to St. George, "They tell me 
at the hospital there is l ittle chance of 
J im's getting better. He isn' violent, but 
the particular form of insanity with• 
which he is afflicted happens to be al
most incurable. Thank heavens we 
weren't married." 

She said that somewhat callously, St. 
George thought. They talked about Jim 
then, for the rest of the meal. They 
walked to the bank together, astounding 
a bootblack, a newsstand dealer and a 
traffic cop, all of whom never thought 
they'd live to see the day when Rodney 
St. George walked with a woman. 

The bank employees were considerably 
upset, too. St. Gearge personally made 
a neat package of Downing's possessions 
and Pamela took this. 

"I've had a lovely time, Mr. St. 
George," she smiled. "If I can ever do 
anything for you . . . " 

Pamela caught the glint of interest in 
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St. George's eyes. 
"Perhaps you can," he said. "There 

are one or two scrolls I am looking for. 
Your firm may be able to locate them for 
me. May I call on you at the store ?" 

"I'll  be there," she told him. 
St. George watched her walk out and 

knew there was now a rival for the ela
tion he'd experienced when his experi
ments worked for the first time. It  oc
curred to him that he'd missed some
thing these many years. He wasn't an 
old man. Not too bad looking, either. 
And he was exceptional .  Oh,  yes, quite 
exceptional. 

Why shouldn't he take Pam away from 
Downing ? After all ,  Downing was 
doomed to spend his l ife behind the bars 
of an asylum. 

To the victor go the spoils. St. George 
pursed his lips and whistled as he went 
to work. Something else that was ut
terly new. It did occur to him that he'd 
been so flabbergasted at Pamela's join
ing him for lunch that he'd forgotten to 
leave more than five cents for Luigi. He 
determined to attend to that tomorrow. 
He'd leave a dime to make up for it .  

On his way home, St.  George had an 
uneasy feeling that he was being fol
lowed. He tried to shake it off, but the 
sense of danger persisted. Even while  
he was on the  bus, he felt eyes burning 
into the back of  his head. He  stopped 
only to buy l iver and milk and walked 
rapidly toward his house. 

A woman of ample girth was approach
ing. She lived next door and had never 
spoken to him, but now she smiled and 
inclined her head. 

"Good evening, Mr. St. George. Con
gratulations on being promoted to cash
ier." 

St. George started to correct her. He  
was just the  assistant. Then he  let  i t  
go. If she wanted to think he was the 
cashier, that was all right. It  was about 
time he drew some respect from these 
eyebrow-raising people who were his 
neighbors. 

H e  tipped his hat, walked on to the 
house and let himself in. Turning quick
ly, he peeked through a window. There 
was a tall, angular, hawk-faced man walk-

ing casually by. A stranger. St. George 
recalled seeing him on the bus, too. 
Maybe Downing had hired private detec
tives. Maybe someone had bel ieved him, 
after all. 

ST. GEORGE shivered. There was a 
chance that this stranger was in no 

way concerned with that sense of being 
trailed. It  could be that Downing had 
escaped or been allowed his freedom. St. 
George kicked aside the mewing cats, 
walked into his l iving room and phoned 
the sanitarium. 

"Mr. Downing's condition is about the 
same," someone told him. "He is  resting 
quietly." 

"Poor M r. Downing," St. George said. 
"Thank you very much." 

He hung up slowly and berated him
self for being a fool. Then he glanced 
down. All four of his cats sat in a row 
before him, all looking up. 

S t. George scowled at them. "Con
found you," he said. "I think I'm get
ting sick of having you around." 

Foster, the orange-colored cat, came 
closer and tugged with its claws at St. 
George's trouser leg. St. George raised 
his hand and made the sign. His human 
form grew rigid. On the floor the big 
black cat appeared. Not l ike a wraith, 
slowly forming from plasma, but spon
taneously-like a puff of smoke might 
suddenly rise from an explosion. 

"St. George, we've been terribly wor
ried," Foster said. " What happened to 
Downing ?" 

"First of all," St .  George said, "I want 
this nonsense of making me turn into a 

cat every time · you wish information, to 
be stopped. Is that understood ? Once 
and for all, please remember that I am 
master here. Now what do you wish to 
know this time ?" 

"It's Downing," Foster said and pru
dently added, "sir. Watch out for him. 
He is clever." 

"Downing," St. George said, "is now 
confined to an asylum as a hopelessly in
sane person who bel ieves people can be 
turned into cats. They removed him i n  
a straitjacket. Does that satisfy you ?"  

"No," Foster said, " i t  doesn't. I don't 
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mean to be rude, sir, but you'd be safer 
if you brought him back here, turned him 
ilato a kitten and let us finish him off." 

" I  can take care of Downing," St. 
George said irritably. "I  might add that 
his fiancee had lunch with me today. She 
is an extremely nice girl. I'm very fond 
of her." 

"Pam B rooke ?" Foster cried. "She'd 
stick with Downing no matter what hap
pened. They're laying a trap for you. 
Bring her here. Let us kill her for you." 

The black cat eyed the other four with 
malevolently green eyes. 

. "You-o.ll of you," St. George's voice 
emanated from the black cat, "are wor
ried about one thing. Your own safety. 
It is  no longer possible for any of you to 
return to your human forms because your 
bodies have been d i sposed of. The great
est fear you possess is that you will not 
live very long. Am I correc t ? "  

"Well-yes, sir." Foster still acted as 
spokesman. "Cats live about twelve years. 
We're grown cats, hal f our life probably 
gone. You promised we'd be granted 
eternal l i fe, sir. You said there was a 
book somewhere which held the secret." 

"There is," the black cat purred. "I'm 
rapidly getting on the trail of it and 
M is s  B rooke can help me find it.  She 
works for one of the best book stores in 
the world. They spec ial ize in finding 
lost documents and scrolls. So by ac
quiring her friendship, I am also helping 
you. N ow that is quite all, my feline 
gentlemen." 

P
ETER M ILLB R O O K, the white cat, 
hissed at St .  George. 

" I'm not sure," he said.  "Not sure at 
all. How do we know you're not jolly
i ng us along. What have you to go on?" 

"Yes," Foster joined in,  "we're entitled 
to some measure of comfort." 

The black cat bared sharp fangs and 
hunched its back a l ittle. St. George's 
voice, coming from the black eat's throat, 
was no longer patient. 

"Very well," he snapped. " I  shall tell 
you this much. Tonight I am seeking a 
scroll. I have been on the trail of it  for 
weeks and I know where it is .  It was 
written by Hermes Trismegistrus, the 

father of all magic and alchemy. What 
I know concerning these powers I ob
tained by studying his works. A man 
named Lloyd Chandler now owns it, but 
he doesn't real ize its value nor does any
one else but me. When I master the 
secrets it  contains, I shall then know 
what to l ook for next. What will enable 
me to turn each of you from an aged 
cat into a kitten so you may enjoy your 
l ives all over again." 

"Sounds like poppycock to me," M i ll
brook observed. "I  think we're being 
stalled or kidded." 

The black cat suddenly vanished and 
St. George's human form got out of the 
chair. He took a single step toward the 
white cat which was P eter M il lbrook. 
His foot kicked out and the white cat 
went catapulting back to hit the wall 
with a resounding thud. 

The other cats scampered hastily be
neath chairs and tables. 

"He's gone crazy," the orange cat 
squalled. "He never did that before." 

"I  wish I'd pl ugged the little rat when 
I stuck him up in the bank," Logan 
snarled. 

"Wait," Foster gasped. " I  think I 
know what's happening. St. George has 
suddenly discovered himsel f.  Found he 
has an ego that has been deflated up to 
now. That dame Pamela B rooke is blow
ing him up with a sense of his own im
portance. With some reason in mind, 
to9. Downing isn't licked yet and I 've 
a feel ing he'll get the best of us if we 
don't get him first." 

"But how ?" M illbrook reel�d over as 
if he had too much catnip. "How can 
we reach him ? "  

"I don't know," Foster confessed. 
"We're handicapped, but I can tell you 
this much. Life won't be so pl easant 
from now on. St. George will pay l ess 
and l es s  attention to us.  As his ego 
blows up, he'll  stop thinking about any
one except himself. We'll be l ucky i f-" 

The sound o f  shattering glass broke 
off Foster's words. All four cats j umped 
nervously. The sound came from the 
cellar.  

" Downing !" Fester hissed, and his tail 
began to swell.  
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CHAPTER XI 

One Little Item 

ST. GEORGE heard the crash of glass, 
too, and raced madly toward the 

cellar door. He switched on the lights 
and ran down the steps. With a sigh of 
relief he noticed that the steel bars were 
in place. 

Only the glass had been broken and 
no one had gained admittance. 

Yet St. George remained highly agi-

the closed front door. St. George kicked 
them aside and looked through the win
dow. 

He saw a d im form vanishing into the 
night. 

Suddenly his knees trembled. That bit 
of ego which had been growing within, 
collapsed like a punctured t ire. He  
dropped the  furnace tool and i ts  clatter 
made him jump. Back in his living room, 
he made a quick examination of his pre
cious books. They were all intact. It 
seemed as though the intruder had at-
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most amazing adventures of his life, adventures in devil
worship and the-unknown realms of psychic experience 
that lie beyond the borders of reality! 

FOLLOW WILL GARDENST ANG on this most 
_ amazing of all journeys in STRANGERS ON THE 

HEIGHTS, Manly Wade Wellman's masterpiece of 
fantasy! A full book-length novel. 

COMING IN THE NEXT ISSUE 

tated. He  hurried over to the secret 
door, opened it  and stepped into the room 
where he kept that machine which looked 
so much like an X-ray apparatus. No
body was there. 

He closed the door again and then stiff
ened in alarm. Upstairs, the cats began 
to snarl and screech like maniacs. He 
heard heavy footsteps, a muttered curse 
and a chair overturned. Then the front 
door slammed shut. 

St. George seized a furnace-cleaning 
tool and, armed with this, rushed up
stairs. The four cats were spitting at 

tempted to reach the book on St. George's 
desk, but the attack of the four cats had 
driven him off. 

The cat, who had once been Logan, 
bank robber, sidled up to St. George and 
rubbed against his legs as if he wanted 
to be petted as a reward. St. George's 
temper-which he never knew he owned 
-boiled over. He raised the heavy fur
nace tool and s'truck the cat across the 
back of its neck. 

With a yowl the cat staggered a few 
steps and then dropped. St. George 
kicked the carcass into a corner, waved 
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t h e  furnace tool a t  t h e  other cats and 
then sat down to steady himself. 

He recalled a bottle of whiskey which 
a doctor had given him during the influ
enza epidemic of the first World war. 
He dug it out of a closet. He remem
bered the cost of this pint and shuddered. 
That was the main reason why he'd never 
even removed the cork. He did so now 
and took a heal thy swallow that made 
him blink. 

The fiery l iquor warmed his blood, took 
the sting out of his nerves. H e  sat there, 
holding the bottle and looking at the 
dead cat over against the wall. He smiled 
thinly. 

"That," he said aloud, "was for shoot
ing a hole through my derby. I owed 
you everything you rec eived, Logan. 
Anyway, I 'm sick of you cats fawning 
and purring." 

He took another swig, corked the 
bottle and put it in a drawer. His feet 
seemed lighter, his brain clear as crys
tal. For the first time in his life, Rodney 
St. George made certain his tie was cor
rectly knotted. If there was time, he 
meant to see Pamela before the night was 
over, but first a l ittle business with a 
tycoon named Lloyd Chandler. S ome
how St. George thought he'd enjoy this 
visit. 

He saw nothing of the three remaining 
cats when he left the house. Walking 
down the street, he met other neighbors 
who saluted him and St. George answered 
cheerily.  This was good-excellent. 
They were noticing him now. He won
dered what they'd say or how they'd act 
when they discovered what he real ly 
could do, St. George smiled smugly and 
swung aboard his bus. 

At the next corner a passenger got up. 
Women climbed aboard. Ordinarily, St. 
George would have backed away from 
the empty seat and clung to the straps 
rather than impose upon anyone� 'This 
time he plopped himself down and glared 
at the two women disappointed in reach
ing the seat before he got it. 

He changed buses and finally reached 
his destination. It was a huge house with 
an imposing estate around it. A concrete 
driveway artistically coiled itself around 

one side o£ the house. Most o£ the l i ghts 
were lit. 

St. George ran a finger around his wing 
collar. The place got him, flattened that 
ego of his  and made him the old meek, 
l ittle bank teller he'd been. He took out 
his wallet, extracted a name card and 
armed with this, he approached the door. 

TH E  name card had been printed only 
this same afternoon, as soon as he'd 

been made assistant cashier. St. George 
was proud of those cards and this was the 
first time he had used one. 

A man o£ about fifty, portly, bal d and 
impatient opened the door. 

"Sorry to keep you waiting," he said. 
"The servants don't seem to be around
as usual. What do you want ?" 

St. George felt an urge to take to his 
heels. Only the whi.skey still vibrating 
through his system saved the day. He 
thrust his card forward with a stiff ges
ture. 

Lloyd Chandler took it. "Assistant 
Cashier at one of my banks, eh ? Well, 
I still don't know what you want, but a 
bank cashier can't be l eft standing out on 
a man's front porch. Your mission must 
be important." 

"Yes, sir," St. George said. "I-I have 
some very confidential informat ion. We 
should have strict privacy, if you don't 
mind." 

"0£ course not. Come upstairs to the 
l ibrary." 

St. George sat down a moment later, 
derby hat held between his legs. 

"I have come," he said, "on personal 
business. To make a deal. You own a 
certain book-" 

"I own thousands of books." Chandler 
waved his hand at the huge cases jammed 
with volumes. "Never read 'em. J ust 
buy 'em to show o ff. I'm too busy for 
reading." 

" B ut this is  a very special book," St. 
George insisted. 

"Special ? W hat's special about any 
boo k ?  Maybe you mean this one ?" 
Chandler slammed his hand down on a 
volume that l ooked as though it might 
turn to dust under the weight of a tooth
pick. 
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"Paid twenty-four thousand dollars for 
it. Don't ask me why, except that a 
friend of mine paid fi fteen thousand for 
some other piece of j unk, so I wanted to 
show him up." 

"That," St. George gulped, "is the very 
book-I-want." 

Chandler gave him a pecul iar glance. 
"An assistant bank c ashier who wants to 
spend twenty-four thousand on a book. 
Are you serious, M r.-er-St. George ? "  

Chandler laid the name card down and 
then tucked it beneath the leather bind
ing of the desk blotter. 

St. George answered rather quickly 
this time. He was getting sore. "I can 
pay for it . and give you a slight profit. 
The volume is of no use to you. It  is to 
me. I'm a collector." 

Chandler's grin died away. "Oh, I see. 
This book is very valuable then. The 
title is  dim. It says-'Laws of Osiris.' 
What's that mean ?" 

S t. George remained quietly seated. 
There was nothing in his outward ap
pearance to indicate what seethed within 
him. 

"Osiris was a god-a myth, some 
people claim . I know better. O riginally, 
this volume was written as a scroll by 
Thoth, the god of wisdom. Somehow, it 
passed into mortal hands and was repro
duced. The volume you hold was never 
printed, Mr. Chandler. It's handwritten, 
by holy men of ages past.'' 

"Is that so ?" Chandler raised his eye
brows . "What do you want with i t ? "  

" B y  studying that book," S t .  George 
said patiently, "I may find a clue to an
other scroll. Perhaps the most ancient 
one in history. I want it.  N ow will you 
name a reasonable price ? "  

"I really don't know," Chandler 
frowned. "Perhaps this volume belongs 
in a museum so that everyone can see it 
or even study it. I 'm afraid, M r. St. 
George, that I need the advice of other 
people before I should be willing to dis
pose of it to anyone." 

"That is your final decision, Mr. Chan
dler ?" St. George's voice was icy. 

" I 'm afraid so," Chandler replied. " I  
hope y o u  s e e  things my way." 

"Does your wife like cats ?" St. George 

asked almost pl easantly. "Mangy, flea
bitten cats, Mr. Chandler ? "  

" S h e  hates animals," Chandler replied. 
"Why ? What's it got to do with-" 

ST. GEORGE raised his hand and 
made that mysterious sign. Chan

dler stiffened. At his feet appeared an 
old cat, fur half-torn off, one ear flopping 
badly and a tail minus fur. It  was prob
ably the ugliest cat St. George had ever 
seen. It  let out a yowl. St. George 
kicked at it. The cat scampered beneath 
the desk and kept up its yowl ing. 

St. George seized the volume he cov
eted, found a piece of paper and care
fully wrapped it. Then he paused to re
gard the lifeless, erect figure of Lloyd 
Chandler. He rubbed his chin in thought, 
walked over to a window and peered out. 
The concrete driveway was j ust beneath. 

St. George's lips parted in a nasty l ittle 
smile. H e  got behind Chandler, held him 
under the armpits and by degrees, 
pushed him over toward the window. H e  
raised the sash al l t h e  way. 

The mangy cat was out from under the 
desk, regarding all this with constant 
yowls. 

"I  wish I had time to talk to you," St. 
George said softly. "It would be very 
nice to tell you the fate in store. So, 
M rs. Chandler hates cats. Wait until she 
sees the specimen you are." 

St. George slid the stiff corpse back a 
l ittle, tipped it and then raised the feet 
off the floor. He thrust it out of the 
window so it balanced. Then he very 
carefully allowed the head to point 
straight at the concrete driveway. He 
gave a l ittle push. The form slid out. 
There was a crunch as the skull hit the 
pavement and the form went l imp. 

As that happened, the mangy cat gave 
vent to a screech of terror and began 
running around the room madly. St. 
George avoided it, reached the door and 
hurried downstairs. 

Someone was asking what had hap
pened in a very shrill voice. That would 
be Mrs. Chandler. St. George allowed 
himself a smug smile. This was the first 
time he'd ever enjoyed the fruits of his 
long years working over ancient books 



48 S TARTLING STORIES 

and perfecting an apparatus which o ne 
of the greatest scientists the world had 
ever known, only began. 

B efore the body of �handler was dis
covered, St. George was a long way from 
the house and highly delighted with him
self. In the first place, not a soul had 
seen . him enter. No one knew he had 
been there, he had not been e�pected. In 
fact, the household of Lloyd Chandler 
didn't know he existed. 

B ut Rodney St. George had forgotten 
one little item. His name card was still 
thrust under the leather binding of 
Chandl er's blotter. 

C H AP TER X I I  
Mental ExamitJation 

JU S T  about the time that Chandler 
was turned into an alley cat, Dr. 

Jamison was pacing the floor of his pri
vate offices at the sanitarium. H is eyes 
glittered, his hands clenched and un
cl enched. Finally, he picked up the tele
phone on his desk. 

"Send the patient, James Downing, to 
my office at once. I wish to examine him 
further," he ordered. 

Downing walked in, escorted by two 
husky g uards. Jamison offered him a 
cigarette, l i t  it and then spoke to the 
guards. 

"There is  no need to remain. Mr. 
Downing will feel much more at ease 
without you around. There is nothing 
to worry about. I know my patients." 

"Thanks," D owning said after the 
guards withdrew. "I'm glad somebody 
doesn't expect me to rip the place apart 
every time I raised my hand." 

Jamison smiled and sat down behind 
his desk. 

" D owning, the hallucination you suf
fered interests me tremendously. It's 
something new. I've never come across 
i t  before. Do you mind talking about 
the experience ?" 

"Not at all," Downing replied. "The 
fact is, Doctor, I don't want to leave this 
institution, so let's make it quite clear 

now that I'm crazy. I'm as nuts as Adolph 
over there in Berlin when he thinks he 
can take over the world." 

"Well," Jamison laughed. "Your de
scription of insanity should be written 
up in medi cal books. Why do you wish 
to remain ?" 

"Frankly," Downing said, "because 
I'm afraid. Now laugh. Go ahead. O r  
else cluck your tongue in sympathy. It  
makes no difference. I 'm happy." 

Jamison l eaned forward. "If I prom
ise not to make any derisive or sympa
thetic remarks, will you j ust relate the 
whole thing to me ? From a psychiatrist's 

point of view, your case is astoun ding. 
It's in a classification all by itself." 

"Sure it does," Downing replied, "be
cause it happens to be the truth coming 
from the lips and the brain of a sane 
man. This Rodney St. George is not a 
normal being, Doctor. Anything but 
that. I think I have him p egged when 
I say he has been a very retiring man 
for many, many years. He worked hard 
and faithfully to get money enough to 
carry on his experiments. Now that he 
has attained success, I don't know what 
will happen. That is, if I d on't get him 
in time." 

"What do you mean by that remark, 
Mr. Downing ?" 

"To put it quite simply, I propose to 
kill him. That's another reason why I 
want to keep on being adjudged nuts. A 
crackpot can't be punished for murder, 
especially one who is confined to an in
stitution at the time of the murder." 

"Oh," Dr. Jamison sai d. "I  see. But 
the story. What makes you think this St. 
George does possess such powers ? 
Where did he derive them ? "  

"The first question is easily answered." 
Downing inhaled a long pull at the cig
arette . .  "He turned me into a kitten, 
turned himself into a big black cat and 
he spoke to me and four other persons 
he'd also changed into cats. Don't ask 
me how we spoke. Cat language, I sup
pose, but it made sense. We understood 
one another." 

"And the second part of my question 
-about where St. George got his pow
ers ? "  
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"I haven't the vaguest idea except that 
he owns a coll ection of very odd books. 
Volumes on ancient gods and their al
leged tricks. On magic and the black 
arts. Maybe he's a cousin of the Devil, 
I don't know." 

"But you do know that he can change 
men into cats. Is that true ?" 

"It is. N ow, Doctor, I know this will 
go no further. A so-called madman's 
dreams are of no particular interest and 
certainly aren't investigated, so I'll also 
say this. St. George, at the present time, 
doesn't seem to realize the power he 
possesses." 

"Go on," J amison said. "This is quite 
absorbing." 

DO W N I N G  glanced at the other and 
frowned. · 

"I may have to take that statement 
back," he said. "Perhaps he does know, 
but refuses to use these powers very 
much for fear of exposing himself. He's 
after something else. Something even 
greater than the changing of men into 
animals or insects. Maybe birds o r  fish." 

"Can he alter a human into any other 
form other that of a cat ?" 

"He turned me from a kitten into a 
mouse and sent those four cats after 
me. Man alive, that was a nightmare !" 

"Hmm, so I imagine." Dr. Jamison 
pressed his fingertips together. "Now 
haven't you the vaguest idea as to what 
St. George is striving for beyond those 
powers he already posseses ? "  

"No. A l l  I can say is  that the four 
cats who were once men, want to protect 
St. George because he can do something 
for them. I think they'd fight anything 
to protect him. !-Doctor-your wrist ! 
It's scratched badly. Scratched as if a 
eat's claws did it." 

Jamison hastily pulled down his 
sleeves. 

He smiled somewhat nervously. 
"A cat did that all right, Downing. 

This one wasn't converted into a feline. 
J ust a woman who was brought in here 
this afternoon. She was raving mad and 
became quite violent. Had l ong finger
nails and I received a sample of them." 

"Oh," Downing grunted. "I wondered 

if  you knew more about this business 
than you pretended. But then, how coul d 
you ? I guess staying here is driving me 
a little wacky." 

Dr Jamison offered an�ther cigarette. 
"I'm deeply grateful for your patience, 
Mr. Downing. B elieve me, I shal l study 
your case. If  anything can be done for 
you, rest assured it will be." 

"Then you don't believe me ? "  Down
ing asked as he peered above the flame 
which Jamison held for his cigarette. 

"Do you expect me to ? "  the doctor 
asked with a smile. 

"No, I guess not," D owning said wear
ily. "I wouldn't beli eve anybody else 
who told a wild story like that. I hope 
though, that whatever treatment you 
have in mind, won't be-" 

A telephone j angled in the next office. 
Jamison excused himself, got up and 
walked toward the door. ' Downing's eyes 
narrowed a bit. He saw fur on Jamison's 
trouser legs. O range-colored hair, gray, 
black and white hair. Cat fur ! Those 
scratches hadn't come from any maniac ! 

Downing settled deeper in his chair 
and wondered what was going to happen 
next. Was Jamison associated with St. 
George, perhap s ?  Or had he believed 
the fantastic story and gone to investi
gate ? Downing spotted a key ring on 
the doctor's desk. He got up quietly, 
made sure Jamison was still talking on 
that phone and then hastily removeB one 
key from the ring. It was the key to his 
room. A peculiarly shaped key which 
he recognized instantly. 

He tucked this into his pocket and 
was relaxed when Jamison returned. The 
doctor didn't sit down. 

"I've some urgent business," he ex
plained. "Sorry to cut our interview off 
like this, but tomorrow, perhaps, we'll 
have another chat. M eanwhile, Downing, 
I wouldn't tal k about cats to anyon e 
else. Try to clear your mind of them. 
It  will help." 

"Thanks," Downing said. "I'll do my 
best." 

TH E  two guards returned after J ami
ison pressed a button. Downing 

walked o ut between them, still smoking 
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his cigarette. 
"Say, boys," he looked at the guards, 

"you fellows have a pretty tough time 
here. I heard that woman brought in 
this afternoon. She p ut up quite a bat
tle, didn't she ? "  

"What woman ?" o n e  guard asked. 
"There were no admittances today. Not 
one. What are you talking about, M is
ter ?  Oh-1 get it. Yeah, we have pa
tients who get violent al� the time. 
That's because they don't obey the doc, 
see ? You j ust take your medicine and 
rest easy. You'll be out of here before 
you know it. ' Here's the room, friend. 
Have a good n ight's sleep." 

They closed the door on him and h� 
heard the lock turn. He also heard that 
same guard express an opinion to his 
mate. 

"Boy, sometimes these bugs get me 
going. Imagine that guy ? First, he gets 
changed into a cat, and then he hears 
violent cases being brought in. Humor 
'em, that's what I say." 

Downing sat down on his bed and be
gan to toss that key into the air. The key 
to freedom. But D owning was much 
less concerned with the i dea of freedom 
than he was about Dr. Jamison. 

From the first, Jamison had d isplayed 
too much interest in the story about 
cats. It  was almost as though he ex
pected a tale of this kind to crop out 
some day, somewhere. H e  had made no 
great attempt to treat Downing. Perhaps 
he d idn't think the patient was insane. 

Downing possessed a rapidly growing 
i dea that Dr. Jamison was on he verge of 
causing some trouble. 

CHAPTER X I I I  
None to Oppose Him 

RO DN E Y  ST. GEO RGE started 
walking toward the street where 

he could get a crosstown bus and thence 
transfer to another bus which would 
take him home. He saw a taxi stand and 
hesitated. The only time he'd ever used 
a taxi was a dozen years before when 

he'd sprained an ankle and had worked 
anyhow. 

He got into the cab, bruskly gave his 
address and leaned back to enj oy the 
ride. 

"Why shouldn't I ride these all the 
time ?" he asked himself. "What's money 
to me ? I can get all I need. Why 
shouldn't I enjoy the better things in 
life after those years of struggling to 
learn the secrets I now possess?" 

His thoughts were following the same 
vein when he reached home, paid the 
taxi driver and added a five-cent tip. He 
wondered why the driver made a derisive 
noise with his lips, but St. George 
minced eagerly into his home with the 
precious book held tightly under one 
arm. 

When he unlocked the door, there 
were no cats to greet him, fawn over him. 
He saw their green eyes reflecting light 
from beneath various tables and chairs. 
They were afraid of him. St. George 
smiled grimly. He was glad they feared 
him. 

Much as he wished to study this vol
ume, there was a detail which needed 
attention. The cellar window was still 
broken. He changed to older clothes, 
hurried to the cellar and felt elated that 
he'd carefully put away a sizeable piece 
of glass some fifteen years ago.  He found 
this, cut a pane of the required size and 
puttied it into the frame. H e  screwed 
back the steel bars and felt a l ittle better. 

He took a quick look in that hidden 
room and hesitated a moment. I t  was 
about time for another of those treat
ments beneath the machine, but he felt 
tired and decided to let it go until morn
ing. 

Upstairs again, he closed the door of 
his living room, adj usted a lamp and 
settled behind the desk to study that 
book. It was written in Latin, but St. 
George had long ago mastered the 
l anguage. He read and weighed each 
word. As the pages slowly turned, he 
became more and more excited. Here 
was the clue which might lead him to 
the final scroll which held the greatest 
secret of all. He made copious notes, 
memorized them and then destroyed the 
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r bits of paper. 
There was something else, too, in that 

volume, which interested him. A clock 
struck twice. H e'd forgotten aU about 
sleep and he felt tired. The rest ,coul d 
wait until tomorrow. He had plerity of 
t ime. St.  George put the book away 
and went to his bedroom. Not once did 
the cats put in an appearance. He cared 
l ittle about that and when he recalled 
that they hadn't been fed all day, he 
chuckled. Good enough for them. 

He started removing his clothes and 
suddenl y  St. George froze. His eyes 
grew round in fear. That blasted name 
card he'd given 'to Chandler. It was still 
in the rich man's house. They'd find i t  
and come t o  him for information. What 
could he tell them ? S omething about 
business for the ban k ?  No ! Who 
would verify it ? He cl imbed into bed 
and tossed for an hour before he fell into 
a tortured sleep. 

The next morning he went to the bank 
via his usual route and method, but he 
stopped to buy a morning paper. At 
precisely nine, the bank doors swung 
open and he went through, greeting the 
guards with a curt nod. 

In his office he settled down to read 
the i tem about Chandler's death. Most 
of it concerned the man's history and 
associations. 

Lloyd Chandler, millionaire financier, was 
either murdered or accidentally fell out of 
the second story window of his home. The 
police are inclined to the murder theory de
spite the fact there were no signs of a strug
gle and no one in the house heard an intruder. 
A very valuable book, a relic worth thou
sands of dollars, wa.s missing. Nothing else 
had been taken, police learned after a careful 
check. 

Oddly enough, a stray cat was found in the 
room from which Chandler fell to his death. 
No one could account for the presence of the 
animal and it  was turned over to the S.P.C.A. 
for disposal. Police wonder if the cat could 
have accompanied a mux·derer into the house. 
Further investigations are in progress and the 
police promise quick results. 

ST. GEORGE folded the newspaper 
and laid it on his desk. He mopped 

beads of sweat from his forehead. That 
statement about the police promising 
quick results worried him. There was 

no mention of Rodney St. George's name 
card being found and that gave him the 
j i tters. ObviQusl y, the police wouldn't 
publicize their only clue. 

The worry that crammed his system 
was registered in his apple cheeks and 
his mild l ittle eyes. He arose and paced 
the floor, something he'd never done be
fore. There was a slight sound behind ' 
him and he jumped nervously. 

Dick Zarat, the office boy, stood there 
with a sheaf of papers in his hand. 

"Oh," St.  George snapped. " I t's you. 
Well ?" 

D i ck laid the pa'pers on the desk. 
"Mr. Arnold wants you to check and 
okay these. Say-you look l i ke you've 
just heard a lot of bad news. Maybe you 
knew Chandler, huh ? I see you were 
reading all about his death." 

St. George minced over behind his 
desk and sat down primly. 

"You have worked here for three 
years, Zarat. For three years I have 
stood for your arrogance and ridi cul e. 
I no longer have to do that. You're fired. 
Get out !"  

Dick stepped back a few paces and 
gaped. 

"But-but I d idn't mean anyth ing, Mr.  
St .  George-sir. H onest I didn't. You 
can't fire me for j ust-" 

"I can do anything I wish," St. George 
shouted. "You are di scharged. Get out 
of my office." 

With a sound l ike a sob in his throat, 
the boy fled from the room. St. George 
curled his lip,  tapped the flat of the desk 
for a moment and then hurled the news
paper i nto the wastebasket. 

"I can do anything I want," he repeat
ed the phrase he'd thundered at the boy. 
It  sounded very good because he could 
do anything he wished. Who was there 
to stop him ? All he had to do was 
make the sign and-no more opposition. 
He was somebody, after all those years. 
He was even bigger than this job as as
sistant cashier. 

Then St. George forced such ideas out 
of his mind. It  wasn't yet t ime to exert 
those powers of his. When he had them 
all, then he'd let certain people know 
about it. Gradually, he began thinking 
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of Pamela B rooke and he was smiling 
gently when Arnold, the president of 
the bank, walked in.  

Arnold sat down. "Good morning, 
Rodney. I'm call ing you Rodney be
cause executives use fi rst names, you 
know. What's this about Dick ? "  

" H e  was insolent," S t .  George said. 
"I  fired him." 

"Yes, yes, I know. D ick came to see 
me. Now, Rodney, why not give the boy 
another chance ? He's done good work 
here and he is j ust a boy. Takes time 
to develop respect. We might lose a 
good man by l etting him go. Suppose 
he apologizes and you call the whol e 
thing off, eh ?" 

For a bare i nstant S t. George won
dered how Arnold would l i ke being a 
cat. A skinny, mauled alley cat of non
descript color. But he thought better. 

"Very well," he agreed. " I f  you wish 
it, I am willing to take him back." 

"Fine, fine," A rnold arose. "I'U send 
him in. You've the makings of a real 
executive, Rodney. A real executive." 

Dick Zarat came in shortly afterward 
to make a meek apology, and St. George 
waved his hand magnanimously. 

"Q uite all right, Dick. All  of us lose 
our heads now and then. W e'll forget 
all about it." 

"Thank you, sir," D i ck said. "I have 
a l etter for you. It came to the bank so 
I opened it. A bill for some name cards. 
H ere it  is. You want me to have a check 
sent out, sir?" 

St.  George's j aws came together with 
a snap. "Yes, pay it.  That's all." 

TH O S E  cursed name cards again. St. 
George clenched his fists. There'd 

been a peculiar look in the boy's eyes. 
Did he know something ? Had the po
lice been to the bank and was Dick sus
picious? It was odd how St. George 
feared the police, but it was an inbred 
terror deriving from those years when 
he'd feared everyone. 

The police couldn't hurt him. This 
he knew, but the time wasn't ripe yet. 
He had to get that last scroll and learn 
the final secret. He had' to compl ete his 
study of the book he'd taken from 

Chandler, sque!!ze from it still another 
ancient secret which was bound to prove 
very useful. And this office boy prob
ably knew and laughed behind his back. 
Gloated because he knew the police 
would soon act on this information about 
the name cards. 

Something had to be done about that 
boy. And St. George realized, he needed 
big money. Once on the trail of  the 
scroll, he might be forced to purchase it 
rather than steal it. Taking that book 
from Chandler had developed almost fa
tal results. S t. George shivered and 
tried to work. 

Just before noon, St. George walked 
out of the bank. He could take a l onger 
lunch hour now. Not that he needed it.  
H e  still possessed his frugal nature and 
the spaghetti palace had good, cheap 
food. He started wal king rapidly down 
the street, hard heels clicking with each 
step. 

The streets were crowded and he 
bobbed in and out of the throng like a 
sparrow hunting for food. The derby, 
with a clumsily repaired bullet hole 
through the crown, rested precariously 
on his head, but stayed there by some 
miracle. 

His steps were in tempo with his 
thoughts. He wondered i f  he should 
buy a pair of high-heeled shoes to give 
him added height. B eing small had al
ways bothered h im. He cherished the 
i dea for a couple of blocks and then put 
it firmly out of his mind. If  he got any 
money, he'd need every cent. That scroll 
meant everything t o  him. 

Halfway to 'the restaurant, he remem
bered that detectives might be watching 
him. He l ooked nervously over one 
shoulder and gave a startled gasp. Dick 
Zarat, the office boy, was about two 
blocks away and coming up fast. He 
had a briefcase tightly held beneath one 
arm. 

St. George knew what was in the brief
case. Fifteen thousand dollars in pay
roll cash destined for a firm further 
down the side street which St. George 
was now crossing. He wheeled and pro
ceeded along that street. It was a nar
row thoroughfare and many of the build-
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ings were old rundown places which had 
been unoccupied for years. 

St. George stepped into a doorway, 
tried the door and found it open. H e  
entered a dismal corridor, l istened and 
heard no signs of l i fe. He saw a stair
way, the bannister of which had almost 
fallen away. S ome of the supporting 
pi eces of wood sagged dej ectedly. St. 
G eorge yanked one l oose and hefted i t. 

TH E  fifteen thousand dol lars in that 
briefcase would fit ni cely in his 

plans. He had to have i t  and at the same 
time take some measure of revenge 
against the office boy. Things were 
working out. B est of all, nobody at the 
bank would suspect that St.  George 
knew D i ck Zarat carried this money. 

S t. George returned to the dark cor
ner j ust inside the door, raised his hand 
and made the sign. His body stiffened, 
still holding that l ength of wood. At 
his feet appeared a tiy brown-and-white 
puppy. It  darted through the partially 
opened door and stood there waiting un
til D i ck Zarat came along. 

Then the puppy raised one paw as i f  
i t  was inj ured and began to whine pit
eously. S t. George's brain, l odged i n  
that puppy, knew very well that n o  
American boy could pass up a n  inj ured 
puppy . .  

D i ck Zarat slowed up even though he 
had orders not to stop for anything. 
The bank used him to carry this cash 
because it was figured that bandits 
would never suspect a boy of carrying a 
payroll.  

This time Dick Zarat forgot all about 
his instructi ons. He made friendly signs 
to the puppy, entered the doorway and 
tried t o  p i ck it up. The puppy, still 
squealing, retreated. Dick Zarat made 
another attempt to seize it and see what 
was the matter with its l eg. The puppy 
darted through the door. 

D i ck Zarat hesitated until the squeals 
of the puppy came more piteously than 
ever from the hall. D i ck pushed the 
door open and stepped inside. At that 
instant the puppy raised one paw, made 
the sign and vanished. The erect form 
of S t. George moved fast. D i ck Zarat 

saw none of this. He was bent over try
ing to spot the puppy in the gloom. 

The club landed on the back of his 
neck. He fell heavil y and lay still. S t. 
George hasti ly j erked the brie fcase 
from under the fallen boy, extracted the 
money and tucked it into his inner 
pocket. H e  dropped t h e  briefcase 
quickly, examined D i c k  for a second and 
saw that he was just knocked out. Then 
St. George hurriedly made an exit, 
reached the cross artery and walked rap
idly in the direction of the restaurant. 

He felt considerably elated-just l ike 
the moment when he had converted 
Lloyd Chandler. It seemed pl easant to 
use his powers for personal profit. D ick 
Zarat wasn't badly hurt, but when he 
tried to explain what had happened the 
chances were he'd be fired. St. George 
smiled smugly. H e'd gain his own ends 
from now on. None could oppose him. 

CHAPTER X I V  
Alibi 

RO C C O ,  owner of the Spaghetti 
Palace, saw St. George heading 

toward his door with the fastest steps 
he'd ever seen the l ittle guy use. Rocco 
clapped his hands and Luigi hastened 
up. 

"He comes," Rocco sai d. "There was 
something about no tip last t ime. You 
wish to wait on him again, eh, Luigi ? "  

"Yes. H e  may tip double today. Per
haps I get ten cents. I wish to see. 
Rocco-please-let me dump the 'spa
ghet' down his neck. J ust once, eh ? "  

"Later, maybe," Rocco promised. "I  
am getting sick of him, anyway. Twen
ty years is too long to see a face l ike 
that every day. Later maybe. Maybe 
I do it myself." 

St. George greeted Rocco with a nerv
ous nod, wended his way between tables 
and heard his name called. He stopped 
short and broke into a col d sweat. 

"Mr. St. George," the voice said .  "I'm 
so happy to see you again." 

He saw Pamela sitting at the table 
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which h e  usually occupied. St. George 
doffed his hat, forgot all about Dick 
Zarat and everything else. H e  basked 
in her warm smile. . 

"May I sit  down ? "  he asked. 
"Please do. That is, if  the new assist

ant cashier will d ine with a sal es girl 
who works in a seedy old book store." 

"Del ighted. Absolutely del ighted." 
St. George sat down. "We shall start 
with wine, eh ? Luigi, wine. The best 
this time. The very best." 

Luigi clapped a hand to his forehead. 
"Madre mia, I go crazy. The best. Ah 
si, si. The best it shall be." 

Lugi served the meal with more de
corum than he'd ever shown St. George 
before. He withdrew, but kept his eye 
on the table, ready to j ump i f  anything 
was needed. 

St. George, reaching for his glass of 
water, brushed hands with Pamela and 
then, summoning all his nerve, he took 
her hand firmly. It was smooth and 
warm. He l iked the sensation. 

"Please," she withdrew the hand. "Not 
quite so openly, Rodney." 

"I'm sorry," St. George mumbled. 
She leaned across the table. "Why ? 

I like it. Rodney, I see we're going to 
be great friends. I haven't J im any 
more and now that I never see him, I 
realize he j ust wasn't the man for me." 

"You were in love with him," St. 
George said suspici9usly. 

She smiled. "Love is such an abstract 
thing, R odney. Take Jim away and I 
forget. Then you come along." 

St. George beamed and swallowed 
half a glass of potent wine. Like the 
whiskey, it warmed him, gave him a 
superior feeling. 

"Then perhaps I can see you agai n ?  
D inner, maybe. If-if you don't mind 
going out with a-a l ittl e fellow l ike me." 

"Non sense," Pamela said. "It's not 
how high a man stands from the floor 
that's important. It's what's in here." 
She tapped her forehead significantly. 

"Of course I'll see you," she went on. 
"Not dinner though. I can't make it. 
Perhaps later-say nine o'clock ? I could 
come to your house. I can't ask you to 
call on me. I l ive in a boarding house. 

You understand ? "  
"Yes. Yes, of  c ourse," S t .  George said 

eagerly. "Please do come. I - I  have 
some books I want to show you. Per
haps we can talk about another book
rather, a s croll I need very badly. You 
might be able to help me f].nd it." 

"I'm sure I could," Pamela said, rising. 
"But I 'll  be late. See how gracious 
company makes me forget the time, 
Rodney ? "  

ST. GEORGE left a carefully folded 
dollar bill on the table. As he 

walked out, Luigi picked it up and prac
tically raced 'to the desk where Rocco 
lorded over the cash register. 

"I am astonish !" Luigi gasped. " I f  
M ussolini returned to Rome and grew 
hair on that bald dome of his, I would 
not be so astonish. A dollar he gave me. 
For lunch. A dollar ! The world has 
change. Rocco, you do me a favor, si? 
You tell nobody about this. I wait on 
him every day. The others hate him, 
but a dollar tip is  d ifferent." 

St. George walked on air back to the 
bank. Dark clouds loomed suddenly 
though. He saw a police car parked 
down the street in front of the doorway 
where Dick Zarat had fallen. St. 
George shivered and walked faster. 

The bank was filled with policemen. 
A guard stopped St. George and whis
pered to him. 

"Boy-er-M r. St. George, things are 
popping. Poor D i ck Zarat was knocked 
out and fifteen grand swiped from his 
briefcase. The cops are questioning 
everybody. They figure it was an inside 
job because nobody knew Dick carried 
all that dough." 

"Oh, my goodness," St. George 
gasped. "That's awful. Simply ter
ribl e. I must see i f  there is  anything I 
can do." 

He walked into his office and found 
Arnold waiting for him. Arnold looked 
very grave. 

"Sit down, Rodney," he said. "You 
heard what happened, of course. The 
police are checking. D i d  you know that 
Dick carried that cash ? "  

"I ? Good heavens, no !" 
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"That's fine," Arnold said. "You 
would have found out in the normal 
course of events, but since you have 
been the assistant cashier only a day, it 
was improbabl e for such information to 
reach you. Dick was attacked not far 
from the restaurant where you eat. Rod
ney, j ust for the record, what time did 
you arrive at the restaurant ? You l eft 
here at ten minutes of twelve." 

St. George wondered if he showed the 
agitation seething within him. He'd 

· taken almost twenty minutes to cover 
that five-minute walk. He couldn't ex
plain the discrepancy. The police might 
start wondering about Chandler's death, 
too. They might tie him up with it. 

He had to take a chance. Perhaps 
Pamela didn't know what time he had 
appeared. She was his only al ibi, a very 
brittle one. He drew a long breath. 

"I reached the restaurant where I usu
ally eat at a few minutes before twelve, 
Mr. Arnold. I had lunch with a young 
lady. Mr. Downing's former fiancee. I 
think she can testify to the time. She 
works at Mazur and C ompany, book 
dealers. She's probably there now if  
you wish to reach her." 

Arnold picked up the phone. 
"Mind you, Rodney, I certainly don't 

suspect anything, but I'd rather estab
l ish your alibi than have the police do it. 
They can be very crude at times." 

St. George didn't breathe at all for 
two minutes. Arnold got Pamela on the 
p hone, talked and listened a few mo
ments and then hung up. 

" Well," he said, "that's that. Miss 
B ro oks is willing to swear that you ar
rived just before twelve. She was wait
ing for you and kept looking at her 
watch. Rodney, why is your hand 
raised l ike that ? 

St. George dropped his hand. "I-I 
was nervous, sir. Didn't know what I 
was doing. Thank you for corroborating 
my al ibi. I know the police will demand 
one of every employee." 

After Arnold l eft, St.  George wilted 
against the leather cushions of his chair. 
He remembered that he'd forgotten to 
remove his hat. He flung it toward the 
hatrack. 

WH Y  had Pamela l ied ? Perhaps 
her watch was wrong and she be

lieved she was tell ing the truth. She said 
she had been waiting for him. St. George 
smiled a l ittle. That was nice to know. 
And she was coming to his house tonight. 
H e  actually did need her hel p .  Finding 
that final scroll would be difficult, but 
she could handle it without incurring 
any suspicion. Things were working 
beautifully. 

One thing S t. George knew very fi rm
ly. O nce he had extracted the secret 
from Chandler's book, discovered the 
missing scroll and digested the informa
tion it contained, there'd no longer be 
any reason for him to sit back and stay 
mild and meek. He coul d assert himsel f. 
The police coul d suspect all they wished 
then. 

"Think of it," St. George whispered to 
himself. "I shall never die. Never. I 
shall be afraid of no one, but the world 
will fear me. Important men will crawl 
to me, begging for my secret." 

N evertheless, the rest of that day was 
a nightmare. St. George could scarcely 
do his work or concentrate when others 
spoke to him. Police were all over the 
place. D ick Z arat was practically under 
arrest. That disposed of him. 

Also, S t. George had fifteen thousand 
dollars which would help to buy the final 
scroll in which the last secret St. George 
wished for would be found. If  only the 
blasted pol ice would stop poking around. 

Mixed with his worry was some meas
ure of . sel f-confidence, too, and by quit
ting time, it was well to the fore. Along 

. with the inflation of his ego which had 
lain dormant all these years came an al
most irresistible urge to tell someone 
about his powers. He wished that Pam
ela were here. 

He went home by taxi. After all ,  with 
fifteen thousand easily acquired dollars 
in his pocket, he could afford such l ux
ury. He even parted with a ten-cent tip. 

Inside the house, he recal led that he'd 
forgotten to buy food for the cats. Curse 
them ! This was the second day they'd 
go hungry, but he didn't care much. 
They stayed away from him, hungry or 
not. The corpse of the cat who had been 
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Logan, still  lay on the floor. 
H e  spent a few minutes burying it  in 

the back yard. Then he proceeded to 
the cellar, went into that hidden room 
and lay down on the table. H e  snapped 
a switch, l istened contentedly to the hum 
of the motors. After ten minutes he shut 
off the apparatus and returned to his 
l iving room. 

Locking himself  in, he sat down to 
study Chandler's book. This was almost 
the final lap. In the book he now studied, 
he was sure to find clues which would 
identify for him that scroll upon which 
was written the greatest secret of all 
time, the secret of immortality. 

That, and nothing else woul d bring him 
to the peak of perfection. Make of him 
someone to surpass the deeds of the 
greatest men of the ages. His mind had 
difficulty concentrating. Too many ma
terial things drifted through his brain. 

Little guy, was he ? Perhaps-but as 
Pamela put it, the size of a man's brain 
was what counted. Some day, the big
gest of men would come crawling to him, 
begging his favor. Men like Chandl er 
and Arnold, used to giving orders, not 
taking them. J ust one more step . . . 
only one. 

H e  thought of J im Downing rotting 
away in an asylum. V{hy, Jim Downing 
was almost twice as big, but what had his 
size and strength availed him ? N othing, 
because no one alive could compete with 
Rodney St. George and the knowledge he 
had assimilate d. 

Gradually, he began concentrating. 
This book was a real find. If Chandler 
had possessed the brain to recognize and 
comprehend this work, he would have 
been willing to pay a hundred times 
twenty-four thousand dollars. 

"One of the Hermetic books," St. 
George whispered aloud and once again 
he wished he had an audience. "Created 
by H ermes himself. Myth, was he ? I'd 
like to see what people will  think when 
I show them. H ermes, messenger of the 
gods. Son of Z eus and Maia ! Winged 
sandals to transport him anywhere in the 
world. But the winged sandals were 
just a symbol. Hermes transported him
self through powers he l earned from the 

older gods. Powers which are described 
here. The Tau cross. Hermes' own sym
bol. That's it. The Tau cross !" 

He forgot there was a modern world 
now as he dug deeper and deeper into 
that volume. Great men had studied it 
in bygone days and found nothing except 
that it referred to some abstruse mythol
ogy. They didn't have the scientific 
knowledge of Rodney St. George. They 
didn't have the faith, despite their great 
names and reputations. 

CHAPTER XV 

The Tau Cross 

IT WAS still early evening when St. 
George finally closed the Osiris book 

after having read the last page. Experi
mentally, he raised one hand and drew a 
straight l ine in the air. Then he crossed 
this with a curved l ine, as the letter 'T' 
is  sometimes written. 

This was a second sacred symbol, like 
the staff and entertwining serpent with 
which he could convert men's psyche into 
cats. St. George l oosened his collar and 
patted his fat little face with a hand
kerchief. If anything went wrong now, 
there'd be no telling what would happen, 
yet he had to go through with the ex
periment. He'd just gained knowledge 
and power beyond belief. Associated 
with what he already knew-why, he 
might even reach a peak to which a mor
tal's imagination couldn't even touch. 

The final test was at han,d. "If I am 
right," he said aloud, "I can transport 
myself to any point I so desire. J ust as 
Hermes traveled. We shall see." 

He pushed back his chair and sat very 
erect in it. H e  raised his hand and care
fully drew the Tau cross in midair. At 
the same moment he mentally concen
trated on being in the next room. 

The world spun madly, everything be
came blurred. He had the sensation of 
moving through space at a terrific rate of 
speed. Then things cleared. He heard 
the mewing of his cats. He was in the 
next room ! 
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Fear or no fear, his astounding ap
pearance brought the three cats into the 
middle of the floor and they lo_o ked up at 
him with almost human consternation i n  
their eyes. S t .  George paid no attention 
to them. He del iberately kicked his shin 
against the l eg of a table and felt pain. 
That meant he was literally and actually 
here, in the flesh. There was nothing left 
i n  that other room. 

H olding his breath, he went back to the 
l iving room. There was no evidence tl;lat 
he'd j ust been there. St. George's ela
tion was something to behold then. H e  
p ranced about t h e  room, pausing to pat 
his latest book lovingly. He offered up 
mental thanks to the so-called mythical 
gods of ancient times. 

"The bank," he sai d  aloud. "Could I 
go ther e ?  That far ?" 

H e  drew the cross, willed that he be 
inside the great vault. Once more, he 
had that eerie feeling of being whisked 
through space, merging with the j umble 
of noise and flashes of l ight he'd already 
experienced. 

H e  felt cold suddenly. H e  was hemmed 
in. Then he smiled, for it was the steel 
vault that hemmed him in. He'd mate
rialized perfectly within the bank vault. 
O rienting himsel f rapidly, he pawed 
through currency that ran into the hun
dreds of thousands. St. George smiled 
and began hel ping himself. 

Then he paused. This wasn't quite the 
thing to do. Not yet. Too many things 
had happened at the bank. One more 
might make people wonder if Downing 
hadn't been right after all .  St. George 
deliberately replaced the money. 

H e  glanced at his watch and realized it 
was almost time for Pamela to arrive at 
his home. Then he broke out in a cold 
sweat. H e  used this power twice. What 
if he hadn't taken enough of those ampli
fying rays from the machine in the cel
lar ? What i f  his Tau cross wouldn't 
work this time and they found him suf
focated and locked in the vault the next 
morning ? 

St. George took a firm grip on . his 
nerves and made the Tau cross. H e  chose 
to be transported to his living room at 
home. 

There he was, too. H e  heaved a long 
sigh ·of relief that turned into a gurgle. 
A powerful arm was suddenly curled 
around his neck from behind and another 
arm held his hands at his sides so be 
couldn't make any signs. 

The choking continued until things 
blurred. At no time could St. George 
see his assailant, nor did he have the 
slightest chance to use either hand and 
make the sign. The blurred sensation 
deepened ans then became j et black. 

WHEN he awakened, he was seated 
in a chair in his secret basement 

room, his arms lashed to it. He was as 
helpless as if he never possessed any 
power at all .  To make matters worse he 
was inside his own laboratory and the 
man who stood grinning down at him 
was a comparative stranger. St. George 
had seen him only once or twice before. 
It  was the same man who had trai led him 
home. 

"Feeling better, St. George ?" the man 
asked. 

"Who are you ?" St. George moaned. 
"What is the meaning of thi s ? "  

T h e  man grinned. "AU I'll say now i s  
that m y  name i s  Jamison. St. George, 
you and I have worked on the same prob
lem, but you discovered the secret first. 
I think I am entitled to share i n  it." 

"1-I don't know what you're tal king 
about," St. George gasped. 

"Don't be silly. Of course you do. 
Now while you were recovering, I took 
time to examine this neat instrument of 
yours. It's an X-ray machine except for 
one thing. The tubes are different. They 
are distinctly unique in design. You are 
a clever man, St. George. How does this 
operate ?" 

" I'll show you if you cut me loose," St.  
G eorge said with astonishing calmness. 

Jamison laughed. "Oh, no, you don't. 
If  I release even one hand, you'll make 
a sign and I 'll become a cat or a dog or a 
frog or something like that. I know you 

,have to make that sign, St. George. It is 
the method of releasing the power stored 
up inside yourself. The trigger, i f  you 
prefer, which enables that power to flow 
from you into any victim you select. 



58 STARTLING STORIES 

Without making the sign, you are quite 
impotent." 

St. George realized his secret was all -
but out. This man knew almost as much 
as he did. There was no use bluffing. 
N ot now. 

"What do you wish with me ? "  he 
asked. 

"A partnership. A knowledge of this 
strange tube and just how it stores up 
your powers. In fact, I want everything, 
but we shall work together, eh ?"  

"I  think not," St .  George answered. 
"What I have developed is mine alone. 
I shall use it as I see fit." 

"Look here," Jamison said tensely, "to
gether we could pract ically rule the 
world. Who could stop us ? We'd have 
money, anything else we wished. Those 
who got in our way could be t urned into 
animals. We'd be supreme. Can't you 
real ize that ?" 

"I have realized it  for quite some 
time," St. George stated coldly. "Yes, 
my powers will enable me to be supreme. 
B ut I shall share my knowledge with no 
one. That i s  final." 

Jamison shrugged, reached into his 
pocket and drew out a flat kit .  He took 
a hypodermic needle from it. The sy
ringe was loaded. He squirted a small 
portion of the contents experimentally. 
Then he approached St. George, and the 
diminutive bank clerk felt complete ter
ror surging through him. 

"You will explain the machine," J ami
son said curtly. "Either that or I' ll in
ject a fluid into your veins which will 
cause you to die in  agony. Once injected 
there is  no antidote. You'd better talk, 
St. George. I 'm not to be trifled with · 
when I have something as great as this 
almost within my grasp." 

"Wait !" St. George cried. "Wait-I'll 
tell you about the machine. I'l l  bargain 
with you. Yes, we can work together." 

Jamison laid down the needle and 
smiled. "That's much better. Go ahead. 
While you describe it, I ' ll  check on the 
machine itself." 

ST. GEORGE uttered a long s igh of 
despair. He had no remedy for get

t ing free, no
� 

way of whittling Jamison 

down. All he could do was stall and in 
so doing he had to admit some of the 
truth. Jamison couldn't be fooled. 

"It began years ago," St. George said i� 
resignation. "I accidentally stumbled 
upon an ancient volume having to do 
with sorcery. I real ized the people of 
those t imes believed in it. So did the 
sorcerers because they felt they were on 
the right track and might really develop 
the powers they were supposed to have. 
Then I found books about the ancient 
gods who actually did have those powers. 
They were not myths. I discovered they 
performed their miracles by certain 
powers stored within themselves." 

"Granted them by Zeus, the chief god 
-in real ity, something pertaining to en
hanced electro-magnetism," Dr. Jamison 
grunted. "I  read that book, too, but I 
couldn't find the clue to amplify this 
mental sort of electric ity. Go on." 

St. George looked at Jamison with a 
woebegone expression that bel ied the 
intense activity of his brain. 

"I might have suspected as much," he 
said quietly. "The ancient sorcerers 
and the witches of more modern times, 
used incantations 'to overpower their 
victims. Sometimes these worked. Cer
tainly, enough to provide the h istory 
that has developed from their actions. 
Legends may be based on hearsay, but 
hearsay must have some foundation, 
don't you think ?" 

"You're a cool customer," Jamison ac
kno.wledged. "Yes, I do agree. My 
theory is that the sorcerers and witches 
incorporated into their brews and phil
tres, certain narcotic agents which 
caused the minds of thei victims to be
come susceptible. Their brains were no 
longer able to resist the will power of 
the sorcerers. There i s  logic in tha�." 

"Indeed," St. George acknowledged. 
"The idea of numbing the victim's brain 
with a drug possibly transmitted from 
the fumes of  the brewing pots, is  very 
good. Whatever methods the ancients 
used have been lost forever, yet we know 
they certainly existed." 

Jamison eyed his prisoner sharply. "I 
can't get over it ," he said.  "I figured 
you'd become frantic. Yet you sit there 
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and talk to me as if I were your stu-
dent." 

"You are-in a way." St. George 
smiled slightly and kept trying to think 
of a way to ge't free. "I  fear you will 
never grasp the full significance of my 
work, however. You will never discover 
what I use in place of the incantations 
and the dark brews with their possible 
narcotic effects. I have superseded 
those people of fairly recent times and 
re-discovered the scientific secret of the 
ancients." 

"That remains to be seen," said Dr. 
] ami son coldly. "I  understand more of 
astro- and electro-physics than you 
realize. Get on with your explanation 
of this machine. How did you come to 
stumble on the right wave-lengths ? 
How did you invent this machine ?" 

Jamison was scrutinizing the huge 
glass tube from which the rays were de
veloped. 

"I realized I must find a way of con
centrating that same power within m·y
self, but it  would take modern science 
to do it. So I studied all sorts of rays, 
from the cosmic to certain X-rays. 
These latter alone have the proper abil
ity of penetrating the human body and 
acting upon it. If I could manufacture 
a new tube, incorporating certain phases 
of Sir William Crookes' unfinished 
work, I might be able to transmit the 
power via those rays, to my own brain." 

"So you finally rigged this tube," J a
mison said, nodding. "Splendid bit of 
work, my friend. Really splendid. You 
transmit matter in a fourth state into 
your mind with this tube." 

"Yes," St. George admitted ruefully. 
"It is radiant matter. So long as I am 
impregnated with the rays I can, by 
sheer force of will, convert anyone into 
anything. There is no mind, no mate
rial substance which can defy me." 

Jamison snapped on the switch. The 
huge tube glowed a purple color and 
began a steady singing noise. The l ight 
grew brighter and a hissing sound de
veloped. Jamison turned off the switch. 

"All right," he said. "You can explain 
the mechanical details later. Now about 
this knowledge you derived from the an-

cient books. What of that, St. Georg e ?  
What of-" 

The sudden howling of the cats up- . 
stairs gave Jamison a bad taste of an
noyance. 

"I  should have killed 'them," he re
marked dispassionately. "St. George, I 
don't trust you. Especially in this lab
oratory. You may have some tricks up 
your sleeve, so I think we shall go some
where else." 

Jamison picked up the hypo and ad
vanced. St. George yelled in alarm as 
the needle pricked his flesh and sank in. 
The room began to fade. Vainly, he 
tried to raise his hand and make that 
sign. The arm was pinioned helplessly 
to his chair. Then Rodney St. George 
lapsed into unconsciousness. 

CHAPTER XVI 

Jamison's A mbition 

PAMELA B ROOKE neared Rodney 
St. George's house just in time to 

see a man step out on the porch and look 
around. That wasn't St. George, al
though the figure did look somewhat fa
mi�iar. Pamela drew back into the shad
ows and stayed there even after the man 
hurried off the porch and ran l ightly 
up the street. 

She heard a car motor start and a mo
ment later, a sedan stopped in front of 
St. George's home. The same slender 
man climbed out, entered the house and 
when he emerged again, he carried a 
limp form in his arms. 

Pam edged closer until she could 
make out the marker plate. It carried 
an M.D. before the numbers. Then she 
knew. This was Dr. Jamison from the 
asylum. Somhow he'd conquered St.  
George and was now 'taking him away. 

Pamela watched him stow St. G eorg e 
onto the floor of the tonneau and then 
hurry back to the house. Jamison 
kicked out at three excited cats who 
blocked the doorway. They retreated 
and he slammed the door. A moment 
later the car pulled away. 
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Pamela didn't wait longer. She be
gan running as fast as she could on high
heeled shoes. She hailed a taxi upon 
reaching a busier section and was driven 
straight to the asylum. It required con
siderable talking before they admitted 
her to Downing's room. 

He recognized the horror in her eyes 
and sat up in bed. 

"J im !"  Pamela cried. "I was r ight 
about Dr. Jamison. He just took St. 
George away in his car. St. George was 
unconscious." 

Downing uttered a curse word with 
fervor. He swung both feet off the side 
of the bed. 

"Listen, darling, J amison i s  in this 
up to his filthy neck. If anything, he is 
worse than St. George, because Jamison 
is ambitious and has more brains. May
be St. George is ambitious enough, but 
he is biding his time for the present. 
Jamison won't." 

"I couldn't trail him, J im. There was 
no chance. What must I do?"  

"The chances are that Jamison will 
bring St. George right here to this 
asylum. Why not ? If  St.  George 
yowled, nobody would think anything of 
it, and Jamison has a suite on the ground 
floor with a rear entrance to which his 
car can easily be driven. I wonder how 
he got the best of the little runt ?"  

Pamela glanced at  the closed door as 
if fearful St. George might be standing 
there. 

"J im," she said slowly, "I've been 
leading him on, as you suggested. I 've 
a good start on building up his ego. The 
man is already crawling out of that shell. 
Why, J im, did you want me to instill 
him with ambition when it could be so 
dangerous ? "  

"Pam, dear, w e  can't fight St. George 
with ordinary weapons. He's immune. 
Therefore, we must make him think he 
is supreme, that nothing can break him. 
Destroy his fear complex, elevate him 
to a position where he would be able to 
j eer at someone like me. That's when 
I can strike. When he is so certain 
nothing could harm him. But now 
Jamison has to enter the picture and 
complicate things." 

"What are you going to do ?" Pamela 
asked. 

Downing shrugged. "Ten minutes 
ago, I would have given anyone every 
penny I own to kill St. George. Now 
I 've got to rescue the little rat. I must, 
because if Jamison tortures those secrets 
out of him, Jamison will be even harder 
to handle." 

"But, J im, you're practically a pris
oner here." 

"I 've got a key. Swiped it from Ja
mison. Go home, Pam, and stay there. 
Come back tomorrow if you can. I 'll do 
my best to save St. George unless-" 
He broke off grimly. 

"Yes, J im?  Unless what ?" 
"Unless I can figure out some way to 

kill both of them without implicating 
myself. Call the attendant and run 
along, Pam. If St. George gets away, 
your job has only begun." 

DOWNING waited twenty minutes 
before he went into action. Un

locking the door, he opened it an inch 
and peered out. There was nobody in 
the corridor. He closed the door be
hind him, locked it again and then 
walked on slippered feet toward a stair
way. He descended this unmolested. 
Few guards were on duty at night. The 
patients were too securely locked up to 
cause any worry. 

Downing knew just where Jamison's 
suite was. He listened outside the door, 
heard nothing and tried the knob. The 
door opened. He stepped into a small 
hallway and now he could hear voices. 
Jamison's and Rodney St. George's ! 

Downing crept forward inch by inch. 
He picked up a heavy vase as a weapon 
and rested more or less securely in the 
fact that St. George would not be able 
to make that cursed sign. If he could, 
J amison would have been converted into 
a mewing cat long ago. 

Downing headed toward a lighted 
room and the source of J amison's voice. 
Pressed against the wall, he risked a 
quick look inside. St. George was seat
ed in a chair and held there by ropes. 
Wide leather straps pinned his hands to 
the arms of the chair so he couldn't 
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make that ominous sign. St. George sat 
quietly, tiny eyes glaring at Dr. Jamison. 

The psychiatrist had made himself 
comfortable in another chair and was 
grinning triumphantly at his prisoner. 

"I suppose you wonder who I am," he 
said. "My name is really Jamison. I 'm 
a doctor-a psychiatrist. I conduct this 
asylum. I have Downing here. Down
ing told me all about you-and I believed 
him. Want to know why, St. George ?"  

"Naturally, I am interested," St. 
George said. "What-what happened 
back there at my home ? How did you 
get in ? How did I get her e ? "  

Jamison l i t  a cigarette and smiled 
contentedly. 

"I'll  tell you that much, of course," 
he said. "I merely broke the lock of a 
window and entered. You were not in 
the house, so I waited. Looked around 
too-and discovered your laboratory. 
By the way, j ust how did you appear so 
suddenly ? "' 

"That is my business," St. George an
swered testily. "What next ?" 

"I knew that J im Downing had ren
dered you harmless by holding your 
arms, so I did the same thing. Then, 
af.ter our l ittl e  conversation I injected 
a drug into your neck and you went off 
to sleep. It was just a soporific. Now 
suppose we get on with your explana
tions." 

"What if I say no ?" St. George 
queried cautiously. 

J amison shrugged. "I'm a doctor. I 
know how to make a man suffer beyond 
anything he has ever dreamed of. I 
tried to steal that book of Chandler's 
myself. Did you know that ?" 

St. George nodded. "Ah, so you 
broke the cellar window of my home 
to draw me down there. Then you en
tered through the door, but my cats 
stopped you." 

"Blasted cats," Jamison snarled. 
"They all but ate me al ive. All right, 
it was I who sneaked in. When I go 
back, I'll kill them all. I 'l l  get that book, 
too." 

St. George laughed sarcastically. 
"You could read every book on the 
whole subj ect and it  would do you no 

good. The real secret lies within my 
brain. You shall never have it." 

Jamison edged his chair closer to St. 
George and suddenly stuck out the light
ed cigarette until it almost touched St.  
George's eye. 

"That's a crude way to make a man 
talk," Jamison laughed. "Wait until I 
use a scalpel. Come now, better see this 
my way. I 've studied this, too. That 
X-ray tube stores into your mind certain 
rays. You have the power of transmit
ting these same rays to another person 
and with them, your command which 
changes these people into another form. 
It i sn't hypnotism nor mind suggestion, 
but an actual transrpission of orders 
which are taken up by the body of your 
victim and with any result you may so 
command. I t's radiant matter. Matter 
in a fourth state, St. George." 

"Madness," St. George muttered. 
"Stark madness." 

"No, it  isn't," Jamison snapped an
grily. "You have a device to build up 
those thought waves, to build up the 
matter in fourth state. You know how 
to transmit it. Making those signs is 
j ust a gesture, but necessary to make the 
power within you work." 

"Madness," St. George repeated, but 
with less firmness this time. 

"Electrical discharge through a rare
fied gas produces a dark space, named 
after Crookes, but never really under
stood. In this so called 'dark' space you 
are able to store up mental energy. This, 
combined with the secrets you learned 
from ancient books, enables you to as
sume this power. I 'm not crazy, St. 
George. I mean to have your secret no 
matter what I have to do. Govern your 
decision accordingly." 

"Let me go free and then we shall dis
cuss it," St. George asked craftily. 

JAMISON laughed. "One 
after your hands were free, 

come a cat or something worse. 
you that before." 

second 
I'd be
l told 

"Ah, yes," St. George breathed. 
"Something worse. What, Doctor, i s  
the worst thing a human form could be 
turned into ?" 
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"vVilling to talk about it  now, are 
you ? "  J amison said with heavy satisfac
tion. "Well, as far as I'm concerned, a 
snake would be about the most vicious 
thing you could turn a man into. A 
black snake, p erhaps. Personally, I hate 
serpents." 

"Thank you." St. George inclined his 
head j ust the slightest. "I shall convert 
you into a coil ing, hissing black snake 
some day. A very old snake so that you 
will not live long. Perhaps I shall 
choose to trample you to death. There 
will be no poison fangs, Doctor. A black 
snake is quite harml ess." 

"All right." Jamison showed a trace 
of fear now. "I'll admit you could do 
it-if your hands were free. And i f  that 
built up fourth-space matter was strong 
enough to affect me. You have to absorb 
that matter now and then, S t. George. 
I mean to find out how you do it. Talk 
-talk, or, by heavens, I 'll  go to work 
with a seal pel ! "  

Jim Downing took a firmer grip o n  
t h e  vase. It rankle d  within him that 
he had to rescue a man he hated. A man 
as dangerous as anyone who ever came 
down the ages, but with this power, 
J amison would be even worse. J im 
Downing sidestepped close to the door. 

CHAPTER X V I I  

The Fourth Space 

�"ll I A I T," S t. George said quickly. 
- - � "Let's tal k it over first." 

Downing drew back. He wanted to 
hear more, to l earn as much of the little 
bank teller's secret as possible so he 
might destroy the whole thing and be 
sure of his j ob. 

"Start tal king," J amison snapped. 
"In a way," St.  George admitted, "I 

do store up e�ergy. Matter in a fourth 
state, as you say. I am able to transmit 
this matter by thought waves to another 
person. Even to an animal. Carried 
with these waves are the sec rets of an
cient gods. Combined with radiant mat
ter, I can put their theori es into use-

into actuality." 
"Yes, yes," J amison agreed breathless

ly. "Go on." 
"I am now on the track of something 

even bigger," St. George said. "The 
ability t o  convert an old man into a 
young man. There is power beyond any 
dreams." 

"You're right," J amison agreed, his 
eyes gleaming. "I must know the se· 
cret. Together, we can do anything we 
choose." 

"No," St. George said. "No, Doctor. 
You use the wrong pronoun. I t  should 
be I .  M eaning, of course, Rodney S t. 
George." 

J amison j umped up, opened a drawer 
of a desk and took out a gun. He placed 
the muzzle of it directly against St. 
George's temple. The little man 
blanched and began to shake, but there 
was defiance in his eyes. And in his 
voice. 

"Shoot," h e  dared. "Go ahead. Pull 
the trigger and the secret you want will 
die with me." 

Jamison lowered the gun. With a 
savage imprecation, he threw it onto a 
chair slightly behind St.  George. 

"All right," he said bitterly, "I can't 
j ust kill you. But I can make you tal k 
or die the most miserable death in medi
cal history." 

"Don't forget what kind of a l i fe an 
aged black snake l ives," St. George re
minded. 

J amison shuddered. He opened a kit 
of surgical instruments and took out a 
very small scalpel. He lightly drew a 
line just behind S t. George's ear. 

"If I cut into you there, the pain will 
almost drive you mad. There are other 
places, too. I'm tired of stalling, St. 
George. Are you going to get down to 
brass tacks ? "  

Downing, peering around t h e  edge o f  
the doorway, real ized that S t. George 
was weakening. His ego had been punc
tuated badly and he was for the time be
ing _ a meek and very frightened little 
bank teller. 

Jamison stood with his back to the 
door. Downing, the metal vase held 
high, p added noiselessly forward. He 
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brought down the vase in a blow calcu
l�ted to knock Jamison cold for several 
minutes, but not kill him. 

· 

J amison gave a quiet sob, fell forward 
and was draped across the chair which 
St.  George o ccupied. Downing darted 
toward the chair where the gun l ay and 
scooped it  up. 

"Downing" St.  George cried. "Down
ing, untie me." 

"Do you really think I will ?" Down
ing barked. "See this gun, St. Georg e ?  
I ' m  debating whether or not to put a 
bullet through your head right now." 

"That's murder." St. George yelled 
in horror. "You can't do it, Downing. 
Give me a chance. I swear I'll never for
get it.  I'll make them let you out of 
here. I'll-" 

"Getting me out of here doesn't make 
much difference now," Downing inter
rupted. "I 'll  always have the stigma of 
having been locked up in an asylum upon 
me. And you've stolen Pamela away 
from me. I still have friends. I know 
what's going on." 

"D owning," St.  George pleaded, "I'll 
forget about your girl. I 'll  do anything. 
Just give me a chance." 

"No," Downing said curtly. "You don't 
deserve it.  That knowledge tucked away 
in your mind is dangerous. No man has 
a right to possess it.  Certainly no man 
like you." 

SUDDENLY, S t. George gave himself 
an upward heave. Only the form 

of Dr. J amison weighting him down 
probably saved Downing from being 
turned into a cat before he knew it. St. 
George had to push J amison's body out 
of the way before he could stand. B y  
the time he stood erect, Downing was 
close behind him, the gun muzzl e 
pressed tightly against the nape of St.  
George's neck. 

"That was a close call," Downing pant
ed. "So the scalpel Jamison dropped fell 
where you could reach it  and saw your
self free. One move to turn and raise 
your hand against me, St. Geerge, and 
you are a dead man." 

The littl e bank teller became rigid in 
his anxiety to comply. Only his eyes 

rolled down t o  gaze in mai i ce at the body 
of the unconscious psychiatrist at his 
feet. 

"Downing," St. George said earnestly, 
"let's sign a truce between you and me. 
I hold you n o  anger or hate. I swear 
I won't raise my hand against you. But 
this man J ami son-this asylum doctor 
-is a madman. He is terribly danger
ous. He wants my secret and power so 
he can dominate the whole world. He 
already knows enough to di scover the 
rest in time i f  he is  allowed to l ive. He 
has studied for years as I have. 

"We've got to d estroy him, Downing. 
If you are squeamish about kill ing, just 
let me turn him into an impotent l ittle 
animal of some kind. Let me turn him 
into a snake. You've got to believe me, 
Downing, or we are both lost." 

J im Downing thought rapidly. Just 
how was he going to handl e this incred
ible situatio n ?  H e  had overheard enough 
to realize that St. George was doubtless 
speaking the truth. I nstead of one meek 
little man who was slowly turning into 
a maniac, he now had two d ea dly antag
onists to overcome. And it was no 
longer j ust a matter of p ersonal safety. 
The fate of the entire world might well 
be hanging in the balance. 

Downing had not had a clear idea of 
what he intended doing upon crashing 
into this party. He had simply acted. 
B ut in the back of his subconscious mind 
had l ain the knowledge of what he had 
to do. Things clarified for him now, like 
mists rolling back from a matter which 
had heretofore been obscured. 

"No," he grated out. "I  am sorry, St. 
George, but you and J amison both must 
die. God forgive me-I must be your ex
ecutioner !" 

The ring of his tones had the final ity 
of death. St. George realized that-and 
did the only thing he dared do. He bent 
his wrist sl ightly upward and with his 
stiffened index finger made the sign of a 
tiny Tau c ross at his side, concentrating 
terrifically on his newly acquired power 
of teleportation. 

His body simply evaporated, winking 
out of existence even as Downing 
pressed the trigger of h i s  gun again and 
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again. T h e  bullets s p e d  through empty 
space to thud into the far wall. 

Downing stared open-mouthed at the 
spot where S t. George had stood-just 
five inches away from him. He had not 
been prepared for this new trick of the 
amazing bank tell er. St. George had 
vanished in thin air. 

Completely shaken and baffled, Down
ing lowered the smoking gun and looked 
blankly around the room. B ut St. 
George simply wasn't. He was-j ust 
gone. 

Dr. Jamison groaned and stirred. Sick 
from his reaction, Downing had no 
thought for shooting the psychiatrist 
now. He thrust the gun into his paj ama 
belt and bent over the unconscious man. 
He came to a quick decision. 

Somehow, St.  George was beyond his 
reach. But J amison would remain a con
slant threat to St.  George now, and 
there was n o  doubt that to kill doctor 
would only be doing the bank teller a 
service. Thus, Jamison must continue to 
live. He must become the lure to draw 
St. George into a trap from which there 
must be no escape. B ut what ? And how ? 

HE HELPED Jamison into a chair. 
The doctor opened his eyes, saw 

Downing and groaned. 
"You ! I might have known. What 

happened to St.  George ? "  
"I wish I knew," Downing said. " I  

had h i m  a t  the point of a g u n  and was 
trying to screw up enough courage to 
put a slug through his head when he 
j ust vanished." 

"Apport !"  Jamison massaged his 
head. "That's the answer-apport. So 
he has discovered that secret, too." 

"And j ust what is  'apport' ?" Downing 
asked. 

Jamison gave him a stabbing glance. 
"I don't know that I should tell you 
anything. St.  George was about to talk 
when you whanged me on the head and 
let him get away." 

"He wanted to turn you into a black 
snake," Downing said tersely. "I didn't 
let him. That should prove I must be 
on your side. Now what is 'apport' ? "  

" I t  is  a scientific term for the pass-

age of a solid body into or out of a closed 
cavity-like this room we're in. Some 
spiritual ists can do it, but not as clev
erly. Scientists say good faith in the 
medium helps them put over the trick, 
but that in itself isn't enough. Ordi
narily, we'd have to allow for a hypnotic 
i nfluence, but with St.  George we know 
it  isn't hypnotism." 

"This is  sheer madness," Downing 
grunted. 

"Are you mad the n ?  Didn't you see 
S t. George vanish before your eyes ? 
Right now he is back at home or any
where he chose to be, l aughing at us. 
St. George has d iscovered the disinteg
ration and reconstitution of matter. He 
disappeared into a fourth dimension of 
space." 

"Like the fourth state of matter you 
referred t o ? "  Downing asked rather 
incredulously. 

Jamison noodded .  "So you know 
everything, eh ? That makes you dan
gerous, Downing. I mean to have St. 
George's secret eventually and you can't 
stop me. I'll have you adj udged inc ur
ably insane and put away for life.  N o
body will l i sten to your ravings." 

Downing grinned. "I don't think so, 
Doctor. You see, we have reached a point 
where we need each other's help. S t. 
George won't rest until you're a crawl
ing, squirming snake. You can't hide 
from him now. H e'll seek you out--" 

"Stop ! "  J amison clamped his head be
tween both hands and shuddered. 
"Downing, is  there any way to help 
me ? Any way at all ?" 

D owning sat down in the chair which 
St.  George had occupied. 

"Yes," h e  said Sl owly. "I  know a place 
where he would never look. You'd be 
quite safe there so long as I wanted you 
to be safe. Now I didn't overhear the 
entire conversation between you two. 
Suppose St. George was done away with 
and you had his power. What would 
you do with i t ? "  

Jamison gave Downing a sly glance. 
"I am a doctor," he said. "A scientist. 
Whatever I discovered would be held as 
a scientific secret. It is too big to be re
leased upon the world. People aren't 
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ready for it  yet. St.  George is a few 
hundred years ahead of his time. His 
knowledge belongs far in the future, and 
n o  man has the right to know that." 

"Then I can take your word that this 
secret would remain a secret to be used 
for experimental p urposes by scientists 
onl y ? "  

"That is  my solemn promise. A l l  you 
have to do is  hide me until we can trick 
St. George. Then I'll make him talk. To 
use this power he must store up certain 
rays within his system. Without them 
he is impotent to do any harm. If  we 
can get him when he hasn't had a chance 
to absorb the rays, we will have h im." 

Downing nodded slowly. "That's it. 
M eanwhile,  you must hide. I 've got a 
cabin up at Lake G reenwald. I'll mark 
it for you on a map. You can reach it 
quickly and on a small amount of gaso
l i ne. Stay there until you hear from me. 
Don't l eave under any circumstances." 

"Give me the directions. For heaven's 
sake, hurry," Jamison said. "He may 
transport himself back here again at any 
moment. Help yourself to one of my 
suits. Anything you wish. I'll  even sign 
a release for you." 

"No," Downing said. "I'll remain here 
because St. George won't pull any of his 
fancy tricks. There is  a certain amount 
of suspicion attached to h im now and i f  
I turn i nto a cat, t h e  whole thing might 
blow up in his face. I f  the law should 
start hunting him down with riot guns
well ,  he's not invulnerable, you know, 
and he can't be on guard constantly." 

CHA PTER X V I I I  

Without Fear 

RO D N EY St. George sank into a 
chair when he found himself safe 

once more in the privacy of his own l iv
ing room. He saw the hypo which J ami
son had used on him and shivered. He 
was vulnerable under certain conditions 
and so long as Jamison and Downing 
lived, he was in mortal danger. 

St. George scowl ed and cursed the fact 

that he had been unable to mete out ven
geance to that pair. That had been a very 
narrow escape from the fanatical Down
ing. He shuddered to think what would 
have happened had he not had sufficient 
power for that last teleportation. 

He didn't rush to his basement labora
tory to absorb more of the ray. That 
was useless, for both Downing and St.  
George would have d isappeared by now. 
He would have to wait, bide his time and 
plan carefully. When the opportune 
moment came he would strike. 

There was still work to be done. He 
must learn that one last secret. The 
missing scroll held it and he knew now 
where that scroll was. Pamela Brooke 
could get it for him. He had the money 
and it was better to handle the deal hon
estly. 

The buzzing of his telephone gave St. 
George the j itters for a few seconds. He 
answered, and Pamela's voice came over 
the wire. 

"Rodney," she said with a mild degree 
of exasperation in her voice. "I came 
to visit you, but there was nobody home. 
Don't tell me you forgot so soon ?" 

"Indeed I didn't," St.  George declared 
stoutly. "I was unavoidably detained 
this evening. I promise it will never 
happen again, Pamela. And I must see 
you. It's vitally important." 

"Not toni ght," Pamela answered. "It's 
late, and besides you deserve to be pun
ished for standing me up." 

"Tomorrow night will do," St. George 
said. "Or better yet-how about lunch
eon at the usual place and then another 
appointment for the evening ? There is 
something you can do for me." 

"I 'll  be at the regular table, Rodney. 
Good night-dear." 

St. George basked in that 'dear' for a 
few moments. Then the howling of his 
hungry cats aroused him. For a moment 
he toyed with the idea of killing them 
all but rejected it. They had been of 
slight service against both Downing and 
Jamison. Perhaps he could use them 
again. 

He went out, therefore, and bought 
food and milk for them. They stayed 
out of sight until the food was on the 
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floor and he had withdrawn. St. George 
laughed elatedly. Soon he would have 
th e entire world crawl ing like that. 

For the next two hours he tried to con
centrate u pon his books and failed� Dr. 
Jamison was too prominent in his mind. 
And Downing, too, loomed as a menace. 
St. George suddenly felt weak as he 
thought again j ust how close to death 
he'd been. 

That puzzle of what to do about J ami
son without Rodney St. George being 
impl icated kept h im awake half the 
night. Perhaps Downing would bargain. 
That would be all right. He could dis
pose of him at any time. St. George 
decided to pay Downing a visit if he was 
still at the asylum. He'd learn whether 
J amison was still alive, too. 

The next morning Rodney St. George 
did something he'd never done before 
in twenty-eight years. He phoned the 
bank and said that he wo uld not be in 
all day. It was rather nice to give the 
orders instead of taking them. When 
he got possession of that last scroll and 
learned its secret, he'd never take orders 
again. 

He also did something else unique in 
St.  George's history. He went to a cloth
ing store and p urchased a complete out
fit, dropped his usual meekness to insist 
it  be ready by noon. He stayed there 
while the alterations were made. 

Shortly after twelve o'clock Rocco 
came very close to hysterics. At first, he 
didn't recognize the dapper man who 
approached his restaurant. He yelled for 
Luigi and pointed. Luigi tried to talk, 
but words wouldn't come. All he could 
do was bow low to Rodney St. George 
and escort »Jim to the table where Pam
ela waited. 

ST. GEORGE ordered champagne and 
an elaborate dinner instead of l unch. 

Pamela l ooked him over, closed her eyes 
and looked again. · The old Rodney S t. 
George had vanished. The meek, inof
fensive l ittle teller was gone forever. In 
his place sat a carefully dressed man 
with a look of cold triumph in his eyes. 
His clothing was expensive, his manners 
suave. 

"Why, Rodney !" she exclaimed. 
"Like m e ? "  St. George smiled. " It is 

a rather drastic change isn't i t ?  But then 
I'm going up in the world. You can..,t 
even guess how far, Pamela." 

"Why are you so sure ?" she asked 
quietly. " I  knew you could do big 
things." 

"No other l iving person could grasp 
what I 'm after. Pamela, I need your 
help. In j ust a few days I'll make you 
the leading woman of this country. O f  
the world. I will make you queen of the 
stars ! No queen will ever have had so 
much respect. You know, of course, I 'm 
in l ove with you." 

She nodded. "I  guessed that, Rodney. 
But it isn't so long since J im was-put 
away, so let's net make any plans now. 
Please." 

"Of course not." St.  George held her 
hands openly. "It's necessary that I 
wait, too. Here's what I want you to 
do. Through the book store where you 
work, you may be able to purchase a 
s croll for me. One o f  the most ancient 
things in the world, and it is right here 
in town in the Fairbridge museum. I 

have written full particulars and here 
they are. Will you try to buy it for me ? 
The museum will part with the thing for 
enough money." 

"Certainly, Rodney. I'll even handle 
it on the side so you won't have to pay 
my firm a commission. How high can 
I bid ?" 

" Any amount, but do not give an ink
ling of how important this is. I'm not 
a poor man. Far from it." 

Luigi served the dinner with flour
ishes. After the meal they sipped li
queurs and St. George gave his compan
ion a peculiar glance. 

"Pamela, you won't see Downing 
again ?" 

" Why should I ? " she countered, and 
smiled over the rim of the tiny glass. 

"Good. Very good, my dear. You won't 
be sorry. Mark my words. Shall I see 
you tonight the n ? "  

"I'll  c a l l  the moment I g e t  home. O h, 
Rodney, I forgot to tell you, my aunt 
went o ut to the coast, and I'm using her 
house. I'd like to have you see it. We'd 
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be alone toni ght. I'll have the scroll if 
I can possibly get it.  As agent for my 
firm I may be allowed to take it  away on 
approval. "  

"Pamela," St.  George said, "I 'm really 
very grateful to Downing. If  it hadn't 
been for hi s-ah-misfortune, I would 
never have met you. Tonight then. I 'll  
be waiting for your call." 

St. George stayed at the restaurant for 
another hour, sipping cocktails. Luigi 
proclaimed him his i dol, his patron saint 
-and hoped St.  George would break 
down and leave another dollar tip. Luigi 
wasn't disappointed. A five-dollar bill 
rested beside the plate when St.  George 
final ly arose. 

He was almost at peace with the world. 
O nly the menace of Dr. Jamison and the 
danger from J im Downing remained. 

St. George frowned as he wal ked along 
the street. Perhaps he ought to see what 
happened to Jamison and take care of 
the man. St. George smiled as he 
thought of a wriggl ing black snake. I f  
that was what Jamison feared about all 
el se-then that was what he'd become. 

B ut that could wait a short time. There 
were more personal matters. Pamela had 
liked his suit so St.  George decided to 
buy more. After twenty-eight years, a 
buying spree was novel and intriguing. 
He hailed a taxi and returned to the 
clothing store. 

PAMELA, meanwhile, had left the 
restaurant, hurried around the cor

ner and climbed into a roadster. She 
drove straight to the Jamison sanitarium, 
up the winding, half-mile drive to the 
entrance, and a few minutes later Down
ing held her tightly. S he told him all. 

"J im," she finished frantical ly, "he's so 
hopped up with his own importance he is  
ready to burst wide open.  From no one 
at all ,  he has developed the greatest ego 
I have ever seen. The man is a dangerous 
maniac." 

"Even more than you think," Jim said. 
"And Dr. J amison is  almost as bad. I've 
hidden him at the cabin at the lake. J ami
san knows too much about St. George's 
secrets. We must dispose of both men. 
Jamison is power mad." 

"So is  St.  George. I prodded him a bit, 
told him he is an important man. Com
mented on the l ittle changes he made in 
his attitude, but now he's gone the whol e 
hog. He bought a new outfit. And there 
is an icy deadl iness about him." 

Downing look worried, "Things are 
ready to break, darling. If they go 
against us, heaven knows what will hap
pen. Yet we must handle St. George 
alone. Jamison, too." 

Pamela sat down slowly. "Jim, why 
did you ask me to inflate his ego that 
way ? "  

"For one reason. M e n  with high opin
ions of themselves fail to see thei r  
shortcomings. You find that out in the 
banking business. St.  George will have 
so much on his mind he won't able to 
think lucidly. H e'll be confused and 
then we'll have him. Always remember, 
basically his nature is that of a rabbit. 
His egotistic form only hides the weak
ness of his character. We must play one 
man against the other-but it  is true we 
are playing with fire" 

"You will . . .  kill him ? "  Pamela asked 
very softly. 

"Even if it means you and I can never 
be together again, darl ing. Jamison has 
to go, too. He is close on the heels of 
St.  George's secret and equally danger
ous." 

Pamela bit her lip, and her l ovely eyes 
filled with tears. 

" I  know it may mean a sacrifice," she 
said. " B ut I'll be brave, J im. St.  George 
knows now there are few things he can't 
have. He is worse than any combination 
of world conquerors because he fights 
with strange and awful weapons. B ut 
I'm not afraid, J im. I'll  never be afraid 
again." 

"Good girl ! "  murmured Downing, kiss
ing her. "Now listen closely while I out
line our battle plan." 

CHAPTER X I X  

Catastrophe 

NOT more than two minutes after 
Pamela had departed and a guard 
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locked the door, Downing felt  a strong 
current of air sweep through his room. 
It was li ke a miniature tornado, and 
Rodney St. George stood before him 
smiling suavely. 

This was a new St. George. A man 
with fresh powers and horribly sure of 
himself. Downing shrank back. Not in 
fear for himself, but for Pamela. If 
St.  George had seen her here, no telling 
what he might do. 

"How did you ge't here ?" D owning 
gasped. "Wh-what happened ?" 

St. George chuckl ed. "Just like I 
left here last n ight. Don't be alarmed. 
I am not here to harm you. Last night 
you really did save my life even though 
you l ater i ntended to take it. If you are 
calmer now, I want to talk to you. 
Where is D r. Jamison ?" 

"But how d i d  you get into this  locked 
room ? "  D owning demanded, feigning 
i gnorance of the phenomenon J amison 
had cal led 'apport', which ranking 
scientists refused to recognize. 

"Di stance," St.  George said, "means 
nothing to me any more. N e ither do 
doors nor bolts nor walls. I've .learned 
new things since you were locked up 
here." 

Downing threw a swift glance out of 
the wi ndow. Pamela's car was still 
there. Why didn't she get away ? Why 
didn't she hurry ? 

"Something worries you, Downing ? "  
St .  G eorge asked. 

"Worries me ?" Downing grunted. 
"You turned me into a kitten, then into 
a mouse. You van i shed before my eyes 
last n ight, reappeared today. Now you 
ask me i f  I'm worried about something. 
Yes, I am. S cared, too." 

St. George nodded. "You heard more 
than was good for you last n ight. How
ever, I'm inclined to forget and forgive 
-under certain conditions. I t  was 
through you I met Pamela. She isn't 
going to marry you, Downing." 

"That isn't news," Downing said and 
broke out i n  a cold sweat as St. George 
moved toward the window and glanced 
out of it. "How could she, anyway ? 
I 'm supposed to be tainted with insanity. 
St. George, if I promise not �o act against 

you any further-" 
"What do I care about your promises," 

St. George queried and kept l ooking out 
of the window. "Where is J amison, I 
asked you. Did you kill him last nigh t ? "  

"No," Downing answered. "When 
you disappeared so abruptly it unnerved 
me. I left the room before Jamison saw 
me. I don't know where he went. Per
haps I could find him for you." 

"Trying to make a deal, Downing ? 
Very well. Find him and you'll be p er
mitted to stay here. Fail and I'll change 
you into something you intensely dis
l ike. That, my dear fellow, is an ulti
matum. Does i t  surprise you ? "  

"Nothing will ever surprise me any 
more," Downing groaned. 

He heard the motor of a car start up 
and he closed his  eyes slowly, like a 
man who hears the guillotine blade slid
ing down toward his neck. 

"I'll  give you twenty-four hours," St .  
George said.  "No longer. I f  you have 
cooked up some scheme with J amison, 
!-Pamela! What was she doing here 
at this place ?" 

H e  raised his hand, made the sign of 
the Tau cross, and where he had stood 
was blank space. Downing rushed to 
the window, but he couldn't see a thing. 
The roadster had vani shed down the 
winding drive. 

For a moment Downing wondered if 
he might help by trying to overtake the 
car. It  was no use. Everything de
pended upon Pamela's i ngenu ity. S he'd 
have to think fast. St.  George was sus
p icious and angry about the whole thing. 
Downing sat shakily on · the edge of the 
bed. 

Now he had the greatest problem of 
his  l i fe to consi der. First of all, though, 
he had to put out of his mind any 
thoughts that Pamela might fail to con
vince St. George of her l oyalty to him. 
If she were converted i nto some other 
form, Downing's whole world would 
crumple. 

MEANWH I LE, Pamela drove away 
with her heart l ighter than it had 

been for days. This weird case was com
ing to a close and she relied upon Down-
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i n g's ability to think faster and better 
than St. George. 

There was momentary silence between 
shifting from first to se cond and during 
that split second, she heard her name 
called. Pamela glanced into the rear 
view mirror and almost screamed. Rod
ney St. George stood on the lowest step 
of the hospital entrance with his right 
hand raised. Pamela didn't stop. She 
stepped hard o n  the gas pedal and shot 
around the corner. 

Her heart pounded as madly as the 
eight cylinders beneath the hood of the 
roadster. She thought franti cally of 
some excuse for her presence at the hos
p ital. 

Then her foot banged down on the 
brake. Rodney St. George stood d irect
ly in the middle of the driveway ahead 
with one hand upraised. Pam switched 
her foot from the brake to the gas pedal. 
In a moment, St. George would gesture, 
and she'd turn into something. A cat, 
perhaps or some other form of animal 
life which St. George would will upon 
her. Pamela decided she'd rather be 
dead and hoped the speedy car would 
crash if she was no longer able to con
trol it. 

St. George made a sign in the air and 
vanished. As Pamela's car roared 
through the spot he occup ied, there was 
no horrible impact. He'd j ust vanished. 
Pam held her breath, took the next cor
ner and there he was again, imperiously 
trying to block her way. She knew she 
was going mad. 

Pamela jerked the wheel to avoid hit
ting him this time. It was more a mat
ter of instinct than of trying to save his 
l i fe.  And again he disappeared after 
making that strange sign. Pamela 
looked down at her arms on the wheel. 
They were still human. She glanced 
into the mirror. There'd been no con
version. 

She breathed a bit easier then, but 
real ized she was n o  longer safe from 
him. He was bound to find her if he 
could blink into and out of existence 
like an electric sign anywhere he chose. 

Shortly afterward, she ran the car into 
'the garage behind her home, rushed to 

the house and let herself in. She re
moved her hat and coat, walked into the 
spacious l iving room and sat down 
weakly. 

In her mind's eye she could see St. 
George commanding her to stop, see the 
grim, foreboding look on his face j ust 
before he vanished. Now h e  woul d find 
her. He'd ask questions, insist upon an
swers. Pamela shuddered. Her answers 
could only be built upon the shaky foun
dations of l ies. 

She was still seated there when the 
curtains in the room suddenly li fted al
most straight out and she felt a cool 
breeze, although all windows were tight
ly closed. She saw him then, standing 
about ten feet away from her. And she 
screamed in terror. 

"I woul d like to know what you were 
doing at the sanitarium, Pamela," he 
said in a curiously calm voi ce. "I  would 
like an explanation of why you refused 
to recognize me when I tried to stop 
you. In fact, why you deliberately at
tempted to run me down." 

"Rodney ! "  Pamela had eloquent fear 
shining in her eyes and all of it wasn't 
pretended. "How d id you get here
like this ? It is-you ?" 

"Yes, indeed. Don't be alarmed. I 
shall explain later how I managed to 
suddenly appear, but first you must an
swer my questions." 

"Was it really you up there at the 
sanitarium ?" she asked. "I-I thought 
I must have been dreaming when you 
stood in the middle of the driveway. 
Then you appeared again. Rodney, 
nothing makes sense. I-I just can't 
seem to understand." 

"Didn't you hear me call to you as 
you started away ? "  St. George asked. 

"Hear you call ? No, Rodney. You 
j ust appeared and I-I became con
fused." 

"Very well," St. George said and his 
voice was a bit less skeptical. "It is 
possible you did not hear me and I must 
say I do not blame you for not slowing 
down. I must have seemed like a ghost. 
B ut, first, why did you visit the sani
tarium in the first place ? I thought you 
were going to forget Downing." 
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"I  am. But you practically asked me 
to marry you, Rodney. I am taking a 
big step and, after all,  I did think I was 
in love with J im Downing once. I want
ed to see him again, j ust to make certain. 
I drove to the hospital, but it  wasn't 
necessary to see him again. I knew 
then that it was-you." 

ST. GEORGE smiled warmly, walked 
over and took her hands. They 

were ice cold. He led her to a d ivan and 
they both sat down, Pamela all but fall
ing to the couch. 

"Excuses would never have worked 
with me, Pamela. I would have seen 
right through them. B ut I know you 
are telling the truth because I knew you 
had not visited D owning. You see, I 
was in his room when I saw you leav
ing." 

"Then you're no't angry ?" Pamela 
asked. 

"Certainly not. I consider your act 
logical. I owe you a great deal, Pamela. 
You showed me how to enjoy life.  You 
brought me out of a ghastly rut. You 
never made fun o'f me because I was 
small .  Now you shall have a reward. 
Pamela, one second before I appeared in 
this room, I was at home." 

"But how-" 
"Don't ask questions now," he told her 

with another smi le. He was so sure of 
himself,  this tinder-sized Napoleon. 
"There is an explanation for everything 
and soon you shall know just what I am. 
You have probably sensed that I am not 
an ordinary man, Pamela. When I am 
certain of your fa:ith in me, of your 
.love, we shall begin to do great things." 

"Would you be angry i f  I told you I've 
known for a long time ? "  Pam asked, in
wardly 'trembl ing as she proceeded with 
the necessary next step of Downing's 
plan. 

St. George's eyes flashed. "What do 
you mean ?" 

"I know you turned Foster into a cat. 
I know you changed J im into a ki tten 
and that he is no more i nsane than I. 
I beli eve every word of his story." 

St. George j umped up and raised his 
hand angrily. "Then Y..OU haye plotted 

with him. You have led me on. I've 
been a fool. Foster warned me. He 
told me you were as untrustworthy as 
Downing himself. But I couldn't be
l ieve it. I-I  felt that you really were in 
l ove with me even though I was nothing 
but an assistant cashier at the bank. I 've 
been tricked ! "  

" N o ,  Rodney," Pamel a  s a i d  quietly. 
"There are no tricks. Listen to what I 
have to say and if you do not beli eve me, 
then 'tum me into any form you choose. 
When Mr. Arnold at the bank phoned to 
establ ish your alibi when Dick Zarat 
was robbed, I l ied to him. I knew then 
that you had robbed the boy. I also 
realized there must have been a great 
reason for your having done so." 

"There was," St. George said. " I  
needed t h e  money h e  was carrying. 
Also, 'that boy was becoming too sus
pi cious of me. The police will hardly 
believe his story. He'll be fired from 
the bank and will no longer be in my 
way." 

"There is  something else, Rodney," 
Pamela said quietly. 

"Well ?" he demanded. 
"The night you visited Chandler, I 

was there. I saw you turn him into a 
cat. I watched you throw his body out 
the window. I didn't blame you for it. 
That book didn't belong to him because 
he'd never have understood it. I t  was 
yours." 

"Perhaps," St. George accused, "you 
are guessing. Perhaps Downing put 
you up to all of this." 

PAMELA opened her p urse. "I was 
talking to Mrs. Chandler when you 

arrived, Rodney. I c ut the interview 
short. She only wanted to buy more 
sets of books for a second .l ibrary room. 
I was in 'the next room when-it hap
p ened. A fter you left, I got this from 
Chandler's desk." 

She held out the incriminating name 
card which had caused Rodney S t. 
George to sweat blood for days. H e  
took it  in wonder, and t h e  intense ex
pression on his face softened into a 
happy smile. 

"You m i ght have got into serious 
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trouble by forgetting the card, Rodney," 
she said. 

He sat down again. 
"Pamela, I 'm sorrr. 

against the world 
some who wish to 

But I 'm one man 
now. There are 
kill me. I felt 

that I could trust no one except you, 
and then when I saw you at the sani
tarium, and when you just admitted 
how much you knew, !-well, forgive 
me, Pamela. Now I 'm sure you are on 
my side." 

"I'm glad," she said simply, and felt 
l ike fainting dead away. 

"If  there was time, I could tell you 
things that would show what I have 
really become," St. George beamed. 
"But there are many things to be done. 
Strenuous research and study and hard 
work placed me in the position I now 
occupy. I mustn't stop. Now until I 
have reached absolute perfect ion." 

"You will," Pamela predicted. "It's 
fated, Rodney. These secrets have rest
ed in those books for centuries. The 
wisest men passed over them blindly un
til the very wisest came along. You, 
Rodney. Tell me, what will you do with 
all this power ?" 

"Do !"  he frowned. "I  hadn't thought 
of that too much. There are certain 
people I don't l ike and they'll feel my 
wrath first. Others may dicker with me 
if I choose to let them. Oh, I'll whistle 
the tune. Now what about the scrol l ? "  

"I may have it  tonight. Possibly, I 
may have to wait until tomorrow or the 
next day, but the moment it is  in  my 
hands, I will phone." 

"Excellent," St. George gloated. "You 
deserve to share with me all the glory I 
shall attain. Now I must go back. 
Please don't be startled when I l eave." 

St. George raised his hand, made the 
Tau cross sign and disappeared. 

Pamela half arose and then fell l imply 
back to lie on the divan. Through her 
mind flashed the thought that she and 
Jim Downing could never cope with 
such a man a:5 this. Yet they must, or 
the consequences would affect every liv
ing being on the face of the earth. 

Something cracked against the win
dow pane. She gave a startled jump. 

CHAPTER XX 

Plans for DestTuction 

RAISING the shade, she saw Jim 
Downing. Pamela gave a happy cry 

and ran to the back door. He held her 
tightly for a moment. 

She drew back. "Jim, it's dangerous 
coming here like this. He can appear in 
an instant." 

"I  know," Downing said. "He was in 
my room at the sanitarium, spotted you 
leaving and went off after you. I 've been 
worried sick ever since. I slipped away. 
Did you convince him you are not work
ing with me ?" 

"Yes, Jim. .He i s  sure I am on his  
side. He wants me to get that scroll. I 
can't stall any l onger. The Fairbridge 
museum will never surrender it for any 
price, but he could get it if  he wished. 
I didn't dare tell him. What am I going 
to do ?" 

Downing paced the floor, running fin
gers through his hair. 

"We've got to telescope our plans," 
he said. "It must be drastic, too. If St. 
George isn't stopped in his tracks, there 
is  no telling what will happen. He's off 
the beam, filled with delusions of gran
deur." 

"They aren't all delusions," Pamela 
put in slowly. "Rodney St. George 
really does hold the whip hand and is 
probably one of the most powerful per
sons on the face of the earth right now. 
That power makes him." 

Downing grunted and brought his fist 
down on the end of a table. "Pam, there 
is  a way. I know enough about science 
and rays to realize that St. George's 
power comes from that machine of his. 
I don't know the details, naturally, but i f  
this machine i s  destroyed, then St.  
George becomes impotent and we can 
handle him at our leisure. Perhaps we're 
wrong. He might become an asset to the 
world, but he has already committed 
murder and theft -and we don't dare 
take the chance." 

Pamela gave Downing a frightened 
glance. 
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"Do you mean we must invade his 
house and destroy the machine ? Jim, 
what i f  he finds us there ? 

"We must arrange things so he won't. 
We'll go into the neighborhood. You 
telephone him from nearby, say he must 
come to your house at once. He'll be 
there in seconds, yes, but i t  will take 
him a few moments to orient himself and 
guess he was tricked. In that space of 
time, we must destroy his machine. 
Then we must trap and destroy him." 

Pamela nodded· very slowly. "It seems 
to be the only method, dangerous as i t  
may be, J im. I'll d o  m y  part. B u t  what 
about Dr. Jamison ?" 

"We'll have to make new plans," 
Downing said slowly. 

"My impression is that he has seen 
this ray d evice and perhaps knows a 
lot about it, but not all. If he did, St. 
George would have been more anxious 
to find him. Now tell me again about 
that scroll." 

Pamela did, adding, "The object is, of  
course, not for  sale to  anyone. It's much 
too precious. In fact, they keep it locked 
in a case so no one can touch it." 

"All of which means nothing to St. 
George," Downing grunted. "What are 
locks and steel doors to a man who can 
transport himself anywhere ? Look, i f  
the worse comes to  the worst, we  must 
use the scroll as a talking point. I 'll be 
back in about an hour, darling. Then 
we'll wind this up-or turn into some 
other form of l ife." 

Pamela shuddered and stepped closer 
to him. She looked up. 

"Jim, I 'm terribly frightened. I£  we 
make the slightest mistake-" 

"I know. It means curtains, but, Pam, 
we must do it. We can't call in police or 
G-Men. Who'd believe u s ?  Therefore, 
St. George and all his works must be 
destroyed. Dr. Jamison may have to be 
disposed of too, somehow. The danger 
involved mustn't stop us." 

"It won't," Pamela said softly. "Take 
care, J im, that he doesn't see you." 

DOWNING left, using a taxicab to 
· make the single call he had i n  mind. 
Then he was driven back to Pamela's 

house. He approached it with some tre
pidation. There was no telling when. 
St. George might whisk through space to 
surprise Pam. I f  he caught them to
gether, there wouldn't be a chance of 
escaping -his  wrath. 

Pamela was alone and safe. She ad
mitted Downing hastily and closed and 
bolted the door behind him. Then she 
gave a short, mirthless laugh at the futil-
ity of locks against St. George. \ 

"I think," Downing said, "we're about 
ready to start. It's very d ark outside 
which will help. Ready ?"  

"Yes, J im. I 'm ready." Pamela's head 
was high, her eyes clear and unafraid. 

They walked out together and got into 
Pamela's car. Downing drove it, choos
ing a rather roundabout route to reach 
St. George's home. There were l ights 
burning in the windows and once they 
saw St. George's profile against drawn 
curtains. 

Downing . spoke softly. "Let me out 
here. Then drive to the corner, use the 
telephone in the drug store there and 
leave immediately. Drive back and I'll  
let you in if I can. From then on, we 
race against time and a man possessed 
of the greatest speed in history. Good 
luck, Pam." 

She kissed him fiercely. "Good luck, 
darling. We can't fail." 

He watched her drive down the street 
until he saw the tail l ight edge toward 
the curb. Then Downing trotted softly 
through a neighborhood yard and came 
at St. George's house from the rear. On 
his way, he p icked up a large stone and 
hel d it  firmly. 

He guessed that St. George's tele
phone would be in the l iving room and 
made his way to a rear window. Raising 
himself slightly, he peeked through a 
narrow slit in the shade and saw St. 
George talking on the phone. He 
watched him hang up the instrument, 
give an expansive smile and then arise. 
St. George raised his hand, made the 
sign of the Tau cross and vanished. 

Downing smashed the window pane 
with one blow. His hands were cut as 
he reached in to man ipulate the catch, 
but Pen the pain of the cuts felt good. 
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It was stimulating. He raised the win
dow, climbed through and headed to
ward the front door. Pam was just 
pulling up in front. 

He sidestepped the howling cats, got 
the door open, and Pam entered. She 
drew back as the cats spat at her. Down
ing led her toward the cellar door. They 
descended quickly, locking the cats up
stairs. Both could hear them scratching 
angrily on the panels. 

Downing found the wall where the 
secret door led i nto the lab. He wasted 
no time searching for the device which 
tripped the lock. There were furnace 
tools handy and he seized the heaviest 
one. Raising it, he gauged a blow that 
would fall right above thet spot where 
he'd noticed a footprint passing straight 
through the wall. 

"Jim !" Pamela said it with a quick 
inhalation. "Jim-listen !" 

Downing slowly let the iron tool sag in 
his grip. There were footsteps above. 
The mewing of the cats had stopped. 
The steps were quick and mincing. Rod
ney St. George was back. 

Downing motioned to Pamela for sil
ence. Gripping the iron tool firmly once 
more, he started to cross the floor toward 
the steps. The door above opened. 

"Please don't be impatient," Rodney 
St. George said. "I'm coming as fast 
as possible. You practically scared my 
cats out of their wits, did you know 
that ?" 

They watched him descend, calmly 
and yet arrogantly. St. George smiled 
at Pamela. 

"People like me," he said, "must learn 
early how to take disappointment along 
with success. I had great plans for us, 
Pamela. Very great plans, but after I 
left your home today, I know you were 
working on Downing's s ide. You see, I 
paid the sanitarium another visit. Down
ing was not in his room. So I knew he 
must have been in contact with you and 
therefore you had lied to me." 

Downing still held the iron bar high. 
"St. George," he said sharply, "what

ever happens to me doesn't matter much. 
I'm willing to do anything you say, but 
Pam deserves a chance. She was acci-

dentally mixed up m this affair!' 

ST. GEORGE turned very slowly and 
when he spoke, his voice was full 

of scorn. 
"You actually plead with me, Down

ing? A pleasant sensation, I must say, 
but it  will get you nothing. Pamela is 
as dangerous to my work as you are. 
Put down that iron bar, Downing. Put 
it down instantly." 

Downing took a long shot. He drew 
back to hurl the bar at St. George, but 
even before that movement began, he 
knew he was licked. St.  George merely 
raised his hand, drew the invisible l ine, 
wound the vine around it and the iron 
bar clattered to the floor, narrowly miss
ing a frightened kitten which had sud
denly material ized. 

Downing's human form was rigid as 
steel and just as lifeless. The kitten 
slowly backed away. 

Pamela gave a scream, started forward 
and St. George seized her wrist. He 
flung her around until she struck the 
wall. Then he smiled very suavely at 
her. 

"Calm yourself, my dear. It  will do 
you no good to weep. We are going into 
my laboratory. Oh yes, Downing can 
come, too. As a kitten, of course. Re
member-by raising my hand, I can con
vert you, also." 

He walked up to the wall, removed 
the calendar and used his key. The door 
opened. He stepped to one side and 
bowed ironically for Pamela to enter 
first. The kitten darted between his legs 
and ran into the lab. 

St. George closed the door behind him. 
"You underestimated me, Pamela. Sad

ly so. Of course, the phone call tonight 
was obviously part of a trap. I pre
tended to fall for it. I reached your home 
in the space of a second or two. I felt 
of the telephone and found it quite cold. 
Your hands hadn't grasped it or the 
instrument would have been warm. Then 
I merely bided my time a moment and 
returned here. The window was 
smashed and I knew both of you were in 
the cellar." 

"What are you going to do?" Pamela 
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foun d her voice and conquered the i ner
tia of terror. She found h�rself think
ing calmly. Thinking of what Downing . 
had said. Her knowledge o f  the l ost 
scroll was their  ace-in-the-hole. 

"Do ?" St. George shrugged. " I  really 
don't know. Of course, I shall compel 
Downing to tell me where Dr. Jamison 
is. I must find him." 

"And then ? "  
"I shall have t o  attend to you, my 

dear. You shall be something quite 
lovely. It will take t ime to think of. I 
seem to notice a glint of d etermination 
i n  your eyes. Do you still think I am 
vulnerabl e ?" 

"Yes. St.  George, I know where that 
scroll is. No one else does. It would 
take you months to re-locate it. If you 
do not change J im Downing back to his 
human form and release both of us, you 
shall never know from me how to find 
the scrol l." 

"You would have made such a compe
tent assistant," St. George sighed. "Pam
ela, I am g rowing impatient. Tell me 
where the scroll is or I shal l take that 
weak little kitten upstairs and allow my 
cats to kill it. They are all quite eager 
to rip Downing into shreds." 

"Killing J im won't get you the scroll," 
Pamela sai d quietly. "In fact, i f  you 
do that, there can never be a bargain." 

St.  George scrutinized her carefully. 
"You know," he said, "I think you 

mean that. Perhaps we can reach some 
agreement, but only if Downing tells me 
where to find Dr. J amison. That comes 
first. Pamela, I 'm going to ask your co
operation. Please sit  down i n  that chair 
so I can tie you firmly. Then I shall 
convert myself i nto a cat and tal k to 
Downi ng. I promise n o  harm will come 
to either of you-yet." 

Pamela could do nothing but obey. St. 
George strapped her to the chair, stepped 
back and chuckled. 

"Dr. Jamison did that to me. The fool, 
he was so close to outwitting me and 
then failed. N ow I shal l talk to Down
i ng." 

St. George l ifted a hand, made the 
sign and his human form froze. The big 
black cat sat on the floor calmly l i cking 

a paw. The k itten came from beneath 
a table slowly, not knowing j ust what to 
expect. 

CHAPTER X X I  

Black Serpents 

��.--. O M E  over here, Down ing," the 
'---" black cat said. "I won't hurt you. 

All I want i s  information about Dr. J am
ison." 

" I  won't tell you a thing," Downing 
said curtly. 

The black cat seemed to Laugh. "Now 
be reasonabl e. D r. Jamison i s  a menace. 
He knows too much. Let me take care 
of him and then I shall bargain with you 
and Pamela. She holds the cards at the 
moment-unless you know where the 
scroll i s." 

"I don't," Downing said. "I  wouldn't 
let her tell me. All right, it's a deal. Dr. 
Jamison is hiding at my cabi n  near the 
lake. You know where i t  is.  The per
sonnel of the bank went there for an 
outing last year." 

"Oh, yes," the black cat said. "Foolish 
of me not to think of it before. Has D r. 
Jamison a car there ?" 

"Yes." 
"Excellent. I cannot transport him 

through space as I can myself, but I'll be 
there in a moment, surprise him most un
pleasantly and bring him back here. As 
I recall it,  Jamison's greatest fear was 
being changed into a snake. I won't do 
that immediately. I'll  turn him into a 
k itten l"·e yourself, but when we get 
here, J ,..tnt you to tell him he i s  fated 
to l ivethe rest of his life as a snake. 
Thank you, Down ing. Why not climb 
into Pamela's lap ? You can sleep while 
I 'm gone." 

The black cat vanished. St. George's 
human body grew mobile and he smiled 
at Pamela. 

"Downing shows great sense. I am go
ing after Dr. Jamison. I hope you will 
not be too uncomfortable while I am 
gone." 

He d isappeared in a wink. Pamela 
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looked down at the kitten and she talked 
even though she knew the kitten 
wouldn't understand. At least she could 
make her voice comforting. 

More than an hour went by. Then the 
door opened upstairs. Soon St. George 
was back and under his arm was a kitten 
that struggled futilely. St.  George threw 
the animal to the floor. 

· 

"Jamison is an impossible creature," 
St. George shrugged. "I  shall be well 
rid of him. Now, Pamela, the scroll. I 
must have that scroll." 

"Turn J im back. U ntis me. Let him 
get far away from here and then I'll tell 
you. Not until then." 

St. George frowned. Then he seemed 
to think of something important. He 
walked over to the table, l�y down on it 
and pushed home the switch. The X-ray 
machine glowed. The giant tube turned 
purple and cast its weird l ight over the 
room. 

On the floor, the kitten in whose form 
Dr. J amison's brain and spirit had been 
incorporated, sat on its hind legs to see 
better. Downing ambled over beside him. 

"Look at him, filling his brain with 
those rays," Jamison said. "That should . 
be me on the table. You spoiled that, 
Downing. I wish I were big enough to 
rip you into shreds." 

"Forget revenge, will you ?" Downing 
said. "St. George has created a new type 
of X-ray tube, hasn't h e ?  How does the 
thing work?" 

"It generates a form of power at  pres
ent unknown to science. This power is 
transmitted to St. George's brain and 
concentrated there. He  can release it  at 
will by merely making that gesture with 
his hand. The power stored up is so 
great that whoever is on the receiving 
end of it, turns into anything that St. 
George wills. I t's  a combination of mod
ern science and sorcery." 

"And St. George can store up only so 
much power ? "  Downing asked. "He 
has to be charged like a battery every 
now and then ? I suppose everything 
depends upon that new tube." 

"Everything. Why are you asking all 
those questions ? Do you think he'll let 
you g o ?  The man means to get rid of all 

three of us." 
"You're going to become a snake," 

Downing said softly. "That much he 
told me. Look at him-the machine is 
shut off now. Here come the fireworks." 

ST. GEORGE swung off the table and 
walked over to Pamela. 

"Changed your mind yet, my dear ? I 
think I shall be compelled to show you 
what will happen to Downing. It won't 
be nice." 

Pamela felt completely crushed. There 
was no use fighting this monster. He was 
indomitable. Perhaps Jim knew of some
thing. If she could have him brought 
back to his human form for just a few 
moments. 

"Rodney," she said, "I realize how 
helpless we are against you. Perhaps 
you should have the scroll. You who 
have accomplished so much. Let me see 
Jim again, in human form. Let me talk 
to him for a few moments. You surely 
can't deny me that. Then I shall tell 
you where the scroll now is." 

St. George gave her a fishy stare. "This 
has all the earmarks of a trick. How
ever, I warn you I can protect myself. 
Wait, while I bring Downing's human 
form in here." 

St. George struggled with Downing's 
heavy body, but managed to get it into 
the lab, to bend the l imbs and seat it in a 
chair similar to the one Pamela occupied. 
He applied stout ropes, smiled conten
tedly and called the kitten which was 
now Jim Downing's living form. He 
gestur 'd. The kitten vanished and 
Dov· .. g strained at the bonds that held  
him firmly to  the <:hair. 

Then he suddenly seemed to have rea
lized what happened and stopped strug
gling. 

"Thanks," he said. "That was decent 
of you, St. George. I did as you re
quested. I told Dr. Jamison you prom
ised to turn him into a snake. A black 
snake. He's frantic." 

"Oh,'' St. George turned quickly. The 
kitten backed away in alarm. St.  George 
gestured. The kitten vanished and a 
medium-sized serpent wriggled frantic
ally on the floor. St. George laughed. 
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"Now, Pamela, you must keep your 
promise. Where is the scrol l ? "' 

She gave Downing a hopeless look. 
"Tell him, Pam," Downing ordered. 

"He controls us like a puppet master 
runs his dolls. If we obey, we may be 
repaid somehow." 

"It is in the third f oor case from the 
door in the manuscrip t room at the Mu
seum," Pamela said reluctantly. 

St. George gave a happy cry, made the 
Tau cross sign and vanished. Neither 
Pamela nor Downing spoke while he 
was gone. The black snake continued 
wriggling angrily over the floor. Then 
St. George was back, and he held an an
cient scroll in his hands. His face was 
flushed with elation. 

Paying no attention to his prisoners, 
he sat down and opened the scroll. He 
read avidly and then his flushed face 
turned perfectly white with rage. Jump
ing up, he faced Pamela and Downing. 

"This is not the scroll and you know 
it. You sent me on a useless chase. I 
warn you my temper is reaching the boil
ing point. In one moment you will join 
Dr. Jamison. I am in no mood to-" 

"Hold it," Downing said. "We didn't 
trick you, but I know who did. Dr. 
Jamison talked to me while he was a 
kitten. I thought he'd gone crazy. Jam
ison was on the board of directors at 
that museum. He had access to the scroll 
and he switched it  for another. He has 
the scroll and-he has the secret of your 
power, St. George."  

"What do you mean ? That is impos
sible !"  

"No, it i sn't," Downing answered 
steadily. "While you were treating 
yourself to those rays, Jamison <:raw led 
beneath the machine and absorbed some 
of them, too. All  he wants is a chance to 
use his power on you, St. George. Listen 
-I'd rather you had those powers than 
he. The man i s  a maniac. Make him 
talk ! "  

"Yes, yes, of  course." St. George raised 
his hand, but Downing's shout stopped 
him. 

"Don't return him to human form ! The 
serpent will merely vanish, and Jamison 
will return to his body at my cabin. He'll 

have time to get set, and when you do 
find him, he may win. You've got to get 
down to him to make him talk !"  

St .  George almost sizzled with rage. 
He kicked at the black snake, cursed i t  
and then raised h is  hand to  make the 
sign of transformation. His body stiff
ened. On the floor a huge black serpent 
wriggled to..yard the smaller snake. 

JAM ISON'S voice hissed from the 
smaller serpent. "St. George, you 

idiot ! We're trapped-both of us ! Con
demned to live out our l ives as snakes. 
Oh, I should have known Downing meant 
to trick you !"  

"What do you mean ?'' the black snake 
asked, suddenly horribly frightened. 

"Stupid dolt. You must make the sign 
to convert yourself back into your hu
man form. It takes an arm or a paw to do 
it. You've nothing but scales. Motion
ing with the body itself won't work. St. 
George, you defeated yourself. You 
can't go back." 

The black snake went mad. It reared 
up, its red tongue flicking furiously. It 
writhed toward a chair, climbed onto it 
and reared up again until it was twined 
around the machine. It kept moving un
till its thick, glistening body was lashed 
about the great tube. The coils began to 
constrict, tightening convulsively. Glass 
cracked. There was an explosion. Flame 
shot out. Purple flame that turned into 
a crimson j et. Smoke filled the room, 
fire started lapping at the furniture. 

Downing braced himself. Mounting 
flames gushed toward h'im as he raised 
the chair from the floor and brought it 
down with all the strength he could mus
ter. A dozen trials shattered the legs 
and the back, precipitating him to the 
floor. He wrenched himself free, dived 
headlong into the fury of flame and 
smoke. 

There was l ittle left of the giant ser
pent. He saw the smaller snake in a 
corner, facing the fire that crept toward 
it. Downing found a knife. In a mo
ment, Pamela was free. 

They opened the door and the result
ant draft fanned the flames •into horrible 
fury. They shot out like giant tongues 
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at everything within reach. The two 
humans fled to the stairs. B efore they 
reached the first floor, the fire burst 
through. Curtains and rugs went up  
l ike  so much tinder. 

They raced to the front door, got it 
open somehow. Moments later, they 
stood well down the street. Pamela 
clung to Downing tightly, sobbing 
hysterically. They watched the evil 
house being consumed, before the fire 
department could get there. 

"That's the end of St. George, of Dr. 
Jamison-and the cats," Downing said 
slowly. "I would have rescued the cats 
but it  was impossible.  Perhaps they are 
better off." 

• 

"Jim," Pamela said. "That scroll. How 
did St. George make such a mistake ? It 
was the one he sent me to look for." 

"No, darling. I contacted the museum 
curator and told him an attempt would 
be made to steal the scroll. I warned him 
to substitute another for it.  The scroll 
still exists; but no one can learn its sec
ret. That died with the two serpents in 
there. St. George wrecked his machine 
so no one else could use it. He  played 
right into our hands. He and Jamison 
are dead - as snakes. What could be 
more fitting ?" 

Pamela shivered. 
"Take me home, J im. Please take me 

home." 

C O M I N G  N EXT I S S U E  

STRANGERS ON TH E H E IGHTS 
An Astounding Complete Novel 

By MANLY WADE WELLMAN 
• 

You're sure in l ine for shaving ioy 
When you use Thin Gillettes, my hoyi 

These hlades last long -four cost a dime-
You look well-groomed, save dough and time I 

fop quality 
at rock·botrom price 



He saw the canals as they were of old, aa the Chronicles described them 

E r  C A R L  J A C O E I  

Ex-cfer!. Kramer Flees Along the Grand Canal on Mars, Dodging 

Dea dly D a n g ers, in a Frantic R a ce for Fa m e  and We a lt h !  

T T H E  top of the stairs Kramer envelope, sand mask, and most predous 
stood still a l-ong moment, l isten- of  all, the map. The official Martian 
ing. The road behind him was Cartographic Folio 654, direct from its 

empty and desolate, stretching off into glass case in the FaGanda B ureau of 
the red-rimmed horizon like a crayon Standards. · The map still lay in its oil
streak on a piece of  cardboard. Up skin pouch, and the archaic printing 
above in the dry motionless air a l·one thrilled him as he stared down upon it. 
Kiloto wheeled and soared, searching for It was Monday morning, 1 1 : 1 4  Earth 
prey. There was no sign of pursuit. time ; he checked with his watch. In ex-

Mentally Kramer checked over his actly eleven days, assuming all went 
equipment : canteen, food concentrate well, he sh-ould be entering Canal 28 

78 
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Northwest and coming down the home
stretch. After that it would be easy. 
His forged p'assports would give him 
easy access to the Crater City port. The 
regular Earth Express would take off at 
high noon. Not even Blanchard would 
suspect him of escaping i n  this direction. 
Since Kramer had first conceived the 
plan a month ago, he had studied each 
detail, accounted for each contingency, 
and everything had worked l ike clock
work. 

He began to descend the steps, ab
sently counting them as he went down : 
fifty-six, fifty-seven, fifty-eight. Level 
One. Here the first sign, almost i lleg
ible from age, met his gaze : 

I T  IS A B S O LUTELY FORBI DDEN 
T O  ENTER THESE CANALS. 

BY O RDER O F  
ZARA 

It seemed strange seeing that name, 
Zara, there out of  a history book. The 
last Martian monarchy had passed on 
into the l imbo ages ago. And Kramer 
remembered that even during the last 
three-or was it  four ?-dynasties the 
canals had been cloesd. 

ONE twenty-eight, one twenty-nine. 
Third, fourth, fi£th level. Kramer 

drew up before a massive door, fashioned 
of arelium steel. A second sign stood 
out mockingly in the l ight of his torch : 

I T  I S  ABSOLU T ELY FORBID DEN . . .  

Without hesitation he re'ached into 
his pocket and drew forth a key. He re
moved the royal seal with the utmost 
care, inserted the key in the lock and 
twisted. The door swung open slowly 
of its own accord. 

Even then with virtual success j ust 
within his grasp, he did not forget him
self. He replaced the seal in such a way 
that the closed door would show no signs 
of passage. Then he broke i nto a low 
laugh. 

There ' i t  w'as-Canal Grand, the mas
ter artery that linked North Mars with 
South Mars, the s ingle avenue that 
crossed the Void, and offered a possible 

means of escape. No Earth men, no liv
ing Martian had ever penetrated the 
Void and returned. Planes, expeditions, 
rocket ships had taken off t ime and time 
again, only to disappear without trace. 
In their  wake superstition had flowered, 
rumor had multiplied, until today the 
Void stood, a chasm of isolation, effec
tually slicing the red planet into two 
parts. 

Kramer strode boldly forward, warm 
and comfortable in  his space suit and 
hextar helmet. For the first twenty 
yards alluvial drift impeded his pr·og
ress, and he swore to himself as he 
thought of his early schooling that had 
taught him there was no wind on Mars. 
Then he reached the hard-paced center 
of the canal, and the ground here was 
firm and level as a pavement. 

The frowning walls, towering sheer on 
e ither side, were as oppressive as a tun
nel at first. The geometric desolation 
fatigued the eye. But after he had gone 
a mile Kramer swung along rapidly, im
mune to these irritations. 

Queer how things worked out in one's 
l ife. A month ago he had been an or
dinary salvage ratio clerk at the Metro
politan Power Unit in FaGanda. His 
life had been routine, with only a few 
petty thieveries and unimportant swin
dlings to break the monotony. Then, 
quite by 'accident, he had hit upon the 
plan. 

The plan had as its nucleus the secret 
of the Void which had baffled mankind 
for so many years. In  3091 the historian, 
Stoia, had written : 

I am convinced that the great catastrophe 
which caused the complete dehydration of the 
canals and began the rapid decline of the early 
M artians under the monarchy is linked in 
some unexplainable way with that corridor 
which we know today as the Void. 

We know of a certainty that C anal Grand 
was unquestionably the only passage which 
crossed that corridor even in those early 
times, and we know by spectroscopic analysis 
that somewhere along that canal lies a deposit 
of retnite, now catalogued as Chemical X. 
Since Chemical X is the most desired thine 
by Earthmen today, there is no doubt in my 
mind but that eventually the lode will be 
tapped and the mysteries of the Void ex
plored. 

Stoia had written that, and he had 
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been conservative. In the entire Sys
tem, Kramer knew, there were but four
teen kilogr·ams of retnite known to ex
ist. That was reserved for the nine 
members of the Interplanetary Council 
and their elected successors. 

But retnite was in reality nothing 
more than a drug, a mental stimulant 
which, when taken correctly, could am
plify the thought processes of the brain 
a thousandfold. 

A RETNITER carried with ease, not 
only the herit'age of his ancestors 

but viewed the panorama of l ife intelli
gently. A retniter, in  other words, was 
a super i ntellect. 

Kramer wanted that elixir. He  wanted 
it because it would open the door f.or 
him to success. No more petty swin
dlings then, no more trickster schemes 
with constant fear of the police. He 
could tell Blanchard and the law to go 
to blazes. 

Inside his helmet he pre�>sed his chin 
ag·ainst a stud, and automatically a Mar
t ian cheroot dropped out of a rack and 
slipped between his lips. A tiny heat 
unit swung over to ignite i t, and the ex
haust valve behind his neck increased 
its pulsations to expel the smoke. He 
walked on . . .  

Kramer's introduction to the plan had 
come about in an odd way. In a small 
curio shop in FaGanda he had purchased 
an old vase, marked with a mixture of 
curious h ieroglyphics on one side and 
some doggerel Martian verse on the 
other. Now Kramer was no student of 
languages, but in order to quicken his 
wits he had frequently pored over early 
Martian. 

He was astounded to discover that the 
hieroglyphics and the verse keyed the 
two languages and offered the first trans
lati-on of the ancient parchments in the 
Bureau of Standards. 

The rest was a matter of detail. Kra
mer had managed to hide in the gallery 
at night. Alone, behind locked doors, 
he had selected one folio of the hundred 
and twenty-six in the glass cases. It 
was that one, he knew, which held the 
secret of the Void. 

There remained then but one thing to 
do. Hom Valla, the Martian philolo
gist, must be removed. Hom Valla had 
announced only recently that, after years 
of study, he was finally on the verge of 
deciphering early Martian and the fo
lios. 

Kramer had taken his time. He waited 
until H-om Valla was known to be leav
ing on a trip up-country. Then he had 
entered his apartment, fired one shot 
with ·a heat gun and f.ed the body into 
the city's refuse tubes. 

Blanchard ? Yes, Blanchard would 
probably couple the three details : the 
stolen folio, the death ofklom Valla, and 
Kramer's disappearanc;, But i t  would 
take time, and during that time Kramer 
would be increasing the d ist'ance be
tween himself and the law. 

He began to study the canal as he 
paced along. Straight as a knife blade, 
it stretched before him to the vanishing 
point. The walls were sheer, dug out of 
the red rock by a means that so far had 
baffled archaeologists. Three-quarters of 
the way up he could see a series of darker 
serrated l ines, and he knew these were 
the ancient water marks. 

How many hundreds -of explor·ers had 
started this way, hoping to penetrate the 
secret of the Void, only to disappear 
completely. And what was the Void ? 
I f  i t  held retnite at its core, what power 
did it wield to entrap all trespassers ? 

The stolen folio in this respect had 
been -oddly disappointing. It had 
charted the loc'ation of the lode, in such 
a way that only a person able to decipher 
ancient Martian could read it. It had 
mapped a route through the labyrinth of 
canals, but it had made no mention of 
the mystery that lay ahead. 

At noon, by his Earth watch, Kramer 
halted for a rest. After a half hour he 
set off again, walking at that same me
chanical pace that ate up the miles. 

The red ditch faded out of his 
thoughts now. He saw the canals as 
they were of old, as the Chronicles had 
described them. Luxurious waterways 
clogged with commercial sl::!ipping, with 
tapestried gondolas and canopied barges. 
He saw the g igantic loch and the way 
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st-ations where swashbuckling p ilots 
drank genith and watched South Martian 
girls writhe and sway to the rhythm of 
the U catel drums. 

T WAS at that moment that preceded 
the sudden advance of night that 

Kramer found himself rudely torn back 
to reality. He had kept his visa set 
turned on, and now a low magnetic hum 
told him that its finder was in oper
ation. The vision plate above his eyes 
began to glow with a dull l ight. 

Abruptly a violent shock swept 
through him ! 

In  the p late he saw a section of red 
wall and the huge studded entrance door 
through which he had recently passed. 
As he watched, that door opened, and a 
man appeared clad in a space suit. 
Through the crystal helmet his features 
revealed themselves clearly. It was 
Blanchard ! 

The I .P.  man was on his hands and 
knees, examining the sand on the floor 
of  the canal. Presently he straight
ened and began to stride forward rapid
ly. 

Kramer swore. Only a few hours had 
elapsed since he had dispatched Hom 
Valla. How could B lanchard possibly 
have picked up the trail so quickly ? 
In some way he, Kramer, must have 
erred, must have left a clue. 

For a moment panic swept over the 
former salvage ratio clerk. Then quickly 
he was in control of himself again. He 
lay down on the sand, swallowed a few 
food concentrate pellets and in a moment 
was asleep. 

Awakening before dawn, he pushed 
on again in the darkness. But with the 
coming of the sun the first of the three 
quanthrows swooped down to attack 
him. 

The quanthrows were far south for 
this time of year, but their ferocity was 
no less great. Strangely resembling 
sword fish, but with octagon-shaped 
heads and curious square wingspreads, 
they wheeled out of the saffron sky with 
rasping squawks that vibrated the ear
phones in Kramer's helmet. 

He killed the first with a single shot, 

managed to wound fatally the second 
with a double charge from his heat pis
tol. The third, a colossus of avian 
strength shot toward him, its steel-like 
proboscis thrust straight for his throat. 

Kramer escaped the murderous attack 
by inches. Even so, before he could 
whip out his knife and jam it upward, 
the "sword" penetrated his suit and bit 
deep in his shoulder. 

Breathing hard, he stood there look
ing down at the three l ifeless bodies. 
And then, with that sudden clarity which 
physical action always brought him, Kra
thought of something. 

If  there were three quanthrows, there 
must be ninety-seven more close by. I t  
was one  of the peculiarities of this 
creature to travel always in flocks of a 
hundred. Also-and here in spite of the 
pain in his shoulder, Kramer permitted 
himself to indulge in a broad smile, the 
one thing which would attract a quan
throw was salt. 

In an instant he was ripping open 
his haversack, pouring the white crystals 
on the three dead bodies. 

With their strange clannishness, the 
quanthrows would miss these members 
of their flock shortly and would return 
to investigate their absence. When they 
found the salt they would l inger there 
for hours. And B lanchard . . . ! 

"That damned sneak will find out he 
bit off more than he can chew this time," 
Kramer muttered. He walked on again 
with new vigor. 

The sword cut in  his suit was easily 
repaired. Duoresilient tape fixed that. 
To his dismay, however, Kramer found 
that the attack by the quanthrows had 
damaged the del icate wiring of his visa 
set. Several times he switched it on, 
expecting to see the oncoming Blanch
ard. B ut the vision plate remained 
blurred. 

At nightfall of the second day he 
reached the first way station. Stumbling 
in the doorless cubicle, Kramer threw 
himself prone on the debris-covered 
floor, panting with exhaustion. 

Here at least he could rest a while, free 
from the incredible dangers of this 
world. 
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THE cubicle ages ago had housed the 
air filtration apparatus and heat con

trol units of the way station. This 
machinery had weathered to a pile of 
oxidized metal. B ut in a hermetically 
sealed cabinet mounted on one wall Kra
mer found a spanner glass still in  usable 
operation. 

He  pursed his l ips in satisfaction, 
quickly transferred the battery connec
tions of his suit to the device and 
tripped over the vernier. 

For a long moment the cracked screen 
showed a blank surface. Then, with an 
oath, Kramer drove his clenched fist into 
the panel, shattering pintax tubes in a 
shower of fragments. 

He had seen enough. Clearly outlined 
in the screen the figure of  Blanchard 
could be seen, plodding doggedly 
through the sand. 

Kramer dropped into a ruined settee 
and chinned the stud feeding a l ighted 
cheroot to his lips. He  inhaled the rank 
smoke savagely. 

"The dirty, miserable hound. How in 
the name of  al l  eternal did he get  by 
those quanthrows ? "  

He spat the c igarette out the exhaust 
valve trap. "Okay, wise guy. You asked 
for it. Now you're goin' to get it ." 

He  stood up and began a careful sur
vey of the cubicle's interior. Nothing 
at all which might serve to entrap the 
oncoming I .P. man. Kramer went out
side and began to pace along the short 
narrow street. 

On the right was the matrilated dome 
where canaleers passed the night so long 
ago. On the left stood the remnants 
of the harthode tower where first, sec
ond and third Monarchy Martian dis
patchers had poured over their charts 
and lock controls, guiding the network 
of traffic i n  and out of Canal Grand. 

The last structure was still in fairly 
good preservation. It was a canalserai, 
and Kramer's heart leaped as his gaze 
took it in. Even p ilots in  those days 
had not lacked for entertainment. This 
was their pleasure palace where gam
bling and dancing had taken place. 

The door to this building had long 
s ince vanished and five feet over the 

threshold was a small mound of drifted 
sand. Inside, however, Kramer found 
the rarified air had kept things in fairly 
good trim. 

' 

The long demdem bar still  stood be
fore one wall. Farther on he saw the 
l ittle alcoves where incoming polits had 
drowsed under the effect of the forbid
den electro-hypnotic machines. 

The dismantled parts of one of these 
machines st,i l l  stood in a corner, and he 
paused to examine it. Self applied hyp
nosis was one of the accomplishments 
of the early Martians. This device was 
simple. It consisted of two prism
shaped pieces of translucent metal, 
mounted on brackets in  front of a many
side panel of refracto-glass. S eated be
fore the instrument, under a pow&rful 
ato-light, the imbiber found his gaze 
d rawn toward a s ingle perspective, 
where the reflection of his own eyes 
was transmitted back to him. 

Abruptly Kramer seized the instru
ment and carried it  to the doorway of 
the room, scooped the drifted sand into 
a higher mound, and placed the machine 
upon i t. 

Directly above a stone girder hung 
precariously, balanced by the jammed 
key stone in the archway. Kramer dug 
toe holes in  the crumbling masonry, 
mounted to that key stone and loosened 
it with his knife blade. An instant later 
only a few chips of stone kept the mas
sive girder from plunging downward. 

Back on the floor level again, he 
whipped out his electric stylus and wrote 
the following words across the refracto
glass panel : 

Blanchard : I know you're after me but our 
trails part here. If  you want to kno� which 
canal I've taken, the secret lies in the glass. 

HE S IGNED his name and smiled 
quietly. I t  was a rather compli

cated trap, but i f  he knew the I .P.  man, 
it was a good one. B lanchard would 
enter here, searching for clues. He 
would see the hypnosis machine, and 
he would read the message. 

From the moment he looked into the 
refracto gla�s, the machine would begin 
its spell. Blanchard would be lulled into 
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a quick, deep sleep, and as he slumped 
backward against the wall,  the dislodged 
girder above would complete the story. 

F ive minor canals angled off Canal 
Grand at this way station. But Kramer's 
original plan of taking one of these to 
throw his p ursuer off the track was gone 
now. Sure of himself, he continued al
most light-heartedly down Canal Grand. 

A s  he went on, he work ed at the 
wiring of his visa set. Once he got it 
in partial operation, but then it blurred 
again, and refused to respond to the 
controls. The pain in his shoulder was 
a dull throb now ; his whole arm felt 
numb and feverish, and there was a 
growing lump in the gland under his 
armpit. 

By noon he was aware of a subtle 
c hange in the scene about him. The 
canal's wal ls seemed to draw closer to
gether and become deeper. The sides 
of the great ditch took on a deeper 
brownish red hue that caught the glare 
of the sun and refracted it  back i nto 
his eyeballs. 

Abruptly Kramer halted, staring with 
wide-open eyes. A quarter mile ahead 
a large black mound barred his path. 

Rocks ! As he drew nearer he could 
see the outlines of gargantuan boul ders 
piled high in a grotesque cairn. But 
how had they come here ? They had not 
rolled down from the top of the canal, 
for no whim of nature could have con
structed such a regular formation. 

Kramer approached with caution. 
Twenty yards away he stopped again, 
and a wave of fear s�pt over him. 
There was something curiously l ife-like 
about those stones. He received the im
pression they were watching him with 
unseen eyes. 

Then suppressing the scream which 
arose in his throat, he turned and ran. 
S imultaneously he looked over his shoul
der, and an incredible sight met his eyes. 

The "stones" had left their mound 
and were now deploying over the hard
packed ground and slowly, but unmis
takably, pursuing him. 

Not until that moment did Kramer 
realize what he had blundered into. They 
were the horrors of the canals-the 

kanal-bras, Mars' link between organic 
and inorganic l i fe. 

At first he outdistanced them easily. 
Then, as they increased their locomo
tion, he seemed to be running on a 
treadmill with painted scenery unrolling 
on either si de. The kanal-bras carne on 
with no apparent effort, gliding across 
the surface of the sand as if they 
wei ghed nothing at all. Looking back, 
Kramer thought he could see cavernous 
mouths and multiple eyes. 

He understood their p urpose. They 
were inorganic, yes, but they were also 
omnivorous. That is, feeding on organic 
matter, they permitted that matter to 
adhere to their surfaces and slowly pet
rify like a coal deposit. 

They were close upon him now. Kra
mer's breath was searing his lungs, and 
he could hear the exhaust valve in the 
back of his helmet rattle open and shut 
like a shuttlecock. 

And then once again his reading back
ground came to the aid of the former 
salvage ratio clerk. Somewhere he re
membered that a kanal-bra reacted to 
sub-sonic vibrations. They alone could 
p enetrate their metal-stone bodies. 

He had no vibrator, but he did have 
his heat pistol. Frantically he clawed 
the weapon out of its hol ster and twisted 
the control stud to its farthest marking. 
From a heat ray to an infra-red ray to a 
sub-sonic ray was but a step. He turned 
and fired. 

E
VEN then he was not prepared for 

the results. As the single blast 
pulsed out of the barrel, the kanal-bras 
l ost their forward momentum and halted. 
Like a slow motion camera turned back
ward, they slowly retreated across the 
sand. Reaching their former position, 
they mounted one upon the other, until 
they formed the i dentical mound Kra
mer had seen before. 

H e  stood still a long moment, staring 
in amazement. Then bol dly he tried an 
experiment. The heat pistol was of the 
latest Gan-Larkington type, and the tiny 
rheostat was capable of controlling vi
brations almost th� entire breadth of the 
vibratory scale. S uper-sonic charges, 
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though rare with most weapons, were 
included in the Gan-Larkington. 

If a sub-sonic charge would thus stul
tify the kanal-bras would not a super
sonic or ultra-sonic wave tend to release 
them ? 

Kramer tried it. He adj usted the 
weapon, fired a shot and saw the stony 
creatures immediately erupt into l ife. A 
sub-sonic  blast sent them returning in 
that curious retrogressive action to their 
former position. 

He smoked a cigarette over the dis
covery. A quarter of an hour later he 
had set his third trap. B eyond a doubt 
there wasn't the sl ightest need for it. 
But with the stakes he had, there was 
no use taking chances. 

He buried the heat gun in the sand, 
leaving only the barrel and the trigger 
exposed. He stretched a cord tightly 
for twenty yards across the canal floor, 
connecting one end to the trigger. The 
barrel he aimed directly at the motion
less kanal-bras. 

"Now," he muttered, "if that snoopy 
Blanchard does get by the way station, 
he'll get a surprise. All you need, these 
days, is  brains." 

With a quick step he skirted the l iv
ing rock cairn and headed down the 
canal. 

Within a quarter mile he found it 
necessary to consult the stolen map. And 
a mile farther on found him clutching 
the folio in one hand, gazing at i t  con
stantly as he walked. 

At intervals of every few hundred 
yards other tributary canals branched off 
the main stem. Some of these were 
equally as large and impressive as Canal 
Grand, and shortly it dawned upon Kra
mer that he might be-probably was
lost. 

The map was clearly enough marked, 
but apparently new waterways had been 
dug since those ancient cartographers 
had penned the manuscript. Kramer 
swore but did not slow his pace. He still 
had his magna compass. He might wan
der off the main artery, but sooner or 
later he should be able to p lace his posi
t ion and swing back into it. 

Faded hieroglyphics began to make 

their appearance now, stenciled deeply 
in colossal letters above the water marks 
on the canal's sides. Some of them were 
undecipherable. Others, Kramer tried 
to ease his growing tension, by translat
mg. 

"Praise to Zara," one of them read. An
other : "Calthedra five hundred legaros." 
There was one in larger mar�ing that 
caused Kramer to knit his brows in puz
zlement. Translated freely, i t  read : "Be
ware of the Echo." 

He forgot the hieroglyphics abruptly 
when he tripped over a heavier mound of 
sand and fell sprawling. The sudden 
shock did something to his visa set. I t  
crackled, hummed, began operation, then 
went dead again. 

But that momentary glimpse in the 
vision plate was enough. Kramer had 
seen Blanchard plodding forward relent
lessly through the drifted sand. He had 
safely passed both traps. 

Was there no stopping the man ? 
"Blast his rotten soul ! "  Kramer 

lurched to his feet and began to walk 
at a faster pace, though the pain in his 
shoulder had increased a hundredfold. 

HE NOTICED now that the red 
banks of the canal had given way 

to a kind of 1 ustreless, metall ic  wall. 
Slate gray in color, they towered even 
higher than before, and they seemed to 
converge at the top like a tunnel. S i
multaneously he felt a cloud of mental 
uneasiness sweep over him, accompanied 
by an overpowering desire to break the 
brooding oppressive silence. 

Twenty yards forward, and that de
sire had become maddening. The utter 
quiet pressed against his ears. It seemed 
he would scream if he could not make 
some sound. Against his will he found 
his steps drawn toward the nearer wall .  
And here, l ike a crazed man, he seized 
a heavy rock fragment and began dash
ing it again and again against the me
tall ic  bank. 

He could feel the snapping recoil as 
the blow traveled up his arm. The hum 
in his headset told him there was noth
ing wrong with his audiphone. 

But the blows produced no sound. 
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It was as if  he had struck a mallet into 
a pile of cotton. And then he went rigid. 
O ut of the corner of his eye he had seen 
something leap up from the rock frag
ment even as he hit it and race outward 
across the canal with incredible speed. 
A shadow, it  seemed to be, and yet a 
shadow that possessed a certain minia
ture form with moving ghost legs and 
arms and a tiny button knob that might 
have been a head. 

Again he struck the rock and again a 
shadow leaped up and sped away. An 
instant later Kramer threw himself Hat 
upon the sand, grovel ing in agony. The 
shadows, a dozen of them, had formed a 
phalanx at the opposite wall of the ca
nal, an elliptic cordon, and had raced 
back upon him. 

As they came, they carried the de
layed sounds of Kramer's blows upon 
the stone. 

Delayed, but multiplied and amplified 
a thousand t imes. The concentrated roar 
was agonizing. Vainly he thumbed the 
switch, disconnecting the headset. B ut 
the vibration pulsed relentlessly through 
the space suit and hextar helmet. He  
thought he felt the  shadow bodies leap
ing upon him, striking his skull with 
tiny invisible hammers. 

Were they sound shadows, some mix
ture of light and sound waves possessing 
the ability to travel through space and 
time, a mutant echo that had the domi
nant characteristics of l iving matter ?  

O r  was the whole thing a vagary of 
his brain, the result of a mounting fever 
from his infected arm ? He did not know. 

Kramer sat there a long time, mulling 
over the situation, as the vibration finally 
ceilsed. He wondered if there were any 
possibility of using the phenomena as a 
trap. A last and final trap that would 
forestall B lanchard for once and for 
all. 

But he had no time for further 
thought. His gaze had turned idly to 
that length of canal down which he had 
just passed. And far off, almost at the 
limit of his vision, he saw something 
which made his mouth suddenly fal l 
slack. 

A m&n was toiling through the sand, 

slowly advancing toward him. Blan
chard ! 

Leaping to his feet, he raced away, 
fleeing madly at top speed, to the limit 
of his powers. Nor, thereafter, did he 
relax for an instant his frenzied efforts 
to escape. 

Six days later Kramer entered the last 
lap of his trek. He knew it was the last 
lap because the way station at the con
fluence of the two mighty canals was 
clearly marked and described on the 
map. Any moment now he should be 
sighting the cavern mouth that led to 
the retnite deposit. 

After that his worries would be over. 
He would extract a quantity of the de
posit-the folio gave a detailed account 
of the method to obtain and purify it. 
He would swing into Canal 28 North
west and manage somehow to reach 
Crater City. Blanchard was close on his 
heels, yes. B ut in some way he would 
take care of Blanchard. 

GIVE him a year then-six months, 
and success would be his. The 

mental doors that would be Hung open 
to him would eliminate all necessity of 
subsistence worry, and the law would 
be a trivial thing which he could dis
pense with as a cat does a mouse. 

Remained only one item unanswered 
-the Void. Since he had entered Canal 
Grand, Kramer had tried to put that 
mystery out of his thoughts. It had per
sisted, however, and now that he was 
nearing his goal, he thought about it 
more and more. 

It lay ahead somewhere, a gulf which 
he must cross. Not until he had reached 
it would he know the answer. 

He began to study the canal sides 
now with care. T he hieroglyphics had 
long since disappeared, and there was I 
utterly no sign of life. 

All that long Martian day he walked 
steadily onward. His throat was dry ; 
his arm and shoulder felt strange and 
numb l ike alien parts of his body ; at 
intervals reddish spots danced before his 
eyes. 

At three o'clock by his Earth watch 
Kramer was startled to see the left canal 
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wall swing outward on a tangent, form
ing a vast ellipse before him. S imul
taneously the sand floor began to de
scend, deeper and deeper, until he could 
no longer discern the tops of the banks. 

An hour later a cry of amazement es- · 
caped his l ips. 

Scattered across the canal floor a quar
ter mile ahead was an array of incredible 
objects. He saw modern rocket ships ; 
he saw thirtieth century stepto planes 
with their curious elongated wing ex
haust jets. All of them lay there in the 
oppressive silence, conning doors open 
as if  their crews had left only a moment 
before and would shortly return. 

B ut as he passed them at closer range, 
he saw, too, that they had been there a 
long time. The bulls w�re half buried 
in the sand. The glassite ports were 
yel lowish and opaque with the peculiar 
dull hue brought about by long exposure 
to the M artaian atmosphere. 

There were some twenty ships of types 
and manufacture he recognized. One of 
them was the ill-fated Goliath, whose 
disappearance, he vaguely remembered, 
had caused a furore when he was a child. 
Older vessels loomed as he walked on, 
some of them antedating the ancient 
models he had seen in his history books. 

Kramer did not have to be told that 
this was the end of the trail for these 
ships. They too had come this far, hop
ing to probe the Void. B ut what had be
come of their crews ? Why had they not 
returned?  

He passed the last vessel at length and 
reached a point where the view before 
him was unrestricted. Here he halted, 
oppressed by an inner sense of unease. 
He drew out the oil skin pouch and be
gan a close survey of the folio. 

Almost at once a cry of triumph came 
to his l ips. It seemed queer he had not 
noticed it before, but this widening point 
of the canal was marked on the map. 
More than that, the map also showed the 
retnite deposit to lay in the center of the 
huge bowl. 

Two trails leading to the lode were 
shown. One of them a narrow, round
about route was marked with a dotted 
line. The other trail, larger, shorter 

bore two words in early Martian at its 
entrance. A-krey menarga, i t  read. 

Kramer stood up and walked a hun
dred yards east. He saw no trail. N oth
ing but trackless sand. And then ab
ruptly, as he turned his eyes slightly up
ward, he did see it. 

Extending before him was a narrow 
corridor where the sand floor somehow 
seemed tilted at a different angle and 
where the atmosphere bore a curious 
glazed effect, as if  he were looking 
through a double thickness of glass. 
Also, he thought he saw a row of black 
spots, like a dotted l ine, stretching into 
space before him. 

BUT even at that moment with suc
cess at his finger tips, Kramer did 

not forget himself-or Blanchard. Two 
trails were marked on the map, this one 
and another farther on. He threw the 
map to the sand, grinding it under his  
heel to give the impression i t  had been 
dropped there accidentally. 

Then he continued walking east. And 
shortly afterward his efforts were re
warded. The second trail was larger, 
more inviting. A stone floor stretched 
out before him across the sand. B ut 
here, too, he received the impression he 
was looking at i t  through imperfect 
plates of glass. 

Without hesitation Kramer swrmg 
into it .  Almost at once he had a feel
ing of exhilaration, of mental buoyancy. 
Mingled with it  was a feeling that the 
way behind him was closing up. 

The stone floorway led up. And that 
was odd. For Kramer could have sworn 
that the sand bowl was flat as a vast die. 
As he went on, however, he thought less 
about his surroundings and more about 
the stolen folio. 

A-krey menarga ? What did those 
words mean ? Menar he knew, was an 
early Martian prefix, meaning bent or 
twisted. And the only logical defini
tion of krey was space. 

Kramer stopped while an i cy chill 
crawled up his spine. Into the space 
warp ! . . .  Of course, that was what the 
secret of the Void was. A space warp 
would account for everything : the eter-
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nal division of N orth and South Mars, 
the disappearance of the various expe
d itions, the dehydration of the canals. 
It meant that another world-another 
dimensi on-was impinged at this point 
and whoever blundered into it woul d be 
lost forever ! 

Quite slowly Kramer began to walk 
again. 

He for�ed his eyes ahead where 
the usu·al perspe ctive was suppl anted by 
a j umble of angles, tilted ell ipses and 
quadrants. B ut at l ength he could stand 
it no l onger, and he turned. 

Nothing ! There was nothing behind 
him at all. O nly the way ahead, stretch
ing like a forsaken causeway into meas
ureless distances. 
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��� A M  too modest !" 
snapped the great 

H a s  k e t van M ander
pootz, pacing irritably 
about the limited area of 
his private laboratory, 
glaring at me the while. 
"That is the trouble. I 
undervalue m y  o w n  
achievements, and there
by permit petty imitators 
like Corveille to influ
ence the committee and 
win the M orell prize." 

"But," I said soothing
ly, "you've won the M orell physics award 
half a dozen times, Professor. They can't 
very well give it to you every year." 

"Why not, since it is plain that I deserve 
it ?"  bristled the professor. "Understand, 
D ixon, that I do not regret my modesty, even 
though it permits conceited fools like Cor
veille, who have infinitely less reason than I 
for conceit, to win awards that mean nothing 
save prizes for successful bragging. B ah !  To 
grant an award for research along such ob
vious lines that I neglected to mention them, 
thinking that even a Morell judge would ap
preciate their obviousness ! Research on the 
psychon, eh ! Who discovered the psychon ? 
Who but van M anderpootz ? "  

"Wasn't that what you got last year's award 
for ? "  I asked consolingly. "And after all, 
isn't this modesty, this lack of jealousy on 
your part, a symbol of greatness of char
acter ? "  

'.'True-true !" said the great van M ander
pootz, mollified. "Had such an affront been 
committed against a lesser man than myself, 
he would doubtless have entered a bitter 
complaint against the judges. But not I .  Any
way, I know from experience that it wouldn't 
do any good. And besides, despite his great
ness, van M anderpootz is as modest and 
shrinking as a violet." At this point he 
paused, and his broad red face tried to look 
violet-like. 

I suppressed a smile. I knew the eccentric 
genius of old, from the days when I had been 
D ixon Wells, undergraduate student of en
gineering, and had taken a course in Newer 
Physics-that is, in Relativity-under the 
famous professor. For some unguessable rea
son, he had taken a fancy to me, and as a 
result I had been involved in several of his 
experiments since graduation. 

THERE was the affair of the subjuncti-
visor, for instance, and also that of the 

idealizator. In the first of these episodes I 
had suffered the indignity of falling in love 
with a girl two weeks after she was apparent
ly dead, and in the second, the equal or 
greater indignity of falling in love with a 

girl who didn't exist, never had existed, and 
never would exist-in other words, with an 
ideal. 

Perhaps I'm a little susceptible to feminine 
charms, or rather, perhaps I used to be. For 
since the disaster of the idealizator, I had 
sworn grimly to relegate such follies to the 
past, much to the disgust of various 'vision 
entertainers, singers, dancers, and the like. 

So of late I had been spending my · days 
seriously, trying wholeheartedly to get to the 
office on time just once, so that I could refer 
to it next time my father accused me of never 
getting anywhere on time. I hadn't succeeded 
yet, but fortunately the N. ]. Wells Corpora
tion was wealthy enough to survive even 
without the full-time services of D ixon 
W ells. Or should I say even with them? 

Anyway, I 'm sure my father preferred to 
have me late in the morning after an evening 
with van M anderpootz than after one with 
"Tips" Alva or "Whimsy" White, or one of 
the numerous others of the ladies of the 'vi
sion screen. Even in the late twenty-first 
century, he retained a lot of old-fashioned 
ideas. 

Van Manderpootz had ceased to remem
ber that he was as modest and shrinking as a 
violet. 

"It has just occurred to me," he announced 

EDITOR'S NOTE 

M OST science-fic-
t i o n  fa n s  w i l l  

agree that van Man
derpootz is the great
est scientist that ever 
lived, that is living, 
and that ever could 
live. I f  you are ac

quainted with Stanley G. Weinbaum's famous 
stories, "The Worlds of If" and "The Ideal" 
you are familiar with van Manderpootz's unique 
forms of experimentation. 

We find him here a gain with a nother brain
storm, the "attitudinizor," and what it does 
and how it works will astound you. O nly van 
Manderpootz could have thought up such a 
thing! 

Because this story, "The Point of View," by 
the late Stanley G. Weinbaum,  has stood the 
test of time, it has been nominated for 
SCIENTIFICTION'S HALL OF FAME a nd is 
reprinted here. 

Nominate your  own favorites! Send your 
vote to The Editor, STARTLING STORIES, 
I 0 East 40th St., New York 1 6, N .  Y. 

Copyright 1936, b)• Coutiuental Publications, Inc. 
88 



$T A�LEY G. WEI�I3AU� 

I wa11 c:empletely dazed and llewildered 

impressively, "that years have character sighed. "Yes, a very intelHgent year I What 
much as humans have. This year, Two Thou- do you think ?" 
sand Fifteen, will be remembered in history "It  depends on how you look at it ." I re
as a stupid year,  in which the Morell  prize sponded glumly. "I didn't enjoy it so much, 
was given to a nincompoop. Last year, on what with Joanna Caldwell and D enise 
the other hand, was an intelligent year, a d'Agrion, and your infernal experiments. It's 
j ewel in the crown of civilization. N ot only all in the point of view." 
was the M orell prize given to van Mander- The professor snorted. "Infernal experi
pootz, but I announced my discrete field ments, eh ! Point of view ! Of course it's all 
theory in that year, and the University un- in the point of view. Even E instein's simple 
veiled O:ogli's statue of me as well." He little synthesis was enough to prove that. If 
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the whole world could adopt a n  intelligent 
and admirabl-e point of view-that of van 
M anderpootz, for instance--all trouble1> 
would be over. If it were possible-" H e  
paused, and an expression o f  amazed wonder 
spread over his ruddy face. 

"What's the matter ?" I asked. 
"Matter ? I am astonished ! The astound

ing depths of genius awe me. I am over
whelmed with admiration at the incalculable 
mysteries of a great mind." 

"I don't get the drift." 
"Dixon," he said impressively, "you have 

been privileged to look upon an example of 
the workings of genius. More than that, you 
have planted the seed from which perhaps 
shall grow the towering tree of thought. In
credible as it seems, you, Dixon Wells, have 
given van M anderpootz an idea ! It is thus 
that genius seizes upon the small, the unim
portant, the negligible, and turns it to its own 
grand purposes. I stand awe-struck !" 

" But what-" 
"Wait," said van M ariderpootz, still in rapt 

admiration of the majesty of his own mind. 
"When the tree bears fruit, you shall see it. 
Until then, be satisfied that you have played 
a part in its planting." 

IT WAS perhaps a month before I saw van 
M anderpootz again, but one bright spring 

evening his broad, rubicund face looked out 
of the phone-screen at me. 

"It's ready," he announced impressively. 
"What is?"  
The  professor looked pained at the thought 

that I could have forgotten. 
"The tree has borne fruit," he explained. 

"If you wish to drop over to my quarters, 
we'll proceed to the laboratory and try it 
out. I do not set a time, so that i t  will be 
utterly impossible for you to be late." 

I ignored that last dig, but had a time been 
set, I would doubtless have been even later 
than usual, for it was with some misgivings 
that I induced myself to go at all. I still re
membered the unpleasantness of my last two 
experiences with the inventions of van M an
derpootz. 

However, at last we were seated in the 
small laboratory, while out in the larger one 
the professor's technical assistant, Carter, 
puttered over some device. In the far corner 
his secretary, the plain and unattractive M iss 
Fitch, transcribed lecture notes, for van 
Manderpootz abhorred the thought that his 
golden utterances might be lost to posterity. 
On the table between the professor and my
self lay a curious device, something that 
looked like a cross between a pair of nose
glasses and a miner's lamp. 

"There it is," said van Manderpootz 
proudly. "There lies my attitudinizor, which 
may well become an epoch-making device." 

"How ? What does it do?"  
"I will explain. The  germ of  the idea  traces 

back to that remark of yours about every
thing depending on the point of view. A 
very obvious statement, of course, but genius 
seizes are the obvious and draws from it the 
obscure. Thus the thoughts of even the 
simplest mind can suggest to the man of 
genius his sublime conceptions, as is evident 

from the fact that I got this idea from you." 
"What idea ?" 
"Be patient. There \s  much you must un

derstand first. You must realize just how 
true is the statement that everything depends 
on the point of view. Einstein proved that 
motion, space, and time depend on the par
ticular point of view of the observer, or as he 
expressed it, on the scale of reference used. 
I go farther than that, infinitely farther. I 
propound the theory that the observer is 
the point of view. I go even b eyond that. I 
maintain that the world itself is merely the 
point of view !" 

"Huh ?" 
"Look here," proceeded van M anderpootz. 

"It is obvious the world I see is entirely dif
ferent from the one in which you live. It is 
equally obvious that a strictly religious man 
occupies a different world than that of a ma
terialist. The fortunate man lives in a happy 
worl d ;  the unfortunate man sees a world of 
misery. O ne man is happy with little, an
other is miserable with much. Each sees the 
world from his own point of view, which is 
the same as saying that each lives in his own 
world. Therefore there are as many worlds 
as there are points of view." 

"But," I objected, "that theory is to dis
regard reality. Out of all the different points 
of view, there must be one that is right, and 
all the rest are wrong." 

"One would think so," agreed the professor. 
"One would think that between the point of 
view of you, for instance, as contrasted with 
that of, say van M anderpootz, there would be 
small doubt as to which was correct. How
ever, early in the Twentieth Century, H eisen
ber enunciated his Principle of Uncertainty, 
which proved beyond argument that a com
pletely accurate scientific picture of the world 
is quite impossible, that the law of cause and 
effect is merely a phase of the law of chance, 
that no infallible predictions can ever be 
made, and that what science used to call na
tural laws are really only descriptions of the 
way in which the human mind perceives na
ture. In other words, the character of the 
world depends entirely on the mind observ
ing it, or, to return to my earlier statement, 
the point of view." • 

"But no one can ever really understand an
other person's point of view," I said. "It  isn't 
fair to undermine the whole basis of science 
because you can't be sure that the color we 
both call red wouldn't look green to you if 
you could see i t  through my eyes." 

"Ah !" said van Manderpootz triumphantly. 
"So we come now to my attitudinizor. Sup
pose that it were possible for me to see 
through your eyes, or you through mine. Do 
you see what a boon such an ability would 
be to humanity ? Not only from the stand
point of science, but also because it would 
obviate all troubles due to misunderstand
ings. And even !?ore." Shaking his finger, 
the professor rectted oracularly, " ' O h, wad 
some pow'r the giftie gie us to see oursel's 
as ithers see us.' Van manderpootz is that 
power, D ixon. Through my attitudinizor, one 
may at last adopt the viewpoint of another. 
The poet's plaint of more than two cen
turies ago is answered at last.'' 
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PUZZLEMENT came to me. 
"Now how the devil  do you see through 

somebody else's eyes ?" 
"Very simply. You will  recall the idealiza

tor. Now it is obvious that when I peered 
over your shoulder and perceived in the mir
ror your conception of the ideal woman, I 
was, to a certain extent, adopting your point 
of view. In that case the psychons given off 
by your mind were converted into quanta of 
visible light, which could be seen. In the case 
of my attitudinizor, the process is exactly 
reversed. One flashes the beam of this light 
on the subject whose point of view is desired ; 
the visible light is reflected back with a cer
tain accompaniment of psychons, which are 
here intensified to a degree which will permit 
them to be, so to speak, appreciated." 

"Psychons ?" 
"Have you already forgotten my discovery 

of the unit particle of thought?  Must I ex
plain again how the cosmons, chronons, spa
tions, psychons, and all other particles are 
interchangeable ? And that," he continued 
abstractedly, "leads to certain interesting 
speculations. Suppose I were to convert, say 
a ton of material protons and electrons into 
spations-that is, convert matter into space. 
I calculate that a ton of matter will pro
duce approximately a cubic mile of space. 
Now the question is, where would we put it, 
since all the space we have is already oc
cupied by spac e ?  Or if I manufactured an 
hour or two of time ? I t  is obvious that we 
have no time to fit in an extra couple of 
hours, since all our time is already accounted 
for. Doubtless it will take a certain amount 
of thought for even van M anderpootz to 
solve these problems, but at the moment I 
am curious to watch the workings of the at
titudinizor. Suppose you put it on, D ixon." , 

"I ? Haven't you tried it out yet ?"  
"Of course not. In the first place, what 

has van M anderpootz to gain by studying the 
viewpoints of other people ? The object of 
the device is to permit people to study nobler 
viewpoints than their own. And in the second 
place, I have asked myself whether it is fair 
to the world for van Manderpootz to be the 
first to try out a new and possibly untrust
worthy device, and I reply, 'No ! ' " 

"But I should try it out, eh?  Well, every 
time I try out any of your inventions I find 
myself in some kind of trouble. I 'd be a fool 
to go around looking for more difficulty, 
wouldn't I ? " 

"I assure you that my viewpoint will b e  
much less apt to get you into trouble than 
your own," said van Manderpootz with dig
nity. "There will be no question of your be
coming involved in some impossible love 
affair as long as you stick to that." 

Nevertheless, despite the assurance of the 
gTeat scientist, I was more than a little re
luctant to don the device. Yet I was curious 
as well. It  seemed a fascinating prospect to 
be able to look at the world through other 
eyes, as fascinating as visiting a new world
which it was, according to the professor. So, 
after a few moments of hesitation, I picked up 
the instrument, slipped it over my head so 
that the eye-glasses were in the proper posi
tion, and looked inquiringly at van M ander-

pootz. 
"You must turn it on," he said, reaching 

over and clicking a switch on the frame. 
"Now. Now flash the light to my face. 
That's the way ; just center the circle of light 
on my face. And now what do you see ?" 

I D I D N'T answer. What I saw was, for 
the moment, quite indescribable. I was 

completely dazed and bewildered, and it was 
only when some involuntary movement of my 
head at last flashed the light from the pro
fessor's face to the table top that a measure 
of sanity returned, which proves at least that 
tables do not possess any point of view. 

"0-o-o-h !" I gasped. 
Van Manderpootz beamed. "Of course you 

are overwhelmed. One could hardly expect 
to adopt the view of Van M anderpootz with
out some difficulties of adjustment. A second 
time will be easier." 

I reached up and switched off the light. "A 
second time will be not only easier, but also 
impossible," I said crossly. "I'm not going to 
experience another dizzy spell like that for 
anybody." 

" But of course you will, Dixon. I am cer
tain that the dizziness will be negligible on 
the second trial. Naturally the unexpected 
heights affected you, much as if you were to 
come without warning to the brink of a colos
sal precipice. But this time you will be pre
pared, and the effect will be much less." 

Well, it was. After a few moments I was 
able to give my full attention to the phe
nomena of the attitudinizor, and queer phe
nomena they were, too. I scarcely know how 
to describe the sensation of looking at the 
world through the filter of another's mind. 
It is almost an indescribable experience, but 
so, in the ultimate analysis, is any other ex
perience. 

What I saw first was a kaleidoscopic array 
of colors and shapes, but the amazing, as
tounding, inconceivable thing about the scene 
was that there was no single color I could 
recognize ! The eyes of van · Manderpootz, 
or perhaps his brain, interpreted color in a 
fashion utterly alien to the way in which my 
own functioned, and the resultant spectrum 
was so bizarre that there is simply no way of 
describing any single tint in words. To say, 
as I did to the professor, that his conception 
of red looked to me like a shade between 
purple and green conveys absolutely no mean
ing, and the only way a third person could ap
preciate the meaning would be to examine my 
point of view through an attitudinizor while 
I was examining that of van M anderpootz. 
Thus he could apprehend my conception of 
van M anderpootz's r eaction to the color red. 

And shapes I I t  took me several minutes 
to identify the weird, angular, twisted, dis
torted appearance in the center of the room 
as the plain laboratory table. The room it
self, aside from its queer form, looked 
smaller, perhaps because van Manderpootz is 
somewhat larger than I. 

But by far the strangest part of his point 
of view had nothing to do with the outlook 
upon the physical world, but with the more 
fundmental elements-with his attitudes . 

. Most of his thoughts, on that first occasion, 



92 STARTLING S TO R I E S  

were beyond m e ,  because I had not yet 
learned to interpret the persGlnal symbolism 
in which he thought. But I did understand 
his attitudes. 

There was Carter, for instance, toiling 
away out in the large laboratory. I saw at 
once that a plodding, unintelligent drudge 
he seemed to van M anderpootz. And there 
was M iss Fitch. I confess that she had al
ways seemed unattractive to me, but my im
pression of her was Venus herself beside 
that of the professor ! She hardly seemed 
human to him, and I am sure that he never 
thought of her a-s a woman, but merely as a 
piece of aonvenient but unimportant labora
tory equipment. 

AT THIS point I caught a glimpse of my
self through the eyes of van Mander

pootz. Ouch ! Perhaps I'm not a genuis, but 
I'm dead certain that I 'm not the grinning ape 
I appeared to be in his eyes. And perhaps I'm 
not exactly the handsomest man in the world 
either, but if I thought I looked like that ! 
And then, to cap the climax, I apprehended 
van M anderpootz's conception of himself I 

"That's enough !" I yelled. "I won't stay 
around here just to be insulted. I'm througl1 !" 

I tore the attitudinizor from my head and 
tossed it to the table, feeling sudde11ly a little 
foolish at the sight of the grin ott the face 
of the professor. 

"That is hardly the spirit which has led 
science to  its great achievement-s, Dixon," 
he observed amiably. "Suppose you describe 
the nature of  the insults, and if poss[ble, 
something about the working a£ the attitu
dinizor as well. After all, that is what you 
were supposed to be observing." 

I flushed, grumbled a little, and compli ed. 
Van M anderpootz li&tened with great interest 
to my cescdption of the differences in our 
physical worlds, especially the variations in 
our perceptions of form and color. 

"What a field for an artist !"  he ejaculated 
at last. "Unfortunately, it is a field that must 
remain forever untapped, because even 
though an artist examined a thousand view
points and l earned innumerable new colors, 
his pigments would continue to impt"ess his 
audience with the same old colors each of 
them had always known." He sighed thought
fully, and then proceeded. "However, the 
device is apparently quite safe to use. I 
shall therefore try it briefly-, bringing to the 
investigation a calm, scientific mind which 
refuses to be troubled by the sort of trifles 
that seem to bother you." . 

He donned the attitudinizor, and I must 
confess that he stood the shock of the first 
trial somewhat better than I did. After a 
surprised "Oof !" he settled down to a com
placent analysis of my point of view, while 
I sat somewhat self-consciously under his 
calm appraisal. Calm, that is, for about three 
minutes. 

Suddenly be leaped to his feet, tearing the 
device from a face whose normal ruddiness 
had deepened to a choleric angry color. 

"Get out !" he roared. "So that's the way 
van M anderpootz looks to you ! M oron ! 
Idiot ! Imbecile ! Get out !" 

It was a week or ten days later that I hap-

pened to be passmg the University on my 
way from somewhere to somewhere else, and 
I fell to wondering whether the professor 
had yet forgiven me. There was a light in 
the window of his laboratory over in the 
Physics Building, so I dropped in, making my 
way past the desk where Carter labored, and 
the corner where M iss Fitch sat in dull prim
ness at her endless task of transcribing lec
ture notes. 

Van Manderpootz greeted me cordially 
enough, but with a curious assumption of 
melancholy in his manner. 

"Ah, D ixon," he began, "I am glad to see 
you. Since our last meeting I have learned 
much of the stupidity of the world, and it 
appears to me now that you are actually one 
of the more intelligent contemporary minds." 

TH I S  from van Manderpootz ! 
"Why-thank you," I said. 

"It is true. For some days I have sat at 
the whtdow overlooking the street there, and 
have observed the viewpoints of the passers
by. Would you believe"-his voice lowered 
-"wonld you believe that only seven and 
four-tenths; per cent are even aware of the 
exitenc:e of van M anderpootz ? And doubt
less many of  the few who are, come from 
among the students in the neighborhood. I 
knew that the average level of intelligence 
was low, but it had not occurred to me that 
it was as low as that." 

"After all," I said consolingly, "you must 
remember that the achievements of van M an
derpootz are such as to attract the attention 
of the intelligent few rather than of the 
ma!ly." 

"A very silly paradox !"  he snapped. "On 
the basis of that theory, since the higher one 
goes in the scale of intelligence, the fewer 
individuals one finds, the greatest achieve
ment of all is one that nobody has heard of. 
By that test you would be greater than van 
Manderpootz, an obvious reductio ad absur
dum." 

He glared his reproof that I should even 
have thought of the point, then something in 
the outer laboratory caught his ever-obser
vant eye. 

"Carter !" he roared. "Is that a synobasical 
interphasometer in the positronic flow ? 
Fool ! What sort of measurements do you ex
pect to make when your measing instrument 
itself is part of the experiment ? Take it out 
and start over ! "  , 

He rushed away toward the unfortunate 
technician. I settled idly back in my chair 
and stared about the small laboratory, whose 
walls had seen so many marvels. The latest, 
the attitudinizor, lay carelessly on the table, 
dropped there by the professor after his an
alysis of the mass viewpoint of  the pedes-
trians in the street below. , 

I picked up the device and fell to examin
ing its construction. Of course this was ut
terly beyond me, for no ordinary engineer 
can hope to grasp the intricacies of a van 
M anderpootz concept. So, after a puzzled 
but admiring survey of its infinitely delicate 
wires and grids and lenses, I made the obvi
ous move. I put it on. 

My first thought was the street, but since 
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the evening was well  along, the walk below 
the window was deserted. B ack i n  my chair 
again, I sat musing idly when a faint sound 
that was not the rumbling of the professor's 
voice attracted my attention. I identified i t  
shortly as t h e  buzzing o f  a heavy fly, butting 
its head stupidly against the pane of glass 
that separated the small laboratory from 
the large room beyond. I wondered casually 
what the viewpoint of a fly was like, and 
ended by flashing the light on the creature. 

For some moments I saw nothing other 
than I had been seeing right along from my 
own personal point of view, because, as van 
Manderpootz explained later, the psychons 
from the miserable brain of a fly are too few 
to produce any but the vaguest of impres
sions. But gradually I became aware of a 
picture, a queer and indescribable scene. 

Flies are color-blind. That was my first 
impression, for the world was a dull pan
orama of grays and whites and blacks. Flies 
are extremely near-sighted ; when I had final
ly identified the scene as the interior of the 
familiar room, I discovered that it  seemed 
enormous to ' the insect, whose vision did not 
extend more than six feet, though it  did take 
in almost a complete sphere, so that the 
creature could see practically in all directions 
at once. 

B
UT perhaps the most astonishing thing, 

though I did not think of it  until later, 
was · that the compound eye of the insect did 
not convey to it  the impressions of a vast 
number of separate pictures, such as the eye 
produces when a microphotograph i s  taken 
through it.  The fly sees one picture just as 
we do ; in the same way as our brain rights the 
upside-down image cast on our retina, the 
fly's brain reduces the compand image to one. 
And beyond these impressions were a wild 
hodge-podge of smell-sensations, and a 
strange desire to burst through the invisible 
glass barrier into the brighter light beyond. 
But I had not time to analyze these sensa
tions, for suddenly there was a flash of some
thing infinitely clearer than the dim cerebra
tions of a fly. 

For half a minute or longer I was unable 
to guess what that momentary flash had been. 
I knew that I had seen something incredibly 
lovely, that I had tapped a viewpoint that 
looked upon something whose very presence 
caused ecstasy, but whose viewpoint it  was, 
or what that fl icker of beauty had been, were 
questions beyond my ability to answer. 

I slipped o ff  the attitudinizor and sat star
ing perplexedly at the buzzing fly on the 
pane of glass. Out in the other room van 
Manderpootz continued his harangue to the 
repentent Carter, and off i n  a corner invisible 
from my position I could hear the rustle of 
papers as M iss Fitch transcribed endless 
notes. I puzzled vainly over the problem of 
what had happened, and then the solution 
dawned on me. 

The fly must have buzzed between me and 
one of the occupants of the outer laboratory. 
I had been following its flight with the faintly 
visible beam of the attitudinizoi's l ight, and 
that beam must have been eit'her the pro
fessor or Carter, since the secretary was 

quite beyond range of the light. 
It  seemed improbable that the cold and bril

liant mind of van M anderpootz could be the 
agency of the sort of emotional ecstasy I 
had sensed. It must, therefore, have been 
the head of the mild and inoffensive little 
Carter that the b eam had tapped. With a 
feeling of curiosity I slipped the device back 
of my own head and sent the beam sweeping 
dimly into the larger room. 

It  did not at the time occur to me that 
such a procedure was quite as discreditable 
as eavesdropping, or even more dishonorable, 
i f  you come r ight down to it, because it  meant 
the theft of far more personal information 
than one could ever convey by the spoken 
word. But all I considered at the moment 
was my own curiosity. I wanted to learn 
what sort of viewpoint could produce that 
strange, instantaneous flash of b eauty. If 
the proceeding was unethical-well, heaven 
knows I was punished for it. 

So I turned the attitudinizor on Carter. 
At the moment, he was listening respectfully 
to van Manderpootz, and I sensed clearly 
his respect for the great man, a respect that 
had in it  a distinct element of fear. I could 
hear Carter's impression of the booming 
voice of the professor, sounding somewhat 
like the modulated thunder of a god, which 
was not far from the little man's actual 
opinion of his master. I perceived Carter's 
opinion of himself, and his self-picture was 
an even more mouselike portrayal than my 
own impression of him. When, for an instant, 
he glanced my way, I sensed his impression of 
me, and while I 'm sure that D ixon Wells is 
not the imbecile he appears to van Mander
paetz, I'm equally sure that he's not the 
debonair man of the world he seemed to 
Carter. All in all, Carter's point of view 
seemed that of a timid, inoffensive, retiring, 
servile little man, and I wondered all the 
more what could have caused that vanished 
flash of beauty in a mind like his. 

T
HERE was no trace of it  now. His at
tention was completely taken up by the 

voice of van Manderpootz, who had passed 
from a personal appraisal of Carter's stupid
ity to a general lecture on the fallacies of the 
unified field theory as presented by his rivals 
Corveille and Shrimski. Carter was listen
ing with an almost worshipful regard, and I 
could feel his surges of indignation against 
the villians who dared to disagree with the 
authority of van Manderpootz. 

I sat there intent on the strange double 
vision of the attitudinizor, which was in some 
respects like a Horstett psychomat-that is, 
one is able to see both through his own eyes 
and through the eyes of his subj ect. Thus I 
could see van M anderpootz and Carter quite 
clearly, but at the same time I could see or 
sense what Carter saw and sensed. Thus I 
perceived suddenly through my own eyes 
that the professor had ceased talking to Car
ter, and had turned at the approach of some
body as yet invisible to me, while at the 
same time, through Carter's eyes, I saw that 
vision of ecstasy which had flashed for a mo
ment in his mind. I saw-description is ut
terly impossible, but I saw a woman who, ex-
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cept possibly f o r  the woman o f  the idealiza
tor screen. was the most beautiful creature I 
had ever seen ! 

I say description is impossible. That is  
the literal truth, for her coloring, her expres
sion, her figure, as seen through Carter's eyes, 
were completely unlike anything expressible 
by words. I was fascinated. I could do noth
ing but watch, and I felt a wild surge of 
jealousy as I caught the adoration in the at
titude of the humble Carter. She was glori
ous, magnificent, indescribable. It  was with 
an effort that I untangled myself from the 
web of fascination enough to catch Carter's 
thought of her name. 

"Lisa," he was thinking. "Lisa." 
What she said to van Manderpootz was in 

tones too low for me to hear, and apparently 
too low for Carter's ears as well, else I should 
have heard her words through the attitud
inizor. B oth of us heard van M anderpootz's 
bellow in answer. 

"I don't care how the dictionary pro
nounces the word ! "  he roared. "The way van 
M anderpootz pronounces a word is right !" 

The glorious Lisa turned silently and 
vanished. For a few moments I watched her 
through Carter's eyes, but as she neared the 
laboratory door, he turned his attention again 
to van M anderpootz, and she was lost te my 
view. And as I saw the professor close his 
dissertation and approach me, I slipped the 
attitudini zor from my head and forced myself 
to a measure of calm. "Who is she ? "  I de
manded. "I've got t o  meet her ! "  

H e  looked blankly a t  m e .  "Who's who ? "  
"Lisa ! Who's Lisa ? "  
There was not a flicker i n  the cool blue eyes 

of van Manderpootz. 
"I don't know any Lisa," he said indiffer

ently. 
"But you were just talking to her ! Right 

out there ! "  
Van M anderpootz stared curiously at me. 

Then little by little a shrewd suspicion 
seemed t o  dawn in his broad, inteliigent fea
tures. 

" H ah !" he said. "H ave you, by any chanee, 
been using the attitudinizo r ? "  

I nodded, chill apprehension gripping me. 
"And is it also true that you chose tiel in

vestigate the viewpoint of Carter out ther e ? "  
At m y  nod, he stepped to the door that joined 
the two rooms, and closed it. When he faeed 
me again, it was with features working into 
lines of amusement that suddenly foun<i ut
terance in booming laughter. "Haw ! "  lte 
roared. "Do you know who the beautiful 
Lisa is ? She's Fitch ! 

"Fitch ? You're mad ! She's glorious, and 
Fitch is plain and scrawny and ngly. Do you 
think I'm a fool ? "  

"You ask an embarrassing question," 
chuckled the professor. "Listen to me, D ixon. 
The woman you saw was my secretary, Miss 
F itch, seen through tke eyes of Carter. D on't 
you understand ? The idiot C arter's in love 
with her I"  

I SUPPOSE I walked tf!e upper levels half 
the night, oblivious alike of t:ke narrow 

strip of stars that showed between the tower
ing walls of Twenty-first Century New Y ork, 

and the intermittent roar of traffic from the 
freight levels. Certainly this was the worst 
predicament of all those into which the fiend
ish contraptions of the great van M ander
paetz had thrust me. 

In love with a point of view ! In love with 
a woman who had no existence apart from 
the beglamoured eyes of Carter. It  wasn't 
Lisa Fitch I loved ; indeed, I rather hated 
l>!er angular ugliness. What I had fallen in 
love with was the way she looked to Carter, 
for there is nothing in the world quite as 
beautiful as a lover's conception of his sweet
heart. 

This predicament was far worse than my 
former ones. When I had fallen in love with 
a girl already dead, I could console myself 
with the thought of what might have been. 
When I had fallen in love with my own ideal 
-well, at least she was mine, even if I 
couldn't have her. But to fall in love with 
anotl:te·r man's conception ! The only way that 
conception could even continue to exist was 
for Carter t o  remain in love with Lisa Fitch, 
which rather effectually left me outside the 
picture altogether. She was absolutely un
attainable to me, for heaven knows I didn't 
want the real L i sa F itch-"real" meaning, of 
course, the one who was real to me. I sup
pose in the end Carter's Lisa Fitch was as 
real as the skinny scarecrow my eyes saw. 

She was unattainable--or was she ? Sud
denly an echo of a long-forgotten psychology 
c ourse recurred to me. Attitudes are habits. 
Viewpoints are attitudes. Therefore view
points are habits. And-habits can be learned ! 

There was the solution ! A l l  I had to do 
was to learn, or to acquire by practice, the 
viewpoint of Carter. What I had to do was 
literally te put myself in his place to look at 
things his way, to see his viewpoint. For, 
once I learned to do that, I could see in Lisa 
Fitch the very things he saw, and the vision 
would become reality to me as well as to 
him. 

So I planned carefully. I did not care t o  
face the sarcasm of the great v a n  M ander
pootz ; therefore I would work in secret. I 
would vi.sit his laboratory at such times as 
he had classes or lectures, and I would use 
the attitudinizor to study the viewpoint of 
Carter, and to, as it were, practise that view
point. Thus I would have the means at hand 
of testing my progress, for all I had to do 
was glance at M iss F itch without the attitu
dinizor. As soon as I began to perceive in 
her what Carter saw, I would know that 
sueee.ss was imminent. 

Tkose next two weeks were a strange in
terval of time. I haunted the laboratory of 
van M anderpootz at off hours, having learned 
from the University office what period she 
devoted to his courses. When one day I 
found the attitudinizor missing, I prevailed 
on Carter to show me where i t  was kept, and 
he, inf!ue.nced doubtless by my friendship 
for the man he practically worshiped, indi
cated the place without question. 

But later I suspect that he began to doubt 
his wisdom in this, for I know he thought 
it strange for me to sit for long periods star
ing at him. I caught all sorts of puzzled 
questions in his mind, though as I have said, 
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these were hard for me to decipher until I 
began to learn Carter's personal sys�em of 
symbolism by which he thought. But at least 
one man was pleased-my father, who took 
my absences from the office and neglect of 
business as signs of good health and spirits, 
and congratulated me warmly on the im
provement. 

BUT the experiment was beginning to 
work. I found myself sympathizing with 

Carter's viewpoint, and little by little the 
mad world in which he lived was becoming as 
logical as my own. I learned to recognize 
colors through his eyes ; I learned to under
stand form and shape ; most fundamental of 
all, I learned his values, his attitudes, his 
tastes. And these last were a little incon
venient at times, for on the several occa
sions when I supplemented my daily calls 
with visits to van Manderpootz in the eve
ning, I found some difficulty in separating 
my own respectful regard for the great man 
from Carter's unreasoning worship, with the 
result that I was on the verge of blurting out 
the whole thing to him several times. And 
perhaps it was a guilty conscience, but I kept 
thinking that the shrewd blue eyes of the 
professor rested on me with a curiously sus
picious expression all evening. 

The thing was approaching its culmina
tion. N ow and then, when I looked at the 
angular ugliness of M iss Fitch, I began to 
catch glimpses of the same miraculous beauty 
that Carter found in her-glimpses only, but 
harbingers of success. Each day I arrived 
at the laboratory with increasing eagerness, 
for each day brought me nearer to the 
achievement I sought. That is, my eagerness 
increased until one day I arrived t o  find 
neither Carter nor M iss Fitch present, but 
van M anderpootz, who should have been de
livering a lecture on indeterminism, very 
much in evidence. 

• 

"Uh-hello," I said weakly. 
"Umph ! "  he responded, glaring at me. "So 

Carter was right, I see. Dixon, the abysmal 
stupidit,y of the human race continually 
astounds me with new evidence of its astro
nomical depths, but I believe this escapade 
of yours plumbs the uttermost regions of 
imbecility." 

" M -my escape ? "  
" D o  you think you can escape the pierc

ing eye of van M anderpootz ? As soon as 
Carter told me you had been here in my 
absence, my mind leaped nimbly to the 
truth. B ut Carter's information was not 
even necessary, for half an eye was enough 
to detect the change in your attitude on these 
last few evening visits. So you've been try
ing to adopt Carter's viewpoint, eh? N o  
doubt with the i d e a  of ultimately depriving 
him of the charming M iss Fitch !" 

"W-why-" 
"Listen to me, D ixon. We will disregard 

the ethics of the thing and look at i t  from a 
purely rational viewpoint, if a rational view
point is possible to anybody but van M an
derpootz. D on't you realize that in order to 
attain Carter's attitude toward Fitch, you 
would have to adopt his entire viewpoint ? 
Not," he added tersely, "that I think his � 
point of view is greatly inferior to yours, but 
I happen to prefer the viewpoint of a donkey 
to that of a mouse. Your particular brand of 
stupidity is  more agreeable to me than Car
ter's timid, weak, and subservient nature, 
and some day you will thank me for this. 
Was his impression of Fitch worth the sacri
fice of your own personality ? "  

"I-I don't know." 
"Well, whether it was or not, van M ander

pootz has decided the matter in the wisest 
way. For it's too late now, D i xon. I have 
given them both a month's leave and sent 
them away-on a honeymoon. They left this 
morning." 
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Now She Shops 
''Cash and Carry'' 

Without Painful Backache 
Many sufferers relieve nagging backache 

quickly, once they discover that the real cause 
of their trouble may be tired kidneys. 

The kidneys are Natlure's chief way of tak
ing the excess acids and waste out of the blood. 
They help most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits 
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it 
rna ycause nagging backache, rhepmatic pains, 
leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up 

nights, sweJling, puffiness under the eyes, head
aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty pas
sages with smarting and burning sometimes 
shows there is something wrong with your kid
neys or bladder. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's 
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40 
years. They give happy relief and will help the 
15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poi.$onous 

waste from your blood. Get Dean's Pilla. cAd�.J 



Th u m bn a i l  S ketches of G rea t Men a nd Ach ievements 
By OSCAR J .  fRI E N D  

S M O O T H  A S  S I L K  
The Story of Count de Chardonnet, Fa ther of R ayon 

B ACK in 1 664 an English naturalist 
named Robert Hooke studied the silk
worm-which sericulture had been 

slowly spreading around the world from 
China-and said, in essence : 

"There should be a way to make an arti
ficial glutinous compound as good as or bet
ter than whatever substance it is from which 
the silkworm wire-draws his clew." 

Hooke wrote at greater length on the sub
ject, pointing out the fame and fortune 

COU N T  H I LA I R E  DE C H A R DO N N ET 

awaiting the man who succeeded in creating 
synthetic silk. Down through the years other 
men thought and spoke upon this subject, but 
nothing practical came of these dreams until 
a Swiss chemist named Audemars completed 
his experiments in London in 1855.  

Audemars, knowing that the silkworm de
rived its cellulose from feeding on mulberry 
leaves, proceeded to take the mulberry tree 
as his source for cellulose. 

He succeeded finally in treating the inner 
bark of the tree with nitric acid to form 
cellulose nitrate, which is still used as gun
cotton. He dissolved it in alcohol and ether 
to make collodion. B ut he never got down 
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to the business of making artificial silk 
thread. 

Thus the matter rested until there came 
out of Besancon, France, a young man named 
Hilaire de  Chardonnet who went to Paris to 
complete his education. 

Just what this young man's future might 
have been had he not crossed the path of 
Louis Pasteur, no one can say. But he be
came a pupil and then an assistant of the 
great research scientist, about the time that 
the French silkworm industry was in despair 
over a terrible silkworm disease called 
pe•brine. 

What Louis Pasteur did to save the silk in
dustry of southerl'l France is another story, 
but the result to Hilaire de Chardonnet was 
to launch him into his life's work . . . the 
manufacture of artificial silk ! 

Born in 1 839, Count de Chardonnet lived 
until 1924, a long and fruitful life in which 
he saw the synthetic silk industry b ecome 
one of the largest and strongest in the world. 

"You see," de Chardonnet went about tell
ing everybody he could interest in the sub
ject, "Audemars had the r ight idea. Cellulose 
is the base of all silk. But he failed to turn 
the liquid stuff into thread. He dipped 
needles into the solution and drew them out 
to get short strings of the stuff. What we 
need is  an unbroken strand such as is r eeled 
from the cocoon." 

It wasn't quite as simple as this. First, 
de Chardonnet had to experiment for years 
to find the b est form of cellulose. This 
proved to come from cotton instead of the 
mulberry tree. Then there was the proper 
way of treating it  with chemicals to get the 
best product and then to remove the un
wanted chemicals later. 

This meant years of patient research, trial 
and error, study and application. And when 
it was done, there remained the fact that the 
stnff wasn't properly spun into thread. It 
was a vat of viscous solution which would 
harden on contact with the air. 

"Why don't you simply dip people in the 
stuff ? "  suggested his wife one day, with a 
laugh. "That will give you a perfectly fitting 
silk garment." 

"That isn't funny," said the inventor sadly. 
"You know we want to spin thread and weave 
cloth out of which to tailor garments and 



make clothing-out of which thread we want 
to weave stockings." 

"I thought you said Audemars dipped 
needles and made short threads." 

"He did, but what was he working for ? "  
snorted d e  Chardonnet. "Filaments f o r  elec
tric light bulbs ! That's all they are all trying 
to make-filaments for Edison's bulb. I want 
to make silk ! "  

"Then," suggested his wife, "why don't you 
spin your c ellulose like the silkworm does ? "  

H ilaire de Chardonnet stopped h i s  restless 
pacing and stared angrily at his wife. 

"That i s  precisely what I have been trying 
t o  tell-" 

H e  broke off and continued to stare at her, 
his eyes going wide with speculation. 

Then he uttered a cry of delight, snatched 
his spouse up from her chair and kissed her. 
" My dear, you have said nothing new to me, 
but you have given m e  an idea ! "  

Like a madman h e  rushed back to his lab
oratory and his batch of silkworms. That 
was i t !  Nobody had given any practical 
thought t o  the matter of how t o  get the cellu
lose solution into long and continuous 
threads. Everybody had simply toyed with 
the business, had j ust dabbled in the field in 
a hesitant manner. 

Study of the silkworm now brought de 
Chardonnet t o  close examination of the nat
ural construction of the silkworm's spinning 
apparatus. I n  company with Pasteur he had 

studied many a worm under the microscope, 
but he had never thought of trying to dupli
cate the grub's spinneret. 

Now he applied his mechanical mind to the 
problem. The result was many a headache 
and many a sleepless night as he sought to 
reconcile the mechanical job with the prop
erties of his cellulose compound. And at 
last, after nearly thirty years of constant 
work and research, he came up with a force
feed spinneret which was so simple that he 
could have kicked himself for not having 
figured it out the first year. This was noth· 
ing more than a disc with fine holes drilled 
through it. 

Upon installation with other spinning and 
weaving machinery, he got together the first 
apparatus to force his cellulose compound 
through the spinneret in fine threads into a 
water bath where it hardened and had the 
excess alcohol and ether washed away as the 
threads were drawn on t o  a gathering reel. 

The result was the "wet" spinning process 
and the creation of de Chardonnet silk. In 
1891 H ilaire de Chardonnet established the 
first artificial silk mill in his own home town 
for the commercial production of yarn by 
the nitro-cellulose process. 

Today there are four successful processes 
of making this synthetic silk, but to Count 
H ilaire de Chardonnet goes the distinction of 
being the father of the rayon industry. 

S E L F - M A D E  S C I E N C E  
Thales Had No Tools or Equipment-Only His Brain! 

I
N THIS series about great discoveries and 

inventions in science we have heretofore 
dealt with men who have had tools and 

Implements with which to work-or at least 
have made their own tools-and have had the 
brilliant minds of predecessors to guide 
them. In this sketch we will tell the story 
of the man who has been called the "father 
of science" and who had nothing to work with 
but his own mind and the fallacious theories 
of his contemporaries. 

Just as Copernicus studied the heavens 
without b enefit of telescope and other astro
nomical instruments i n  the early part of the 
sixteenth century, the father of science 
studied and weighed everything that came 
under his observation some twenty-two 
hundred years earlier. 

Who was this phenomenal man ? 
H is name was Thales and he was born in 

ancient Attica about 640 B .  C. H e rodotus 
tells us he was a Phoenician, although it is 
likely Thales was a Greek of Asia M inor ex
traction. That really doesn't matter. No 
one today can tell us what Thales looked 
like, what his tastes and habits were, or how 
h e  died and where h e  was buried. Too little 
i s  known about this great man except that 
c e rtain fundamental truths he discovered 
have been given t o  the world, laying the 
foundation for the building of the temple of 
science. 

came to sit at the feet of Egyptian wisdom. 
Thales was an ardent individualist. H e  

was original i n  thought. H e  could accept no 
man's word as final, but insisted on reasoning 
out things for himself. The answers to the 
myriad riddles of the earth and the universe 
as propounded by philosophers did not satis
fy him. As he could not endure living in a 
world that bristled with question marks, he 
set out to find the answers for himself. 

N early everybody remembers M ark Twain's 
"A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's 
Court" and how this hero won fame for him
self by predicting an eclipse of the sun. M ost 
of you know that Mark Twain deliberately 
borrowed this incident from genuine history, 
saying so in the story. But from whom did 
he borrow it? The answer is Thales. 

I n  the year 585 B .  C., having already 
studied the movements of the heavenly bodies 
he could see with the naked eye and having 
already made the hereti cal and incredible 
statement that when the sun or the moon was 
blotted out by dark shadow that was because 
the earth intervened, he predicted that the 
sun would be darkened on the twenty-eighth 
of M ay. 

Everybody sneered at him and nobody be
lieved him. Certainly not the M edes and the 
Lydians who proceeded to put on one of their 
best battles on. that day. Thales proved cor
rect, and the skeptics were convmced. But 
Thales didn't stop at this. H is father, one Examyus, was a wealthy 

noble and he deemed it fitting that his son b e  
given a s  thorough a n  education a s  was pos
sible in those times. Thus it  was that Thales 

He could not agree with the theory that 
the sun was a midget thing the size of a din
ner plate that swung around the earth much 

07 



In the manner of a marble tied to the end of 
a string. 

He set out to measure the sun, figuring on 
perspective and distance by comparison with 
earthly things. Of course, he was consider
ably afield in his computation, but he said 
that the sun was at least one 720th part of 
the zodiac in diameter-which was a much 
larger sun than anyone before Thales had 
dared to think. 

Astronomy, however, was not one of 
Thales' major subj ects. He considered every
thing that came under his powers of observa
tion. Principally the Egyptian science of 
geometry, then in a very elementary stage. 
Thales i t  was who thought out and then pro
ceeded to prove certain fundamental laws 
about this science. He it  was who first sai d : 

"A circle is bisected by its diameter. The 
angle in a semicircle is a right angle. When 
two straight lines cut each other the opposing 
angles thus formed are equal. The angles at 
the base of an isosceles triangle are equal." 

Simple and self-evident things to a school
boy of today, eh?  But when Thales dug 
these facts up and proved them, they were 
amazing to the people of the ancient world 
in which he lived. 

He soon outstripped his Egyptian mentors, 
lifting the crude science of plane geometry 
into the realm of exact science and fathering 
the growth of solid geometry. But the amaz
ing thing about all that Thales discovered 
was the fact that he did it  all by the power of 
thought alone. H e  had absolutely no scien
tific instruments with which to work to estab
lish his facts, many of which were so accurate 
that there has been no change to the present 
day. 

He aroused a certain amount of enmity 
among the Egyptian priesthood, for the 
priests thought themselves well-versed in t:1e 
mysteries of mathematics. They employed 
plane geometry to lay out the fields for the 
farmers of the N ile. They were the workers 
of mental magic, and Thales was stealing 
their thunder. 

"If you are so gifted in this learning," said 
one of them to him one day in great anger, 
"suppose you tell us how to compute the 
height of the Great Pyramid of Cheops. How 
can we accurately measure its height by your 
system of mathematics ?" 

"Yes," shouted another. "Tell us that, 
Thales ! Not even the high priest of M em
phis or of Thebes can do this. Can you ?1' 

Thales considered this question for a long 
moment. H e  knew that he stood in danger 
of disgrace and ridicule if not actual danger. 
The tricky priests had crowded him into a 
corner. But his friend the sun, whom he had 
spent so much time observing, now came to 
his aid. His powers of observation and his 
greater power of reasoning thought saw him 
safely through this dilemma. 

"Yes," he finally made answer, "I can tell 
you. To know the height of the pyramid, 
measure the length of the pyramid's shadow 
when your own shadow exactly equals your 
own height." 

I diotically simple, as were many of the 
truths and facts and laws that Thales pro
pounded, but nobody before Thales had had 
the vision and concentration to put together 
the right association of ideas. Thus, to 
Thales do we owe the first correct steps in 
laying the accurate foundations for many of 
the sciences. 

W A V E S  O F  G E N I U S 
How Rudolf Hertz Drew Scientific Secrets from the Air 

IT WAS a severely cold day in Hamburg on 
Sunday, February 22, 1857 .  The Hertz 
household was in a commotion. An heir 

to the family was born, and the doctor and 
the nurse and members of the family were 
busily engaged in fussing and fluttering 
around. 

Far away across hundreds of miles of land 
and sea, in the university at Aberdeen, Scot
land, a professor of natural philosophy was 
having his Sunday morning breakfast of oat
meal and hot milk, utterly unaware of the 
birth of that fat li ttle German baby, much less 
that the laboratory proofs of his brilliant 
theories lay in that tiny infant hand. 

James Clerk Maxwell, following in the 
footsteps of Faraday, a famous scientist in 
his own right at the age of twenty-six, had 
taken Faraday's discoveries and gone further 
in the realm of theoretical science upon them. 

He had reduced to equations and formulae 
a magnificent theory about electricity. He 
had propounded the amazing theory that 
electro-magnetic disturbances are propogated 
as waves. He wa.s trying to identify light 
and elec�ric�l ener�. He had a ver� nne set 
of theories, based on Faraday's work-but he 
couldn't prove it by practical application. 

Rudolf H ertz, that newly born Hamburg 
baby, aeemed to have been bom old, He was 
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studying works of mathematics when other 
boys were still playing marbles. He was only 
twenty when he went to Munich in 1877  to 
study engineering. 

Less than a year of study showed him that 
he didn't want to become an engineer. It  
showed him precisely what he did want to do 
-master physical science-and � at once set 
about doing so. 

In 1 880 he won a prize with a paper on 
"Kinetic Energy of Electricity in Motion." 
That was the kind of serious-minded young 
chap he was when he first listened to the lec
tures of the great von Helmholtz. Such an 
electrical wizard was he when he first had his 
attention called to M axwell's electric-mag
netic theory. 

Von Helmholtz tried to persuade Hertz to 
start laboratory work upon this brilliant 
theory, but H ertz declined to do this for the 
very good reason that he could think of no 
approach to make on the Scot's theory. 
Nevertheless, the idea lay fallow in his mind 
until one day at Kiel in 1 883. 

It  was a queer sGrt of set-up. From Fara
day's researches M axwell had evolved a bril
liant theory of electro-magnetic waves of 
energy and had reduced his theory to cold 
mathematical formula·-but he had made not 
the slightest attempt to put his theory to 



laboratory proof. P erhaps he did not know 
just how to do it. 

That was Rudolph H ertz' trouble until that 
day at Kiel. Here he saw two captive bal
loons aloft in a thunderstorm. A flash of 
lightning narrowly missed one of the bal
loons, and a discharge of sparks seemed to 
leap from one balloon to the other. 

"Like a chain of light gold between a pair 
of huge pearl earrings," said an awed spec
tator nearby. "Just what was that ? A wave 
of electric forc e ? "  

R U D O L F  H E RTZ 

This remark struck Hertz forcibly· and he 
mused over i t  for nearly two years. 

Then in 1 885 he became professor of phys
i cs in the Carlsruhe Polytechnic. Here he 
found time to think more deeply about the 
Maxwell theory so neatly reduced to paper 
formulae and so impractical of laboratory 
proof. 

But was it really a tenable theory ? Would 
it stand up under test ? Was it possible to 
test i t ?  H o w  could the possibility o f  electro
magnetic waves be checked upon?  

And into H ertz' mind leaped that remark 
he had overheard two years previously at 

Kiel. "A chain of light gold between a pair 
of huge pearl earrings." Nothing new about 
static electricity, of course, but the metaphor 
that unnamed citizen had employed now stuck 
out in H ertz' mind. He decided to tackle the 
Maxwell theory and prove or  disprove it. 

Thanks to his own heavy grounding in 
mathematics and electricity, it did not take 
Hertz long to devise a working instrument. 
His final paraphernalia was relatively simple. 
He took a pair of zinc plates to  which he 
attached rods, ending in brass balls which he 
highly polished. The rods he put in contact 
with the poles of an induction coil. 

Thus, when the plates were charged and 
Hertz brought the two balls close together a 
spalik would leap across the gap. 

It was this leaping of the current back and 
forth that Maxwell had said would send elec
tric waves into the air. Thus, Hertz' job now 
was to detect these waves and prove that they 
were actually escaping. 

To do this he made a detector of copper 
wire bent into a circle, with balls at the ends 
and a set-screw sort of gadget so that the 
space between these balls could be  regulated 
exactly. Then he held this queer sort of 
divining rod near the zinc plates and the 
sparking brass balls. 

At once tiny sparks appeared at the ends 
of his circular wire. What were they, and 
where did they come from ? H ertz nearly 
dropped his crude d etector in his excitement. 
They were electric waves released by the 
vibrator. They were waves of electric force ! 

Maxwell's theory was now thoroughly vin
dicated in Hertz' mind. All he had to do was 
measure the force and prove beyond all doubt 
that it originated from a designated point 
and traveled in wireless space to a suitable 
receiver. 

H ertz had followed M axwell's theory and 
had discovered first what has since been 
named H ertzian waves in his honor. 

And what are H ertzian waves ? As you sit 
in comfort at home and listen to programs 
of song or music or talks over your radio, 
bear in mind that your enjoyment is being 
supplied by the work of H ertzian waves, 
without the existence of which radio tubes 
and broadcasting stations and receivers would 
be useless. 

Marconi, Armstrong, de Forest-and all 
others have had to work with the waves that 
Hertz discovered. Without M axwell and 
Hertz, or a pair of men like them, there would 
be neither wireless or radio or television in 
the world today. 

BE  A PA ID-UP PATRI OT! 
By March 1 5t h  fifty m i llion Americans will have 

had to file income reports and make payments, 
many of them paying taxes for the first time. A l l  
single persons earning more than $500 a n d  every 
husband and wife either of whose individual income 
was $624 or more and everybody who paid or owes a 
tax on 1 94 2  i ncome must file a return. 

Thi year taxpayers must compute income tax, Vic
tory tax, and possible percentage of the partially 
forgiven 1 942 tax-as well as make an estimate re· 
turn on the current 1944 income ! Salary and wage 
withholding taxes have not relieved us of the obliga
tion of filing returns. 

Don't delay, patriots ! File your returns early to 
help Uncle Sam. Don't wait until the last minute, 
discovering too late that you need expert advice, or 
making a bottleneck jam for the Bureau of Internal 
Revenue. To help you, there are accountants and 
lawyers in tax offices and banks throughout the coun· 
try who will advise you free of charge. There are 
simpl ified tax forms and explanatory booklets. 

War is expensive. Remember that ni n;:ly ·five cents 
of every tax dollar goes d i rectly into the war· effort. 
The sooner the war is won, the sooner ta.:'>es will  fall 
to normal levels. We a l l  know the job must be done. 
So be a Paid-up Patriot ! 



L i ke a p i ston H i lton's fist d rove forward i nto the l izard's 
stomach 

SPAWn OF  THE FURTHER DARH 
By FRANK BELKNAP LONG 

When the Honeymoon Rocket-Ship of Bill Hilton and His Bride 

Goes Dead at the Edge of the Orbits, They Thumb a Ride from 

a Mysterious Visft01· Who Leads Them to Fearsome Adventure ! 

THOUGH the meteor had swerved it to the wrong side of the travel zone. 
dangerously close, Hilton ignored To add to his torment, his bride of two 
the protests of the slender, green- weeks was reproaching him for some

eyed girl by his side. He sat hunched thing he could not help. "Back seat 
above the controls, his handsome profile driving" it  had been called, long ago on 
bisecting the Morning Star's glowing Earth. < 
viewport. Not only was he having a to- "Bill ,  please be careful. We're web-
motor trouble again, but the thrusts of bling. Oh-h-h, B ill !" 
lopsided power which kept shuddering An archaeologist in the ancient Amer
through the l ittle space craft had carried 1can fiel d, Hilton could escape into a 
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past teeming with historical parallels 
when the worst aspects of space-travel 
tore at his n·erves. He was returning 
now to Earth from the little white Jupi
ter moon Call isto-returning with the 
memory of his honeymoon just a hazy 
glow in the depths of his  mind. Roll ing 
over the glow were dark tides of despair, 
and l ittle whirlpools of murky rebellion. 

Everything had gone wrong. The 
j -valves were off-timing, the seepage 
fumes were getting worse, and the units 
of the control board were displaying a 
personal animosity which was anything 
but reassuring. He was afraid to tell his 
wife that the ship was succumbing to 
"instrument fatigue." There were cer
tain things which couldn't be explained 
to a woman this side of Eternity. 

"Instrument fatigue" was an intangi
ble thing, a hysteria gripping the inani
mate, a j umpiness which could somehow 
be sensed every t ime he touched a unit. 
Could cold metal feel and think ? Prob
ably not, but "i nstrument fatigue" was a 
reality notwithstanding. Ask any old 
hard-bitten skydog, any master of an 
over-aged freighter. 

B lown out j -valves and leaking ate
motor fumes lowered a ship's morale, 
and made it j ittery all over. Ships 
could have nervous breakdowns, just 
like human beings-

"Why can't you be more careful ?"  
Janet H ilton complained. 

WITHDRAWI N G  his gaze from 
the void, Hilton swung about in 

his seat and regarded his wife with 
somber compassion. 

"Long ago on Earth," he said, "when 
there were automobiles in every garage, 
a pretty woman could travel from New 
York to the Golden Gate just by stand
ing still .  She'd stand by the roadside 
and point her thumb in the direction of, 
say, Los Angeles. And like as not a 
car would stop, and pick her up. It was 
called 'hitch hiking.' " 

Janet returned his stare unflinchingly. 
"Is that what you're suggesting we do 
now?" 

Hilton nodded grimly. "It's the only 
thing we can do. The seepage fumes 

are getting worse, and you can see how 
she keeps wobbling. If  we don't take 
a leaf from the past we11 be sticking 
out our necks." 

"I'll bet fat and dowdy girls didn't 
get far," Janet demurred, cynically. 
"I'll bet the drivers of those ancient 
j alopies liked to glance sideways at 
pretty faces. Could-could your pride 
stand having me parade my good looks 
as a l ure ?" 

"Janet, let 's  try to be realistic about 
this," retorted Hilton, slapping his hip
holstered blast-stick. "A man can be gal
lant without overstepping himself. I 
guess you know what I 'd do to any lad 
who tried to be more than just gallant." 

Janet had begun to tremble, but when 
she saw the look of anguish on her hus
band's face her manner underwent a 
change. Crossing to his knees she 
ruffled his hair and kissed him on both 
cheeks. 

"Okay, d a r  1 i n  g," she capitulated. 
"Let's pick a ship." 

On both sides of them-they were 
traveling in the center of the zone now 
-the blackness kept erupting pyrotech
nically. For seven or eight minutes the 
viewport woul d frame an ebon patch of 
firmament studded with stars and misty 
nebulae, and then-swash. A l ittle white 
burst in  the darkness like a rabbit's tail, 
and they would be one more ship ahead, 
one less behind. 

"This is  what we'll do," Hilton said. 
"I'll visigraph your image in three di
mensions when we see a ship corr.ing 
stead ily toward us. You'll look like a 
pretty girl pilot in distress when you 
swim into view on some lonely lad's 
visiplate. When he discovers you have 
a husband who stands six feet three in 
his stockings he won't have the nerve to 
back down. While I 'm tuning up the 
transmitter you'd better get set.'' 

In utter silence Janet descended from 
her husband's knee, and crossed the con
trol room to the visual sending appara
tus. Slowly, courageously, she drew 
herself  up. 

The minutes which followed brought 
the bitterest humil iation to Hilton. He 
stared in blank consternation when two 
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ships roared past without giving Janet's 
image a chance to register distress. An
other slowed, wobble d  indecisively, and 
went shooting off at right angles to the 
zone. 

"My i m a g e  ditched him," Janet 
groaned. 

"Quick, darling, wave," H ilton urged. 
"I think this one is  stopping." 

IT WAS. As they stared anxiously 
through the viewport a c igar-shaped 

glowing became a stationary ovoid 
agleam with winking l ights. The Morn
ing Star was the opposite of stationary, 
but before the d istance which separated 
the two ships could widen astronomi
cally, Hilton was backing her up.  Her 
retardation disks thrumming she came 
abreast of the ovoid, skidded about on 
her underj ets, and ceased to wobble. 

Crossing to the ovoid  in a translucent 
gang-cylinder Janet clung tightly to her 
husband's arm, her spine cold with ner
vousness. 

"Dearest, I 'm frightened," she choked. 
"That voice in the audiodisk sounded 
as though-" 

She hesitated, gnawed at her underlip. 
"Yes, darling ?" H ilton prodded. 
"Well, as though the sender had taken 

elocution lessons from a snake !" 
Hilton laughed. "Some people just 

naturally stress their sibilants," he 
pointed out. "Why, I went to school 
once with a boy who couldn't open his 
mouth without making h issing sounds." 

"But why didn't he visigraph his 
image when he spoke to us," Janet whis
pered hoarsely. "Why didn't he ?" 

"We'll know in a minute," H ilton said, 
cupping his wife' s  elbow and giving it  
a reassuring squeeze. 

It was not a happy prediction, for 
when they reached the extremity of the 
gang-cylinder, and passed into the ovoid 
through a yawning gravity lock, a 
ghostly silence g r e e t e d them. No 
sooner were they inside than the lock 
wavered shut and they found themselves 
in a small chamber fil led with swirling 
wisps of  fog. 

Glancing uneasily about him Hilton 
noticed that the bulkheads were mottled 

and e r o d e d looking, the overhead 
studded with cold l ight bulbs which 
emitted a wan and sickly radiance. 

"What i nteresting minds you have," 
said a not unfriendly voice which seemed 
to come from deep inside Hilton's skull. 

H ilton j umped as though he had sat 
inadvertently on a pin cooled by l iquid 
hel ium. A few feet from where he 
was standing a shadowy shape was hov
ering. As Hilton stared a hazy outer 
something, which may have been merely 
a thickish patch of fog, seemed to fall 
from it, exposing a scaly l izard shape 
with t iny, dangling forelimbs and kanga
roo-like lower extremities. 

"Tyrannosaurus Rex," was the thought 
which wavered through Hilton's mind, 
to be instantly dispelled by the tele
pathic voice of the creature. 

"Ugh, no. You're the fifth Third 
Planet biped has made that mistake. A 
carnivorous dinosaur, wasn't i t ?  A mon
strous engine of destruction, thirty feet 
in height ? B rain the size of a walnut, 
I believe. Fortunately we're not at all 
like that." 

The telepathic  voice seemed to clear 
its throat. "It's curious, isn't it, how 
the same biological patterns recur again 
and again-everywhere in space ? On 
thousands of  habitable worlds ? Even 
your ships are inferiorly  similar to ours, 

. if I may be pardoned a slight distortion 
of speech." 

"Who are you ?" asked H ilton. 
"My name is S ib Niguth. B ut you 

may call me Sib. You Third Planet bi
peds shorten the names of your-yes, 
cronies. I've noticed you do, and I 
think i t  a charming custom." 

There was utter silence in the lock 
chamber as Janet crumpled to the deck. 
Hi lton uttered an exclamation and took 
a backward step. 

"Dear me," telepathized S ib Niguth 
sympathetically. "She's fainted, hasn't 
she ?" 

Bong, bong, bong. Bong, bong, bong. 
As though from an immeasurable dis

tance there came a ghastly toll ing, chill
ing H ilton to the core of  his being. 
Appalled, shaken, he struggled to a sit
ting position, and stared about him. Al-
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though his thoughts were confused he 
was sharply aware that he had fallen 
through blackness as though from an 
immense height. 

A split second after hearing the l iz
ard say : "She's fainted, hasn't she ?" he 
had felt himself fal l ing, his arms flail
ing the air, his long legs jerking. He  
had seemed to skid a l ittle before com
ing to an abrupt halt with his l imbs 
doubled up under him. 

Now he was in another place. It 
was smaller than the lock cham

ber, and twice as dismal . An odor as 
of tainted shellfish assailed his nostrils, 
and the bulkhead opposite was so close 
to his face that his breath tarnished it. 
A smudge like an interrogation point 
focmed on the corrugated metal, and 
swelled to a whorl studded with gleam
ing pinpoints of moisture-an island 
universe formed by his breath. 

In sudden terror he stared upward. 
The overhead was faintly luminous, but 
it was not the wan illumination which 
drove the blood in torrents from his 
heart. It was something infinitely more 
terrifying. Embedded in the metal di
rectly above his head were the outlines 
of an enormous coffin. 

For a moment he was so distraught 
that his vision bl urred. The obj ect was 
faintly rimmed with l ight, but a full 
minute passed before he realized that it 
was simply a grooved panel shaped like 
a mummy case. 

Slowly as he stared it sl id  open to 
reveal another coffin-shaped p a n  e I 
rimmed with radiance, another faintly 
glowing overhead. A shudder of appre
):lension gripped hold of him when he 
realized that he was gazing up into an 
even smaller chamber. 

Del iberately, although his heart was 
thumping wildly, he gripped both edges 
of the panel aperture and heaved him
self up through it. The second cham
ber proved to be even smaller than he 
had imagined. He could stand against 
one bulkhead and touch the other by 
simply extending his hands. There was 
scarcely room for his elbows. 

Sweat came out on his palms, ran 

down his face. Gazing upward, he per
ceived with horror that the panel in the 
overhead was opening on four bulk
heads set so close together they seemed 
almost to touch. From the coffin-shaped 
aperture a mistiness swirled down over 
him. 

He climbed into the third chamber by 
gripping the rim of the opening with 
both hands, and using his knees for 
leverage. When he heaved, and struggled 
erect he found himself in a chamber so 
narrow that its dripping walls brought 
a sensation of wetness to his flesh. 

Immovable in darkness he stood with 
his heart fluttering like a captive bird, 
watching something that looked l ike  a 
gargantuan roach crawl ing back and 
forth over the moist surface in front 
of him. Looking up, he saw only a 
dark surface, and looking down-

He sucked in his breath sharply. The 
panel aperture had closed and he was 
standing on the outlines of a coffin in 
Stygian darkness. He was also stand
ing inside a coffin. The air was stlfling, 
and when he attempted to struggle cold 
sweat drenched him. He was impris
oned-entrapped ! Try as he might he 
could not escape from the narrow con
fines of the vault, for the bulkheads 
imprisoned his distorted l imbs like a 
VISe. 

Bong, bong, bong. Bong, bong, bong. 
The ghastly tolling seemed to be com

ing from directly above his head now. 
A dim, dreadful thought began to take 
shape in his mind. Had the 1 i z a r d 
planned this?  Was he caught in a kind 
of hideous Chinese puzzle box from 
which there could be no escape?  

He had owned such a box as  a child, 
or rather a series of boxes. He  recalled, 
with horror, that the toy looked simple 
enough. Three boxes set end to end, 
neatly stacked. You opened the largest 
and things began to happen. If  you 
were lucky you could open the middle 
box, but you had to be in on the secret 
to open the smallest box. 

A cold chill gripped his every nerve. 
In a frenzy of desperation he drove his 
shoulders upward, again and again. 

"Don't give up," he thought to him-
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self. "Keep trying. Use your knees 
and your elbows, never mind the pain. 
Never mind cramped limbs, the agony 
lancing through you. Heave with your 
shoulders, struggle, put up a fight." 

The overhead gave all at once. One 
minute he was bruising his shoulders 
on a corrugated metal surface that 
would not budge an inch. The next he 
was l ifting himself up i nto a blaze of 
purple light. 

Pulling himself up over a jagged sur
face he emerged into an enormous bright 
chamber fil led with scaly l izard shapes. 
A s ickening stench assailed his nostrils, 
and his eyes were dazzled by blinding 
shafts of light. Groaning, swaying from 
his efforts he dragged himself forward 
on his stomach over a deck that seemed 
to flow out from under him. 

He stopped crawling a yard from the 
opening through which he had emerged, 
and arose swayingly to his feet. A dozen 
lizard shapes were standing in a circle 
about him, hemming him in.  The in
stant he arose their  savage jaws swept 
toward him, and clashed a foot from his 
face. 

WITH a cry of terror he leapt 
backward a g a i n s t something 

soggy, wet. At once a soggy shape em
braced him with shrunken forel imbs, 
and embedded its jaws in his leather 
provision pack, ripping it  from his back. 

"We eat now-enjoy long sleep," a 
voice  seemed to snarl in his brain. 

"White, hairless Earth animal bitter 
and stick in teeth," came the telepathic 
reply. "You want to go into punish
ment chute ?" 

"Other one:_taste l ike laparou," a 
third snarling voice complained. 

"Stop," a f o u r t h voice seemed to 
scream through the ship. "Do not touch 
him." 

Promptly the loathsome reptile 
shapes fell back. Shuddering convul
sively, they moved to right and left, leav
ing a cleared space down the center of 
the chamber which filled suddenly with 
mist. 

Out of the mist stepped Sib Niguth, 
his withered forelegs quivering. 

"Lamentable, lamentable," he tele
pathized. "A most unfortunate mishap. 
When your wife fainted you stepped 
backward into our discipl ine chute. You 
see, we punish unruly members of the 
crew by confining them in cramped 
quarters. Disobedient crew member 
steps into chute, and finds himself in 
lower chamber. He struggles to escape. 
In upper chamber his miseries increase. 
Psychological torment, you understand ? 
A most effective means of preserving 
discipline." 

Sib Niguth flicked moisture from his 
j aw with the tip of his tongue. "For
tunately you climbed back out. Did you 
hear the bel l ?  It was a summons for 
them to come and get it. Grog, you 
understand ? Chow. You are now in 
the crew quarters. The l ads are emo
tionally upset. We've been serving them 
wormy concentrates. I must think of 
my officers, you understand?  They 
wanted to-eh, eat you." 

"I've had enough of this puzzLe,'' 
groaned Hilton. "Just who and what are 
you ? Where did you come from ? 
Pluto ? I don't recognize your species 
at all." 

"Of course, you don't, old chap," was 
Sib Niguth's surprising answer .  "We 
are not of your Solar System-not even 
of your galaxy. This is an inter-di
mensional spatial expedition. We are 
from-let me put i t  so you will under
stand-our home universe is about five 
hundred thousand of your l ight years 
away. Just relax and let my thoughts 
sink into your retentive memory cells:' 

Hilton did so, and the gist of the in
formation he absorbed was so stagger
ing in concept that he felt as though 
his brain had been dropped into a celes
tial vortex and spun in a spatial centri
fuge. 

The l izard man cocked his head. 
"What you need now is a sedative. 

Yes, something to quiet your nerves. I 
hope, by the way, that the crew did not 
penetrate your flesh with their teeth." 

With a shudder Hilton perceived that 
the l izard was squinting at him down 
its tapering snout, its small eyes glisten
ing. .(Turn to page 106) 
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Bonds for the 4th War Loan. 
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though you may wonder how you're going 
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"I've arranged quarters for you," i t  
telepathized. "Directly opposite the of
ficer's cuddy. Your wife is r e s t i n g 
peaceably." 

Apprehension filled Hilton's heart. 
"Oh, how unfortunate," the l izard tele

pathized, as though a w a r  e of his 
thoughts. " 'Resting peaceably' i s  an 
expression which you only use when
yes, yes, I understand. My dear fellow, 
your wife is quite all right. I gave her 
a sedative, and she is sleeping in a com
fortable berth. I 've prepared-eh, twin 
berths for you." 

"Thank h e a v e  n s," H ilton almost 
sobbed. 

"Come," the l izard prodded gently. 
"I 'll take you to your quarters." 

Across the lurching mess room be
tween swaying reptile shapes Hilton 
stumbled, a cold, guiding claw on his 
arm. Out through a sliding door panel, 
and into a corridor which filled him 
with such a complexity of emotions that 
he stood staring at Sib Niguth in 
stunned incomprehension, as though he 
had been caught d o i n g something 
wrong, and was about to be punished for 
something he had not done at all . 

The corridor wasn't bare and corru
gated l ike the between-deck passage
ways of the Morning Star, for some
thing had decorated the bulkheads and 
polished them till they glowed. The 
decorations were spine-chill ing in some 
respects, but undeniably works of art. 
Murals so eerily powerful in concep
tion that for an instant Sib N iguth 
seemed to recede, and H ilton saw only 
bas-relief l izard shapes performing un
believable tasks in a world alien to hu
manity. 

ETCHED on the glowing metal were 
the outlines of hexangular hills, 

and rugged, crater-pitted plains. B ut 
what gave Hilton the worst start were 
the shapes  in the foreground. One of 
the bas-relief l izards was pushing a 
geometrically insane wheelbarrow over 
the plain, its scaly jaws agape. Another 
was thumping the ground with its tail, 
and shaking a tree which zigzagged up
ward from the rugose soil l ike a frozen 

l ightning bolt. 
Still another was clinging at an im

possible angle to a denuded l imb, its 
forked tongue protruding, and a repul
sive voracity in i ts stare. A fourth was 
squatting on its haunches directly be
neath the tree, slicing what appeared to 
be a fat, hairy worm into sections with 
its razor-sharp claws. 

"That one is dissecting a crawl-vine," 
Sib N iguth whispered in Hilton's brain. 

"Dissecting what?" 
"A crawl-vine. Our food supply, you 

understand ? Crawl-vines drop from the 
trees and have to be harvested. But 
first we dissect out the poisonous rinds." 

"I see," Hilton groaned. 
"These are simple pastoral murals," 

Sib N iguth explained. "In the officer's 
cuddy the bulkheads are covered with 
more skil lfully executed designs. It 
may seem fool ish to you, but we like to 
surround ourselves with famil iar scenes. 
These were etched by one of the scullery 
lads. Artistic abilities crop out in the 
most unexpected places. B ut come, you 
must be weary." 

Hilton nodded dazedly, and stumbled 
along at the lizard's side, his heart a 
dull, pulsating ache in the depths of his 
chest. 

Another bulkhead panel swung open, 
and Sib N iguth stepped aside so that 
Hilton might enter a dimlit chamber 
containing two metal berths, and some
thing that looked like a g igantic sauce
pan with two handles balancing itself 
on a ten-foot saw. 

"An automatic attendant," S ib N iguth 
explained. "Unfortunately it  cannot 
serve you, for your needs are quite dif
ferent from ours. I suggest you simply 
let it stand there." 

Hilton felt his knees tremble beneath 
him. One of the berths was unoccupied, 
but on the other lay Janet, her cornsilk 
hair pillowing her small ,  unmoving head. 

"Do not be alarmed," telepathized Sib 
N iguth. "You will awake together, and 
she will gravitate into your arms. You 
Third Planet bipeds are so emotional ." 

As he spoke the l izard reached into 
his belly-pouch, and produced a small 
crystal phial. 
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"Come now. You'd better drink this." 
Almost automatically H ilton found 

himself accepting the sedative wnich 
the l izard was forcing upon him. He 
did not want to swallow the draught but 
the l izard's stare was as compelling as 
a nightmare. 

"Come now, take this. You'll wake 
up feeling fit as a fiddle." 

On and on the l izard's telepathic voice 
droned, mesmerizing Hilton more and 
more as he relaxed at full length on the 
metal berth opposite Janet. On and on, 
with mounting candor and a kind of 
wistful urgency, as though the l izard 
really wanted to put H ilton at his ease. 

"We're going to be shipmates, so we 
may as well let down our hair. I 'm not 
at all sure I 'm the kind of commander 
my officers deserve. B ut I do what I 
can." 

On and on, until H ilton felt a deep 
drowsiness creeping over him. Slowly 
Sib Niguth's features receded, and Hil
ton heard only the lizard's voice deep in 
his mind, talking about the ship and the 
crew, and the mission which had been 
carried out. 

Sleep took possession of Hilton's mind 
in the middle of a sentence, so that the 
voice faded out on a r ising note. 

A popular song drifted into Hilton's 
consciousness from the crew quarters, 
jolting the mists from his brain. He 
had no way of knowing how long he 
had slept, under the influence of the 
sedative which his scaly host had forced 
upon him. The fact that the scaly crew 
had dredged a "blues" melody from 
the depths of his mind, and were sing
ing it now because it harmonized with 
their mood, added a final nightmare 
touch to his confusion. 

HI S  head trembled with the impact 
of telepathic rhythms impinging 

from a d o z e n despairing reptilian 
brains. Reptiles the creatures unmis
takably were, and the fact that they had 
been spawned on the dingy satellite of 
a far-off sun could not lessen the re
vulsion which he felt when they drew 
near to him. 

From the berth opposite there came 

an agitated stirring. Turning his head, 
he perceived that Janet's eyes were bor
ing holes in the darkness. 

"It was your idea," she flung at him. 
"You got us into this." 

"Janet, I 'm sorry." 
"When you disappeared I nearly went 

off the deep end," Janet choked. "That 
h ideous creature forced me to drink a 
bitter, horrible drug. Oh, where are we ? 
Why did they pick us up ?"  

H ilton c r o o k e d his fingers, and 
plucked at his scalp in the darkness. 
"Janet, if I tell you, will you take it in  
your stride l ike a real he-guy ?" he 
asked. 

"!-I'll try." 
"Well, they're from another galaxy. 

Functionally this ship resembles a small 
Saturn-run jeep, but there's something 
you didn't know. It's also a d imension
traveler. They've reached the Solar Sys
tem by traveling through buckl ing folds 
of space-time, across bill ions of l ight 
years." 

"Bill ,  they're hostile, aren't they ? 
They've come to inj ure mankind ?" 

He shook his head. "They bear us no 
i ll-will .  They are on a mission of ex
ploration and discovery. The one who 
has been so decent to us is  a scientific 
big shot. The crew are-well, the rep
tilian equivalent of able-bodied skymen." 

"All  they do is sway and hiss," Janet 
groaned. 

"That's because they're panic-stricken. 
Something went wrong when they 
emerged from subspace close to Pluto's 
orbit and made some navigational read
justments. In converting the ship from 
a space-time into a straight space trav
eler they blew what they thought was 
a foolproof gadget, the equivalent of a 
tube. Now they can't get back to their 
universe." 

H ilton stared into the darkness, ap
palled by the mounting fear in his wife's 
eyes. 

"Bill," she whispered hoarsely. "You're 
keeping something from me." 

H ilton cleared his throat. "Janet, mo
tivation is  a funny thing. If we were 
going to die we wouldn't care a hang 
about improving our minds. B ut these 
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creatures are reptiles, cold and imper
sonal . Our logic is tinged with emo
tionalism." 

"What-what are you trying to say, 
B il l ?"  

"The crew is in a blue funk, but the 
leaders of this expedition want to know 
more about our Sun. They're heading 
straight into it." 

J anet's eyes w i d e n e d. Whim she 
spoke her voice was shrilly hysterical. 

"But what good would scientific 
knowledge be to them ? They'll never 
see their world again, or be able to ·dis
cuss our world with other lizard scien
tists. It's utterly illogical to want to 
acquire knowledge which will perish 
when the brain which contains it  is  a 
roasted pulp." 

"Knowledge for its own sake, Janet," 
Hilton elaborated. "The satisfaction of 
doing an appointed job well, of carry
ing on despite all obstacles. They intend 
to die in a blaze of glory. They intend 
to take observations until the ship is 
too hot to hold them. They have a sort 
of scientific martyr complex." 

Almost soundlessly a panel in the 
bulkhead swung open, and a voice whis
pered in Hilton's brain. 

"I hope I am not intruding," it said. 
"I need your assistance. Your wife will 
pardon us, I 'm sure." 

Ignoring Janet's protests Hilton rose 
and accompanied Sib Niguth out of the 
chamber. 

"Your wife is upset ?" queried the liz
ard sympathetically. 

Hilton dug his nails into his palms. 
"What do you think ? "  

T h e  lizard spread its claws. "But my 
dear chap, I picked you up because I 
thought you might be of some assistance 
to us. The others were not very help
ful." 

HILTON stared at him. 
"I  see. We're just beetles in 

amber to you !" 
"My dear fellow, how droll ! Beetles 

are insects, I bel ieve. Amber is a hard, 
pale yellow fossil resin found upon cer
tain beaches. I picked that up from our 
last passenger. He was an English en-

gineer with a first-rate mind, but he 
cracked up. Had to blast him out through 
a stern rocket tube." 

"You mean you murdered him," Hil
ton bridled. 

"Oh, come now ! Murder is an ugly 
word in your language. Haven't I as
sured you we bear you no ill will ? I t's  
just that you Third Planet bipeds are 
so different from us that killing you 
doesn't go against the grain. You kill  
ants without hating them. I understand 
you admire ants, their social patterns, 
their complete selflessness. And yet 
you trample on them." 

"Sometimes, when they become pests," 
Hilton admitted. 

The lizard shrugged. "We never do 
anything that gives us an emotional 
wrench. But when it doesn't ? After 
all, my dear chap, why not ? Wouldn't 
you ?"  

"No." 
"Then why do you trample on ants ? '' 
"They're not intelligent," Hilton pro-

tested. "Instinct and intelligence are 
as far apart as the poles." 

"That's where you're wrong. Instinct 
is frozen intelligence. When intelligence 
is fluid it gets one into no end of ridicu
lous scrapes. If  that engineer chap 
wasn't romancing, ants have streamlined 
their intelligence in a remarkable way. 
No waste effort, no idleness. I regret 
I shal l never have the privilege of con
versing with an ant." 

"You wouldn't get far," H i 1 t o n  
thought bitterly, entering the control 
room by the lizard's side. There was a 
padded-cell feeling at the back of his 
mind, and his nerves were close to the 
breaking point. 

The control room smelled like a cro
codile pool, but when the viewport 
spiraled open Hilton felt a giddiness go 
through him. 

The spectacle before him was stupe
fying in its magnificence. Through the 
smoky viewport the sun blazed with a 
thousand unsuspected splendors. The 
lines of light which sprouted from i ts 
equator were rainbow hued, and the 
chromosphere bubbled and seethed till 
the entire void seemed to catch fire and 
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glow with an unearthly refulgence. 
Against his scaly breast Sib Niguth 

was bracing a gleaming metal tablet 
which he had l ifted from a circular 
rack beside the control board. His 
scrawny left arm was crooked about it ,  
and as he telepathized he moved a glow
ing stylograph slowly back and forth 
with his right claw. 

"It's your sun," the l izard said. "You 
know more about it  than we do. Do the 
naked-eye phenomena before you square 
with the observations of your astrono
mers ?"  

"!-I 'm not  sure," Hi lton stammered. 
"Of course I 'm no astronomer, but those 
sunspots don't look right. They're al
most as bright as the surrounding l umi
nosity. They should be quite dark, you 
know. And the chromosphere should 
absorb colors more. We get Fraunhofer 
l ines because it is supposed to absorb 
colors." 

"Oh ?" 
"The-the corona shouldn't be visible 

now because of the stupendous bright
ness." 

Sib Niguth seemed taken aback. "You 
have remarkable powers of observation, 
I must say. I can perceive no corona." 

"Those banners of  l ight are it," Hil
ton explained. "When you have only 
a few sunspots you don't get a circular 
corona." 

"H-h-m-mm ! Well, suppose you look 
back at the Earth now. You've never 
observed the Third Planet from this 
side, have you ?" 

His  temples thudding, H ilton crossed 
the control room to the stern magnifica
tionscope and stared through the eye
piece. 

The planet which appeared amidst a 
wavering backdrop of stars and misty 
nebulae was splotched and soggy look
ing, and bore a disgusting resemblance 
to an overripe toadstool. 

"Well ?" the l izard prodded. 
"Those dark patches could be seas," 

H ilton choked. "But where are the con
tinents ?" 

"Where are what ?" 
"What has become of Europe, Asia, 

Africa and the Americas ?"  

THE l izard seemed puzzled. 
"You wouldn't see them all at 

once," he said at last. 
"No-o-o. No, of course not. But it's 

most pecul iar all the same. I can make 
out several large craters, but no familiar 
land masses. That corkscrew mottling 
could be-yes, it's just possible-no, 
hold on-on second thought, no." 

"No, what ?" 
"Austral ia wouldn't look like that." 
The l izard shrugged and returned the 

writing tablet to its rack. 
"I'm afraid we're getting nowhere," 

he telepathized resentfully. "Why 
should you be puzzled by the appear
ance of your own sun, your own planet ? 
Rudimentary sciences you must have." 

"But I am puzzled," H ilton stam
mered. "I don't understand." 

"It's most regrettable. I thought I 
could draw upon your knowledge to ad
vantage. I risked-well, too much. I 
allowed myself to forget that you and 
your wife weigh nearly as much as I 
do." 

H ilton turned pale. "What has our 
weight to do with you ?" 

"My dear fellow, we don't want to go 
into a circular orbit about your sun. We 
want to drive straight i nto it. We may 
have to-well ,  dispose of a l ittle ballast." 
As the l izard spoke he raised his claw 
and sent a j et of green spray spurting 
toward Hilton. The man's head was en
veloped by it and his brain whirled. 

Hilton had only the vaguest recollec
tion of being helped back across the 
mural-decorated passageway to his 
berth. As though i n  a glass darkly he 
saw Janet's white face, and felt  his legs 
being elevated, and Sib Niguth's breath 
hot and acrid on his brow. 

When his faculties steadied he was 
lying stretched out at full l ength, and 
Janet was bending over him. 

"Darling, are you all right ?"  she 
choked. 

Groaning, he sat up. His brow was 
wet with perspiration and he again 
trembled with dread as to their fate. 

"Darl ing, what happened to you ? 
That hideous creature had to help you 
to your b�Jnk." 
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"I  almost passed out." 
"But why, B ill ?"  
In  utter silence he drew her into his  

arms. Lingeringly he kissed her. 
"We did have a honeymoon," he whis

pered. "Nothing can take Callisto Falls 
away from us." 

"No, B ill." 
"It was my fault, darl ing. Suggesting 

we hitch-hike. You ought to hate me." 
"I  don't at all." 
"You're a generous, loyal, brave l ittle 

wife. Janet, I 'll ask him to blast us  out 
through one tube into the void. We'll 
be like those two lovers in Dante's In
ferno, drifting around forever together, 
while the stars look down."  

The bulkhead panel sl id  slowly open, 
and into the chamber stepped Sib Ni
guth, his withered forelimbs quivering. 

"I  owe you an apology," he telepa
thized. "We've j ust made a startling 
discovery. We-" 

Something seemed to snap in Hilton's 
brain. Before the l izard could finish he 
was on his feet, his eyes blazing. 

"You win, funny face. B ut before you 
blast us through a rocket tube I've a 
little present for you." 

"No wait, we-s-s-il-ush !" 
Like a piston Hilton's fist drove for

ward into the lizard's stomach, sending 
him staggering backward. 

"Something to remember us by," Hil
ton snarled. 

"No, wait !"  Sib Niguth telepathized, 
and-disappeared. 

"Here I am," the lizard said, reap
pearing on the opposite side of the cham
ber. "A nasty temper you have, I must 
say." 

Hilton wheeled in amazement. 
"B ill, look out ! "  Janet screamed. "He 

can make himself invisible." 
"Dematerialization," the lizard ex

plained, "is a simple mechanical process. 
Our race mastered it when your ances
tors were living in caves." 

As he spoke Sib Niguth sprang into 
the air, and launched himself straight 
at the terrified Earthling, his kangaroo
l ike extremities drawn back in a most 
hideous fa>ihion. 

Hilton never knew what struck him. 

One minute he saw the creature's webbed 
feet descending toward him, the next 
his skull seemed to burst asunder, and 
he sank down into blackness, felled by a 
terrific kick between the eyes and end
ing in a sideward blow to the stomach. 

SOMEONE was tugging at his sleeve. 
"B ill, oh B ill. We're in our own 

l ittle ship again. Wake up, dearest." 
Groaning, he struggled to a sitting 

position. Thank goodness he was not 
reclining in darkness any more. He 
was sitting before the control panel of 
the Morning Star, and Janet was perched 
opposite him. 

She was leaning toward him, eyes 
shining. "Darling, he left this message 
for you." 

"Huh ?" 
"He left a message, B ill. I t's  etched 

out in English on metal. You'd better 
read it, darling." 

Somewhat dazed Hilton took the metal 
tablet from his wife's hand. It read : 

My dear fellow : The joke's on us. I t  
wasn't your sun. I t  was our sun. And the 
"Earth" was one of our planets-Salashun. 
The dazzle was so intense I £.ailed to recog
ni.ze my own sun. I ronic, what ? That tube I 
told you about wasn't burned out. It was just 
acting up. When I converted the ship into a 
space traveler I forgot to unscrew it, you see?  

Old chap, it started sputtering, then lighted 
up. We see-sawed back and forth b etween 
your system and ours, across billions of light 
years. And every time we returned to your 
system your ship was right beside us in the 
void. Most of the time we were in our sys
tem, you understand ? We didn't travel spa
tially in yours after you hailed us. 

Old fellow, one doesn't always trample on 
ants. Sometimes one picks them up and puts 
them back into their mounds. Yes, I think 
you would call it an irrational impulse. 
You've had bacon and eggs for breakfast, and 
are smoking a pipe. You feel-well, mellow. 
Live and let live, eh?  

I felt  mellow myself, old  chap. Knowing I 
could jolly well stop the see-sawing-know
ing I could make readjustments which would 
keep us on our side of the cosmic fence. 

Incidentally, one of the engine room lads is 
a technical wizard. He repaired your ship 
before he rolled up his sleeves, as you would 
say, and went to work on the tube. He as
sures me you won't be troubled by leaking 
fumes or defective j-valves. 

You see, the lads feel mellow, too. They're 
grateful to you for the " Blues"-singing it 
kept them from coming a cropper. Old chap, 
we've put you back, and now we're going 
home. Good luck, and-free wheeling. 

Sib Niguth. 



THE BARD 
O F  C ERES 

By JOSEPH FARRELL 
Johnny Bates, Sp a c e  Gu ard on 
Ceres, Was Bored with His Job, 
But a Space Pirate and Shake
speare Soon Livened Things Up! 

HENRY TREVOR was chuck
ling softly. He looked up from 
the close-printed pages of "The 

Merry Wives of Windsor" at his rest
lessly pacing young assistant, Johnny 
Bates. 

"You should learn to appreciate Shake
speare, Johnny," he advised. "He's the 
greatest humorist of them all. Listen to 
the way Falstaff-" 

Johnny Bates swung around and 
glared at him. 

"Shakespeare ! I'm sick of him. And 
I'm tired of this i nfernal planetoid, and I 
hate those slimy natives-" 

His lean jaw thrust out beneath the 
bored youthful features. "Join the Space 
Guard !" he quoted mockingly. "Adven
ture, travel, romance-the thrill of far
off planets. And here I am, assigned to 
guarding a third rate asteroid." He 
broke off, ran a hand through long black 
hair. "I'm sorry, Henry. No need to 
take it out on you. But I 'm bored." 

He turned and stared out the window 
of the government post. The familiar 
barren landscape disappeared abruptly 
at the short horizon. It  was hard, jagged 
rock, the only level ground being the 
thousand-yard-long landing strip at his 
right. 

Above him space was black and bright
starred. He stared wistfully. Out there 
the Space Guard were doing men's work. 
Roth Haggar, terror of the spaceways, 
was being hunted. And here was he, 
J ohnny Bates, tied down to this govern
ment post and landing strip on t iny 
Ceres. 
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The natives c a m e  t o  l ife, a n d  sta rted swe l l i n g  their  
bodies 

Trevor had come up behind him. The 
older man's eyes were concerned as he 
put a hand on the boy's shoulders. 

"You'll get your chance, Johnny. 
You're young and romantic, but you'll 
have to wait  for an opening." He ges
tured toward the volumes in the book-
case. "You could spend many pleasant 
hours until you're called for more active 
service." 

They both knew it  was untrue. A man 
stationed at such an outpost could be for
gotten, spend his l ife there. Johnny 
nodded, trying not to look too glum. He 
wished he were l ike Trevor. The older 
man had asked for this post, and had 
spent twenty years studying the works 
of Shakespeare. But Johnny knew he 
could never be that type. 
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HE LOOKED on in mild interest as 
a weird figure wriggled over the 

near horizon, coming toward the post. 
Another followed, and then more. Six 
of the creatures appeared. 

"See, we have company," said Trevor 
pleasantly. 

Johnny managed a smile, watching the 
gruesome shapes of sickly gray cowhide 
writhing toward them. The natives were 
friendly, even sociable, and best of all, 
they had vocal chords. They even knew 
a l ittle pidgin-English. 

Trevor snapped the l ever that con
trolled the airlock. When the half dozen 
Cereans were packed between the doors 
he pushed it  to  the position that closed 
the outer and opened the inner door. The 
amorphous creatures waddled into the 
room. 

Trevor grunted a welcome and broke 
out the sugar supply. He passed out 
lumps, which disappeared swiftly into 
the digestive systems of the natives. 

Hroxl, the leader of the Cereans, 
grunted back. Like the others, he was 
dressed in his Sunday best, which in
volved a strip of rope about his middle 
and a short ceremonial spear that he 
held proudly. 

"Ceres fellas come see Earth fellas," 
he announced. "Bye-'n-bye much Earth 
fellas this place." 

The two men looked at each other. 
Guessing what the natives meant was 
often a game. 

"He thinks you're my wife," hazarded 
Trevor. "He's been listening to the 
Earth radio and heard about the septup
lets that were born back on Earth." 

Johnny suppressed a grin. "If there 
were seven of you," he growled, "there'd 
be seven corpses here. But as usual 
you're wrong. He's seen a space-ship 
coming, for two platins." 

"It's a bet." Trevor dug into his 
pocket. "Ante up !" 

"What the devil !" J ohnny demanded. 
He stared at the natives. They were 

trying hard to stand on their heads, and 
not succeeding very well, because most 
of their weight was in their lower parts. 
A slow grin of understanding broke on 
Johnny's face. 

"No, no," he explained. "Henry didn't 
say 'ends up.' He said 'ante up ! ' " 

The Cereans returned to their normal 
postures. "Cerean fellas make mistake," 
said Hroxl, seriously. 

"I wonder," said Johnny. His  voice 
was doubtful. "Sometimes I think you 
white lobsters have a sense of humor. B ut 
a pun i s  the lowest form, especially the 
way you do it." 

Trevor stopped chuckling and ad
dressed the natives. "Ceres fella make 
talk much Earth fellas by this place 
very fast. My word ! What Earth fella 
this ?" 

The chief waved toward the sharp 
horizon. "Earth fellas that place. Make 
this place. My word, yes !" 

Johnny looked narrowly. "Maybe you 
owe me two platins, Henry. If some
body's coming-" 

A human figure surrounded by a bulg
ing space-suit broke into view. The man 
seemed injured, then they saw him fall 
to one knee. He picked himself up and 
staggered toward the shack. 

"A wounded man !"  Trevor exclaimed. 
"Possibly a space-ship crashed on 
Ceres ! Johnny, get the first-aid equip
ment out-I'll go for him." 

Johnny quickly reached for the med
ical supplies while Trevor put himself 
into a space-suit. He  opened the lock, 
and let Henry out. In their corner the 
natives watched with incurious eyes. 

JOHNNY watched Trevor reach the 
injured man and lift him by the belt 

of his bulger-no effort in the feeble 
gravity of Ceres. In a few minutes, the 
two men were back thrpugh the airlock, 
inside the shack. The man had his hands 
over his vision plate, as if shielding his 
eyes. 

Trevor started stripping off his space
suit. "We'll get the things off him, and " 

He stopped short. The man had 
worked off his helmet and stood facing 
them with a deadly UV gun in his hand. 
They stared at the thin-lipped, evil face, 
with its scar that ran from one corner 
of his mouth to the ear, giving the look 
of a diabol ical grin. 
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"Roth Haggar !"  they exclaimed to
gether. 

The outlaw's cold eyes studied them 
mockingly. 

"In person." The voice was an omin
ous purr that fitted the graceful, catl ike 
motions of the lean outlaw. "Roth Hag
gar is a leader in the full sense of the 
word. When I want something done 
properly, I do it  myself." 

"I'll never eat ham again," said Tre
vor. "What do you want here ?" 

Haggar's grin disappeared. "When 
I 'm through with you- But first of all, 
I have a man coming. He's been listen
ing in on helmet radio." 

He waved his gun. "Go stand in that 
corner for now. I may need you later." 

The outlaw stepped to the l ever that 
controlled the airlock. Johnny glanced 
outside and saw a space-suited figure ap
proaching. When the man entered, he 
studied him, and recognized him from 
the reward posters. 

It was a squat, barrel-chested gorilla, 
one of Roth Haggar's worst cutthroats. 
The man had a bald head, and a patch 
over one eye gave him the name of 
Ganymede Joe, since he had lost his eye 
on that moon. The hairy suitcase he 
used for a jaw dropped when he came 
through the airlock and found himself 
face to face with the Cereans. He stared 
at them, his gun leveled. 

"Boss ! What's those things ? "  He tore 
off his helmet for a better look. "Are 
they alive ? "  

Haggar glanced disdainfully a t  the 
natives. "They don't count. I checked 
them in the Interplanet Encyc-I be
l ieve in being thorough. One human is 
the same as another to them, so just act 
as if they aren't there. They won't bother 
us." 

"They give me the shivers," Ganymede 
Joe complained. He moved closer to 
Haggar's side. "They're obnoxious and 
pestficerous, that's what they are !"  

"Forget them," Haggar ordered. "Get 
to that radio and start signaling the 
boys. Tell them it's all right to land." 

"They ain't human," Ganymede Joe 
insisted. He  moved cautiously toward 
the radio, keeping his good eye on the 

Cereans. "They're Frankensteenish ! 
They're-uh-" he fumbled for a good 
word. "Gruesome !"  

The natives came to life. They started 
swell ing their bodies, pumping what air 
they could into their almost, vestigial 
lungs, and their tentacles spread out. 
Ganymede Joe yipped, almost dropped 
his gun. Haggar looked suspiciously at 
Bates and Trevor. 

"What's this ?"  he demanded. 
Johnny shrugged unhappily. "They're 

punsters," he explained. "Your ape said 
'gruesome,' and it  sounded like 'Grow 
some.' They're just being obl iging." 

"Well, stop it !" Haggar ordered. "Get 
back to your right sizes, you animated 
gargoyles, or I 'll give you a dose of UV 
that'll make you stop growing-per
manent !" 

The Cereans deflated. "Ceres fellas 
make wrong idea," said Hroxl, looking 
as sheepish as it is  possible for a native 
of Ceres to look. 

"Let's get rid of them, chief," Gany
mede Joe begged. 

"No. Let them stay, and see how Roth 
Haggar works. I remember reading 
about these puns. Nobody knows whether 
it's really nai:vete, or whether they're 
being kittenish. But they won't hurt us." 

"I s t i 1 1  insist they're superfluous, 
chief.'' 

Haggar scowled at his henchman 
"Get at that radio, and contact the 
others !" 

THE gorilla grumbled a n  d started 
playing with the transmitter. B ates 

and Trevor stared unhappily at each 
other. Henry leaned against the book
case. In an automatic gesture, he 
picked up one of his volumes of Shakes
peare. 

Roth Haggar strutted thoughtfully. 
"A nice layout. I 've always l iked the 

idea of taking over one of these govern
ment posts. From here we can raid 
ships outbound from Mars and Earth. 
You've got detectors here to warn us of 
any approaching danger. You've got a 
Choney field to guard the only strip of 
land on the whole asteroid where a 
space-ship could. be set down. Yes-an 
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excellent layout." 
Bates knew the outlaw was right. 

They had been tricked. No space-ship 
could have landed on Ceres against their 
wishes, for the Choney field was a bar
rier of force that would wreck any vessel 
that attempted to land without their 
permission. B ut now the field would be 
released to let the pirate vessel land. 

"Erricson !" Ganymede Joe had con
tacted the waiting space-ship. "You can 
come in now. We got everything under 
control here-The boss sure put it  over 
big." Neanderthal features in the tele
plate spat to one side. "How about the 
Chone y ?  �ake darn sure you cut out 
the Choney. That fiel d would cut us 
into pieces so small we'd have to dodge 
atoms." 

Ganymede Joe nodded. He reached 
out and spun to its farthest notch the 
heavy wheel that controlled the Choney 
field. 

"The field is now disestablished," he 
announced. "Come on in." 

"Coming," said Erricson. 
The screen blacked out. Through the 

window, Johnny saw the distant lights 
of the approaching ship. In a minute 
he could make out details, and his jaw 
hardened a l ittle. 

"Like i t?"  Roth H aggar asked, with a 
touch of pride. "The toughes

'
t ship in 

the system. Tops for offense or defense. 
Nothing the Space Guard has can stand 
up to it. Notice those gun turrets in 
the waist. My own personal invention." 

Johnny looked it over, his thoughts as 
dark as the deadly prow that was nosing 
toward the landing strip. Black and 
grim that vessel was, its cargo death and 
its crew the scrapings of the planets. 

His eyes met Trevor's. The older 
man's gaze was troubled too, as he un
consciously fingered the volume in his 
hands. 

"What's that book you have there ?" 
Roth Haggar demanded suddenly. 

Trevor looked in surprise at the out
law, then at the book. "I didn't even 
know I was holding it," he said. "It's a 
habit." 

"What is it !"  Hangar snapped. 
Johnny's eyes lighted momentar'ly. 

"Two platins this'll work," he murmured. 

"Stop whispering !" Haggar roared. 
"What's that book ?" 

"Shakespeare ! "  Johnny roared back. 
Haggar flinched suddenly as the na

tives started waving their short spears. 
Ganymede Joe howled in instinctive ter
ror. From the weaiJons of both outlaws 
murderous blasts of highly concentrated 
ultra-violet rays pounded the natives. 

The natives screamed in sudden agony. 
But they did not die. Haggar stared 
unbel ievingly over the warm UV gun. 

"It's impossible !" he shouted. "These 
are the deadl iest weapons made-my own 
invention." 

He backed away a step, eyes widening. 
The Cereans were moving in on him. 

"Ceres fellas mad ! Darn, my word, 
much mad. Kill ! Kill !" 

Roth Haggar's voice went shrill .  He 
threw an arm over his face as a shower 
of spears crashed into him. Ganymede 
Joe clubbed his gun and struck out at 
the natives who swarmed at him. Then 
he was down. 

"No kill ! "  Johnny's voice bellowed, 
over the uproar. "Earth fell as dead . no 
good. Earth fellas l ive make much 
sugar Cerean fellas ! My word !"  

Trevor's gun covered the battered 
criminals as the · Cereans retreated 
gravely to their corner. 

"That sugar," said Johnny, grinning 
widely, "will be the ' green, folding 
kind !" 

DE SWUNG the heavy wheel of the 
Choney field just as the outlaw ves

sel touched the landing strip. The ship 
started slowing to a stop. Then-in a 
fraction of a second it sprinkled silently 
to the ground in a nauseating mess. 

If the ship had been made of wood, 
the pieces could have been used for 
matchsticks. 

Johnny eyed the remains thought
fully. "Better cal l the front office, 
Henry," he suggested. "Tell them to 
bring a ton of sugar for the boys, and 
a ton of chains for these two apes." 

"I can't understand it," Roth Haggar 
was groaning. "Our UV guns are the 
deadliest weapons in existence. B ut all 

(Concluded on page 129) 



5!tij 
STARTLING WAH 

News and Notes from the 
Science Front  

(ANADIAN NAVY LICKS M A L  D E  M E R-If the 
war has done nothing else for humanity, 

it promises, thanks to the work of Surgeon 
Captain C.  H. B est, Royal Canadian Naval 
Volunteer Reserve, co-discoverer of insulin, 
and Dr. W iler Penfield of M ontreal, to van
quish the dreaded mal de mer-seasickness to 
you-forever. 

Already, three out of four cases are cured 
by the use of pink pills of undisclosed in
gredients which have a gyroscopic steadying 
effect on stomachs afflicted by the roll and 
pitch of a ship's deck. The capsules are now 
being manufactured in quantity and will b e  
available f o r  civilian u s e  after the war. 

* * * 
SUPER BOMBER A LMOST READY FOR COMBAT 

-The immense Martin B-29, the Army's 
new super bomber, which will reduce the 
Fortress and Liberator to the status of 
medium planes, is now in quantity produc
tion and almost ready to release its vast load 
of "eggs" on the A xis. Specific details as to 
its speed and bomb load are still unreleased, 
but enough has seeped out to give a fair pic
ture of the monster. 

It is a six-motor job, its Wright Cyclone 
18 engines giving it a total of 12,000 horse 
power with speed approximating that of pres
ent day fighter-s. It is armed with weapons 
ranging up to 75 mm cannon, will carry a 
greater bomb load than any existing plane 
and will be able to bomb Tokyo and �;eturn 
from present A m erican Pacific bases. Some
body h-ad better run for cover when this baby 
gets into operation. 

* * * U S. A R M Y  DOCTORS PERFORM M E DICAL 
• M I RACLE-Fifty-one per cent of Unite

'
d 

States war wounded have been returned to 
active duty after hospitalization ! This 
startling figure .does not include wounded 
treated at first-aid stations near the fronts 
who rejoin their units in a few days. Ac
oording to the Hospital Administrative Sec
tion of the M edical D epartment, only ten per 
cent of total casualties are hospitalized at 
all. O f  almost 20,000 hospitalized casualties 
in all theatres up to last August 1 5, more than 
9,000 are already back in active service with 
more of the same total on the way back to the 
front. 

* * * A R M Y  COPOR ALS TURN STUMPS INTO MA-

C H INE-GUN M 0 U N  T S-Two Army non
coms, Corporals D. L. Hover and V. Ciacca
rini, have come up with a gadget that con
verts any fencepost or tree stump into an 
anti-aircraft mount for the .SO-calibre ma
chine-gun, the weapon most feared by straf
ing planes. It can be secured in less than 
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thirty seconds and is based on a one-foot 
piece of four-inch angle iron with two short 
pieces of chain attached near either end so 
that they can be snugged up tight by turning 
a pair of wing nuts. These clamp the n:'ount 
to the post. Flanges and a pair of circular 
plates complete the gadget, which is only 18 
inches long and weighs less than 25 pounds. 

* * * N OVEL BOM B  AS "TERROR" WEAPO N-A new 
high in grisly war weapons is offered by 

inventor S. L. Conrad of Columbus, Ohio, in 
the form of a bomb built in spherical shape 
with projecting spikes to give it a better 
grip on the ground. Within it is a gasoline 
engine. The idea is to drop it by parachute 
and let it run wild among enemy troops under 
its own power, rolling erratically and explod
ing God knows where. It sounds swell as 
long as it doesn't roll back among our own 
boys. 

* * * ROCKET JETS "PUSH" BOMB D O W N WA R D-To 

give a bomb greater downward velocity 
than it receives from gravity, W. F. Rouse 
of Have lock, I ow a, proposes a series of rocket 
jets in its tail to be ignited after the missile 
has fallen well clear of the lanching aircraft. 
" Upside down" rocket bombs of this type 
were reported in use by the Germans some 
time ago, but this is the first emergence of 
such a weapon as an A merican invention. 

* * * 

GARAND GETS GUNSIG HT PATENT-John C .  
Garand, Springfield Arsenal employee and 

inventor of the M - 1  rifle now in use by our 
armed forces, has patented a new type of rear 
peepsight for firearms. It consists of an L
shaped member mounted on the barrel by 
means of a transverse hinge. Each arm of the 
L is pierced by a peepsight aperture near its 
upper end. The two arms are of unequal 
length, so that two quickly adjusted eleva
tions are possible on the weapon. Royalty
free rights for manufacture and use are as
signed to the U. S.  Government. 

* * * NEW I N VENTION M A K ES WHISTLE PUFFS 

VISIBLE-Famed inventor fohn Hays Ham
mond Jr. has come up with a powder pun for 
whistles on diesel-propelled vessels which 
will make their blasts visible to mariners. 

Ships' ca]ltains, accustomed to reading sig
nals by the pun of steam on steam whistles 
rather than by their sound, particularly in 
congested waterway, have been having trouble 
understanding puffless diesel whistles. Mr. 
Hammond adds a tight powder-packed cylin
der to the whistles along with a supplemen
tary blast of air which does the trick, thus 
aiding convoy maneuvers considerably. 



THE ETHER "\''IBRATES 
(Continued from page 9) 

GIANT A TO�A IS SU RPRISE 
By George Ebey 

De<tr Sat·ge : T l 1 c  w i n ter STA RTLI NG S1.'0 R l E S  
i s  a. d i s t i nct I m p rovement over t h e  last two issueH. 
Bergey does a gooc l com m erci 'l. l  job on the o v e r  he re 
tha t Is defin ite l y attent i o n -aUracting, i f  nothing e l "e. 
However-it might be wel l to remind Earle that this 
b u siness of a tnan and w o m a n  glancing over theit· 
shoul ders at something expl od ing, ot· glow ing, or 
glittering can be run into the ground . Way, way 
down. 

Jameson's novel, The Giant A. tom was a complete 
surprise. It started off in the usual inane manner 
and seemed d estined to end that way. 'l'hen came 
chapter three and the fun began. Interesting tech
nical talk, and later on-of all t h ings--humor ! I 
laid down my copy of t h e  mag and roared with 
laughter over such items a s  the headlines on page 
4 4 : "Vengeful Maniac Sets ·world Afire" ; "Ben
nion's Moll Defies Court" ; "Helped Her Boy Friend 
Fan Blaze But Won't Talk." And the lovely episode 
where the army decides to "blow up" the atom ! 
0 joy ! B e t  Jameson had a lot of fun writing this 
story. 

The shorts were excellent except for the Cob
lentz yarn wh i c h  was at least innocuous. Kuttner's 
was a well carried out problem piece and Rocklynne 
turned out a space tale w i th a novel twist. 

Some of the interior art-work wasn't too bad. 
The Ethe1· Vib•·ates pleases with some nicely 

thought-out letters-notably those of Ramsay and 
Stoy. I add my voice to the general plea for less 
"war corn"-take a bow, Chad-and badly done 
propaganda. If the authors can't logically and in
telligently work the war into their tlct!on then let 
them leave the subject alone. Otherwise, the stories 
suffer. 

I almost forgot the Hall of Fame reprint-which 
should really be unforgettable. Here i s  writing of a 
sort that has al most disappeared from fiction. Not 
that I would rate this story as a "class i c , "  yet "The 
Last Woman" contained simple emotions and hu
manness without once being mawkish or melodra
matic. 

Thanks for the pleasant comments on S app h o  
in the fan mag re,·iews. However, you mJght hav e 
mentioned that the mag is an a l l-poetry effort. In
cidentally I suggest that you rea d �orne o f  those 
poems. It won't take long : they're all pretty short. 
You might even enjoy them-who knows?- 4 7 6 6  
Re',nhm·dt D1'ive, Onklamd, Calif. 

Glad you liked THE GIANT ATOM, Pee
lot Ebey. The junior astrogator just before 
you didn't seem to think so much of it. I 
thought the yarn grew on you, too-like the 
atom did. Oh, well. . .  

SMOOTH SAILING 
By James Russell Gray 

Dear Space-Warp : The latest STARTLING STO
RlES ( Winter Issue) was a n ice mess o f  turnip 
greens. Since I'm a country boy, t h is is intended 
for a compliment. I've read many a copy of the 
old mag, and while you've done better in tlve or six 
issues during its lifetime, this one is  way above 
average. "Sojarr of Titan" was better, and "The 
Water World." Still ,  "The G iant Atom" is the best 
story you've printed in a long time, the best thing 
Jameson has done since he wrote "Quicksands To 
Youthwardness." 

I consider the shorts all good this time. And, 
mind you, I usually don't care for sho1-ts. As many 
of the fans have already said, the novel -length sto
ries are usually best ; there is more room for the 
author to develop his background and whatnot. Or 
something. 

Anyway, I place the Hall of Fame story first. It 
is a powerful piece, and well deserves to be called 
a classic. I can't make up my mind, if any, whether 
t o  place "Beyond The Boiling Zone" or "1\1:usic 
Hath Charms" next. I enjoyed them both Im
mensely. So make it a tie. Coblentz's offering rates 
last, and it's a swell story. Before I pass on, 1 wa nt 
to say that Rocklynne had a nice Idea there in 
"Beyond The Boiling Zone." Inci denta ll y, I lilted 
"Exile to Centa ur!" in TW"S which some of the fa ns 
pan ned so emphatically. 

The cover is much better than usual. I m iss !h<· 
BEM ( s igh ) and the horrified look on the gi rl '" p · m .  
b u t  I gu s s  I mustn' t be se l fi sh . And besi Llcs, I 
know they'll both b e back n ext issue. 
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I place the picture on page 41 in first placP, 
and that probably doesn't rea l ! �· f'Ount as it illus
tt·ates the blurb advertising "Tho G rea t l!:go" which 
i s  prom ised for the next issue. There's someth i n g  
about his w o r k  . . . . Place the P.aul on page 7 3  in 
second plaCQ, and say that the otl1f'r illustrat ions 
a re adequate. A nd that t a. l<e" care o f  the art. 

Your lette r section i "  getting bet ter and bettor. 
That goes for '.L' W S  an d CAPTAIN FUTURE also. 
·want my o p inion as to wny '? It's because you 
have toned down the sarcasm in your con1n1ents on 
the reacle•·s' offe rings. Not that you weren't right, 
understand. But you scare off a lot of letter writ
ers that ·way. ll science- fict i on editor once said, 
" . . .  the editor always has the last word. He ca n  
say what h e  th inks w i th such finality that the 
reader, instead of opening a good controversy, finds 
himself squelched whether or not the editor intends 
to be final in his reactions." Name of editor, and 
where printed, on request. 

I always read the letter section first. It  can be, 
and often is, the best thing in a magazine. I look 
forward to Bill  Stoy's m iss ives, and 1 can just see 
him crying bitterly into tankards of Xeno. The guy 
can certainly turn " neat ph.rase. Raym Washing
ton Intim ates be has sent in a story to t h e  Ama
teur Contest that didn't click. So'd my w ife . I 
know how to get even with 'em, Raym. Let's send 
'en1 a poem. 

Well, Sarge, that about takes care of everything 
but the rent, and I have troubles enough of my own, 
so you can worry about that. My pet BEM. which 
I keep chained in my back yard, has doubled his 
weight in two months. G ruesome, wha t ?-Box 2 0 .;, 
Hm·tsho•·ne, Okla. 

Nice ethergram, Pee-lot Gray, and the old 
Sarge is not going to pin your ears back for 
no reason at all.  Say, what's the name of that 
B E M  in your back yar d ?  In these days of 
meat rationing and point purchasing, a good 
B E M  that will grow in such fashion is worth 
looking into. 

YEAR'S REPORT 
By Gene Hunter 

Dear Sarge : S ince th i s issue is the final one of 
this year, it is l i me to gi\·e out with a l ist of the 
ten best stories that haH• adorned STARTLING in 
the past :rear. Sadly, there can be only fi ,·e worth 
mentioni ng. 

Robert Moore Williams, who usually isn't "o good. 
turned out the best story in the magazine for 1 9 � 3  
with Wo·rld Beyon<l the .Sky. Number two story was 
fL short one by Dennis and Tucker, two fe ll ow s whom 
I have never encountered before nor since, called 
The Gladi<Ltors. Third place goes to Rocklynne for 
Pi.-a tes ot the Time T1·a.il, fourth to Gallun for He!ISt"ff Fo•· Planet X, a n d  fifth to ·wi l l i a m  Morrison 
for what I consider his best short story, Forgotten 
Past. 

Best cover of the year (and the only good one ) 
was Bergey's for Fall. Best interior artist was 
Finlay with 4 . 2 5 ,  worst was Marchioni with 1 . 3 8 .  
STARTLING'S average for the year w a s  2 . 2 3 4 .  

And so with deep loathing w e  fi l e  away STAR
TLING STORIES for 1943,  and if  I may say so, it 
was a helluva year. God only knows what 1944  will 
bring. 

Through the medium of this column I have a 
couple of things to make public. First let me 
a.pologize to my several correspondents for my eter
nal moving about, but c i rcumstances have required 
it. As far a s  I !mow, this address will be permanent 
for the duration or until Uncle Sam sees fit to want 
me. 

Secondly, I now have a large file of back issue 
magazines. Anyone interested drop me a line with 
a l ist of m agazines You n e ed , and I ' l l  do what I can. 

Guess that's about all for now, Sarge.-6665 Long 
Beach Blvd . ,  Long Beach, Ca lif. 

Anyway, Kiwi Hunter, the old Sarge is 
happy that you survived the disastrous year 
with only a mild case of mal de  mer. Let's 
hope 1 944 will be brighter for you. Perhaps 
we can get the artists to use more vivid col
ors, no ? Now, climb back into the nut and 
bolt locker, and we will get on with the 
grousing. 

(Continued on page 118) 



RGUMENTS about who won the 
last war and who is  doing most 
to win this, are usually very 

much to be deprecated. But a friendly 
competition as to which people is man
aging to make the best monetary con
tribution might have its uses as a stim
ulant to the War Bond and Stamp Cam
paign. 

B ritain has pushed her income tax i n  
the higher brackets u p  t o  a s  much as 
97 � %  and has introduced a system of 
d eferred payment of salaries and wages. 
Payment of both in certain cases is  
withheld and will be made available as 
savings at the end of the war. 

The American campaign for bonds 
and stamps is  an attempt to do in a 
voluntary way what has been done partly 
by law in B ritain. It would be a fine 
testimony to the capacity of the Amer
ican people for that voluntary coopera
tion which is of the essence of democ-

7j.ur 
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Famous Author of "Let the People 
Kno11'" and other book5 

racy i f  this campaign succeeded so well 
that no compulsory savings were nec
essary. 

Furthermore, we are all discussing 
these days the post-war settlement ; but 
one of the chief features of the post
war settlement should be provision 
against a post-war depression. 

The War Bond Campaign is not 
merely a war measure ; i t  is  a measure of 
post-war settlement, a means of holding 
back purchasing power until that mo
ment of time when it  will be most 
needed, the time of post-war reconstruc
tion spending then of the money saved · 
-and increased-by bonds, will be a 
first class means of giving a stimulant 
to business and preventing depression 
to Bond buyers, or a means both of 
beating the enemy and of seeing that his 
onslaught does as l ittle damage as pos
sible to our societies in the difficult and 
dangerous post-war period. 

PREPARE T O  MEET P O ST-WAR P R O B LEMS!  
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FROM COVER TO COVER 
By Guy Truca no, Jr. 

Dear Sarge : I should be different and start 
talking about next issue. It sounds slightly more 
interesting than the present one. Anyway, I have 
missed at least one issue. And it is defmitely not 
my fault. After a train load of soldiers goes through 
you couldn't buy a magazine with a gas coupon. 
Oh. well. 

As I walked Into the newsstand, I spotted the 
pack of wolves drooling around an obscure corner. 
Realizing immediately it was either Esquire or a 
scientiflction gal, I tried a football rush. That night 
when they swept out they discovered my body in 
the corner. Three days later, they brought the 
m a gazine to me at the hospital. 

Starting with the shorter ones first, I went 
through the book. Two were definitely good stories. 
and the others were hovering between good and fair. 
Then I turned my attention to the main battle. 

At first I admit I was thrilled, held speechl ess, 
etc. It was either wonderful writing or I'm preju
diced in favor of Jameson. Probably both. Any
way, I still think the writing was swell, and there 
were several new twists to the plot, but as time 
went on i t  fell more and more into the same old 
"lost-world, saved-world" pattern. Even so. Jame
son dressed this up into a swell story.-Dickinson, 
N. Dakot·a. 

Nice work, Kiwi Trucano. Sounds like a 
quiet evening in the Spacemen's Cafe at 
Aphro City on Venus. We will now hear a 
hoot from the Hoosier State. 

BACK I NTO T H E  G ROOVE 
By Joe Reincke 

Dear Sarge: Well w h at do you know ! S S  is 
getting back in the old swing again. The stories 
are getting to be worth reading. The cover drawing 
is  not half as good as the last issue. Was that 
an atom or a hunk of cheese that Bergey was tTying 
to depict? Well, now to get down to business : 

"The Giant Atom"-4 orchids. 
"The Last Worrian"-1 , 0 0 2 , 0 3 1  onions. 
You could have left the 7 pages that that tripe 

wasted blank, and 1 would have enjoyed it more. 
"Beyond The Boiling Zone"-2 orchids. 
And more if Rocl dynne wouldn't have written it 

down as it came to him. ( Ea.sy, Rocklynne. ) 
"Music Hath Charms"-10 onions. 
"The Sidereal Time-Bomb"-10 plus orchids. 
One of the best scientiflction shorts I ever read. 

A hand for Mr. Coblentz. 
The departments aren't even worth mentioning. 

The pies looked like they were scribbled by a guy 
(a relative of yours, Sarge ) at the local nut fac

tory. Don't drown yourself in Xeno, Sarge, or they 
may have to start rationing it. ( And that would 
k i l l  you. ) - 3 9 2 2  Smith St., F'01·t Wayne, Ind. 

G etting fresh with the senior astrogator, 
eh? Stick your head between the j aws of 
that spare vise yonder, and I'll have your fel
low space monkeys go to work on you. 
They'll show you whether this department 
is worth mentioning_ 

O NE-MAN POLL 
By Chad Oliver 

matter what the theme, G ardner can tv?'ite, and h e  
produced a sad gem that really makes one think. 
"The Last Woman," to my mind, really deserves a 
place in the Hall of Fam e ; which is more l h a n  I 
can say for certain other "enduring sc!enlifiction 
classics." 

Second place goes to Kuttner's interesting little 
short "Music Hath Charms." Don't feed us too 
much

' 
of this type of story, but a little dose now and 

then is most welcome. 
In "The Giant Atom," Jameson had a really bril

liant idea, and then ruined it by stereotyped, un
enthusiastic writing that would doubtless appeal 
greatly to a six-year-old. It's a shame, because the 
idea o f  ejecting the flaming atom Into space was 
superb ; it really could have been something. And 
Jameson could have made it something, for he is 
an excellent writer on occasion. Anyway, the novel 
stands as the worst of the yeru·, and is on a n  equal 
level with the two remaining shorts. 

"Beyond the Boiling Zone" wa s a bit too con
ventional for my tastes--the writing. I mean. And 
Rocklynne brought In the good touch of a two di
mensional world, and then promptly forgot about it. 
His science sounded weak as dishwater. Not bad, 
on the whole, tho. 

Coblentz is one of my favorites, and his effort 
should, I think, rank somewhat above the Rocklynne 
and Jameson epics. But "The Sidereal Time-Bomb" 
is not one of Stanton's bette1· efforts ; it was too 
coincidental and verged on the ridiculous. How 
about a novel from Coblentz? It's been a long time 
-much too long-since the fans have seen the real 
Stanton A. Coblentz. The cover i s fairly good, although Bergey's wax
like figures impress me as being about to melt under 
that flaming sun. But the gal seems to enjoy it ; her 
suit consists mainly of entra.nces for the everlasting 
ultra-violet rays. 

Paul had the only acceptable interior pic. Mar
chfoni draws with all the charm and grace of Gar
gantua heaving rocks through a greenhouse. Sher
man was right. 

Departments are generally good, except for "This 
Startling War" which i s  just so much wasted space. 
If you can't fill the space any other way, print a 
big Buy-\:Var-Bonds a d .-395 6 Ledgewoocl1 Cincin
nati, O hio. 

· Without cluttering up the chart table with 
a lot of reply to your ethergram, Pee-lot 
Oliver, I'll tell you that a short novel by 
Stanton Coblentz is coming up soon in 
THRILLING WONDER STORIES.  Watch 
for it. Thanks for your kind words about 
the cover. This next kiwi doesn't quite agree. 

GENERAL COMMENT 
By Ray Karden 

Dear Xeno-hound : A few comments upon your 
latest "Complete Novel of the Future." 

The Cover : A satisfactory amount of feminine 
appeal, more than satisfactory composition, colors 
generally toned down to seeable proportions, read
able blurbs--in short, it's terrible !  I do wish your 
artists would stop representing the feminine popu
l ation of the future as being eternally clad in such 
recognized derivatives of our present day bathing 
suits-or do I ?  

The Novel : A good sound writer i n  Jameson ; a 
good, sound, heavy-science idea, though slightly 
haclmeycd, in the theme , combine to make a some
w h a t  better opus than has been gracing your pages 
in seY�ra I issues. The motivation is actually recog-

Dear Sarge : Don't look now, but the One-man n i zable. the characterization is there, which is some-
Ga.l!up Poll has once more crept stealthily onto thing a t  least ; the science is fascinatingly injected ; 
your editorial desk, replete with an amazing collec- indeed, the main fault seems to be the superficial 
tion of compliments, vice-versas and other trivia. I background apparent in all of your novels. Back-
have a faint inkling of the enthusiasm with which ground is the one reason why novels mal<e better 
you receive my missives. Remember, though-sui- literature ; please try to keep this in mind, science-
� ide is a coward's way out ! fiction w1·iters. . 

I shall now dissect the \Vinter SS. The Reprint : Immensely amusing, crudely writ-
Best story this time, by a wide margin, was the ten. a fascinating satire ; a good example of old 

Hail of Fame selection. It i s  rather difficult to time "classicism." By all means, take Paul Car-
gmsp the exact theme of this yarn. \Vas the ter's idea of reprinting longer examples of this 
� uthor trying to show that the scientific civilization genre. Mayhap after the war a new publication, 
was right or, by arousing reader sympathy for "The "Classics of Wonder." 
Last Woman" and her lover, wrong? Personally, I You managed to put plenty of corn in the fanzine 
think such a one-sexed scientific group would tend reviews, as usual. I,  by th e way, am a proud 
to defeat its purpose, for it i s  a n  acknowledged fact edi tor of Cluster. You might be interested in the 
that behind most great men there is a woman ; they next issue, conta in ing, "A Defense of Captain Fu-
stimulate ambition, so to speak. Could be that I ' m  ture," by C h a d  O l i ver. Very. Anyhoo. I ' l l  s e n d  you 
somewhat biased, tho-never having won much of a my issues after t his, and you w i l l,  1 hope, 1·eview 
reputation as a woman-hater. But we digress. No them. ( B ut if the Sarge doesn't. any smart pros-
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' pective investors in good sound publications may 
'vrite In e. ) 

I see next issue you will h>we a novel by Daniels. 
vVith my usual sceptical gl i nt of the eyebrows, I 
give no h int of my anxiety. )'Ie ma,y have somethin��: 
there ;  T sure hope he has.-� 0'9 Twe!tiJ• St?·eet, Cloquet, J1 in11. 

Kiwi Karden, your ethergram was amus
ing. And the rest of you pee-lots be advised 
that Ray did not send a copy of Cluster for 
review, which is the only reason it is not in 
the fanzine parade this issue. 

APOLOGIES OFFERED 
By Ronald Maddox 

Dear Sarge ; I have someth ing terrible to say. I 
would almost rather die tha n say it , but it must be 
said. Sarge, I apologize. ( Don't hit me again. ) I a pol,ogize for denouncing the H n ! l  of Fame story 
for tl1e \Vinter issue. I found out that all a long I had 
been confused by another story by the same lid. 
A fter· reading It, I have to denounce myself. 'rhis 
was the best Hall of  Fame story I've ever read ( meaning "The Last ·woman" ) .  

Let's g p  o n  with the present issue o f  ST.ARTLLNG 
STORJES. 

I think when I look over a rating that it's about 
the corniest thing I've ever seen, so all I have to say 
is that you have a good issue. "The Giant Aton1" i s  
the best s - f  story I've read i n  manv a day. The 
cover was fair, and the inside il lustrations were fair. 

On the subject of trimmed edgeB, I don't see why 
readers continue to write to ask tor trimmed edges 
when they know they won't get them. Not enough 
people want them, and even if they did the y still. 
wouldn't get them. So why don't you trimmed-edge 
seekers shut your (censore <l )  m ouths. 

T "gr�e w ith Laney about SS being ]letter than 
T\I'S. I Like long novels myself. 

A not her thing : I seemed to hold a. grudge against 
Ray Cummings, and I was wrong about that. My 
only reason was that every letter section in eve ry 
mag had a grudge against Cummings, and that is 
poi;;;on for a new reader. I, for one, have now made up my own mind. I l ike Cummings, and I 
don ' t  care what anyone else says. 

And final l y-SS now rates second in my cho ice of 
science-fiction bool-.s. At one time I rated i t  tenth. 
So you see your magazine has improved, and all the [Turn page] 

C'America 's CJ3eSl: C!Jime's Worfh 
of Picture Entertainment 

N ow on Sale a t  AH Stands 

"YOU ARE· U N DE.R-,· •' 
. , ,  , . ' ::• _ .: . ARRESTv:· > ·;l;·. · . ' . . ., ' ·.;.. . . ,_ . .  " . . 

There's a Thrill 
in Bringing a 

Crook to Justice 
Through 
Scientific 

DETECTION 
I have taught thousands of men and women this excit
ing, profitable, pleasant profession. Let me teach you, 
too, Jn your own hom�. Prepare yourself in your leisure 
time to fill a responsible, steady, well-paid position in 
a vuy short time and at very small cost. What others 
have done you, too, can do. 

53� 
of all 

American 
B u re a u s  

of 
Identification 

Employ I.A.S. students or graduates. will teach you 
Fin�er Print IdentiJlcat1on-l'irearms ldentification
Poltce Photography-and Secret Service." That's what 
I told the men who now handle jobs in Identification 
Bureaus throughout the nation, 
And now i repeat, THIS time to YOU • , • Just give 
me a chance and I'll train you at horne to fill an im
portaDt pos-ition in the fascinating field of scientific 
crime detection. It is not expensive or difficult to learn. 
Now is the time to start. War con·ditions make it 
necessary to guard against sabotage by enemy aliens. 
Finger Print identification is one of the recognized �eaiis of uncovering them. The need of more Finger 
Print experts is evident. Fit yourself now to help win 
tbo war and later on to hold down a fine job as a 
recognized expert in Crime Detection. 

FREE I "BLUE BOOK O F  CRIME'' 
• It's a thriller, filled from cover t<> 

cover with exciting information on 
acientific crime detection. It tells about some of the 
most interesting crimes of modern times, and how the 
criminals were brought to justice through the very 
methods which you are taug;ht at I.A.S. The book will 
tell you, too, how a.t a cost so low you shouldn't even 
think of it, you can get started on this important work: 
without delay. Don't wait. Clip the coupon and send it 
along today. 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCI ENCE Dept. 7983, 1920 Sunnyside Ave • Chicago 40, 111. 

WI ZHI •JttaL«B•lU aa· 
IUTITUTE Of APPUED SCIENCE, 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Deot, 7S6J,Chlcago 40, 11L 

Gentlemen: Without obligation, send rne the "Blue Book ol Crime," and com plete list of Identification B u· 
teaus employing your students o: graduates, together 
with your low prices aud Easy Terms Offer. (Li terature 
will be sent ONLY to persons stating their a�;:e.) 
Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

119 



Don't suffer embarrassment and dlseomfort caused by loose dental 
��te��,y·�Pit�t C��iV�p 

R
itl�Onlh�. a ��y orcfUf'a��r;�e�

t
��!�tn;

e
t': burn your mouth, Just squeeze CRO\VN from tube and put your 

teeth back In, They'll flt as snugly as ever. Inventor is a recognized 
authority in dental field. A patent. has been applied for CROWN HE
LINER to protect you from imitators. After you reline your plate 
wltll CROWN, ta ke_ your false teeth out for cleaning without affect,.. 
tng the CROWN H ELlNER. CROWN RELINER Is guaranteed . . . it's harmless. NOT A POWDER OR PASTE! If not satisfied. even niter 4 months. return partly used tube for full refund. RELINER TIGHTENS FALSE TEETH OR NO COST, Perfect for 
Partials, Lowers and Uppers. 

:l··��'ftiil!. 
J, Clements of Algonac writes: 11My 

plates were so bad they rattled when I talked. Now I can eat steaks, corn on 
the cob." Reline your plates with 
CROWN. It's tnstcless. Has that natural 
pink color. Order a tube of CROWN 
RELINER · today . . .  enough to last a 
year. We include F R E E 3 h.1be of 
CROWN pl!'lte cleaner. SEND NO MONEY. 
Just send name and address. Pay postman $ 1 . 0 0  for combination, plus post,. 
age, or send cash and we pay postage. �:==� Act at once and �njoy this new happiness • ...__.._.,. 

II C R O W N  P L A S T I C S  -
Dept. 7603. 4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit 4, Mich. 

P O E M S  WA N T E D  
To be set to music. Send your song poem today for 

free e..'tamination by nationally famous hit composer. 

Our new 6 step plan is most liberal and CO'"'lllete 

ever offered. Write today for free booklet. 
S C R E E N L A N D  R E C O R D ERs 

DEPT. C HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIFORNIA 

Complete homC·ifudy courses and 
self·instructton booka, slightly used. 
Sold, rented, exchanged. All sub
jects. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Cash 
paid for used courses. 11'ull detatls 
and 84-page illustrated bargsin 
catalog FHEE. Write today! 

N E LS O N  CO. 321 S. Wabash Dept. 227 Chicago 

B E  A . D E T E C T I V E  
WORK HOME or TR"'\. VEL. Experience unnecessary. DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write 
GEO. T. H. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N. Y. 

BELIEVE IN LUCK ? - $ 
Carry a pair or GENUINE BRAHMA 
HED WVE IDGBLY MAGNETIC 
LODESTONES ! Legend reputes, Oecuit 
Oriental ancients superstiticrusly car· 
ried two Live Lodestones as MOST 
POWERFUL MAGNE;fiC "LUCKY" 
CHAIL'dS, one to "attract." Good Luck 
in Money, Games, Love, Business. Work. 
etc . .  the other to .. prevent" Bad Luck, 

Losses, Evil, Troub1e, Harm, etc. Believe in Luck f Carry a Pa.lr 
of these CW'ious Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones ! \Ve- make 
no suoorn3tural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, .with all informa
tion. $1.97 and 1.:w extra tr C.O.D. Satisfact-ion G UARANTEED or 
Maner Returned. Order yours NOW! 

ASTROL CO., Dept. 10, 1\Ia.in P. 0. 
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y. 

NOTICE; Bewn.re of imitations ! We absolutely GUARAN
TEE these Genuine Braluna Lodestones are ALL VE ! We believe 1 
they are just

. 
what you want, the REAL TWNG-POW:ER.l•,UL 1 

DRAWING, EX'fR.A HIGHLY MAGNETIC ! �'ully Guaranteed
Order 'fODAY i Copyr!gbt 1937-A. Co. 

others have gone down. But part of the reason SS 
has jumped was that I didn't know enough about 
science fiction at first to judge wel l, so I rated some 
of the corniest mags on the newsstands ahead of 
STARTLING STORIES. I'Ye learned better now. 

That's all for this time, so put all  this in your 
Xeno jug and drink it.-87 Utica Street, Hamilton, 
N. Y. 

This is  about as handsome a letter as the 
old Sarge has seen in half a dozen moons, 
Pee-lot M addox, and you've got the senior 
astrogator sort of hanging on the control 
panel. You know, speaking generally, there 
is a lot more to any magazine (even the 
corny ones) than meets the casual eye. You 
have to learn just what type of publica
tion a given mag is, what sort of reader audi
ence it is trying to reach-and then you have 
to read the publication carefully for several 
issues in order to get familiar with it and 
feel in the swim of things. On top of that, 
if you haven't b een reading science fiction, 
you have to cultivate a taste for that before 
you can go ahead at full acceleration. 

So, don't castigate yourself too much, 
Ronald, for your former snap judgments. 
Just carry out your present "second thought" 
attitude in everything you come against dur
ing all the rest of your life, and you'll gain 
the reputation of being a tolerant and wise 
man. 

HELP!  H ELP! S.O.S. 
By Claude Held 

Dear Sarge : Just a l i n e  t o  t e l l  y o u  h o w  much 
I enjoy your big three-THRILLIN G WO:\"DER 
STORIES, CAPTAIN FUTURE and STARTLING 
STORIES. Can you supply me with a copy of 
S TARTLING STORIES for January, 1 9 3 9 ,  and of 
T>VS for October, 1 9 3 6 ?  If you can't, will  you put 
a notice in one of your reader departments?-
494 Carlton St .. Bttffalo 11, N. Y. 

H ere you are, Kiwi H eld-in the first de
partment to be printed since receiving your 
appeal. Sorry that we can't help you our
selves, but we have no back copies of any 
of our magazines for sale. Perhaps a fellow 
fan will be able to help you out. 

ONE OF THE YEAR'S MOST 
ASTOUNDING NOVELS ! 

A GOD 
NAMED KROO 

By 
H E N RY 

KUTTN ER 
• 

Meet Dr. Horace Danton-who is trans
ported to Burma, made the high priest of a 
Tibetan deity, and becomes the startling 
storm-center of a series of fantastic events !  

• 
Featured in the Winter 

Thri l l ing Wonder Stories 
N o w  on Sale-Only 15c a t  All Stands 
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A N EY./ KIWI 
By Bil l ie Carter 

Dear Sarge : You gfty old rascl'tl , leave that 
Jovian PC'psi-Cola, Xeno, alone long enough to wel
come a new k i w i  to vour fold. After reading sci
ence-fiction for the past five years and composing 
m il l ions of l etters in my mind I have at last put 
one on paper. 

1 c0ulcl be an exception and say that I was 98  
years o l d  and probabl y your oldest reader. Also 
thflt I had one of the smallest C<>llections of science
fiction in the world, onl y one volume. But as usual 
I a m  only 17 an l h aYe quite a collection. 

The \<\'inter issue was a very pleasant sut·prise, 
since the nove l s of the past few issues have been 
rather low in quality. "The G iant Atom" by Mal
co lm Jameson ranks as one of the best novels S. S. has published. For once the short stories were not 
just fi l i<:rs. I'll not attempt to rank them for they 
wet·e a l l  excel lent. "The SiderPal Time-Bomb" was 
,·ery amusing. i\farch ion.i's illustrations for the 
novE>l were good b u t  were too few. 

I see some criticisms o f  the i llustrations used for 
the H a l l  of Fame sto ries. These old dmwlngs have 
a convincing atmosphet·e and their crudeness onl y adds to the effect.-1 0 5  College St., Trenton, Tenn. 

Welcome to the good ship STARTLING 
STORI ES, Kiwi Carter, and write in when
ever the urge becomes so overpowering that 
you can't resist. But don't forget to com
plain about something. All kiwis complain. 
If you don't, I'll know that you are ill and 
will have to put you on the sick list. 

GOING TO THE DOGS 
By Gerry de  Ia Ree,  Jr.  

DNtr Sarge : It's too much f o r  me ! I just can't stt 
si lently by and watch what was once my favorite 
science fiction magazine go completely t o the dogs. Ever s ince STARTLING STORIES fi rst saw the 
li g·h t of day baek in those fat·, fu better days of 
1 9 3 9 ,  I have purchased a n d  usua l ly read each issue 
as it  appeared . And, year by year. issue by Issue, 
I have watched that magazine slowly fal l  from the 
top of the Jist unti l it Is bouncing near the bottom. 

Faults? The present issues have plenty. Fin;t, the 
stories themselves. You haven't publ ish ed a decent [Tu.rn page) 
Approved by Parents and Teachers 
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W&PE THAT SNEER OFF tUS FACE I • 

novel in so long that it i sn't even funny. The short 
stories for the most part are of the inferior type. 
and even your reprint ' "Hall of Fame" tales are 
only mediocre. I ' l l  mention no specific. stories, but 
all of your readers certainly w ill have no trouble in 
sorting the poorer stories from the better ones. 

The second fault, obvious to anyone with eyesight, 
is the art work. Mr. Bergey's so-called coYers are 
no more than l u rid dabs of gaudy pa int. The in
terior ill ustrations are the most chi ldish group or 
drawings anyone could conceive. 'l'his not only goes 
for STARTLING STORIES but CAPTAIN FUTURE 
and TW'S as well. 

Perhaps I could mal<e a suggestion that would 
help clear up this second lapse. Use ·orne of Hannes 
Bok 's work on the cover and inside your magazi nes. 
He is one of the better stf artists, but I fail to 
recol lect any of his I ll ustrations ever appearing 
In anY of your magazines. Can you tell the readers 
why? I thin!< they would l ike to know, for it Is a 
fact that a majority would prefer Bok to anything 
you are now offering. 

The departments : Plentiful and in most places 
pretty good. "The Elher Vibrates" was nice and 
long in the Winter Issue, but all th is interplanetary 
double talk is becoming a trifle senile, but evidently 
you prefer it that way. 

Please, try and improve the stories and art work. 
With only four issues a yea r, it  shouldn't be too 
difficult to cut out the corn that by now must be 
ready for harvest . I'll  back up Paul Carter's re
quest for longer '"Hall of Fame" stories, for maybe 
that is the only solution.-9 Boge•·t Place, W'est
wood, N. J. 

Pee-lot Gerry, the old Sarge has mentioned 
Bok to the art editor. The quality of stories 
waxes and wanes-anywhere, with any sort 
of story. Also, a person's own tastes fluctu
ate, you know. There are a thousand reasons 
and causes which affect a reader's reactions. 
However, we are trying hard all the time to 
get the best science fiction we can buy for 
you scientifiction fans to gobble up. If you 
know any writers-amateur or professional
who can write· better stories than we are 
publishing, tell them to .send yarns in to us. 

But everybody doesn't agree with you. So, 
tie your ears back and take a peek at this 
ethergram ! 

WASN'T GOING TO REPO RT 
By Kent Bone 

Dear Sarge : I wasn't going to write about thi� 
issue of SS, but that was before I read it. li'Ia i 
colm Jameson 's "The Giant Atom" w a s  t o  m e•, 
a classic. It surpasses Ray Cummings masterpie<"C 
' "Wings of I ca rus. " It is the best stf. story tl1is 
year in SS and 'l'WS, surpassing all but the three 
CF novels. 

The shorts were all good. In first place is the 
story "The Last \Vom an" by Gardner. Number two 
was "The Sidereal Time-Bomb" by Coblentz. Third 
"Music Hath Charms" by Kuttner. Ross Rock!ynne's 
short "Beyond the Boiling Zone" cops fourth place. 
Speaking of Rock!ynne, it seems that nobody agreed 
with me on Rocklynne's novel of last issue, but who 
care s ?  

Art : t h e  best was by Paul on page 7 3 .  
All Speci al Features w ere good. 
That concludes my missive for this ish.-2 5 7 7  Fer-ris A ve., Det1·oit 9,  Mich. 

Thanks, Kiwi Bone. And there you are, 
Pee-lot Gerry de la Ree. 

Comes now an ether flash from an old 
reader who makes herewith his initial voyage 
as a junior astrogator. He refers to the Fall 
issue. 

CAUSTIC CRITICISM 
By Frank Holby 

Dear Editor : This is the first letter that I e,·er 
have written to S'l'ARTLING STORIES. I have 
been reading the publication on and off since the 
llrst issue . I would like to offet·, if  I may, a bit of, 
perhaps, caustic criticism . 

F'irst of all,  the horribl e cognomen, the awful a p
pellation of "Sergeant Saturn." I feel certain that, 
as a lover of scientifiction and an intelligent man, 
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you literally abhor the inane comment that you are 
forced to dr ibble out in the readers' column. 

If you could write out a serious column for read
ers, it would bolster the magazine tremendously. 
Your "Fanzine Revie'v" and "Thrills In Science," 
are two o f the finest departments in existence in any 
publication. They are "tops." 

As to the stories, if  your lead story is bad, the 
whole issue, perforce, is  also bad. And vice versa. 

I didn't like "Pirates of the Time Trail." Ross 
Rocklynne has written many great stories. All of 
his stories that appear in a competing magazine are 
marvels of intricate plot construction. But this 
was the poorest excuse for a story that he ever has written. In "Meet the Author" he tries to pile the 
blame upon poor olrl Ray Cum m ings. Ross should 
have mentioned Jack vVilliamson's "Legion of Time." 
The plots a re remarkably simil ar. 

I greatly enjoyed "The Space Dwellers." "The 
Monkey and The Typewriter" was not good. "Se
cret '\-Veapon" would have been a bit of all right, 
i f  the blurb didn't give U1e plot away ! Incidentally, 
this happened in a recent Book-of-the-Month Club 
selection-"\Vinter Tales"-when th e plots of sev
eral short stories therein were outlined and re
vealed on the inside cover, where the bl urbs were 
written. It  is very annoying ! 

Ha l f  of the readers have hacl the temerity to dis
l ik e  "The Ideal.'' How any reader can dislike a 
single story written by the late. great Stanley G. 
Weinbaum ls more than I can see. But those same 
readers are, l n  all probabillty, the ones who dote on 
U1at Sergeant Saturn terminology.-1 3 3  Noe St., 
S(]Jit Francisco 1 J, ,  Galifo,-,tia. 

Insubordination, eh?  Pee-lot Holby goes 
over the old Sarge's head and complains to 
the Commander. All right, the old space dog 
is tolerant. So we let him do it. But what 
sort of drivel, Kiwi Holby, would you have 
Saturn print in this department ? This is the 
reader department, you know, and in here are 
printed the letters from readers. That's how 
your ethergram got in here. The old Sarge 

[Turn page] 
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ELIMINATOR 
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3. WAVE TRAP 

Eliminates hums, clicks, static caused by electrical apoUanees, raln. 
wind. etc. Replaces old, inetTective outside aerials . :Move your radio 

anywhere. The 3 in 1 improves the receoUon of weak stations. sepa-
TJ�:: �gt�!ret�l:!;;t�n�· o�ivi!ctf�u li�gt�ork�lu�c b�!fe.-�1����:: 
Tali:es minute to connect. 5 DAY FREE TRIAL. SEND' NO MONEY. 

Simply pay Postman $1.00 plus few cents postage or we will send 
!'lOstpaid for one dollar blll. Vogue E l i m inator Co., 7759 S. Halsted. 
Dept. E·456, Chicago. AG E N TS WANTED. 

Genuine Legal Res.erve:· 
Ll FE. ·,: ;-... ) :: n ' ' ,"t ' " 

INSURANCE · .  
T H I S  P O L I C Y PAY S 

It!' x:x I a' 1•1 A��i�0:n����!ath 
lfM I: t I a I I •I A�;i�0:n��t�eath 
$ 1 ,020.00 ' for Death Due to Any JUnes&, natural eausc& 

- or Any Accident 
Benefits shown above are for policy issued at age 29. No mat· 
��;��t ;:,�

u
fi�f����gt� )��infli�tg;t!�:f:l����rt:J· i��� 

ductoryoffer. After thnt, /f you wish to continue, rate is only 
8c a day. This Triple Benefit Policy is genuine, legal reserve 
Life Insurance that gives double protection during first five 
fir::s�n�������;:::�u�!:d:n��i�Cf-8BtEt8��15�r¥§ 
for death doc to auto accident: TRIPLE BENEFITS for death dao to 
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w!th assets of more than $2�600,000.00. SEND NO MONEY • Getfacte 
first . NO OBLIGATION. Rosh your name end address today whil& 
U.isofl'et laste. Act now! Write STERLING INSURANCE COMPANY,. 269JACK�ON · fRANKLIN llLDG, CHICAI<C 6, 1LLIN015 



N ew Facts on 
Chronic Ailments 

FREE 
Of 

BOOK - Expla ins Dangers 
Pi les - Colon Troubles 

40-page FREE BOOK explains the causes and 
effects of these ailments. Write today-Thornton & 
Minor Clin ic, Suite 356, 926 McGee St., Kansas 
City, Mo. 

SEND NO MONEY! :fr��s���!n�::�a:. o�� RAZOROLL for 5 days anc!_ 1t _}'ou're not daJI&"hted with 
omootl>

\ 
volvet $nve;; you �t. blturo KAZOROLL e.pd we'll return FCIW' do ls.r. Harry-order today, RAZOROLL COMPANY 620 North M iohigan Avenue. Dept. 203. Chle811o. Ill inois 

Banish the craving for tobaeco aa 
thousands have. MBke yourself free1 

w�reafcilt�e'etb���c�ffi��e:rr:: 
Jurious effect of tobacco aod of at 
treatment which bas re- � 
lieved many mea. fREE 30 Years I n  Bu•lne" BOOK 
THE NEWELL COMPANY 153 C�o St... St. Luula, Mo. 
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doesn't make all this stuff up. As I have 
pointed out before, I just hold up the mirror 
for you junior pee-lots. You dizzy space 
birds make your own department. 

Sorry you didn't like PIRATES OF THE 
TIME TRAIL.  Maybe you liked T H E  
GIANT A T O M  better. Or T H E  GREAT 
EGO in this issue. Ormaybenothuh? 

PAGE ICHABOD CRA N E  
B y  Joe Kennedy 

Dear Sarge : ·well cut off my hel\ d ancl call  me 
Shorty ! The \Vinter number of STARTLING is 
an all -star treat ! The cove r was neit her good nor 
bad-just uninspired. But t he letter department 
was the best it's been in many moons : Laney, Carter, 
Ol iver, Blacl<burn, Chidsey, \Vashington, Stoy-the 
cream of the letter hacks. Fermented juice of a 
dozen orchids to Saturn for his abl e handling of the 
fanzine reviews. 

Of course you'1·e dying to know what I th i nk of 
th e  stories. Very well. Here goes : 

"The Giant Atom" was one of the finest novels yet 
to appear in SS. vVhat rea l i sm ! \Vhat suspense ! 
St iff handl ing In some parts, yes, but not enough 
to mar th e excellent quality of the yarn. More, 
I beg of you, more ! 

Kuttner let me down a bit, but Rocl<lynne and 
Coblentz came through with a couple of as fine 
stories as could be desired. "The Last "'oman" was 
a lot like \Vallace West's "Last Man," but I liked 
the Gardner tale best. Probably because of the fine 
dramatic ending. 

Dust off my zoot s u i t ! Do I detect jive talk 
scattere d througn th!! Sarge's comments? Gather 
round, cats ' Th e Sergeant will now lead us in a 
pecldn' contest with solid jam, yeah man ! Eigbt 
beats to the bar ! Send me, Jack, send me !-8� Bake>· Ave. , Dove1·, N. J. 

So now the old Sarge is accused of jive 
talk. Well, I've heard everything now. D on't 
tell me that space slingo is in the same groove 
with 1944 hep cats. Or maybe you mean you 
want to learn more of the patois of the space
men cafes ? Ah, I see. But not in these 
columns, Joe. See me next Tuesday. 

RETURN OF THE NATIVE 
By Cpl.  Lynn H. Benham 

Dear Sarge : I don't know whether the other 
guys i n  the STF fa mily will  remember me or not. 
for I've not written to any o( the mags for a l most 
a year. In that time, I've been prett_,- busy, espe
cially si nce last January second , when I was in
ducted. 

That br ings to mind another thing, I"ro wondering 
t<"h Y it is that so few service men write i n ; the 
only ones that I can think of right now are Mace 
and Bell. Maybe the reason Is that so many or us 
have so l i ttle time for stuff such as this. 

"Pirates of the Time Trail" I thought was excel
lent. rating five units ( you can till in there with Xeno 
jugs, or stars, or what have you ) .  ' "The Monkey 
and th� Typewriter" and the Hall of Fame classic, 
"The Space Dwellers," tying for two uni t s ( fair ) ,  
and last a..nd pul l ing one-ha l f  unit,  t h e  story b y  Joe 
Farrell, "Secret Weapon." I don't say t h at STAR
TLJKG STORlES is the best magazine on the 
stands, but It is one of the best, \\"hich is ,·ery good. 

I al ways l i ke your little science skits by Friend, 
and the corresponding department in T\VS. In
cidenta l l y, I don 't like the worc1 " 'Thrilli ng" i n  the 
title of the other mag. (Turn to page 126) 

R ead O ur Co mpanion }vf agazin es 
• 

THRILLING \l70NDER 
STORIES 

and 
CAPTAIN FUTURE 

• 
ONLY 15c EACH AT ALL STANDS! 



Mystery Fans! 
Here's Your Chance to Obtain 

World-Famous Best Sellers 

NOW ONLY 25¢ EACH AT ALL STANDS 

Ask For These POPULAR LIBRARY Hits 
No. 20: MURDER IN SHINBONE ALLEY, 
by Helen Reilly. An exciting Inspector McKee 
mystery ! Begins with the body of a girl in a 
white satin bridal gown hurtling down through 
fourteen stories of empty space. 
No. 1 9: T H E  CROOKED HINGE, by John 
Dickson Carr. Murder, witchcraft, magic and 
the hideous Golden Hag form the basis of a 
breathless novel featuring Dr. Gideon Fell. 
No. 18: TRAGEDY IN THE HOLLOW, by 
Freeman Wills Crofts. Violent death on a float
ing Monte Carlo provides a gripping case for 
Inspector French. 
No. 1 7: T H E  H O U S E  ON THE ROOF, by 
Mignon G. Eberhart. A masterpiece of mystery. 
No. 16:  THE DEAD DON'T CARE, by J ona
than Latimer. Featuring private investigator · 
Bill Crane at his best ! 
No. 15: T H E  THIRD EYE, by Ethel Lina 
White. An adventure in the macabre. 
No. 14: THE CRIMINAL C. 0. D., by Phoebe 
Atwood Taylor. A fast-moving mystery of 
Cape Cod. 
No. 13: V ALCOUR MEETS MURDER, by 
Rufus King. Lieutenant Valcour's most dan
gerous case. 

If your dealer cannot supply you, use coupon below - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  
POPULAR LIBRARY, 11 E. 39th St., New York 16, N. Y. 

Please send me the mystery novels I have checked by number. I am enclosing 30¢ (which includes post
age and handling) for each book ordered . 
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17 0 
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Policy Costs Only 
Provide for those you ,.._.-. .... .-..-. .... .-.-. 
love this wise. easy way. 
Only a few pennies a daY 
will pay for TRIPLE IN
DEMNITY LIFE INSUR
ANCE, backed by Legal 
Reserves. Old r e l i a b l e  
Pioneer Life Insurance 
Company offers this as
sured protection without 
restrictions as to your 
Occupation, Travel o r  
Residenee and i n c l u d e 9  
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2-AII Sicknesses • • •  
3·0rdinary Accidents 
4-Auto Accidents • • •  �Travel Accidents • •  

"'valuable Incontestability Clause--all a s  plainlY 
�>tated in the policy. Men, women and children 
from 1 day to 70 years o! age eligible. No Red 
Tape-No Medical Examination! Full details sent 
by mall. No Agent will call. Write at once 
for FREE inspection offer. DON'T DELAY ! 

P I O N E E R  LI F_E J N S U RA N C E  C O M PA N Y  
8281 Pioneer Building • Rockford, Illinois 

idea with a �alent. Securo 
and "Record of Inven· 

No cha-rge for preUminall' 
today! 
A. O ' B R I E N  and B. JACO BSO N 
Patent Attorneys 

Washington, D. 6. 

We want song poems and lyrics on all subjects. We offer the serdces of a noted Hollywood motion pJct.ure studios composer and arranger. 
Send your poem today for our consideration and liberal offer. 

H OLLYWOOD M ELO Box 21 28, 



Trained Artists are Capable of 
Earning $30, $50, $75 a Week 

Use Yonr Spare Time to P�PJU'o fOO' a Profltablo Art Ca,.....l C O M M E RC I A L  ART, 
D ESI G N I N G  and CART O O N I N G-all In 
01\Ji.i complete home study oourse. No pre
vious Art experience oeeessary-we teach 
you sleD by step----hundreds haTe profited 
by our prac�lcal method. TWO ART OUT
FITS FUII.NlSBED. Full Information In 
colorful. Fll.EE BOOK. "Art for Ple&sure & 
Profit"-tells all about our course, service, 
what our graduates say-and commercial 
opportunities for you in Art. 

Send mo your booklet and full P3tticu1a.rs about 
rour c:ourso. 

Namo . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . .  AGE . . . . .  . 
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Benefit from the work of ancient and modecn 
J\.fast�s in utilizing the powers of Nature. 
Learn their Discoveries, Laws, Rules. Codes, 
Systems, Practices and Customs. Enjoy the 

fO!cmarmg study_ of
. 
Spiritua\ism, Hypnotism, Mediumship, 

Clatrvoyance, D1vmation, and the numeroa:s kinds of .. Maa:ic." 
Free "Good-Luck Talismans." All types of Supplies and Equip. 
ment for study and practice of the Occult Arts and Practices. 
Spiritual Dev11lopment "Triangle" device FREE with 
Catalog only on receipt of 25c. Address : 
DeLAURfNCE 1 79  No. Michigan Ave., 

S O N G W R I T E R S  
H you're reuJly interested Jn songwrttlng, l'On should write for our free booklet. It e.."tl)la.ins our splendid senice pJan which new wrfters praise ��ijhJ�

s.
M:��&8c�J6¥dk� have beJped others. Write today for 

ALLIED M US I C  CO., Dept. 32, 204 !'. 4th St., Cincinnati, O�lo. E�:e::�ly PIMPLES 
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d
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Dept. 4�. I 0 0  East Ohio Street, Chicago I I. Ill. 
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126 

Ken Bell of Pendleton Field almost exactly airs 
my opin ions on the things be speaks of in the Fall 
Issue , so I need say no m ore except keep that Fall 
Issue quality up.-Squadron F, Tyndall Field, Fla. 

I don't know if the cageful of j unior astro
gators remember you or not, Kiwi B enham, 
but the old Sarge certainly does, and am I 
glad to hear from you again ! And you are 
slightly space-warped about service men not 
writing in. I think you will find a fair 
sprinkling of communiques from them in the 
departments of all three of our scientifiction 
group. The current issue of CAPTAIN 
FUTURE has three or four letters from men 
in the Armed Service, and you are not alone 
in this issue. 

Anyway, best of luck to you Corporal B en
ham, and write to T H E  ETHER V I B RATES 
again. Things are going to be cleaned up 
before too long in our global trouble, but 
this reader war bids fair to be like Tenny
son's brook. 

B efore we close the cages and start the 
ventilator fans to clear the fog out of the 
astrogation chamber, here is a final explosion 
from down New England way. 

TH RILLS I N  SCIENCE THRILL 
By Glyndon T.  Genne 

Dear Sarge : The arti cle on Tom Davenport in 
Thrills In Sci ence came so close to home that I 
have decidect to break my si lence and wri te to you. 
I am a STF fan of long standing and ha,·e read 
nearly a l l  the mags at one time or another for seY
eral years. I have often chuckled over your Xeno
inspired nonsense and hereby sentence your deroga
tory critics to a year on the bright side o! Mercury. ( No Xeno allowed. ) Your chatter is amusi ng, a s  i t  
i s  intended t o  be, a n d  certainly sounds l ike a space
happy old-timer retired from acti ve duty and some
what irritably talking to a bunch o.f raw recruits. 

To get down to the contents of SS. I must say 
that I am no authority on art and will not criti
cize any story In SS. They are all fine. I do prefer 
the type of pic used for the Fall Issue coYer over 
the BEM type. Hocklynne is consistent l y  good 
and "Pirates of the Time Trail" is no exception. 

I don' t wonder "S pace Dwellers" made the Hall 
of Fame. I do wonder if "Xato" bears any re
semblance to "Xeno." I'd suggest that yon have an 
analysis made before you tal<e another sip. And 
watch your temperature, too, Sarge. If you begin 
to get cold chills or if you don't feel I t  when the 
boys give you a hot foot, you 'd better go on the 
wagon for good. 

The shorts and articles were fine. I like Thrills In 
Science. We are too prone to forget the ori gi n of 
our everyday conveniences which were niiracles of 
science In their day. Strange to sav. I l1<1rl never 
heard of Tom Davenport or h i s  electric train, but 
I'll bet the story Is In our State Library here at Montpelier. 

Now who gives an empty Xeno jug whether SS 
bas tri mmed edges or not ? Give us a good load 
i nside and what does it matter if the hall  gathers 
space barracks and gets all dlnted up from meteor 
collisions. 

In closing, I warn vou to check your Xeno "upply 
to see that no one has slip ped In a jug of Xato as a practical joke. RemembeT Xato Is black. Best re
gards a n d  good navlgation.-6-l Norlltfield St., Mont
pelier, Vt. 

The trouble with this junior astrogator is 
that he is too well satisfied. No kick in his 
ethergrams, and therefore no kick to it-ac
cording to the most of you little ogres. 

Okay, Snaggle-tooth, you may j etison all 
this stuff through the garbage chute and then 
stuff the old Sarge's pillow with fresh aspirin. 
All the rest of you kiwis get busy gnawing 
this issue to pieces. And, Pee-lot Genne, you 
come to Saturn's pri vate quarters and have 
a shot of Xeno with m e .  

Happy spacings, all you l ittle monsters ! 
-SERGEANT SATURN. 



REVIEW OF THE 
SCIE�CE FICTIO� 

FA� ()UELICATIO�S 
Er 

SERGEA�T SATUR� 
• 

NO W  if you space birds think the old 
Sarge is going to sit down in his 
padded chair and read every word in 

this pile of fanziness and then give you a 
thousand-word review on each publication, 
you're nuts ! But  there are some very in-

triguing numbers here on the desk, so let's 
start shuffling through them, hunting for the 
pretty pin-up pictures. Hope I find a couple 
suitable for framing. 

Snaggle-tooth has carefully arranged them 
in alphabetical order. By the way, Snaggle
tooth is a maniac on system. He went 
with the old Sarge to a restaurant one day 
last week and ordered alphabet soup. Right 
away he started eating the little noodlets in 
proper sequence, beginning with all the A 
letters before touching a B or a C.  

By the time the old space dog got  down to 
pie  and coffee Snaggle-tooth was just starting 
on the F series in his soup. He must have 
found four F's, because the draft board re
j ected him this week. 

But to get along. We'll start the present 
hearing with A. 

THE ACOLYTE, 720 Tenth Street, Clarks
ton, Washington. Editor, F rancis T. Laney. 
Quarterly. 35c  for four issues. 

Holy sun imps !-to crib a Futuremen phrase. 
Th irty-four pages of single-spaced black type ( set 
solid ) on standard white paper, rel ieved by only 
three full-page illustrations. Looks formidable. You fans had better read the tex--t for yourselves. 
The old Sarge can't even understa nd the pictures. 
But neat ! The i•sue is neat and sharp and clean. 
Nicely arranged contents page. I'll comment on the 
cover. A very good drawing by Howard \Va ndrei. 
Subject : nightmare in a Venusian forest with All 
Baba's grandmother playing tag with an overstuffed 
seahorse. A fanzine with a lot of hard work in it. 

APOLLO, 4 1 1  S. F ess Street, Bloomington, 
I ndiana. Editor, Joe H ensley. Sc per issue. 

Eight white pages, foolscap size, in this flrsl issue. 
Blue and pink type. Full-page drawing on the bacl( 
cover. Subject : Death in a monk's cowl and robe 
dodging a space ship somewhere in the somewhere. 
Subject matter of the issue : pomes an' stories an' 
hand-clrawn ads. Goocl l uck with the new venture, 
J�rlitor Hensley. 

C O S M I C  CIRCLE C O M M ENTAT O R, 2 1 4  
N. 20th, Newcastle, Indiana. Editor, Don 
Rogers. Published semi-monthly. Sc per 
copy. 

Comment�tor seems a good title for this one. 
Foolscap size \Yhite paper with single-spaced, solid
set black t�·pe. Too tough for the Sarge's eyes, but 
seems to be fu ll of interesting dope on fan organiza-[Turn page] 
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!Every Mechanic ca.n Step Up hls SkU! With AUDELS GUIDES. 
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!acts and tlguroo o! your Trade. All illustrated and explained. Books •ent to you tor 7 Days Free Examinatio n. Send No Money-Notblng 
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AUDEL, Publishers. 49W. 2 3  St., New York �.'¥. 
Mall !or 7 days !rce trial books marked (X). I agree to mall $ l in 7 Cays on each book ordered and Sl a month until purcbn.se vrlce Js 
paid. l! I am not satisfied wltb guides, I will return them. 
0 WELDERS $1, 0 AUTOMOBILE $4. 0 SHIPFITTER $ 1 .  

0 BLUEPRINT 2. 0 R A D I O  4. 0 MATHEMATICS 2. 
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STUDY AT HOME 
Lcgallytmined men win high· er positions and bigger suc

cess in business and public ��:; ��f��!� oBf;rt�n,l�"r�D�:. t��: 
headed by men with legal trainiog. 

More Ability: More Prestige: More Money 
We guide :voa step by step. You ean train at home 
during spare time. Degree of LL. B. Succee.sful very section of tile U. S. We flll'nisb. .volume Law Library. Low cost. eaar i!'E:�1�·e�ce;,. OOoks ·��1h�'�Z\f?r Leadership' '  8.04 

LaSallo Extonsion University, Oopt, 3329·L, Ch ica,go 
A Correspondence Institution 

SONGWRITERS 
Place your songs with us. Melodies supplied WlTHOUT 
CHARGE by well known Hollywood composers. We 
r_ecord your song and make it presentable to the pub
hshcrs. Lead sheets and t·ecords furnished. Send your 
song material for free examination. Write for details. 

C I NEMA SONG CO. DEPT. l · F  P. 0. BOX 670 
BEVERLY HILLS, CALIF. 

don't WORRY 
ABOU'r 

lWPTlJRE 
Why put up with years of 
needless discomfort and 
worry? Try a Brooks Auto
matiC' J\ir Cushion. This 
marvelous appliance per
mits the opening to close, 
yet holds reducible rupture 
securely,comfortably-day 
and night. Thousands report amazing results� 
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs 
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women and 
children. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it. 
Never aold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture. no-risk trial order plan, and 
proof of results. All correspondence confidential. 
BROOKS COMPANY, l82-LState St., Marshall, Mlctr. 



Getting Up Nights 
Makes Many Feel Old 

D o  y ou feel older than you are or sufl'er from Getting Up N i ghts , Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizzi
ness, Swollen An l< les, Rhell lnntic Pai n s, Burning, 
scant y or frequent passages ? If so, remember that 
yo ur Kidneys a re vital to you r health an d that these 
symptoms m a y  be due to n o n - o rganic a n d  n o n - systemic 
K i dney an d Bladder troubles-in such cases Cystex (U 
p hysician 's prescription) usually gives prompt and 
joyous relief by helping the K i dneys fl ush out poison 
out excess acids a n d  wastes. You have everyth i n g  to 
gain and nothing to lose in try i ng Cystex. An i ron-clad 
guarantee assures a refu n d  of your m o n ey on retu rn 

C of empty package un less folly 

Y. satisfied. Don't delay. Get s t e X  Cystex (Siss-tex) from your 
Helos Fiush Kid neys dru ggi st today. OnJy 35¢. 

SUPER JU JITSU 
NOW GET TOUGH D O VBLE- QVICK ! 
Learn how YOU can be dangerous. 
Lick brutes twice your size with only 
your bare hands, even when they are 
armed.This powerful fighting system 
is unbelievably efficient. You don't 
need ox-like muscles - it's brains 

. that count ! New, easy self · stud)' 
course at amazing low price. Free-trial 

money-back guarantee. Hurry( \Vrit� !Odayfor FREE 
LS. Nelson Co., 321 S. Wabash, Dept. C-511, Chicago. 
SONG POEMS W ANTED 

TO BE S.ET TO )I[USIC 
Free Examination. Send Yoor Poems to 

J. CHAS. i)lc NEIL, !\lASTER OF l\IUSIC 
510 TF So. Alexandria Los Angeles 5, Ca.lil. 

tions. These boy s are out for business. No fancy 
a rtwork in the first two issues. Ho-hum, says the 
Sarge. 
FAN SLANTS, 637;/z S. B ixol, Los Angeles, 
Calif. Editor, Mol Brown. Published quar
terly, no price given. 

Thirty-six pages of single-spaced copy again. 
( A l l  you fanzine operators are conserYing paper l i ke 
nobody's business t hese days. ) Covers look lil(e 
serious political cartoons, done by Ronald Clyne.  
Excel l ent artwo rk . The mag i tsel f  l ooks good. The 
con t ents page i n  my copy was bound upside clown, 
so I can't read you what's on i t. But the whole 
fanzine lool<s good. And the two cover dra"·ings are 
worth the priceless price. Hope Ronald is wrong 
about his prognostication for the pulp magazines. 

THE FANTASITE, 1 7 1 0  Arizona Ave., 
Santa M onica, Calif. Editors, Phil B ronson 
and Walter J. Daugherty. Published b i
monthly. 10c per copy, three issues for 25c. 

Another professional looking fa.nzine. Yell ow, 
white, tan and green sheets-38 of them between 
thin bristol board covers. Singl e-spa ce d stuff' agoin. 
( Pass m e  the powdered aspirin, Snagglc-toolh . )  

B u t  neatly arranged a n d  clearly stencillerl. l"ice 
headings, and a few snapshots of the authors of 
art icles at the head of said articles. CoYer seems 
to be a montage photograph showing Ga rga ntua 
giving a soapbox oration to a bunch of duck hunters practically lost in the shadows in the foreground. 
Or maybe it's Hitler harangu ing the Hein ies. Good 
work throughout. You space - d i zzies read it ; U1e 
Sarge will carry on with his ABC building blocks. 

FANTASY FICTION FIELD, 6401 24th 
Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. Editor, Julius Unger. 
Published weekly. 5c  per copy, 6 for 2 5c. 

The old Sarge has reviewed thi s  faithful fanzine 
so often that he has run out of th i ngs to say. It is 
stili the same fai thful l ittl e yel lo"l\"-sh eet journal 
which carries a lot of news and an occasional gloss 
print of the cover of some forthcoming pro mag. 
Where Unger digs up all hi s info I don't know, but 
he must work prodigiously. Good for those who 
want to keep abreast of news and events. 

FANTASY N EWS, Box 7316 ,  B altimore 27,  
Md. Editor, W illiam S.  Sykora. Published 
weekly. 3 issues for 10c ; 8 issues for 2 5c. 

This publication follows t h e  g-enentl set-up of 
FANTASY FICTION FIELD. Different text mat
ter, of course. I'<"ice job, but needs more body. 
More power to you, Editor Sykora. 

M ARS, 9 1 5 ;/z West 8th, Coffeyville, Kansas. 
Editor, Van H. Splawn. Published-if and 
when. Sc per copy ; 6 for 25c.  

Eighteen P<tges of standard w h i t e  pri nted in 
purple ink. This fanzine is  for the old Sar�:te· Full  
of pictures. No ! Of course, I can't  unnorstand 
'em. Am I supposed to know what they mean ? I 
understand the one on the ba<'k cover a l l  right 
enough. A. cut ie fugitive from a strip-teaf>c chorus 
riding an animated a r-row with tho head of a game 
cock. N ice Ish. E d itor Splawn. 

NUZ FRUM H O M E, 1 443 4th Ave., South, 
Fargo, N. D. Editors, Walter and Lorraine 
Dunkelberger. Price, a letter requesting a 
copy. 

Cheap, �h ? But it sure does make you write. 
NUZ FRUM HOME i s  not strictl y a scientifiction 
fanzine. It Is just all a round good fanzine fun. a 
sor·t of junior ESQUIRE, as it were. The Sar;;e 
recommends. Nuf Sed. 

SHANGRI-L'AFFAI RES, 63 7 ;/z  So. B ixel, 
Los Angeles, Calif. Editor, Walter J. Daugh
erty. Published monthly, no price listed. 

Nice stuff, but more of that single-spaced matter 
between oolored covers. Standa rd w h i t e  paper and 
black type. Neat l i!l"ht Gothic-st y l e  head ings and 
occasional neat clrawmg for spot cuts.  T h i s  org·an 
!s really a bulletin of the Los Angeles Science Fan
tasy Soci ety, and It gives you the Californ i a  low
clown and stuff. No weather repor·ls, ho wever. 
Okay. 

VI SION, R. R. 1, Box 1 75, Toledo, Oregon. 
Editor, Rosco E. Wright. Published quar
terly. lOc per copy. 

STATI:MENT 01<' THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, 
CIRCULATION, h'TC. ,  REQUmED BY THE ACTS O.ll' 
CONGJmSS OF AUGUST 2 4 ,  1 9 1 2 ,  AND MARCH 3, 1933, 
of Startling Stories, published quarterly at Chicago, Ill . ,  
for Octobe r 1 ,  1943. State o f  New York, County of  
New  York, ss. Before me, a Notary Public in and for 
the State and county aforesaid, personally Rppeared H. L. 
Herbert, who, having been duly sworn according to l aw , dew 
poses and says that he Is the Business Manager of Startl ing 
Stories, and that the following is, to the best of his 
knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, 
management, etc . ,  of the aforesa id publication for the date 
shown in the abO\'e caption , requi red by the Act of August 
24, 1 9 12,  as amended by the Act of !\larch 3, 1933, em
bodied in section S37, Postal Laws and Regulations, printed 
on the reverse of U1ls form , to wit : 1 .  That the names and 
add resses of the publisher, editor, m�naglng ·editor, and 
business man agers are : Publi sher, Better PubJjcations, 
Inc., 1 0  E a st 40th St. , New York, N. Y. Editor, None ; 
Managing FAilor, None ; Business Manager, H. L. Her
bert, tO East 40th St. , New York, N. Y. 2. That 
the owner is : Better Publications, Inc., 10 East 40th 
St. , New York, N. Y. N. L. Pines, 10 East 40th 
St. , New York, N. Y. 3 .  That the known bondholders, mort
gagees, and other security holders owning or holding 1 per 
cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other 
securities a re none. 4. That the two paragraphs next abO\re, 
giving the names ot t.he owners, stockholders, and security 
holders . if any, conta.in not onJ;y the list of stoekholders 
and security holders as they a ppea r upon the books of the 
company .but al so, in cases where the stockholder or security 
holder a.ppears upon the hooks of the company as trustee 
or in any other Jlducla ry relation , the name of the person 
or co rporation far whom such trustee Is acting, is given ; 
also that the said two paragraphs contain statements em
bracing affiant's full knowledge and belief as to the circum
stances and condition s under which stockholders and se
curity holders who do not appear upon the books of the 
compa ny as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity 
other than that of a bona fide owne r ; and this affiant has 
no reason to bel ieve that any other person, association, or 
corporation has any interest direct or ind i rect in the said 
stock, bor.ds, o r  othe r securities tha n as so stated by hio1. 
R .  L. Herbert, Business Manager. Sworn to and subscribed 
before me this 1st day of October, 194.3. Eugene Wechsler, 
Notary Public. My commission esp i res March 30U1, 1 9 •15. 

, Thirteen sbeets�t wenty-slx pa ges to you , Jun ior 
�of standard white paper w i th pale ( dim ) purple 
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inking. But plumb f u l l  of pictures. Nice to show 
the housenl(ud on he1 day off. Don't get too ex
cited. I sa i d  it was scenery to Rhow the housemaid ; 
not pictures to look at yoursel f. N ice assortment 
of scapes for t h<'m as l i k e  t hat highbrow stuff. P L1t 
more girlies in for the olc.l Sarge, Rasco. 
VOM, Box 6475, M etro Station, Los Angeles 
1 4, Calif. Editors, Jack Erman and Morojo. 
Published as often as possible. Price lOc per 
copy. 

Usual good job on white paper of foolscap size. 
X'eat spot drawings and gorgeous black and white 
co,•ers. Right down the old Sarge·s alley. Can't get 
used to all that phonetic spell ing and abbreviations, 
though. Note to cover artist : You forgot to put the 
gals' t elephone numbers down. Good work, Califor
nia ! 

VULCAN, Route One, Ripley, Tenn. Editor, 
Lionel I nnman. Published-frequency not 
given. Price l Oc.  

Th irty-four pages of white standard stock with 
purple inking. \Vhoops ! Contents page set with 
type and printed on a press. Rest m imeographed. 
Several full-page dra\\·ings in pastel colors. Seems 
okay. 

Now for a general survey, and no punches 
pulled. In the main, boys, the artwork is 
fearful. Spend more time on the subject mat
ter and the actual labor itself if you're going 
to clutter up your magazines with pictures. 

Sure, the old Sarge loves pictures-and 
they don't all have to be of undraped femmes, 
e ither. But they've got to be better and half
way comprehensible. Too many of the fan
zines we review look as though they had been 
i llustrated by the kindergarten klass. Snap 
it up, gents. 

Otherwise, the old Sarge is proud of you 
fanziners. Carry on. And send me a batch 
of publications that I can view with delight 
next issue through my Xeno-colored glasses. 

I M PORTANT NOT ICE 
Wartime paper rationing makes it impossible to 

print enough copies of this magazine to meet the 
demand. To be sure of getting YOUR copy, place a 
standing order with your regular newsdealer. 

TH E BARD OF CERES 
(Concluded from page 1 14) 

they did to those blasted natives was 
make them mad !"  

Trevor reverently put down the copy 
of Macbeth and started signaling Guard 
headquarters. 

"You should have used old-fashioned 
bullets," he explained. "These crea
tures l ive on a planet without an 
atmosphere. They're used to ultra
violet rays in heavy doses." 

A chuckle escaped his throat. He 
motioned toward the natives. 

All eyes turned to the flabby beings. 
They were squirming uncomfortably. A 
pink glow covered their fish-bel ly skins. 
The criminals began to understand. 

"By Ceres, boss ! "  Ganymede Joe said 
in amazement. "I  told you they wasn't 
human ! Our ray guns only give 'em a 
sunburn !"  
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to $3000 for acei-
loss of l ife, or Costs only Se 

a day. Insures any man orwoman, l6 to 76. No 
Medical Examination. Get this policyforlOdaya 
without risking a penny. Send coupon below. 
� - - - - � ---- - - - ---� 
I �':�c�Psle�T��;';.�u��S,J}.��{\L TY CO, ( 1 176W.Adams5t.,Chh;ago3, 1 1 1., Dept. 701. 1 

Tell me how to get your policy for 10-day lnepee-1 tion. No Agent will call. I 
I I 
I Nam•------------------------ I I Addr•••------------------------------· I ! Cit11---------------------S�<>U.-------- ! ___ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ __ _ __ _, 

AMERICA'S FASTEST GROWING INDUSTRY 
Manufacturing restrictions has boomed the always profitable home 
appllance ropair business. Ne\'1-' course, profusely illustrated, wrltlen 
in simple, easy-to-understand language, qu ickly prepares mochan
ically inclined men for reuairing refrigerators. va.cuum cleaners. 
motors, washing machines, wrlding, nlckle pl<�Ung, etc., etc. Shows 
you bmv to make power mach inoo. ho� to ret business. Get lnto the 
blg money now IUld hal"e a bu:)iness of your 0\\11 when the war is 
over. Send today for FRE'E literature. Christy Supply Co . . 2835 
N. Central · Ave., DePt. 0·204, Chica�o. 

DETECTIVES 
T R A I N I N G - S E C  R E T  I N V E S T !  G A T  I O N S - F I N G E R  

P R I N TS-Easy ?�Jethod-ShorL Time . .Tty Fonner Gov't Delee· 
tive-Ren-arcls. Ilome--'!'ravel-�('.creL Codc- Hooklrt. FREE-
WllJTID. I N T E R N A T I O N A L  D E T ECT I V E  SYST E M ,  1701-T 
Monroe St . .  N .  E . .  Witsh ington.  D .  C .  1 8. 

P R A Y E R  
Is a Tremendous Mil!hty ,Power ! t\re you racing difficult PI"Ob• 
!ems? Poor Health? Money Troubles? Love or F a m i ly Troublee? 
Are you Worried about some one dear t o  you ? Do you ever get 
Lonely-U nhappy-O iscour<lged? Would �·ou lik<' to have mote 
H a p p i ness. Success and ' 'G ood Forturu)'' in J1ife? 

H you do ha\•e any of llll'�·c Problems, or others like them, 
dear frlencts, Lhcn here is WOfl(i('l rul N EWS- N E W S  of a re· 
mar\{al)1o N EW W A Y  of P R A Y E r  r l tat  i!' helping thousands 
of other m€'n ami women to �lorlous N E W  hai)Jlinc�!\ and joy! 
Whether you have alway� be-lieved lu P R A Y E R  or not.. tilts 
remarkabf., N E W  W A Y  may lning a whole N E W  world or 
happiness and JOY to you-and very, very quickly, too! 

So don't walt, dear frlt-nll, don't 1et. anothel' mi nute c:o hyt 
If you are ti'Oubled. worried or unhappy IN A N Y  W A Y-we 
invitH you to �?liP this Message now and mall with 3c gtamp for 
F U LL I N F O R M A T I O N  nboul this remarkable N E W  W A Y  of 
P RA Y E R  tllat is hl'll)iug so many, many othtr� and which may 
just as certainly and Quicldy hf'lll Y O U ! 

You will surely bless th is day-so please don't delay ! Just 
clip this Message now and mail with your name, address and 
3c stamp to L I F E -ST U D Y  F E LLOWS H I P, Box 3503. N orolon. 
Conn. This .wonderful N EW Me�sage of P R A Y E R  and F A I T H  
will be o n  the way t o  help �ou b y  reiurn mail. 



'Meet the new fOreman, Mrs. Irvin f '' 
• 

:• How would you like to carry home the 
p.ews that you've been advanced. to fore
man? You've thought about it, of course. 
But what have you done about it? . 

Training is the dividing line betweel\! 
�he man at the machine and. his foreman. 
It outweighs long service. Promotions to 
supervisory rank go to the men who have. 
equipped themselves for the step up. 

Have you studied. the managing of me11r 
at work? Do you have a trained. man's 
knowledge of Wage Systems and. Job 
Evaluation, Production Planning, Control 
of· Materials, Control o� the Quality o£ 
�anufactured Goods? 

The famous Foremanship Course oil 
the International Correspondence Schools 
gives you these - and. much more. Don't 
let the other' fellow ttstep over your head.." 
Mailing the I. C. S. coupon has meant suc
cess for thousands of ambitious Americans. 
�ct now: to jojn them! 

· 

Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about 
the course before which I ha ve marked X :  
0 FOREMANSHIP 
0 Aceoun·ting 0 Advettiaioa: 
0 Bookkccpmg 0 BuahtQSS Correspondence 
O.Bua.incas Me.nagameo.t 

O Air Bmt�e 0 Air Conditioning 
0 Air1>lane Drafting 
0 Arobitootural Drafting 
0 Architecture 
0 Auto Engine Tun&-UD 
0 Auto Tocbnicii!.Il 
0 Avin.Uoo 0 Aviation Mecha.oie 0 Blueprint Reading 
0 Boilc.rmakiug 
0 Brich':'e Engineering \ 0 Chemiatry 0 Coal Minin� 
0 Civil Engineering 
0 Concrete Encinoerio.g 

B U S I NESS CO U RSES 
CJ Cntooning 0 Civil Sen·ice 0 C. P. Accounting 
0 College Preparatory 0 Federal Tal. Cour!O 
0 Commercial 0 Firat Yror College 0 Fr�neb 0 Commercial llluatratiog 0 Good English 0 IDeh School 
0 Coet Accounting 0 :\1� l\len at Work 

TEC H N I CAL A N D  I N D USTRIAL C O U RSES 

[J Ra.ilwoy PostAl Clerk 
0 Salesmanship 
0 Secretnri.al 0 Sp:t.Wh 0 Sbowcnrd and Sign Let.t.erina: CJ Traffic �ianageruent. 

0 Contracting and Building 0 l'vbnagemcnt of lnveutiot18 0 Sanitary Englnooring 0 Cotton Manufa.cturiug: 0 Marine Engines D Sheet MeW Work B gf::;i!Ji�;[ti� 8 �i��:�� R=�ing § ���fi�{��tin'fJ Shop Practice 
0 Electrical Engineering 0 Mine Foreman 0 St.e:lm Electric 0 Steam En&inM 
0 Electrician 0 l\'a,igation 0 Pattemms.Jdng D Steam Fitting 
0 Electrical Matntena.ooe 0 Plastics 0 Plumbing 0 St:ruotural Drs!ting 8 �4f�:en� aV�r��8 8 ��f�i�:;op��e�l�kt��ng g .��r���� r�n��� 
0 Higbwsy Engineering 0 Radio, General 0 Telcip"aphy 0 Telephooy 
0 Houee Planning 0 Radio Ooora.ting 0 Test1le De:rigniog 
0 lndw;trial Met3.llurgy 0 Radio Servicing 0 Tool mak�g: 0 Tool Ocaign 
0 Looomotive Engineer 0 R. R. Section Foreman D Welding, Gas and Elcotrie 
0 Machinist 0 Io.epcotor 0 R. R. Signalman 0 Refrigeration 0 Woolen l\lanufacturinc 

0 Advanced Drceamt�J::iDG: 
0 Foods and Cool..ery 

H O M E  ECONO M I CS COU RSES 
0 Home Dressmaking 
O_Professional Dres8ma.king and De!!i�ing 

0 Tea Room nnd Cafeteria. 
Management, Caterina: 

'Namo .............. .... , _  . . . . . . ... . . . . . . .. . . . . ..................... -......................... J.ue ....... .. ..... Jlonto Addrcsa .................................... ............. -.. ....... ............. ... 

C!tv ............ . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . _ . Stafe .. . . . . .. . . . . . . . .... ... . . . . .. . . ... Prrscnt Posit 1-on . . . .... . ....... . . . . ... ... . . ..... . . ........ . . .... .... � ............... . 
Ca;,,JJimt. r,;sidc�.ts swd coupon to Jn t•"TIIqti-{JfiQ/, Corrnnxmdenco Schcols Canadian, Limltcd1 Montreal, Canada 

'rrtie/1 residents tHmd CtniTJOr� to I. C. 8., 71 llinoawau, DonfiOit; W. 0. f, Engl!!tld 



Now YOU Can. Li_c_k Any 
AUTO REPAIR JOB I 

IN LESS TIME - WITH 1.£55 WORK 

MoToR's New Auto REPAIR MANUAL 
shows you how to service and 

repair ANY part of ANY car! 
No auto repair job is too tough 
when you've got MoToR's AUTO 
REPAIR MANUAL! YOU can re
pair anything from carburetor to 
rear end-quickly, easily, right! Just 
look up make, model, and the job 
in the quick index-and go to work! 
Clear, illustrated instructions lead you step by step. 

To make such an amazing book 
])ossible, the e n g i nee r-editors of 
MoToR Maga z i n e  c o l l ected a n d  
••broke down" 1 5 0  official factory 
shop manuals for you. spotted all the vital repair i nformation you 
need, dove-tailed it all together in
to ONE handy, easy-to-understand book.. 

No Other Manual Like It ! 
This BIG book- over 600 pages, 8% x 11 inches, bound in sturdy 
:fabrikoid-brings you nearly 200,000 
service, r e p a i r ,  a d j u s tment, re
placement, tune-up facts on every 
car built from 1935 to 1942. More 
than 1000 cut-away photos, dia-

grams, drawings show you ex
actly WHAT to do and HOW 
to do it! Used by the U. S. 
Army, trade and tec h n i ca l  
schools eYcrywhcre, thousands 
of auto servicemen. 

Now YOU-without cost
can see for yourself what a won
d e r  book MoToR's A uto R e p a i r  
Manual •·eally i s .  TRY it-FREE 
for 7 days! Learn fh ·t-hand how 
it can pay for itself the first few 
times you use it. 

SEND NO MONEY 
7-Day Free Ex�mination 

Just mail coupon below-without 
'Yitoney! W h e n  the postman 
brings your book, pay him noth· 
i n g, F i rs t  make it show y o u  
what it's got! Unless you agree 
this is the greatest time-saver 
and work .. s a v e r  you've ever 
seen-return book i n  7 days and 
pay nothing. Mail coupon to
day!  A dd res s : MoToR Book 
Department, Desk 64C, 572 
Madison Ave., New York 22, 
New York. 

Same FREE 7-Day Offer Applies on New 
MoToR'S TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL 

Clear, Pictured Facts on Every Job 
on Every Car Built Since 1935! 

Nearly 200.000 service and repair facts 
on all these makes: 

American Ford Oldsmobile 
Bantam Graham Overland 

Auburn Hudson Packard 
Austin Hupmobile Pierce 
Buick lafayette Arrow 
Cadillac La Salle Plymouth 
Chevrolet Lincoln Pontiac 
Chrysler lincoln Reo 
Cord Zephyr Studebaker 
De Soto Mercury Terraplone 
Dodge Nash W i l lys 

Over 600 pages: including 50 pages of car
buretor text, charts, illustrations. covering 
all models. Over 450 charts, tables: Tune
up Chart; Valve Measurements; Compres
sion Pressure; Torque Wrench Heading; 
Starting Motor; Engine Clearances: Gene
rator: Clutch & Brake Specifications; Front 

End Measurements. etc., Engines: Electric, 
Fuel, CooUng, Lubricating Systems; Trans
missions; Universals; Front Ends; Wheels; 

Rear Ends, etc. 

For mechanics, truck spe
cialists, s ervi ce stations. 
fleet owners. Covers EVERY 
job on EVERY truck made 
since 1936! 1400 pictures. 900 
pages. 300,000 !acts. Used by Armed Forces. Warranted to 
contain every essential !act 
you need to know. Fabrlkold binding, size 8\�x ll, 

covers all types Gasoline 
Engines; Diesels and Hessel
mans. Fuel Systems, Gover
nors, L ubrication Systems, 
Ignition Systems, Starters, 
Generators, Clutches, Trans
missions, Axles, Torque Di
v i d e r s ,  T r a nsfer Cases, 
Brakes, Steering, etc. etc. 

MoToR Book Dept., Desk 64C. 572Madison Ave., NewYork 22, H. V. 

Offered on same FREE 7-
Day examination as Auto 
Repair Manual. Check box 
in coupon at right. 

I Rush to me at once: (cheek box opposttc book you want). 0 �a0c���5s��:�::;�:z!.f. �;u��it.L /'�m'";��i·?�n:·� 
I days, and $1 monthly for 4 .months, plus 35� delivery charge 

with final payment ($5.35 1n all) . Otherwise I !"lll return 
book in 'l days. (Foreign price, remit $1 cash With order). 

I O MoToR's TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL. (Described at left 
In the box.) If O.K . . I will remit $2 in 7 days, and $2 

monthly for 3 months, plus 35c delivery charges w1th final 

I pafment ($8.35 In all). Otherwise I will return book in 'l 
days. (Foreign price, remit $11 cash with order). 

Name Age __ _ 
.............. � ............ � Addres,�----------------------------------------- Published by 1\foToR, 

The Leading Automo
tive Business Magazine. MoToR's manuals assure blgb 

I I 
I 
I 
I 

City State I D SAVE 35c! Check here if enclosing !ull payment (check a.: or mohey-order) WITH coupon. We pay 35c shipping 

Gtandards o% repair work. 
sts. same '1-day return privilege, - 1 

_ _ _ _ _ ____ _ _ _  .. 



Sece� things you can do to stop Inflation 

Keep prices down ! For Victory and your own post-war 
security do these seven things : 1. Buy only what you need 
and make things last. 2. Pay no more than ceiling prices. 
3. Pay increased taxes willingly. 4. Pay off old debts and 
avoid new ones. 5. Live within present income. 6. Build up 
savings and life insurance for the future. 7. Buy and 
hold more War Bonds. 

Sponsored by the makers of 

C a lv e rt 
Clear· heads choose Calvert The whiskey with the "Happy Blending" 

Calvert Distillers Corp., New York City. BLENDED W H ISKEY Calvert "Reserve" : 86.8 Proof-
65% Grain Neutral Spirits. Calvert "Special" : 86.8 Proof-60o/o Grain Neutral Spir,it5. 




