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INTRODUCTION

TO MANY science fiction readers who are now in their middle years,
there was a Golden Age of Science Fiction—in capital letters.

That Golden Age began in 1938, when John Campbell became editor
of Astounding Stories and remolded it, and the whole field, into some-
thing closer to his heart’s desire. During the Golden Age, he and the maga-
zine he edited so dominated science fiction that to read Astounding was
to know the field entire.

In that sense, the Golden Age endured till 1950, when other magazines,
such as Galaxy and The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, entered
the field. The editorial personalities of H. L. Gold and Anthony Boucher
were as strong in their ways as Campbell’s, so the field grew wider and
more diverse. In many ways, it improved still further as it spilled out of
the magazines and into the books, the paperbacks, and the electronic
media.

But then the individual could no longer comprehend the field entire.
It grew too large for one to do more than sample, and the Golden Age,
when all of science fiction could belong to the reader, was over.

I lived through the Golden Age in the best possible way, for I was
among the first of the new writers Campbell discovered, and I am sure
there was no other in whom he took so personal and paternal an interest.
My book The Early Asimov (Doubleday, 1972) is both my memorial to
those years and my tribute to John.

But let us forget the capital-letter Golden Age, and let us be more per-
sonal. To anyone who has lived a life that has not been utterly disastrous,
there is an iridescent aura permeating its second decade. Memories of the
first decade, extending back to before the age of ten, are dim, uncertain,
and incomplete, Beginning with the third decade, after twenty, life be-
comes filled with adult responsibility and turns to lead. But that second
decade, from ten to twenty, is gold; it is in those years that we remember
bliss.
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It is the second decade that is the golden age for each individual; it
is the memory of life as it was then, that we consider to be life as it
ought to be. For any science fiction reader, the gold of the second decade
of his life permeates the stories he read at that time, so I frequently hear
enthusiasts of thirty speak of “the golden age of the 1950s.” If I live out
my normal lifetime, I fully expect to hear some rotten kid talk to me of
“the golden age of the 1970s.” (I will rise from my wheel chair and hit
him with my cane.)

Well, then, what about me? My own golden age (small letters) lay
in the 1930s. It came in the decade just before the Golden Age (capital
letters), and it had a glory for me—and a glory for everyone, for it was
in my golden age that the personalities that molded the Golden Age, in-
cluding Campbell himself, were themselves molded.

The science fiction stories I read in the 1930s were in magazines I could
not keep. I took each magazine, as it arrived, from my father’s newsstand
and then, having read it as quickly as I could, I returned it to my father’s
newsstand so that it might be sold. I cultivated a light hand, which left
the magazine in its pristine crispness even though I had read, rabidly,
every word on every page. (I had to, for if the magazine suffered, my
father would have issued a ukase forbidding me to touch any of them,
and I don’t know about you, but my father expected, and got, instant
obedience.)

So I never reread those science fiction stories of my personal golden
age after that first reading. Oh, a very few of them, yes, when they were
reprinted. However, very few stories published before the Golden Age
have been reprinted. The Coming of Campbell wiped out all that went
before.

The science fiction of the thirties seems, to anyone who has experienced
the Campbell Revolution, to be clumsy, primitive, and naive. The stories
are old-fashioned and unsophisticated.

All right, grant that they are all those things. Nevertheless, there was
a rough-hewn vigor about them that sophistication has, to some extent,
lost us.

Besides, I remember them. Some of them, although I read them only
once at a very eatly age, I remember over a space of forty years. Through
all that has happened and all that I have read and, for that matter, written,
I remember them—and love them still.

Those stories were dear to me because they roused my enthusiasm, gave
me the joy of life at a time and in a place and under conditions when not
terribly many joys existed. They helped shape me and even educate
me, and I am filled with gratitude to those stories and to the men who
wrote them.

And aside from my personal involvement, the stories form an essential
part of the history of science fiction, a part that has been unfairly neglected
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and is in danger of being forgotten altogether, since virtually no important
anthologies have dealt with pre-1938 science fiction.

You would have thought that a person of my incredible ingenuity would
have conceived years ago the notion of repairing this omission and editing
an anthology of the great stories of the 1930s. Oddly enough, that is not
so. Never once, in my conscious moments, did so obvious a project occur
to me.

Fortunately, I am not always conscious.

On the morning of April 3, 1973, I woke and said to my good lady,
“Hey, I remember a dream I had.” (I virtually never remember my dreams,
so this came under the heading of a stop-the-presses bulletin.)

My good lady is professionally interested in dreams, so she said, “What
was it?”

“I dreamed,” I said, “I had prepared an anthology of all those good old
stories | read when I was a kid and I was getting a chance to read them
again, There was ‘Tumithak of the Corridors’ and ‘Awlo of Ulm’ and
‘The World of the—""

I think that’s about as far as I got. I had been chuckling as I talked
about the dream, because it seemed like such a ridiculous thing to do.
But was it ridiculous?

Simply talking about it filled me, quite suddenly, with a burning urge
to do it. I've had those burning urges before, and I know it means I will
have to do it at once regardless of any commitments I may have. But who
would publish such a thing? —A ridiculous question. After all, in a quarter
century of association, the good people at Doubleday & Company, Inc.,
had never once said “No” to me.

It was at 7 A.m. that I told my dream, and I had to wait for the open-
ing of the business day to do something about it. At 9:05 A.M. (I gave them
five minutes’ grace) I was on the phone, talking rapidly and earnestly
to Lawrence P. Ashmead and to Michele Tempesta, two splendid editorial
representatives of that estimable publishing house. They did not say “No”
to me.

I then thought about it some more. As I told you, I did not have those
old magazines, and it is most difficult to get copies these days. Difficult,
but not impossible.

There was always my old friend Sam Moskowitz, who shared my golden
age but bought and kept every magazine that was published, memorized
them all, and can quote them all word by word at any time of day or
night.

He has put his knowledge and expertise to good use by becoming a
historian of science fiction, perhaps the only true specialist in this unusual
section of human knowledge in the whole world. He has written two vol-
umes of biographies of great science fiction writers, Explorers of the In-
finite and Seekers of Tomorrow. (One of these biographies dealt with
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none other than your un-humble servant, Isaac Asimov. Sam, never one
to skimp on hyperbole, called that one Genius in a Candy Store.)

He also produced Science Fiction by Gaslight, a history and anthology
of science fiction in the popular magazines of the period from 1891 to
1911, and Under the Moons of Mars, a history and anthology of science
fiction in the Munsey magazines from 1912 to 1929.

Doubleday published his The Crystal Man, dealing with nineteenth-
century American science fiction. Sam even wrote an account of the tre-
mendous and earth-shaking feuds among the handful of science fiction
fans in the American Northeast, which he very dashingly entitled The
Immortal Storm.

It was to Sam Moskowitz that I therefore turned. Swearing him to
secrecy, I asked him if he had ever himself done an anthology of this
sort and if he was in the process of doing so. He answered, no, he hadn’t
and he wasn’t. He would like to if he could find a publisher.

“Well, I can,” I said, “and I would make it an autobiographical anthol-
ogy. Would you object if I moved in on your territory?”

He sighed a little and said that he didn’t.

Then I reached the crucial point. “Would you get me the stories, Sam?”
I asked.

And goodhearted Sam said, “Oh, sure!” and in three weeks he had them,
every one, with word counts and copyright information and comments on
each, (I was only too glad to pay him for the time and trouble he took.)

So now here I am, all set to do the anthology, and, if you don’t mind,
I intend to make it more than a mere anthology. I am not going to include
the stories bareboned.

With your permission (or without, if necessary), I intend to do as I
did in The Early Asimov and place the stories within the context of my
life. As I told Larry, Michele, and Sam, I intend the book to be autobi-
ographical.

I am doing this partly because one pronounced facet of my personality
‘is a kind of cheerful self-appreciation (“a monster of vanity and arrogance”
is what my good friends call me) but also, believe it or not, as a matter
of self-protection and as almost a kind of public service.

My numerous readers (bless them, one and all) never tire of writing
letters in which they ask eagerly after all the most intimate statistics of
my early life, and it has long since passed the point where I can possibly
satisfy them, one by one, and still find time to do anything else. The
Early Asimov has already performed miracles in that respect, since I can
send back post cards saying, “Please read The Early Asimov for the in-
formation you request.”

And now I will be able to add, “Also read Before the Golden Age.”



Part One

1920 TO 1930



I HAVE always wanted to start a book in the fashion of a nineteenth-
century novelist. You know: “I was born in the little town of P.
in the year 19__." Here’s my chance:

I was born in the little town of Petrovichi (accent on the second sylla-
ble, I believe), in the U.S.S.R. I say the U.S.S.R. and not Russia, because
I was born two years after the Russian Revolution.

More than once, I have been asked where Petrovichi is relative to some
place that might be considered reasonably familiar. It is thirty-five miles
due west of Roslavl and fifty-five miles due south of Smolensk (where a
great battle was fought during Napoleon’s invasion of 1812, and another
during Hitler’s invasion of 1941), but that doesn’t seem to help any. I had
better say, then, that Petrovichi is 240 miles southwest of Moscow and
fifteen miles east of the White Russian S.S.R., so I was born on the soil
of Holy Russia itself, for what that's worth.

The date of my birth is January 2, 1920. For those of you who are in-
terested in casting horoscopes, forget it! I am not only unaware of the exact
hour and minute of my birth but even, actually, of the exact day. January
2 is the official day and that’s what I celebrate, but at the time of my birth
the Soviet Union was on the Julian calendar, which was thirteen days
behind our Gregorian, and my parents in those days didn’t even pay much
attention to the Julian. They dated things according to the holy days of
the Jewish calendar.

Under the Tsars, Russia had never indulged in careful statistical ac-
counting of its less important subjects, and during World War I and the
hectic years immediately following, things were more slovenly than ever.
So when a birth certificate finally had to be drawn up for me, my parents
had to rely on memory, and that worked out to January 2.

And that’s good enough. Anyway, it’s official.

I remained in the Soviet Union for less than three years and remember
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nothing of those days except for a few vague impressions, some of which
my mother claims she can date back to the time I was two years old.

About the only event of personal note worth mentioning from those
years is the fact that sometime in 1921 I fell ill of double pneumonia at a
time when antibiotics were non-existent and such medical care as did exist
was extremely primitive. My mother tells me (though I never know how
much to allow for her innate sense of the dramatic) that seventeen chil-
dren came down with it in our village at that time and that sixteen died.
Apparently, I was the sole survivor.

In 1922, after my sister, Marcia, was born, my father decided to emi-
grate to the United States. My mother had a half brother living in New
York who was willing to guarantee that we would not become a charge on
the country; that, plus permission from the Soviet Government, was all we
needed.

I am sometimes asked to give the details of how we left the Soviet Un-
ion, and I get the distinct feeling that the questioners will be satished with
nothing less than having my mother jumping from ice floe to ice floe across
the Dnieper River with myself in her arms and the entire Red Army hot
on our heels.

Sorry! Nothing like that at alll My father applied for an exit visa, or
whatever it’s called, got it, and off we went by commercial transportation.
While we were getting the visa, the family had to go to Moscow, so in the
year 1922 I was actually there. My mother says the temperature was forty
below and she had to keep me inside her coat lest I freeze solid, but she
may be exaggerating,

Needless to say, I am not sorry we left. I dare say that if my family had
remained in the Soviet Union, I would have received an education similar
to the one I actually did get, that I might well have become a chemist and
might even have become a science fiction writer. On the other hand, there
is a very good chance that I would then have been killed in the course of
the German invasion of the Soviet Union in 1941 to 1945, and while I
hope I would have done my bit first, I am glad I didn’t have to. I am preju-
diced in favor of life.

The four of us—my father Judah, my mother Anna, my sister Marcia,
and myself—traveled by way of Danzig, Liverpool, and the good ship
Baltic, and arrived at Ellis Island in February 1923. It was the last year
in which immigration was relatively open and in which Ellis Island was
working full steam. In 1924, the quota system was established and the
United States began to welcome only sharply limited amounts of the tired,
the poor, and the wretched refuse of Europe’s teeming shores.

One more year, then, and we wouldn’t have made it. Even if we could
have come in at some later time, it wouldn't have been the same. Arriving
at the age of three, I was, of course, already speaking (Yiddish), but I
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was still young enough to learn English as a native language and not as
an acquired one (which is never the same).

My parents, both of whom spoke Russian fluently, made no effort to
teach me Russian, but insisted on my learning English as rapidly and as
well as possible. They even set about learning English themselves, with
reasonable, but limited, success.

In a way, I am sorry. It would have been good to know the language
of Pushkin, Tolstoy, and Dostoevski. On the other hand, I would not have
been willing to let anything get in the way of the complete mastery of
English. Allow me my prejudice: surely there is no language more majestic
than that of Shakespeare, Milton, and the King James Bible, and if I
am to have one language that I know as only a native can know it, I
consider myself unbelievably fortunate that it is English.

Now my memory starts. I remember, quite distinctly, the first place we
lived in after having arrived in the United States. I even remember the
address. It was 425 Van Siclen Avenue, in the Fast New York section
of Brooklyn.* T lived in Brooklyn for nineteen years after my arrival in
the United States, and my Brooklyn accent is with me to this day.

The Van Siclen Avenue abode was nothing lavish. There was no elec-
tricity; we used gas jets. There was no central heating; we had a cast-
iron stove, which my mother started with paper and kindling.

Fortunately, I didn’t know that this represented slum living. It was home
to me, and I was happy. I was particularly fascinated by the stove, and
I was always on hand to watch the fire start and my mother knead dough
and make noodles. In 1925, when we moved to more advanced quarters,
at 434 Miller Avenue, one block away, I cried bitterly.

In February 1925, shortly after my fifth birthday, I began school: kin-
dergarten. If you want further statistics, the school was P.S. 182.

In the ordinary course of events, I would have entered first grade a
year later, shortly after my sixth birthday. My mother, however, could
not wait.

You see, I had already taught myself to read by hounding the older boys
to write out the alphabet for me (which I had learned from a rope-
skipping game) and identify each letter and tell me what it “sounds like.”
I then practiced on street signs and newspaper headlines, sounding the
letters till words made sense. To this day, I remember the sudden surge
of triumph when I realized there must be such things as silent letters

* I feel a little silly giving statistics of this sort. I mean, who could possibly care what
the exact address is? However, these are among the questions I am sometimes asked:
“Exactly where did you live when you first came to the United States?” I hope that
no one is thinking of making a pilgrimage to the site. It was a slum when I lived there
and it has gone downhill steadily ever since.
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and that the word I was trying to pronounce, ISland, which meant noth-
ing to me, was really EYEland. That made “Coney Island” luminously
clear all of a sudden. On the other hand, I remember being completely
defeated by “ought.” I could not pronounce it, nor could any of the other
boys tell me what it meant when they pronounced it.

My parents, of course, couldn’t read English and so couldn’t help me,
and the fact that I learned to read without their help seemed to impress
them the more. (My sister was much luckier. When she was five years
old, I was seven and a past master at the art. Considerably against her
will, T taught her to read quite efficiently, so that when it came time for
her to enter school, they put her into the second grade directly.)

In September 1925, I remember, my mother took me to school. My
mother’s half brother came along, too, as interpreter. (He was my “Uncle
Joe”) At the time, I did not know what they were doing, but in later
years it dawned on me that they must have been altering my birth date.
My mother, backed by Uncle Joe, assured the school authorities that I
was born on September 77, 1919. (Considering the uncertainty of my birth
date, it was less of a lie than it looked, but it was a little of a lie, because,
allowing for all uncertainties, I could not possibly have been born earlier
than October at the outside.)

With a September %, 1919 birthday, that made me six years old the
day before the fall term started in 1925, and I was allowed to enter the
first grade,

The reason I know that this is what must have happened is that when
I was in the third grade, the teacher (for some reason) had the children
recite their birth dates. In all innocence, I said January 2, 1920, and she
frowned and told me it was September 7, 1919.

Welll 1 have always been quite certain of knowing what I krow, and
I became very emphatic about having been born on January 2, 1920. So
energetic did I become in the matter, in fact, that the school records were
changed accordingly. If that had not been done, my official birthday would
have been September 7, 1919, to this day.

Oddly enough, that turned out to have an important influence on my
life. During World War 11, I was working at the U. S. Navy Yard in
Philadelphia as a chemist and was periodically deferred from the draft
because of the warrelated importance of my labors. After V-E day, May
8, 1945, the upper age for those liable to the draft was lowered to twenty-
six, and those who were still under that age and had thus far escaped
being drafted were scrutinized with special care.

On September 7, 1945, I received my notice of induction, and, two
months later, was taken into the warm bosom of the Army of the United
States as a private. It was no great tragedy, as it turned out, since by
that time the war was over, and I remained in the Army only nine months.
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However, had I kept my little third-grade yap shut, my birthday would
have stayed September %, 1919, and that notice of induction would have
arrived on my twenty-sixth birthday and I would have been ineligible for
the draft.

My stay in grade school was hectic. On two different occasions, my
despairing teachers got rid of me by shoving me ahead a semester. This
had its elements of trauma, for on each occasion I lost the friends I had
made in the old class and was forced to associate with the strangers of
the new one.

Besides that, there was always that panic-laden moment when 1 realized
the class had learned things I didn’t yet know and that it would take
me days of frightened activity to catch up and move ahead again. On
the first occasion on which I was “skipped,” I found myself in a class
that was solving problems in multiplication, something I had never heard
of.

I went home crying. My mother, unable to tell what it was that I did
not know, called in a neighboring girl, aged twelve. (I found out in later
years that she had been aged twelve; at the time, I thought she was a
grownup.) The girl began drilling me in 2X1=2, 2X2=4, 2X3=6, and
so on.

After a while it began to seem very familiar. I asked her to wait a mo-
ment and got my five-cent copybook. On the back were reference tables
telling me that there were 12 inches to a foot, 16 ounces to a pound,
and so on. There was also a large square array of mysterious numbers.

“What is this?” I asked.

“That,” she said, “is the multiplication table.”

“In that case,” I said, “I know how to multiply,” and I sent her home.
Having nothing better to do, I had memorized the numbers long before,
and from what she told me, I saw how the multiplication table worked.

The other time when I was pushed ahead, I found the class was study-
ing geography, something of which I was utterly innocent. I remember
the teacher had asked me where Yucatan was, and I drew a complete
blank and the class laughed. (The less advanced a student was, the louder
he laughed at someone else’s ignorance.)

Quite humiliated, I asked the teacher after class if we had a book on
the subject, and she pointed out the largest of the new books I had been
given and said it was the geography book. That night, I went over every
map in the book, and you can bet I was never caught again.

It turned out quite early, you see, that I was a child prodigy. My parents
apparently knew it, but never told me so, because they didn’t believe in
giving children swelled heads. I wish they had, though, since then I
wouldn’t have thought it so unreasonable that every time I came back
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with less than 100 in any test I took, it would be interpreted as an unsat-
isfactory performance deserving of punishment. (And my mother, who
knew nothing about modern child psychology, always punished by means
of a physical assault.)

But then I didn’t really need the information from them, since I gath-
ered it by myself when I made the astonishing discovery that other people
didn't understand something till it was explained and then didn’t remem-
ber it after it was explained.

I don’t know how it is with other prodigies, for I have never gone into
the subject, Perhaps many of them have had a sense of unhappiness, of
isolation, of drudgery, and may have wanted to be like other people.

Not so in my case, however. I enjoyed every minute of my prodigious-
ness, because, nasty little devil that I was, I enjoyed knowing more than
the other kids and being far quicker on the uptake.

Of course, it had its difficulties. By the time I entered the fourth grade,
I was a year and a half younger than anyone else in the class, and small
for my age at that. And since I was still the smartest kid in the class
and very self-appreciative about it, there were many of my schoolmates
who lusted for my life. I found, however, that if I picked out the biggest
and dumbest kid in the class and did his homework for him, he constituted
himself my protector.

Another point that may have helped save my life was that I was never
a teacher’s pet. Never! I was a loudmouthed extrovert then, as I am now,
and I could never resist the chance of upsetting the class with a funny
remark. I was forever being disciplined, and when that was insufficient
I was sent to the principal’s office, (Believe it or not, I was evicted from
class as a disruptive influence even as late as my college days.) So, of
course, the other kids decided that anyone as badly behaved as I couldn't
be all bad, and they resisted the impulse to eradicate me.

During our first years in the United States, my father worked in a knit-
ting factory for a while, and then tried his hand at being a door-to-door
salesman. Finally, in 1926, in a search for some sort of security, he put
what money he had been able to accumulate into a candy store that ex-
isted on Sutter Avenue (good Heavens, I've forgotten the street number),
right around the corner from our apartment.

A candy store is a good thing in some ways. You work for yourself
and the work is steady. The profits are small but they're there, and we
went through the entire period of the Great Depression without missing
a meal and without ever having to spend one moment’s anxiety that my
father might lose his job and that we might all be on the bread lines.
To those of you who know nothing of the Great Depression firsthand,
let me assure you as earnestly as I can that we were very lucky.
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On the other hand, a candy store is a rotten thing in some ways. Back
before World War 1I, candy stores stayed open from 6 aMm. to 1 AM.
seven days a week, with no holidays. It meant that from the age of six
I never had any but an occasional, fugitive hour of leisure with either
parent, Furthermore, a candy store can be operated only by an entire fam-
ily, which meant that I had to pitch in. Each year, I did a larger share
of the chores.

The work wasn’t hard, but it kept me behind the counter for much
of my spare time, dishing out candy and cigarettes, making change, deliver-
ing papers, running a block and a half to call someone to the telephone,
and so on. It kept me from the gay social life of my peers, eliminating
punchball and ring-a-levio and many other things of the sort.

Not entirely, of course. In those days (and maybe in ours, too, for all
I know) there were “seasons.” One day, everyone was playing complicated
games with marbles. The next day, all the marbles had disappeared and
everyone was out with tops, or checkers (with which to play a marvelous
game called “skelly”). I could play all the games with moderate ability,
but I was considerably hampered by the fact that I was under strict in-
structions not to play “for keeps,” because my father disapproved of gam-
bling and it was difficult to get other kids to play me “for fun.” (“There’s
no fun in playing for fun,” they would say.)

Life was not all work, of course. There was a movie immediately across
the street from the candy store. Every Saturday afternoon, my mother gave
me a dime and supervised my crossing of the street. For that dime I saw
two (silent) movies, a comedy, a cartoon, and, best of all, “an episode,”
which is what we called the movie serials of those days.

Then, too, I read a good deal. We had no books in the house (they
were one of the very many luxuries we could not afford), but my father
wangled a library card for me before I was seven. My very first taste of
independence was that of going to the library alore by bus in order to
pick out books.

I could go to the library only at certain times, however, and I could
take out only two books at a time when I did go, and I generally finished
them both before it was time to go to the library again, no matter how
slowly I tried to make myself read. As a result, I constantly felt myself
gravitating toward the magazine rack in my father’s candy store. It was
filled with apparently fascinating reading material.

Along a string stretched across the window, there were draped a dozen
paper-backed novels featuring Frank Merriwell and Nick Carter, which
I yearned for. There were other paper-backed objects with pictures on
the cover, which I learned were called magazines, and some were particu-
larly fascinating; there were pictures of people shooting other people with
guns, and that looked great. There were even magazines with names like
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Paris Nights, whose purpose I didn’t quite understand but with color il-
lustrations that roused the most intense curiosity in me.

But, standing in the way of all this was my father. He simply would
not let me read any of the magazines he sold, for he considered every
one of them cheap and sensational trash that would only blunt and ruin
my razor-sharp mind. I disagreed, of course, but my father was a remark-
ably stubborn man and he still had the European notion that Papa was
boss.

My fate, however, all unknown to me, was approaching.

In the spring of 1926, the first magazine ever to be devoted to science
fiction exclusively was placed on the newsstands for sale. It was entitled
Amazing Stories, the first issue was dated April, and the publisher was
Hugo Gernsback.

To fill the magazine, Gernsback was at first compelled to make heavy
use of reprints of the works of European writers. It wasn't till the August
1928 issue that a new world really opened. In that issue there appeared
the first installment of a three-part serial entitled The Skylark of Space,
by Edward E. Smith and Lee Hawkins Garby.

As literature, it was a total flop (may the shade of good old Doc Smith
forgive me!), but it had something more than good writing, much more.
It had adventure of an unprecedented kind. There was the first introduc-
tion of interstellar travel. There were mind-boggling distances and en-
counters; a kind of neverslowing action centered about indestructible
heroes.

The readers whom Amazing Stories had been attracting went wild. It
became the first great “classic” of American magazine science fiction, and
it was the forerunner of native American science fiction, which ever since
has dominated world literature in that field.

But, alas, The Skylark of Space came and went and I knew nothing
of it. I don’t even recall seeing Amazing Stories on my father’s newsstand
during the years 1926 to 1928. I must have, but no trace of it is left
in my memory.

Yet 1928, the year of The Skylark of Space, was notable for me in a
number of ways.

For one thing, I briely made the acquaintance of a remarkable young-
ster, who influenced me far more strongly than I could possibly have real-
ized at the time.

He was roughly my age, rather smaller than I was, and rather darker
in complexion. Somehow I discovered he had the ability to tell stories
that held me enthralled, and he discovered simultaneously that I was an
audience most willing to be enthralled.

For some months, we sought each other out so that we could play the
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roles of storyteller and audience. He would rattle on eagerly while we
walked to the library and back, or when we just sat on someone’s front
steps.

The importance of it was just this: for the first time, I realized stories
could be “made up.” Until then, I had naturally assumed that stories ex-
isted only in books and had probably been there unchanged, from the
beginning of time, without human creators.

Of the tales my friend told me, I bave only the dimmest of recollec-
tions. I seem to remember that they involved the adventures of a group
of men who were forever facing and overcoming dangerous villains, The
leader of the group, an expert in the use of all conceivable weapons, was
named Dodo “Weapons” Windrows, and his licutenant was one Jack
Winslow.

Whether my friend actually made up the stories or retold me material
he had read, with adaptations, I don’t know. At the time, I had no doubt
whatever that he was inventing it as he went along. And looking back
on it now, his enthusiasm seems to me to have been that of creation and
not of adaptation.

Both of us were careful never to let anyone overhear us in our enjoy-
ment of the process, My friend once explained that the other kids would
“laugh at us.” I suppose he felt his stories weren't first class and that while
I seemed to appreciate them, others might not. Like any true artist, he
did not care to expose himself needlessly to the possibility of adverse
criticism.

As for myself, my chief fear was that my father would become aware
of this. Instinctively, I was certain that my friend’s tales would come un-
der the heading of “cheap literature” and that I would be forcibly rescued
from their baneful influence. This I most earnestly did not want to hap-
pen, and, in so far as I recognized that my friend’s stories were akin in
spirit to the tales to be found in sensational magazines, my hunger for
those magazines sharpened.

Ah, well, it didn’t last long. The storytelling spree could not have gone
on for more than a few months when my friend’s family moved away
from the neighborhood and, of course, took my friend with them. He never
returned; he never visited; he never wrote. I never knew where they had
moved, and shortly my family moved, too. Contact was broken forever.

It seems to me now that my storytelling friend could not possibly have
gotten the pleasure he clearly got out of telling stories that he (to all ap-
pearances) made up as he went along, without having tried to be a writer
as he grew older. I know something about that particular compulsion, and
I am certain he would have tried. And if he tried, it would seem to me
that he must have succeeded.

And yet I remember his name and I am certain that there is no writer
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by that name. Can he have used a pseudonym? Is he dead? I don’t know;
I wish I did.

On a less personal note, and for the sake of statistics, 1928 was also
the year of our citizenship. My parents had completed their five-year resi-
dency requirement, and in September received their papers. As minor chil-
dren, my sister and I were mentioned on my father’s citizenship papers
and automatically became American citizens in consequence. (After I mar-
ried and left home, I got citizenship papers of my own, dated 1943, so
that I need not be forced to send my father to his safe-deposit box every
time I needed proof of citizenship. To any future biographer who may
find documentation of the 1943 citizenship, however, this is to inform him
that I have been a citizen since 1928.)

The year ended with another change of residence. My father, having
increased his savings, thanks to the candy store, felt it was time to sell
it and buy another. Partly, I suppose, he felt he would welcome a change,
and partly there was always the hope that another candy store would be
more profitable.

In December 1928, therefore, we moved to 651 Essex Street, on the cor-
ner of New Lots Avenue. There the second candy store was located. 1
had to transfer from P.S. 182 to P.S. 202, something that involved an-
other traumatic readjustment of friendships.

Then came the crucial summer of 1929, in which everything seemed
to conspire to change the direction of my life. (It was the last summer
of the Roaring Twenties, the last merry spark before the stock-market crash
and the beginning of the Great Depression, but no one knew that, of
course.)

For one thing, it was a time of crisis for Amazing Stories. Though it
had been doing well, there were business machinations of a kind that
go beyond the capacity for understanding of my essentially simple mind
(Sam Moskowitz knows the story in detail), and Gernsback was forced
out of ownership of the magazine,

The last issue of what we can call the “Gemnsback Amazing” was the
June 1929 issue, I believe. (I may be wrong by one or two months here.)
It had gone thirty-nine issues. The magazine was taken over by Teck Pub-
lications, so with the July 1929 issue we can speak of the “Teck Amazing.”

Gernsback, a man of considerable resource, had no intention of leaving
the magazine field or, for that matter, of abandoning science fiction. With-
out missing a step, he founded another science fiction magazine, which
was thereafter to compete with Amazing Stories and was to double the
supply of reading matter for the science fiction public. Gernsback’s new
magazine was called Science Wonder Stories, and its first issue was dated
June 1929.
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Gernsback went further indeed and started a companion magazine
called Air Wonder Stories, which began with the July 1929 issue. The
supply of science fiction was thus tripled, and the existence of these new
magazines was to prove of crucial importance to me.

The June in which those two new magazines were both on the stands
for the first time, I was completing my stay in the fifth grade. The teacher
of the course had offered to take a selected group in the class on a post-
term trip to the Statue of Liberty. I did not qualify, since my marks in
“Deportment” did not meet the minimum standards. I looked so stricken,
however, that the teacher (presumably recalling that I was the brightest
student in the class) asked the class permission to include me. The nice
kids gave it and I went.

The trip was on July 2, 1929. I remember because I was nine and a
half years old that day. It was exciting in itself, but the most remarkable
thing about it was that for the first time in my life I had gone a consider-
able distance without my parents. The fact that the teacher was along
didn’t count, She did not have parental authority. It gave me an extraordi-
nary feeling of having reached manhood.

The third event of the period was the fact that my mother had en-
tered a third pregnancy (this one, I have reason to believe, unplanned)
and, in July, was nearing term. It meant she couldn’t help much in the
store, and my poor father with only a nine-year-old assistant was terribly
harried.

Now observe the concatenation of events.

Not long after my trip to the Statue of Liberty, 1 noted the new maga-
zine Science Wonder Stories on the newsstand. It was the August 1929
issue, the third of its existence. I noticed it, first, because it had a cover
by Frank R. Paul, the artist Gernsback always used, a man who painted
in primary colors exclusively, I think, and who specialized in complex,
futuristic machines.

But I also noticed it because it was a new magazine and my eye hadn'’t
grown dulled to it. Finally, I noticed it because of the word “Science”
in the title. That made all the difference. I knew about science; I had
already read books about science. I was perfectly aware that science was
considered a mentally nourishing and spiritually wholesome study. What's
more, | knew that my father thought so from our occasional talks about
my schoolwork.

Well, then, the loss of my storytelling friend had left a gnawing vacancy
within me; my trip to the Statue of Liberty filled me with a desire to
assert my independence and argue with my father; and the word “science”
gave me the necessary leverage.

I picked up the magazine and, not without considerable qualms, ap-
proached my formidable parent. (It is hard for me to believe that at the
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time he was only thirty-two years old. I took it for granted he was infinitely
old—at least as old as Moses.)

I spoke rapidly, pointed out the word “science,” pointed to paintings
of futuristic machines inside as an indication of how advanced it was,
and (I believe) made it plain that if he said “No” I had every intention
of throwing a fit. And that's where the fina] item in the concatenation
of events came in: my father, driven to distraction by the new baby that
was on its way, was in no mood to concern himself with trivia. He granted
me permission.

I then scanned the newsstand for any other magazine of the same type,
planning to maintain with all the strength at my disposal the legal posi-
tion that permission for one such magazine implied permission for all the
others, even when the word “science” was not in the title.

Promptly I found the August 1929 issue of Amazing Stories and, of
course, the August 1929 issue of Air Wonder Stories. I girded myself for
the battle. It never came. My mother went to the hospital and my father
conceded everything. On July 25, my brother, Stanley, was born.

I wish I could remember the stories in the very first science fiction maga-
zines I ever read, but I can’t. The nearest I can come to it is the fact
that I remember the cover story in the August 1929 Amazing Stories to
be “Barton’s Island” by Harl Vincent, but I don’t remember the plot.

One of the factors that surely must have helped induce my father to
let me read the science fiction magazines was their respectable appearance.

At that time, there were two types of magazines on the stands. There
were the smaller magazines, 7 by 10 inches in size, which were printed
on cheap paper made of wood pulp, unglazed and with ragged edges.
These “pulps” featured action stories in different categories, one magazine
being devoted to Westerns, another to mysteries, still another to jungle
stories, another to sports stories, yet another to air-war stories, and so on.

My father read some of the pulps himself (to improve his English, he
said), but nothing could have induced him to let me read them. We quar-
reled over The Shadow and Doc Savage for years, and eventually, in my
mid-teens, I began to read them defiantly without his permission. He
would look at me sorrowfully whenever he caught me reading one of them,
too; but though those looks stabbed me to the soul, I kept on reading
them.

There were, however, also large-size magazines, 8% by 11 inches or
larger, published on glazed paper of good quality with smooth edges. These
were the “slicks.” I doubt that very many of them were any higher in
literary quality than the pulps, but they looked better.

Well, Amazing Stories, Science Wonder Stories, and Air Wonder
Stories, though printed on pulp paper and sometimes featuring authors
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who wrote regularly for the pulp magazines, were largesize and had
smooth edges. They were kept with the slicks on the newsstands, not with
the pulps (oh, what a kiss of death that would have been), and they
therefore were to be found-in respectable company.

What'’s more, where the pulp magazines usually charged ten cents an
issue, the three science fiction magazines charged a lordly twenty-five cents,
and, as always, high charge was equated with high quality.

In 19277, Gernsback had been faced with an overflow of stories and
had put out a special issue of Amazing Stories, which he then still owned,
made it thicker than an ordinary one, and called it Amazing Stories An-
nual. It was a success, and from then on he put out such issues at quarter-
year intervals. This Amazing Stories Quarterly continued under the Teck
regime, too, and Gernsback, when he started his new magazines, also be-
gan Science Wonder Quarterly.

The quarterlies were magnificent. Whereas the ordinary issues of the
science fiction magazines contained 96 pages and about 100,000 words of
fiction, the quarterlies contained 144 pages and about 150,000 words. The
ordinary issues ran novels as serials (usually in three parts), but the quar-
terlies could run novels entire. Of course, the quarterlies cost fifty cents,
an enormous price for those days, and my father didn’t always receive
them from the distributing companies, so I missed some copies. When
I saw them, though, what an enormous feast they werel

(It occurs to me that if my father had not had a newsstand, there would
not have been the slightest possibility of my ever reading science fiction
magazines at that time except for such issues as I might—a very unlikely
supposition—have borrowed. There was no way on Earth that I could have
afforded quarters and half dollars for something as unessential as reading
matter. . . . Pardon me while I overcome my trembling fit at the thought,
and then I will continue.)

Toward the end of 1929, still another science fiction magazine hit the
newsstands, with its first issue dated January 1930. It was called Astound-
ing Stories of Super-Science. The final phrase was soon dropped and it
became Astounding Stories. It was published by Clayton Publications and
is now referred to as the “Clayton Astounding” to differentiate it from
later incarnations.

The Clayton Astounding was clearly a poor relation. For one thing,
it was the size and quality of the pulp magazines and was placed with
them on the newsstands. I was taken aback, and almost hesitated to try
to read it, thinking that I would surely be stopped. However, my father
said nothing. Having retreated, he was not prepared to renew the battle.

Astounding Stories published tales that were heavy on adventure and
that seemed, to my boyish mind, to be less sophisticated than those in
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Amazing Stories. In fact, though I read every issue of the Clayton As-
tounding, all thirty-four, there was not one story in any of those issues
that has remained with me to this day, and none are included in this
anthology.

The very early stories that I still remember almost all appeared in Amaz-
ing Stories, which called itself “The Aristocrat of Science Fiction.” And
so it was, in my opinion. During the first four years of my science fiction
reading, it was Amazing Stories all the way with me.

And it was the novels that were most impressive, The plots were most
intricate, the adventures most detailed, and, most of all, there was the cliff-
hanger with which each installment ended. You then had to wait the
length of an arid month for the next installment. Some readers, I later
discovered, saved their issues so that they could read the serials all at once,
but I couldn’t do that, of course. I had to return each issue to the news-
stand.

The earliest serial I remember reading and slavering joyously over was
Cities in the Air, by Edmond Hamilton, which ran in two parts in Air
Wonder Stories, in the November and December 1929 issues.* I still re-
member the dramatic Paul cover illustration for that serial, with skyscraper
cities shown on huge circular slabs in mid-air.

The next serial I remember is The Universe Wreckers, a three-parter
in Amazing Stories, in the May, June, and July 1930 issues. This one
was also by Edmond Hamilton. Considering that, and the fact that Ed
is the best-represented in this anthology (three stories) of any of the au-
thors included, I can only deduce that Ed was my favorite author in those
very early days.

I have met Ed and his charming wife, Leigh Brackett—also a writcr
—on many occasions in my grown-up days, and I've never thought to tell
him this. I guess I didn’t really realize it myself till I began sorting out
my memories for this book.

Then, too, there was The Drums of Tapajos, by Capt. S. P. Meek,
another three-parter in Amazing Stories, the November and December
1930 and January 1931 issues. Also The Black Star Passes, by John W.

* I have a marvelous memory, but it is not so marvelous that I can remember exact
issues for all the stories that I quote, or the exact date for the various items of histori-
cal interest I refer to in connection with early magazine science fiction. Actually, I
am making liberal use of Donald B. Day’s Index to the Science-Fiction Magazines,
1926-1950 (Perri Press, Portland, Ore., 1952), which I bought twenty years ago
and which has paid me back a hundredfold in its constant usefulness as a reference
book to the early history of magazine science fiction. There have been a number of
supplements put out for the period since 1950 by computers at M.LT., but they lack
the taste and flavor of the Day Index.
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Campbell, Jr., published complete in the fall 1930 Amazing Stories
Quarterly.

These stories, which are full-length novels, can’t be included, alas, in
this anthology, which is restricted to stories of fewer than forty thousand
words.

In my first couple of years as a science fiction reader, 1 was given an
unexpected bonus of time in which to read. When my brother was an
infant, I was freed of some of my candy-store chores because I was put
in charge of his welfare.

Woatching Stanley was much better than standing behind the counter,
because virtually no work was required. Aside from giving him his bottle
if he cried (or shaking the carriage) and making sure that he didn’t fall
out or that no eagle swooped down to carry him off, I had only to sit
there. I remember the warm summer days of 1930 when I was counting
the hours till the Monday after Labor Day, when I could start the adven-
ture of junior high school. I would be sitting next to the carriage, my
chair tipped back against the brick wall of the house, and reading a science
fiction magazine, dead to all the world except for my automatic response
to any wail from the carriage.

Sometimes, to avoid being cramped, I would wheel the carriage sixty
or seventy times around the block with the science fiction magazine
propped against the handlebar.

Of course the nation as a whole was not going through my own idyllic
experience that summer, The stock market had crashed in October 1929,
and the economic situation had grown steadily worse ever since. The Great
Depression was on, My father’s customers had less money, so less money
was spent in the candy store. Things grew tighter, and the second candy
store, after half a year of moderate promise, showed clearly that it was
to be no more a highway to riches than the first.

The science fiction magazines suffered along with everyone else. Amaz-
ing Stories and Science Wonder Stories, which never paid their authors
very much, paid them more and more slowly. (The grim joke was that
they paid a quarter cent a word on lawsuit.) Astounding Stories, for all
its lower quality, paid higher rates more quickly, and it began to draw
the authors its way, which made things harder than ever for the large-
size magazines.

Amazing Stories withstood the strain stolidly and continued without ap-
parent alteration, The Gernsback magazines, however, underwent ominous
changes.

Air Wonder Stories was simply too specialized. Its stories dealt with
futurized air travel in one way or another, and that did not allow for
sufficient variety. I presume its circulation suffered, and the May 1930
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issue, its eleventh, was also its last, With the next issue, that of June 1930,
it was combined with Science Wonder Stories and the combined magazine
was given the logical name of Wonder Stories.

After five issues, however, the combined magazine found that matters
were still too tight for it and it attempted to improve its competitive
stance by more closely imitating Astounding Stories. With the November
1930 issue, Wonder Stories went pulp size and left Amazing Stories as
the only large-size science fiction magazine.



Part Two

1931



IN 1931, I finished my first year at Junior High School 149. It gave
a three-year course: seventh, eighth, and ninth grades. For the better stu-
dents, it offered, however, a “rapid advance” course in which both seventh
and eighth grades were completed in the first year. That was the course
I took.

On promotion day in June 1931, therefore, I received my final report
card and was told that I would enter ninth grade in September. This
was the equivalent of first year high school. I had expected this, of course,
and had arranged with my mother that I would not go directly home.
I ran to the library instead and came up against the librarian’s desk with
a bang,

“I want an adult library card, please,” I panted, handing her my chil-
dren’s card.

I was still a week short of being eleven and a half, and very skinny,
so the librarian said to me, kindly, “You can’t have an adult card till you're
in high school, little boy.”

“I am in high school,” I snarled, and slammed down my report card.
She consulted another official, and I got my card.

This meant I could roam at will among the mysterious stacks containing
adult books. The card was stamped “H.S.,” however, which still restricted
me to two books at a time,

Science fiction helped fill the gaps, and, as it happened, that spring,
three months before my exciting promotion to an adult library card, I
had read the first science fiction short story (as opposed to novel) that
impressed me so much it stayed in my mind permanently.

I never read it again after that first reading, never, until I got a copy
of old, fading, and brittle tear sheets of the story from Sam Moskowitz
for the preparation of this anthology. And then, when I read it again,
after forty-two years, I found I remembered it all in complete detail.
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This cannot merely be a quirk of my excellent memory, for there are
hundreds of science fiction stories I read both before and after this one
that I have completely forgotten, including one or two that I read last
month.

No, it’s the story, “The Man Who Evolved,” by (no surprise!) Edmond
Hamilton. It appeared in the April 1931 Wonder Stories.



THE MAN WHO EVOLVED
by Edmond Hamilton

There were three of us in Pollard’s house on that night that I try vainly
to forget. Dr. John Pollard himself, Hugh Dutton and I, Arthur Wright—
we were the three, Pollard met that night a fate whose horror none could
dream; Dutton has since that night inhabited a state institution reserved
for the insane, and I alone am left to tell what happened.

It was on Pollard’s invitation that Dutton and I went up to his isolated
cottage. We three had been friends and room-mates at the New York
Technical University. Our friendship was perhaps a little unusual, for
Pollard was a number of years older than Dutton and myself and was
different in temperament, being rather quieter by nature. He had followed
an intensive course of biological studies, too, instead of the ordinary en-
gineering courses Dutton and I had taken.

As Dutton and I drove northward along the Hudson on that afternoon,
we found ourselves reviewing what we knew of Pollard’s career. We had
known of his taking his master's and doctor’s degrees, and had heard of
his work under Braun, the Vienna biologist whose theories had stirred
up such turmoil. We had heard casually, too, that afterwards he had come
back to plunge himself in private research at the country-house beside
the Hudson he had inherited. But since then we had had no word from
him and had been somewhat surprised to receive his telegrams inviting
us to spend the week-end with him.

It was drawing into early-summer twilight when Dutton and I reached
a small riverside village and were directed to Pollard’s place, a mile or
so beyond. We found it easily enough, a splendid old pegged-frame house
that for a hundred-odd years had squatted on a low hill above the river.
Its outbuildings were clustered around the big house like the chicks about
some protecting hen.

Pollard himself came out to greet us. “Why, you boys have grown up!”

Copyright 1931 by Gernsback Publications, Inc.
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was his first exclamation. “Here I've remembered you as Hughie and Art,
the campus trouble-raisers, and you look as though you belong to business
clubs and talk everlastingly about sales-resistance!”

“That’s the sobering effect of commercial life,” Dutton explained, grin-
ning. “It hasn’t touched you, you old oyster—you look the same as you
did five years ago.”

He did, too, his lanky figure and slow smile and curiously thoughtful
eyes having changed not a jot. Yet Pollard’s bearing seemed to show some
rather more than usual excitement and I commented on it.

“If T seem a little excited it’s because this is a great day for me,” he
answered.

“Well, you are in luck to get two fine fellows like Dutton and me to
trail up to this hermitage of yours,” I began, but he shook his head
smilingly.

“I don’t refer to that, Art, though I'm mighty glad you've come. As
for my hermitage, as you call it, don’t say a word against it. I've been
able to do work here I could never have done amid the distractions of
a city laboratory.”

His eyes were alight. “If you two knew what—but there, you'll hear
it soon enough. Let’s get inside—I suppose you're hungry?”

“Hungry—not I,” 1 assured him. “I might devour half a steer or some
trifle like that, but I have really no appetite for anything else today.”

“Same here,” Dutton said. “I just pick at my food lately. Give me a
few dozen sandwiches and a bucket of coffee and I consider it a full meal.”

“Well, we'll see what we can do to tempt your delicate appetites,” said
Pollard, as we went inside.

We found his big house comfortable enough, with long, low-ceilinged
rooms and broad windows looking riverward. After putting our bags in
a bedroom, and while his housekeeper and cook prepared dinner, Pollard
escorted us on a tour of inspection of the place. We were most interested
in his laboratory.

It was a small wing he had added to the house, of frame construction
outside to harmonize with the rest of the building, but inside offering
a gleaming vista of white-tiled walls and polished instruments. A big cube-
like structure of transparent metal surmounted by a huge metal cylinder
resembling a monster vacuum tube, took up the room’s center, and he
showed us in an adjoining stone-floored room the dynamos and motors
of his private power-plant.

Night had fallen by the time we finished dinner, the meal having been
prolonged by our reminiscences. The housekeeper and cook had gone, Pol-
lard explaining that the servants did not sleep in the place. We sat smoking
for a while in his living-room, Dutton looking appreciatively around at
our comfortable surroundings.
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“Your hermitage doesn’t seem half-bad, Pollard,” he commented. “I
wouldn’t mind this easy life for a while myself.”

“Easy life?” repeated Pollard. “That’s all you know about it, Hugh. The
fact is that I've never worked so hard in my life as I've done up here
in the last two years.”

“What in the world have you been working at?” I asked. “Something
so unholy you've had to keep it hidden here?”

A Mad Scheme

Pollard chuckled. “That's what they think down in the village. They
know I'm a biologist and have a laboratory here, so it's a foregone con-
clusion with them that I'm doing vivisection of a specially dreadful nature.
That's why the servants won’t stay here at night.

“As a matter of fact,” he added, “if they knew down in the village what
I've really been working on they'd be ten times as fearful as they are
now.”

“Are you trying to play the mysterious great scientist for our benefit?”
Dutton demanded. “If you are you're wasting time—I know you, stranger,
so take off that mask.”

“That’s right,” I told him. “If you're trying to get our curiosity worked
up you'll find we can scram you as neatly as we could five years ago.”

“Which scramming generally ended in black eyes for both of you,” he
retorted. “But I've no intention of working up your curiosity—as a matter
of fact I asked you up here to see what I've been doing and help me
finish it.”

“Help you?” echoed Dutton, “What can we help you do—dissect worms?
Some week-end, I can see right now!”

“There’s more to this than dissecting worms,” Pollard said. He leaned
back and smoked for a little time in silence before he spoke again.

“Do you two have any knowledge at all of evolution?” he asked.

“T know that it's a fighting word in some states,” I answered, “and that
when you say it you've got to smile, damn you.”

He smiled, himself. “I suppose you’re aware of the fact, however, that
all life on this earth began as simple uni-cellular protoplasm, and by suc-
cessive evolutionary mutations or changes developed into its present forms
and is still slowly developing?”

“We know that much—just because we’re not biologists you needn’t
think we're totally ignorant of biology,” Dutton said.

“Shut up, Dutton,” I warned. “What's evolution got to do with your
work up here, Pollard?”

“It is my work up here,” Pollard answered.
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He bent forward. “I'll try to make this clear to you from the start. You
know, or say you know, the main steps of evolutionary development. Life
began on this earth as simple protoplasm, a jelly-like mass from which
developed small protoplasmic organisms. From these developed in turn sea-
creatures, land-lizards, mammals, by successive mutations. This infinitely
slow evolutionary process has reached its highest point so far in the mam-
mal man, and is still going on with the same slowness.

“This much is certain biological knowledge, but two great questions con-
cerning this process of evolution have remained hitherto unanswered. First,
what is the cause of evolutionary change, the cause of these slow, steady
mutations into higher forms? Second, what is the future course of man’s
evolution going to be, what will the forms into which in the future man
will evolve, and where will his evolution stop? Those two questions biology
has so far been unable to answer.”

Pollard was silent a moment and then said quietly, “I have found the
answer to one of those questions, and am going to find the answer to
the other tonight.”

We stared at him. “Are you trying to spoof us?” I asked finally.

“I'm absolutely serious, Arthur, I have actually solved the first of those
problems, have found the cause of evolution.”

“What is it, then?” burst out of Dutton.

“What it has been thought by some biologists for years to be,” Pollard
answered, “The cosmic rays.”

“The cosmic rays?” I echoed. “The vibrations from space that Millikan
discovered?”

“Yes, the cosmic rays, the shortest wavelength and most highly pene-
trating of all vibratory forces. It has been known that they beat unceas-
ingly upon the earth from outer space, cast forth by the huge generators
of the stars, and it has also been known that they must have some great
effect in one way or another upon the life of the earth.”

“I have proved that they do have such an effect, and that that effect
is what we call evolution! For it is the cosmic rays, beating upon every
living organism on earth, that cause the profound changes in the structure
of those organisms which we call mutations. Those changes are slow in-
deed, but it is due to them that through the ages life has been raised
from the first protoplasm to man, and is still being raised higher.”

“Good Lord, you can’t be serious on this, Pollard!” Dutton protested.

“I am so serious that I am going to stake my life on my discovery to-
night,” Pollard answered, quietly.

We were startled. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that I have found in the cosmic rays the cause of evolution,
the answer to the first question, and that tonight by means of them
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I am going to answer the second question and find out what the future
evolutionary development of man will be!”

“But how could you possibly—"

Pollard interrupted. “Easily enough. I have been able in the last months
to do something no physicist has been able to do, to concentrate the cos-
mic rays and yet remove from them their harmful properties. You saw
the cylinder over the metal cube in my laboratory? That cylinder literally
gathers in for an immense distance the cosmic rays that strike this part
of earth, and reflects them down inside the cube.

“Now suppose those concentrated cosmic rays, millions of times stronger
than the ordinary cosmic rays that strike one spot on earth, fall upon a
man standing inside the cube. What will be the result? It is the cosmic
rays that cause evolutionary change, and you heard me say that they are
still changing all life on earth, still changing man, but so slowly as to
be unnoticeable, But what about the man under those terrifically intensi-
fied rays? He will be changed millions of times faster than ordinarily, will
go forward in hours or minutes through the evolutionary mutations that
all mankind will go forward through in eons to come!”

“And you propose to try that experiment?” I cried.

“I propose to try it on myself,” said Pollard gravely, “and to find out
for myself the evolutionary changes that await humankind.”

“Why, it's insane!” Dutton exclaimed.

Pollard smiled. “The old cry,” he commented. “Never an attempt has
been made yet to tamper with nature’s laws, but that cry has been raised.”

“But Dutton’s right!” I cried. “Pollard, you've worked here alone too
long—you've let your mind become warped—"

“You are trying to tell me that I have become a little mad,” he said.
“No, I am sane—perhaps wonderfully sane, in trying this.”

His expression changed, his eyes brooding. “Can’t you two see what
this may mean to humanity? As we are to the apes, so must the men
of the future be to us. If we could use this method of mine to take all
mankind forward through millions of years of evolutionary development
at one stride, wouldn't it be sane to do so?”

My mind was whirling. “Good heavens, the whole thing is so crazy,”
[ protested. “To accelerate the evolution of the human race? It seems some-
how a thing forbidden.”

“It's a thing glorious if it can be done,” he returned, “and I know that
it can be done. But first one must go ahead, must travel on through stage
after stage of man’s future development to find out to which stage it would
be most desirable for all mankind to be transferred. I know there is such
an age.”

“And you asked us up here to take part in that?”

“Just that. I mean to enter the cube and let the concentrated rays whirl
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me forward along the paths of evolution, but I must have someone to
turn the rays on and off at the right moments.”

“It’s all incredible!” Dutton exclaimed. “Pollard, if this is a joke it’s gone
far enough for me.”

For answer Pollard rose. “We will go to the laboratory now,” he said
simply. “I am eager to get started.”

I cannot remember following Pollard and Dutton to the laboratory, my
thoughts were spinning so at the time. It was not until we stood before
the great cube from which the huge metal cylinder towered that I was
aware of the reality of it all.

Pollard had gone into the dynamo-room and as Dutton and I stared
wordlessly at the great cube and cylinder, at the retorts and flasks of acids
and strange equipment about us, we heard the hum of motor-generators.
Pollard came back to the switchboard supported in a steel frame beside
the cube, and as he closed a switch there came a crackling and the cylin-
der glowed with white light.

Pollard pointed to it and the big quartz-like disk in the cubical cham-
ber’s ceiling, from which the white force-shafts shot downward.

“The cylinder is now gathering cosmic rays from an immense area of
space,” he said, “and those concentrated rays are falling through that disk
into the cube’s interior. To cut off the rays it is necessary only to open
this switch.” He reached to open the switch, the light died.

The Man Who Evolved

Quickly, while we stared, he removed his clothing, donning in place
of it a loose white running suit.

“I will want to observe the changes of my own body as much as pos-
sible,” he explained. “Now, I will stand inside the cube and you will turn
on the rays and let them play upon me for fifteen minutes. Roughly, that
should represent a period of some fifty million years of future evolution-
ary change. At the end of fifteen minutes you will turn the rays off and
we will be able to observe what changes they have caused. We will then
resume the process, going forward by fifteen-minute or rather fifty million
year periods.”

“But where will it stop—where will we quit the process?” Dutton asked.

Pollard shrugged. “We’ll stop where evolution stops, that is, where the
rays no longer affect me. You know, biologists have often wondered what
the last change or final development of man will be, the last mutation.
Well, we are going to see tonight what it will be.”

He stepped toward the cube and then paused, went to a desk and
brought from it a sealed envelope he handed to me.
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“This is just in case something happens to me of a fatal nature,” he
said. “It contains an attestation signed by myself that you two are in no
way responsible for what I am undertaking.”

“Pollard, give up this unholy business!” I cried, clutching his arm. “It’s
not too late, and this whole thing seems ghastly to me!”

“I'm afraid it is too late,” he smiled. “If I backed out now I'd be ashamed
to look in a mirror hereafter. And no explorer was ever more eager than
I am to start down the path of man’s future evolution!”

He stepped up into the cube, standing directly beneath the disk in its
ceiling. He motioned imperatively, and like an automaton I closed the
door and then threw the switch.

The cylinder broke again into glowing white light, and as the shafts
of glowing white force shot down from the disk in the cube’s ceiling upon
Pollard, we glimpsed his whole body writhing as though beneath a ter-
rifically concentrated electrical force. The shaft of glowing emanations al-
most hid him from our view. I knew that the cosmic rays in themselves
were invisible but guessed that the light of the cylinder and shaft was
in some way a transformation of part of the rays into visible light.

Dutton and I stared with beating hearts into the cubical chamber, hav-
ing but fleeting glimpses of Pollard’s form. My watch was in one hand,
the other hand on the switch. The fifteen minutes that followed seemed
to me to pass with the slowness of fifteen eternities. Neither of us spoke
and the only sounds were the hum of the generators and the crackling
of the cylinder that from the far spaces was gathering and concentrating
the rays of evolution.

At last the watch’s hand marked the quarter-hour and I snapped off
the switch, the light of the cylinder and inside the cube dying, Exclama-
tions burst from us both.

Pollard stood inside the cube, staggering as though still dazed by the
impact of the experience, but he was not the Pollard who had entered
the chamber! He was transfigured, godlike! His body had literally ex-
panded into a great figure of such physical power and beauty as we had
not imagined could exist! He was many inches taller and broader, his skin
a clear pink, every limb and muscle molded as though by some master
sculptor.

The greatest change, though, was in his face. Pollard’s homely, good-
humored features were gone, replaced by a face whose perfectly-cut
features held the stamp of immense intellectual power that shone almost
overpoweringly from the clear dark eyes. It was not Pollard who stood
before us, I told myself, but a being as far above us as the most advanced
man of today is above the troglodyte!

He was stepping out of the cube and his voice reached our ears, clear
and bell-like, triumphant.
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“You see? It worked as I knew it would work! I'm fifty million years
ahead of the rest of humanity in evolutionary development!”

“Pollard!” My lips moved with difficulty. “Pollard, this is terrible—this
change—"

His radiant eyes flashed. “Terrible? It's wonderful! Do you two realize
what I now am, can you realize it? This body of mine is the kind of
body all men will have in fifty million years, and the brain inside it is
a brain fifty million years ahead of yours in development!”

He swept his hand about. “Why, all this laboratory and former work
of mine seems infinitely petty, childish, to me! The problems that I worked
on for years I could solve now in minutes. I could do more for mankind
now than all the men now living could do together!”

“Then you're going to stop at this stage?” Dutton cried eagerly. “You're
not going further with this?”

“Of course I am! If fifty million years development makes this much
change in man, what will a hundred million years, two hundred million
make? I'm going to find that out.”

I grasped his hand. “Pollard, listen to me! Your experiment has suc-
ceeded, has fulfilled your wildest dreams. Stop it now! Think what you
can accomplish, man! I know your ambition has always been to be one
of humanity’s great benefactors—by stopping here you can be the greatest!
You can be a living proof to mankind of what your process can make
it, and with that proof before it all humanity will be eager to become
the same as you!”

He freed himself from my grasp. “No, Arthur—I have gone part of the
way into humanity’s future and I'm going on.”

He stepped back into the chamber, while Dutton and I stared helplessly.
It seemed half a dream, the laboratory, the cubical chamber, the godlike
figure inside that was and still was not Pollard.

“Turn on the rays, and let them play for fifteen minutes more,” he was
directing, “It will project me ahead another fifty million years.”

His eyes and voice were imperative, and I glanced at my watch, and
snicked over the switch. Again the cylinder broke into light, again the
shaft of force shot down into the cube to hide Pollard’s splendid figure.

Dutton and I waited with feverish intensity in the next minutes. Pollard
was standing still beneath the broad shaft of force, and so was hidden
in it from our eyes. What would its lifting disclose? Would he have
changed still more, into some giant form, or would he be the same, having
already reached humanity’s highest possible development?

When I shut off the mechanism at the end of the appointed period,
Dutton and I received a shock. For again Pollard had changed!

He was no longer the radiant, physically perfect figure of the first meta-
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morphosis. His body instead seemed to have grown thin and shrivelled,
the outlines of bones visible through its flesh. His body, indeed, seemed
to have lost half its bulk and many inches of stature and breadth, but
these were compensated for by the change in his head.

For the head supported by this weak body was an immense, bulging
balloon that measured fully eighteen inches from brow to back! It was
almost entirely hairless, its great mass balanced precariously upon his slen-
der shoulders and neck. And his face too was changed greatly, the eyes
larger and the mouth smaller, the ears seeming smaller also. The great
bulging forehead dominated the face.

Could this be Pollard? His voice sounded thin and weak to our ears.

“You are surprised to see me this time? Well, you see 2 man a hundred
million years ahead of you in development. And I must confess that you
appear to me as two brutish, hairy cave-men would appear to you.”

“But Pollard, this is awful!” Dutton cried. “This change is more terrible
than the first . . . if you had only stopped at the first . . .”

The eyes of the shrivelled, huge-headed figure in the cube fired with
anger. “Stop at that first stage? I'm glad now that I didn't! The man I
was fifteen minutes ago . . . fifty million years ago in development . . .
seems now to me to have been half-animall What was his big animal-
like body beside my immense brain?”

“You say that because in this change you're getting away from all hu-
man emotions and sentiments!” I burst. “Pollard, do you realize what you're
doing? You're changing out of human semblance!”

“I realize it perfectly,” he snapped, “and I see nothing to be deplored
in the fact. It means that in a hundred million years man will be develop-
ing in brain-capacity and will care nothing for the development of body.
To you two crude beings, of what is to me the past, this seems terrible;
but to me it is desirable and natural. Turn on the rays again!”

“Don’t do it, Axt!” cried Dutton. “This madness has gone far enough!”

Pollard’s great eyes surveyed us with cold menace. “You will turn on
the rays,” his thin voice ordered deliberately. “If you do not, it will be
but the work of a moment for me to annihilate both of you and go on with
this alone.”

“You'd kill us?” I said dumfoundedly. “We two, two of your best
friends?”

His narrow mouth seemed to sneer. “Friends? I am millions of years
past such irrational emotions as friendship. The only emotion you awaken
in me is a contempt for your crudity. Turn on the rays!”
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The Brain Monster

His eyes blazed as he snapped the last order, and as though propelled
by a force outside myself, I closed the switch. The shaft of glowing force
again hid him from our view.

Of our thoughts during the following quarter-hour I can say nothing,
for both Dutton and I were so rigid with awe and horror as to make
our minds chaotic. I shall never forget, though, that first moment after
the time had passed and I had again switched off the mechanism.

The change had continued, and Pollard—I could not call him that in
my own mind—stood in the cube-chamber as a shape the sight of which
stunned our minds.

He had become simply a great head! A huge hairless head fully a yard
in diameter, supported on tiny legs, the arms having dwindled to mere
hands that projected just below the head! The eyes were enormous, saucer-
like, but the ears were mere pin-holes at either side of the head, the nose
and mouth being similar holes below the eyes!

He was stepping out of the chamber on his ridiculously little limbs,
and as Dutton and I reeled back in unreasoning horror, his voice came
to us as an almost inaudible piping. And it held pridel

“You tried to keep me from going on, and you see what I have become?
To such as you, no doubt, I seem terrible, yet you two and all like you
seem as low to me as the worms that crawl!”

“Good God, Pollard, you've made yourself a monster!” The words burst
from me without thought.

His enormous eyes turned on me. “You call me Pollard, yet I am no
more the Pollard you knew, and who entered that chamber first, than
you are the ape of millions of years ago from whom you sprang! And
all mankind is like you two!l Well, they will all learn the powers of one
who is a hundred and fifty million years in advance of them!”

“What do you mean?” Dutton exclaimed.

“I mean that with the colossal brain I have I will master without a strug-
gle this man-swarming planet, and make it a huge laboratory in which
to pursue the experiments that please me.”

“But Pollard—remember why you started this!” I cried. “To go ahead
and chart the path of future evolution for humanity—to benefit humanity
and not to rule it!”

The great head’s enormous eyes did not change. “I remember that the
creature Pollard that I was until tonight had such foolish ambitions, yes.
1t would stir mirth now, if I could feel such an emotion. To benefit hu-
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manity? Do you men dream of benefitting the animals you rule over? 1
would no sooner think of working for the benefit of you humans!

“Do you two yet realize that I am so far ahead of you in brain power
now as you are ahead of the beasts that perish? Look at this . . .”

He had climbed onto a chair beside one of the laboratory tables, was
reaching among the retorts and apparatus there. Swiftly he poured several
compounds into a lead mortar, added others, poured upon the mixed con-
tents another mixture made as swiftly.

There was a puff of intense green smoke from the mortar instantly,
and then the great head—I can only call him that—turned the mortar up-
side down. A lump of shining mottled metal fell out and we gasped as
we recognized the yellow sheen of pure gold, made in a moment, appar-
ently, by a mixture of common compounds!

“You see?” the grotesque figure was asking, “What is the transforma-
tion of elements to a mind like mine? You two cannot even realize the
scope of my intelligence!

“I can destroy all life on this earth from this room, if I desire. I can
construct a telescope that will allow me to look on the planets of the far-
thest galaxies! I can send my mind forth to make contact with other minds
without the slightest material connection. And you think it terrible that
I should rule your race! I will not rule them, I will own them and this
planet as you might own a farm and animals!”

“You couldn't!” I cried. “Pollard, if there is anything of Pollard left in
you, give up that thought! We'll kill you ourselves before welll let you
start a monstrous rule of men!”

“We will-by God, we will” Dutton cried, his face twitching.

We had started desperately forward toward the great head but stopped
suddenly in our tracks as his great eyes met ours. I found myself walking
backward to where I had stood, walking back and Dutton with me, like
two automatons.

“So you two would try to kill me?” queried the head that had been
Pollard, “Why, I could direct you without a word to kill yourselves and
you'd do so in an instant! What chance has your puny will and brain
against mine? And what chance will all the force of men have against me
when a glance from me will make them puppets of my will?”

A desperate inspiration flashed through my brain, “Pollard, wait!” I ex-
claimed. “You were going on with the process, with the rays! If you stop
here you'll not know what changes lie beyond your present form!”

He seemed to consider. “That is true,” he admitted, “and though it seems
impossible to me that by going on I can attain to greater intelligence than
I now have, I want to find out for certain.”
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“Then you'll go under the rays for another fifteen minutes?” I asked
quickly.

“I will,” he answered, “but lest you harbor any foolish ideas, you may
know that even inside the chamber I will be able to read your thoughts
and can kill both of you before you can make a move to harm me.”

He stepped up into the chamber again, and as I reached for the switch,
Dutton trembling beside me, we glimpsed for a moment the huge head
before the down-smiting white force hid it from our sight.

The minutes of this period seemed dragging even more slowly than be-
fore. It seemed hours before I reached at last to snap off the rays. We
gazed into the chamber, shaking.

At first glance the great head inside seemed unchanged, but then we
saw that it had changed, and greatly. Instead of being a skin-covered head
with at least rudimentary arms and legs, it was now a great gray head-
like shape of even greater size, supported by two gray muscular tentacles.
The surface of this gray head-thing was wrinkled and folded and its only
features were two eyes as small as our own.

“Oh, my God!” quaked Dutton. “He’s changing from a head into a
brain—he’s losing all human appearance!”

Into our minds came a thought from the gray head-thing before us, a
thought as clear as though spoken. “You have guessed it, for even my
former head-body is disappearing, all atrophying except the brain. I am
become a walking, seeing brain. As I am so all of your race will be in
two hundred million years, gradually losing more and more of their
atrophied bodies and developing more and more their great brains.”

His eyes seemed to read us. “You need not fear now the things I threat-
ened in my last stage of development. My mind, grown infinitely greater,
would no more now want to rule you men and your little planet than
you would want to rule an anthill and its inhabitants! My mind, gone
fifty million years further ahead in development, can soar out now to
vistas of power and knowledge unimagined by me in that last stage, and
unimaginable to you.”

“Great God, Pollard!” I cried. “What have you become?”

“Pollard?” Dutton was laughing hysterically. “You call that thing Pol-
lard? Why, we had dinner with Pollard three hours ago—he was a human
being, and not a thing like this!”

“I have become what all men will become in time,” the thing’s thought
answered me, “I have gone this far along the road of man’s future evolu-
tion, and am going on to the end of that road, am going to attain the
development that the last mutation possible will give mel!

“Turn on the rays,” his thought continued. “I think that I must be
approaching now the last possible mutation.”

I snapped over the switch again and the white shaft of the concentrated



THE MAN WHO EVOLVED 35

rays veiled from us the great gray shape. I felt my own mind giving be-
neath the strain of horror of the last hour, and Dutton was still half-
hysterical.

The humming and crackling of the great apparatus seemed thunderous
to my ears as the minutes passed. With every nerve keyed to highest ten-
sion, I threw open the switch at last. The rays ceased, and the figure in
the chamber was again revealed.

Dutton began to laugh shrilly, and then abruptly was sobbing. I do
not know whether I was doing the same, though I have a dim memory
of mouthing incoherent things as my eyes took in the shape in the
chamber.

It was a great brain! A gray limp mass four feet across, it lay in the
chamber, its surface ridged and wrinkled by innumerable fine convolu-
tions. It had no features or limbs of any kind in its gray mass, It was
simply a huge brain whose only visible sign of life was its slow, twitching
movement.

From it thoughts beat strongly into our own horror-weighted brains.

“You see me now, a great brain only, just as all men will be far in the
future. Yes, you might have knowr, I might have known, when I was
like you, that this would be the course of human evolution, that the brain
that alone gives man dominance would develop and the body that hampers
that brain would atrophy until he would have developed into pure brain
as I now am!

“I have no features, no senses that I could describe to you, yet I can
realize the universe mﬁmtely better than you can with your elementary
senses. I am aware of planes of existence you cannot imagine. I can feed
myself with pure energy without the need of 2 cumbersome body, to trans-
form it, and I can move and act, despite my lack of limbs, by means
and with a speed and power utterly beyond your comprehension.

“If you still have fear of the threats I made two stages back against
your world and race, banish them! I am pure intelligence now and as
such, though I can no more feel the emotions of love or friendship, neither
can I feel those of ambition or pride. The only emotion, if such it is,
that remains to me still is intellectual curiosity, and this desire for truth
that has burned in man since his apehood will thus be the last of all
desires to leave him!”

The Last Mutation

“A brain—a great brain!” Dutton was saying dazedly “Here in Pollard’s
laboratory—but where’s Pollard? He was here, too .
“Then all men will some day be as you are now?” I cried.
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“Yes,” came the answering thought, “in two hundred and fifty million
years man as you know him and as you are will be no more, and after
passing all the stages through which I have passed through tonight, the
human race will have developed into great brains inhabiting not only your
solar system, no doubt, but the systems of other stars!”

“And that's the end of man’s evolutionary road? That is the highest
point that he will reach?”

“No, I think he will change from this great brain into still a higher
form,” the brain answered—the brain that three hours before had been
Pollard!—“and I am going to find out now what that higher form will
be. For I think this will be the last mutation of all and that with it 1
will reach the end of man’s evolutionary path, the last and highest form
into which he can develop!

“You will turn on the rays now,” the brain’s order continued, “and in
fifteen minutes we will know what that last and highest form is.”

My hand was on the switch but Dutton had staggered to me, was clutch-
ing my arm. “Don’t, Arthur!” he was exclaiming thickly. “We’ve secn hor-
rors enough—let’s not see the last—get out of here . . .”

“T can’t!” I cried. “Oh God, I want to stop but I can’t now—I want to
see the end myself—I've got to see . . .V

“Turn on the rays!” came the brain’s thought-order again.

“The end of the road—the last mutation,” I panted. “We've got to see—
to see—" I drove the switch home.

The rays flashed down again to hide the great gray brain in the cube.
Dutton’s eyes were staring fixedly, he was clinging to me.

The minutes passed! Each tick of the watch in my hand was the mighty
note of a great tolling bell in my ears.

An inability to move seemed gripping me. The hand of my watch was
approaching the minute for which I waited, yet I could not raise my hand
toward the switch!

Then as the hand reached the appointed minute I broke from my im-
mobility and in a sheer frenzy of sudden strength pulled open the switch,
rushed forward with Dutton to the cube’s very edge!

The great gray brain that had been inside it was gone. There lay on the
cube’s floor instead of it a quite shapeless mass of clear, jelly-like matter.
It was quite motionless save for a slight quivering. My shaking hand went
forth to touch it, and then it was that I screamed, such a scream as all the
tortures of hell’s cruelest fiends could not have wrung from a human
throat.

The mass inside the cube was a mass of simple protoplasm! This then
was the end of man’s evolution-road, the highest form to which time would
bring him, the last mutation of alll The road of man’s evolution was a cir-
cular one, returning to its beginning!
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From the earth’s bosom had risen the first crude organisms. Then sea-
creature and land-creature and mammal and ape to man; and from man
it would rise in the future through all the forms we had seen that night.
There would be super-men, bodiless heads, pure brains; only to be changed
by the last mutation of all into the protoplasm from which first it had
sprung!

I do not know now exactly what followed. I know that I rushed upon
that quivering, quiescent mass, calling Pollard’s name madly and shouting
things I am glad I cannot remember. I know that Dutton was shouting too,
with insane laughter, and that as he struck with lunatic howls and fury
about the laboratory the crash of breaking glass and the hiss of escaping
gases was in my ears. And then from those mingling acids bright flames
were leaping and spreading, sudden fires that alone, I think now, saved
my own sanity.

For I can remember dragging the insanely laughing Dutton from the
room, from the house, into the cool darkness of the night. I remember the
chill of dew-wet grass against my hands and face as the flames from Pol-
lard’s house soared higher. And I remember that as I saw Dutton’s crazy
laughter by that crimson light, I knew. that he would laugh thus until he
died.

So ends my narrative of the end that came to Pollard and Pollard’s
house. It is, as I said in beginning, a narrative that I only can tell now, for
Dutton has never spoken a sane word since. In the institution where he
now is, they think his condition the result of shock from the fire, just as
Pollard was believed to have perished in that fire. I have never until now
told the truth.

But I am telling it now, hoping that it will in some way lessen the hor-
ror it has left with me. For there could be no horror greater than that we
saw in Pollard’s house that night. I have brooded upon it. With my mind’s
eye I have followed that tremendous cycle of change, that purposeless,
eon-long climb of life up from simple protoplasm through myriads of forms
and lives of ceaseless pain and struggle, only to end in simple protoplasm
again.

Will that cycle of evolutionary change be repeated over and over again
upon this and other worlds, ceaselessly, purposelessly, until there is no more
universe for it to go on in? Is this colossal cycle of life’s changes as inevi-
table and necessary as the cycle that in space makes of the nebule myriad
suns, and of the suns dark-stars, and of the dark-stars colliding with one
another nebula again?

Or is this evolutionary cycle we saw a cycle in appearance only, is there
some change that we cannot understand, above and beyond it? I do not
know which of these possibilities is truth, but I do know that the first of
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them haunts me. It would haunt the world if the world believed my story.
Perhaps I should be thankful as I write to know that I will not be believed.

As I reread “The Man Who Evolved,” I tried to remember when I had
first learned about cosmic rays and evolution. I failed. It is as though 1
always knew about both phenomena, even though I was clearly not born
with the knowledge.

I honestly believe that I leamed about both from science fiction stories
to begin with. I might even have come across them first in this story.

There are some pieces of knowledge that I remember clearly having
learned from science fiction stories.

For instance, in Hamilton’s The Universe Wreckers, much of the ac-
tion took place on the planet Neptune, which was treated in the story as
the most distant of the planets. (Pluto had not yet been discovered, and
when I heard news of the discovery, in 1931, my first thought was that it
messed up Hamilton’s novel.) It was in that novel that, for the first time,
I learned Neptune had a satellite named Triton. I remember that piece of
learning quite clearly.

It was from The Drums of Tapajos that I first learned there was a Mato
Grosso area in the Amazon basin, It was from The Black Star Passes and
other stories by John W. Campbell, Jr., that I first heard of relativity.

The pleasure of reading about such things in the dramatic and fascinat-
ing form of science fiction gave me a push toward science that was ir-
resistible, It was science fiction that made me want to be a scientist strongly
enough to eventually make me one.

This is not to say that science fiction stories can be completely trusted as
a source of specific knowledge. In the case of “The Man Who Evolved,”
Hamilton was on solid ground when he maintained cosmic rays to be a
motive force behind evolution. They are, but only in so far as they help
create random mutations, It is natural selection that supplies the direction
of evolutionary change, and this works, very painfully and slowly, upon
large populations, not upon individuals.

The notion that a concentration of cosmic rays would cause an indi-
vidual human being to evolve, personally, in the direction inevitably to
be taken by the entire species is, of course, quite wrong. Concentrated
radiation would merely kill.

However, the misguidings of science fiction can be unlearned. Some-
times the unlearning process is not easy, but it is a low price to pay for the
gift of fascination over science.

It was the mark of the early and rather unsophisticated science fiction
stories of the 1930s, by the way, that they often opened with one scientist
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lecturing others on subjects those others could not fail to know in real life
(but of which the readers had to be informed).

I remember that the very first story I ever wrote for publication (but
which was never published), “Cosmic Corkscrew,” began that way, with
the scientist-hero lecturing a friend on cosmic rays and neutrinos. No
doubt, that opening helped Campbell decide on an immediate rejection
(see The Early Asimov).

In the very month in which I completed the eighth grade, I read another
story that stayed with me: “The Jameson Satellite,” by Neil R. Jones, in
the July 1931 Amazing Stories.



THE JAMESON SATELLITE
by Neil R. Jones

PROLOGUE
The Rocket Satellite

In the depths of space, some twenty thousand miles from the earth, the
body of Professor Jameson within its rocket container cruised upon an end-
less journey, circling the gigantic sphere. The rocket was a satellite of the
huge, revolving world around which it held to its orbit. In the year 1958,
Professor Jameson had sought for a plan whereby he might preserve his
body indefinitely after his death. He had worked long and hard upon the
subject.

Since the time of the Pharaohs, the human race had looked for a means
by which the dead might be preserved against the ravages of time. Great
had been the art of the Egyptians in the embalming of their deceased, a
practice which was later lost to humanity of the ensuing mechanical age,
never to be rediscovered. But even the embalming of the Egyptians—so
Professor Jameson had argued—would be futile in the face of millions of
years, the dissolution of the corpses being just as eventual as immediate
cremation following death.

The professor had looked for a means by which the body could be pre-
served perfectly forever. But eventually he had come to the conclusion
that nothing on earth is unchangeable beyond a certain limit of time. Just
as long as he sought an earthly means of preservation, he was doomed to
disappointment. All earthly elements are composed of atoms which are for-
ever breaking down and building up, but never destroying themselves.
A match may be burned, but the atoms are still unchanged, having re-
solved themselves into smoke, carbon dioxide, ashes, and certain basic ele-
ments. It was clear to the professor that he could never accomplish his
purpose if he were to employ one system of atomic structure, such as em-
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balming fluid or other concoction, to preserve another system of atomic
structure, such as the human body, when all atomic structure is subject to
universal change, no matter how slow.

He had then soliloquized upon the possibility of preserving the human
body in its state of death until the end of all earthly time—to that day when
the earth would return to the sun from which it had sprung. Quite sud-
denly one day he had conceived the answer to the puzzling problem which
obsessed his mind, leaving him awed with its wild, uncanny potentialities.

He would have his body shot into space enclosed in a rocket to become
a satellite of the earth as long as the earth continued to exist. He reasoned
logically. Any material substance, whether of organic or inorganic origin,
cast into the depths of space would exist indefinitely. He had visualized
his dead body enclosed in a rocket flying off into the illimitable maw of
space. He would remain in perfect preservation, while on earth millions
of generations of mankind would live and die, their bodies to molder into
the dust of the forgotten past. He would exist in this unchanged manner
until that day when mankind, beneath a cooling sun, should fade out for-
ever in the chill, thin atmosphere of a dying world. And still his body
would remain intact and as perfect in its rocket container as on that day
of the far-gone past when it had left the earth to be hurled out on its ca-
reer. What a magnificent idea!

At first he had been assailed with doubts. Suppose hls funeral rocket
landed upon some other planet or, drawn by the pull of the great sun, were
thrown into the flaming folds of the incandescent sphere? Then the rocket
might continue on out of the solar system, plunging through the endless
seas of space for millions of years, to finally enter the solar system of some
far-off star, as meteors often enter ours. Suppose his rocket crashed upon a
planet, or the star itself, or became a captive satellite of some celestial body?

It had been at this juncture that the idea of his rocket becoming the
satellite of the earth had presented itself, and he had immediately incor-
porated it into his scheme. The professor had figured out the amount of
radium necessary to carry the rocket far enough away from the earth so
that it would not turn around and crash, and still be not so far away
but what the earth’s gravitational attraction would keep it from leaving the
vicinity of the earth and the solar system. Like the moon, it would forever
revolve around the earth.

He had chosen an orbit sixty-five thousand miles from the earth for his
rocket to follow. The only fears he had entertained concerned the huge
meteors which careened through space at tremendous rates of speed. He
had overcome this obstacle, however, and had eliminated the possibilities
of a collision with these stellar juggernauts. In the rocket were installed
radium repulsion rays which swerved all approaching meteors from the
path of the rocket as they entered the vicinity of the space wanderer.

The aged professor had prepared for every contingency, and had set
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down to rest from his labors, reveling in the stupendous, unparalleled re-
sults he would obtain. Never would his body undergo decay; and never
would his bones bleach to return to the dust of the earth from which all
men originally came and to which they must return. His body would re-
main millions of years in a perfectly preserved state, untouched by the
hoary palm of such time as only geologists and astronomers can conceive.

His efforts would surpass even the wildest dreams of H. Rider Haggard,
who depicted the wondrous, embalming practices of the ancient nation of
Kor in his immortal novel, “She,” wherein Holly, under the escort of the
incomparable Ayesha, looked upon the magnificent, lifelike masterpieces
of embalming by the long-gone peoples of Kor.

With the able assistance of a nephew, who carried out his instructions
and wishes following his death, Professor Jameson was sent upon his pil-
grimage into space within the rocket he himself had built. The nephew
and heir kept the secret forever locked in his heart.

Generation after generation had passed upon its way. Gradually hu-
manity had come to die out, finally disappearing from the earth altogether.
Mankind was later replaced by various other forms of life which domi-
nated the globe for their allotted spaces of time before they too became
extinct. The years piled up on one another, running into millions, and
still the Jameson Satellite kept its lonely vigil around the earth, gradually
closing the distance between satellite and planet, yielding reluctantly to
the latter’s powerful attraction.

Forty million years later, its orbit ranged some twenty thousand miles
from the earth while the dead world edged ever nearer the cooling sun
whose dull, red ball covered a large expanse of the sky. Surrounding the
flaming sphere, many of the stars could be perceived through the earth’s
thin, rarefied atmosphere. As the earth cut in slowly and gradually toward
the solar luminary, so was the moon revolving ever nearer the earth, ap-
pearing like a great gem glowing in the twilight sky.

The rocket containing the remains of Professor Jameson continued its
endless travel around the great ball of the earth whose rotation had now
ceased entirely—one side forever facing the dying sun. There it pursued
its lonely way, a cosmic coffin, accompanied by its funeral cortege of
scintillating stars amid the deep silence of the eternal space which en-
shrouded it. Solitary it remained, except for the occasional passing of a
meteor flitting by at a remarkable speed on its aimless journey through the
vacuum between the far-flung worlds.

Would the satellite follow its orbit to the world’s end, or would its sup-
ply of radium soon exhaust itself after so many eons of time, converting
the rocket into the prey of the first large meteor which chanced that way?
Would it some day return to the earth as its nearer approach portended,
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and increase its acceleration in a long arc to crash upon the surface of the
dead planet? And when the rocket terminated its career, would the body of
Professor Jameson be found perfectly preserved or merely a crumbled
mound of dust?

CHAPTER I

40,000,000 Years After

Entering within the boundaries of the solar system, a long, dark, pointed
craft sped across the realms of space towards the tiny point of light which
marked the dull red ball of the dying sun which would some day lie cold
and dark forever. Like a huge meteor it flashed into the solar system from
another chain of planets far out in the illimitable Universe of stars and
worlds, heading towards the great red sun at an inconceivable speed.

Within the interior of the space traveler, queer creatures of metal
labored at the controls of the space flyer which juggernauted on its way
towards the far-off solar luminary. Rapidly it crossed the orbits of Neptune
and Uranus and headed sunward. The bodies of these queer creatures
were square blocks of a metal closely resembling steel, while for append-
ages, the metal cube was upheld by four jointed legs capable of movement.
A set of six tentacles, all metal, like the rest of the body, curved outward
from the upper half of the cubic body. Surmounting it was a queer-shaped
head rising to a peak in the center and equipped with a circle of eyes all
the way around the head. The creatures, with their mechanical eyes
equipped with metal shutters, could see in all directions. A single eye
pointed directly upward, being situated in the space of the peaked head,
resting in a slight depression of the cranium.

These were the Zoromes of the planet Zor which rotated on its way
around a star millions of light years distant from our solar system. The
Zoromes, several hundred thousand years before, had reached a stage in
science, where they searched for immortality and eternal relief from bodily
ills and various deficiencies of flesh and blood anatomy. They had sought
freedom from death, and had found it, but at the same time they had de-
stroyed the propensities for birth. And for several hundred thousand years
there had been no births and few deaths in the history of the Zoromes.

This strange race of people had built their own mechanical bodies, and
by operation upon one another had removed their brains to the metal
heads from which they directed the functions and movements of their
inorganic anatomies. There had been no deaths due to worn-out bodies.
When one part of the mechanical men wore out, it was replaced by a new
part, and so the Zoromes continued living their immortal lives which saw
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few casualties. It was true that, since the innovation of the machines, there
had been a few accidents which had seen the destruction of the metal
heads with their brains. These were irreparable, Such cases had been few,
however, and the population of Zor had decreased but little. The ma-
chine men of Zor had no use for atmosphere, and had it not been for the
terrible coldness of space, could have just as well existed in the ether void
as upon some planet. Their metal bodies, especially their metal-encased
brains, did require a certain amount of heat even though they were able
to exist comfortably in temperatures which would instantly have frozen
to death a flesh-and-blood creature.

The most popular pastime among the machine men of Zor was the ex-
ploration of the Universe. This afforded them a never ending source of
interest in the discovery of the variegated inhabitants and conditions of
the various planets on which they came to rest. Hundreds of space ships
were sent out in all directions, many of them being upon their expeditions
for hundreds of years before they returned once more to the home planet
of far-off Zor.

This particular space craft of the Zoromes had entered the solar system
whose planets were gradually circling in closer to the dull red ball of the
declining sun. Several of the machine men of the space craft’s crew, which
numbered some fifty individuals, were examining the various planets of
this particular planetary system carefully through telescopes possessing im-
mense power.

These machine men had no names and were indexed according to let-
ters and numbers. They conversed by means of thought impulses, and
were neither capable of making a sound vocally nor of hearing one
uttered,

“Where shall we go?” queried one of the men at the controls questioning
another who stood by his side examining a chart on the wall.

“They all appear to be dead worlds, 4R-3579,” replied the one addressed,
“but the second planet from the sun appears to have an atmosphere which
might sustain a few living creatures, and the third planet may also prove
interesting for it has a satellite, We shall examine the inner planets first
of all, and explore the outer ones later if we decide it is worth the time.”

“Too much trouble for nothing,” ventured 9G-721. “This system of
planets offers us little but what we have seen many times before in our
travels. The sun is so cooled that it cannot sustain the more common life
on its planets, the type of life forms we usually find in our travels, We
should have visited a planetary system with a brighter sun.”

“You speak of common life,” remarked 25X-987. “What of the uncom-
mon life? Have we not found life existent on cold, dead planets with no
sunlight and atmosphere at all?”

“Yes, we have,” admitted 9G-721, “but such occasions are exceedingly
rare.”
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“The possibility exists, however, even in this case,” reminded 4R-3579,
“and what if we do spend a bit of unprofitable time in this one planetary
system—haven’t we all an endless lifetime before us? Eternity is ours.”

“We shall visit the second planet first of all,” directed 25X-987, who was
in charge of this particular expedition of the Zoromes, “and on the way
there we shall cruise along near the third planet to see what we can of
the surface. We may be able to tell whether or not it holds anything of in-
terest to us. If it does, after visiting the second planet, we shall then return
to the third. The first world is not worth bothering with.”

The space ship from Zor raced on in a direction which would take it
several thousand miles above the earth and then on to the planet which we
know as Venus. As the space ship rapidly neared the earth, it slackened
its speed, so that the Zoromes might examine it closely with their glasses as
the ship passed the third planet.

Suddenly, one of the machine men ran excitedly into the room where
25X-987 stood watching the topography of the world beneath him.

“We have found something!” he exclaimed.

“What?”

“Another space ship!”

“Where?”

“But a short distance ahead of us on our course. Come into the foreport
of the ship and you can pick it up with the glass.”

“Which is the way it’s going?” asked 25X-98.

“It is behaving queerly,” replied the machine man of Zor. “It appears to
be in the act of encircling the planet.”

“Do you suppose that there really is life on that dead world—intelligent
beings like ourselves, and that this is one of their space craft?”

“Perhaps it is another exploration craft like our own from some other
world,” was the suggestion.

“But not of ours,” said 25X-987.

Together, the two Zoromes now hastened into the observation room of
the space ship where more of the machine men were excitedly examining
the mysterious space craft, their thought impulses flying thick and fast
like bodiless bullets.

“It is very smalll”

“Its speed is slow!”

“The craft can hold but few men,” observed one.

“We do not yet know of what size the creatures are,” reminded another.
“Perhaps there are thousands of them in that space craft out there. They
may be of such a small size that it will be necessary to look twice before
finding one of them. Such beings are not unknown.”

“We shall soon overtake it and see.”

“] wonder if they have seen us?”
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“Where do you suppose it came from?”
“From the world beneath us,” was the suggestion.
“Perhaps.”

CHAPTER 11
The Mysterious Space Craft

The machine men made way for their leader, 25X-987, who regarded
the space craft ahead of them critically.

“Have you tried communicating with it yet?” he asked.

“There is no reply to any of our signals,” came the answer.

“Come alongside of it then,” ordered their commander. “It is small
enough to be brought inside our carrying compartment, and we can see
with our penetration rays just what manner of creatures it holds. They are
intelligent, that is certain, for their space ship does imply as much.”

The space flyer of the Zoromes slowed up as it approached the mysteri-
ous wanderer of the cosmic void which hovered in the vicinity of the dying
world.

“What a queer shape it has,” remarked 25X-987. “It is even smaller than
I had previously calculated.”

A rare occurrence had taken place among the machine men of Zor.
They were overcome by a great curiosity which they could not allow to
remain unsatiated. Accustomed as they were to witnessing strange sights
and still stranger creatures, meeting up with weird adventures in various
corners of the Universe, they had now become hardened to the usual run
of experiences which they were in the habit of encountering. It took a
great deal to arouse their unperturbed attitudes. Something new, however,
about this queer space craft had gripped their imaginations, and perhaps
a subconscious influence asserted to their minds that here they have come
across an adventure radically unusual.

“Come alongside it,” repeated 25X-987 to the operator as he returned to
the control room and gazed through the side of the space ship in the direc-
tion of the smaller cosmic wanderer.

“I'm trying to,” replied the machine man, “but it seems to jump away a
bit every time I get within a certain distance of it. Our ship seems to jump
backward a bit too.”

“Are they trying to elude us?”

“I don’t know. They should pick up more speed if that is their object.”

“Perhaps they are now progressing at their maximum speed and cannot
increase their acceleration any more,”

“Look!” exclaimed the operator. “Did you just see that? The thing has
jumped away from us again!”



THE JAMESON SATELLITE 47

“Our ship moved also,” said 25X-987. “I saw a flash of light shoot from
the side of the other craft as it jumped.”

Another machine man now entered and spoke to the commander of the
Zorome expedition.

“They are using radium repellent rays to keep us from approaching,” he
informed.

“Counteract it,” instructed 25X-987.

The man left, and now the machine man at the controls of the craft
tried again to close with the mysterious wanderer of the space between
planets. The effort was successful, and this time there was no glow of re-
pulsion rays from the side of the long metal cylinder.

ey now entered the compartment where various objects were trans-
ferred from out of the depths of space to the interplanetary craft. Then
patiently they waited for the rest of the machine men to open the side of
their space ship and bring in the queer, elongated cylinder.

“Put it under the penetration ray!” ordered 25X-987. “Then we shall
see what it contains!”

The entire group of Zoromes were assembled about the long cylinder,
whose low nickel-plated sides shone brilliantly. With interest they re-
garded the fifteen-foot object which tapered a bit towards its base. The
nose was pointed like a bullet. Eight cylindrical protuberances were affixed
to the base while the four sides were equipped with fins such as are seen
on aerial bombs to guide them in a direct, unswerving line through the
atmosphere. At the base of the strange craft there projected a lever, while
in one side was a door which apparently opened outward. One of the ma-
chine men reached forward to open it but was halted by the admonition of
the commander.

“Do not open it up yet!” he warned. “We are not aware of what it con-
tains!”

Guided by the hand of one of the machine men, a series of lights shone
down upon the cylinder. It became enveloped in a haze of light which
rendered the metal sides of the mysterious space craft dim and indistinct
while the interior of the cylinder was as clearly revealed as if there had
been no covering. The machine men, expecting to see at least several, per-
haps many, strange creatures moving about within the metal cylinder,
starcd aghast at the sight they beheld. There was but one creature, and
he was lying perfectly still, either in a state of suspended animation or else
of dcath. He was about twice the height of the mechanical men of Zor.
For a long time they gazed at him in a silence of thought, and then their
leader instructed them.,

“Take him out of the container.”

The penetration rays were turned off, and two of the machine men
stepped cagerly forward and opened the door. One of them peered within
at the recumbent body of the weird-looking individual with the four ap-
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pendages. The creature lay up against a luxuriously upholstered interior,
a strap affixed to his chin while four more straps held both the upper and
lower appendages securely to the insides of the cylinder. The machine
man released these, and with the help of his comrade removed the body
of the creature from the cosmic coffin in which they had found it.

“He is dead!” pronounced one of the machine men after a long and care-
ful examination of the corpse. “He has been like this for a long time.”

“There are strange thought impressions left upon his mind,” remarked
another.

One of the machine men, whose metal body was a different shade than
that of his companions, stepped forward, his cubic body bent over that of
the strange, cold creature who was garbed in fantastic accoutrements. He
examined the dead organism a moment, and then he turned to his com-
panions.

“Would you like to hear his story?” he asked.

“Yes!” came the concerted reply.

“You shall, then,” was the ultimatum. “Bring him into my laboratory. I
shall remove his brain and stimulate the cells into activity once more. We
shall give him life again, transplanting his brain into the head of one of
our machines.”

With these words he directed two of the Zoromes to carry the corpse
into the laboratory.

As the space ship cruised about in the vicinity of this third planet which
25X-987 had decided to visit on finding the metal cylinder with its queer
inhabitant, 8B-52, the experimenter, worked unceasingly in his laboratory
to revive the long-dead brain cells to action once more. Finally, after con-
summating his desires and having his efforts crowned with success, he
placed the brain within the head of a machine. The brain was brought to
consciousness. The creature’s body was discarded after the all-important
brain had been removed.

CHAPTER 1II
Recalled to Life

As Professor Jameson came to, he became aware of a strange feeling. He
was sick. The doctors had not expected him to live; they had frankly
told him so—but he had cared little in view of the long, happy years
stretched out behind him. Perhaps he was not to die yet. He wondered
how long he had slept. How strange he felt—as if he had no body. Why
couldn’t he open his eyes? He tried very hard. A mist swam before him.
His eyes had been open all the time but he had not seen before, That was
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queer, he ruminated. All was silent about his bedside. Had all the doctors
and nurses left him to sleep—or to die?

Devil take that mist which now swam before him, obscuring everything
in line of vision. He would call his nephew. Vainly he attempted to shout
the word “Douglas,” but to no avail. Where was his mouth? It seemed as if
he had none. Was it all delirium? The strange silence—perhaps he had
lost his sense of hearing along with his ability to speak—and he could see
nothing distinctly. The mist had transferred itself into a confused jumble
of indistinct objects, some of which moved about before him.

He was now conscious of some impulse in his mind which kept ques-
tioning him as to how he felt. He was conscious of other strange ideas
which seemed to be impressed upon his brain, but this one thought con-
cerning his indisposition clamored insistently over the lesser ideas. It even
seemed just as if someone was addressing him, and impulsively he at-
tempted to utter a sound and tell them how queer he felt. It seemed as
if speech had been taken from him. He could not talk, no matter how
hard he tried. It was no use. Strange to say, however, the impulse within
his mind appeared to be satisfied with the effort, and it now put another
question to him. Where was he from? What a strange question—when
he was at home. He told them as much. Had he always lived there? Why,
yes, of course,

The aged professor was now becoming more astute as to his condition.
At first it was only a mild, passive wonderment at his helplessness and
the strange thoughts which raced through his mind. Now he attempted
to arouse himself from the lethargy.

Quite suddenly his sight cleared, and what a surprise! He could see
all the way around him without moving his head! And he could look at
the ceiling of his room! His room? Was it his room? No— It just couldn’t
be. Where was he? What were those queer machines before him? They
moved on four legs. Six tentacles curled outward from their cubical bodies.
One of the machines stood close before him. A tentacle shot out from
the object and rubbed his head. How strange it felt upon his brow. In-
stinctively he obeyed the impulse to shove the contraption of metal from
him with his hands.

His arms did not rise, instead six tentacles projected upward to force
back the machine, Professor Jameson gasped mentally in surprise as he
pazed at the result of his urge to push the strange, unearthly looking
machine-caricature from him. With trepidation he looked down at his own
body to see where the tentacles had come from, and his surprise turned
to sheer fright and amazement. His body was like the moving machine
which stood before him! Where was he? What ever had happened to him
w0 suddenly? Only a few moments ago he had been in his bed, with the
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doctors and his nephew bending over him, expecting him to die. The last
words he had remembered hearing was the cryptic announcement of one
of the doctors.

“He is going now.”

But he hadn't died after all, apparently. A horrible thought struck him!
Woas this the life after death? Or was it an illusion of the mind? He be-
came aware that the machine in front of him was attempting to communi-
cate something to him. How could it, thought the professor, when he had
no mouth. The desire to communicate an idea to him became more insist-
ent. The suggestion of the machine man’s question was in his mind.
Telepathy, thought he.

The creature was asking about the place whence he had come. He didn’t
know; his mind was in such a turmoil of thoughts and conflicting ideas.
He allowed himself to be led to a window where the machine with wav-
ing tentacle pointed towards an object outside. It was a queer sensation
to be walking on the four metal legs. He looked from the window and he
saw that which caused him to nearly drop over, so astounded was he.

The professor found himself gazing out from the boundless depths of
space across the cosmic void to where a huge planet lay quiet. Now he was
sure it was an illusion which made his mind and sight behave so queerly.
He was troubled by a very strange dream. Carefully he examined the
topography of the gigantic globe which rested off in the distance. At
the same time he could see back of him the concourse of mechanical crea-
tures crowding up behind him, and he was aware of a telepathic conver-
sation which was being carried on behind him—or just before him. Which
was it now? Eyes extended all the way around his head, while there existed
no difference on any of the four sides of his cubed body. His mechanical
legs were capable of moving in any of four given directions with perfect
ease, he discovered.

The planet was not the earth—of that he was sure. None of the familiar
continents lay before his eyes. And then he saw the great dull red ball
of the dying sun. That was not the sun of his earth. It had been a great
deal more brilliant.

“Did you come from that planet?” came the thought impulse from the
mechanism by his side.

“No,” he returned.

He then allowed the machine men—for he assumed that they were ma-
chine men, and he reasoned that, somehow or other they had by some
marvelous transformation made him over just as they were—to lead him
through the craft of which he now took notice for the first time. It was
an interplanetary flyer, or space ship, he firmly believed.

25X-987 now took him to the compartment which they had removed
him to from the strange container they had found wandering in the
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vicinity of the nearby world. There they showed him the long cylinder.

“It’s my rocket satellite!” exclaimed Professor Jameson to himself, though
in reality every one of the machine men received his thoughts plainly.
“What is it doing here?”

“We found your dead body within it,” answered 25X-987. “Your brain
was removed to the machine after having been stimulated into activity
once more. Your carcass was thrown away.”

Professor Jameson just stood dumfounded by the words of the machine
man.

“So I did die!” exclaimed the professor. “And my body was placed within
the rocket to remain in everlasting preservation until the end of all earthly
time! Success! I have now attained unrivaled success!”

He then turned to the machine man.

“How long have I been that way?” he asked excitedly.

“How should we know?” replied the Zorome. “We picked up your rocket
only a short time ago, which, according to your computation, would be
lcss than a day. This is our first visit to your planetary system and we
chanced upon your rocket. So it is a satellite? We didn’t watch it long
cnough to discover whether or not it was a satellite. At first we thought
it to be another traveling space craft, but when it refused to answer our
signals we investigated.”

“And so that was the earth at which I looked,” mused the professor.
“No wonder I didn’t recognize it. The topography has changed so much.
[low different the sun appears—it must have been over a million years
ago when I died!”

“Many millions,” corrected 25X-987. “Suns of such size as this one do
not cool in so short a time as you suggest.”

Professor Jameson, in spite of all his amazing computations before his
death, was staggered by the reality.

“Who are you?” he suddenly asked.

“We are the Zoromes from Zor, a planet of a sun far across the Uni-
VETSC.

25X-987 then went on to tell Professor Jameson something about how
the Zoromes had attained their high stage of development and had in-
stantly put a stop to all birth, evolution and death of their people, by
hecoming machine men.



CHAPTER IV
The Dying World

“And now tell us of yourself,” said 25X-987, “and about your world.”

Professor Jameson, noted in college as a lecturer of no mean ability
and perfectly capable of relating intelligently to them the story of the
earth’s history, evolution and march of events following the birth of
civilization up until the time when he died, began his story. The mental
speech hampered him for a time, but he soon became accustomed to it
so as to use it easily, and he found it preferable to vocal speech after
a while. The Zoromes listened interestedly to the long account until Pro-
fessor Jameson had finished.

“My nephew,” concluded the professor, “evidently obeyed my instruc-
tions and placed my body in the rocket I had built, shooting it out into
space where I became the satellite of the earth for these many millions
of years.”

“Do you really want to know how long you were dead before we found
you?” asked 25X-987. “It would be interesting to find out.”

“Yes, I should like very much to know,” replied the professor.

“Our greatest mathematician, 459C-79, will tell it to you.” The mathe-
matician stepped forward. Upon one side of his cube were many buttons
arranged in long columns and squares.

“What is your unit of measuring?” he asked.

“A mile.”

“How many times more is a mile than is the length of your rocket
satellite?”

“My rocket is fifteen fect long. A mile is five thousand two hundred
and eighty feet.”

The mathematician depressed a few buttons.

“How far, or how many miles from the sun was your planet at that
time?”

“Ninety-three million miles,” was the reply.

“And your world’s satellite—which you call moon from your planet—
earth?”

“Two hundred and forty thousand miles.”

“And your rocket?”

“I figured it to go about sixty-five thousand miles from the earth.”

“It was only twenty thousand miles from the earth when we picked
it up,” said the mathematician, depressing a few more buttons. “The moon
and sun are also much nearer your planet now.”
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Professor Jameson gave way to a mental ejaculation of amazement.

“Do you know how long you have cruised around the planet in your
own satellite?” said the mathematician, “Since you began that journey, the
planet which you call the earth has revolved around the sun over forty
million times,”

“Forty—million—years!” exclaimed Professor Jameson haltingly. “Hu-
manity must then have all perished from the earth long ago! I'm the last
man on earth!”

“It is a dead world now,” interjected 25X-987.

“Of course,” elucidated the mathematician, “those last few million years
are much shorter than the ones in which you lived. The earth’s orbit is
of less diameter and its speed of revolution is greatly increased, due to
its proximity to the cooling sun. I should say that your year was some
four times as long as the time in which it now takes your old planet to
circumnavigate the sun.

“How many days were there in your year?”

“Three hundred and sixty-five.”

“The planet has now ceased rotating entirely.”

“Seems queer that your rocket satellite should avoid the meteors so long,”
observed 459C-79, the mathematician.

“Automatic radium repulsion rays,” explained the professor.

“The very rays which kept us from approaching your rocket,” stated
25X-987, “until we neutralized them.”

“You died and were shot out into space long before any life occurred
on Zor,” soliloquized one of the machine men. “Our people had not yet
cven been born when yours had probably disappeared entirely from the
[ace of the earth.”

“Hearken to 72N-4783,” said 25X-987, “he is our philosopher, and he
just loves to dwell on the past life of Zor when we were flesh and blood
creatures with the threat of death hanging always over our heads. At that
time, like the life you knew, we were born, we lived and died, all within
a very short time, comparatively.”

“Of course, time has come to mean nothing to us, especially when we
are out in space,” observed 72IN-4783. “We never keep track of it on our
cxpedidons, though back in Zor such accounts are accurately kept. By
the way, do you know how long we stood here while you recounted to
us the history of your planet? Our machine bodies never get tired, you
know.”

“Well,” ruminated Professor Jameson, giving a generous allowance of
time. “I should say about a half a day, although it seemed scarcely as
long as that.”

“We listened to you for four days,” replied 72IN-4783.

Professor Jameson was really aghast.
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“Really, I hadn’t meant to be such a bore,” he apologized.

“That is nothing,” replied the other. “Your story was interesting, and
if it had been twice as long, it would not have mattered, nor would it
have seemed any longer. Time is merely relative, and in space actual time
does not exist at all, any more than your forty million years’ cessation
of life seemed more than a few moments to you. We saw that it was
so when your first thought impressions reached us following your revival.”

“Let us continue on to your planet earth,” then said 25X-987. “Perhaps
we shall find more startling disclosures there.”

As the space ship of the Zoromes approached the sphere from which
Professor Jameson had been hurled in his rocket forty million years before,
the professor was wondering how the earth would appear, and what radical
changes he would find. Already he knew that the geographical conditions
of the various continents were changed. He had seen as much from the
space ship.

A short time later the earth was reached. The space travelers from Zor,
as well as Professor Jameson, emerged from the cosmic flyer to walk upon
the surface of the planet. The earth had ceased rotating, leaving one-half
its surface always toward the sun. This side of the earth was heated to
a considerable degree, while its antipodes, turned always away from the
solar luminary, was a cold, frigid, desolate waste. The space travelers from
Zor did not dare to advance very far into either hemisphere, but landed
on the narrow, thousand-mile strip of territory separating the earth’s frozen
half from its sun-baked antipodes.

As Professor Jameson emerged from the space ship with 25X-987, he
stared in awe at the great transformation four hundred thousand centuries
had wrought. The earth’s surface, its sky and the sun were all so changed
and unearthly appearing. Off to the east the blood red ball of the slowly
cooling sun rested upon the horizon, lighting up the eternal day. The
earth’s rotation had ceased entirely, and it hung motionless in the sky as
it revolved around its solar parent, its orbit slowly but surely cutting in
toward the great body of the sun. The two inner planets, Mercury and
Venus, were now very close to the blood red orb whose scintillating, daz-
zling brilliance had been lost in its cooling process. Soon, the two nearer
planets would succumb to the great pull of the solar luminary and return
to the flaming folds, from which they had been hurled out as gaseous
bodies in the dim, age-old past, when their careers had just begun.

The atmosphere was nearly gone, so rarefied had it become, and
through it Professor Jameson could view with amazing clarity without dis-
comfort to his eyes the bloated body of the dying sun. It appeared many
times the size he had seen it at the time of his death, on account of its
relative nearness. The earth had advanced a great deal closer to the great
star around which it swung.
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The sky towards the west was pitch black except for the iridescent
twinkle of the fiery stars which studded that section of the heavens. As
he watched, a faint glow suffused the western sky, gradually growing
brighter, the full moon majestically lifted itself above the horizon, casting
its pale, ethercal radiance upon the dying world beneath. It was increased
to many times the size Professor Jameson had ever seen it during his natu-
ral lifetime. The earth’s greater attraction was drawing upon the moon
just as the sun was pulling the earth ever nearer itself.

This cheerless landscape confronting the professor represented the state
of existence to which the earth had come. It was a magnificent spread of
loneliness which bore no witness to the fact that it had seen the teeming
of life in better ages long ago. The weird, yet beautiful scene, spread in
a melancholy panorama before his eyes, drove his thoughts into gloomy
abstraction with its dismal, depressing influence, Its funereal, oppressive
aspect smote him suddenly with the chill of a terrible loneliness.

25X-987 aroused Professor Jameson from his lethargic reverie. “Let us
walk around and see what we can find. I can understand how you feel
in regard to the past. It is quite a shock—but it must happen to all worlds
sooner or later—even to Zor. When that time comes, the Zoromes will
find a new planet on which to live. If you travel with us, you will become
accustomed to the sight of seeing dead, lifeless worlds as well as new and
beautiful ones pulsating with life and energy. Of course, this world being
your own, holds a peculiar sentimental value to you, but it is really one
planet among billions.”

Professor Jameson was silent.

“I wonder whether or not there are any ruins here to be found?” queried
25X-987.

“I don't believe so,” replied the professor. “I remember hearing an
cminent scientist of my day state that, given fifty thousand years, every
structure and other creation of man would be obliterated entirely from
olf the earth’s surface.”

“And he was right,” endorsed the machine man of Zor. “Time is a
orcat effacer.”

For a long time the machine men wandered over the dreary surface
of the earth, and then 25X-987 suggested a change of territory to explore.
In the space ship, they moved around the earth to the other side, still
keeping to the belt of shadowland which completely encircled the globe
like some gigantic ring. Where they now landed arose a series of cones
with hollow peaks.

“Volcanoes!” exclaimed the professor.

“Extinct ones,” added the machine man.

Lcaving the space ship, the fifty or more machine men, including also
Professor Jameson, were soon exploring the curiously shaped peaks. The
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professor, in his wanderings had strayed away from the rest, and now ad-
vanced into one of the cuplike depressions of the peak, out of sight of
his companions, the Zoromes.

CHAPTER V
Eternity or Death

He was well in the center of the cavity when the soft ground beneath
him gave way suddenly and he catapulted below into the darkness.
Through the Stygian gloom he fell in what seemed to be an endless drop.
He finally crashed upon something hard. The thin crust of the volcano’s
mouth had broken through, precipitating him into the deep, hollow in-
terior.

It must have been a long ways to fall—or so it had seemed. Why was
he not knocked senseless or killed? Then he felt himself over with three
tentacles. His metal legs were four broken, twisted masses of metal,
while the lower half of his cubic body was jammed out of shape and
split. He could not move, and half of his six tentacles were paralyzed.

How would he ever get out of there? he wondered. The machine men
of Zor might never find him. What would happen to him, then? He would
remain in this deathless, monotonous state forever in the black hole of
the volcano’s interior unable to move. What a horrible thought! He could
not starve to death; eating was unknown among the Zoromes, the machines
requiring no food. He could not even commit suicide. The only way for
him to die would be to smash the strong metal head, and in his present
immovable condition, this was impossible.

It suddenly occurred to him to radiate thoughts for help. Would the
Zoromes teceive his messages? He wondered how far the telepathic mes-
sages would carry, He concentrated the powers of his mind upon the call
for help, and repeatedly stated his position and plight. He then left his
mind clear to receive the thought answers of the Zoromes. He received
none, Again he tried. Still he received no welcoming answer. Professor
Jameson became dejected.

It was hopeless. The telepathic messages had not reached the machine
men of Zor. They were too far away, just as one person may be out of
earshot of another’s voice. He was doomed to a terrible fate of existence!
It were better that his rocket had never been found. He wished that the
Zoromes had destroyed him instead of bringing him back to life—back
to this!

His thoughts were suddenly broken in upon.
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“We're coming!”
“Don’t give up hope
If the professor's machine body had been equipped with a heart, it
would have sung for joy at these welcome thought impressions. A short
time later there appeared in the ragged break of the volcano’s mouth,
where he had fallen through, the metal head of one of the machine men.
“We shall have you out of there soon,” he said.

I”

The professor never knew how they managed it for he lost consciousness
under some strange ray of light they projected down upon him in his
prison. When he came to consciousness once more, it was to find himself
inside the space ship.

“If you had fallen and had smashed your head, it would have been
all over with you,” were the first thought impulses which greeted him.
“As it is, however, we can fix you up first rate.”

“Why didn’t you answer the first time I called to you?” asked the pro-
fessor. “Didn’t you hear me?”

“We heard you, and we answered, but you didn’t hear us. You see,
your brain is different than ours, and though you can send thought waves
as far as we can you cannot receive them from such a great distance.”

“Pm wrecked,” said the professor, gazing at his twisted limbs, paralyzed
tentacles and jammed body.

“We shall repair you,” came the reply. “It is your good fortune that
your head was not crushed.”

“What are you going to do with me?” queried the professor. “Will you
rcmove my brains to another machine?”

“No, it isn’t necessary. We shall merely remove your head and place
it upon another machine body.”

The Zoromes immediately set to work upon the task, and soon had Pro-
[essor Jameson’s metal head removed from the machine which he had
wrecked in his fall down the crater. All during the painless operation,
the professor kept up a series of thought exchanges in conversation with
the Zoromes, and it seemed but a short time before his head surmounted
a new machine and he was ready for further exploration. In the course
of his operation, the space ship had moved to a new position, and now
as they emerged 25X-987 kept company with Professor Jameson.

“I must keep an eye on you,” he said. “You will be getting into more
trouble before you get accustomed to the metal bodies.”

But Professor Jameson was doing a great deal of thinking. Doubtlessly,
these strange machine men who had picked up his rocket in the depths
ol space and had brought him back to life, were expecting him to travel
with them and become adopted into the ranks of the Zoromes. Did he
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want to go with them? He couldn’t decide. He had forgotten that the
machine men could read his innermost thoughts.

“You wish to remain here alone upon the earth?” asked 25X-987. “It
is your privilege if you really want it so.”

“I don’t know,” replied Professor Jameson truthfully.

He gazed at the dust around his feet. It had probably been the com-
position of men, and had changed from time to time into various other
atomic structures—of other queer forms of life which had succeeded man-
kind. It was the law of the atom which never died. And now he had
within his power perpetual existence, He could be immortal if he wished!
It would be an immortality of never-ending adventures in the vast, endless
Universe among the galaxy of stars and planets.

A great loneliness seized him, Would he be happy among these machine
men of another far-off world—among these Zoromes? They were kindly
and solicitous of his welfare. What better fate could he expect? Stll,
a longing for his own kind arose in him—the call of humanity. It was
irresistible. What could he do? Was it not in vain? Humanity had long
since disappeared from the earth—millions of years ago. He wondered what
lay beyond the pales of death—the real death, where the body decomposed
and wasted away to return to the dust of the earth and assume new atomic
structures.

He had begun to wonder whether or not he had been dead all these
forty millions of years—suppose he had been merely in a state of suspended
animation. He had remembered a scientist of his day, who had claimed
that the body does not die at the point of official death, According to
the claims of this man, the cells of the body did not die at the moment
at which respiration, heart beats and the blood circulation ceased, but it
existed in the semblance of life for several days afterward, especially in
the cells of the bones, which died last of all.

Perhaps when he had been sent out into space in his rocket right after
his death, the action of the cosmic void was to halt his slow death of
the cells in his body, and hold him in suspended animation during the
ensuing millions of years. Suppose he should really die—destroying his
own brain? What lay beyond real death? Would it be a better plane of
existence than the Zoromes could offer him? Would he rediscover human-
ity, or had they long since arisen to higher planes of existence or reincarna-
tion? Did time exist beyond the mysterious portals of death? If not, then
it was possible for him to join the souls of the human race. Had he really
been dead all this time? If so, he knew what to expect in case he really
destroyed his own brain. Oblivion!

Again the intense feeling of loneliness surged over him and held him
within its melancholy grasp. Desperately, he decided to find the nearest
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cliff and jump from it—head-first! Humanity called; no man lived to com-
panion him. His four metal limbs carried him swiftly to the summit of
a nearby precipice. Why not gamble on the hereafter? 25X-987, under-
standing his trend of thought, did not attempt to restrain him. Instead,
the machine man of Zor waited patiently.

As Professor Jameson stood there meditating upon the jump which
would hurl him now into a new plane of existence—or into oblivion, the
thought transference of 25X-987 reached him. It was laden with the wis-
dom born of many planets and thousands of centuries’ experience.

“Why jump?” asked the machine man. “The dying world holds your
imagination within a morbid clutch. It is all a matter of mental condition.
Free your mind of this fascinating influence and come with us to visit
other worlds, many of them are both beautiful and new. You will then
feel a great difference.

“Will you come?”

The professor considered for a moment as he resisted the impulse to
dive off the declivity to the enticing rocks far below. An inspiration seized
him. Backing away from the edge of the cliff, he joined 25X-987 once
more,

“I shall come,” he stated.

He would become an immortal after all and join the Zoromes in theijr
ncver-ending adventures from world to world. They hastened to the space
ship to escape the depressing, dreary influence of the dying world, which
had nearly driven Professor Jameson to take the fatal leap to oblivion.

“The Jameson Satellite” is a notable example of the faults of pre-
Campbell science fiction. The scientific background is not blended with
the story but is presented in indigestible blocks that halt the action. The
science, moreover, is inaccurate even by the standards of its own time.

In 1931, for instance, radium still had glamour as the richest practical
source of radioactivity, so it is natural to have it used vaguely as propul-
sive power for a satellite (launched in 1958, by the way, almost on the
nose). There was no indication, however, in 1931 Cor since) that radium
possesses “repulsion rays.”

Then, too, Jones, at this early stage in his career (he had been pub-
lishing for only a year and a half, and this was his fourth science fiction
story) was clearly in imperfect command of the English language. He used
the words “soliloquized upon” when he should rather have used “consid-
cred,” “inspiration” rather than the more accurate “impulse,” and so on.
On the whole, “The Jameson Satellite” is probably the least skillfully writ-
ten story in this anthology.
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None of the flaws in language and construction were obvious to my
eleven-and-a-half-year self, however, What I responded to was the tantaliz-
ing glimpse of possible immortality and the vision of the world’s sad death,
to say nothing of the contracting spirals of the planetary orbits forty mil-
lion years hence (not long enough, by the way; forty billion would have
been better if that were the way the Solar System were to end, which
it isn’t).

More important still were Jones’s Zoromes, who were robots really.
Their organic brains were just a detail, Jones treated them as mechanical
men, making them objective without being unfeeling, benevolent without
being busybodies. They made no effort to use force to keep Professor Jame-
son from committing suicide if he really wanted to, but they did use digni-
fied persuasion.

One of the marks of reader enthusiasm for a story is the demand for
more, and an author often wrote a sequel to a popular story. The readers
(not just myself) were so taken by “The Jameson Satellite” that Jones
wrote about a dozen “Professor Jameson stories” over the next seven years,
carrying his Zoromes to a new and startling world in each. Although the
Zoromes remained without individual personality, I could easily recite the
number-letter combinations of those who appeared most often.

It is from the Zoromes, beginning with their first appearance in “The
Jameson Satellite,” that I got my own feeling for benevolent robots who
could serve man with decency, as these had served Professor Jameson. It
was the Zoromes, then, who were the spiritual ancestors of my own
“positronic robots,” all of them, from Robbie to R. Daneel.

Something else that was very prevalent in the science fiction of the
1930s was the adventure story fitted out with just enough scientific trap-
pings to enable it to pass muster. And in the science fiction magazines
of the early part of the decade, no one was better at it than Captain
S. P. Meek.

He published some thirty stories in the magazines between 1930
and 1932—his heyday—and of them all, the best was The Drums of Tapa-
jos, a lost-civilization-in-the-Amazon story I have already mentioned twice.

Equally typical, and short enough to include here, are his “Submicro-
scopic” and its sequel, “Awlo of Ulm,” which ran in successive issues of
Amazing Stories (August and September 1931), and which won my heart
with their boy-and-girl romance. It was at a level that just suited my time
in life,



SUBMICROSCOPIC
by Capt. S. P, Meek

After many weary months of toil my task has been completed. As the
sun sank to rest today, I soldered up the last connection on my Electronic
Vibration Adjuster and in the fading twilight I tested it. It functions per-
fectly and as soon as the sun rises tomorrow I will leave this plane, I
hope forever. I had originally intended to disappear without trace, as I
did once before, but as I sit here waiting for the dawn, such a course
seems hardly fair. This plane has treated me pretty well on the whole
and I really ought to leave behind me some record of my discoveries and
of my adventures, possibly the strangest adventures through which a man
of this plane has ever passed. Besides, it will help to pass the time which
must elapse before I can start on my journey.

My name is Courtney Edwards. I was born thirty-four years ago in the
city of Honolulu, the only child of the richest sugar planter in the Islands.
When [ arrived at high school age I was sent to the mainland to be edu-
cated and here I have stayed. The death of my parents left me wealthy
and rather disinclined to return to the home of my youth.

I did my bit in the Air Corps during the war and when it was over
I shed my olive drab and went back to the University of Minneconsin
to finish my education. My interest in science started when I attended
a lecture on the composition of matter. It was a popular lecture intended
for non-science students, and so it wasn’t over my head. Dr. Harvey, one
of our most popular professors, was the speaker and to this day I can visual-
ize him standing there and can even recall some of his words.

“To give you some idea of the size of an atom,” he said, “I will take
for an example a cubic millimeter of hydrogen gas at a temperature of
o degrees Centigrade and at sea-level pressure. It contains roughly ninety
quadrillions of atoms, an almost inconceivable number. Consider this
enormous number of particles packed into a cube with an edge less than

Copyright 1931 by Radio-Science Publications, Inc.
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one-twentieth of an inch long; yet so small are the individual atoms com-
pared with the space between them that the solar system is crowded in
comparison.

“In order to get at the ultimate composition of matter, however, we are
forced to consider even smaller units. An atom is not a solid particle of
matter, but instead consists of smaller particles called protons and elec-
trons, The protons are particles of positive electricity which exist at the
center or the nucleus of the atoms and the electrons are particles of nega-
tive electricity some of which revolve about the central portion and in
most elements some are in the nucleus. Each of these particles is as small
compared to the space between them as is the case with the atoms in
the molecule.”

I left the lecture hall with my head in a whirl. My imagination had
been captured by the idea of counting and measuring such infinitesimal
particles and I went to Dr. Harvey’s office the next day and sought an
interview.

“I wish to ask some questions relative to your talk last night, Doctor,”
I said when I faced him.

His kindly grey eyes twinkled and he invited me to be seated.

“As T understood you, Doctor,” I began, “the space between the atoms
and between the electrons and protons in each atom is so vast compared
to their bulk that if you were to jam the protons and electrons of a cubic
mile of gas together until they touched, you couldn’t see the result with
a microscope.”

“Your idea is crudely expressed, but in the main accurate,” he answered.

“Then what in the name of common sense holds them apart?” I de-
manded.

“Each of the atoms,” he replied, “is in a state of violent motion, rushing
through space with a high velocity and continually colliding with other
atoms and rebounding until it strikes another atom and rebounds again.
The electrons are also in a state of violent motion, revolving around the
protons and this combination of centrifugal force and electrical attraction
holds the atom in a state of dynamic equilibrium.”

“One more question, Doctor, and I'll quit. Are these things you have
told me cold sober fact susceptible of proof, or are they merely the results
of an overactive imagination?”

He smiled and then leaned over his desk and answered gravely.

“Some of them are solid facts which I can prove to you in the labora-
tory,” he said. “For instance, you, yourself, with proper training could
count the number of atoms in a given volume, Other things I have said
are merely theories or shrewd guesses which best explain the facts which
we know, There is in physical chemistry a tremendous field of work open
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for men who have the ability and the patience to investigate, No one
knows what the future may bring forth.”

The Doctor’s evident enthusiasm communicated itself to me.

“I'll be one of the ones to do this work if you'll have me as a student!”
I exclaimed.

“T'll be very glad to have you, Edwards,” he replied. “I believe you have
the ability and the will. Time alone will tell whether you have the pa-
tience.”

I resigned from my course the next day and enrolled as a special student
under Dr. Harvey. After a period of intensive study of methods, I was
ready to plunge into the unknown. The work of Bohr and Langmuir espe-
cially attracted me, and I bent my energies to investigating the supposed
motion of the electrons about the nuclear protons. This line of investiga-
tion led me to the suspicion that the motion was not circular and steady,
but was periodic and simple harmonic except as the harmonic periods were
interfered with by the frequent collisions.

I devised an experiment which proved this to my satisfaction and took
my results to Dr. Harvey for checking. He took my data home with him
that night intending to read it in bed as was his usual custom, but from
that bed he never rose. Death robbed me of my preceptor and Dr. Julius
became the head of the Chemistry Department. I took my results to him
only to meet with scorn and laughter. Dr. Julius was an able analyst,
but he lacked vision and could never see the woods for the trees. The
result of my interview with him was that I promptly left Minneconsin,
and resolved to carry on my work at another school.

The problem on which I wished to work was the reduction of the period
of vibration of the atoms and of their constituent parts. If my theory of
their motion were correct, it should be possible to damp their vibrations
and thus collapse matter together and make it occupy a smaller volume
in space. I soon found that men like Dr. Harvey were scarce. Not a man
at the head of a university department could I find who had the vision
to see the possibilities of my work and in a rage I determined to conduct
my experiments alone and hidden from the world untl I had proved the
truth of my theories.

I was still flying for amusement and one day while flying from Salt
Lake City to San Francisco, I passed over a verdant fertile valley hidden
in the almost inaccessible crags of the Timpahute range in southern Ne-
vada, I abandoned my trip temporarily and landed at Beatty to make
inquiries. Not a person could I find who had ever heard of my hidden val-
ley. Even the old desert rats professed ignorance of its location and laughed
at me when I told them that I had seen flowing water and deciduous
trees in the barren stretches of the Timpahutes.
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I had taken the bearings of my valley and I flew on to San Francisco
and made my arrangements. I flew back to Beatty and picked up a pack
outfit and landed at the foot of the crags sheltering the valley and started
on foot to seek an entrance, It took me a month of careful searching to
find it, but find it I did. With a little blasting, the way could be made
practicable for pack burros. The stuff I had ordered at San Francisco had
been delivered to Beatty and I hired packers to take it out to the
Timpahutes for me, I established 2 dump about a mile from my valley
entrance and had the stuff unloaded there. When the packers had left
I took my own burros and packed it in to the valley., I didn’t care to
have anyone find out where I was locating and so far as I know no one
ever did.

When I had everything packed in, I started to work.

A few days enabled me to rig an undershot waterwheel in the stream
and get enough power to turn an electric generator and thereafter 1 had
the strength of twenty men at my call. I built a small wooden building
for a laboratory with a room in it for my cooking and sleeping.

I was fortunate enough not to meet with a single major setback in my
work, and in about fourteen months I had my first piece of apparatus
completed. I don'’t intend to tell how I did it, for I do not believe that
the world is ready for it yet, but I will give some idea of how it looked
and how it was operated. The adjuster has a circular base of silvery metal
(it is a palladium alloy) from which rise six supports which hold up the
top. The top, which is made of the same alloy as the base, is parabolic
in shape and concave downward. In the parabola is set an induction coil
with a sparkgap surmounting it, so set that the gap is at the focus of
the reflector, which is what the top really is. The coil and gap are con-
nected with other coils and condensers which are actuated by large storage
batteries set around the edge of the base, To each of the six uprights
is fastened a small parabolic reflector with a small coil and gap at the
focus. These small reflectors are so arranged that they bathe the top with
the generated ray while the large gap in the top bathes the rest of the
apparatus.

When the gaps and coils are actuated by the current, they throw out
a ray of such a wavelength that it has the same period as the electronic
and atomic vibrations but is half a wavelength out of phase. The ray is
effective only when it can flow freely, and the base and top serve not
only as conductors, but also as insulators, for they absorb and transform
the vibrations falling on them so that nothing outside of the apparatus
itself and anything lying between the base and the top is affected.

When I had it completed, I naturally tested it. The whole thing was
controlled by a master switch and I reached in with a small steel rod and
closed the switch, Immediately the whole apparatus began to shrink. I



SUBMICROSCOPIC 6 5

gave a loud cheer and patted myself on the back. I got down on my knees
and watched it as it rapidly diminished in size until I suddenly realized
that it would soon get too small to see unless I opened my switch, I tried
to reach the switch with my rod but I had waited too long. The rod would
not go through the interval between the side columns. I had the mortifi-
cation of seeing a year’s work grow smaller and smaller until it finally
vanished.

The loss of my adjuster was a blow, but at least I had proved my theory
and as soon as I had rested for a few days I started in to build a dupli-
cate, The way had already been blazed and it took me less than a year
to complete my second piece of apparatus. When I tested this one I stopped
the shrinking process when the adjuster was about half its original size
and reversed the polarity of my coils, To my delight the adjuster began
to expand until it had resumed its original proportions. Then I shut it
off and began to experiment to find out its limitations.

When I had determined to my satisfaction that inanimate objects placed
on the base would be expanded or contracted, I tried it on living organ-
isms. A jack rabbit was my first subject and I found that I could increase
this rabbit to the size of a Shetland pony or reduce it to the size of a
mouse without visible ill effects. When I had completed this experiment,
I tried the adjuster on myself.

My first experiment was to increase my size. I stepped on the base plate
and turned on the current, but I could feel no effects. I looked at the
landscape and found to my amazement that something had gone wrong.
I was remaining the same size but the house and the surrounding country
had come under the influence of my device and was shrinking rapidly.
In alarm I shut off my current and got out. The house had shrunk to one-
half its normal size and I could not get in the door, even on hands and
knees. An idea struck me and I reached in and hauled out a pair of scales
and weighed myself. I weighed a trifle over twelve hundred pounds. 1
suddenly realized that I had succeeded beyond my wildest dreams and
I reentered the adjuster and shrunk myself down to four inches tall, again
with no ill effects and merely the impression that the house and land-
scape were growing. I returned myself to my normal size and while I was
weak from excitement, otherwise I felt perfectly normal.

My first thought was to return and confound the men who had scoffed
at me but the more I considered the matter, the more I realized the im-
portance of my invention and the need of caution in introducing it. I
felt that I needed a rest anyway, so 1 remained in my valley to perfect
my plans before announcing my discovery.

Time soon lagged on my hands, I have always been fond of big game
hunting and I had an excellent rifle and plenty of ammunition, but game
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does not abound in the Timpahutes. There were quite a few ants in the
valley and it struck me that, were I to reduce myself and my rifle to the
proper dimensions, I would have some good sport. The novelty of the idea
fascinated me as much as the thought of the hunting and I promptly belted
on a pistol and a full belt of ammunition and entered the adjuster.

I closed the switch and the house and landscape began to grow to Brob-
dingnagian proportions, but I kept my power on until the grains of sand
began to look like huge boulders and then I tried to open the switch.
It was stuck. Thoroughly alarmed, I tried to wrench it open and as a
result broke the handle—the device kept on functioning and I grew smaller
and smaller. The grains of sand grew to be huge mountains and presently
I felt myself falling. I realized that my adjuster had been balanced on
a grain of sand and that it had slipped and was falling into the chasm
between two grains. Soon it became wedged in a gloomy chasm, but it
was still functioning and presently I was falling again.

A glance at the dial of my relative size indicator showed me that the
needle had almost reached the point which I had indicated as infinity.
Desperately I battered at the switch with my rifle butt, but it was solidly
made. At last I broke it loose and the whine of my coil became audible
and ran down the scale until it was silent. I had stopped shrinking but
I was already far smaller than any microscope could detect and an exami-
nation of the switch soon convinced me that it was completely wrecked and
that it would take me hours to repair it.

When I had finished my examination, I looked around for the first time.
I could hardly believe my eyes. My adjuster was standing in a beautiful
sunlit glade, which was carpeted with grass and dotted with varicolored
flowers. Now I will have to explain one thing. As I said, I felt no change
when my size was increased and reduced; it only seemed that the familiar
landscape was undergoing a change, As a result, I could never realize while
I was in Ulm, that everything was really submicroscopic, but persisted
in referring everything to my normal six feet of height. In actual fact,
the glade in which the adjuster stood was only a minute fraction of an
inch across, but to me it looked like about half a mile and it took me
ten minutes to walk it. Even now I have no idea of how small I actually
was, so I will not try to describe the absolute size of everything, but will
speak of things as they appeared to me; in other words, their relative size
to me.

I looked over that landscape and rubbed my eyes, trying to convince
myself that I was dreaming, but the scene didn’t change and I realized
that I had stumbled on something heretofore unsuspected—namely that
our world is a very complex affair and supports many kinds of life un-
known to us. Everything within the range of my vision looked normal,
grass, trees and even mosquitos were buzzing around and one lit on my
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wrist and bit me, Imagine, if you can, what the actual measurements of
that mosquito must have been!

Convinced that I was not dreaming, I stepped out of the adjuster to
the grass. Before I repaired that switch I meant to have a look around
and see what this miniature world was like, I had gone only a few steps
from the adjuster when a lordly buck rose from the grass and bounded
away. Instinctively I threw up my rifle and fired and the buck went down
kicking. Assured that my weapons were functioning properly, I set off
at a brisk pace across the glade, I took careful bearings with my pocket
compass and expected to have no trouble in finding my way back. During
the ten minutes it took me to cross the glade, I had several more chances
to shoot at deer, but I passed them up. I didn’t wish to waste ammunition
or to call attention to myself until I knew what was ahead of me.

It was hot and sultry in the glade and I glanced up at the sun, expect-
ing it to appear enormous, but it appeared no larger than usual, a matter
which I could not explain at the time and cannot even yet. Before I
reached the woods which fringed the glade I noticed that the horizon was
walled in on all sides with enormous mountains, higher than any I had
ever seen and it gave me a shock to realize that these mighty and imposing
masses of rock were in reality only grains of sand, or perhaps even smaller;
they might be particles of the impalpable dust which lies between the
sand grains.

It took me perhaps ten minutes to reach the edge of the jungle, for
such it proved to be. Most of the trees were of species unknown to me,
although I recognized several trees of peculiarly tropical habit, among
them the baobab or one of its relatives and the lignum vitae. The scene
reminded me more of the Brazilian jungles than anything else. The ground
underfoot was deep with rotting vegetation and the creepers made the go-
ing hard. I plunged into the tangle and in ten minutes I was as thoroughly
lost as I have ever been in my life, The gloom under the trees prevented
me from using the sun as a guide and I had not read my compass when
I entered the tangle.

I set a compass course and floundered forward as best I could but half
an hour of steady going convinced me that I had taken the wrong direc-
tion. The jungle was too dense to back trail, so I laid a new course by
compass and plunged ahead. I kept on for perhaps ten minutes on my
new course when I heard a sound that brought me up standing, hardly
able to believe my ears. From ahead of me came a shout, a shout given
in a human voice, I strained my ears and soon I heard it again from the
same direction and somewhat closer. Some one was coming toward me
and I looked for a hiding place. A tangle of baobab roots concealed me
pretty well and I crouched, my rifle ready, waiting for what might appear.
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In a few moments I heard a sound of running footsteps and I peered
out from my cover. Imagine my surprise when a girl, a white girl, came
into view, running at top speed. Not fifty yards behind her came a group
of men, or beasts, for I couldn't tell at first glance which they were. They
were as black as pitch, with thick heavy lips, flat noses and almost no
foreheads. They were or rather seemed to be about seven feet tall on the
average, with enormously powerful chests and arms that hung below their
knees. At times they dropped forward so that their knuckles rested on
the ground and came ahead on all fours at a more rapid rate than their
relatively short bandy legs could carry them when they were in an up-
right position. They were covered on the head, chest and arms with coarse
black hair, although their legs, abdomens and backs were almost free from
it. Their mouths were wide with the lower jaw protruding somewhat with
yellow fangs showing between their lips, giving them a horribly bestial
expression. They had two eyes, but they were not placed as is usual with
animals of the monkey or human species. One eye was set in the middle
of the forehead and the other in the back of the head. They were naked
except for a G string and a belt from which hung a short heavy sword,
and in their hands they carried spears about ten feet long. The average
weight of a full grown male in our world would have been about four
hundred pounds. Of course I didn't see all of this at first glance, but later
I saw enough of the Mena, as they were called, to get pretty familiar
with their appearance.

A glance was enough to show me that the girl was tired and that these
brutes were gaining on her. She was human and the sight of these savages
made my next action purely instinctive, With a shout I stepped from my
hiding place and threw my rifle to my shoulder. The girl saw me and
altered her direction to come toward me. The blacks saw me, too, and
they turned in my direction, brandishing their spears.

I am a pretty good shot and they were close and an easy target. I had
four shells in my rifle and four of the blacks went down as fast as I could
work my bolt. The rest paused for a moment and gave me time to ram a
fresh clip of cartridges into my rifle. As I reloaded, I picked out one of
them who seemed to be a leader and I dropped him on the next shot.
This made them pause again but another black devil sprang forward to
take the lead and I presented him with a bit of lead in the face. He
went down like a thunderbolt and as none of the rest seemed to aspire
to leadership, I distributed the other three bullets where I thought they
would do the most good. As I lowered my rifle to reload, another one
of the blacks jumped forward and charged me, and the rest followed. 1
had no time to load, so I jerked out my Colt .45 and when he was about
twenty-five yards away I let him have a pill in the chest and then started
a little miscellaneous slaughter. By the time the Colt was empty, there
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were fourteen of the blacks down and the rest were retreating at full speed.
I first reloaded my rifle and slipped a clip into my pistol and then looked
for the girl.

I didn’t see her for a moment and then I spied a lock of golden hair
in the tangle at my feet. She had burrowed into the vegetation and had
got pretty well covered in the few moments I was shooting. I reached
down and touched her, but as soon as she found that her hiding place
was discovered, she bounded up and took to her heels like a scared rabbit.
I called to her and she threw a glance back over her shoulder and when
she saw that I was alone she checked her speed and stood her ground.
She hesitated for a moment and then came back and dropped to her knees
at my feet. I lifted her up and patted her on the shoulder.

““There, little girl, don’t cry,”” I quoted inanely, partly because I didn’t
know what else to say and partly because I was completely bowled over
by her appearance. She was absolutely the most beautiful girl I have ever
seen in my life—tall and lithe, all curves and grace, with eyes as blue
as the sea around Oahu and hair where sunbeams had been imprisoned
and where they struggled continuously for liberty, throwing their glints
out through the meshes of their prison. Bound around her head was a
golden filet with a huge square cut stone of beautiful sparkle and radiance
set in it, Around her waist and confining her garments of flowing green
gauze was another golden band with a gold-encrusted, gem-set pouch de-
pending from it. On the buckle of her girdle was another of the square
cut gems such as adorned her head band.

I have always been pretty much at ease in the presence of girls, prin-
cipally because I never cared much for them, but to this dirty little savage,
as beautiful as dawn, I didn’t know what to say. I could just gulp and
starmmer.

“Er, do you think these rapscallions will come back for more?” I blurted
out at last.

She cast a sideways glance at me that made my head whirl, and my heart
do all sorts of funny flipflops, and then she spoke. Her speech was beauti-
fully liquid and hauntingly familiar. I couldn’t understand her, but I was
sure that I had heard that language before, Presently I caught a word and
like a flash I knew, She was speaking some dialect of Hawaiian. Desper-
ately I strove to recall the speech of Leilani, my old nurse, but the only
phrase I could remember was “E nac iki ne puu wai.” It didn’t seem quite
appropriate to say “Be true to me, fair one” to a girl I had just met, but it
was for the moment the only phrase I could remember so I blurted it out.

She understood it all right and she flew into a royal rage. She shot out a
stream of fluent speech so fast that I couldn’t understand a word of it. I
thought rapidly and then brought forth another gem of speech, “Hawai-
ian pau.” 1 had to repeat it twice before she understood and then she
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didn’t get the word Hawaiian, but she understood pau, finished, all right
and she presently realized that my first speech was the only bit of her lan-
guage which I knew. When she understood my predicament, she forgot
her anger and laughed. I was glad to see her cheerful again, but I was still
worried about whether those blacks would return.

For lack of language I was forced to fall back on pantomime in order
to make myself understood. She readily understood me and looked worried
for a moment until her eye fell on my rifle. She touched it questioningly
and then spurned the body of the nearest black with her foot and laughed.

Evidently she thought that my weapon made me invincible, but I knew
better. I had only two more clips of pistol cartridges and eighty-five rounds
for my rifle, not enough to repel a real attack. I tapped my rifle, shook my
head sadly and said “paun.”

The worried look again came into her face and she started talking very
slowly and distinctly, repeating the word “Ulm” several times. Gradually
my Hawaiian was coming back and while her speech was not the language
I had learned in my youth, for she made use of the consonants “s” and “t,”
both of which are unknown in Hawaiian, presently I made out her mean-
ing. She was asking me to go with her to Ulm. I had no idea of where Ulm
was but I had given up hopes of finding my adjuster and besides, since I
had met this girl, I wasn’t so very anxious to find it at once. It seemed to
me that it might be a good idea to go to Ulm for a while, and then make a
fresh start for the glade with a competent guide. I therefore gave her to
understand that her program suited me. She nodded brightly and stepped
in front of me and set off toward the northeast.

For perhaps three hours we made our way through the jungle, keeping
a pretty straight line as I could tell by my compass. I found later that the
people of Ulm have an uncanny sense of direction and can find their way
from place to place in their miniature world without the aid of any other
guide, The girl kept up a steady talk in her language and as I recalled
more of my early Hawaiian, I found that I could understand the sense
of most of what she said if she talked very slowly and I was even able to
answer her after a fashion.

“What is your name?” I asked her.

“Awlo Sibi Tam,” she replied, raising her head proudly as she did so.

“My name is Courtney,” I told her.

She tried to repeat it, but she had 2 little trouble with the “r” sound
which was evidently strange to her. She repeated it several times as we
went along and at last managed to get a very fair rendition. Anyhow, I
thought that I had never heard it pronounced so beautifully before.

Suddenly Awlo paused in her talk and listened intently. She turned a
terror-stricken face toward me and said, “They are coming.”
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“Who?” I asked.

“The Mena,” she replied.

I listened but I could hear nothing,

“Are there many of them?” I asked.

“Many,” she replied, “hundred, I believe. They are following our trail.
Can't you hear them?”

I laid my ear close to the ground and could detect a faint murmur but
I would never have recognized what it was.

“What shall we do?” I asked. “This,” I held up my rifle, “will kill about
a hundred but no more.”

“Run,” she said, “run as fast as we can. It will be of little use, because
the Mena can catch us. You are slow and I am tired, but if we are lucky,
we may win to the plains of Ulm and there we are safe.”

Her advice sounded good and I started after her as swiftly as I could.
I am a fair average runner, but I could not keep up with Awlo, who fled
over the ground like an antelope. I was handicapped by the weight of
my rifle but I hung to it like grim death. It was not long before I could
plainly hear the shouts of the pursuing Mena.

“Have we far to go?” I gasped.

“No,” she replied over her shoulder. “Hurry!”

I panted along in her wake, The jungle thinned before us and we de-
bouched onto a huge open plain. Awlo stopped and uttered a cry of dis-
may.

“What is it?” I demanded.

She did not answer but pointed ahead. Our way was barred by a wide,
gently fowing river. Over it had been thrown a bridge but a glance
showed me that the center span had been removed and a gap twenty feet
wide yawned in the middle of the structure.

“Can you swim?” I asked.

She looked at me interrogatively. Evidently the word was a new one.

“Swim, run through the water,” I explained.

An expression of absolute terror passed over her face.

“It is tabu,” she replied. “It is death to enter.”

“It is death to stay on this side,” I told her.

“It is better to die at the hands of the Mena than at the hands of the
Gods,” she answered.

She meant it too. She would rather face certain death at the hands of
those hideous savages than to enter the stream. There was only one thing
to do and that was to look for a place where I could sell my life dearly.
With this in mind, I started along the river bank looking for a depression
which would shelter us from the spears of the Mena, We made our way
through a clump of trees in front of us and it was my turn to cry out, only
the cry was one of joy and not of apprehension. There, between the trees
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and the river bank, stood a familiar looking object—an Electronic Vibra-
tion Adjuster.

“We are saved, Awlo,” I cried joyously as I raced for the machine. A
glance showed me that it was my first model which I had sent, as I thought,
to infinite smallness nearly a year before. I was puzzled for a moment at
the fact that it had not shrunk to nothing, but I had no time for philosoph-
ical reasoning. The shouts of the Mena were already perilously close.

“Run off a few yards, Awlo,” I commanded, “and don't be frightened. I
can save you easily.”

She obeyed me and I entered the adjuster. A momentary fear came over
me that the batteries might be exhausted but I seized the switch and
threw it on in the direction of increasing size. The landscape began to
diminish its size, although as before, I could feel nothing. I kept my eye on
the river untl it had shrunk to a point where I knew that I could easily
leap it and then I opened my switch and stepped out.

For a moment I could not see Awlo, but I detected her lying face down-
ward on the ground. I bent over her and then I saw something else. The
Mena, hundreds of them, had emerged from the jungle and were coming
along our trail. I hesitated no longer. As gently as I could, I picked up
Awlo and leaped over the river with her. I waited to see whether the Mena
were going to make any attempt to follow, but they had evidently caught
a glimpse of my gargantuan proportions and they were in full retreat. 1
found out later that the river was as much taboo to them as it was to Awlo
and they would under no circumstances have crossed the stream except by
means of a bridge or in boats.

I raised Awlo to the level of my eyes to talk to her but she had fainted. I
leaped back to the other side of the river, reentered my adjuster and closed
the reducing switch. Since I had the machine under control, I determined
not to stop it until I found what had made it cease functioning when it did.
My size rapidly grew smaller until I was correctly scaled to my surround-
ings and then the machine abruptly ceased working. I could not make it
reduce either itself or me any further. The only explanation which has
ever occurred to me is that the land of Ulm must be at the limit of small-
ness, that is, the period of vibration of the atoms and their component parts
must be at the lower limit of motion and any further reduction would
result in contact and consequent nothingness.

My intention had been to swim the river while Awlo was unconscious
but it occurred to me that the adjuster might be useful on the other side
of the river so I again increased my size until I could step over it. Know-
ing that the machine would only get so small, I reached in with a piece of
wood and closed the reducing switch and watched it grow to toy size. With
it in my hand, I again leaped the river and used my pocket knife blade to
close the increasing switch. When it had grown to the right size, I stopped
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it, reentered it and soon had both the adjuster and myself down to the
minimum to which it would go.

Awlo was still unconscious and I bent over her and chafed her hands.
She soon recovered and sat up. Her gaze wandered and it fell on the ad-
juster, she shuddered and turned to me with fear in her eyes.

“What happened, Courtney Siba?” she asked with a quaver in her voice.
“I thought that you had changed into a kahuma, a wizard of the old days.
Was I dreaming?”

I thought rapidly. Evidently a kahuma was something to be revered but
also something not quite human, The advantage and disadvantages of be-
ing one flashed before me but a glance at Awlo’s scared face decided me.

“I am no kahuma, Awlo,” I replied. “What I did, I did with the aid of
that. It made me appear to the Mena to be larger than I am and they ran.
While they were gone, I carried you and the machine over the river. We
are perfectly safe now and unless the Mena find some way of crossing,
they won't bother us again.”

Awlo seemed satisfied with my explanation. I suggested that she rest for
a while to recover from her scare but she laughed at the idea.

“Ulm is near at hand,” she told me, “and we must hurry on. I would
not that my father be unduly worried by my absence.”

“That reminds me of something I have been meaning to ask you, Awlo,”
I said as we resumed our onward way. “How did you happen to be in the
jungle with the Mena after you when I found you?”

“I was visiting my uncle, Hama, at his city of Ame,” she replied. “My
visit was at an end and [ started homeward yesterday. It has been three
years since the Mena have ventured to attack us and the guard was small,
only about three hundred soldiers. We were about half way between the
two cities and were going peaceably through the jungle when, without
warning, the Mena attacked. The soldiers fought desperately but the
Mena were too many and too powerful for them and they were all killed.
I and two of my maidens were captured. The Mena took us to one of their
cities in the jungle and prepared for a feast.”

“For a feast?” I inquired.

“We are food for the Mena,” she replied simply.

I shuddered at the thought and gritted my teeth as I thought of those
flying monsters who were at my mercy a few minutes before. Had I
known what brutes they were, I could have taken glorious vengeance on
them.

“Last night,” went on Awlo, “they took first one and then the other of
my maidens out from the cave where we were confined, and killed them
and dragged them away to the pot. My turn was next and two of them
seized me and dragged me out. They released me and one of them raised
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a spear to end my life. I dropped to the ground and the spear passed over
my head and then I fled. I tried to run toward Ulm, but they suspected
the course I would pursue and a party went to head me off while others
followed my trail. As long as it was dark I was able to baffle them and go
faster than they could trail me, but with the coming of light they found
my trail and soon I heard them after me. I ran as fast as I could, but they
gained rapidly and I thought that I was lost when I heard your shout.
Awlo Sibu Tam will never forget how you saved her and neither will Ulm.
My father, Kalu, will honor you highly, Courtney Siba.”

“If these Mena are such brutes, why don’t your soldiers wage war on
them until there are none left?” I asked.

“They have waged war for ages,” she replied, “but the Mena are too
many and we cannot hunt them all down, In ages past, there were
no Mena and then Ulm and Ame fought together, Sometimes one would
be victorious and sometimes the other, but always they ceased warring be-
fore either was destroyed. Then came the Mena through the passes from
the wilderness to the north. They came in thousands and they attacked
Ame. The men of Ulm forgot their hatred of their old rival and our
armies marched to the assistance of the threatened city. For a time our
armies drove the invaders back but more and more came from the north
and carried the battle to the gates of Ame itself, There our armies stopped
them for they could not climb the walls nor could they break in.

“When they saw that they could not win the city, they attacked Ulm.
Our army hurried back to defend the city and the men of Ame came with
them, leaving only enough to man the walls. Again the Mena fought their
way to the city walls and again they were stopped. When they found they
could not take either city, they drew back into the jungle and established
cities of huts, Such is the condition today. The Mena fight among them-
selves and when they are weakened in numbers, the armies of Ulm and
Ame march out to attack them. They have always defeated them and tried
to hunt them down and sometimes for a generation the Mena are not
seen, but eventually they retumn stronger than ever and attack one of the
cities. It has been many years now since war was waged on them and it
may be that they are planning to attack again.”

“Do Ulm and Ame ever fight now?” I asked.

“No, there is peace between them. Brothers of one blood sit on the two
thrones and the old enmity is forgotten. But see, there lies Ulm!”

We had topped a little rise and had come to the cultivated fields. Before
us lay row after row of cultivated plots, most of them planted with keili
bushes, the nut of which is the staple food of the poorer classes of Ulm.
Two miles or so across the plain rose a massive walled city. Dotted about
on the plain were small stone structures, which reminded me of the old
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blockhouses which used to be erected on our own plains to guard against
Indian raids. That, in fact, was the exact function of these structures.

As we approached the nearest of them a figure appeared on the wall and
scrutinized us closely. He called out a musical greeting and Awlo raised
her face.

“Awlo Sibi Tam commands your presence,” she cried imperiously.

The sentry rubbed his eyes and looked and then came down from that
wall in a hurry. The massive gates swung open and an officer appeared
and prostrated himself and kissed the ground before Awlo.

“Rise!” she commanded.

He rose and half drew his sword from its sheath and presented the hilt
to Awlo. She touched it and he returned it to its scabbard with a sharp
motion and stood upright.

“I would go to Ulm,” she said. “Send couriers to warn my father of my
approach and bid my guard come hither to escort me.”

He bowed deeply and Awlo took me by the hand and led me into the
building. It was a typical guardroom such as are found in all nations and
at all times, We seated ourselves and I heard the sound of hoof-beats rap-
idly dying away in the direction of the city.

“Who are you, Awlo?” I asked. “Are you a Chief’s daughter or what?”

“l am Sibi Tam,” she replied.

“I don’t know that rank,” I answered. “How important is it?”

She looked at me in surprise and then laughed.

“You will find out in time, Courtney Siba,” she said with a laugh.

I tried to press the question but she refused to answer and turned the
talk to other matters, Half an hour passed and then I was aware of a con-
fused murmur approaching from the city. Awlo rose.

“It is doubtless our escort,” she said. “Let us greet them.”

I followed her out into the courtyard and up on the thick wall which
surrounded the building. Coming down the road was the most gorgeous
cavalcade I had ever seen. First came a band of cavalry mounted on
superb horses and carrying long lances. They wore golden helmets with
nodding crimson horsehair plumes rising from them, a cuirass of gold and
golden shin guards, Their thighs were bare. Besides the armor they wore
a short crimson garment like a skirt, which fell half way to the knee, and
a flowing crimson cape trimmed with brown fur. Heavy swords on the left
side of their belts and a dagger on the right, together with their twelve-
foot lances made up their offensive weapons.

Following the cavalry came a number of gorgeously decorated chariots,
occupied by men gorgeously dressed in every imaginable hue. Another
troop of cavalry, similar to the first except that their plumes and clothing
were blue, brought up the rear,
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As the leading troop came opposite the gate, Awlo stepped to the edge
of the wall. Her appearance was greeted by a roar of applause and saluta-
tion and the red cavalry reined in their horses and pointed their lances
toward her, butt foremost. She answered the salute with a wave of her
hand and the troop charged forward at a word of command past the tower
and then whirled to form a line facing her, The chariots came up and an
elderly man dismounted from the first one and passed in through the gate.
He came up the steps to the wall and dropped on one knee before Awlo,
half drawing his sword and thrusting the hilt toward her as he did so.

She touched the sword and he returned it and rose to his feet.

“Greeting, Moka,” she said. “Come with me for I desire a word with
you.”

Submissively he followed her a short distance along the wall and 1 could
see that she was speaking rapidly. I could tell from the direction of Moka’s
glances that I was the topic of conversation, and his actions when Awlo
had finished amply proved it. Moka came forward and drew his sword and
cast it at my feet. I drew my pistol and placed it beside his weapon. Moka
laid his left hand against my breast and I did the same.

“My brother and my lord,” he said as he rose.

Awlo interrupted before I could say anything.

“I would go to Ulm,” she said.

Moka bowed deeply and we each picked up our weapons. I followed
Awlo toward the chariots. The largest and most ornate was empty and into
it she sprang lightly, motioning to me to go with Moka in his chariot. I
entered it and the whole cortéege turned about and proceeded toward the
city.

We drove in through a huge gate which was opened before us and
down a wide thoroughfare which led directly into the center of the city.
This avenue ended in a park in the center of which stood the largest and
most beautiful building in the city. We left our chariots and made our way
on foot across the park and entered the palace between rows of guards
who, as Awlo passed, presented their spears, butt foremost.

At the end of the hall, Awlo paused.

“Courtney Siba,” she said, “you are doubtless weary as I am. Go then
with Moka, who will supply you with clothing fitting to your rank and
with proper refreshment. My father will meet you when you have rested
and reward you as you merit.”

I had learned a little about the customs of Ulm and I dropped on one
knee and presented her my pistol, butt first. She smilingly touched it and
I rose and followed Moka. He led me up a flight of steps and into an apart-
ment fit for a Prince of the Blood. Here he summoned servants and sur-
rendered me to their tender mercies.

I did not realize how tired I was until a hot bath revealed the true ex-
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tent of my fatigue. One of my servants approached and by motions in-
dicated that I was to lie down on a couch. I did so and he massaged me
thoroughly with a sweet-smelling oil, which banished my fatigue marvel-
ously. When he had finished, other servants approached with garments
which they evidently desired me to put on. I strove to talk to them but
they merely shook their heads. Small wonder, for I later found that they
were dumb,

The clothing which they brought me consisted of such a skirt, as I had
seen on the soldiers, except that it was pure white. In addition they
brought me a white cloak which hung well below the waist and which
was fastened at the throat with a diamond the size of a walnut. On my
feet they placed leather sandals which were thickly encrusted with gold
and diamonds and around my calves they wound leather straps also heavily
gemmed. About my head they bound a golden filet with a square cut dia-
mond set in the center and around my waist they fastened a belt with a
diamond buckle with a long straight sword hanging from the left and a
heavily jeweled dagger from the right. As a final touch they set on my head
a golden helmet somewhat like those I have seen on ancient Grecian coins,
with a white horsehair plume. When they had finished they stood me in
front of a mirror to see if I was suited.

I was, in every respect except one. I dug into my old clothes and got my
Colt and hung the holster on my belt instead of the silly dagger. It may
not have been as handsome, but if I was going to need weapons where I
was going, I knew which would be of the most value to me. When I sig-
nified that I was suited, my servants withdrew with many bows and left
me alone.

I hardly knew what to expect next but I threw myself on the couch to
rest a little. For close to an hour I waited before the door swung open to
admit Moka.

“My lord,” he said with a bow, “Kalu Sabama awaits your presence.”

“I am ready,” I replied as I rose.

As we passed through the doorway, a detachment of guard met us. As
we appeared, they grounded their spears with a ringing clash and closed
around us. We passed down a corridor and down a flight of stairs to the
main entrance hall and across it to a great closed double door, where we
were halted by another detachment of guards and challenged. Moka an-
swered the challenge and the great doors swung open and there was a
peal of trumpets. When they had ceased a sonorous voice called out some
words which I did not understand, although I was pretty sure that I caught
the words “Awlo” and “Courtney.” It was evidently an introduction, for,
when the voice ceased, Moka motioned me to go forward. I stepped out
with my head held high. The guards went with me for a few paces and
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then opened out and formed a line, leaving me to advance alone down
the hall.

It was an immense and spacious hall and while the center was open,
the sides were crowded with gaily dressed people. Guards were on all sides
and at the far end was a dais or platform raised seven steps above the floor.
On the topmost level were four thrones. Before the throne, on the various
levels, were a number of men and women, dressed in every color imagi-
nable except the green which was worn by the occupants of the thrones.
On the step next to the top level stood a lone figure, who also wore green.

Down the hall I marched until I stood at the foot of the dais, I heard
a murmur run down the hall as I passed, but whether of approval or dis-
approval I could not tell, so I went straight ahead until I came to the foot
of the dais and then I bowed deeply. I looked up and looked the occupants
of the thrones straight in the eye.

The two center seats were occupied by an elderly couple of great grace
and dignity of manner, the throne on the right was vacant and in the one
on the left sat Awlo. I had known by the respect accorded her that she
must be a rather important personage, but it startled me to realize that she
was one of the biggest of them all. She threw me a momentary smile and
then looked at me gravely and impersonally as the other two were doing.

The man who occupied one of the center thrones rose and spoke to me.

“Courtney Siba,” he said gravely in a sonorous and ringing voice, “my
daughter has told before me, where all could hear, the mighty deeds which
you have wrought against the Mena, And you who have saved her, in
whom the hopes of the dynasty of Kalu are bound up, merit and will re-
ceive the gratitude of a nation, The gratitude of a father for the life of his
only child I freely give you. '

“There is no reward within my power to grant that is great enough for
your merits, but if you will name your wishes, they shall be yours if Ulm
can supply them. Your rank of Siba I hereby confirm in Ulm and Ame
and give orders that your rank is above all others in the empire save only
the royal blood. Is there any reward you desire?”

“I thank you, oh King,” I replied, “and I will bear your gracious words
in mind. Already you have honored me above my poor deserts but the time
may come when I will remind you of your words.”

“My words are engraven on my memory, Courtney Siba,” said the King
with a gracious smile, “and time will not erase them. Your rank entitles
you to a place on the second level of my throne, below only my beloved
nephew, Lamu Siba.”

He motioned toward the man who stood on the next to the topmost level
and who I noticed was attired in green as was Kalu, I glanced at him and
found that he was watching me with a face like a thundercloud. I returned
the scowl with interest and took stock of him, He was about two inches
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shorter than I was and ruggedly built and showed evidence of a great deal
of strength. His black hair, which like the hair of all the men of Ulm, was
worn long enough to reach his shoulders, matched the swarthy complexion.
The thing that set me against him was a crafty expression in his close-set
eyes, which were grey instead of the honest black or brown which should
have gone with his complexion.

At a gesture from the King (or Sabama as his title really was), I
mounted the dais and took my stand on the step below Lamu and directly
in front of Awlo. When I had taken my place, the Sabama turned to
the court and began again in his sonorous voice what was evidently a reg-
ularly recited formula.

“The house of Kalu,” he said, “is as a withered tree with but one green
branch. Should this branch be cut, the tree would die without trace of life
remaining. Already the branch has been almost cut. It is the hope of all
Ulm that this branch will make that new life may be given to the tree, yet
the immemorable laws of Ulm decree that the Sibi Tam shall be free to
choose her own husband when and how she will, nor may even the
Sabama force her choice. Awlo, my daughter, the green branch of the
tree of the house of Kalu, are you yet ready to declare your choice?”

Awlo rose and stepped forward.

“I am,” she declared in ringing tone.

The reply made a sensation. The audience had been listening politely
to the words of the Sabama but they evidently expected Awlo to say that
she had not yet made up her mind and her reply electrified them. A
hastily suppressed murmur ran through the hall and the Sabama started.
I noticed that Lamu bit his lip and closed his hand on his dagger hilt.

“Whom, my daughter, have you chosen to be your prince?” asked Kalu.

Awlo stepped down two steps and stood beside me.

“When the branch was about to be cut, one arose who stayed the hand
of the Mena and who saved the tree from being a desolate dying trunk
today. Who but that one should be chosen to the highest honor in Ulm
and as her future ruler. My father, for my husband, I choose Courtney
Siba.”

As she ended, she took my right hand and raised it high above my head.
There was a moment of silence and then cheer after cheer rent the hall.
Evidently Awlo’s choice was popular. The Sabama stepped forward and
held up his hand for silence. The uproar instantly hushed and he started
to speak. He was interrupted in a dramatic manner.

Sword in hand, Lamu faced him.
“Grant you permission to the Sibi Tam to make such a choice?” he de-
manded.
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“The Sibi Tam chooses whom she pleases,” said Kalu sharply. “Sheath

your weapon, You are in the presence of the Sabama.”

“My weapon remains drawn until the honor of Ame is revenged,” cried
Lamu hoarsely. “Have you lost your senses, my uncle, that you give your
only child, the pride and hope of Ulm, to a nameless adventurer who
comes from no one knows where? Who knows that he is not a kahuma
who will destroy the land? Awlo says that he slew the Mena by witchcraft.”

“Awlo has chosen,” said Kalu quietly but with an ominous ring in his
voice, “By what right do you assume to question her choice?”

“For years I have sought her, seeking to consolidate the rule of Ulm and
Ame,” replied Lamu, “and until this stranger came into Ulm, I had reason
to think that my suit was favored. Are you seeking, my uncle, to raise a
barrier of blood between Ulm and Ame that the Mena may destroy both?”

“What mean you?” thundered Kalu.

“I demand that the stranger be tested before the Court of Lords to prove
that he is not a kahuma.”

“And Lamu presides over the Court of Lords,” broke in Awlo with bit-
ing sarcasm. “Do you expect me to let my chosen go before your creatures
for judgment?”

The shot struck home and Lamu bit his lips.

“Do you approve Awlo’s choice?” he demanded of the Sabama.

“I do,” was the reply.

“Then I call upon the ancient laws of Ulm for redress. It is the right of
every Siba of royal blood to challenge and fight to the death with the
choice of the Sibi Tam. You, Courtney, who claim the rank of Siba, I chal-
lenge you to fight to the death.”

“Courtney Siba,” said Kalu gravely, “do you accept this challenge?
Either you must give up your rank or fight for it.”

I hesitated but Awlo touched me on the arm. I looked at her and she
glanced meaningly at my pistol. An idea came to me.

“I will gladly fight him,” I cried, “but not to his death. If he overcomes
me, he may do as he wishes, but I fight with my own weapons and if I
overcome him, I spare his life.”

“Then draw your weapon, Courtney Siba and defend yourself,” cried
Lamu as he rushed forward.

He aimed a vicious thrust at me before I had time to draw my own
weapon and I avoided it only by leaping nimbly back. He came on again
and I side-stepped and whipped out my Colt. As he rushed me the third
time, I raised my weapon and fired. As I have said, I am a good shot and
the range was close, so I didn’t shoot to kill. Instead I fired at his sword
hand and was lucky enough to hit the hilt of his weapon, The heavy forty-
five bullet tore his sword from his grasp and sent it flying through the air.
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I instantly sheathed my pistol and waited for his next move. It came
quickly enough.

He rubbed his right hand for 2 moment; it must have stung damnably,
and then he whipped out his dagger and came at me with it in his left
band. I was a little taller than he was and had the reach on him so I met
him half way. He made a sweep at me with his knife which I avoided and
then I took his measure and landed my right full on the point of his chin
and he went down like a poled ox. A tremendous murmur went around
the room and then came a volley of cheers. I judged that Lamu was not
popular. When the noise subsided, the Sabama spoke.

“Does any one else wish to challenge the choice of the Sibi Tam?” he
asked sardonically.

There was no reply and he nodded to Awlo. She stepped forward and
took my right hand in hers and turning it over, she kissed me on the palm
and then set my hand on top of her head. When she had finished the cere-
mony, she looked expectantly at me. I wasn’t exactly sure what to do so I
took her hand and kissed it and then placed it on top of my head as she
had done. In a moment her arms were around me and the assembly room
rang with cheers.

Presently Awlo drew back and the Sabama stepped down from his
throne. Some officers came forward and removed my white cloak and re-
placed it with a green one and the Sabama himself bound about my brow
a golden filet with a square cut stone in it, similar to the ones which he
and Awlo wore, and took me by the hand and led me up the dais and
seated me on the vacant throne, There came another blare of trumpets
and then the Sabama formally addressed me as “Courtney Siba Tam.”
Thus it was that I, Courtney Edwards, a citizen of the United States of
America, in the year of our Lord one thousand, nine hundred and twenty-
two became a Prince of the House of Kalu, the Crown Prince of the Em-
pire of Ulm and the husband of the reigning monarch’s only child.

I quickly became settled in my position of Siba Tam. My first official
task was to pronounce judgment on Lamu, When I learned the circum-
stances, I hardly blamed him for his outburst. He was the only son of the
ruler of Ame and he had been Awlo’s suitor for years. By virtue of his rank
he was Commander-in-Chief of the combined armies of Ulm and Ame
and when he saw me, a stranger, come in and oust him from his proud
position and take his sweetheart as my wife into the bargain, he lost his
head. The Sabama wished to reduce him to the grade of commoner and
confine him, but Awlo and I interceded and he was eventually pardoned
and I appointed him as my second in command of the army. Whatever
his faults, he was a good soldier and quite popular with the military, He
acted rather formally to me for a couple of years, but he got over it and
became one of my closest friends.
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One of my first acts was to send a detail of troops out to bring my ad-
juster into Ulm. There I drained the batteries and went over it thoroughly
and stored it in the palace vault, I was perfectly happy and had no idea
at all of ever leaving Ulm, but I was guarding against accidents, At any
time some prospector might find my valley and wash out a pan of dirt
and dump the rubbish on Ulm. If that happened, I meant to take Awlo
and increase our size and break up through it.

For five years everything was quiet and peaceful in Ulm and Awlo and
I were the happiest pair in the whole empire. She was the idol of the city
and my rescue of her had given me a good start, I soon grew quite popular
and when Lamu grew to be my friend, the army joined the populace in
their affection for me.

In the fall of 1927 we first began to get rumors of a great gathering of
the Mena. At first both Lamu and I were disposed to scout the idea, but
the rumors came with more definiteness and at last we had to face the fact
that the Mena were gathering for an attack in real force, We made what
preparations we could for the siege and waited for them to attack. One of
the peculiar things which had struck me about Ulm was that the art of
projecting weapons was unknown to them. Even the crudest bow and
arrow had not been developed. I thought that I saw my way clear to thrash
the Mena handsomely and I made up a bow and arrow and showed it to
Kalu, proposing that our army be so equipped. He smiled enigmatically
and advised me to lay it before the council.

I did so and to my surprise Lamu and the council would not listen to
the suggestion. When they explained their reasons, I saw that they were
sound ones. The Mena, while they have no inventive ability, are adept at
copying the ideas of others and the council were afraid that, while we
might smash the first attack by fire superiority, on the next attack we
would find the Mena armed with bows, and in such a case we would
suffer heavily, even if we finally beat off the attack. The principle of the
bow and arrow were well known to them, but they had never used it for
this reason.

About a year ago the Mena attacked, There were millions of them, it
seemed to me, and they were utterly reckless and willing to put up with
huge losses to gain a small point. Man for man they were our superiors,
so we did not meet them outside the walls, but contented ourselves with
defending the city. They brought ladders and tried to climb the walls and
they brought rams and tried to batter down the gates and we stood on the
walls and dropped rocks on them and poured hot oil on them and when
they got a ladder hoisted we hurled it back and killed with sword and spear
those who had gained a footing on the walls, I had read of such defenses
in history, and I was able to introduce a few new wrinkles which gave the
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Mena some rather unpleasant surprises, After three months of fighting,
the situation hadn’t changed a bit. I learned that a siege of ten or even
twenty years was nothing unusual. We had enough keili nuts stored in the
city to last for fifty years and we had an abundant supply of water. We
weren’t strong enough to take the offensive, so all we could do was to de-
fend ourselves and wait until the Mena got tired and quit or got to fight-
ing among themselves; the latter always happened when the siege drew
out to too great a length.

The continual fighting kept me away from Awlo a great deal and I was
naturally anxious to end it as soon as possible. As I passed the arsenal one
day, I saw my adjuster standing there and a great idea struck me. I was
confident that if I could use propelled projectiles, I could break the back
of the Mena attack in no time, The council wouldn’t let me use bows and
arrows for fear our enemies would copy them and use them against us, but
I defied any artisan of the Mena, or any artisan of Ulm for that matter, to
copy a modern rifle and its ammunition. Why couldn’t I use the adjuster
to increase my size to the plane where such things were to be had, load it
with guns and ammunition and shrink the whole business to usable size.
I hastened to lay my idea before Kalu and the council.

I doubt whether any of the council had ever believed the story I told
of my origin, although they had never said so. It is never safe to dispute
the word of those in high authority. When I soberly offered to increase
my size and get them guns and ammunition, they shook their heads and
began to wonder. I took them up on the wall and showed them what a
rifle would do to the Mena and any opposition to my going vanished.
Highly elated, 1 refilled my batteries with the electrolyte I had drawn
years before and got ready for the trip. I soon found that I had reckoned
without Awlo. My Princess flatly refused to be separated from me.

For a while I was baffled but Awlo herself suggested a solution of the
problem she had raised.

“Why can’t I go with you, Courtney?” she asked. “If we come back
safely, the trip will be an interesting one and if we do not return, at least
we will be together.”

The idea had merit and I presented it to Kalu. He didn’t like Awlo to
leave him, but he gave consent at last on my solemn promise to come back
with her. I knew that some of the work up here would be rather heavy and
I asked for a volunteer to accompany me. To my surprise, Lamu asked to
go. I was glad of his company but I didn’t want both the head of the army
and the second in command to leave at once. He insisted and pointed out
that the danger of the trip should be shared by the two highest ranking
men in the army and I gave way and consented.

The adjuster was carried to the palace roof and I made a few adjust-
ments to increase the speed of its action so that it wouldn’t crush the whole
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city beneath its weight before the base expanded enough to get a wider
support. At last everything was ready and the three of us crowded in and
with final farewells to all I closed the switch.

I had set the machine to work faster than I realized and before I could
open the switch we were twelve feet tall. I threw it back into slow speed
and reduced our size until the indicator showed that I was my normal six
feet and we stepped out into a new world to Awlo and Lamu and almost
a new one to me. ‘

We went into my shack and looked it over. Nothing had been disturbed
and no one had been there, so there was no reason why Awlo couldn’t
stay there safely while Lamu and I trekked into Beatty and I got in touch
with my bankers and arranged to buy the munitions that I wanted. We
talked it over and Awlo wanted to come. There was no real reason why
she couldn’t come and indeed make 2 trip to New York with me if she
wished, so I agreed to her coming. Lamu suggested that it might be a good
idea for me to teach him how to operate the adjuster so that, in case we
found it advisable to send the stuff down in several loads, he could take it
down and return and thus avoid separating Awlo and me, The thought
was a good one so I set the machine on slow speed and soon taught him
the simple manipulation. He caught on readily and manipulated it several
times to quite a small size and then professed himself satisfied with his
ability, I wish that I could have seen what was in the black villain’s heart!

The next moming I was in the cabin making up packs for us to carry
on our hike to Beatty when I was alarmed by Awlo outside. I dropped
everything and rushed out at top speed. For a moment I didn’t see
either her or Lamu and then I heard a low faint wail in her voice. I looked
in the direction from which it came and saw the adjuster. It was less than
one-tenth the size it should have been and I realized that it was shrinking.
I sprinted toward it hoping to reach the switch and reverse the action,
but I was too late. On my hands and knees I dropped and stared into it.
Lamu had my Princess captive and his hand was on the switch. He
stopped the action for a minute but the thing was already so small that I
could not get my finger between the side bars had I tried and I was afraid
of wrecking it. Stooping closer, I heard their tiny voices.

“Courtney Siba Tam,” cried Lamu with triumph in his voice, “he laughs
best who laughs last as I have heard you say. You robbed me of my king-
dom once but when we return and tell them how you planned to desert
Ulm in her hour of need and to steal away her Princess, I shall win back
all I have lost. For years I have planned to thwart you in your ambition
and for that reason I throttled my impulses and seemed your friend. Say
farewell to Awlo for this is your last glimpse of her.”

“Awlo,” I cried in a whisper, “can’t you free yourself?”

“No, Courtney,” came back her tiny voice, “he is too strong for me and
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| dare not struggle. Come after me, Courtney! Rescue me from this dog
who is worse than the Mena from whom you saved me once. I will watch
{or you, Courtney!” Thus I heard her voice for the last time and responded.

“I'll be after you as soon as I can, my darling,” I cried. “As for you, Lamu
Siba, the game is not played out yet. When I return, your heart’s blood will
pay for this!”

“Ah, yes, Courtney Siba Tam,” came his mocking voice, “when you
return,”

He turned again to the switch and the adjuster carrying with it all that
is dear in life to me disappeared.

I don’t remember much about the next few days. Somehow, I made my
way to Beatty and established my identity. I made the wires hum to San
l'rancisco, ordering the materials I needed to construct a duplicate of my
adjuster, Nor did I forget my people. I ordered the guns and ammunition
which I wanted shipped in with the rest of my stuff. It seemed to take for-
cver to get to my valley, but at last it came and I have worked almost day
and night since, This afternoon I finished my apparatus and moved it over
to the spot where the other had stood and in the morning I will leave this
plane and try to take my guns and ammunition to Ulm.

I hope to land in Ulm but I am not at all sure that I will do so.
I marked the place where my former machine stood but I may have
casily missed placing my new model over the old one. If I have missed set-
ting the center point where it should be by even a fraction of an inch I
may come down in Ulm miles from the city. I may even come down into a
strange world far from my empire and with no knowledge of which way
to go. I have done my best and time alone will tell how well I have done.
One thing I know. No matter what Lamu may have done or said, Awlo is
still waiting for me and she is still true to me. I have my rifle and plenty
of ammunition and even though the whole Mena race block my path, some
way I will fight my way through them and once more hold my Princess in
my arms.



AWLO OF ULM
by Capt. S. P. Meek

When [ allowed my manuscript, “Submicroscopic,” to be published, I
had no intention of telling to the world the balance of my adventures.
Frankly, I did not expect to be believed. The events of which I told were
so fantastic, so contrary to the ordinary experiences and preconceived no-
tions of men of this plane of existence, that I expected the story to
be passed off as an idle tale, told only to amuse. The editor of Amazing
Stories was kind enough to forward to me a number of comments re-
ceived, When 1 read them over I found, to my astonishment, that there
were a small number of discerning thinkers who realized that my story
was one of actual facts. Most of them expressed regret that the end of the
story was, so they thought, a sealed book to them. It is to this select group,
who I feel are my friends, that this story is addressed. The interest they
have shown in my welfare and in that of my beloved princess is so heart-
felt that I feel that I can do no less than publish for their benefit the ex-
traordinary events which followed that seemingly endless night in my
hidden Nevada valley before I started in pursuit of Awlo and her abductor.

Impatiently I watched the sun rise over the Timpahutes. The sunrise is
a little later in Ulm than in this plane because of the height of the moun-
tain (grains of sand!) which surround the empire. I judged it best to wait
for broad daylight before I plunged into what might easily be the un-
known. I had set my electronic vibration adjuster as nearly as possible over
the spot where Lamu and my princess had disappeared but I know that a
distance which could not be detected under the microscope in this plane
might be miles in Ulm and I had little hope of landing in the be-
leaguered city.

At last [ felt that the time had come. I entered-my newly completed ad-
juster, closed the switch and was on my way. Rapidly the scenery grew to
Brobdingnagian proportions and then disappeared as it grew too large for
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my eyes to see or my mind to comprehend. I watched the indicator dial as
the needle crept toward infinity. Presently its motion ceased and the high
whine of my generators became audible. The note ran down the scale of
audibility and subsided into silence. I looked out from my adjuster and my
heart sank. The landscape resembled not in the least the scenery around
Ulm. There was no doubt that I had missed my goal by many miles.

My first inclination was to increase my size and move the adjuster but
a sober second thought made me realize the futility of such an action. I
had set the machine as nearly as I could over the spot where Ulm lay and
any change I made would be just as likely to be away from the city as to-
ward it. The only thing to do was to set out on my travels in the hope that
I would meet some one, even were it one of the hostile Mena, who could
give me some idea of the direction in which to travel. I slung a couple of
extra bandoliers of ammunition over my shoulders, picked up my rifle and
stepped out of the adjuster. A second thought made me pause. I retraced
my steps and opened an arm locker. From it I took two small-caliber .32,
automatic pistols, which I placed in shoulder holsters under my shirt. The
little guns held six rounds each and while they were small, they carried
hollow point bullets which would have a deadly effect at short range, With
my armament thus reenforced, I was ready to start my travels.

The country in which I found myself was wild beyond description. In
place of the dense semi-tropical vegetation which I had been accustomed
to associate with my submicroscopic empire, there was nothing but rock,
bare rugged rock. Huge masses of stone, hundreds and even thousands of
feet high, lay piled one on another as though a race of giants had tossed
them about in sport, recking little of where they fell. There was none of
the solidity and symmetry which marks the mountains of the larger plane.
Many of the stones seemed to be precariously balanced and even where
they were wedged together, the effect was one of insecurity. I shuddered
and caught myself afraid to stir lest even my tiny weight would start one
of the masses of rock into motion and engulf me and all my possessions in
cataclysmic ruin. I walked in a gingerly fashion over to one of the unstable
appearing masses of rock and rested my hand against it. It was solid to
the touch and I pressed, gently at first, and then with all my strength, try-
ing in vain to budge the mass which must have weighed thousands of
tons, if my own negligible weight be taken as being its normal one hun-
dred and eighty pounds. Satisfied that it was beyond my strength to move
it, I felt safer, and began to consider in which direction I should start my
travels.

I racked my brain for a clue. Somewhere in memory’s vaults there was
an elusive something that this jumbled phantasmagoria of rock reminded
me of. Suddenly I remembered it.

In the days when I had been hailed as the Crown Prince of Ulm, the



88 BEFORE THE GOLDEN AGE

husband of its ruler’s only child, I had been much interested in the ancient
legends which told the history of the empire. Ulm had no written language
and no records to which I could refer other than the traditions and legends
which had been handed down from father to son. These legends were pre-
served in metrical form, The learning and reciting of them on occasion
was the principal duty of the class of persons known as tamaaini,* gener-
ally elderly men who were not of the noble class, but who, because of
their profession, had an entrée to the court and many of the privileges
of nobility. Some of them had marvelous memories and could repeat with-
out faltering thousands after thousands of lines of the old legends. It was
from them that I learned that the Mena had originally come down from
the north through the barren passes in the mighty mountains which
border Ulm on all sides. I had never been able to gather much informa-
tion as to derivation of the people of Ulm themselves. It seemed that so far
as the tamaaini knew, they had always lived in their present location.
There were, however, here and there in the legends dim and little under-
stood references to other places and it was one of these passages that I
strove to recall. Suddenly, like a flash, the long forgotten tale came to my
mind.

It told of the flight of the natural son of a ruler of Ulm who had tried
to wrest the throne from his legitimate half-brother, after his father’s
death, and it described his own defeat and death. The victor pursued him
with a handful of guards and caught him in a place where “giants played
as children, tossing mountains hand to hand.” There they encountered
a race of kahumas or wizards who flew through the air like birds and who
shot fire from their many hands, They could “kill from afar with fire” and
they allowed no one who entered their land to return. Evidently, at least
one of the party returned to Ulm with the record of the attempted usurp-
er’s death, which the legend goes on to detail at great length. The passage
had always interested me, for it seemed to hint at a higher civilization than
was possessed by the brave and chivalrous warriors of Ulm.

I looked about me and I did not blame the fancy of the ancient bard
who had laid the condition of the landscape to the gambols of giants or to
the evil machinations of wizards, Certainly his description was an apt one.
The forbidden land lay, according to the legend, “toward the setting sun.”
If the tale were true and if I were looking on the scene of that ancient
tragedy, Ulm should lie to the east and not more than a few days’ journey
away. It was a pretty slender clue but it was the only one I had. Without
it I had no idea of which direction to take, so I decided to trust to the ac-

* Compare the Hawaiian word, “kamaaini,” an old inhabitant.
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curacy and authenticity of a legend of unknown antiquity and make my
way eastward.

My first step was to fix the landscape in my mind and to take bearings
with my marching compass on the most prominent points of the scenery.
If I found my way back to Ulm my entire labor and travail would be lost
unless I were able to return to the adjuster and its precious load of weap-
ons. Three huge peaks dominated the scene to the north and they stood
so that the farther one lay exactly in the middle of the interval between
the two nearer ones. The bearing of the farther peak was a quarter point
west of magnetic north. Exactly south east was another peak with a pecul-
iar cleft near its summit. A short study enabled me to fix the location of
the adjuster so firmly in my mind that I was certain that I could find the
place again, With a final look around, I shouldered my rifle, set my face
to the east and set out.

Despite the ruggedness of the country I was able, by the aid of my
marching compass, to keep going in the general direction of east pretty
well although I had to make several lengthy detours around masses of rock.
For several hours I pushed on and found the country gradually getting a
little less rugged. There were no signs of animal life but once in a while
I came across a tuft of vegetation resembling the bunch grass so common
in some parts of the West.

As the sun got higher it grew intolerably hot and I began to regret that
I had loaded myself so heavily with food and especially ammunition and
had brought only two quarts of water. It was too late to retrace my steps,
so I husbanded my water as carefully as possible and kept going. Before
noon the heat got so bad that I began to look for a place where I could find
a little shelter.

Ahead of me [ spied what looked like a cave in the rock and I pressed
forward to investigate it. It was not a true cave but it was a fair imitation
of one made by two huge masses of rock leaning against one another. I
had no idea how far into the rock the cavity extended but it was cool in
the shade and I discarded my pack with a sigh of relief. I also unslung
the heavy bandoliers of ammunition which I carried and leaned my rifle
against the wall of the cavern. According to my pedometer, I had covered
about ten miles, I secured a pencil and notebook from my pack and
stepped to the mouth of the cavern to sight the directions of the peaks by
which I had marked my landing.

I located them without any trouble and was engaged in trying to locate
myself by a process of triangulation on a crude map which I had made of
my morning’s journey when an unfamiliar sound brought me up with a
start, I listened intently and the sound faded for a moment only to in-
crease in volume, T puzzled my brains as to what was causing it. It was a
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dull humming sound and the only thing it reminded me of was the whirl-
ing of an airplane propeller, a patent impossibility in Ulm.

The sound came nearer and I started back to the cave and took up my
rifle when the cause of the noise came in sight. My flyer’s ears had not
misled me. Flying along at a moderate speed about a thousand feet above
my level was an airplane, It was not of the conventional pattern with
which I was familiar although it bore certain resemblance to the planes
I had flown. The main difference was in the size and shape of the wings.
Instead of the usual rectangular wing spread on each side of the fuse-
lage, this machine had a single heart-shaped wing mounted above the fuse-
lage with the point of the heart to the rear. Above the wing was a
crisscross network of wires which reminded me of an aerial.

The passenger car was long and cigar-shaped although it did not ex-
tend backward much beyond the point of the heart. The sides were
pierced with windows which were glazed with glass or some other trans-
parent material through which I fancied I could see figures moving, al-
though the distance was too great for me to be sure.

The machine had three propellers, one mounted directly in front of the
car and about on a level with the wing while the other two, which were
smaller, were set lower and about midway from the center line of the craft
to the extremities of the wing. Not only the small wing spread and other
unconventional features of the design attracted my attention but also the
complete absence of all motor noise although the three propellers were
whirling rapidly.

Stupidly I watched the craft until it was almost overhead and then I
had sense enough to start something. Even though the occupants of the
ship were not handicapped by the roar of motors, I had no hope of making
them hear at that elevation so I hastily took off my hat and waved it fran-
tically. The airship moved serenely on without anyone seeing, or at any
rate, heeding my signals of distress. Desperately I ransacked my brains
for a means of attracting their attention and inspiration visited me. An
old friend of mine had been experimenting with some illuminating bullets
and he had given me a handful of cartridges loaded with them. I suddenly
remembered that my pistol was loaded with them for I had intended to try
them out but had forgotten to do so. Here was an excellent chance to test
their value. I pulled my pistol from its holster and fired up into the air.

From the muzzle of the gun a bell of fire rose into the air. Up past the
airship it went and still up. It must have traveled fully eight hundred yards
before the flame died. I fired again and then turned my attention to the
airplane, My signal had evidently been seen, for the ship was swinging
around on a wide arc. Again I waved my coat. There was no question that
my signal was seen for the ship glided on a long slant toward the ground.
I looked at the small open space before me and knew that it would be im-
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possible to land an ordinary plane in it without a crash, but I had not yet
learned the possibilities of that stubby ship with its diminutive wing
spread. The plane curved down and came to a stop not over a hundred feet
from where it first touched ground. The center propeller ceased turning
but the two side propellers kept up a steady hum until after the ship had
come to a complete stop.

A door opened in the side of the ship and four figures climbed out and
came toward me. I hastened to meet them but I stopped short in my stride
before I had gone far. They had the general conformation of men but they
suddenly gave me an uncanny feeling as though I were looking at huge
spiders. I could not understand the feeling for a moment until I concen-
trated my attention on the one who was leading the advance. From his
shoulders projected not one pair of arms but three. The rest of him ap-
peared to be normal as well as I could tell through the bulky shapeless gar-
ment which he wore and the helmet which concealed his features.

The four figures spread out as they advanced and I did not interpret
the action as a friendly one, I thought momentarily of retreating to the
cave where I had left my rifle but I had no idea of how fast these new-
comers could travel and they were as close to the cavern mouth as I was. 1
backed against a nearby boulder and drew my pistol. They might mean
no harm but I preferred to be ready for all eventualities.

The four drew near until they were within twenty feet of me. I raised
my pistol but hesitated about commencing hostilities until I was sure that
they were not friendly. At my action they all stopped and stared and one
of them raised an arm and pointed it at me, At this close distance I could
see their features through the glass windows which formed the front of
their helmets and I realized that they were like no men I had seen before.
Their faces were a bright saffron yellow and their eyes were set obliquely
in their heads. I raised my left hand in the universal gesture of peace and
spoke.

“Pehea oc, malahini?” 1 said.

The leader looked doubtfully at me for a moment before he replied. He
spoke in a strange guttural voice and while his langnage was not that of
Ulm, I was able to understand it.

“Whence came you and what seek you here?” he demanded.

“I come from Ulm,” I replied. “I came from the capital which is be-
leaguered by the race of the Mena and I am seeking to bring assistance
to Kalu Sibama, my sovereign lord. I am lost and am trying to find my
way thither. Can you direct me?”

“Ulm?” he said slowly and then burst into a harsh laugh. “You lie,” he
went on, “Ulm is no more than a memory. Kalu Sibama has rested, well I
hope, in the stomachs of the Mena for many moons.”
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“Is Ulm fallen?” I gasped, hardly able to believe my ears.

“Ulm is fallen,” he said, evidently amused at my horror. “As fleas desert
a dying dog, so her leaders deserted her. The Mena stormed the walls and
but a remnant fought their way out. That remnant are slaves of my lord,
Kapioma Sibama of the Empire of Kau. He will be pleased when I bring
him two slaves in place of the one I was sent to seek.”

His words answered my question as to his intentions. I thought grimly
that he had not captured his slave yet as I carefully covered his chest
with my pistol. The illuminating bullet struck him fair in the center of
his chest and exploded in a flash of red light. He staggered back under the
shock of impact but did not fall. I raised my pistol for a second shot but I
never fired it, A flash of blinding green light came from one of his arms
and my pistol clattered to the ground. My right arm hung numb and para-
lyzed from the shoulder. A second flash came and my left arm was in the
same condition. I turned to run but I was too late. A dozen hands gripped
me and held me helpless.

At a word from their leader, the three subordinates jerked me rudely
along the ground toward the strange craft and pulled me inside. I gave
a rapid glance around as I entered the craft for I desired to see what type
of motors they had which operated so silently. There were none in sight.
In the front of the long cabin were a set of dual flying controls of the type
with which I was familiar. In the forward end were three tiny motors of an
unfamiliar type but there were no batteries, no generators and above all
no prime movers, unless such a term could be applied to a large panel
board set with switches and dials which was between the two sets of con-
trols. One man stood at this board. There were no other occupants of the
ship evident at first glance.

My captors dragged me to the rear end of the cabin and forced me to
a sitting position, Two more green flashes filled the interior of the cabin
momentarily and my legs from the knee down were as useless as my arms
were, The three retreated to the upper end of the cabin and divested them-
selves of their flying suits. They were men of middle height with rather
slight physique but with high foreheads and an air of great intelligence.
The leader turned his slanting eyes toward me. There was power in them
and intelligence but there was also the very quintessence of cruelty in
them. So obsessed was I with his face, that for a moment I failed to notice
that four of his six arms had disappeared.

An explanation flashed through my mind and I looked at the rest of
the crew. Each of them had only the normal two arms which I had expected.
On the wall was a rack and hung there were five flying suits, from the
shoulders of each of which projected three sets of arms. As I examined
them more closely, I saw that only two arms on each suit ended in gloves.
The other arms ended in hollow tubes from which the paralyzing rays
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had evidently come. The sight of these garments did as much as the coldly
merciless faces to impress on my mind the fact that I was dealing, not with
the brave chivalrous savages of Ulm, but with a race who had developed
their mental powers highly and who were well acquainted with scientific
laws.

The leader gave an order and two of the crew stepped to the flying con-
trols, The man at the switchboard manipulated some dials, The ship started
upward with a rocketing motion, climbing at what was, to my judgment
an entirely unsafe angle. However, the ship made it without any difhiculty
and leveled off at an elevation of about a thousand feet and continued on
her way east. I took a rapid glance at the compass set on the roof and men-
tally resolved to keep track of our course.

Two of the crew stepped forward and tossed to one side a piece of cloth
which had covered some long object lying on the floor. They picked it up
and I suppressed an exclamation with difficulty. The object was a man
and it needed only a glance to tell me that he was of a different race from
the crew of the ship. Long curling yellow locks fell from his head in
place of the short black hair of the Kauans and his skin was as white as
mine instead of the disgusting saffron yellow which marked our captors.

His arms and legs hung limp and useless as they picked him up and
bore him aft. They dumped him unceremoniously on the floor beside me
and returned to the forward part of the cabin. I looked at my fellow cap-
tive with interest, an interest which he quite evidently felt as well.

“Where from?” he asked me in an undertone. His voice had none of the
guttural quality which marked the speech of the crew. It was as soft and
liquid as the speech of any man of Ulm.

“Ulm,” I replied, also in an undertone.

“But Ulm fell months ago,” he said wonderingly. “Surely you did not
survive the sack of the city. If you did, how have you survived since then?”

“I was not at the fall of the city,” I replied. “I was away seeking aid for
Ulm when it fell. I have just returned.”

He looked at me curiously.

“What was your rank?” he demanded.

“I was Siba Tam,” I replied proudly.

An expression of joy crossed his face.

“My hilt to your hand, Siba Tam,” he said, “had I a sword to offer. I
have long hoped for a sight of the son of my ruler.”

“I was not the son of Kalu,” I answered, “I was the husband of his only
child.”

“Still my hilt to your hand,” he replied. “I have not seen my native land
since I was a child but no more loyal subject of her Sibama lives. Do you
wish to continue on to Kau?”

“T hardly wish to go anywhere as a slave,” I said briefly.
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“Then we can escape,” he replied. “I had planned to try to win my free-
dom before we reached the city, although I had little hope of success. Two
of us should be more than a match for five men of Kau.”

“But my legs and arms are paralyzed,” I objected.

“That is of no moment. Can you keep them quiet and simulate paralysis
if I remove the effects of the ray?”

“I think so.”

“Then be careful and do not move them while I work.”

He rolled over and fell against me. The Kauans glanced around at him
for a moment but paid no further attention. In a moment I felt a sharp
pain in my back and then another in my shoulder.

“Now remain perfectly quiet,” said my new friend. A dull whir sounded
behind me for 2 moment and an excruciating pain racked my limbs. I bit
my lip to keep from crying out. The pain passed and to my joy I found
that both feeling and motion had been restored.

“What are your orders?” asked my fellow captive softly.

“I have no plans made. You know what to do much better than I do.
Issue your orders and I will obey.”

“Then when I give the word, leap to your feet and rush them,” he said.
“Get between them and their fighting suits and keep them away from
them, If they get to their weapons, we are dead or worse. Without them
they have nothing but their strength to rely on.”

“Wait a moment,” I said cautiously, “I think I have a weapon here. I
have one that will kill ordinary men but it failed against these men. How-
ever, they had their fighting suits on when I tried it. Tell me, are they vul-
nerable to a sword thrust?”

“Without their fighting suits, yes; with them, no.”

“Fine. Lie still and let me try my hand on them. Can you fly the ship
after we capture it?”

“Certainly.”

“All right, 'l see what I can do. If my weapon fails, we can still rush
them with bare hands.”

I braced myself for an effort. The distance was short and I felt sure that
the little thirty-two automatic pistols which I had providentially armed
myself with would be accurate enough for my purpose. Both rested in
holsters—one under each arm.

With a sudden swift movement, I sprang to my feet, a pistol in each
hand. I raised the right one and fired at the leader. I watched breathlessly
for a moment. He swayed back and forth and then fell headlong. The gun
was effective.

The other members of the crew stared stupidly at their fallen leader.
Again the little gun spoke and the odds were reduced to three to two. The
remaining members of the crew made a rush for their fighting suits but
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they never reached them. Three times the little automatic spat forth a mes-
sage of death and each time my aim was good. My companion had risen
to his feet and he now raced for the controls. He got them just in time, for
the pilotless ship was careening badly. In a moment he had it flying once
more on a level keel.

I made the rounds of the prostrate crew. At short range the mushroom
bullets with which my gun was loaded had done their work. Only one of
our enemies lived and it was evident that his wound was fatal, Assured
of their helplessness to harm us, I moved up to the control board.

“Which way, Siba Tam?”

I reflected before answering. There was no use in returning to fallen
Ulm. The ship would be an excellent aid to me in pursuing my search for
my lost princess and I had gained a loyal follower. The first step was to
arm him,

“Go back to the place where I was captured and then straight west for
a few miles. In the meantime, teach me how to fly this ship. What is your
motive power? I see no signs of any source of energy.”

“Our power is drawn from the central power house in Kaulani.”

“Radio transmission of power!” I gasped.

“I do not understand your words,” he said (I had unconsciously spoken
in English). “The power to turn our propellers and to actuate the fight-
ing suits is generated in Kaulani and is sent out in the form of waves
which are received by wires on the top of the ship.”

“I noticed them,” I replied, “but did not suspect their use. I thought they
were used to receive and probably transmit messages.”

“Could messages be sent or received through them?”

“Certainly. Isn't that done?”

“No, Siba Tam.”

“In that case we have one bit of knowledge that the Kauans don’t have,”
I said cheerfully. “I will show you how it is done later. Now show me how
to control the ship.”

He motioned me to take the dual set of controls and started his explana-
tions. It was ridiculously simple for one already well versed in flying and
in five minutes I was maneuvering the ship like a veteran. The secret of
the small wing spread and the short take-off and landing distance lay in
the setting and position of the side propellers. They were so inclined that
their blast struck the wings and gave a lifting effect to aid the take-off.
Reversing them made them act as a brake and brought the craft to a stand-
still in a few feet. The central propeller did practically all the work of mov-
ing the ship forward.

In a short time we were over the place where I had been captured and
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we landed and secured my rifle and pack. We took off again and in ten
minutes landed safely by the side of my adjuster.

“Now I will repay you for teaching me to fly our ship,” I said with a
smile, “by teaching you to manipulate a machine which I doubt if even
the leader of that crew of brigands who captured us could understand.
However, before I do so, tell me about yourself. Who are you and how did
you get here? I have lived for years in Ulm and do not know your face
and my face was not familiar to you.”

“I was taken from Ulm as a child and reared in Kau.”

“How did that happen?”

“My name is Olua; Olua Alii by right, for I was born the son of Muana
Alii, one of the Council of Lords. When I was a child, I accompanied my
father on a trip to Ame. On the way home, the Mena attacked us. My fa-
ther was killed but I was saved alive and taken as a present to their chief.
I was destined for his larder but he never saw me. On the way to his rest-
ing place, an airship like this one swooped down on us. The Mena fled in
all directions. Men of Kau in fighting suits came from the ship and one
of them, a great Alii, picked me up. His only son had died a few days be-
fore and for that reason he spared me, although the men of Kau are en-
tirely without mercy in their dealings with those of other races. He took
me to Kau and raised and educated me as his own child. There are few of
the scientific secrets of Kau that I do not know.”

“How did you come to be a prisoner?”

“Through loyalty to the land of my birth. Although raised in Kau, I
never forgot that I was by birth an Alii of Ulm, one of the Council
of Lords. I read all I could of Ulm and the more I learned of their bravery
and chivalry, the more glad I became that I was one of them and not a
treacherous Kauan. My loyalty was always to Kalu Sibama of Ulm and
not Kapioma Sibama of Kau, although I did not speak openly of it.

“When Ulm fell to the Mena, a handful of the warriors of Ulm won
their way through to the mountains between Kau and Ulm, where they
were captured and brought as slaves to Kaulani. My heart leapt when 1
saw them come in. They were such men as I had always dreamed of, men
who fought their enemies with steel and not with weapons of stealth and
treachery. The dream of my life was to rescue them and flee with them to
Ame, which had not fallen to the Mena. I laid my plans carefully. I was
going to capture one of the largest warships, and fly with them.

“The day before I was to act, I was betrayed. A faithful slave warned
me that the Sibama’s guards were on their way to arrest me. I did not de-
lay, but raced for the roof of the power house, where I know that
the Sibama’s private flyers, the fastest craft in Kau, were kept. I selected a
fast one-man flyer and fled in the night to the west. My flight was fore-
doomed to be a failure.
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“The power sent out by the power house in Kaulani is sent in five wave-
lengths. One of them is used for all machines of peace, for lighting the
house, preparing the food and similar uses. A second actuates the fighting
suits and other weapons of war. The other three are assigned to the ships;
one to commercial ships, one to war vessels and one to the Sibama’s pri-
vate flyers. All they had to do was to shut down the wavelength on which
I was flying and my ship crashed to the ground, a wreck.

“By their meters at Kaulani they can tell where every ship is and war-
ships were dispatched after me. They could not locate me. Before leaving,
I had rigged the flyer with a device I had perfected, which made the
meters give false readings and I was many miles from the place where they
sought me. I hid the wreckage of my ship under rocks and eked out a pre-
carious living in the hope that some day I would be able to capture a small
flyer and make my way to Ame alone, I knew that they would use the par-
alyzing ray on me when I was found and I labored to make a pocket de-
vice which would remove the effects of the ray. After seven months of
toil, I perfected it. The search for me had never ended, for the Kauans
knew that I could not be beyond the limits of their empire. Many times
I had seen the patrol vessels pass over me and each time I had hidden my-
self. This morning one passed and I deliberately showed myself. Every-
thing went as I had planned. They paralyzed my arms and legs but my
pocket neutralizer destroyed the effects. I simulated paralysis and was car-
ried on the ship a prisoner. I bided my time and was about to attack, when
they saw your signal and stopped to capture you. You know the rest.”

“One question, Olua Alii; you said that the survivors of Ulm were taken
to Kaulani. Were there any women among them?”

“There were not, Siba Tam. They were all warriors.”

Evidently Awlo and Lamu had not made their way to Ulm. Well, that
was about what I had expected.

“Perhaps you had better teach me to use one of these fighting suits,” 1
suggested.

“Certainly, Siba Tam, whatever you desire. As you can see, each suit
has six arms. Two of these are control arms, the other four are weapons.
Each of the weapons is different. The green ray is a paralyzing ray with
whose effects you are familiar. It can be used as a crippling weapon or as
a killing weapon. If the heart is paralyzed, death ensues instantly.

“In the second arm is an orange ray which neutralizes the effect of the
green ray. It is used as a defensive weapon against an enemy equipped
with the green paralyzing ray. It will also restore the functioning of any
part of the body which has been paralyzed. The third arm contains a red
or heat ray. I will show you the effect of it.”

He donned a suit and directed the middle arm on the left side toward a
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boulder. A ray of intolerable brightness shot from the arm. The granite
boulder glowed bright for a moment and a stream of molten rock ran
down its face. Olua shut off the ray.

“The fourth ray is a blue one which has the effect of neutralizing the
red ray of an opponent,” he went on. “You see, each suit is equipped
with two offensive and two defensive weapons, These are all that the com-
mon soldiers carry. The Alii have suits with more arms and more deadly
weapons, both offensive and defensive. It is said that Kapioma Sibama
has made a suit with forty arms but it is so heavy that he cannot walk with
it on, It operates, not on the usual wavelength, but on the private wave-
length on which his flyers operate.

“That, however, is not the most effective suit in Kaulani. The most
deadly suit is one which I manufactured in secret and which is hidden
there, I had no opportunity to bring it with me or all the forces of Kau
could not have harmed me. I will tell you, Siba Tam, where it is concealed.
The knowledge may never benefit you but it will do you no harm. In the
power house is a laboratory where fighting suits are made and tested. One
entire end of the laboratory is taken up by a screen against which all rays
are helpless. Unknown to everyone, I have tampered with that screen. If
you ever wish to get the suit, go to the laboratory and turn the ordinary
red ray, the heat ray of the common suits, against the upper comner of the
screen, fourteen inches from the top and eleven inches from the left end.
Leave the ray on full force for eight seconds and then apply the orange
ray for twelve seconds. A portion of the screen will open and the suit is
behind it. It operates on the same wave as Kapioma’s.”

“Thank you, Olua,” I said, after I had practised with one of the suits
until I could manipulate it rapidly, “you have told me what I wished to
know very frankly and fully. I will reward your confidence by being
equally frank with you. Although I am Siba Tam of Ulm, I was not born
in that empire. I was born in a much larger world. Do you understand the
composition of matter?”

I soon found that the education of an Alii of Kau left little to be desired
from a scientific standpoint. Olua was perfectly familiar with the division
of matter into molecules and atoms and of the atoms into protons and
electrons, One of his statements surprised me a great deal until I had time
to reflect on it. He said that the atoms were static instead of in motion and
that the same was true of the electrons, I started to correct him, when a
sudden thought made me pause. A moment of reflection told me that he
was right. In his plane, both atoms and electrons were static.

When I had first started my electronic vibration adjuster, which re-
duced the amplitude of vibration of the electrons, my switch had jammed
and I had broken it in trying to open it. Despite this fact, the adjuster had
reduced me to the size of the men of Ulm and had then ceased operation.
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On each subsequent trip, the same phenomenon had occurred. The reason,
on reflection, was obvious. I had reduced the amplitude of vibration to
zero and in this minute plane, the electrons did not vibrate.

Once I had that idea in my head, it was a simple matter to explain
to Olua the theory of the vibrating atoms of the larger planes. He did
not question my theory of simple harmonic vibration of the electrons,
which theory had brought so much ridicule on me at one time. He realized
at once how the size of a body could be increased under such circum-
stances but when I told him of the world from which I had first come
to Ulm, his eyes opened. He had no more idea of the existence of such
a world than we of the larger plane had of the existence of Ulm before
my first trip there, His first thought was to flee to the larger plane from
the pursuing Kauans,

“There we will be safe,” he said. “They will be after us in a few hours
with ships of greater speed equipped with fighting suits against which
we have no defence.”

“You may go if you wish, Olua,” I said, “but I have returned to Ulm
for a purpose and that purpose has not been accomplished. I will stay
and continue my search.”

“Where the Siba Tam of Ulm stays, there stays Olua Alii of Ulm,”
he said quietly. “What are your plans?”

“The only place where I can obtain the information I seek is at Kau-
lani, where the survivors of Ulm are,” I replied. “Let me tell you why
I am here and what I seek.”

In a few words I told him of Lamu’s treachery and of my search for
my lost princess.

“You will not find her in Kaulani,” he said thoughtfully, “for there were
no women brought there. However, some of the prisoners can tell you
whether they returned to Ulm before it fell. Since that is your desire,
we will wait here until the Kauans come and capture us.”

“No, we won't,” I replied. “If they come here, they will capture not
only us but also my adjuster and the weapons I brought from the larger
plane. How long will it be before they are after us?”

“At least four hours.”

“Good. In that length of time, I can teach you how to manipulate a
rifle and a pistol as well as the adjuster. There is one other thing you
want to learn to use. Here is a wireless transmission set. It will enable
you to send messages through the air, which a similar instrument will re-
ceive, and also to receive messages sent to you. If I can, I will construct
one in Kaulani so that we can get into communication. You are not going
back to Kaulani with me.”

“I will stay with my lord.”

“You will obey my orders. If you go there, it will not aid me at all
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and will result in your death, If you hide out here, it is possible that
you may aid me. In the event that I am killed, it is my order that you
take up the search for Awlo of Ulm and never abandon it while you live
until you have rescued her from Lamu or have looked on her dead body.
Do you understand?”

“I do, sire. It will be as you order.”

“Good. Now I want to teach you all I can before we have to pull out
of here.”

Olua was an apt pupil and in two hours he was able to manipulate
a rifle and a pistol as well as I could and even to shoot fairly well at
short ranges. The weapons would be useless against men equipped with
fighting suits, the simplest of which threw about the wearer a repulsive
screen which no bullet could penetrate, but I felt that no knowledge was
useless, since my ability with a pistol had saved us once. The radio set
was elementary to him, his only wonder being that no Kauan had ever
thought of so simple a device.

When he was fully instructed we entered the adjuster and increased
our size slowly until we were perhaps a hundred yards tall, compared to
Ulm standards. We stepped out and I used a rifle to start the adjuster
and let it reduce its size to Ulmite standards. When this was done, I could
pick it and its entire load up and carry it without difficulty. Olua picked
up the Kauan ship and together we set out across the hills for the point
where I was captured. I resolved to make that cavern our base of op-
erations.

We found it with no trouble and reduced ourselves to our former di-
mensions, It was quite a task for us to move the adjuster and its load
into the cavern but we did so. When the task was completed, I bade a
temporary farewell to Olua and entered the Kauan ship. I drove it about
thirty miles due east and then landed. I set the controls of the ship for
a maximum climb and pulled the power lever to full speed forward. The
ship sprang up into the air and I leaped out just in time, Upward it went
for several miles before it fell out of control. When it did, it gave a sick-
ening lurch or two and then dove at full speed toward the ground. I
sat down and waited for the next Kauan ship to appear.

I did not have long to wait. In less than an hour a speck appeared
in the blue to the east. The new ship was a larger one than the first
and it seemed to me to be traveling at a higher speed. I was fearful lest
the occupants would see the remains of the ship which had crashed but
the Gods of Fate were kind to me and it escaped their notice. It probably
dove into some deep dark ravine, for none of the scouts which went out
from Kau in search of it ever located it. Hunting for so small an object
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as a five-man cruiser in the wastes of the Kau mountains was a great deal
like the proverbial search for a needle in a haystack.

When the ship came in sight, I walked slowly out into the open and
stood quietly awaiting its approach. I thought, and as it turned out I
thought rightly, that the figure of a man would hardly escape the attention
of an airship sent out to seek for one. The ship swung down on a long
slant and came to a standstill less than fifty feet from where I stood. A
door opened in the side of the cabin and a half a dozen figures wearing
eight-armed fighting suits emerged. I advanced toward them confidently.

“Greetings, men of Kau,” I said when I had approached to within
twenty feet of them, They paused and their leader stepped a pace in front.

“Greetings, man of Ulm,” he replied in his guttural voice, “What seek
you in the mountains of Kau?”

“I seek audience with Kapioma Sibama of Kau,” I said. “The way to
Kaulani is long and weary and I ask your aid in traveling there.”

“What manner of man are you?” he demanded. “Your color and speech
mark you as a man of Ulm, yet what man of Ulm knows of Kau and
Kaulani?”

“I know many things,” I said haughtily, “things which I have come to
Kau to impart to your Sibama.”

“What is your name and rank?”

“I am Courtney Siba Tam, Crown Prince of Ulm.”

A peculiar expression flickered for a moment over his face and he bowed
low to me.

“Neimeha of Kau is honored to be of service to such a one,” he said
smoothly, “My poor ship is at your Highness’ disposal to carry him to
the court of Kapioma Sibama. There you may meet some of your com-
patriots.”

“I believe that a few of my subjects did escape into the Kau mountains
when Ulm fell,” T said carelessly, “and I would like to see them again.
I will mention your courtesy to Kapioma Sibama.”

He bowed again at my words and motioned to me to precede him into
the flyer. I did so, expecting every moment to feel a paralyzing ray strike
me, but evidently my bluff had worked. Neimeha followed me in and
he and his followers divested themselves of their fighting suits.

“It is fortunate for me that you took this path,” I said cheerfully. “I
had little hope of meeting a ship so soon.”

“We seek one who has fled from Kau,” he replied. “As long as the light
holds we will continue our search. Such were my orders.”

“It is unfortunate that you men of Kau do not understand some of the
laws of nature with which I am familiar,” I said. “If you were, it would
be a simple matter to communicate with your sovereign and ask for a
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modification of your orders. The waves which come from your power
house could easily carry a message to you.”

“How would such a thing be possible?” demanded Neimeha in
amazement,

I smiled enigmatically,

“It is but one of the things which I can teach you,” I replied. “I could
instruct one of your learning in a short time, but I do not choose to do
so. Perhaps your Sibama will desire to confine this new knowledge to his
Alii. How long will it take us to fly to Kaulani?”

He turned to a map hanging on the wall and I walked over and studied
it. It was the first map of the submicroscopic country I had ever seen,
for Ulm had not progressed to the stage of map making and probably
never would have. The Ulmites were possessed of an uncanny sense of
direction which enabled them to find their way readily about their domain
without other aid.

I had been captured in what was apparently a “no man’s land” between
the empires of Ulm and Kau. Ulm lay, as nearly as I could scale distances
by the eye, about ninety miles due west of where we were. The old legend
had lied after all. Kaulani was roughly two hundred miles to the east,
a hundred and fifty of which were over barren mountains.

“We can fly to Kaulani in an hour and a half,” said Neimeha. “In
view of your presence, I am going to alter my instructions on my own
initiative and take you directly to the city.”

“I thank you,” I said. “I am fairly familiar with this type of ship. With
your permission, I will take the dual set of controls and guide the ship
a part of the way.”

He nodded and for the rest of the trip I devoted my attention to im-
proving my technique, There was really nothing to it and long before
we reached Kaulani, I was as confident of my ability to fly any ship in
the country as I was of my ability to fly a Bach or a Douglas.

It was nearly dark when we landed in Kaulani. The plan of the city
resembled the plan of Ulm, but the architecture was of a much lighter
and more graceful type. Not that Ulm had not been a beautiful city but
its beauty was the beauty of grandeur and massiveness with utter sim-
plicity marking its architectural lines. Kaulani, as well as I could tell in
the gathering dusk, was made up of buildings of a much more graceful
style. I could not place the type of architecture, although in the daylight
it had a strong note of the best Grecian style in it.

We landed in the huge grounds surrounding the royal palace. Neimeha
and two of his guards escorted me into the palace to a floor below the
level of the ground.

“I am placing you in the slave’s quarters,” he explained, “not that your
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status as a guest has changed, but that it is necessary that you be kept
under surveillance, until it is learned whether Kapioma Sibama will re-
ceive you. The slave’s quarters are the only place where this can be done.
Besides, I thought that you might like to see some of your old subjects,”
he added with a touch of malice in his voice.

The room into which I stepped was the central recreation room of a
large suite of rooms. It was well lighted and ventilated and was fitted
with a number of comfortable looking chairs and divans. At the far end
of the room a half dozen men clothed in coarse white garments were
grouped together talking. They turned as I entered and surveyed me from
head to foot. As I approached them, one stepped in front of the rest and
looked at me keenly. I suddenly became aware that I was dressed in cordu-
roy breeches and a flannel shirt and not in the gorgeous robes of the
Crown Prince of Ulm with the diadem indicative of my royal rank blazing
on my brow. These garments were not suitable for rough work and I
bad left them at my adjuster in the care of Olua. With as much of an
air of dignity as I could command, I stepped forward to face the group.
Suddenly I recognized the man who had stepped forward.

“Moka!” I shouted with joy. It was indeed Moka Alii, Lord Chamber-
lain of Kalu's court.

The old nobleman stared at me in unbelief for a moment and then
a red flush stole over his haughty face, Pointedly he turned his back on
me.

“Moka!” I cried again. “Don’t you remember me? I am Courtney Siba
Tam, your prince; Courtney Sibama, if Olua spoke the truth when he
said that Kalu Sibama was no more.”

Moka turned and faced me coldly, entirely ignoring my outstretched
hand.

“I recognize you, Courtney,” he said in a biting tone, carefully avoiding
giving me any title, “to my regret, but my lips will never touch the hand
of a traitor, though I be boiled in oil for my refusal”

“Moka!” I cried in real anguish, for the coldness of the first friend I
had made in Ulm cut me to the heart, “It is not true. I am no traitor
to Ulm. I was delayed in my task and was on my way to Ulm with aid
when I learned that it had fallen. I surrendered to the Kauans and has-
tened here to bring what aid and comfort I could to those of my subjects
who still lived. Never have I deserted Ulm and never has the thought
of her welfare been absent from my thoughts.”

“Traitor! Doubly dyed traitor!” said Moka slowly and bitingly, “and
now, it seems, liar to boot! Well, I know the plan with which you left
Ulm. You planned to aid her enemies and to depose Kalu Sibama, your
lord, and reign in his stead. Thankful I am that Kalu, who foolishly loved
you, died before he knew of your treachery.”
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“I am no traitor, Moka,” I cried, “and who says I am, lies in his throat!
Hold up, old friend,” I exclaimed as he sprang at me, “I am not hitting
at you but at the one who told you this pack of lies. Where did you
learn what you thought were my plans?”

“Your smooth tongue, which deluded Kalu Sibama, will not avail you,
Courtney,” he said coldly. “Cover your face in confusion and learn that
your treachery was told by Lamu Siba, whom you tried to corrupt and
failed.”

“Lamu!” I gasped—“Did Lamu return to Ulm?”

“He is here and he has told of the plans which you broached to him
to destroy Kalu and of how he fled from you when he learned of your
baseness. Your treachery is proven indeed, Courtney.”

“So he got back to Ulm safely,” I said. Somehow I had always had
an idea that he must have missed the city as I did and thought that he
and Awlo were wandering somewhere in the submicroscopic world. The
news that he had reached Ulm and had managed to turn my friends
against me was a bitter blow for it could mean only one thing, that Awlo
was dead. Had she been alive, he could never have told that tale and
been believed. With a sinking heart I put my next question.

“What of Awlo?” I asked.

I reeled back as Moka struck me a blow on the mouth.

“Dog!” he cried. “The name of a Sibimi of Ulm must not be uttered
by the lips of a perjured traitor] To complete your confusion, I will tell
you that the Sibimi of Ulm is in Kaulani.”

“Said she that I was a traitor?” I demanded bitterly. Moka paused.

“No,” he admitted slowly, “she did not, but it is unnecessary. Lamu
Siba has told enough, We men of Ulm need no word from her to damn
you further.”

My heart leaped with joy at the thought that Awlo was alive and in
the same city with me, and while her silence was inexplicable, I knew
that she must have some good reason for it. Awlo knew that I was no
traitor to Ulm and I would have staked my life on her love and loyalty.

“Listen, old friend,” I said to Moka, “it was never your way to condemn
a man unheard in his own defense on the testimony of his enemies. You
have known me as your lord and as your friend for years; have you ever
known me to speak an untruth?”

“No,” he admitted.

“Then listen, old friend, while I tell you the truth. Lamu Siba is the
traitor, not 1.”

Rapidly, but in great detail, I told him all that had happened since
the fatal day when I left Ulm in my adjuster with Awlo and Lamu to
bring back the guns and ammunition with which I hoped to rout, if not
destroy the besieging Mena. I told how Lamu had learned to operate the
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adjuster, how he had stolen my princess and had fled with her, leaving
me desolate. I told of my struggle to get material and of the months of
feverish work while I had constructed a duplicate of my machine and
gone in pursuit. Last, I told of how I had landed with my guns and ammu-
nition and had met Olua and how I had surrendered to the Kauans in
order to be brought to Kaulani.

Moka’s face grew graver as my story progressed. My sincerity almost
convinced him, but for months he had thought me a traitor. The struggle
was evident in his face. He wanted to believe and yet could not. When
[ had ended my tale and again held out my hand to him, he hesitated,
but another of the auditors, a young officer named Hiko, who had at one
time been my personal aide, had no doubts.

“My sword to your hand, Courtney Sibama!” he cried, as he dropped
on one knee and pressed my hand against his forehead and then to his
lips. “My life is yours to command!”

His enthusiasm carried the day and in a moment, not only Moka, but
the rest of the group were on their knees professing their loyalty to me.

“Forgive me for doubting you, Courtney Sibama,” cried Moka with
tears in his voice, “but the words of a Siba carry weight.”

“Where is my Sibimi?” I demanded.

“Alas, my lord,” said Moka, “she is a prisoner in the palace of Kapioma
Sibama, Lord of Kau. I have seen her twice but none of us has ever
spoken to her.”

“Did you not speak to her in Ulm?” I asked.

“No, my lord. She or Lamu never returned to Ulm. Four months after
you left us, Ulm fell to a night assault of the Mena. Had you been there,
it would never have happened, but discipline was relaxed after you left
and they kept watch poorly. Besides, the Mena had never before attacked
at night.

“The city was given over to slaughter, but a remnant of the royal guard
gathered about the palace of the Sibama and we held them at bay for
eight days. At the end of that time they fired the palace and we fought
our way out hardly. Both Kalu and the Sibimi were killed and most
of the guards, but a few of us held together and fought our way toward
the waste places where we hoped the kahumas, who were said to rule,
would either defend us or kill us with honor.

“The Mena ringed us about and mile by mile our numbers lessened.
There were but a hundred and twenty left and many of them sore
wounded when the pressure of the Mena suddenly ceased and we saw
them flying like leaves before a gale. We heard a strange noise overhead
and looked up and saw a multitude of strange birds flying over us. Some
of these birds lit near us and disgorged men with many arms who took
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us prisoners and dragged us into the interior of the birds. We thought
they were kahumas. When they were in the birds they divested themselves
of all their arms but two and we prepared for death. They did not kill
us but saved us alive and brought us here to Kaulani.

“We had been here about a month when we learned that an Alii of
Kau had planned to rescue us. We rejoiced but his plot failed and he
had to flee for his life. Two months later Lamu Siba was brought to use
as a slave. He told us a tale of treachery on your part and of how he
and Awlo Sibimi had fled from you but had been captured in the waste
places of Kau. Him we foolishly believed, the more because Awlo Sibimi
was a prisoner in the palace of Kapioma and none of us could speak with
her.

“Aside from the fact that we are slaves and not free men, we have no
complaint. The kahumas have treated us well and mercifully, although
we are forced to labor, and dire is the punishment of one who shirks.
We hope that our condition will be improved, for Kapioma means to make
Awlo his Sibimi as soon as the present one is killed.”

“Is killed?” I echoed.

“Yes. The kahumas have a barbarous custom in Kau. A Sibimi is chosen
and in one year, unless she is with child, she is slain and a new one
is chosen. The present Sibimi dies in a month. Thinking you dead,
Kapioma meant to make Awlo Sibimi of Kau. Hark! Here come the others
from work. Hide behind us for a moment, Courtney Sibama, until I tell
them of your presence.”

I knew the love of the men of Ulm for dramatic scenes and I stepped
behind the ranks of my followers. The door opened and in trooped a hun-
dred men, all attired alike, in the coarse white garb which is the Kauan
mark of a slave. Moka stepped forward and held up his hand for silence.

“We harbor in our midst a traitor!” he cried dramatically. “One who
is a traitor to his Sibama, a worse traitor to his Sibimi and a traitor to
Ulm. What is the punishment for such a one?”

“Death!” came a cry from the men of Ulm. Lamu stepped forward and
confronted Moka.

“Death is his punishment and it shall be meted out when he is known,”
he said. “Name this traitor.”

This was the answer that Moka had hoped for. He drew himself up
to his full height and pointed his finger dramatically at the prince.

“Thou art the man!” he thundered. “On your knees and beg for mercy
from Courtney, Sibama of Ulm!”

Taking my cue from his words I stepped forward into full view. Lamu
started and turned pale as he saw me, but an ominous growl rose from
the rest.

“What means this, Moka?” demanded one of them. I recognized the
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man as Hama Alii, a noble of Ulm and one of the Council of Lords.
He was, if my memory did not play me false, a distant cousin of Lamu’s.
“Courtney is a traitor, as we all well know. To him shall the sentence
of death be meted out.” :

A murmur of assent came from the ranks of the Ulmites behind him
and my handful of followers closed up behind me.

“Slay him!” cried Lamu pointing at me. The crowd surged forward.

“Hold!” I cried and they paused for a moment. “Every man is entitled
to a hearing. Let me tell my tale and then let the Council of Lords judge
my tale. One of royal blood may be tried only by that tribunal.”

My point was well taken and it appealed to the justice of the men
and a cry of assent went up. Briefly, and as eloquently as I could, I retold
my story, It made an impression but there was no loyal aide to turn the
tables in my favor this time and at the end of my speech there was silence
for a moment.

“It is a lie!” cried Lamu suddenly. “Kill the traitor and make an end
of it.”

There was a murmur, half of assent and half of dissent and I played
the same card again.

“How many of the Council of Lords of Ulm are here?” I asked.

“Hama Alii and 1,” replied Moka.

“A matter touching the royal family of Ulm can be decided only by
the Council of Lords,” I insisted. “Neither Lamu Siba nor 1 can be tried
by any lesser tribunal, Let Hama and Moka decide.”

There was a roar of assent to my proposition and the two nobles retired
into a corner to talk the matter over. For half an hour they argued the
matter back and forth. Knowing Hama’s relation to Lamu, I had rather
expected a deadlock and that was what eventually happened. The two
came forward and Moka, as the elder, announced their decision.

“When the Council of Lords is evenly divided, the decision rests with
the Sibama,” he said, “but here the Sibama is an interested party and
it would not be fair to let him decide the matter, for traitor or not, Court-
ney is Sibama of Ulm until the Council of Lords declare the throne va-
cant, Both Courtney Sibama and Lamu Siba have spoken and the voice
of each sounds as that of a true man in our ears. It is our decision that
Courtney Sibama and Lamu Siba be each given the honors of their rank
and both held blameless, until the matter can be laid before the Sibimi
for decision. In the meantime, the disputants shall swear friendship to
one another for the time being, and we will all live in harmony as becomes
brothers in misfortune.”

Lamu and I looked speculatively at one another. After all, there was
nothing that we could do except agree with the decision, which was mani-
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festly a just one. I knew that once Awlo spoke, the question would be
settled and he doubtless hoped that she would get no chance to speak
or else he had another idea in the back of his head. At any rate, he spoke
frst.

“The Prince of Ame defers to the Council,” he said. “As Moka Alii has
spoken, so shall it be.”

“So shall it be,” I echoed.

As Lamu and I approached one another for the ceremony of swearing
temporary friendship, there came an interruption, The door opened and
there stood Neimeha with a detachment of guards.

“Courtney Sibama,” he said, “Kapioma Sibama requires your presence
in his throne room.”

With a shrug of my shoulders I followed him out of the slaves’ quarters
and to the ground floor of the palace. The building was a beautiful one,
much more ornate than Kalu’s palace in Ulm, but what it gained in
beauty, to my mind at least, it lost in grandeur, At the door of the throne
room we were challenged, but a word from Neimeha opened a way for
us.

The scene was very similar to one of the dozens of Kalu’s audiences
I had taken part in. On all sides blazed the colors of the nobles and ladies,
their flashing gems set off by the sombre black worn by the guards. The
throne room was long and impressive, with a dais at the head bearing
four thrones, the central two of which were occupied. Kapioma Sibama
of Kau was a tall, slender man of about my age. He had a splendid breadth
of forehead but his slanting eyes, like those of all the Kauans, were merci-
lessly cold and cruel. The first thing, however, that attracted my attention
was the sadness of the face of the Sibimi who sat beside him. She was
a slim young girl and despite her yellow skin, was beautiful, but the sad-
ness of the ages was in her tragic eyes. Suddenly I remembered what Moka
had told me of the customs of Kau and I realized that she saw death
before her in a few short weeks. I squared my shoulders and advanced
to the foot of the dais. Slave or prisoner, condemned to death, I might
come from that interview, but as Sibama of Ulm I would go to it. I looked
Kapioma squarely in the eye and he returned my gaze with an expression-
less face.

“Courtney of Ulm,” he said in a guttural voice, “Ncimeha tells me that
the wonders we have heard of you are true and that your subjects in
Ulm looked on you as a powerful kahuma because you knew more of
nature and her laws than they dreamed of. You are no barbarian of Ulm,
fit only to be a slave, but a man of intelligence and learning. He tells
me that you are able to navigate a flyer.”

I bowed without speaking.

“I am duly sensible of the misfortunes which have thrown you from
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your high position, where you might with propriety have sat by my side,
and it is not my desire to add to the burdens or sorrows of a man of
royal rank. Since you are able to take your part in this community as
an equal with my nobles, it is in my mind to create you an Alii of Kau
and attach you to my court.”

Again I bowed deeply in silence.

“Neimeha tells me further that you know ways of sending messages
through the air from the power house to a ship many miles away.”

“I do, sire, it is a relatively simple matter.”

“I am glad to hear it, for I believe that the art will be of much use.
To the rank of Alii of Kau I will raise you, but in return I will ask of
you one small favor.”

“I will be glad to put my knowledge at your service,” I replied.

He frowned slightly at my answer.

“It is not that; that I took for granted. The favor I ask of you is of
a different nature. You were married in Ulm to Awlo, daughter of Kalu
Sibama, Since his death she is now Sibimi of Ulm. In a month or so,”
here he paused and shot a glance at the Sibimi, who quailed under it
as though under a lash, “there will be no Sibimi in Kau and it is my
intention to elevate the daughter of Kalu to that exalted rank in lieu of
the throne she has lost. The favor I ask of you is that you divorce her.”

“Divorce Awlo? Never!” I cried.

“You had better consider well before you decide so,” he said with a
frown. “As the wife of an Alii, I could not marry her without first getting
rid of you. Were I to order your execution, I would be no better off,
for the widow of an executed criminal could not be elevated to the rank
of Sibimi. However, under the laws of Kau, a slave may not legally have
a wife, Unless you consent, I will degrade you to the position of a slave,
which will effectually dissolve the tie which binds her and leave her free
to mount the throne by my side. It is immaterial to me, but it means
much to you. You may have a day in which to decide. Either you become
an Alii of Kau and divorce her, or you become a slave of Kau and I
will marry her in either event.”

“It doesn’t take a day or a minute to decide that, Kapioma Sibama,”
I replied, “I will never divorce her.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“At any rate, I tried to be kind to you,” he replied. “Neimeha, this
man is a slave of Kau. Clothe him as such and take him to the slaves’
quarters, He will work in the laboratory of the power house and show
us a method of sending messages to our ships, which he boasts is so simple.
If he refuses, or fails, flay him alive.”

The guards seized me and half dragged and half led me from the throne
room. Once outside the room, my clothing was stripped from me and the
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white garb of a slave thrown over my shoulders. Thus dressed, I was led
back to the slaves’ quarters which I had left a short time before. Moka
and my other friends hastened to greet me and to express their indigna-
tion at the tale I had to tell. They applauded my action vociferously, al-
though Lamu suggested that it might have been a good plan for me to
have fallen in with Kapioma’s plan and won the rank of Ali, which might
have enabled me to aid all of them to escape. A withering glance from
Moka stopped his mouth. After a short talk we dispersed to our beds in
the dormitories attached to the central room.

I lay awake for some time making my plans. So far everything had
fallen out better than I had dared to hope. Awlo was alive and well and
in no immediate peril. I had a hundred loyal friends at my back and best
of all, I was assigned to work in the laboratory to construct a wireless set,
the very thing I needed to communicate with Olua. I dropped to sleep
with a feeling that fortune was favoring me.

When the slaves were turned out for work the next morning, a guard
was waiting for me. He took me to the power plant, which was located
in the grounds of the royal palace. I was taken to the laboratory and told
shortly to show how I proposed to send messages over power waves. I
protested that I was unfamiliar with their methods of power transmission
and that I would have to familiarize myself with their methods and equip-
ment before I could be expected to show them anything new. After a
consultation, my stand was decided to be a reasonable one and I was
handed over to one of the laboratory men with orders that I be taught
all that could be taught about power transmission.

My guide and instructor was a young man, about my own age. Despite
his slant eyes and yellow skin, he proved to me quite a likeable fellow
as well as an erudite scientist. He was a son of one of the higher Alii
of Kau. During the period I worked with him, we became in a measure
friends and he confided to me one day that one of his great-grandmothers
had been a slave brought from Ame, the second city of the empire of
Ulm. This probably accounted for the fact that he showed less interest
in science and more in human beings than most of his compatriots. Alto-
gether, I found him the most human and likeable person I met among
the Kauans. Only the fact that he was passionately loyal to Kapioma pre-
vented me from approaching Waimua, which was his name, on the subject
of joining forces with us, His tragic death later was a source of lasting
sorrow to me.

I had little trouble following Waimua’s explanations, The power for
the entire empire of Kau was generated in the one building in Kaulani
and was sent out broadcast for general use. There were five distinct and
separate installations, each sending out one of the five wavelengths earlier
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described to me by Olua. I was appalled at first by the enormous waste
of energy involved in general broadcasting until I found out that only
a low-power pilot wave was so sent out. The generators were so built that
when a demand was received by the pilot wave, a directional wave of
the proper power was automatically sent out to fill the demand. Meters
registered the direction and distance from the power house of the consump-
tion and, as a result, the location of any ship flying over the empire could
be plotted to within a dozen miles on a map hung near the flying broad-
casters, The smallest installation of the five was naturally the one on which
the Sibama’s private flyers and his fighting suits were operated.

The day passed before we were half through with the power installation
but I took the time to give Waimua a rough outline of the methods of
radio telegraphy. He understood the principle at once and promised to
assemble everything we needed for our experiments and start the best in-
strument makers in the empire making tubes according to my specifica-
tions, As soon as the needed equipment could be got together, we would
be in a position to start our experiments. I readily located the screen in
the laboratory, behind which Olua had hid his fighting suit, but naturally
I made no attempt to get possession of it and did not mention its existence
to Waimua,

While I was going over the power plant, a germ of an idea came to
me, which seemed to make our escape not altogether impossible, While
I bad no intention to strike before I had established communication with
Olua and given him orders as to the part he was to play in it, nevertheless,
I broached the idea to Moka in strict confidence. He promptly promised
to see that our men gathered as promptly as possible certain information
which I needed. He proposed to speak at first only to the most discreet
and trustworthy of our men and avoid giving out information until the
time came for action. As we were not interrupted that night, the remnant
of the Council of Lords decided that the moment was propitious and Lamu
and I swore a temporary oath of friendship.

The next day I finished my course of instruction and on the third day
the instrument makers presented for my approval a dozen radio tubes
which they had manufactured. Considering the fact that they had never
seen a small tube for the sending of messages, they had done a very credit-
able job and I had little doubt of the success of my efforts, Waimua
and I at once started assembling a transmitter and two receivers, One of
the receivers was constructed to work only on one definite wavelength,
but the other was made adjustable, so that I could not only receive from
my own transmitter but also from Olua, if I finally established communica-
tion with him. A week passed before I was ready to make a test.

The receivers worked all right while they were in the room with the
transmitter and on the pretext of testing them at a longer distance, I sent
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Waimua fifty miles away in a military flyer. As soon as he was out of
the way, I set my transmitter to the wavelength of the receiver on the
adjuster and called frantically. It seemed hours before an answer came.
Olua had diligently studied the international code since I had left him
and he had no difficulty in receiving my messages and answering them.
I quickly acquainted him with the state of affairs in Kau and told him
of our plans. He was able to make some excellent suggestions, based on
his knowledge of Kaulani, suggestions which I gladly fitted into my plans.
On the off-chance that they might be useful, I directed him to make
a trip to the larger plane in the adjuster and bring back certain supplies.
I had left quite a sum in gold in my hidden Nevada valley and I told
him where to find it. He promised faithful performance of his duties and
I turned to the wavelength on which the receiver, which Waimua was
carrying, was set.

I sent out a garbled message, varying my power from time to time
so that the signals would come in strong and then fade out. I was fairly
sure that Waimua would be able to get only a few words of the message,
yet he would feel much encouraged. By means of a proposed modification,
I intended to prolong the work for a few more days until we were ready
to strike for freedom. My plan worked perfectly and Waimua came back
wildly enthusiastic about the partial success we had achieved on our first
attempt. We tore down both the receivers and the transmitters and pro-
posed rebuilding them with slight modifications, which I assured him
would make them entirely successful.

That night Moka reported that Hiko had brought in the last bit of
information we had needed and there was no need to delay longer. Every-
one, even Lamu, had by this time been informed of the plan and of the
part assigned to him in carrying it out.

Briefly, our plan was this, At a given time, we were to divide into two
bands. One band, under my personal leadership, was to attack the power
house and shut off all power, As soon as this was done, the remainder,
under the command of Moka, was to enter the palace and secure Awlo.
The rest of us would sally out and meet them and we would all take
refuge in the power house, We expected to capture several of the Kauan
scientists in the power plant and we would force them to modify a
hundred-man military flyer, which was always kept in a hangar on the
roof of the power house, to fly on the Sibama’s private wavelength. We
would disable all generating units except the small one which sent out
this power. All but a picked detail were then to leave on this modified
ship and the devoted band who remained would try to hold the power
plant until we were well away from Kau,

The plan was a risky one but it was the best we could think of and
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I resolutely refused to allow any discussion of what would happen after
those staying behind had been overpowered and our ship brought to the
ground. I had another plan, which I did not divulge, even to Moka. I
meant to head for my adjuster and arm my band. Kau had no firearms
so far as any of us had seen and before a hundred well-armed and resolute
men, the entire army of Kau would be helpless, once their fighting suits
were put out of business by the shutting off of the power which actuated
them. What we would do after our escape would depend on Awlo’s wishes.
We might wipe out the Mena and refound the empire of Ulm (Ame
had not yet fallen to the Mena so far as we knew), or we might found
a new empire in some remote part of our tiny world some place where
neither the Mena nor the Kauans would find us.

The weakest part of our plan was the fact that we were forced to strike
in broad daylight, for we were locked in at night. This could not be
helped, however, and we set high noon for our attempt. We trusted to
the surprise and to the fact that many of the palace attendants would
be at lunch, When we left our quarters in the morning, I could not
help wondering how many of my brave subjects would be alive that night.

About ten o'clock, as Waimua and I were working away at the radio
transmitter, two guards appeared in the laboratory and ordered me to fol-
low them, They refused to answer any questions, merely stating that I
was wanted at once in the throne room. With a few words of instruction
to Waimua, I took my place between them and walked out. As we emerged
from the power house, I saw that something had gone wrong with our
plans. Between rows of guards wearing fighting suits, the Ulmites were
being herded to the slaves’ quarters. I was taken to the door of the throne
room, where I found Lamu, Moka, and Hama all waiting under guard.
The door opened and I was ordered to enter the presence of the Sibama.
Shaking off the hands of my guards, I walked with my head up, to the
foot of the dais and stared defiantly at Kapioma. He stared back at me
with an expressionless face.

“I have been informed, Courtney,” he said in his guttural voice, “that
there is a plot on foot among the slaves from Ulm to capture the power
plant and then to escape in a military flyer, with you at the controls, What
have you to say?”

“Nothing, sire,” I replied briefly.

“All of the details of the plot are in my hands,” he went on, “and any
denial would be useless. As the ringleader, your fate is naturally death.
What form it will take, I have not yet decided, nor has my Council of
Lords yet debated the fate of your followers.”

“Of course, I realized long ago that you had decided on my death,
Kapioma Sibama,” I said coldly, “since only thus can you free Awlo from
her bonds to me, The laws of Kau may say what they please about a
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slave but we were wed by the laws of Ulm when I was free and a Prince.
My enslaving does not dissolve the tie which may be set aside only by
the Sibama of Ulm with the consent of his Council of Lords. I would
like to know how you learned of our plan.”

“One of your members, whom you basely planned to leave behind
through jealousy, overheard the plan and found out the details and told
them,” he replied.

“None were to be left,” I exclaimed in surprise.

“Did you not plan to leave Lamu here?”

“We did not. He was the leader of the band who were to seize and
protect the power installation by means of which we hoped to escape.”

“Then Lamu lied,” said Kapioma slowly, “This is not the first lie in
which he has been detected. Courtney, it seems that even a Prince of
Ulm may be a traitor. Bring in the slave, Lamu!”

The trembling Lamu was dragged by guards to the foot of the dais.
He prostrated himself at the foot of the throne and looked abjectly upward.
His subserviency disgusted me and I kicked him sharply.

“Get up and take your medicine like a man!” I said.

Kapioma smiled coldly as Lamu struggled to his feet with a black look
at me.

“Lamu,” he said, “you have lied once too often. The penalty for lying
to the Sibama of Kau is death and that fate you have merited. The reward
for treachery to your ruler in all countries is death and you have betrayed
him who is your lawful Sibama, slave though he may be in Kau. Twice
do you merit death and so slowly shall you die that it will seem to you
that twice have youn passed through the agonies of dissolution. You were
planning to escape despite what you told me.”

“I was not,” cried Lamu. “ first learned of the plot last night through
overhearing Moka and Courtney talk. I told my guards at the first oppor-
tunity.”

“Bring in Moka and Hama,” directed Kapioma.

The two Alii were brought in and it pleased me to see that each of
them bowed with just the right amount of deference due to a throned
monarch and not a speck more.

“Was the slave, Lamu, included in the plot to escape and did he know
of it before last night?” demanded the Sibama.

The two nobles glanced at me for orders.

“Speak the truth!” I said.

“He was included in the plot to escape and he was told of it four nights
ago, Kapioma Sibama,” said Hama. Moka nodded assent.

“By the voices of your countrymen are you condemned, Lamu,” said
Kapioma. “His death shall be a thing to bring the sweat of terror to the
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brows of condemned criminals for a generation, Courtney, the laws of
Kau are not inexorable, You have been the victim of one you trusted and
your suffering to learn that one of your Princes is a traitor is already a
heavy punishment, It may be.that you may not have to die. If you will
divorce Awlo as I have requested, I will submit the question to my Council
of Lords with a recommendation for clemency. No, do not answer me
now; I know what your answer will be before you have had time to think
the matter over. Reflect on this matter, If you die, with you will die every
one of your followers who were concerned in the plot. As criminals shall
they die by torture. For you, I decree a soldier’s death.”

“Not through any regard for me, Kapioma Sibama, but because you
cannot elevate the widow of one who has died as a criminal to the rank
of Sibimi,” I replied hotly.

“Exactly, Courtney. Your refusal to accede to my terms will accomplish
nothing. You may have two days in which to make your decision. In the
meanwhile, it is my pleasure that any reasonable wish of yours be granted.
Have you a desire?”

“Yes,” I replied with my blood boiling, “let me be the one to execute
your decree of death on that rat who has been the source of all my
trouble.”

Kapioma smiled slightly, while Lamu shuddered.

“Gladly,” said the Sibama. “It will be an amusing spectacle. I will even
let you choose the manner of his death.”

“I wish to kill him in fair fight.”

Kapioma studied the two of us for a moment.

“So be it,” he said, “Should he kill you, the question of Awlo would
be settled pleasantly, If he is the victor, his life will be spared and he
shall serve as a slave in Kau for the rest of his days. If you kill him,
both you and your subjects will be free. You will be taken to the Kau
mountains and liberated with two weeks’ supply of food and water and
with arms, If any of you return to Kau, you will be put to death with
torture, If you win through the mountains, the Mena will kill you. What
say you?”

“And Awlo?” I asked.

“In any event, Awlo remains here and becomes my Sibimi,” he said
sharply.

“Then I will—” I paused in thought. I had been about to declare my
preference for death in Kau rather than for a separation from Awlo, but
a plan occurred to me. My death in Kau would rob Awlo of her only
protector and the Kau mountains were where my precious firearms were
stored.

“I accept your terms, Kapioma Sibama,” I said.

“Bring fighting suits!” commanded the Sibama.



116 BEFORE THE GOLDEN AGE

A guard hastened up with two fighting suits, each equipped with eight
arms.

“A scientist such as you are, Courtney, needs no instruction to use such
a simple appliance,” said Kapioma in a cold voice. “Since Lamu has not
your knowledge, I will personally instruct him so that the fight may be
more even.”

I saw at once that it was his plan that Lamu should kill me and I
thought regretfully of the thirty-armed suit which Olua had told me was
concealed in the laboratory. However, there was no use in crying for the
moon and I devoted my attention to studying the six controls with which
my suit was equipped. I soon had them located.

Kapioma put in some time instructing Lamu. When he was satisfied
that my adversary understood his weapons, he gave orders for us to don
the suits, We did so and the guards brought in a huge dome of some trans-
parent crystalline material which they sat down over us. I have no idea
what it was made of. It looked like glass, but since it was thirty feet in
diameter and ten feet high and four men carried it with ease, it must have
been made of some exceedingly light material. I could hear Kapioma’s
voice as plainly as though the dome were not over us.

“Let no one interfere,” said the Sibama. “I will count to five, When I
have given the final number you may fight, but not before. Are you ready?
One! Two!”

A blinding green flash came from one of the arms of Lamu’s suit. My
left arm fell useless, paralyzed by the deadly ray. Lamu threw back his
head and raised an arm to shield his eyes from the brilliance. The ray
passed from me with no further damage. I waited for the further counting
of Kapioma. I was sure that he had instructed Lamu to start the battle
before the final count, but I was equally sure that I would be punished if I
did the same.

“Three!” came his voice after a pause. “Four!”

Lamu had recovered from the shock and with a crafty expression he
was slowly bringing his green ray, which had been blazing harmlessly
against the crystalline dome covering us, to bear on me. Nearer and nearer
it came and still Kapioma did not give the final word. The ray touched my
paralyzed arm and traveled down toward my leg.

“Five!” came Kapioma’s voice at last.

My orange ray blazed forth and Lamu’s green ray disappeared. I wasted
a moment by turning my orange ray against my paralyzed arm and restor-
ing it to usefulness, With it again normal, I could use two of my weapons
at once.

I turned the orange ray again on Lamu and then turned on in rapid
succession my red and my green, This was a fighting trick which Olua
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had taught me. There was a blinding flash from Lamu’s suit and his green
ray disappeared. One of his most powerful weapons was out of commis-
sion.

A scared look came on his face and his red ray blazed out. I was resolved
to act only on the defensive until his weapons were destroyed and I turned
off my orange, green and red rays and let my blue one blaze forth. Vainly
Lamu strove to pierce the shield of blue light with which I covered myself.
He reached toward his suit again and a white ray began to play beside the
red. Olua had told me of this terrible ray, which extracted the water from
any substance on which it struck and I hurriedly turned on my yellow
ray to combat it, Round and round one another we circled, his rays try-
ing vainly to find a hole in my armor of light. I strove to remember other
tricks which Olua had told me of and one came to my mind. I suddenly
turned off both my rays. Lamu swung the two blazing arms of his fighting
suit toward my heart, I waited until the two rays overlapped one another
and then turned on my green and yellow. With only one ray to guard
against, it was a simple matter to keep him at bay.

I could remember no method of putting his white ray out of operation
and to avoid prolonging the battle indefinitely, I turned on my green ray
suddenly and directed it against his legs. Before he could switch on his
orange ray to combat it, the paralyzing ray had got in its deadly effect and
he fell in a heap. I hastened forward and stood over him. Olua had told
me that almost any ray was deadly against the force which generated it. I
seized the arm from which the white ray was blazing and slowly twisted it
around, Lamu strove to fight, but a touch of my paralyzing ray made his
arms as useless as were his legs. Slowly I twisted his arm until the white
ray bore back against the arm from which it came, In another moment the
ray ceased to glow and Lamu was shorn of his weapons.

A touch of either of my three offensive rays would have finished him,
but I was not minded to kill him in that way. I bent over him and stripped
his wrecked fighting suit from him. I tossed it to one side and stepped back.
My orange ray glowed for an instant and Lamu rose as well and strong
as he had been at the start of the battle.

“This fight is between you and me, Lamu Siba,” 1 said slowly and
menacingly, “Prepare to die at my hands.”

Quickly I ripped my fighting suit from me. Lamu watched me like a cat.
Once my arms were engaged in getting out of the suit he straightened up
and rushed. I stepped back and to cne side and gave him an opening. His
right foot flew out and caught me a violent blow in the groin. With a cry
of anguish I doubled up in pain and Lamu threw himself on me, a dagger
gleaming in his hand.

I had sense enough left to twist to one side and Lamu’s dagger merely
scored my back. The pain of his foul blow was terrible and I was unarmed,
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but as he closed again I wriggled out of my suit and launched myself at
his throat. His dagger flashed before my eyes but I disregarded it and
closed with him. I grasped him by the throat and hurled myself to the
ground, dragging him with me. I felt a burning pain in my shoulder and
another in my side before my knee found his chest and I could wrench
the dagger from his grasp and hurl it away, My hands closed again on his
throat and I began to squeeze, His face grew purple and he looked at me
appealingly. I released the pressure for a moment and put my head down.

“Mercy, Courtney Sibama,” came in a coarse whisper from his lips.

“When did you show mercy?” I demanded. “Where is Awlo? Where is
Kalu Sibama? Where is ravaged Ulm? Your life is trebly forfeit for your
treachery and there is no mercy in my heart.”

Slowly I tightened my grip on his throat. His breath came in gasps and
then in a rattling wheeze. His head sank back, his eyes starting from their
sockets and staring horribly. I can see those eyes yet. Still kneeling on his
chest, I released my grip on his throat and seized his head and twisted it
slowly around. Further and further it went until the vertebrae gave with
a snap and his head fell limp. So died Lamu Siba, Prince of Ame of the
Empire of Ulm at the hands of his ruler, whom he had betrayed.

I staggered to my feet and faced Kapioma.

“Your decree has been executed, oh Sibama,” I cried between gasps.
“When may I and my subjects depart?”

“As soon as you are recovered from your wounds and can travel, Court-
ney,” he said gravely. “I am disappointed at the showing that dog made,
but the word of the Sibama once pledged, may not be recalled. You are
only changing the quick and honorable death of a soldier for a lingering
death of thirst and starvation in the mountains. You have made your
choice. Remember, however, that my offer of your life is still open. Divorce
Awlo and I give it to you freely.”

I straightened up to hurl a defiance into his teeth, but I could do no
more. I had lost more blood than I realized and I swayed a moment and
then everything went black. I seemed to be falling through an endless dis-
tance and then I could remember nothing more.

It was four days before I recovered consciousness, but when I did, I was
ready to travel. The physicians of Kau had treated me with healing rays
which had healed my wounds and restored my strength. I really felt little
the worse for the terrible battle I had been through. Moka wished me to
rest for a few more days, but I did not dare. The date of the death of the
Sibimi of Kau was only fourteen days away and unless we could return to
Kau before that time, I shuddered to think of the fate of Awlo. Accord-
ingly, I sent word to Kapioma that I held him to his promise and desired
to depart at once.
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Somewhere in his heart there must have been a speck of chivalry which
had not been bred out, for he came to the power house in person to see
our departure.

“Farewell, Courtney Sibama,” he said, “for once I have released you
from slavery, your royal rank returns, I am sorry that you would not ac-
cede to the very lenient terms I offered you, for I believe you would be a
useful member of my court. However, I have pledged my word and you
may depart. I am merely changing the form of your death. You cannot
return to Kau. If you stay in the mountains, you starve, and if you go to
Ulm the Mena will kill you. In any event, you will be removed from my
path in a few weeks.”

I humbled myself to ask one favor before I left.

“Since I am going to death, Kapioma Sibama,” I said, “I ask of your
mercy one thing, I wish to see Awlo before I go.”

His brow darkened.

“That is impossible,” he said coldly. “Awlo does not know of your pres-
ence here and thinks you are dead. You soon will be and I have no wish
to refresh her memory and reawaken her sorrows. It would turn her against
me.”

I did not trust myself to speak further but entered the waiting transport.
My men followed me and in a few moments we rose rapidly into the air
and headed away to the west.

“Where shall we land you, Courtney Sibama?” asked Neimeha, who was
in command.

“Land us at the spot where you found me,” I replied.

He shrugged his shoulders and spoke to the pilot. Two hours after
leaving Kaulani, the transport dropped to a landing and we debarked. The
ship hovered over us for a few minutes and then turned back toward the
capital of Kau, Moka approached me as the Kauan ship disappeared.

“What are your plans, Courtney Sibama?” he asked.

“We will return to Kau and rescue our Sibimi. Thereafter we will do as
circumstances direct.”

“We are but a hundred and two,” said Moka doubtfully, “and the army
of Kau numbers thousands. Can we hope to win through to victory?”

“A hundred men properly armed can do wonders, Moka,” I replied.
“Have you forgotten the weapons which I went from Ulm to bring? They
are hidden in these mountains. We will go to where they are and then
make our plans, With them we will find an Alii of Ulm who has lived in
Kau for years and knows their weapons. Do you think that the Kauan
ship will return to watch our movements?”

“Since we are forbidden to return, I think it will.”

“T hope so. If they do, I have an idea that may enable us to reach Kaulani
without a fight. The first thing to do is to get proper arms.”
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My marching compass was one of the things which the Kauans had
returned to me before they left us. My automatic pistols they had kept,
although they were not familiar with their use. I laid off a course with
the compass and, laden down with food and water, we started our journey
toward the adjuster.

Moka had been right when he said that the Kauans would keep track
of us. Late that afternoon, while our cavalcade was struggling wearily
over the bare rocks, the transport which had brought us to the mountains
sailed over us at a low elevation. The sight of our progress evidently satis-
fied them, for, after a careful survey of our column, they returned toward
Kaulani. Night fell before we had covered more than half the distance
which I calculated separated us from the adjuster, but I was confident
that we were going in the right direction.

The night was bitterly cold and as we had nothing resembling blankets,
all we could do was to huddle together and pass the night as best we could.
The men of Ulm were unaccustomed to cold weather and they suffered
horribly but none of them complained. The next morning we took up
our march,

By noon I was confident that we had come far enough, yet none of the
landscape was familiar, I halted the column and sent parties of scouts off
in various directions. They were all ordered to reassemble at the central
point before sundown.

It was a hard task to find one’s way about the rugged country, even
with a compass. I nearly got lost and the sun was setting when my party
returned to camp. Two of the parties were still unaccounted for. We had
no material with which to make fires and all we could do was to send up
occasional shouts to guide the stragglers. One party came in about eight
o'clock but morning dawned without trace of the other one, I was surprised
at this, for I knew of the wonderful sense of direction and location which
is the gift of all Ulmites. I made some tests and soon found that this sense
was not operative in the mountains. Why, I can’t explain, It just wasn’t.

I held a consultation with Hama and Moka the next moming, I was
sure that we were close to the adjuster and the ammunition and yet we had
combed the country the day before and found nothing. I had a feeling that
we were too far south and favored moving the camp, but the problem of
the lost party remained to be solved. We finally decided to leave ten men
under Hama at our first camp and move the rest some five miles north,
keeping in touch by means of messengers. At the new camp I would send
out fresh search parties. This programme we carried out, but another two
days of combing the hills failed to locate the adjuster and I began to fear
that the Kauans had found it and moved it, The fourth and ffth days
passed in similar fashion and even my staunchest supporter, Moka, began
to look dubious.
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The morning of the sixth day we were about to start fresh parties out
on their interminable search when a faint shout was heard from the south
and we saw one of Hama’s party approaching at top speed. As he came
nearer, it was evident that he was laboring under great excitement.

“We have found the place, Sibama!” he gasped as he came within hear-
ing. “Hiko’s party found it the first day but the messenger they sent fell
and broke a leg. It was not until today that he crawled into our camp,
nearly dead from pain and thirst. He says that Hiko and two men stayed
there, but he does not know where it is.”

The fact that the adjuster had been found near our camp was a heart-
ening thing and we swiftly broke camp and retraced our steps to join
Hama’s party. We found that Hama had sent off all his men in the direc-
tion in which Hiko had left the camp and all we could do was to wait un-
til they found the place. We had not waited more than three hours when a
man arrived and told us that he had located it. He said that they had found
the cave and the boxes in it, but that there were no signs of Olua or the
adjuster, I started at once with a party with food and water for Hiko'’s
men, leaving most of the men in camp until all of Hama’s men returned.
They were to move camp and join me the next morning.

The report of the scout was correct. In the cave were the arm chests
and the boxes of ammunition, but there was no trace of either Olua or the
adjuster, I racked my brains as to what could have happened. The only
explanation which seemed logical was that when he had returned to the
larger plane at my orders, his adjuster got moved. In such a case he might
easily have come down miles away and was earnestly seeking us. The loss
of the adjuster was a blow, but we still had our arms and ammunition
and everything was not lost.

It was a short task to break open the rifle chests and the ammunition
boxes and I felt better when I saw my tiny force armed with modern rifles
and pistols, even though none of them had the slightest idea of their use
and I had grave doubts of their value against the fighting suits of the
Kauans. The fact that they did not know how to use the weapons did not
worry me especially, for I knew that I had eight days before the Sibimi
of Kau was doomed to die and I had a plan which, if successful, would
enable us to travel over the two hundred miles which separated us from
Kaulani in a short time, The Kauan transport had flown over us each after-
noon, evidently checking our movements and my plan was a no less daring
one than attempting its capture. I blessed the fact that I had not completed
my radiotelegraphic apparatus before I left the city.

My first task was to teach my men the use of the pistols and rifles. I had
loaded a hundred rifles and thirty thousand rounds of ammunition on the
adjuster together with a hundred pistols and ten thousand rounds of pistol
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ammunition, I felt that I could safely expend one hundred rounds of rifle
ammunition per man and half that amount of pistol ammunition on target
practise, We improvised a range and posted guards to warmn us of the ap-
proach of Kauan ships. The Ulmites took to the guns as ducks take to
water, In five days I felt my fire discipline was adequate and I anxiously
awaited the arrival of the ship I had planned to capture.

To my horror, the ship did not appear on that day, nor the next day,
nor yet on the next, Our food and water were about exhausted, for we
had been allowed only a fourteen-day supply. Apparently the Kauans
knew that we could not return to their country and had decided that we
were afraid to face the Mena and thought it useless to keep further track
of us. As the sun went down on the fourteenth day after we had left Kau-
lani, I was in black despair. That was the day set for the execution of the
Sibimi of Kau and the thought of my princess at the mercy of Kapioma
nearly drove me insane.

We could not possibly cover the two hundred miles separating us from
Kaulani in less than five days of forced marching, even were we ade-
quately supplied with food and water and unopposed. I had based all my
plans on the capture of a Kauan ship. The morning of the fifteenth day
found us with no water and almost no food and despair settled over the
camp. We felt the urge to be moving but there was no place where we
could go and nothing that we could do. We went through some rifle drill
in the morning in a perfunctory manner and with the feeling that it was
merely a waste of time.

In an endeavor to keep my men from brooding, I took them out on the
improvised range again in the afternoon, but there was no enthusiasm.
We were all suffering badly from thirst. I was about to order them back to
camp when a shout from one of the lookouts whom we had posted as a
routine matter, brought us to our feet. The lookout was shouting and point-
ing to the east. In the sudden silence which fell, I could feel rather than
hear, the distant hum of propellers. Our plans had been made long ago
and my men rapidly took the ambush formation I had laid out, while
others, as the Kauans appeared, started a dropping fire at the distant tar-
gets.

I had counted on the curiosity of the Kauans to bring them to the
ground to see what we were doing, nor was I disappointed. The ship hov-
ered over our range for fifteen agonizing minutes before it swooped to
a landing, a hundred yards from our firing point. A detachment of Kau-
ans, wearing six-armed fighting suits, debarked and approached the firing
line. I was hidden behind a rock perhaps fifty yards from the ship. The
angle at which the ship landed was such that I could not see the control
board through the open door, a vital necessity, if we were to capture the
ship. I waited until the Kauans had passed me and blew my whistle.
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A burst of fire came from the line and the Kauans staggered back under
the impact of the heavy bullets at short range. The fighting suits held and
none of them were injured. Green and red rays shot out from the arms of
the fighting suits. Half a dozen of my men dropped helpless and the Kau-
ans advanced slowly in a line, This was the moment for which I had been
waiting, Holding my fire at ready, I raced across the ground behind the
fighters. The angle at which I ran brought the control panel into view
through the open door. I dropped prone and cuddled my rifle to my cheek.
I had been nervous, but when the moment came to fire, I was as steady as
a rock. I picked out the switch which controlled the current which fed
the fighting suits. The switch sat for a moment on top of my front sight
as I slowly squeezed my trigger. With a crash the rifle went off. In an in-
stant the rays died out in midair, and with a cheer my men leaped to their
feet. A volley rang out and the ground was sprinkled with dead and dying
Kauans, I had effectually disabled every fighting suit in the ship.

The pilot of the ship was not napping. My men raced toward the ship,
but when the nearest was still fifty yards away, the central propeller began
to whir and the ship moved forward. Hiko was the nearest and he almost
reached it when a blinding white flash came from its side and he dropped
in his tracks. The ship moved forward with rapidly gathering momentum.

My men raced after it, but I knew the use of a rifle better than they did.
I rammed a fresh shell into my piece and took careful aim. As my shot
rang out, the central propeller slowed down for a moment and I hastily
reloaded my gun. My second shot went wild, but the third scored a bull’s-
eye and the propeller slowed visibly and ran out of true. A fourth shot,
the last in my magazine, stopped it entirely and the ship, with only the
two wing propellers turning, sank toward the ground.

“After it!” I shouted, and my men toiled valiantly toward the dropping
ship. I did not dare to risk a shot at a wing propeller lest the ship crash so
badly that we would be unable to repair it. The ship touched the ground
and came to a standstill. My men rushed forward with a shout of tri-
umph. They had almost reached it when another blinding crash came
from the side and two of the Ulmites crumpled in their tracks.

It was apparent that the Kauans possessed other means of offense than
their fighting suits, but they seemed to be effective only at short range.
I called my men back and a volley from our rifles riddled the transport.
A second and third volley were poured into the cabin for safety’s sake
before we cautiously approached. No flash greeted us and we opened the
doors to find the interior of the cabin a shambles.

The soldiers removed the dead bodies while I inspected the ship. Aside
from my first shot, not a one had struck the control panel, but the central
propeller was wrecked, A cursory inspection showed me that the switch
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which controlled the fighting suits was hopelessly wrecked, but as my men
did not know how to use those terrible weapons, it was a matter of small
moment. I knew that every Kauan ship carried a set of spare propellers
and I soon located them and set some of my men at work removing the
damaged one. The Ulmites were about as clumsy with tools as it is pos-
sible to imagine and in the end I had to do most of the work myself. The
result was that the sun had nearly set before I tested the new propeller
with the control panel and found that it had been properly installed. Our
party embarked and I took my place at the controls. A hundred-man trans-
port was not built for one man to fly and I had my troubles. How I cursed
the luck which had made Olua miss the place when he returned to Kau
in the adjuster. I would have given a great deal to have had him at my
side. However, what must be done can be done and I got the ship into
the air and headed for Kaulani.

For half an hour we made our way east without incident, A shout from
the forward lookout apprised us of danger and Moka hastened to his side.
He glanced through the telescope and informed me that three Kauan
warships were approaching at high speed. I dared not leave the controls
for an instant, so I hastily gave him directions for the fight which I felt
was approaching and I drove forward.

The leading Kauan ship approached to within fifty yards and a string of
illuminated signals broke out above her wings, I had no idea what they
meant. The ship passed by, swung around in a circle and flew parallel to
us about a hundred yards away with the strange signals flying, I gave the
word to Moka.

A burst of rifle fire came from our ports and I had the satisfaction of
seeing the Kauan ship reel wildly for a moment and then plunge headlong
toward the ground. The other ships had not been fired on and they ap-
proached rapidly, one on either side. As the first one swept past us there
was a blinding flash of purple light from her side. I was conscious of a
feeling as though I had been struck a heavy blow, but they had miscalcu-
lated the range. While our ship reeled in the air, she righted herself and
went on. The fire of our riflemen was deadly and the second ship plunged
to the ground after the first.

The third ship had learned caution. It swung past us at a much greater
range., When it was opposite us, a tiny spot of intense light shone for an
instant and every switch on our power panel flew open. Qur ship reeled
and started to fall, but I dropped the flying controls and rushed to the
panel. With both hands I closed the switches and then grasped the con-
trols again and tried to right the ship. I had barely succeeded when the
spot of light shone again and I had to repeat the task.

“Fire at them, Moka!” I cried. “Never mind the range!”

At my words, the burst of fire came from our ship but again the light
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glowed, this time before I had the ship under control. We turned nose
down and fell rapidly. Apparently satisfied that they had put us out of
commission, the Kauan ship turned her tail to us and sped away in the
gathering darkness. I closed the switches and with all three propellers
whirling at top speed, I strove desperately to right the ship, Nearer and
nearer we came to the ground, but I wrenched at the controls with all my
strength. Just before we struck I felt the craft respond to my efforts and
slowly start to gain altitude. A dropping fire had been kept up at the flying
Kauan and just as we started to climb, a shout of joy from Moka, who was
at the telescope, told us that it was in trouble. At our best speed we drove it
and soon it was again visible, flying slowly and in evident distress. A few
well-directed shots ended the fight. We left it in ruins and resumed our
course for Kaulani. Again I thanked my lucky stars that Kau did not have
wireless communication.

Darkness came on rapidly, but I held my course by compass and in less
than an hour the lights of Kaulani loomed before us, With all my lights
blazing I headed boldly for the power house and landed on the roof. A
detachment of the guard came to meet us and we opened the door and
emerged. Ten of my men had donned the useless fighting suits of the dead
Kauans and they led the way with me in their midst and the rest of the
Ulmites trooped along after as though they were prisoners,

“What means this, Homena?” demanded the officer who had approached
us.
These were the last words he spoke, for Moka had him by the throat
before he could utter another. Before the menace of the lifted arms of the
fighting suits, the unarmed Kauan guards surrendered and were taken
into the flyer and bound and gagged. The ten men equipped with fight-
ing suits, with me again an apparent prisoner in their midst, trooped down
the stairs to the laboratory. We paused outside and I heard the buzz of a
wireless transmitter, Waimua was apparently at work.

I motioned my men aside and softly opened the door. Waimua was alone
in the laboratory and he looked up with a smile when I entered.

“Ah, Courtney,” he said, “you are just in time. I have been hearing some
signals on my receiver—"

He broke off as I covered him with my pistol.

“I want to save your life, Waimua,” I said, “for you were kind to me,
but to do so you must surrender to me. I am in control of the power house
and my men are outside. If you make a sound, I will kill you where you
stand.”

“What do you mean?” he asked in amazement.

“Exactly what I say. We have returned from the Kau mountains to res-
cue our Sibimi and we will brook no interference. Raise your hands in
token of surrender or I'll shoot.”
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Slowly he raised his hands as I had ordered. I turned to call my men,
and he sprang, Not at me, but toward a button which was on his laboratory
table. I liked Waimua, but it was his life or mine and with mine, Awlo's.
My pistol spat out a message of death and the luckless scientist fell in a
heap. At the sound of my weapon, my men burst in. We barred the door
and waited breathlessly, Not a sound came from outside. Apparently the
Kauans were enough accustomed to strange sounds from the laboratory
to remain unalarmed at my shot.

Satisfied that we would not be interrupted, I took an ordinary six-
armed fighting suit from the wall and donned it. I measured a distance of
fourteen inches from the top of the huge testing screen, which covered
one entire end of the laboratory and eleven inches from the left edge. I
marked the place and stepped back, I pointed my red ray at the intersec-
tion of the two lines I had drawn and left it on full force for eight seconds.
I shut it off and supplied the orange ray for twelve seconds. As I shut the
orange ray off, a section of the screen opened slowly forward and there,
in a recess cut behind the screen, lay the fighting suit of which Olua had
told me. I drew it out and examined it.

The suit weighed less than twenty pounds, despite its thirty arms. I
took off the six-armed suit which I was wearing and donned the new gar-
ment, It fit me like a glove and was not much more uncomfortable than
an ordinary suit of clothes.

Olua had explained the suit to me and I found detailed instructions
with it. I stepped back and spent several minutes in practising the use of
the various controls against the protective screen. I did not have time to
try all of them and no time to learn which control actuated which weap-
ons, but I did locate the master control, which threw on all of the protec-
tive rays at once. Satisfied that I had learned enough, I led the way out of
the laboratory.

For some unknown reason, we passed through the building and into the
grounds without a challenge, although the sight of a detachment of eleven
men in fighting suits in the Sibama’s palace ground was enough to attract
attention. We stole quietly toward the royal palace until we were under
the south wing, where we knew Awlo to be confined. Moka pointed out
her window to me and I gave my rifle to him and grasped a creeper which
clothed the wall. It was a hard climb and I was tempted several times to
return to the ground and take off the cumbersome fighting suit which I
wore, but better judgment prevailed and I struggled on. At last I climbed
to a point where I could look into her room. It was apparently empty and
1 inserted the point of my dagger and pried the window open and stepped
into the room.

I found myself in a luxuriously furnished apartment, but a hasty search
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through the rooms proved them to be as empty as the grave. My heart fell,
for I feared that Awlo had already been dragged to Kapioma’s chambers.
I tried the doors leading from the rooms and one of them opened at my
touch. I found myself in a deserted corridor and I stole softly along it. I
had almost reached an intersecting way when a slight noise behind me
made me swing around. A hidden panel in the wall I had just passed was
slowly opening and I stepped beside it. A Kauan Alii made his appearance
and turned toward me. As he saw me, he opened his mouth to shout, but
my green ray blazed forth for an instant and he stopped petrified. He had
done me no harm and with my orange ray I removed the paralysis from
his brain. His tongue I left helpless and before I left him I treated both his
legs with a dose from my paralyzing ray. I left him helpless and went on.

I found myself in a secret passage, dimly lighted, and I stole along it
for a few yards and found it ended in a stairway. I debated for a moment
as to what course to pursue and then stole back to the panel. It was closed
and I could not find the spring or lever which operated it. It would have
been an easy matter to have burnt my way through with my heat ray, but
I did not care to start a possible fire in the palace. I thought of restoring to
speech the Alii who lay helpless before me, but knowing the Kauans as
I did, I felt certain that his first action would be to give the alarm. Despite
their cruelty and treachery, they were intensely loyal to their Sibama.

There was only one alternative. With a prayer in my heart, I returned
to the stairway and proceeded down it. I went down a long flight and
paused on a landing place where I could hear a murmur of voices. I
touched the wall before me and found that it was no wall but a hanging.
Cautiously I cut a slit with my dagger and peered through.

I was looking into the throne room from a point behind and slightly to
one side of the two central thrones. The room was empty save for a small
group which stood before the throne. I didn’t stop to count them, for my
eyes were focused on one of them and my heart gave a bound which
threatened to burst my ribs. The central figure was my adored princess,
Awlo of Ulm. I could hear a voice speaking from the throne which was
concealed from my gaze and I recognized it as Kapioma'’s.

“The Sibimi’s throne of Kau is empty,” he said in a voice which sounded
as though he were repeating an argument for the hundredth time, “and
I offer you the honor of filling it. I could take you without this formality,
but such is not my wish. Your blood is royal and your children would be
worthy of the throne of Kau, which they would occupy some day. Will
you bid me lay aside the panoply of war and don the robes of peace that
I may wed you honorably?”

Awlo threw back her proud head.

“Never!” she cried. “My lord, Courtney Sibama, lives and will rescue

me. I could not be your Sibimi if I wished and would not if I could.”
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“I tell you that Courtney is dead,” protested Kapioma.

“Not until I see his corpse will I believe that and when I do, my life will
end as well,” she said haughtily, “Beware what you do, Kapioma Sibama,
the arm of my lord is long and he knows how to avenge any indignity to
which I am subjected.”

“Enough of this!” cried Kapioma angrily. “I am offering you no in-
dignity but honorable marriage and the rank of Sibimi of the greatest
empire in the world. If you will not wed me willingly, you will by force.
Wedlock is essential that your children may be lawfully called to the
throne of Kau, Where is the Mayor of the Palace?”

A gorgeously dressed functionary stepped forward.

“You shall wed us, Wiki,” said Kapioma, “and as I have won her by con-
quest, I will be wed in the panoply of war.”

He stepped down from the dais into the range of my vision, Had it not
been for his voice, I would not have known him, for he wore a fighting
suit from which fully forty arms protruded. The weight must have been
great for he moved slowly and as if with an effort. As he approached, the
Mayor of the Palace stepped forward toward Awlo, but recoiled as though
she had been a deadly snake. In her hand gleamed a jeweled dagger.

“One step nearer and I will sheath this weapon in my heart!” she cried.

The Mayor stopped but Awlo could not fight alone the weapons of Kau.
A green flash came momentarily from Kapioma’s suit and the dagger
dropped from her paralyzed arm. She turned to run but another flash,
this time of a paler green, filled the room for an instant and she stopped
in her tracks. Kapioma’s guttural laugh rang out as he advanced to where
she stood motionless. He took her hand in his and kissed it and then placed
it for a moment on top of his head. He held out his hand and the Mayor
of the Palace took it respectfully and raised it toward Awlo’s lips. A sharp
report rang out and the Mayor staggered and fell headlong. Unfamiliar
as I was with Olua’s fighting suit, I preferred to use the weapon I knew.
I have mentioned before that I am a good shot, especially at short range.

A sweep of my dagger opened a way for me through the tapestry and
I stepped out into view. The time for ordinary weapons had passed and
I dropped both pistol and dagger and placed my hands on the control but-
tons of my fighting suit. I swung the deadly offensive arms toward Kapi-
oma and prepared to launch my deadly assortment of rays at him, The
guards, armed with spears, were approaching from all sides.

“One step nearer and your Sibama dies!” I shouted.

The Sibama stared at me for a moment and a look of wonder came
into his eyes.

“Courtney Sibama!” he cried.

I bowed my head in acknowledgement but I did not take my eyes off
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him, It was well that I did not. Slowly his hands sought the control buttons
of his massive fighting suit.

“Stop that!” I warned sharply. “If you try to use a weapon you are a
dead man.” ,

He dropped his hand and stared fixedly at me. The situation was a
stalemate, Kapioma did not dare to move and I could not pick the helpless
Awlo up and leave with her. I thought of trying a blast of one of my
rays at Kapioma but I was not sure just which ones his fighting suit would
stop instantly. Besides, if I opened hostilities, Awlo might be killed in
the blasts of rays which would fill the throne room. For a full minute we
stared at one another and then Kapioma spoke.

“Courtney Sibama,” he said slowly, “one of us will never leave this room
alive. You are wearing a fighting suit of a type I do not recognize. I wear
the most powerful suit in Kau, Which of the two will win in a conflict,
neither of us knows. If we fight in the open, no one can prophesy what
the result to all in this room will be.”

He paused and I nodded assent to his word but did not relax my
vigilance,

“We both desire the same thing—the life and person of Awlo of Ulm,”
he went on, “and one of us will win it. Let her be won in fair fight
and to the victor she shall belong,”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Let a fighting dome be brought and placed over us. When the signal
is given, we will prove which of our fighting suits is the most powerful.
To the survivor shall belong the princess.”

“If I win, have I the promise that Awlo and I can leave Kau with our
subjects without hindrance?” I demanded.

“You may, without hindrance from me. Further than that I cannot
promise. The word of a dead Sibama does not bind his successor. How-
ever, if you win, you should be able to fight your way out of the kingdom
with fighting suits.”

I hesitated for a minute. If I fought him and lost, my princess was
doomed. If I won, all I could hope for was the chance to battle my way
out with her in my arms. If, on the other hand, I refused his terms, she
might easily be sacrificed during the battle in the open, which would en-
sue. I quickly made up my mind.

“Bring your fighting dome,” I cried.

Guards hastened out to get it. Still keeping my hands on the control
buttons of my suit, I walked down the steps of the dais and took my
place facing Kapioma, The dome was brought in and placed over us.

“Take your hands from your controls, Courtney Sibama,” said Kapioma,
“in order that we may start equally.”
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I dropped my hands to my side, The Sibama turned to the ring of spec-
tators.

“Noma,” he said to an Alii who stood there, “take a spear from a guard
and drop it. When that spear strikes the ground, the battle will com-
mence.”

The Alii took a spear and poised it. He stood in such a position that
each of us could see him equally well. He poised the spear above his
head for an instant and then let it fall.

The fractions of a second that passed before that spear reached the floor
seemed like days and weeks. It seemed to move with infinitesimal slowness.
I stole a glance around and the scene burned itself on my brain. Kapioma
stood a few feet from me with a confident smile on his yellow face, his
slant black eyes gleaming fiercely. All about us stood the Alii and guards
of Kau, their yellow faces alight with excitement. Like a white flower
stood out the form of my beloved princess, rigid in the grasp of the
rays which Kapioma had poured out on her. I looked back and saw that
the spear had almost reached the floor. Another glance at Kapioma showed
that he had not moved but stood with muscles tense, waiting for the signal.
At least, he was a fair fighter.

The spear struck the floor and my hands flew to the control buttons
of my suit. I tugged the master button of the defensive weapons in the
nick of time for the red and green rays flashed out from half a dozen
of the arms of Kapioma’s suit. They were absorbed harmlessly in the
refulgence with which I was bathed. He stepped back a moment and
shifted his hands. His first attack with his simpler weapons had failed
and he was prepared to use weapons which were individual to his suit.

I remembered what Olua had told me and shut off my general protec-
tive ray. I hastily tugged at my fifth, sixteenth and seventeenth buttons.
A dazzling kaleidoscope of colors surrounded me and I heard a report from
Kapioma’s suit. His simple paralyzing and heat rays had been rendered
useless.

His hand found the buttons he wished and a fresh menace threatened
me, From him came a cloud of purple gas which rolled rapidly toward
me. I knew the weapon to use against that and I tugged at my eleventh
button. The cloud of gas was drawn rapidly into one of the arms of my
suit. I pressed my twelfth button and a cloud of yellow vapor rolled toward
him. As his hands sought his defensive weapons, I tugged my ninth button
and the gas dissolved into a blinding flash which rushed toward him. It
struck him full on the chest and drove him back with the violence of
the shock. I followed up my advantage with my violet ray, but he had
recovered from the momentary effects of the surprise he had received and
shot out a furry spiral of red flame, which twisted in and out before him
and rendered the purple ray helpless.
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From another arm came alternate flashes of red and white. I pulled on
a defensive weapon but it had no effect. Through my protective screens
the deadly ray was eating its way. I felt as though my veins were filled
with liquid fire. Frantically I tugged at button after button. Clouds of
deadly gases and vivid rays of various sorts leaped from the arms of my
suit but Kapioma met each attack with a weapon of his own and rendered
my efforts futile. And still that deadly red and white ate into my screen.
It was a matter of seconds only before the end would come.

In desperation I used my final weapon. Olua had cautioned me not
to use it, except as a last resort. With a sob I tugged at my thirtieth button.
As I did so, a blinding flash came from one of the arms of my suit. It
struck Kapioma and coiled itself around him, Fighting against the strange
power at every step, he was dragged relentlessly toward me. The red and
white still glowed and my body seemed parched and dried up but I could
not think of that, In another moment he would be within reach.

Despite his struggles, he was drawn closer until I could reach him with
my hands, I understood why Olua had warned me against this weapon
for my strength was rapidly oozing away. It took a tremendous toll of
the user, Kapioma reached for other buttons but he was unable to use
them. This thirtieth weapon of Olua’s was nothing less than an electrical
harnessing of the will of the user and while Kapioma was in its grasp,
his will was a slave to mine. As I realized the nature of the strange force
I was wielding, I concentrated on what I wished him to do. Slowly and
reluctantly his hand sought his controls, He tugged at one and the deadly
red and white which was eating into my very brain died out. I was tem-
porarily safe.

I threw all the force of my will into the struggle and the force I exerted
was magnified a thousand times by the instrument which Olua’s genius
had evolved. Kapioma tugged button after button, until not a ray gleamed
from his suit and not a single deadly gas even oozed from it. With almost
my last effort I pulled my second button and bathed him for an instant
in the common green paralyzing ray carried by even the simplest fighting
suits. He wavered a moment and then dropped in a heap. I shut off the
terrible weapon with which I had conquered and swayed in weakness for
a moment.

I thought I was going to fall, but I didn’t. My eyes caught a glimpse
of Awlo and it acted like a dash of cold water in my face, I braced myself
up and faced the spectators.

“Remove the fighting dome!” I cried, “and make way for Courtney,
Sibama of Ulm!”

The dome was hastily lifted from me. As I approached Awlo, there was
a disturbance at the door. I looked up and a more welcome sight never
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met my eyes. In the doorway stood Moka with a half dozen Ulmites with
rifles in their hands ranged behind him. Four figures in six-armed fighting
suits stood beside him.

“Way!” I cried imperiously, “Way for the men of Ulm! Way ere I blast
a path through your living bodies!”

There was a general scurry at my words and the space between Moka
and me opened. Down the path came my loyal Ulmites. At my orders
two of them handed their rifles to comrades and tenderly picked up the
form of my beloved princess. Down through the ranks of the scowling
Kauans we passed until the door of the palace opened before us. Guards
stepped forward to bar our way, long black tubes in their hands. I hesi-
tated only a moment. The poor fellows wore no fighting suits and it was
almost murder but I did not dare to hesitate. I tugged my fourteenth but-
ton and a flash of violet flame leaped in front of me. The guards went
down like tenpins, their black tubes exploding with brilliant flashes of
light. As we emerged from the doorway, a distant crackle of rifle fire told
us that Hama’s party had left the roof and were fighting their way down
through the power house. In a compact group we raced across the lawn
toward the building.

We had covered about half the distance before we were opposed. I heard
a shout behind us and turned and looked. Emerging from the trees at
one side were a group of figures in fighting suits. We were a little closer
to the power house than they were, but we were handicapped by our
rifles and we had to carry Awlo. It looked as though we would arrive
at the door at about the same moment. My decision was made in an in-
stant, Warning Moka to hold straight for the door, I turned at an angle
and raced to meet them.

As T approached, the newcomers stopped and rays began to flash from
the arms of their fighting suits. None of the suits carried more than ten
arms, so I pulled on my general protective rays and charged them. They
strove to run but they were too late. Again my fourteenth button came
into play and they toppled in heaps. I glanced over my shoulder and saw
that Moka’s party had gained the doorway.

I bounded through the door and Hama slammed it shut behind me.
I was positive that there were protective rays of some sort that could be
brought into action but I did not dare to look for them. Hama told me
that the power house was clear of Kauans except for one room in which
a few were barricaded. I knew that they would soon emerge wearing fight-
ing suits and that more men from the palace would be using more potent
weapons against us in a few minutes, With Hama and Moka at my back,
I ran for the central control room. I reached it just in time.

My hand was on the switch controlling the fighting suit power when
a door opened and a dozen figures wearing many-armed suits entered. I
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let them approach a few feet and pulled the switch just as their hands
were seeking the control buttons. When I pulled that switch every fighting
suit and every weapon of war in the empire of Kau became useless. It
took me only a few seconds to pull the other four controlling switches
and everything which depended on power in the empire was useless. The
science of our enemies was at an end and the battle, if battle there was,
would be fought out hand to hand in the same manner as the old battles
with the Mena. The only power left in the land was a tiny auxiliary gen-
erator which fed the lights in the power house itself. As we saw in the
morning, my action in pulling the switches came none too soon. Two huge
Kauan warships had crashed in ruins not a hundred yards from the build-
ing. Had I been a little slower, they would have landed on the roof and
we would have been caught between two fires.

I left Awlo in the laboratory and hastened out to look after our defense.
Although crippled by the loss of power, the Kauans were not altogether
helpless, They were present in tremendous numbers and they stiil had
a quantity of the black tubes which I had noticed in the hands of the
guards at the palace gates. These tubes were not dependent on power for
their discharge, although once fired, they could not be reloaded while the
generators were shut down. They carried a large charge of static electricity
and at short range they were very deadly.

Armed with the tubes and with spears, the Kauans made a determined
assault on our fortress. The attack was doomed to failure from the first.
The flash tubes were not dangerous at ranges of over fifty yards and we
mowed down the attackers with our deadly rifle fire. The attack waned
after a few minutes and I returned to the laboratory.

Awlo lay on a table, cold and rigid. There was a complete absence of
respiration and I could not detect the slightest flicker of a pulse. I would
have unhesitatingly pronounced her dead, had I not seen what had hap-
pened to her. I knew that Kapioma would never have fought for the pos-
session of a dead body and I was confident that there was some method
of reviving her, could I only find it. I ordered Moka to turn on the switch
which controlled the fighting suit I had wom. He did so and I bathed
her in a refulgence of the orange anti-paralysis ray. It had not the slightest
effect. For an hour I experimented with various rays and combinations
of them without result. I did not dare to use most of the weapons in Olua’s
fighting suit for I was not aware of all of their properties and I might
easily do more harm than good.

As I studied her prostrate figure, I was alarmed by a crash at the main
door of the house. I started down to investigate, but a messenger from
Hama met me before I got there.

“A Kauan!” the man gasped, “a Kauan in a fighting suit has broken in
the door and has killed a dozen of our men!”
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The explanation rushed to my mind. When I had connected up the
generator which had actuated my fighting suit, I had also supplied power
to Kapioma’s, which worked on the same wavelength. I hurried to the
control room and pulled off the switch. A crackle of rifle fire from below
told me that my men were engaged. I rushed down the steps to take
charge, but I was no longer needed. When the fighting suit was rendered
helpless, our rifles came into their own and they made short work of the
Kauans, who had followed their leader in through the wrecked door.

In an hour the door was repaired and we were again in a position to
bid defiance to the armies of Kau, but I learned with regret that the fleeing
Kauans had carried off the body of their leader and so, of course, his
fighting suit. If we had it, two of us could have walked unopposed
throughout Kaulani. As it was, I did not dare to again turn on any of
the generators which would arm our enemies. Since I had no idea of what
to do for Awlo, even had I had plenty of power, it did not scem to mat-
ter much.

In point of fact, our situation had many elements devoid of cheer in
it. To be sure we were comparatively safe in the power house, but we
had no way of getting out. We had a hundred-man flyer at our service,
but if we turned on power to run it, we mobilized every warship in Kau.
We had plenty of powerful fighting suits, but there were more powerful
ones in the hands of some of the Alii of Kau and arming our suits meant
arming theirs. As far as I could figure out, in capturing the power house,
I had put myself in the classic position of the man who had caught the
bear by the tail; I needed a lot of help to hang on and a darned sight
more help to let go.

I went back to the laboratory and studied the rigid figure of Awlo, but
no new suggestion came to me and I lay down for a few minutes of rest,
hoping that time would solve the problem. In any event, I felt sure that
we could hold the power house indefinitely. In thinking this, however,
I had underestimated the power and resourcefulness of the Alii of Kau,
as the morning showed.

All night we heard the sounds of men working and saw faint lights
flickering back and forth across the lawn. We tried them with a shot
occasionally but we had no ammunition to waste and I ordered the men
to hold their fire. When day broke, we saw on the lawn between the
palace and the power house, an enormous machine made of metal. As we
watched, it moved slowly forward toward the power house. I had forgotten
that the Alii and even the soldiers and commoners of Kau were familiar
with electricity in all of its forms. The obvious thing had occurred to them.
Since their regular source of power had been shut off, they had collected
or constructed batteries and were driving this tank, for that is what it
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looked like, toward us with direct current, From the moving mass of metal,
heavy cables trailed back toward the palace.

I took a rifle and fired at that cable, directing my best shots to do the
same. Despite the fire we poured in, the machine continued to advance
until it was only a few yards from the building, From its side a bolt of
what looked like lightning came and the power house door was again
splintered and driven from its hinges. The machine moved forward for
a few feet and stopped. No fresh bolts came from it and it was apparently
helpless. At last a lucky shot had severed their connection with the source
of power. We were temporarily saved.

As no fresh attack seemed imminent, I left Moka in charge of the de-
fense and returned to the laboratory. It had occurred to me that direct
current might have some effect on Awlo.

As 1 entered the laboratory, a familiar sound struck my ear. I paused
and looked around but I could not locate the source, It was an intermittent
buzzing and crackling and as | listened, it began to form itself into letters
and words in my mind. “——. ——— ..— .—. ——. . —.——" I heard and
then “—— ——— — — —— . ——— .. e “CourTNEY,
Courtney SiBamA.” There was only one person in the world who would
be calling me by wireless and calling me by that title, I jumped for the
radio set which had stood unheeded on the laboratory table since
Waimua’s death, As I clamped the headphones on my ear, the message
came through plainly and distinctly. It was a matter of seconds only until
I had the transmitter hooked up and ready to send. Luckily both sender
and receiver drew their power from the auxiliary generator which normally
supplied only the lights in the power house. I pounded my key rapidly.

“Olua,” I called. “Olua, can you hear me?”

“Yes, Courtney Sibama,” came the reply.

“Where are you?” I tapped out.

“At the cave, where we parted, The arms are gone, Did you return
for them or did the Kauans get them?”

“I have the arms here.”

“Where is here?”

“At the power house in Kaulani. I'll tell you the situation.”

“All right, but send a little slower.”

As briefly as possible I told him the events which had happened and
the situation in which we were. I told him of the deadlock and that we
were afraid to turn on any power. Last I told him of the attack launched
by battery driven appliances that morning.

“How long can you hold out?” he asked.

As the message came in, a crash from below, followed by a burst of
rifle fire, told me that a fresh attack had been launched. I told Olua of
this fact.
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“Battery apparatus won’t do much harm,” he answered. “If you can hold
out for a few hours, I'll be with you and help you.”

“How can you get here?” I asked, “there is no power being broadcast.”

“I'll get there,” he replied. “Look for me in three hours or less.”

“Wait,” I demanded. “I want one bit of information.”

In a few words I described the condition of Awlo.

“Was it a light green ray with yellow flecks?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Use button twenty-eight on my suit for two seconds. Goodbye. I'll be
with you soon.”

Without regard to the risk I was running, I dashed to the control room
and threw on the switch which actuated QOlua’s fighting suit. Back in the
laboratory, I donned the garment and with trembling hands pulled button
twenty-eight, Nothing happened for two seconds and then Awlo sat up.
With a shout of joy I released the button and started for her. She gave
a cry of terror and strove to run. I stopped aghast at her reception of
me, until I remembered the fighting suit which I wore. She took me for
a Kauan,

“Awlo!” I cried as I threw back my helmet. “It is Courtney, your
Courtney! Don’t you know me?”

She looked at me in wonder and then with a sob of utter thankfulness
threw herself into my arms, As I clasped her, there came an interruption.
Moka dashed into the room.

“Sibamal” he cried. “Come quickly or we are lost. The Kauans are win-
ning their way in.”

So excited was he that he failed to notice Awlo. As I released her, his
jaw dropped and he fell on one knee.

“Sibimi!” he cried and the worship in his voice made me realize anew
the depth of affection which these tiny men had for their rulers. I gave
him no further time.

“Come, Moka,” I cried, as I pulled my helmet back into place, “we
must go to the rescue.”

I led the way down the stairs to the doorway. A number of Kauans
equipped with fighting suits from which long leads trailed back to the
palace, had crossed the lawn and forced their way through the shattered
door. Bullets had no effect on them and my men went down like tenpins
before the deadly rays which poured from them. Their feeble fighting
suits, however, were no match for the one I wore and in three minutes
after I arrived, not a live Kauan remained in the power house. My violet
ray disposed of them. As the last one fell, a figure wearing Kapioma’s
forty-armed suit came from the palace and lumbered slowly across the
lawn, Before he was close enough to do any damage I had the power
shut off and he fell before a well aimed bullet from Hama’s rifle. The
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danger was again temporarily averted and I turned my attention to my
men. The improvised suits did not have enough power to kill, or else it
was not a killing ray that was used, for they were merely stunned and
a few minutes of care brought them to, as well as ever.

Leaving Moka in command, I hurried back to the laboratory. Awlo
threw herself into my arms again as I entered. I embraced her fervently
and then turned to the key of my wireless. Not an answering signal could
I get. I gave up at last and devoted my attention to Awlo. Her story was
soon told.

The adjuster must have been moved slightly without our knowledge
when Lamu had stolen it and fled with her, for they landed in Kau, not
far from Kaulani, Lamu bhad attempted to force his attentions on her and
had threatened her with death if she did not substantiate his story of my
treachery, When 1 heard this, I gritted my teeth and wished that I had
killed Lamu more slowly and painfully.

They attempted to make their way to Ulm but they were seen and
taken prisoners. They were taken to Halekala, one of the cities of Kau,
several hundred miles from the capital. There they were held as prisoners
for several months. Word of their presence was finally brought to Kaulani
and Kapioma had ordered them sent to him. He had at once made Lamu
a prisoner and confined him with the survivors of Ulm who had been
meanwhile captured and brought to the city. Awlo he treated at first as
an honored guest, but during the last few months he had tried unavail-
ingly to win her consent to their union. The fina] scene of his attempt
was the one which I had interrupted in the throne room.

She had consistently refused to give him any cause for hope, for she
assured me that she never would believe that I was dead but always ex-
pected me to rescue her. Until I entered the throne room she had no
idea that I had been in Kaulani.

An hour later the Kauans attacked in earnest. Wearing their improvised
direct current fighting suits they came in force and repaired the broken
cable which led to their machine. I went down in my fighting suit to
rout them, but I did not dare to turn the power on. One of them was
wearing Kapioma’s suit and any attempt to render mine active would have
activated his. He kept behind a screen of men and was effectually pro-
tected from our rifles.

Slowly the huge tank-like machine moved forward. We poured a storm
of rifle and pistol bullets into it but they had no effect. Like the heroes
they were, the loyal Ulmites threw themselves before it and strove to stop
it with their bodies, only to fall before the deadly rays which it poured
out. Half of my men were down and the tank was slowly but inexorably
approaching the open doorway. At intervals blinding flashes of white light
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came from it and whatever stood in their path, be it man, wood or stone,
was shattered to fragments. On it came despite all our efforts. I was about
to order the power turned on and make a last desperate attempt to stop
it with Olua’s fighting suit, despite the one I would have opposing me,
when an unfamiliar sound stopped the fighting for 2 moment. There was
a silence and I heard a sound I had never expected to hear again, the
drone of an airplane motor, The Kauans looked up and gave vent to cries
of surprise, Half of them raced back toward the hangars where their war
machines were kept.

Louder and louder became the sound and over the palace grounds
swooped the familiar form of a tri-motored Fokker. I gave a shout of joy
when I saw it and another one of exultation when I realized who the
pilot must be. I suspected what Olua was up to and I called my men
under shelter.

The Fokker swooped down low over the palace grounds and then up.
A second time it swooped, and as it passed, a few hundred feet above
our heads, something was thrown from the cockpit. It was a long black
object and it fell slowly toward the ground. Square on the Kauan machine
it landed. There was a deafening crash and a burst of smoke, Fragments
of the machine flew in all directions. The Kauans who remained on their
feet fled with cries of alarm.

Again the Fokker swept up and back over the palace. Another black
cylinder fell and a huge hole was torn in one corner of Kapioma’s stately
residence. Apparently satisfied with the damage he had done, the pilot
swung down with idling motor. I raced to the roof to meet him. The
Fokker came down and made a perfect landing, although it would have
rolled off the roof had not several of my men been there to check it. Re-
moving his flying goggles, Olua climbed out and knelt at my feet.

“You came just in time, Olua Alii,” I said as I raised him to his feet.
“I feared that your adjuster had been moved and that you could not find
your way back.”

“I had no trouble, Courtney Sibama,” he replied. “I exceeded your orders
somewhat but I felt certain that you would approve what I did. I got
to the larger plane all right and learned to fly your ship with no trouble
but it took me a long time to get the explosives you wanted. I could make
myself understood only with difficulty and when they understood, they
would not give me what I wanted, although I offered them the metal
you told me to use. At last I found one who knew you in the place they
call Beatty and he got them for me. Then I returned as quickly as I could.”

“And just in time,” I repeated, “and you are more than welcome. I was
about at the end of my resources, but with your knowledge of Kauan
fighting methods, the battle will be on a more even footing now.”

Olua inquired as to the details of the fight and expressed himself as
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surprised at the stubborn resistance we had made. As a member of the
Council of Lords, he requested a private interview with Moka and Hama,
a favor which I promptly granted. In an hour the three of them entered
the laboratory where 1 was talking to Awlo and requested permission to

eak. .

“Speak on,” I said, puzzled at their grave faces.

“It is the law of Ulm,” said Moka gravely, “that when dire peril threat-
ens the persons of the Sibama or the Sibimi, the word of the Council
of Lords shall rule, if it will promise safety. Is that not so, my lord?”

“It is,” I replied.

“Grave danger now threatens you and Awlo Sibimi, my lord. It is the
word of the Council of Lords that you take the flying ship in which Olua
Alii arrived and take the Sibimi to a place of safety.”

“I'll do nothing of the sort,” I said shortly.

“You must, Courtney Sibama,” said Moka earnestly. “All of us have
risked our lives and Olua Alii has returned from a place of safety to one
of peril to assure the safety of our rulers. Unless you avail yourself of
this chance, the sacrifice of those who have already died for you will be
in vain. For countless generations my fathers have served the royal family
of Ulm and it is just and fitting that the last member of my family should
die that the royal family of Ulm should live on. Besides, the ammunition
is running short.”

This last was serious news. I inquired and found that we had less than
sixty rounds of rifle cartridges per man left and another serious attack
would settle matters. Olua gave another argument.

“You do not know the power of Kau,” he said. “They have tried to
conquer you quickly so far but now I think they will settle down to do
it slowly. It is only a matter of time until they will construct a new power
house or at least a power unit sufficient to power their fighting suits and
when they do, the battle is over. I can make suits for our men but they
would be outnumbered by a thousand to one. No, Courtney Sibama, what
Moka says is true. You and our Sibimi must fly to safety. For this reason,
1 brought you your ship.”

Thus reenforced, Moka returned to the attack,

“Ame has not yet fallen to the Mena,” he said, “and there you and
the Sibimi will find refuge and can build up again the empire of Ulm.
We here are few and worthless, but the hopes of a mighty people are
bound up in you. It may even be that when the Mena are defeated that
you can lead a rescue party here for us.”

“Wait a minute,” 1 cried. His voice gave me an idea, I had forgotten
the possibilities of my electronic vibration adjuster. Could I win my way
to that, I could make my Fokker large enough to carry the entire popula-
tion of Ulm, Ame and Kaulani. As the possibilities of the plan became
clear, I gave a shout of joy.
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“We will go,” I exclaimed. “We will go, but we will return and carry
you all to Ame.”

In a few words I outlined my plan and Moka, Hama and Olua en-
thusiastically agreed to it. I don’t think that any of the three expected
me to succeed but the fact that Awlo and I would be safe was the thing
that was uppermost in their loyal minds, In a few minutes we were on
the roof and I was examining the Fokker prior to taking off. Satisfied
with my inspection, Awlo and I went the rounds of our subjects to say
farewell, Our plan had been told to them and man after man, the brave
fellows thrust forward their gun butts for me to touch and knelt at Awlo’s
feet. To each of them we gave a hearty hand clasp and then, with only
the three Alii in attendance, we ascended to the roof to take our departure.
At the last moment I suggested that Olua accompany me to help me with
the adjuster but he objected on the grounds that his knowledge would
be needed to ward off the next attack. Moka dropped on one knee with
the tears suspiciously near overflowing in his blue eyes.

“Farewell, my lord; farewell, my lady,” he said. “It is the best end to
die bravely for those we love.”

“Die, nothing!” I exclaimed. “I'll be back here in five hours at the out-
side to take you all to Ame and safety.”

“If it be so written,” he replied, “but if not, remember ever, my friends,
that Ulm was loyal to the last.”

Awlo was sobbing openly and the tears were coming into my own eyes,
so I brusquely put my princess into the plane and took the controls. Olua
spun the propeller and the little craft soared into the air and at her best
speed flew to the west toward the Kau mountains.

In two hours we were over the mountains and I was searching for my
adjuster. At last I saw it and on a long slope we glided down toward
it. We were within a hundred yards of the ground when the sun suddenly
darkened and a terrific gust of wind turned the ship completely over. 1
strove to right it, but we were too close to the ground and in the semi-
darkness, we crashed. I staggered to my feet and found that neither of
us had been more than badly shaken by the fall.

As we climbed free from the wreck, the wind nearly carried us from
the ground while crashes which shook the earth came from all around
us. The sun was still partially obscured and I looked up and saw a marvel.
Through the air were flying rocks the size of mountains, some of them
apparently miles in diameter, They were flying toward the east and I re-
alized that some of them must be falling on or near Kaulani.

“The kahumas! The giants!” cried Awlo.

“Kahumas, nothing!” I replied. “I don’t know what it is, but it is no
witcheraft.”

As I spoke, another blast of wind came and again the sun was darkened.
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When it cleared, more of the huge masses of rock were flying through
the air, One boulder, which must have weighed a million tons, fell not
over two miles from us.

“Quick, Awlo!” I gasped. “Come with me!”

I grasped her hand and we raced for the adjuster. The only defence
against such masses of rock was to increase our size until they were
small in comparison to our bulk. We entered the machine and I turned
the speed control to maximum, at the same time setting an automatic stop
I had put on my new model, which would halt our increase when I arrived
at my normal six feet. My hand reached for the increasing switch when
a fresh cloud of rock masses came hurtling through the air, this time falling
to the west of us. One of them struck the mountain above us and started
a slide. I looked up and saw thousands of tons of rock rushing madly
toward us. Awlo gave a cry of despair and fear but before they reached
us, my hand closed on the switch and I pulled downward with all my
strength.

1 stepped from the adjuster and faced with clenched fists a grizzled old
prospector, who lay on the ground where he had been thrown by the
adjuster, as it had grown almost instantaneously to its original size.

“What do you mean by digging here and killing my friends?” I de-
manded hotly. “This is private property.”

“Taint so on the map,” he retorted as he rose. “It’s a public domain
and I reckon a man can prospect where he pleases. Where in hell did
you come from?”

Without bothering to answer him, I hastily pulled the adjuster to one
side. Under where it stood was piled dirt that that wretched fool had
thrown and the weight of the adjuster had packed it smooth. Ulm, Ame,
Kau; all were gone; buried under what was to them miles on miles of
rock.

“Where did you come from?” demanded the prospector again as he
dusted off his knees, “You weren’t here a minute ago!”

“I came from a better land than you'll ever see,” I replied grimly, “Hand
me your shovel for a moment.”

I took his tool and reached in and changed the speed of the adjuster
to slow and closed the reducing switch. Sadly I watched it as it shrunk
down to nothing and vanished from our sight. When it disappeared, I
turned to Awlo, ignoring for the moment the ancient prospector who had
watched the proceedings with dropping jaw and eyes as big as saucers.

“Farewell, Awlo, Sibimi of Ulm,” I said solemnly. “My dear, you have
lost forever your royal title but you have gained another fully as honorable,
it it is slightly less exclusive.”

“What do you mean, Courtney?” she asked.

“I mean that through the action of God and this ignorant agent of his,
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the Empire of Ulm had ceased to exist. You have ceased to be Awlo,
Sibimi of Ulm, and will henceforth have to content yourself with being
Mrs. Courtney Edwards, citizen of the United States of America.”

When I reread “Submicroscopic” and “Awlo of Ulm,” I was made very
uneasy by the touches of racism it contained. The thought crossed my
mind that I ought to try to edit them out, but, you know, I can’t do
that, Once I started tampering with stories, where would I stop?

The trouble is that racial stereotypes, unfavorable to everyone but white
men of northwest European extraction, were completely accepted and, in-
deed, scarcely noted in those days of only forty years ago (except perhaps
by members of the groups victimized thereby).

I'm sure the readers of that day were not particularly disturbed by the
fact that the brave and chivalrous people of Ulm were blond, white people;
and that so was the Earthman hero. (That hero is rich, athletic, and the
kind of square-shooter who longs to kill ants for sport, and who does kill
an inoffensive deer the instant he sees it, even though he is not hungry
at the time and has no intention of eating it.) The one member of the
Ulm group who is villainous is, of course, swarthy in complexion.

The chief villains in “Submicroscopic,” however, are the Mena, who
are black, brutal, disgusting, and cannibalistic. In “Awlo of Ulm” the vil-
lains are the men of Kau, who are intelligent and scientifically advanced,
but who are yellow in color and very, very cruel, This picture of the savage
Black (given in almost every adventure story dealing with the far corners
of the world, from Robinson Crusoe on) and the cruel Oriental (remem-
ber Fu Manchu and Ming the Merciless) was drummed into young heads
until it became second nature.

Indeed, when my storytelling friend of 1928 told his tales of derring-do,
the band of heroes he invented included both a Black and an Oriental,
each with a full and insulting list of stereotypical characteristics. Neither
he nor I knew there was anything wrong in that.

That we have come as far as we have in forty years is hopeful, though
I believe it is more through the fact that Hitler’s excesses made racism
poisonous to any humane individual than through our own virtue. That
we have much farther to go even now is incontestable.

The stories also include naivetés of drama characteristic of the adventure
stories of the day. There is the love at first sight, the princess who accepts
a strange adventurer as her husband, and who threatens, “One step nearer
and I will sheath this weapon in my heart!” (I had to read that line twice
to make sure it was there.)

There are also the naivetés of science that assume that slowing atomic
and subatomic movement reduces size (it actually cools an object) or that
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mass automatically increases and decreases with size, or that the living
creatures of the submicroscopic world would be of the same species as
ourselves and would speak a kind of Hawaiian (which the hero fortunately
understands).

But never mind. The action is rapid and violent; the hero is utterly
heroic, the heroine utterly beautiful, the various villains utterly despicable.
Everything breathed a kind of knightly chivalry, and at the time I asked
no more.

“Submicroscopic” and “Awlo of Ulm” did not directly affect my own
writing. I have never been able to throw myself into the kind of tale in
which virtue just happens to have stronger muscles, readier fists, and better
weapons.

Two things lingered, though, One was the seductive vision of a world
in a grain of dust (something handled with much superior force in “He
Who Shrank,” which will appear later in the book). The notion is an
old one, but it seemed to gain scientific backing in 1910, when the atom
was briefly pictured as an ultramicroscopic Solar System,

Science quickly abandoned the picture as impossibly simplistic, but it
caught on with science fiction writers, I never used it, because by the
time I became a writer I had too good a grounding in the physical sciences
to make me comfortable with the notion.

However, in 1965, when I was asked to do a novelization of a motion
picture that had already been made, I found myself brought face to face
with a similar notion. The picture was Fantastic Voyage, and it dealt with
the miniaturization of human beings to the size of bacteria and with their
adventures in a human blood stream. It was not the type of situation I
would have chosen to use of my own accord, but since it was handed
me, thi dim memory of “Submicroscopic” helped persuade me to accept
the task.

The other aspect of the stories that particularly impressed me was the
duel with the rays in “Awlo of Ulm.” The ray gun was a staple of science
fiction (and came true, after a fashion, with the laser). That and the dis-
integrator gun were the two great hand weapons of the future, No one,
however, had gone as all out as had Meek in “Awlo of Ulm.”

I don’t think I ever actually used ray guns myself in my stories, but the
“neuronic whip” in my book Pebble in the Sky is a definite reminiscence
of the weapons of “Awlo of Ulm.”

It was not long after “Awlo of Ulm” that I read “Tetrahedra of Space,”
in the November 1931 issue of Wonder Stories, and was nearly as im-
pressed. That was an important issue to me anyway, for after twelve
months of experiment with pulp size, Wonder Stories went back to the
large size with that issue, to my great relief.



TETRAHEDRA OF SPACE
by P. Schuyler Miller

A moon of mottled silver swam in the starflecked sky, pouring its flood
of pale light over the sea of blue-green vegetation that swelled up and up
in a mighty, slow wave to break in the foaming crest of the Andes. The
shadow of the plane raced far below, dipping into the troughs, breasting
the summits of that vast, unbroken sea of emerald stretching on and on
beyond reach of vision.

And the stars—blinking Mira nearly overhead, a great Fomalhaut blaz-
ing over the far off mountains, and to the south a host of exotic strangers,
burning with a fire that we of the north seldom know—clustered like great,
glowing fireflies around the invisible Pole. But I paid little heed to moon
and stars and silvered jungle, for night had caught me unawares, and it
is no simple matter to lay down supplies in a little clearing, marked only
by a flickering camp-fire, lost somewhere among the jungles of Brazil.

Or was it Brazil? Here three great states mingled in an upland of forest
and mountain and grassy valley—Peru, Bolivia, Brazil. Here ancient races
had made their home, raised their massive temples in the little valleys,
wrested a fortune from the mountains, given their lives to the jungles—a
people more ancient by far than those others beyond the ranges whom the
Incas conquered. Here none had come before to study, yet now, some-
where in the gloom beneath me, was a little oval valley hung midway be-
tween crag and forest, and there would be the tents and fires of scientists,
men of my own world.

I must swoop and circle and loose my load, then soar off into the silver
night like some great moth spurning the flame, out into the world of the
moon and the jungles, back to the government that had sent me, to plunge
once more into the hum-drum routine of government flight, the moon and
the silvered jungle forgotten and forever gone.

But there came no glimmer of flame in the darkness, no flicker of white
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tents in the moonlight. Along the outflung cross of the plane swam the
unbroken sea of green, dark and boding against its wan beauty. It takes
little error of judgment to miss a tiny clearing in the dark, So, as the
western ranges crept out of their alignment, I swooped and soared, and
was roaring back, higher now, over the silent moon-lit forests.

But one gap had I seen in the jungle—a harsh, black scar seared by some
great fire from the bowels of the planet, ugly and grim in the soft beauty
of the night. Again it slipped beneath, and as the shadow of the plane
vanished against its harsh blackness it seemed to me that there came a
scurry of furtive motion, an instant’s flicker of shadow against its deeper
gloom., I half checked the course of the plane, to wheel and search it closer,
then of a sudden the air about me blazed with a dull crimson fire that
burned into my body with a numbing fury of unleashed energy, the drone
of the engines gasped and died, and we were spinning headlong toward
the silver sea beneath!

As it had come, the tingling paralysis passed, and I flattened out the
mad dive of the crippled plane, cut the ignition, and dived over the side.
As in a dream I felt the jerk of the parachute, saw the deserted plane, like
a huge, wounded bat of the jungles, swoop and check and swoop again
in a long flat dive that broke and pancaked into the upper reaches of the
forest. Then the heavy pendulum of my body alone beat out the dull sec-
onds as I swung and twisted beneath the silken hemisphere of the ’chute.
And then the leafy boughs, no longer silver but like hungry, clutching
talons of black horror, swept up and seized me. I crashed through a tangle
of vine and brittle bough into a hot, sweet-scented darkness where little
hidden things scurried away into the night and the silence.

The rain-forest is like a mighty roof stretched over the valleys of trop-
ical America. Interlacing branches blot out the sun from a world of damp
and rotting dark, where great mottled serpents writhe among tangled
branches and greater vines strangle the life out of giants of the forest in
the endless battle for light. And there are little, venomous things of the
dark ways—savage two-inch ants with fire in their bite, tiny snakelets
whose particolored beauty masks grim death—creatures of the upper
reaches and of the glorious world above the tree-tops. With the sunrise,
a blaze of life and flaming color breaks over the roof of the jungle~—flame
of orchid and of macaw, and of the great, gaudy butterflies of this upper
world. Beneath, there comes but a brightening of the green gloom to a
wan half-light in which dim horrors seem to lurk and creep and watch,
and giant lianas twist and climb up and ever up to the living light, And
lowest of all is death and damp decay—the dull, sodden carpet of mold
and rotting vegetation where fat white grubs burrow in blind fear and
huge centipedes scurry underfoot.

The sun was an hour gone when I fell, but it was not until its second
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coming when I managed to writhe and slip through the tangle as if I too
were of the jungle, moving toward the spot where my memory placed that
blasted clearing, and the light. And with the deepening of the gloom in
the upper branches, I came upon it, quite by accident, from above.

It was a little valley, perhaps a mile long and two thirds as wide, lying
in an oval of glittering jet against the side of the mountain, Here the
Andes were beginning their swift climb up from the jungles to the snows,
and beneath me fifty-foot cliffs of sheer, black rock dropped to the valley
foor.

I have spoken of it as blasted, seared into the living heart of the jungle.
It was all of that, and more! There was a gentleness in its rocky slopes
that spoke of centuries of hungry plant-life, prying and tearing at jagged
ledges, crumbling giant boulders, dying, and laying down a soft, rich
blanket of humus over the harsh under-rock, forming a little garden-
spot of life and light in the dark heart of the forest.

Then came fire—an awful, scourging blast of fierce heat that even
Man'’s Hell cannot equal! It blasted that little valley, seared its verdant
beauty horribly, crumbling blossoms and long grasses into dead white ash,
stripping the rich soil of past ages from its sleeping rocks, fusing those
rocks into a harsh, glittering slag of seared, burnt black, cold and dead
and damned! The sheer cliffs of its sides, once draped with a delicate trac-
ery of flowered tendrils, had cloven away under the terrible heat, split off
in huge slabs of the living rock that had toppled into the holocaust beneath
and died with the valley.

The few thin shrubs that screened me at their summit showed black-
ened, blistered leaves and twigs, though here the heat had been least. As
no other spot on Earth that little upland valley was awfully, terribly dead,
yet at its center something moved!

Eagerly, fearfully, I peered through the gathering dusk. Full and
golden, the moon was rising over the forest, throwing new shadows across
the valley floor, brightening new corners, revealing new motion. And as
its smoky orange cleared to white gold and waned to limpid silver, that
glorious light seemed to soften the harsh jet of the valley. It wakened a
lustrous opalescence in the two great spheres that nestled like mighty
twin pearls against the dark rock, to create beings of the rock and of the
shadow, gliding wraithlike among the shattered boulders!

Painfully I crept through the dense growth of the brink, nearer to those
great spheres and their dreadful cargo. Within me my brain whirled and
throbbed, my throat froze against the cry of shocked incredulity that
rushed to my lips, cold, clammy sweat oozed from gaping pores! It was
beyond all reason—all possibility! And yet—it was! Now I could see them
clearly, rank on rank of them in orderly file, some hundred of them,
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strewn in great concentric rings about the softly glowing spheres—harsh
as the black rock itself, hard, and glittering, and angular—a man’s height
and more from summit to base—great, glittering tetrahedra—tetrahedra
of terror!

They were tetrahedra, and they were alive—living even as you and I!
They stirred restlessly in their great circles, uneasy in the dim light. Here
and there little groups formed, and sometimes they clicked together in
still other monstrous geometric shapes, yet always they moved with an un-
canny stillness, darting with utter sureness among the scattered rocks.
And now from the nearer of the twin spheres came another of their kind,
yet twice their size, the pearly walls opening and closing as by thought-
magic for his passing! He swept forward a little, into the full light of the
moon, and the rings followed him, centered about him, until the spheres
lay beyond the outermost and the giant tetrahedron faced alone the hosts
of his lesser fellows!

Then came their speech—of all things the most mind-wracking! I felt
it deep within my brain, before I sensed it externally, a dull, heavy thythm
of insistent throbbing, beating at my temples and throwing up a dull red
haze before my staring eyes!

And then I knew it was no fancy—that the great things of the blasted
valley were indeed speaking, chanting, in low, vibrant monotone that beat
physically upon me in long, slow waves of the air! You have heard those
deepest notes of a great organ, when the windows tremble, even the walls,
the building itself vibrate in resonance, beat and beat and beat to its
rhythm until you feel it throbbing against your skull, pulsing in your mind
in a vast, relentless sea of thundrous sound!

Such was the speech of the tetrahedra, only deeper still beneath the
threshold of sound—so deep that each tiny nerve of the skin sensed its
monotonous pressure and shouted it to a reeling brain—so deep that it
seemed like a great surf of more-than-sound thundering dismally against
desolate, rocky shores!

For it was without inflection—only the dull, dead beat and beat and
beat, mounting throb on throb in my pulsing brain, and bringing madness
in its wake! I think now that it was a sort of chant, the concerted cry of
all the scores of tetrahedra, dinning savagely, angrily at their giant leader
in a dismal plaint of discontent and unease! I think they were restless,
aware of unfulfilled promises and purposes, anxious to make sure their
mission, or to be gone. I think that the seed of tetrahedral mutiny was
sown among them, and that as angry convicts will drum at their prison
bars and scream in monotone, even so these things of another world, an-
other life-stuff, drummed their grievances at their mighty leader!

For soon I sensed a deeper, stronger voice beating against the din,
drowning it out, thundering command and reproof, shouting down the
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mob until its lesser drumming sank to a mutter and ceased. But the voice
of the giant tetrahedron rang on, inflected now as our own voices, rising
and falling in angry speech and command, pouring out burning sarcasm,
perhaps, cowing them with its great insistence!

Like all great leaders, his followers were as children to him, and the
hard, harsh beat of sound swept off into a soothing, cajoling murmur of
whispering ripples, tapping ever so lightly against the packed sand of some
distant tropic beach, almost sibilant, if such a sound can be so, yet none
the less dominant and definite in its message. And it sank to a far, hinting
rumble and vanished.

For a long instant they lay quiet, like graven things of the stone itself,
then through the circles, like a spreading wave, rose a thrill of slow motion,
quickening, livening, until all were astir! The ranks parted, the giant
tetrahedron swept swiftly over the valley floor to the two great spheres,
his angular hordes flowing in swift, soft motion in his wake! Again, with
that speed and silent mystery of thought, the spheres gaped open and the
ranks of the tetrahedra were swallowed up within! Alone, the twin pearls
of fireflecked opalescence nestled among the black rocks—great orbs of
soft light, glowing with the magic of the full moon.

For a long moment I lay there under the bushes at the cliff’s edge, star-
ing out over the valley, stunned by the weird unreality of the thing I had
seen. Then, out of the dark behind me, came a hand, gripping my shoulder
in a vise of iron! Mad with sudden terror I twisted free, struck blindly at
the thing that had seized me, a thing that fastened with the grip of a Her-
cules upon my flailing arms, pinioned them to my sides—a thing that spoke,
its words a hoarse mutter that barely penetrated the gloom!

“For God’s sake, man, be stilll Do you want them to hear?”

It was a man—a human like myself. My frozen tongue stammered reply.

“Who are you? What are those things out there? What Hell of Earth did
they spring from?”

“None of Earth, you may rest sure!” came the grim answer. “But we
will tell you all that later. We must get clear of this place! I am Marston of
the Museum expedition—the biologist. I suppose you are the aviator—
Valdez saw them burn you down last night. Follow me.”

“Yes, 'm Hawkins. The plane is somewhere over there, if it didn’t burn,
with all your supplies in it. I was held up crossing the mountains. But tell
me, first—those things, there—are they alive?”

“You've wondered that? I suppose anyone would. The Indians make
them gods of a kind—realize they're beyond all experience and tradition.
But I'm a biologist. I have had some experienee in strange forms of life.
They are as much alive as we—perhaps even more than we. After all, if
life is energy, why should it not rest where it will? Need we—soft, puny
things of carbon and water and a few unstable elements—be the only
things to harbor life? But this is no place to moralize—come on!”
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He vanished into the dark, and I followed, plunging blindly after the
sound of his crashing progress, away from the seared valley and the tetra-
hedra, to safety of a sort in the sombre depths of the rain-forest.

They crouched beside a tiny fire of bark and twigs, like men of old Cro-
Magnon, fifty thousand years ago—two gaunt skeletons hung and swathed
with soiled rags, brooding over their pitiful little lame. With the crackle of
our approach they sprang at bay—two hunted things of the jungle—then
relaxed as we came into the firelight.

I will always remember them as I saw them then—Homby, the Museum
archaeologist, tall, grey-haired, his haggard face seamed with deep wrin-
Kkles of sleeplessness and fear and puzzled wonderment. Valdez, his col-
league of the government that had sent me, short, dark, his Portuguese
blood blended with that of the squat tribes of the interior, teeth gleaming
in a snarl like that of some great jungle cat, cornered, crazed, and danger-
ous! He seemed plumper than the others, and 1 felt that he could and
would care for himself very well if need be.

Now, too, I saw my guide for the first time as something more than a
black hulk in blackness. Marston, the biologist, looked like an old-time
blacksmith, 2 massive man of bone and muscle, with keen grey eyes under
heavy brows and the beginnings of a mighty beard. A Hercules, I have
said—more like an Atlas, upholding the burden of this little wilderness
world from the shoulders of one who could not and one who would not
share it! Muscles that had had scant padding of reserve flesh now lacked
it utterly, jutting like knotted tree-roots from his rugged frame, making
him seem a being rudely hewn from some twisted cypress stump by the
master hand of a forest god, and given life.

“We're all there are, Hawkins,” he rumbled, his unhushed voice bear-
ing much of the quality of the speech of the tetrahedra. “We've got to find
that plane soon, if it's still whole. Did you see flames, Valdez?”

“Flames, Senor Marston? No—as I have so often said, I saw merely the
falling of the plane, like a great wounded bird seeking the shelter of the
jungle, and Senor—Hawkins, is it—with his parachute. I am not certain
that I can find it, now that a day and a night have passed, but I will try.
With the guides gone, it is not easy to feed even three mouths—eh, Senor
Marston?”

“Four is no worse than three, Valdez. I'm glad Hawkins is here. He’s
new blood, a new brain, and with his help we may lick the damn’ things
yet!”

Then Hornby’s voice—dry and withered as his shrunken body—weary
as his tired old eyes.

“You have seen the tetrahedra, Lieutenant Hawkins? You realize that
they are living, intelligent beings? You can comprehend the menace of
their presence here on our Earth?”

“Yes, Professor,” I answered slowly, “I have seen them and heard them.
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I can see that they're not like anything I know of, on Earth or off, and that
there is some sort of purpose behind them. But I saw them only in the half-
light, for a few moments at best. They had a great leader, twice the size of
any of them, and the rest scemed to be dissatisfied with the way he was
running things.”

“You hear that, Marston?” cried the Professor, almost savagely. “You
hear—they are impatient—they will act, soon, as soon as they have fed
again! We dare not wait longerl We must do something, Marston—we
must act—now!”

“Yes, I saw them too,” said Marston slowly. “They’re on the brink, all
right. But I don’t know what we can do—four men with three rifles and a
couple of machetes against a hundred of them and what they can do. I
don’t know that we can even puncture one—they look almighty hard to
mel”

“Marston,” 1 put in eagerly, “if it's guns you want, there are two
machine-guns and plenty of ammunition in the plane—it was a govern-
ment ship, fresh from the uprising in the North. If we can find that,
there’ll be guns as well as food. I think I could find it, from the valley, in
daylight.”

“Valdez—you hear that? Can you help him search? You are the one
who saw him fall, and you have been out with the Indians more than once.
How about it?”

“Very well, Senor Marston, I will do what I can. But do not hope for too
much—remember, there has been a day and a night, and I had only a
glimpse, And the guns—what can they do against those devils from the
spheres? We are fools to stay here, I tell you—we would do better to flee,
now that there is food, and wam the world of what has come upon it!”

“I’ve heard that stuff preached before, Valdez, Stow it! If it comes to
announcing them to the world, those things will do it for themselves faster
than we could! It would be our own hides we'd be saving, and that not for
long! Besides, you know the reputation these Indians have, once they’re
roused! Looks like you're the fool of the lot, Valdez. You'll hunt with Haw-
kins in the moming!”

Professor Hornby had said little—he merely crouched against a tree,
staring blankly at the flames. Now, at Marston’s words, he roused again.

“Marston,” his voice came petulantly, “have you seen the Indians in the
forest, as I have? Have you seen them, felt them staring at your back,
fingering their little darts in the dark? Marston, they take those tetrahedra
for gods, or devils—things to worship and propitiate with sacrifice! The
forest is full of them—I feel it—I can telll Marston, what are they doing?”



CHAPTER 11
The Coming of the Tetrahedra

Marston’s bluff rumble drowned out that final wail, “Sure, Prof, they're
here, all right—all about us, out there in the jungle with the beasts. I can
feel them too—watching us from the dark. But they’re harmless—just in-
quisitive, that’s all. It’s the things yonder that draw them—gods, maybe, or
devils, like you said, but something out of old times and old tales, when
the Old People had their forts and palaces here under the shadow of the
hills. It’s a legend come true, for them, and until they find out different,
I reckon they link us with the things that have appeared in the place where
we used to be—we, with our white magic and our questions of the Old
People. They're not apt to hurt us for a while yet, but it won’t hurt to slip
a mite closer to the valley, where we can watch the things and keep the
association fresh for the Indians.”

Then Valdez slipped in his acid wedge of dissent, smoothly and blandly
as ever, yet deadly sharp beneath the flashing smile.

“You remember, of course, Senor Marston, that these poor Indios re-
tain the superstitions of their ancient masters, and that in time of peril
it was the way of the Old People to make blood sacrifice to their gods—
the blood of their most holy priests! Old customs linger long among sav-
ages, Senor! You have a proverb, I think—Out of sight, out of mind’, is
it not? There is truth in such old maxims, Senor Marston.”

“Meaning we can skip out and let them forget us? We’re not playing
that game, as I think I've said before, Valdez. None of us—get that! We're
staying, and we’re fighting, just as soon as you and Hawkins locate those
guns, which is tomorrow. Your memory will improve with a little sleep,
I think. And, Prof—I reckon Hawkins here would like to hear about those
things yonder. Tell him what there is to tell—you have it clearest of any
of us, I guess.”

And so, huddled there by the tiny, flickering fire, I listened as the thin,
dry voice of the old Professor marched through the awful story of the
coming of the tetrahedra. It was graven deep in his mind, and with every
telling the tale grew more vivid to him. Even now the sweat oozed from
his face as he spoke, staring in fascination at the dying flames. The eyes
of Marston and Valdez watched us across the embers and those other,
unseen eyes in the darkness that hung its velvet shroud beyond the waning
flicker of the fire-light, peered furtively out of the night.

They had come to the little valley in the hills, three white men and a
half-dozen Indian guides from the more civilized tribes to the north. Here
in its oval bowl they had made their camp among flowers and waving



152 BEFORE THE GOLDEN AGE

grasses, with the dark rampart of the jungle standing about them like the
walls of a prison. And from those walls, in the end, came the Indians of
the forest—poor, savage creatures hagridden by superstition and igno-
rance, wracked by famine and disease—a feeble remnant of those who
had been servants to the Old People in days long gone.

For they treasured weird legends and aborted ceremonies where un-
derstanding of other things had passed. Perhaps they had never known the
reality of the great deeds with which they had served the Masters—cun-
ningly fitting huge boulders into smooth-cut walls and terraces, hacking
long roads into jungle and mountain, eking out a livelihood for the de-
cadent ruling race.

But true it was that they bore memories of things that even the savage
mind can ponder, memories of magic and ritual, and the adoration of
fierce and powerful gods. As the newer magic of this younger, paler race
gripped their childish minds, they told of the things that their fathers be-
fore them had learned of grandfathers through the centuries, tales not
only of custom and life in those long-gone days, but of cities swallowed
up in the rain-forest, cities of massive stone and untarnishing metal—“the
metal of the Sun,” that sleeps in long, fat serpents in the white rock of the
mountains. In Hornby’s old eyes gleamed a new, young frenzy of hope
and joy, and in the little eyes of Valdez another, older lust-light wakened
at the tale of the golden serpents. Marston saw it, but Marston had known
that it would come, and he went about his study of the plants of valley
and forest as if it had not been there—worked, and watched.

Then, one day—and Professor Hornby’s hoarse voice sank almost to a
whisper as he told of it—there came the little group of savages who were
to lead the way to the buried ruins of a great city of the Old Ones, four
little brown men with blow-guns and deadly darts, waiting patiently for
the great White Ones to take up their magic and follow. Hornby had
stepped to the door of his tent to call their chieftain to conference, and as
he went he gazed up at the towering Andes, whence the Old Ones had
sprung, There, drifting like wind-tossed bubbles just above the tree-tops,
Hoated the spheres of the tetrahedra!

Gently they sank to rest at the other end of the little valley—lay there
in the thick grass like the eggs of some huge moth out of fable. The Indians
had fled in terror, but as Hardy and Marston raced down the slope toward
the twin globes they sensed that furtive eyes would be peering from the
undergrowth, half-fearful, half-wondering, waiting with timeless patience
for new magic—new masters.

The three came to the spheres as they lay"there in the lush grass—
Homnby, Marston, Valdez—and in each heart must have been something
of the wonder that I in my turn had felt. For the spheres were unbroken
by any opening, were as twin orbs hewn from mother-of-pearl, iridescent,
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with delicate hues of blue and rose tinting their snowy white, and yet
there came a force from them, a tingling of excess energy that thrilled in
every nerve and set their minds on edge with unwonted keenness!

It grew in strength, slowly, and it was Marston who first sensed its
lurking hostility, who turned his gaze from the enigmatic spheres to see
the long grasses about their bases wither and shrivel to soft grey ash under
the blasting radiation! It was he who cried the alarm, and in sudden
panic they fled a little way up the valley, to stand like startled sheep, then
flee anew as the surge of energy poured forth in ever-quickening pulses
from the opal spheres.

It swept all life before it into sudden, luxuriant growth that as suddenly
dropped into blighted destruction! Beside their tents, nearly in the shadow
of the brooding forest, they stood at last and watched the slow torrent
sweep the life of their little valley home into the sullen ash of death, And
then its invisible van drifted up the slope to their feet, and again its subtle
venom thrilled evilly in their veins, and they ran crazly, headlong, into
the jungle!

But they could not long shun the brain-troubling enigma that had en-
gulfed their little home. Marston, Hornby, Valdez—they struggled back
and stared from the damp dark of the forest at the thing that was hap-
pening there in the sunlit oval on the mountainside, Then it was that
Marston broke the spell of fear that had been laid upon him—seized rifles,
blankets, food from the deserted tents in the ebbing of the invisible waves,
and fled again as the second billow of devastation poured from the silent
spheres! The grasses and delicate blossoms of the valley had passed under
the first blight, but here and there grew hardier blooms and bushes, akin
to the life of the forest, and higher forms of life—insects, rodents, birds.
Again the wave of death surged, and again, and now they could see a
faint flush of crimson burning angrily where it passed, a glow more of the
atmosphere than of the blighted, seared life of the valley! Then, for a time,
there came a lull—a peace almost of the days and hours when this little
spot of light in the green dark was the home of happy, busy men—almost,
yet not quite!

For there was a boding in it, an ominous sense of oppression, a tension
of the very ether, a stress that spread to mind and brain and sucked hun-
grily at the dazed consciousness! Now they saw that the spheres were alight
with a cold green radiance that glowed vividly even above the glare of the
sun upon the bleaching ash! Almost an incandescence they might have
called it, yet there was no feeling of heat, only a great, overpowering en-
ergy that was being hurled from those unearthly spheres upon the little
valley and its walling forests. And they were not wrong, for of a sudden,
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with an awful violence that shook even the stolid Marston, the storm burst
in its full fury over the valley!

It did not touch the forests—indeed, it seemed to shun their cool, damp
dark—and so the three could watch its awful progress and live. In an in-
stant’s time the tension burst into a seething, chaotic turmoil of blue-green
flame, electric fire akin to lightning, yet far surpassing any lightning of
Earth in its fury!

In a great beating sea of horrid flame it lashed the oval valley, driving
into the soil, into the very rock, waking them into an angry answer of leap-
ing, burning crimson fires. The fires swept the thin black soil from the
underlying rock and scored the naked face of the rock itself with an awful
furnace of consuming fury. Filling all the bowl of the valley and beating
high against its bounding walls, licking away their flowery curtain of lac-
ing vines, rending from them huge flakes of rock that burst like monster
bombs as they toppled into the fiery sea below, it rushed in a mighty pillar
of roaring fires hundreds of feet into the shuddering air!

And through the curtain where fire of heavens and fire of Earth met
in that terrible holocaust, those three saw the curving flames of the twin
spheres gape wide, saw huge angular shapes file from the darkness within
—shapes never yet associated in the Mind of Man with the meaning of
life! Careless of the flame that seethed about them, they glided out over
the fusing rock of the valley floor, score on score of them, showing in the
fierce glare as mighty, eight-foot tetrahedra of dark, glistening crystal.
They were of a purple that seemed to be of the essence of the things them-
selves, rather than a pigmentation of their surface; and near one apex each
had two green-yellow unstaring, unseeing eyes!

Within them one glimpsed a spherical body—purple too—from which
ran hundreds of curious filaments to the smooth surfaces. Tetrahedra they
were—living tetrahedra of chilling terror that feared neither flame nor
lightning and spread destruction on every side!

Sick at heart the three men watched, while the flames died and the
winds came and stripped the blanket of dust and ash from the blasted
rock. The tetrahedra meanwhile glided about their endless affairs, form-
ing and reforming in geometric pattern. Or they clicked swiftly into many-
faceted forms that in turn mounted into monolithic, crystalline monstrosi-
ties, then melted with startling suddenness into their original components.
These were idle, pointless maneuverings from the human viewpoint, yet
fraught with some hidden meaning and purpose as alien to Earth as the
things themselves. They suggested the terrible energies that were under
their control—energies such as our little science has never hinted at.

“I cannot tell you of the feeling that came to me,” the weary, dried-out
voice of the Professor droned despairingly on. “Here was a power ab-
solutely at odds to all the great, painfully evolved civilization of mankind,
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a power that could and would crush us as a fly, if we came into conflict
with the motives of the tetrahedral race! Here were beings endowed by
nature with powers beyond our science—alien to our ideas of evolution,
well-nigh to our imagination and reason. I felt the latent doom of man-
kind and of the very life-forms of all Earth, squatting here in our little,
blasted valley with an ominous, cruel indifference that struck chill fear
into my heart! And I knew that if Man must die, I would die too—die fight-
ing for my race and my civilization! I think we all felt it, knew it in our
hearts, and swore our oath of undying feud upon the violated rock of our
valley home!”

His voice trailed off into silence as his deadened eyes saw once more
the vision of that awful day. I thought he had done, but again his voice
broke the quiet.

“Perhaps we can flee, even now—hide away in some corner where they
can have no motive for searching—exist for a few dreadful months or years
while our planet sinks under their unearthly tyranny. Perhaps, for a little,
we can save our lives, and yet—I wonder if it is not better to die foolishly,
futilely, but to die with the knowledge that we have been closer than any
man to the unfathomable, to the reality that underlies all life.”

From the dark beyond the glowing embers came Marston’s quiet
rumble:

“We can’t do less, Prof, and we won’t, We will fight, as men fight, and
if our way is greater and better than their way, you know, down in your
heart, that we will win as Man has always won—and that science will
have another doubtful bone to quarrel over. In the morning we must lay
our plans. They are getting restless—they may strike any minute, and we
must be ready and waiting. We're going to die, I guess, but we'll die as
men should!” That was all.

The events of the past few hours had crowded in upon me with such
staggering force and complexity that I found my mind in a whirl. T could
get no clear-cut impression—no broad meaning—only a blurred, fantastic
cyclorama of unearthly event and taut emotion, piling thought on thought
in an orgy of color and sound and feeling that completely swamped me.
Even now, with it all past and much of it clarified by time, I feel that same
vagueness, that groping for concepts, that I felt then, With the morning all
this changed—changed swiftly and utterly as event after event rushed
upon us, broke like a tidal wave upon our outraged consciousness, and
vanished before the tumultuous onslaught of another, greater clash of
mind and matter.

We were up with the dawn, and after a scant breakfast of dried fruits,
salvaged from the tents before the destruction of the valley, Valdez and I
set out to find the plane, I wanted to return to the valley to get my bear-



156 BEFORE THE GOLDEN AGE

ings, but Valdez protested—claimed it was uselessly dangerous, that he
could make better time from where we were. We struck into the tangle of
dank underwood, Valdez leading, and within seconds of our leaving camp
I was utterly lost. My companion seemed sure of his way, slipping through
the maze of fine growth like a beast of the jungle, almost as if he were fol-
lowing an invisible trail.

For nearly an hour we plunged ahead, then of a sudden came a gap
in the forest roof as the level of the ground fell in a narrow ravine, and
I woke to angry realization of what was happening! The sun, on our right
when we started, lay behind us! We were traveling dead away from the
valley, the camp, and the planel

Angrily I sprang forward, seized Valdez by the shoulder! He spun like
a striking snake, fury in his half-closed eyes, fury and crazed fear! In his
hand was a gun!

“So—you have awakened at last, Senor Hawkins,” he sneered. “You feel
that things are not quite as they seemed—is it not so? You fool—did you
for one moment think I would cast my lot with those idiots back there?
Do I seem mad, that I should offer my life for fools like them? You—
you were not invited to our little party, but you came—you are here, and
on my hands—and you will do as I say or wish you had! Am I clear?”

“You're too damn’ clear!” I shouted. “You're not fit to live, Valdez, and
it’s high time someone told you so to your sneaking face! So you're going
to sneak off and leave your comrades to the tender mercies of those tetra-
hedra—you want to make sure of your precious hide! Why, damn you,
it'’s you that's a bigger fool than any of usl How can you expect to get
clear of this filthy jungle, with the guides gone? Where are you going
to find food when your shells run out? What do you think these damn’
stinking savages will do to you when they catch you out here alone, run-
ning away from their new gods? You haven't the least chance in the world
—you're crazy, that’s it! You're stark, staring mad—a damned, yellow, mad
dog!”

“You say unfortunate things, Senor Hawkins,” he replied coldly, the
ugly sneer still on his thin, red lips. “I think that I can dispense with
your company. It might interest you to know that Valdez is the name
of my father by adoption, Senor. My people are those whom you have
so kindly classified as ‘damned stinking savages—my home is these very
forests that you seem to find so unpleasant! And, Senor Hawkins, have
I not said that I can always find your plane?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“I mean, Senor, that it has always been I who could find the plane,
and I who did find it, not very many minutes after it crashed. You would
be disappointed, Senor Hawkins, were you to see it now. The food, the
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guns and ammunition of which you boasted—they can never have existed
save in a mind disordered by jungle fevers, Or can it be that the Indios—
the ‘stinking savages' that even now are all about us, there behind you
in the shadows, have stolen them? It would be most interesting to know
the truth of the matter, would it not?”

I stared up through the matted branches at the blandly shining sun,
red hate clouding my vision! I raised both hands, fists clenched, as if to
crash them down upon the evilly smiling face! But the little snub-nosed
gun that bored into my belly spoke eloquent warning, and of a sudden
came clear thought and cool, calculated words:

“So even in this you must lie, Valdez! It is bred in the blood, I think!
I do not question that you stole the food and weapons that meant life
to your comrades—it is much too characteristic an act to doubt—but, Senor
Valdez, no Indian would so steal another’s food. Was it, perhaps, your
mother who was white?”

Blind fury glazed his little, bloodshot eyes and drew back his thin lips
in an ugly snarl of rage! I saw murder staring at me from those eyes,
and in the instant when he stood frozen with his hate I leaped—swung
with all my weight on the great liana that was looped over the branch
above me! Even as the gun spat flame, the tautening vine caught him
full at the base of the skull and toppled him forward into the black mold
of the forest floor, out, and out for good!

CHAPTER III
The Tetrahedra’s Power

It was his life or mine, but I had not contemplated killing him. The
vine was heavy and swung loose on the limb, and it whipped taut with
the force of a snapping hawser, catching him squarely at the base of his
maddened brain! It was an awful blow, every bit as heavy as the swing
of a sledge hammer, and it broke his spine free from his skull as I would
snap an apple from its stem! I turned him over, his features purple and
contorted, and as I lifted him his head flopped forward like that of a rag
dummy! With a shudder I dropped him and turned away.

Yet part of him was white, and all of him was human, and so I scooped
a shallow trench in the soft mold and buried him, first searching his body
for weapons and food. In his breast pocket was a rough sketch-map, show-
ing the valley, the camp, and a small cross where the plane had fallen.
Across its penciled contours ran a fine dotted line, due north from the
camp nearly to the place where the plane lay, then bearing off to the
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west, toward the mountains, and toward a little upland river that ran down
from the snows.

There was the gulley where I stood, a dried-out stream-bed leading up
into the lower end of the valley, and just beyond a second little cross,
to the south of the trail. I knew what it meant—the food and guns from
the looted plane! I could see now that the way was cunningly marked
by untangled vines and diverted branches—a path of least resistance, more
than a trail—and within five minutes I had uncovered Valdez' cache, under
the cover of an outcropping ledge of quartz, and loaded one of the packs
we had brought along,

How to return to camp with my news was another question entirely.
I knew it was hopelessly futile for me to try to follow the back trail, or
to run by the rude map for either plane or camp. There remained the
valley—straight south along the ravine—and I felt certain that once there
I could regain my lost sense of direction or wait until one of the others
found me. The valley—and the tetrahedral Driven by instinct or intuition,
I shouldered one of the very light machine-guns and wrapped three belts
of ammunition about my waist, under my shirt.

The going was easier along the rim of the little ravine than at its bottom,
where extra moisture made the tangle thicker. Indeed, it seemed almost
like the trail Valdez had followed—a path of least resistance, carved in-
visibly into the underbrush by unknown hands. To right and left the
thicket held like a tightly woven fabric, but ahead, parallel to the gulley,
the branches slipped silently apart under a slight pressure of the hand
and closed us quietly behind. It was obvious that either Valdez or the
Indians had made this way to the valley, and it was not on Valdez' map.

The trail finally swung away from the stream-bed, toward the east, and
suddenly emerged on a sort of peninsula jutting into the valley just above
the point where the twin spheres lay. I saw the glare of sunlight through
the trees, for there was a sort of clearing overlooking the parade-ground
of the tetrahedra. Here were gathered the forest Indians, clustered behind
the thin screen of vegetation, gazing in dumb adoration at the things be-
low. So rapt were they that my approach went unnoticed, and I was able
to retreat and bear to the west, creeping up to the edge of the valley
midway between clearing and ravine.

It was nearly noon, and the fury of the blazing sun made the valley
a black cauldron of flickering air-currents. They boiled up from the naked
rock in vast, shimmering waves of heat that made the distant jungle and
the rocky valley floor seem to engage in a weird witches’ caper with the
unearthly things that basked at the valley’s heart.

Now, in the full light of day, I could see that it was as Professor Hornby
had said. The tetrahedra were formed from some hard, crystalline mineral,
black almost to invisibility, with a faint wash of rich purple running
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through it. As they moved, the sun sent up glittering flashes of brilliance
from their polished flanks, dancing like little searchlight rays along the
shadowed face of the forest, For the tetrahedra were restless, were weav-
ing aimlessly in and out among the boulders in weird arabesques as of
some unearthly dance of the crystal folk, were condensing in little groups
of half a dozen or less that formed and broke again even as do restless
humans, waiting impatiently for some anticipated event.

Apart from the rest, motionless in a sort of circular clearing among the
rocks, squatted the giant leader of the tetrahedra, In him the deep violet
of the crystal became a rich, plum-like hue, purple flushed with warm red,
and the underlying black seemed less harsh. It was warmer and more like
the calm velvet of the tropic night. But these are impressions, qualitative
terms with which to distinguish him in some way other than by mere
size from his fellows. To an observer, the distinction was apparent, but
it is not easy to express in everyday terms. It must suffice that he was
indefinably different from the others, that he seemed to have character
and personality, where the rest were but pyramidal crystals, albeit terribly
alive.

And now the giant leader was dinning out his mighty call in long, slow
billows of beating sound that seemed to thrust me back, press me into
the dark of the forest, away from the alien monsters of the valley! In re-
sponse came thirty of the lesser tetrahedra, chosen seemingly at random
from the scattered ranks, to range themselves at equal intervals about their
master, forming a single great circle a dozen yards in diameter.

Again the throbbing call shattered against the cliffs about me, and now
all the hordes of the tetrahedra broke into flowing motion, converging in
a torrent of glittering purple crystal upon the natural amphitheater, clus-
tering in threes at the spots that their fellows had marked—all but ten,
who glided into place before every third group, forming a giant toothed
wheel with hub and rim and spokes of living, sentient crystal—crystal with
a purposel

There under that blazing sun they lay, gleaming like giant purple gems
against the jetty rock. I thought of the great stone wheel of Stonehenge,
and of the other monolithic circles that men have found in England and
on the Continent. Strange resemblance, between the pattern of living
monsters of another world and the ancient temples of a prehistoric race!
And yet, is it too far-fetched to suggest that the superstitious savages should
pattern their greatest temples after the unearthly gods of their worship—
gods of purple crystal that came and smote and vanished again into the
skies, leaving the memory of their inevitable circling, and the thunder
of their language in the great drums of worship? May it not be that they
have come before, and found Earth unfitted for their usage, and passed
on to other worlds? And if they have so come, and found us wanting,
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what lies beyond that has prevented them from bearing back the tale of
their findings, marking Earth as useless for their tetrahedral purposes?
Why have they had to come again and again?

I could see that the groups of three that formed the toothed rim of
the giant crystal wheel were tipping inward, bringing their peaks together
in a narrow focus, and more, that the ten that were the spokes, the binding
members of the wheel, were of the same rich hue as their master. The
shadows of the myriad tetrahedra squatted short and black about their
shining bases, against the shining rock.

As the sun soared higher, pouring its blazing rays straight down upon
the sweltering world, I sensed the beginning of a vague roseate glow at
the foci of the circling trios, a glow as of energy, light, focussed by the
tetrahedra themselves, yet not of themselves, but sucked from the flood
of light that poured upon them from above, For the light that was reflected
from their sides gleamed ever bluer, ever colder, as they drank in the warm
red rays and spewed them forth again into the seething globes of leashed
energy that were forming just beyond their pointing tips!

The rose-glow had deepened to angry vermillion, seemingly caged
within the spheres defined by the tips of the tilted tetrahedra, Thirty glow-
ing coals against the black, ninety great angular forms gleaming ghastly
blue in the pillaged sunlight, forms that were slowly closing in upon the
center, upon their mighty master, bearing him food, energy of the sun
for his feasting!

Now the scarlet flame of the prisoned light was mounting swiftly in
an awful pinnacle of outrageous color—pure fire torn from the warm rays
of the sun—raw energy for the glutting of these tetrahedral demons of
another world! It seemed to me that it must needs burst its bounding
spheres and fuse all that crystal horde with its unleashed fury of living
flame, must win free of the unimaginable forces that held it there between
the eager, glittering facets, must burst its unnatural bonds and sweep the
valley with a tempest of awful fire that would consign the furnace of
the tetrahedra to pitiful insignificance! It did none of these, for the power
that had reft it from the golden sunbeams could mould it to the use and
will of the tetrahedra, as clay before the potter!

Slowly the great ring contracted, slowly the tetrahedra tipped toward
their common center, bearing at their foci the globes of angry flame. Now
they stopped, hung for a long moment in preparation. Then in an instant
they loosed the cradled energy of the spheres in one mighty blaze of blind-
ing crimson that swept out in a single huge sheet of flame, blanketing
all the giant wheel with its glory, then rushing into the blazing vortex
of its center. Here, all the freed energy of the flame was flowing into
the body of the mighty ruler of the tetrahedra, bathing him in a fury
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of crimson light that sank into his glowing facets as water into parched
Zand of the desert, bringing a fresh, new glow of renewed life to his giant
rame!

And now, as in recoil, there spouted from his towering peak a fine,
thin fountain of pale blue fire, soundless, like the blaze of man-made light-
ning between two mightily energized electrodes—the blue of electric fire—
the seepage of the giant's feast! Like slaves snatching at the crumbs from
their master’s board, the ten lesser tetrahedra crowded close. As their fierce
hunger voiced itself in awful, yearning force, the fountain of blue flame
split into ten thin tongues, barely visible against the black rock, that bent
down into the pinnacles of the ten and poured through them into the
crowding rim of the giant wheel, a rim where again the spheres of crimson
fire were mounting to their climactic burst!

Again the crimson orbs shattered and swept over the horde in a titanic
canopy of flame, and again the giant master drank in its fiery glory! Now
the fountain of seepage had become a mighty geyser of sparkling sapphire
light that hurtled a hundred feet into the shimmering atmosphere, and,
bent by the fierce hungering of the lesser creatures, curved in a glorious
parabola above the crystal wheel, down over them and into them, renewing
their substance and their life!

For as I watched, each tetrahedron began to swell, visibly, creeping in
horrid slow growth to a magnitude very little less than that of their giant
leader. And as they mounted in size, the torrent of blue fire paled and
died, leaving them glutted and expectant of the final stage!

It came, with startling suddenness! In an instant each of the hundred
clustering monsters budded, burst, shattered into four of half its size that
cleaved from each comer of the parent tetrahedron. They left an octo-
hedral shape of transparent crystal, colorless and fragile, whence every
evidence of life had been withdrawn into the new-born things—a shell
that crumpled and fell in fine, sparkling crystal dust to the valley floor.
Only the giant ruler lay unchanged beneath the downward slanting rays
of the sun, The hundred had become four hundred! The tetrahedra had
spawned!

Four hundred of the monstrous things where a hundred had lain the
moment before! Drinking in the light of the noonday sun, sucking up
its energy to give them substance, these tetrahedral beings from an alien
world held it in their power to smother out the slightest opposition by
sheer force of ever-mounting numbers! Against a hundred, or four hun-
dred, the armies and the science of mankind might have waged war with
some possibility of success, but when each creature of these invulnerable
hosts might become four, with the passing of each noon’s sun, surely hope
lay dead! Man was doomed!

On the jutting point to my left I sensed new activity. The Indians were
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chanting, in weird low tones, to the rhythm of a great, deep-throated drum.
It was some monotonous hymn or supplication to their ancient gods—gods
now personified in the things below. Through the screen of shrubbery
between us, I glimpsed their chieftain, taller by a head than the rest, his
arms up-raised, leading the exhortation. Their voices rose, broke in an
angry clamor as a dozen of their kind burst from the forest dragging
the bound form of a white man—of Marston!

I must be closer. Here, separated from them by a hundred feet of space
and a double screen of matted vines, I dared not fire for fear of slaying
friend with foe! Headlong I dived into the tangle, shoving the machine-
gun ahead of mel Had they not been utterly engrossed in their savage
ritual, the Indians must surely have heard my blundering approach, rip-
ping blindly through the undergrowth with caution flung to the winds!
By chance or fortune the tangle was less matted than elsewhere, and I
burst into the cleared space barely in the nick of time.

For all of his traitorous hypocrisy, Valdez had spoken truly of old cus-
toms and old sacrifices! Marston’s huge, straining frame was bent back
over a rounded slab of polished rock in the center of the clearing, the
dwarfed forest-men fairly swarming over him to hold him in place! Arms
raised in supplication, their chieftain stood over him, his features distorted
by something more than fear of his gods, and frenzy of sacrifice! Hate
and terrible rage had seized upon his bronzed visage, making of it a verita-
ble devil-mask! And in his clenched fist he grasped a glittering knife of
steel, a knife that half an hour ago I had seen buried in the black soil
of the forest floor—Valdez' knifel

Again he was raising his chant of dedication and sacrifice, screeched
to the thunderous thythm of the drum in the manner of those Old Ones
before the Incas! Again it mounted to its climactic crescendo of frenzied
adoration and black hate—rtose to a maddened scream, and broke as his
arm swept down against that bearded throat! With a merry cackle of
savage laughter, my gun woke the echoes, sweeping leaden death across
the clearing, mowing its swath of lives in sacrifice more terrible than any
savage mind could plan!

Through a bloody haze 1 saw the brown, broken bodies twisted and
flung bodily from their feet by thudding missiles that tore their unresist-
ing flesh from their broken bones and bathed the altar and the gaunt
form stretched over it with spouting, smoking blood! Blood lust was in
me as I raked their bewildered ranks with the laughing death, then the
belt of cartridges was gone, and as I fumbled for a second the few cower-
ing survivors fled screaming into the sheltering jungle!

Sanity came, and horror at the slaughter I had done, and with them
an awful fear that in my unreasoning rage I had murdered friend as well
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as foe! Stumbling over the torn and bleeding windrows of slain humanity,
I raced across the bloody clearing to where he lay, the gun forgotten! And
as I reached the rude altar where he lay, Marston heaved his blood-soaked
frame free of the bodies that covered it, sat up, and growled whimsically:

“Are you quite sure you've killed enough for the day? Or didn’t you
know it was loaded?”

“Marston, man!” I shouted frantically. “Are you all right? Did I hit
youp”

“Oh, not at all. I'm quite all right. Youre a rotten shot if I do say
it—bring in a blasted flail, and then you can’t hit me! Though I'll not
say you didn’t try hard enough. You did well by the innocent bystanders,
and of course the public must come first in the mind of every good citizen.”

As a matter of fact, I had nicked a chunk out of his arm—a nice, clean
hit—and the blood on him was not all Indian. Still, his sarcastic joshing
served its purpose and brought me out of my near-hysteria, where I was
doing nobody the slightest good, into a sort of sanity in which I could
at least talk without dithering like a crazy fool. Not until we were well
clear of the shambles around the altar did he speak of Valdez.

“What happened?” he asked. “Did Valdez bolt?”

“He tried to,” I replied glumly. “He had the stuff from the plane cached
on the trail out, and—well, I wouldn’t listen to reason, he pulled a gun,
and we had it out. I broke his neck—killed him.”

“I'm not blaming you for it. I saw it coming, and I reckon it was you
or he. But it’s stirred up merry hell among the Indians. Did you know
he was a breed? He claimed to be pure Indian, son of a jungle chieftain
and a princess of some remnants of the Old People, but he was a breed,
and crossed the wrong way! The least hint that anyone had guessed the
truth made a beast of him. I've seen him deliberately bash a man’s head
to jelly because the fellow, a Portuguese muleteer, claimed relationship—
on his mother’s side! He was one of their priests, a heritage from his father,
and I guess they found his body. Hornby doesn’t know, though, and if
I were you I'd lay the blame to the Indians—the dead ones. Right?”

“I suppose so. It happened as you guessed. I slugged him in the neck
with a heavy liana, too hard. But how did they get you?”

“I told you I was suspicious of Valdez. I tried to follow you, and they
jumped me, south of here, near the ravine. It must have been shortly
after they found Valdez, for they were all crazy mad. I think the Doc
is safe, though. Do you realize that this spawning means that they're
ready to go ahead and burn their way right through everything—make
this whole planet a safer and better place for tetrahedra? Doc has figured
they're from Mercury—overcrowded, probably, by this wholesale system
of reproduction in job-lots, and hunting for new stamping-grounds. I don’t
know what our chances are of bucking them—about a quarter of what
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they were an hour ago—but they’re mighty slim, armed as we are. You've
got the other machine-gun?”

“It’s at the cache, with most of the food, if the Indians didn’t find it
when they found Valdez. I have a map here, that he was using.”

“Good. Let’s have it. You keep an eye on the Professor tomorrow, now
that the Indians are out for blood, and I'll get the stuff back to camp.
Now I know they’re hostile, I'll keep my weather eye open for trouble
and I'll guarantee I won'’t be caught napping again. Come on—let’s hunt
him up now, while they’re still scared.”

“Wait, Marston,” I replied. “You get the stuff now. I have a hunch
we'll need it, and that soon. I can find Professor Hornby well enough,
and I don’t think the Indians will want any more for some time to come.”

“Right you are!” he exclaimed, “So long then.” And he swung off along
my back-track.

CHAPTER IV
At Bay!

I had no trouble in finding the Professor. In truth, he found me. He
was all but boiling over with excitement, for he had seen something we
had not.

“Hawkins,” he exclaimed, grabbing my shoulder fiercely, “did you see
them spawn? It is remarkable—absolutely unequalled! The speed of it all—
and, Hawkins, they do not have to grow before cleaving. I saw two that
divided and redivided into three-inch tetrahedra—over a thousand of them!
Think of it—Hawkins, they can overrun our little planet in a few days,
once they start! We're done for!”

“I guess you're right, Professor,” I replied. “But tell me—have you seen
anything of the Indians?”

“The Indians? Yes—there seems to be something wrong with them now,
Hawkins, They seem to have lost their reverence for the tetrahedra, These
tribes do not paint much, but those I have seen were decorated for battle,
and one old man was cursing the things from the edge of the forest, work-
ing himself up into a regular frenzy of invective. They may resist, now,
if the tetrahedra try to start anything.”

“Marston will be glad to hear that! Right now, I think we had better
strike for the high ground across the ravine, where their flame is less likely
to reach us. I'll leave you there and then look for Marston and the guns.
We're going to need them before long.”

“Very well, Hawkins. Your plan sounds good, and I'm glad you found
the plane. But where is Valdez? Isn't he with Marston?” ’



TETRAHEDRA OF SPACE 165

“No. He’s dead.”

“Dead! You mean—the Indians?”

“Um. They nearly got Marston too, but I had one of the guns. Come
on, we'll pick it up, and my pack of food, and find a place where we
can see what happens and stll be fairly safe. Follow me.”

We found an ideal fortress, high on the west side of the ravine, where
a little spur ran down from the highlands to the valley of the tetrahedra.
Indeed, it had been used as a lookout by the ancient inhabitants of the
region, ages ago, when great cities of cut stone lay in the valleys now
choked by vegetation. Enough of the ancient walls remained to provide
a decent bulwark against attack, and I left Professor Hornby with the
gun to hold the fort until I could find Marston.

I had little difficulty in locating him, and between us we transferred
the supplies from cache to lookout, while the Professor kept a perfunctory
guard over them, As a matter of fact, he was more interested in digging
around in the ancient floor of potsherds and tools of the former inhab-
itants. He explained that the ancient Pleistocene wave of immigration from
Asia, via Alaska and North America, had split at Panama to pass down
both sides of the Andes. On the west, along the coast, arose the ancient
American civilizations, culminating in the Incas. On the east were the
forest Indians, poor savage creatures of the thick jungles, such as we had
seen. And here, on the boundary between these two regions, he sought
a link between the two, Perhaps he had found it. We were never to know.

It was two days before the hostilities began, Meanwhile we had found
the wreck of the plane, very nearly intact but quite useless in this dense
jungle. We drained the tanks of what gasoline they contained, storing
it in great glazed jars of painted earthenware that Professor Hornby had
found intact in a niche below our present floor-level. His idea was to fight
fire with fire, incidentally clearing a space about the spur on which our
little fort was perched, so that we could see what we were about in case
of trouble.

Marston and I cleared out the brush as best we could, and cut deep
slots in the larger trees on the down-hill side. A back-fire is ticklish work
in the forest, but we worked it, piling the quickly drying underbrush at the
far side of our little swath, saturating it with gasoline, then digging in
to one of the Professor’s excavations while the fireworks went off. In a
drier climate we would not have lived to tell the tale. As it was, we more
or less leveled the thick forest for about two hundred feet on all sides,
before the fire petered out, leaving a tangled mess of blackened wreckage
that effectively kept us in and others out, as well as clearing the field
of view.

Our fire may have served to set off the onslaught of the tetrahedra.
Certainly, with the next morning, there was renewed activity in their rocky
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pocket. They cleared out a sizeable ring of forest before sun-set, The next
noon they had another sunfeast, and now the blackened valley was fairly
teeming with their angular forms, large and small, for many seemed to
have split without growing, as the Professor had seen one do before.

Now, their army of destruction assembled, the tetrahedra began their
conquest of Earth! In vast waves of horrid destruction with rays of angry
yellow flame darting from apexes their flaming floods of energy swept over
the jungle, and now not even its damp dark could resist. Mighty forest-
giants toppled headlong, by the cleaving yellow flame, to melt into
powdery ash before they touched the ground. Giant lianas writhed like
tortured serpents as their juices were vaporized by the awful heat, then
dropped away in death to lie in long grey coils along the stripped rock
of the forest floor—rock that was fast taking on the glassy glare of the
little valley, rock fused by heat such as Earth had never known.

By evening, our spur of rock was a lone peninsula, an oasis in a desert
of harsh black, a height which the tetrahedra, for some unknown reason,
had not attempted.

Now we could watch their plan of campaign, and our hearts sank in
fear for our race, for while half of the tetrahedral army engaged in its
holocaust of destruction, the remaining half fed and spawned in the full
blaze of the sun, With every day dozens of square miles were added to
their hellish domain and thousands of tetrahedra to their unnatural army.
For now we could see that more and more of them were taking the second
course, were splitting into hosts of tiny, three-inch creatures which, within
a few days’ time, had swelled to full size and on the following day could
spawn anew! It was dreadful, but now we were hopelessly isolated—an
island in a sea of black rock, untouched as yet by the blasting fires, but
utterly unable to save ourselves or our world.

Aside from the vegetation which they were so methodically blasting,
the Mercutian tetrahedra—for such Professor Hornby swore they were and
such we later found them to be—had not yet come into real contact with
the life of our planet, much less its master, Man. The worship of the
Indians had been carried on from afar, and we ourselves were careful
not to tempt our visitors from space. Now all that was changed in some-
thing of a double-barreled fashion. It began with the Indians. It ended
with us.

Now that we were shut off from the jungle, we no longer sensed the
unease and stealthy activity of the forest people. Their gods had betrayed
them—perhaps they thought them devils now—their sacrifice had been in-
terrupted and their chief men slaughtered unmercifully by the slayers of
their half-white brother, Their whole life and legend had gone wrong.
The tetrahedra were to blame, and the tetrahedra must pay!
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The invaders did not start their daily program of devastation until the
sun was high. Of late, the people of the forest had become creatures of
the night, and so it was that Marston roused us about midnight to watch
the fun, as he put it. As a matter of fact, we all realized that what the
Indians did would probably be of vital importance to our own situation.

The spheres were too small to hold all the tetrahedral hosts, now, and
they lay crowded in great confocal ovals about them, sleeping, if such
things can be said to sleep. The first indication of the attack was a tiny
fire of leaves and twigs on the rocks above the ravine, now choked with
slabs of rock scaled from its walls by the terrific heat. It was barely visible
—merely a smudge in size, kindled for some magical purpose. Then there
came a low, wailing chant, rising swiftly in vehemence and bitter hatred—
a curse designed to blast the unearthly invaders where they lay. Professor
Hornby was fairly gasping at the enormously ancient background of leg-
end and superstition which it revealed, when it suddenly broke in a shrill,
senile yammer of sheer madness! The strain was more than the old priest
could stand.

As in answer, other, greater fires sprang up all along the walls of the
valley, and by their light we could see the Indians closing in from the
edge of the forest—thousands of them, drawn to worship over untold
leagues of jungle paths, and now racing into battle with all the mad
fanaticism of an outraged religion! It was like a tidal wave of screeching
humanity, pouring down over the black rock to break over the sleeping
tetrahedral Yet, as the last Indian burst from shelter of the jungle, the
attacking force was revealed as pitifully small, compared to the ranks of
those whom they attacked. Like a great city of black, tetrahedral tents
the Mercutians lay, dim-lit by the failing moon, as if unaware of the savage
swarm, led by its gibbering priest, that raced upon them. But they were
far from unaware!

It was I who first noticed the faint, rosy glow that hung over the silent
ranks—a glow like that which had brought down my plane. I whispered
to Marston, and he told me that it had not been there before—that the
tetrahedra must be awake, and waiting!

He was right. The red glow was spreading swiftly, out over the valley
floor, and there must have been another, invisible emanation that pre-
ceded it, for I saw the old priest falter, beat with clawed fists at an unseen
wall, then topple with a choking scream and lie still. Now, all round the
valley, the first ranks of the savages were meeting this slowly advancing
wall of unseen death—meeting it, and falling before it! In long windrows
they lay, body after body piling up before the momentum of the unleashed
rush of the red-skinned hordes! Stones, arrows, spears flew through the
thickening red mist to clatter harmlessly upon the quiescent tetrahedra!
But not as harmlessly as it seemed, for here and there among them
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showed a little spurt of pale blue flame as one of the smaller things was
crushed by a hurtling stone! They were hard, but their skins of crystal
were thin, and a wellflung stone might break them! They were not
invulnerablel

The Indians sensed this, too, for they had deserted spears and darts
in favor of a hail of stones, large and small, that clattered among the tetra-
hedra in a veritable downpour, dealing really telling destruction among
those who had not attained a fair size.

The savages were yelling in triumph, now, thrilled with success, and
their blind onslaught was checked, but still the invisible barrier crept on,
dealing death all along their evilly grimacing front, and still the rose-red
haze followed after, dissolving the crumpled bodies in fine white ash that
in turn vanished in the deepening red. The yelling circle was thinning
fast, yet they had not realized the futility of their attack when suddenly
the tetrahedra deserted quiet defense for active combat!

The cause was evident. Five Indians on the upslope had shoved over
the cliff a huge rounded boulder that bounded like a live thing among
the rocks and crashed full into the side of a great eight-foot tetrahedron,
splintering its flinty flank and freeing the pent-up energy in a blinding tor-
rent of blue flame that cascaded over the nearby ledges, fusing them into
a white-hot, smoking pool of molten lava that glowed evilly in the ill-
lit gloom! It was the last straw! The mad attack had become a thing of
real menace to the tetrahedra, and they sprang into swift retribution. From
their apexes they flashed out the flaming yellow streaks of destruction.

Now at last the Indians broke and fled before the advancing hordes,
but flight came too late, for the tetrahedra were aroused and they gave
no quarter! Long tongues of yellow reached out, beating down like awful
flails on the fleeing savages and searing them with swift agony, dropping
them in their tracks, driving them down in shapeless horror against the
smoking rock, where the scarlet sea swept over them and dissolved them
in drifting, fusing ash! The doomed Indians seemed to float in a yellow
sea and what the sea touched was gone in an instant! Before that awful
barrage nothing living could stand!

Of a sudden the tragedy was borne forcibly to our own quarter, as a
handful of Indians sought the refuge of our rocky spur! Like brown apes
they scrambled up its precipitous side toward our fortress and burrowed
through the tangled debris of our back-fire. They were men like ourselves,
men in awful danger of their lives, and Marston and Hornby sprang to
the parapet, shouting at them in their native tongue. But the frightened
savage knows no friend, and their reply was a-volley of long arrows that
toppled the Professor into my arms and sent Marston cursing for the guns!
Lips set grimly, he sprayed the rocky slope with whining leaden death,
mowing down the frenzied savages as I had done in the place of sacrifice!
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At sight of us, their madness burst forth anew and they broke their flight
to rush our pinnacle, voices raised in wild vituperation!

Laying Professor Homnby under the shelter of the wall, I dragged out
the other gun and kicked open a case of ammunition, joining Marston in
the defense of the fort, That other time I had had surprise and superstition
to aid me in my single-handed victory, but now we two were leagued
against outraged fanaticism, and the odds were great. Like locusts they
came on, from every side, eyes red with blood-lust, teeth bared in hate—
beasts of the jungle, ravening for the kill! It was the debris of our back-
fire, piled in a matted belt around the spur, that saved us, for here the mad
charge must halt and here our guns took their toll. Nor were we two
alone, for now I heard the crack of a rifle and knew that Professor
Hornby was covering the ledge of rock that ran back at our rear to join us
to the hills.

Even so, I think our defense must have failed but for the tetrahedra.
They had not been slow to recognize the changed nature of the Indians’
fight, and they turned that realization to their own advantage, curving
around the spur to cut off a second retreat, then laying down their fiery
yellow barrage upon the rear of the clamoring savage host, licking them
up as a bear licks ants. It was a matter of minutes before the last Indian
lay in grey ash on the rocky slope of the crag.

For a moment matters were at a deadlock, We paused and took stock—
three men with their guns against thousands of tetrahedra, armed with
lightnings, Hornby had slumped back against the low wall, his eyes
closed, his spare frame racked with coughs that brought back blood to his
twisted lips. An arrow had pierced his lungs. Marston dropped the
machine-gun, now smoking-hot, and grabbed up a rifle. I followed suit. So
for perhaps two minutes the rival forces held silent, waiting.

The Mercutians took the initiative. Their yellow tongues of flame crept
slowly up the hillside, scouring it clean—up, up toward our little refuge
on the peak. Now they began to glide forward, on every side, beginning
the ascent. In answer our rifles rang out, and now there was no doubt as
to their vulnerability, for wherever the steel-jacketed lead hit, there the
thin crystal splintered and the night was lit by the glare of freed energy,
the life-blood of the tetrahedra!l We could not save ourselves, but we
would do no puny damage!

Now came a dull thunder from the rear, and by the dim light of the red
mist I could see the giant leader of the Mercutians, standing at the summit
of the cliff above the valley, commanding the attack. In reply, the yellow
barrage began to beat upward along the rock, toward us, and with
the same signal a faint, blurred scheme leapt into my fuddled brain! 1
raised my rifle, fired—not at the advancing front but farther back, into the
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body of the horde, slowly driving my fire back toward the giant com-
mander, picking off monster after angular monster, nearer and nearer to
where he squatted!

Then he was flinching, gliding back before the sea of flame that burst
around him as his crystal warriors fell, and in reply I brought down one
after another of those toward whom he was retreating, hemming him in
with death, threatening—but not striking! I cannot tell why we did not
destroy him, for Marston had followed suit, neglecting the threat of the
flame, which waned and died as the tetrahedra woke to the meaning of
our fire. Somehow we felt that it was wiser to spare him, and our intuition
was good. For a moment he hesitated, then thundered his drumming
command, and the ranks of the tetrahedra drew slowly back, leaving us in
peace and safety.

So we remained, virtually prisoners, for eight days. On the third, Pro-
fessor Hornby died—a blessing, for he suffered greatly. He was the only
one who really understood these tetrahedra, and we shall never know how
he deduced that they were from Mercury, a fact which Marston later
proved. The archaeological data collected by the expedition are lost, too,
since both he and Valdez are dead and we could bring out no specimens,
The tetrahedra left us alone, barring us from flight with their haze of red
energy, which extended up the slope to a level above that of the saddle
connecting us with the forested mountain-slopes. Meanwhile they contin-
ued their barrage of the jungle, laying it waste on every side, mile after
mile, day after day.

Through the binoculars we had watched them slowly advance, and
noted their very human surprise as they burned the covering jungle from
the great ruined city which the expedition had sought. It was their first
real experience with the works of Man, and it caused a great commotion
among them. Led by the purple giant, they swarmed over and through its
ruined labyrinth, studying its every niche and angle, learning it. Here
was their proof that Earth harbored a civilization—that they might expect
real opposition. I do not think they ever realized that our puny defense was
a fair example of what that civilization could do.

Later in the same day they found the wreck of the plane, and this time
consternation indeed reigned. Here was a machine of some sort, evidently
the product of that civilization that they feared. Moreover, it was recent
where the city was ancient. Could it mean that they were watched—that
the unseen creatures of this unknown ruling race were lurking in the dark
of the jungle, with their engines of war and destruction—waiting? Now,
as never before in their descent on Earth, the tetrahedra were faced by the
stark blankness of the utterly unknown, and I think that they began to be
afraid.

The little valley was still the center of their activity, and every day we
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watched their spawning as the sun rode high, saw the piling up of the
hordes that would overwhelm our race and planet, and make of it a dead,
black thing like that little pocket on the east slope of the Andes. There
was always a double ring of the tetrahedra about us now, and their crim-
son sea of energy beat high about our prison. The giant who led them
came often to observe us, to sit and stare with invisible eyes at our fortress
and ourselves, Their drumming speech had grown familiar, too, and I felt
that it would not be hard to understand, given the key to its meaning.

Marston seemed fascinated with the things and their ways, There was a
spring, just above the limit of the red haze, where we got our water, and he
would sit there by the hour, as close to the things as he could get, watch-
ing and listening. I could see him sway to the rhythm of their thunderous
speech, see his lips move in low response, and I wondered if he were going
mad.

Ever since Marston had first mentioned Professor Hornby’s theory that
the things were Mercutians, I had been trying to find some way of verify-
ing it. Now that we were in semi-intimate terms with the tetrahedra, I
wondered if T might not get them, somehow, to supply this evidence. 1
thought of stories I had read of interplanetary communication—of telepa-
thy, of word-association, of sign-language. They had all seemed far-fetched
to me, impossible of attainment, but I resolved to try my hand at the last.

There was some rather soft rock in the structure of the watch-tower,
and as Valdez had rescued my tool kit from the plane, I had a hammer
and chisel. With these, and a faulty memory, I set out to make a rough
scale diagram of the inner planets, leaning a bit on the Professor’s theory.
I cut circular grooves for the orbits of the four minor planets—Mercury,
Venus, Earth, Mars—and dug a deep central pit. In this I set a large nug-
get of gold, found in the ruins of the fortress, for the Sun, and in
the grooves a tiny black pebble for Mercury, a large white one for Venus,
and a jade bead from the ruins for Earth. Earth had a very small white
moon, in its own deep-cut spiral orbit. Mars was a small chunk of rusty
iron with two grains of sand for moons. I had a fair-sized scale, and there
was no room for more.

Now I was prepared to attempt communication with the tetrahedra, but
1 wanted more than one diagram to work with. Consequently I attempted
a map of Earth, with hollowed oceans and low mountain-ridges. All this
took plenty of time and trouble, but Marston was not at all in evidence,
and I was not sorry, for my scheme seemed rather pointless, and I did not
relish his ridicule.



CHAPTER V
Face to Face

So things stood when the tropical storm broke over us. Its cause is not
hard to explain. Remember, when those scathing fires blasted the jungle,
all the superabundant moisture of the region was vaporized. Even our little
spring, as it ran down into the crimson haze, vanished in plumes of steam
as it passed the scarce visible boundary between life and death. To add
to this, during all the long summer, the sun had been literally boiling the
moisture out of the rain-forests all over the Amazon Basin. The air was
nearly saturated with water-vapor, though the rainy season was normally a
month off. The electrical disturbances set up by the continual barrage of
fire added to the general effect. Things were ripe for a storm, and it camel

A cdoud-burst, it would be called in the United States. The heavens
opened in the night, and water fell in torrents, streaming from every
angle of the rock, standing in pools wherever a hollow offered itself,
drenching us and the world through and through. Day came, but there was
no sun for the tetrahedra to feed on. Nor were they thinking of feeding,
for very definite peril threatened them. To the tetrahedra, water was deathl

As 1 have said, their fires had flaked huge slabs of rock from the walls
of the ravine leading from the high-walled valley where they slept, choking
its narrow throat with shattered stone, And now that the mountain slopes,
shorn of soil and vegetation, were pouring water into its bed, the stream
that had carved that ravine found its course dammed—rose against it,
poured over it, but not until the valley had become a lake, a lake where
only the two pearly spheres floated against the rocky wall, the thousands
of tetrahedra gone forever—dissolved!

Water was death to them—dissolution! Only in the shelter of the
spheres was there safety, and they were long since crowded. The hordes of
the tetrahedral monsters perished miserably in the night, before they could
summon the forces that might have spun them a fiery canopy of arching
lightnings that would drive the water back in vapor and keep them safely
dry beneath. A hundred had come in the twin spheres. A hundred thou-
sand had been born. A bare hundred remained. Our way of escape was
clear!

But escape had been possible before, and we stayed then as now. Flight
was delay—nothing more. A miracle might save us, and I think we be-
lieved in miracles, So we vainly sought shelter- from the deluge in the
ruins of the tower, and stared through the falling rain at the two spheres,
now clear of the water and perched on the ravine’s edge, above the dam.

Our “local shower” lasted for three days, Then came the sun, and the
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mountains began to drain. Only the new-born lake remained to remind us
of the rains, a lake stained deep violet with the slowly dissolving bodies
of the crystal tetrahedra. Those in the two spheres waited for a day, then
came forth to survey the ruins of their campaign—the giant leader and a
scant hundred of his richly purple subordinates. And now, too, came proof
of the method in Marston’s madness.

The tetrahedra had resumed their guard about the base of our crag, al-
though the crimson barrage did not beat so high nor so vividly. Their
master squatted outside the ring, brooding, watching us—perhaps ponder-
ing our connection with the tempest that had wrecked his hopes. And
now Marston took under his arm the great Indian drum that I had brought
away from the place of sacrifice, a drum of ancient ritual, headed with
well-tanned human skin, and stalked down the slope to confront the
tetrahedra. I stuck by the guns and waited.

I can see them yet, giant leaders of two utterly different races, born on
two planets sixty millions of miles apart at their nearest, inherently oppo-
site and inherently enemies, squatting there on the black rock, watching
each other! A rumble of speech from the great leader and the rose-hue of
the barrage deepened, climbed higher about the crag. A bluff, it was. Mars-
ton did not move.

And then he took up the great drum. He had cared for it as for a child
during the long rain, sheltering it as best he could, testing the tautness of
its grisly membrane, drying it carefully with sun and fire during all the
previous day. Now I learned the reason.

Slowly, softly, using the heel of his palm and his fingers in quick suc-
cession, he began to drum. This was not the rhythmic throb of native
dances, not the choppy voice of signal drums. Faster, ever faster the
great drum of sacrifice boomed forth its message, until the beats melted
into a low, continuous thunder of bottomless sound, mounting in volume
to a steady, rolling roar, rising and swelling in delicate inflection. His wrist
must have been wonderfully strong and flexible to so control the sound!
On and on in great throbbing billows rolled the drumming, and but for its
thunder all the world lay still-Marston and I on the slope of the spur, the
tetrahedra about its base, the purple giant beyond, on the shore of the lake.
On and on, thundering through my brain in dull, insistent beatings of
dead surf on the beaches of a dead world, possessing me, filling me, speak-
ing to me in the voice of the storm—speaking—that was it! Marston was
speaking to the tetrahedra with the voice of his giant druml!

During those long, empty days on the crag-side he had been listening,
learning, drilling into his scientist’s brain the meaning of every voiced
command that the great master of the Mercutian tetrahedra thundered
to his crystal hosts, learning their inflections, storing them in his mind!
He had memorized a simple vocabulary—sounds that signified the great
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commander, the horde, the tetrahedra as a class; simple verbs for coming
and going, for altering the barrage; words for human beings, for their
planet and our own—a host of nouns and verbs that even yet seem beyond
the power of any man to glean from the muttering of an alien race,
coupled with the actions that fitted the words. But Marston had learned,
and with the sullen voice of the giant drum he was replying, in rough,
broken, ill-chosen words, falteringly expressed, words that the tetrahedron
understood!

For the crimson mist faded, vanished. The crystal ranks split, and
through the lane between them glided the giant ruler, coming to where
Marston sat with his drum. He stopped, spoke in words very like those that
Marston had used—simple words, such as our own babies learn, roughly
connected.

“What—you?”

And the drum: “We—tetrahedra—Farth.” I translate rudely, as they
spoke. His words were not so literal as I must make them, to suit our lim-
ited tongue—were ideas, rather than words. And yet, they got their mes-
sage across!

The giant was startled. How could we, misshapen, flabby monstrosities,
be rulers of a planet, equal to themselves? He was incredulous:

“You—tetrahedra?”

The drum muttered approval, as for a fulfilled command. The idea had
been transferred, but the purple giant did not seem to think much of it.

“You—weak! (Easily vulnerable, like vegetation, was the sense of the
term used.) You—dead—easy. (Here he used a term with which he had
designated the tetrahedra shattered in the battle with the Indians.) We—
tetrahedra—our planet—and Earth!”

There wasn’t much answer to that one. They could rule both planets
with ease. And yet—Marston called to me.

“Hawkins, bring down those stones you've been chipping, and a flask of
water. Wait—bring two flasks, and a gun.”

So he had seen me at work and guessed my plan. Well, his own beat it
hollow, but if he had an idea, I wasn’t going to hinder him. I lugged the
slabs down and went back for the stoppered canteens of water and the
gun. At his directions I set one flask against the rock of the hillside, above
him. He took the other. And all the while his drum was murmuring reas-
surance to the giant and his horde.

“You work the slabs, Hawkins,” he said, “while I talk. I'll translate, and
you act accordingly.” The drum spoke:

“Sun—Sun—Sun.” He pointed. “Your Sun—our Sun.”

The tetrahedron approved. He came from our own Solar System.

Now he was pointing to my diagram, to the Sun, the Earth and its orbit.
“Sun. Sun, Earth. Earth.” I rolled the jade bead slowly along its groove,
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the white moon-pebble following in its spiral course. I rolled the other
planets, showed him their colors and relative sizes. Marston was drum-
ming again, as I touched planet after planet, questioning.

“Your planet—your planet? Your planet—what? This?”

The giant disapproved. It was not Mars.

“This?” It was anything but Venus! Venus must have been pretty wet
for the completest comfort.

Eagerly—“This?” Assent! The Professor was right! They came from
Mercury! But Marston wanted to be sure, He found a white speck of
quartz in the black stone that was Mercury, and now he turned it to the
golden Sun—held it there as Mercury revolved slowly in its orbit., There
was emphatic approval. Mercury it was—the planet with one side always
to the Sun. So far, so good. Marston took my other plaque—the relief map
of Earth.

“Earth—FEarth.”

Yes, the Mercutian recognized it. He had seen it thus from space.

With a erystal of quartz, Marston gouged our particular section of South
America, pointed to the ground, to the lake, the forests. “This—this,” he
said.

More approval. They knew where they were, all right.

Now he reopened a closed subject. He started up the monotone of reas-
surance, then superimposed on it a few deft words.

“You—tetrahedra—Mercury.” They sure were!

“We—tetrahedra—Earth!” Not so good! He repeated: “You—Mercury.
We—Earth, We—tetrahedra!” There were evident signs of dissent! Marston
swelled the reassurance-tone, then added a sharp call to attention, raised
his gun, fired twice, threw the weapon down, and redoubled his assur-
ance of well-meaning and safety.

His aim had been good. The flask was pierced at top and bottom, and a
thin stream of water was jetting forth, trickling over the glassy rock to-
ward us, It made a little pool at his feet, lipped over, and the double rank
of tetrahedra drew back to let it pass, It formed another little pool, close
to the base of their giant leader. He wasn’t taking bluffs! A flash of blind-
ing energy and the pool was steam and the rock white-hot! Marston
learned another word.

“Water—dead! We—tetrahedra—Mercury and Earth!”

Not so good! Marston tried another.

“You—tetrahedra—Mercury. Water—tetrahedron—Earth!”

An alarming idea that! Water the lord of Earth!

“Water—no—dead!” Decided negation in the drum. He pointed. True
enough, the steam was condensing and running down the smooth rock in
little droplets. Water could not be killed! It always came back!

“We—tetrahedra—water!”
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Phew! That was a statement! He proved it. He dabbled his fingers in
the pool at his feet, took some up in his hand and slicked back his hair. I
gave a thunderous grunt by way of attracting attention, uncapped the
other canteen, and poured a long and very visible stream of water down
my throat. Marston took the canteen and did the same, then sent me
for more water, a pailful.

“Water—tetrahedron—FEarth!” he reiterated. He illustrated his point,
dipped water from the pail with much splashing and poured it over my
relief of the Earth, filling the hollows of the seas. He emphasized it, with
a gloomy note in his drumming, “Water—tetrahedron—Earth. Water.
Waterl”

He had another hunch, rolled Venus around its orbit. “What?” asked
the drum. He was answered, glumly. He dipped Venus in the water. Venus
was pumice and floated.

“Water—tetrahedron—Venus?” Oh, decidedly. The purple giant was
sure of that, Marston tried Mercury, Mercury sank. Time after time it
sank. Water didn’t like Mercury.

“You— tetrahedra— Mercury. Water —#no —tetrahedron — Mercury.” A
pause. Then slowly, ominously—“Water—tetrahedron—you!”

And he was right. Water had them licked. I had a bright idea, and Mar-
ston moved camp to the brink of the lake, striding like a conqueror be-
tween the double file of tetrahedra, Arrived beside the water, with the
giant fairly close and the army very much in the background, I stripped
and dove in—“brought up bottom”—brought up a chunk of half-dissolved
purple crystall Marston rubbed it in, gleefully.

“Water—tetrahedron—you!” They had to admit it. Now he tried to coin
a word—pointed to the sky and shuffled syllables on the drum. “Up—up.
Water—up.” The giant caught on and supplied the correct term. Marston
coined a real one—a genial, murmurous “Thank-you’—on his drum. I
tried my hand again, dipped up a bucket of water and doused Marston,
then stepped toward the great tetrahedron with another. He retreated. 1
wallowed in it myself instead—childish, but convincing, By now the idea
was definitely set that water was rank poison to the tetrahedra and a sec-
ond home to us. Now for the real information!

Marston drummed attention and reassurance, and the great leader
glided back, carefully avoiding puddles. I could see that he floated about
three inches clear of the ground. Perhaps, with the lesser gravitation of
Mercury, he flew.

I started demonstrating my little Solar System again, while Marston
announced again that Earth was largely water—no fit place for tetrahedra
—water that could be killed, but that came down again in rain. He drilled
in the idea of rain, until he was sure he had made his point, securing vari-
ous Mercutian expressions of disgust and dislike. He found a word for
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“rain"—really coined one, for it did not seem to exist in Mercutian. It was a
combination of “water” and “up,” so as to be quite clear, with a double-
ruffle of emphasis to characterize it. The etymology of the word was quite
clear to all concerned. They knew what rain was, now.

I had poked a hole through the soft, thin rock of Mercury’s orbit and
put clay plugs in Earth’s orbit at diametrically opposite points, Now Mar-
ston demonstrated, He poured water on Mercury. It vanished.

“Mercury—no—rain. Nol” The entire host had crowded in, and there
was a general murmur of assent.

Venus, on the other hand, being a deep groove, held plenty of water.
“Venus—rain, Water—tetrahedron—Venus.”

They got that, too, Weather of Venus is ideal for ducks and frogs—not
for tetrahedra.

He moved out one planet, and I could feel a tensing, They knew what
he was driving at! He was going to describe weather-conditions of Earth.
Half Earth’s orbit held water to the brim. The other half was rather damp.
He slowly moved Earth around her circles, showing that six months were
wet and six not so wet, He took to the drum for emphasis.

“Water—tetrahedron—Earth, We—tetrahedron—water. Water—tetrahe-
dron—you.” A delicate inference, Then, slowly, emphatically, “Water—
Venus, Water—Earth.” And now his final card.

He set Mercury in its orbit, placed Venus almost opposite, paused. The
giant assented, That was where the planets were at present. He skipped
Earth and went to Mars, rolled it along its orbit, stopped it. Assent. All
true, so far. And now I saw his point, for when he dropped Earth in place,
very nearly in line between Mars and Mercury, it fell in the middle of the
dry half of the orbitl

A hundred tetrahedra slid back a yard or so in recoil. This rain which
had drowned out practically all of their army of thousands, was an exam-
ple of our dry season! By inference, our real wet weather must have been
sheer Mercutian hell to every tetrahedron of them!

But Marston was too good a diplomat to give them a hands off without
suggesting an alternative. He slowly poured water on Mars, Mars appar-
ently, and actually, had a hole in its bottom, for it drained bone dry. Mars,
now, was very nice, But Earth was nasty and wet, as bad as Venus or worse.
And it was inhabited by a race of super-intelligent fish, to judge from the
impression he gave the tetrahedra. He picked up the drum for a last word.

“Earth—rain. Mars—no—rain, We—Earth, You—no—Earth. You—Mars?”
He dwelt on the question. “Mars? Mars???” He rolled out an endless
question-mark, then suddenly quit, took a long, flashing drink of water
from the flask, and dove into the lake, clothes and all. I followed him,
and together we splashed to the other shore, making our mastery of the
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water very evident, then climbed out, waiting, If things worked out, all
well and good. If they didn’t—well, we had the lake between us.

And it did work! For a moment they stood motionless, the mighty
sixteen-foot tetrahedron of royal purple and his eight-foot purple retinue,
silent, considering, Then came a sudden command, and the hundred
flowed in orderly motion to the spheres, entered. Their mighty master was
alone. For an instant he hesitated, then swept forward to the very edge of
the lake, From this towering peak beat the white lightnings, lashing the
purple waters into great billowing clouds of steam that threw up a dense
wall of mist between us! Through the hiss of the steam came his thunder-
ous voice, in last comment upon the invasion of his tetrahedral race!
Marston translated, softly:

“Water—tetrahedron—Earth.  You—tetrahedron—water. We—kill—wa-
ter] You—Earth, We—Mars. Mars!” And a long, rolling assent, an infinitely
underlined “YES/”

Water and Earth seemed to be synonymous, and we were perfectly at
ease in that dangerous element, For all that, they, the tetrahedra of Mer-
cury, could “kill” it, which, by inference, we could not. They weren’t going
to admit defeat, by Man or water, but this was a big Solar System. We
could have our soggy Earth! They were going to Mars!

Up from behind the wall of “killed” water rose two great, glorious
pearls, marvelously opalescent in the rays of the setting sun—up and up,
smaller and smaller, until they vanished into the deepening blue above the
Andes. Ironically, it began to rain.

As you see, “Tetrahedra of Space” belongs in the same tradition as the
stories of Meek, The setting is South America, and it is the Indians this
time who are superstitious savages and clearly subhuman. When the half-
breed, Valdez, is killed, the hero buries him saying, “ . . all of him was
human,” but also says, “, . . part of him was white.”

P. Schuyler Miller has been the book reviewer for Astounding now for
almost as many years as I have been writing, and I know him to be a lib-
eral and humane person, one of the gentlest and most generous souls I
have ever met. It is a measure of how far the unthinking stereotypes can
penetrate and of how taken-for-granted they were in this type of adven-
ture fiction, that even Miller could fall victim to them.

What fascinated me in this story and what caused it to live on in my
memory was the picture of extraterrestrials who were utterly non-human.
This wasn’t often done in those days, or, for that matter, in the more
primitive forms of science fiction even today. In so many cases, intel-
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ligent creatures are assumed to be quite human if they are virtuous, and
distortedly human if they are villainous, as in “Submicroscopic.”

There was, further, the picture of the tetrahedra spawning and of the
final communication of the two intelligences, which was handled rather
subtly, I thought then—and thought again recently, when I reread it.

One other thing that occurs to me in connection with the story is the
mere word “tetrahedra.” Miller doesn’t define the word anywhere in the
story, but the illustrations by Frank R. Paul (one of them on the cover of
the magazine) made it clear to me that they were solids with four, tri-
angular faces.

It was the first time I had ever heard the word, and, of course, I never
forgot it. Any form of reading will improve one’s vocabulary, but science
fiction automatically improves one’s scientific vocabulary.

“Tetrahedra of Space,” incidentally, contains another common charac-
teristic of early magazine science fiction: elephantiasis of the adjectives.
Especially in the first portion of the story, every sentence carries a load of
them that breaks it in two. Combine that with inverted word order and un-
necessary italics, and you find yourself breathing heavily and losing track
of the sense.

To me in my younger days, and to others in theirs, and to some, [ fear,
in all their days, this thick layer of fatty adjectival froth seems to be a mark
of good writing. And, indeed, adjectivitis was most common in the fantasy
of the time and in such admired writers as A. Merritt, H. P. Lovecraft,
and Clark Ashton Smith (whom, however, I am afraid I never admired,
cven when I was young and might have been excused the error).

Clark Ashton Smith, in particular, had a second interesting literary
aberration, He used long and unfamiliar words as another way of impress-
ing the naive with the quality of his writing. In the same issue with
“Tetrahedra of Space,” for instance, there is Smith’s “Beyond the Singing
Flame,” and since Sam Moskowitz had sent me the complete issue in this
particular case, I looked at the Smith story for old time’s sake.

In the very second paragraph, I found him using “veridical” when he
meant “true,” and I read no further. Yes, “veridical” does mean “true,”
but I cannot imagine any occasion (outside a certain specialized use
among psychologists) when “true” is not very greatly to be preferred.

In my early days, I tried to imitate these adjectival examples of writing.
My style was most omnate in the days before I had published anything.
Some of the fat had been steamed out by the time I was publishing, and
my writing has grown progressively leaner with the years. I am not sorry.

During 1931, I reached the stage where my pleasure in science fiction
had bubbled over and could not be confined. I began to retell the stories I
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had read. I did this, I remember, in distinct imitation of my storytelling
friend of three years earlier. Now it was I who had the audience.

Of course, the stories weren’t my own, but I made no pretense that they
were. | carefully explained that I had read them in science fiction maga-
zines. My classmates couldn’t afford to buy the magazines any more than
I could and were glad to listen.

As for myself, I discovered, for the first time in my life, that I loved to
have an audience and that I could speak before a group, even when some
of them were strangers to me, without embarrassment. (It was a useful
piece of knowledge, for twenty years later I was to become a professional
after-dinner speaker at what turned out to be, eventually, very respectable
fees. The childhood experience and training helped, I am sure.)

I well remember sitting at the curb in front of the junior high school
with anywhere from two to ten youngsters listening attentively while I re-
peated what I had read, with such personal embellishments as I could
manage.

And the specific story that I most vividly recall telling was “The World
of the Red Sun,” by Clifford D. Simak, which appeared in the December
1931 issue of Wonder Stories.



THE WORLD OF THE RED SUN
by Clifford D. Simak

“Ready, Bill?” asked Harl Swanson. Bill Kressman nodded.

“Then kiss 1935 good-bye!” cried the giant Swede, and swung over the
lever.

The machine quivered violently, then hung motionless in pitch black-
ness, In the snap of a finger the bright sunlight was blotted out and a total
darkness, a darkness painted with the devil’s brush, rushed in upon the
two men.

Electric lights glowed above the instrument boards, but their illumina-
tion was feeble against the utter blackness which crowded in upon the
quartz windows of the machine.

The sudden change astounded Bill. He had been prepared for some-
thing, for some sort of change, but nothing like this. He half started out of
his seat, then settled back.

Harl observed him and grinned.

“Scared,” he jested.

“Hell, no,” said Bill.

“You're traveling in time, my lad,” said Harl. “You aren’t in space any
more. You are in a time stream. Space is curved about you. Can’t travel in
time when you're still in space, for space binds time to a measured pace,
only so fast, no faster, Curve space about you, though, and you can travel
in time, And when you're out of space there’s absolutely no light, there-
fore, utter darkness, Likewise no gravity, nor any of the universal
phenomena.”

Bill nodded. They had worked it all out before, many, many times.
Double wall construction of a strength to withstand the vacuum into
which the flier would be plunged at the move of the lever which would
snatch it out of space into the time stream. An insulation to guard against
the absolute zero that would rule where there could be no heat. Gravity
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grids at their feet so that they would still be able to orient themselves when
flung into that space where there was no gravity, An elaborate heating
system to keep the motors warm, to prevent the freezing of gasoline, oil and
water. Powerful atmosphere generators to supply air to the passengers and
the motors.

It had represented years of work, ten years of it, and a wealth that
mounted into seven figures. Time after time they had blundered, again
and again they had failed. The discoveries they had made would have
rocked the world, would have revolutionized industry, but they had
breathed no word of it. They had thought of only one thing, time travel.

To travel into the future, to delve into the past, to conquer time, to this
the two young scientists had dedicated all their labors, and at last success
lay beneath their hands.

It was in 1933 they had at last achieved their goal. The intervening
months were spent in experiments and the building of the combination
flier-time machine.

Miniature fliers were launched, with the miniature time machines set
automatically. They had buzzed about the laboratory, to suddenly disap-
pear. Perhaps at this very instant they were whirling madly through un-
guessed ages.

They managed to construct a small time machine, set to travel a month
into the future, In 2 month’s time, almost to the second, it had materialized
on the laboratory floor where it had dropped at the end of its flight
through time, That settled it! The feasibility of time travel was proved be-
yond all doubt.

Now Harl Swanson and Bill Kressman were out in the time stream.
There had been a gasp of amazement from the crowd, on the street, which
had seen the giant tri-motored plane suddenly disappear into thin air.

Harl crouched over the instrument board. His straining ears could dis-
tinguish the wheezy mutterings of the three motors as, despite the elabo-
rate precautions taken to safeguard them, the inexorable fingers of
absolute zero clutched at their throbbing metal.

This was a dangerous way, but the only safe way. Had they remained
on the surface to plunge into the time stream they might have halted to
find themselves and their machine buried by shifting earth; they might
have found a great building over them, they might have found a canal
covering them. Here in the air they were safe from all that might occur
beneath them in the passing centuries through which they sped at an al-
most unbelievable pace. They were being fairly hurled through time.

Furthermore, the great machine would serve as a means of travel in
that future day when they would roll out of the time stream back into space
again, Perhaps it might serve as a means of escape, for there was no fore-
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knowledge to tell them what they might expect a few thousand years in the
future.

The motors wheezed more and more. They were operating on a closed
throttle. At full speed they might dash the propellers to bits.

However, they must be warmed up. Otherwise they would simply die. It
would be stark tragedy to roll out into space with three dead engines. It
would mean a crash which neither of them could hope to survive.

“Give her the gun, Bill,” said Harl in a tense voice.

Bill pushed the accelerator slowly, The motors protested, sputtered, and
then burst into a roar, Here, in the machine, because of the artificial air,
sound could be heard, Out in the time stream there could be no sound.

Harl listened anxiously, hoping fiercely that the propellers would stand.

Bill cut the acceleration and the motors, once more barely turning over,
ran more smoothly.

Harl glanced at his wrist watch. Despite the fact they were in time,
where actual time could not be measured by clocks, the little watch still
ticked off the time-space seconds and minutes.

They had been out eight minutes. Seven minutes more and they must
roll out of time into space.

Fifteen minutes was all that the tortured motors could stand of this in-
tense cold and vacuum.

He glanced at the time dial, It read 2816. They had traveled 2816 years
into the future, They should be well over 5000 when the fifteen minutes
were at an end.

Bill touched his arm,

“You're sure we're still over Denver?”

Harl chuckled.

“If we aren’t, we may find ourselves billions of miles out in space. It's a
chance we have to take, According to all our experiments we should be in
exactly the same position we were when we snapped into the time stream.
We are occupying a hole in space. It should remain the same.”

Their lungs began to ache, Either the atmosphere generators were fail-
ing or the air leakage out into the vacuum was greater than they had ex-
pected. Undeniably the air was becoming thinner. The motors still ran
steadily, however, It must be a leakage from the cabin of the ship.

“How long?” bellowed Bill.

Harl glanced at his watch.

“Twelve minutes,” he reported.

The time dial read 4224.

“Three minutes,” replied Bill, “I guess we can stand it. The motors are
running all right, It’s getting colder, though, and the air’s pretty thin.”

“Leakage,” said Harl gruffly.
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The minutes dragged.

Bill tried to think. Here they hung, hypothetically, over the city of Den-
ver. Less than a quarter of an hour ago, they were in the year 1935, now
they were passing over years at a lightninglike speed—a speed of over
350 years in each space-minute, They must now be in about the year
6450.

He glanced at his hands, They were blue. It was intensely cold in the
cabin. Their heat was leaking—leaking swiftly. It was hard to breathe. The
air was rare—too rare for safety, Suppose they became unconscious. Then
they would freeze—would drive endlessly through time. Frozen corpses,
riding through the aeons, The earth beneath them would dissolve in space.
New worlds might form, new galaxies be born as they whirled on in the
time stream. The time needle would reach the pin, bend back upon itself
and slip past the pin, to slam against the side of the dial, where it would
still struggle to record the flight of the years.

He chafed his hands and glanced at the time dial. It read 5516.

“A quarter of a minute,” snapped Harl, his teeth chattering, his right
hand on the lever, his wrist watch held in front of him.

Bill placed his hands on the wheel.

“All right!” shouted Harl,

He jerked the lever.

They hung in the sky.

Harl uttered a cry of astonishment.

It was twilight. Beneath them were the ruins of a vast city. To the
cast lapped a sea, stretching to a murky horizon. The sea coast was a desert
of heaped sand.

The motors, warming to their task, bellowed a mighty challenge.

“Where are we?” cried Harl.

Bill shook his head.

“I¢’s not Denver,” said Harl.

“Doesn’t look much like it,” agreed Bill, his teeth still chattering.

He circled, warming the motors.

There was no sign of humanity below them.

The motors blasted a throaty defiance to the desert sands and under
Bill’s hand, the machine came down in a long swoop, headed for a level
stretch of sand near one of the largest of the white stone ruins.

It hit the ground, bounced high in a cloud of sand, struck and bounced
again, then rolled to a stop.

Bill cut the motors.

“We're here,” he said.

Harl stretched his legs wearily.

Bill glanced at the time dial. It read 5626.

“This is the year 7561,” he said slowly, thoughtfully.
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“Got your gun?” asked Harl.

Bill's hand went to his side, felt the reassuring touch of the .45 in its
holster.

“I have it,” he said.

“All right, let’s get out.”"

Harl opened the door and they stepped out. The sand glittered under
their boots.

Harl turned the key in the door lock and locked the ring to his belt.

“Wouldn’t do to lose the keys,” he said.

A chill wind was blowing over the desert, moaning among the ruins,
carrying with it a freight of fine, hard granules. Even in their heavy cloth-
ing, the time explorers shivered.

Harl grasped Bill by the arm, pointing to the east.

There hung a huge dull red ball.

Bill's jaw fell.

“The sun,” he said.

“Yes, the sun,” said Harl.

They stared at one another in the halflight.

“Then this isn't the year 7561,” stammered Bill.

“INo, more likely the year 750,000, perhaps even more than that.”

“The time dial was wrong then.”

“It was wrong. Badly wrong, We were traveling through time a thou-
sand times faster than we thought.”

They were silent, studying the landscape about them. They saw only
ruins which towered hundreds of feet above the sands. They were ruins
of noble proportions, many of them still bearing the hint of a marvelous
architecture of which the twentieth century would have been incapable.
The stone was pure white, gleaming beautifully in the twilight which
the feeble rays of the great brick-red sun could not expel.

“The time dial,” said Bill, thoughtfully, “was registering thousands of
years instead of years.”

Harl nodded cheerlessly.

“Maybe,” he said. “For all we know it may have been registering tens
of thousands of years,”

A creature, somewhat like a dog, dull gray in color, with tail hanging
low, was silhouetted for a moment on a sand dune and then disappeared.

“These are the ruins of Denver,” said Harl. “That sea we saw must
cover the whole of eastern North America. Probably only the Rocky
Mountains remain unsubmerged and they are a desert. Yes, we must have
covered at least 750,000 years, perhaps seven million.”

“What about the human race? Do you think there are any people left?”
asked Bill.
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“Possibly. Man is a hardy animal. It takes a lot to kill him and he
could adapt himself to almost any kind of environment. This change, you
must remember, came slowly.”

Bill turned about and his cry rang in Harl’s ear. Harl whirled.

Running toward them, leaping over the sands, came a motley horde
of men, They were dressed in furs and they carried no weapons, but they
charged down upon the two as if to attack.

Harl yanked his .45 from its holster. His great hand closed around the
weapon and his finger found the trigger. It gave him a sense of power,
this burly six-shooter.

The men, their furs flying behind them, were only a hundred yards
away. Now they yelled, blood-curdling, vicious whoops which left no
doubt that they were enemies.

No weapons. Harl grinned. They'd give 'em hell and plenty of it. There
were about fifty in the mob. Big odds, but not too great.

“We might as well let them have it,” he said to Bill. The two guns
roared. There was disorder in the running ranks, but the mob still forged
ahead, leaving two of its members prone on the ground. Again the .45
barked, spurting a stream of fire.

Men staggered, screaming, to collapse. The rest hurdled them, raced
on, It seemed nothing could stop them. They were less than fifty feet
away.

The guns were empty. Swiftly the two plucked cartridges from their
belts and reloaded.

Before they could fire the mob was on top of them. Bill thrust his gun
into the face of a running foeman and fired. He had to sidestep quickly
to prevent the fellow tumbling on top of him. A knotted fist connected
with his head and he slipped to his knees. From that position he drilled
two more of the milling enemies before they piled on top of him.

Through the turmoil he heard the roar of Harl’s gun.

He felt the grip of many hands, felt bodies pressing close about him.
He fought blindly and desperately.

He fought with hands, with feet, with suddenly bared teeth, He felt
bodies wilt under his blows, felt blood upon his hands, The sand, kicked
up by many feet, got into his nostrils and eyes, half strangling, half blind-
ing him.

Only a few feet away Harl fought, fought in the same manner as his
companion, With their weapons knocked from their hands they resorted
to the tactics of their ancient forebears.

It seemed minutes that they battled with their attackers, but it could
not have been more than seconds before the sheer weight of numbers
subdued them, wound thongs tightly about their hands and feet and left
them, trussed like two fowls ready for the grid.
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“Hurt, Bill?” called Harl.

“No,” replied Bill. “Just mussed up a bit.”

“Me, too,” said Harl.

They lay on their backs and stared up at the sky. Their captors moved
away and massed about the plane.

A loud banging came to the ears of the two. Evidently the others were
trying to force an entrance into the machine.

“Let them bang,” said Hail, “They can’t break anything.”

“Except a propeller,” replied Bill.

After more banging, the men returned and untying the bonds on the
feet of the captives, hoisted them up.

For the first time they had an opportunity to study their captors. They
were tall men, well proportioned, clean of limb, with the stamp of well-
being about them. Aside from their figures, however, they held a distinctly
barbarous appearance. Their hair was roughly trimmed, as were their
beards. They walked with a2 slouch and their feet shuffled in the sand
with the gait of one who holds a purposeless existence. They were dressed
in well-tanned furs, none too clean. They bore no arms and their eyes were
the eyes of furtive beings, shifty, restless, as are the eyes of hunted beasts,
always on the lookout for danger.

“March,” said one of them, a large fellow with a protruding front tooth.
The single word was English, with the pronunciation slightly different
than it would have been in the twentieth century, but good, pure English.

They marched, flanked on either side by their captors. The march led
back over the same route as the future-men had come. They passed the
dead, but no attention was paid them, their comrades passing the sprawled
figures with merely a glance. Life apparently was cheap in this place.

CHAPTER II
Orders of Golan-Kirt

They passed between monstrous ruins, The men talked among them-
selves, but, although the tongue was English, it was so intermixed with
unfamiliar words and spoken with such an accent that the two could un-
derstand very little of it.

They reached what appeared to be a street. It led between rows of ruins
and now other humans appeared, among them women and children. All
stared at the captives and jabbered excitedly.

“Where are you taking us?” Bill asked a man who walked by his side.

The man ran his fingers through his beard and spat in the sand.
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“To the arena,” he said slowly that the twentieth century man might
understand the words.

“What for?” Bill also spoke slowly and concisely.

“The games,” said the man, shortly, as if displeased at being questioned.

“What are the games?” asked Harl.

“You'll ind out soon enough. They are held at high sun today,” growled
the other, The reply brought a burst of brutal laughter from the rest.

“They will find out when they face the minions of Golan-Kirt,” chortled
a voice.

“The minions of Golan-Kirt!” exclaimed Harl.

“Hold your tongue,” snarled the man with the protruding tooth, “or
we will tear it from your mouth.”

The two time-travelers asked no more questions.

They plodded on. Although the sand beneath their fect was packed,
it was heavy going and their legs ached. Fortunately the future-men did
not hustle their pace, seeming to be content to take their time.

A good-sized crowd of children had gathered and accompanied the pro-
cession, staring at the twentieth century men, shrieking shrill gibberish
at them. A few of them, crowding too close or yelling too loudly, gained
the displeasure of the guards and were slapped to one side.

For fifteen minutes they toiled up a sandy slope. Now they gained the
top and in a depression below them they saw the arena. It was a great
building, open to the air, which had apparently escaped the general de-
struction visited upon the 1est of the city, Here and there repairs had been
made, evident by the decidedly inferior type of workmanship.

The building was circular in shape, and about a half-mile in diameter.
It was built of a pure white stone, like the rest of the ruined city.

The two twentieth century men gasped at its size.

They had little time, however, to gaze upon the building, for their
captors urged them on. They walked slowly down the slope and, directed
by the future-men, made their way through one of the great arching gate-
ways and into the arena proper.

On all sides rose tier upon tier of seats, designed to hold thousands
of spectators, On the opposite side of the arena was a series of steel cages,
set under the seats,

The future-men urged them forward.

“They're going to lock us up, evidently,” said Bill.

He of the protruding tooth laughed, as if en]oymg a huge joke.

“It will not be for long,” he said.

As they approached the cages, they saw that a number of them were
occupied. Men clung to the bars, peering out at the group crossing the
sandy arena, Others sat listlessly, regarding their approach with little or
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no interest. Many of them, the twentieth century men noticed, bore the
marks of prolonged incarceration.

They halted before one of the cells, One of the future-men stepped
to the door of the cage and unlocked it with a large key. As the door
grated back on rusty hinges, the others seized the two, unbound their
hands and roughly hurled them inside the prison. The door clanged to
with a hollow, ringing sound and the key grated in the lock.

They struggled up out of the dirt and refuse which covered the floor
of the cell and squatted on their heels to watch the future-men make their
way across the arena and through the archway by which they had come.

“I guess we're in for it,” said Bill.

Harl produced a pack of cigarettes.

“Light up,” he said gruffly.

They lit up. Smoke from tobacco grown in 1935 floated out of their
cell over the ruins of the city of Denver, upon which shone a dying sun.

They smoked their cigarettes, crushed them in the sand. Harl rose and
began a minute examination of their prison. Bill joined him. They went
over it inch by inch, but it was impregnable. Except for the iron gate,
it was constructed of heavy masonry. An examination of the iron gate
gave no hope. Again they squatted on their heels.

Harl glanced at his wrist watch.

“Six hours since we landed,” he said, “and from the appearance of the
shadows, it’s still morning. The sun was well up in the sky, too, when
we arrived.”

“The days are longer than those back in 1935,” explained Bill. “The
earth turns slower. The days here may be twenty-four hours or longer.”

“Listen,” hissed Harl.

To their ears came the sound of voices. They listened intently. Mingled
with the voices was the harsh grating of steel. The voices seemed to come
from their right. They grew in volume.

“If we only had our guns,” moaned Harl.

The clamor of voices was close and seemed to be almost beside them.

“It’s the other prisoners,” gasped Bill. “They must be feeding them or
something.”

His surmise was correct.

Before their cell appeared an old man, He was stooped and a long white
beard hung over his skinny chest. His long hair curled majestically over
his shoulders. In one hand he carried a jug of about a gallon capacity
and a huge loaf of bread.

But it was neither the bread nor the jug which caught the attention
of Harl and Bill. In his loincloth, beside a massive ring of keys, were
thrust their two .45’s.
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He set down the jug and the loaf and fumbled with the keys. Selecting
one he unlocked and slid back a panel near the bottom of the great door.
Carefully he set the jug and the loaf inside the cell.

The two men inside exchanged a glance. The same thought had oc-
curred to each. When the old man came near the door, it would be a
simple matter to grasp him. With the guns there was a chance of blazing
a way to the ship.

The oldster, however, was pulling the weapons from his loincloth.

Their breath held in wonder, the time-travelers saw him lay them beside
the jug and the loaf.

“The command of Golan-Kirt,” he muttered in explanation. “He has
arrived to witness the games. He commanded that the weapons be re-
turned, They will make the games more interesting.”

“More interesting,” chuckled Harl, rocking slowly on the balls of his
feet.

These future-men, who seemed to possess absolutely no weapons, ap-
parently did not appreciate the deadliness of the .45’s.

“Golan-Kirt?” questioned Bill, speaking softly.

The old man seemed to see them for the first time.

“Yes,” he said. “Know you not of Golan-Kirt? He-Who-Came-Out-of-
the-Cosmos?”

“No,” said Bill.

“Then truly can I believe what has come to my ears of you?” said the
old man,

“What have you heard?”

“That you came out of time,” replied the oldster, “in a great machine.”

“That is true,” said Harl. “We came out of the twentieth century.”

The old man slowly shook his head.

“I know naught of the twentieth century.”

“How could you?” asked Harl. “It must have ended close to a million
years ago.”

The other shook his head again.

“Years?” he asked. “What are years?”

Harl drew in his breath sharply.

“A year,” he explained, “is 2 measurement of time.”

“Time cannot be measured,” replied the old man dogmatically.

“Back in the twentieth century we measured it,” said Harl.

“Any man who thinks he can measure time is a fool,” the future-man
was uncompromising.

Harl held out his hand, palm down, and pointed to his wrist watch.

“That measures time,” he asserted.

The old man scarcely glanced at it.
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“That,” he said, “is a foolish mechanism and has nothing to do with
time.”

Bill laid a warning hand on his friend’s arm.

“A year,” he explained slowly, “is our term for one revolution of the
earth about the sun.” ‘

“So that is what it means,” said the old man. “Why didn’t you say so
at first? The movement of the earth, however, has no association with
time. Time is purely relative.”

“We came from a time when the world was much different,” said Bill.
“Can you give us any idea of the number of revolutions the earth has
made since then?”

“How can I?” asked the old man, “when we speak in terms that neither
understands? I can only tell you that since Golan-Kirt came out of the
Cosmos the earth has circled the sun over five million times.”

Five million times! Five million years! Five million years since some
event had happened, an event which may not have occurred for many
other millions of years after the twentieth century. At least five million
years in the future; there was no telling how much more!

Their instrument had been wrong. How wrong they could not remotely
have guessed until this moment!

The twentieth century. It had a remote sound, an unreal significance.
In this age, with the sun a brick red ball and the city of Denver a mass
of ruins, the twentieth century was a forgotten second in the great march
of time, it was as remote as the age when man emerged from the beast.

“Has the sun always been as it is?” asked Harl.

The old man shook his head.

“Our wise ones tell us that one time the sun was so hot it hurt one’s
eyes. They also tell us it is cooling, that in the future it will give no
light or heat at all.”

The oldster shrugged his shoulders.

“Of course, before that happens, all men will be dead.”

The old man pulled the little panel shut and locked it. He turned to
go.
“Wait,” cried Harl.

The old one faced them.
“What do you want?” he asked, mumbling half-angrily in his beard.
“Sit down, friend,” said Harl. “We would like to talk further.”

The other hesitated, half wheeling to go, then turned back.

“We came from a time when the sun hurt one’s eyes. We have seen
Denver as a great and proud city. We have seen this land when the grass
grew upon it and rain fell and there were broad plains where the sea
now lies,” said Harl,
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The oldster sank to the sand in front of their cage. His eyes were lighted
with a wild enthusiasm and his two skinny hands clutched the iron bars.

“You have looked upon the world when it was young,” he cried. “You
have seen green grass and felt rain. It seldom rains here.”

“We have seen all you mention,” Harl assured him. “But we would
ask why we have been treated as foes, We came as friends, hoping to
meet friends, but ready for war.”

“Aye, ready for war,” said the old man in trembling tones, his eyes on
the guns, “Those are noble weapons. They tell me you strewed the sands
with the dead ere you were taken.”

“But why were we not treated as friends?” insisted Harl.

“There are no friends here,” cackled the old man. “Not since Golan-
Kirt came. All are at one another’s throats.”

“Who is this Golan-Kirt?”

“Golan-Kirt came out of the Cosmos to rule over the world,” said the
old man, as if intoning a chant. “He is neither Man nor Beast. There is
no good in him, He hates and hates. He is pure Evil. For after all, there
is no friendliness or goodness in the universe, We have no proof that the
Cosmos is benevolent. Long ago our ancestors believed in love. This was
a fallacy. Evil is greater than good.”

“Tell me,” asked Bill, moving closer to the bars, “have you ever seen
Golan-Kirt?”

“Aye, I have.”

“Tell us of him,” urged Bill.

“I cannot,” there was stark terror in the old man’s eyes. “I cannot!”

He huddled closer to the cage and his voice dropped to an un-
canny whisper.

“Men out of time, I will tell you something. He is hated, because he
tcaches hate. We obey him because we must. He holds our minds in the
hollow of his hand. He rules by suggestion only. He is not immortal. He
fears death—he is afraid—there is a way, if only one with the courage
might be found—.”

The old man’s face blanched and a look of horror crept into his eyes.
His muscles tensed and his clawlike hands clutched madly at the bars.
He slumped against the gate and gasped for breath.

Faintly his whisper came, low and halting.

“Golan-Kirt—your weapons—believe nothing—close your mind to all sug-
gestion—,"

He stopped, gasping for breath.

“I have fought—" he continued, haltingly, with an effort. “I have
won—. I have told you— He has—killed me—he will not kill you—now
that you—know—."
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The old man was on the verge of death. Wide-eyed, the two saw him
ward it off, gain a precious second.

“Your weapons—will kill him—he’s easy to kill-by one who does not
—Dbelieve in him—he is a—."

The whisper pinched out and the old man slid slowly to the sands in
front of the cage.

The two stared at the crumpled form of humanity.

“Killed by suggestion,” gasped Harl.

Bill nodded.

“He was a brave man,” he said.

Harl regarded the corpse intently. His eyes lighted on the key ring and
kneeling, he reached out and drew the body of the future-man close. His
fingers closed on the ring and ripped it from the loincloth.

“We're going home,” he said.

“And on the way out we'll bump off the big shot,” added Bill.

He lifted the guns from the floor and clicked fresh cartridges into the
chambers. Harl rattled the keys. He tried several before he found the cor-
rect one. The lock screeched and the gate swung open protestingly.

With quick steps they passed out of the cell. For a moment they halted
in silent tribute before the body of the old man. With helmets doffed the
twentieth century men stood beside the shriveled form of 2 man who was
a hero, a man who had flung his hatred in the face of some terrible entity
that taught hate to the people of the world. Scanty as was the information
which he had given, it set the two on their guard, gave them an inkling
of what to expect.

As they turned about they involuntarily started. Filing into the amphi-
theater, rapidly filling the seats, were crowds of future-men. A subdued
roar, the voice of the assembling people, came to their ears.

The populace was assembling for the games.

“This may complicate matters,” said Bill.

“I don’t think so,” replied Harl, “It's Golan-Kirt we must deal with.
We would have had to in any case. These men do not count, As I under-
stand it he exercises an absolute control over them. The removal of that
control may change the habits and psychology of the future-men.”

“The only thing we can do is fight Golan-Kirt and then act accordingly,”
said Bill.

“The man who captured us spoke of his minions,” Harl said thought-
fully.

“He may be able to produce hallucinations,” Bill hazarded. “He may
be able to make one believe something exists when it really doesn’t. In
that case, the people would naturally believe them to be creatures which
came at his beck and call.”

“But the old man knew,” objected Harl. “He knew that it was all mere
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suggestion. If all the people knew this the rule of Golan-Kirt would end
abruptly. They would no longer believe in his omnipotence. Without this
belief, suggestion, by which he rules, would be impossible.”

“The old man,” asserted Bill, “gained his knowledge in some mysterious
manner and paid for its divulgence with his life. Still the old fellow didn’t
know all of it. He believed this entity came out of the Cosmos.”

Harl shook his head, thoughtfully.

“It may have come out of the Cosmos. Remember, we are at least five
million years in the future. I expect to find some great intelligence. It
is physical, for the old man claimed to have seen it, and that should make
our job easier.”

“The old man said he was not immortal,” commented Bill, “Therefore,
be is vulnerable and our guns may do the work. Another thing—we are
not to believe a single thing we feel, hear, or see. He seems to rule wholly
by suggestion, He will try to kill us by suggestion, just as he killed the
old fellow.”

Harl nodded.

“It's a matter of will power,” he said. “A matter of brain and bluff.
Apparently the will power of these people has degenerated and Golan-
Kirt finds it easy to control their minds. They are born, live, and die under
his influence. It has almost become hereditary to accept his power. We
have the advantage of coming out of an age when men were obliged to
use their brains, Perhaps the human mind degenerated because, as science
increased the ease of life, there was little need to use it. Some fine minds
may still remain, but apparently they are few. We are doubters, schemers,
bluffers. Golan-Kirt will find us tougher than these future-men.”

CHAPTER 111
The Struggle of the Ages

Bill produced cigarettes and the two lighted up. Slowly they walked
across the vast arena, guns hanging in their right hands, People were filing
into the place and the tiers were filling.

A roar came out of the tiers of seats before them. They recognized it.
It was the cry of the gathering crowd, the cry for blood, the expression
of a desire to see battle,

Harl grinned.

“Regular football crowd,” he commented.

More and more poured into the arena, but it was apparent that the
inhabitants of the ruined city could fill only a very small section of the
thousands upon thousands of seats.
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The two seemed lost in the mighty space. Above them, almost at the
zenith, hung the vast red sun. They seemed to move in a twilight-filled
desert rimmed in by enormous white cliffs.

“Denver must have been a large city at the time this place was built,”
commented Bill. “Think of the number of people it would hold. Wonder
what it was used for?”

“Probably we’ll never know,” said Harl.

They had gained the approximate center of the arena.

Harl halted.

“Do you know,” he said, “I've been thinking. It seems to me we must
have a fairly good chance against Golan-Kirt. For the last fifteen minutes
every thought of ours has been in open defiance of him, but he has not
attempted our annihilation. Although it is possible he may only be biding
his time. I am beginning to believe he can’t read our minds as he could
the mind of the old man, He killed him the moment he uttered a word
of treason.”

Bill nodded.

As if in answer to what Harl had said, a great weight seemed to press
in upon them, Bill felt a deadly illness creeping over him. His knees sagged
and his brain whirled. Spots danced before his eyes and a horrible pain
gripped his stomach.

He took a step forward and stumbled. A hand clutched his shoulder
and fiercely shook him. The shake momentarily cleared his brain. Through
the clearing mist which seemed to hang before his eyes, he saw the face
of his friend, a face white and lined.

The lips in the face moved.

“Buck up, old man, There’s nothing wrong with you. Youre feeling
fine.”

Something seemed to snap inside his head. This was suggestion—the
suggestion of Golan-Kirt. He had to fight it. That was it—fight it.

He planted his feet firmly in the sand, straightened his shoulders with
an effort, and smiled.

“Hell, no,” he said, “there’s nothing wrong with me, I'm feeling fine.”

Harl slapped him on the back.

“That’s the spirit,” he roared. “It almost floored me for a minute, We've
got to fight it, boy. We've got to fight it.”

Bill laughed, harshly. His head was clear now and he could feel the
strength flowing back into his body. They had won the first round!

“But where is this Golan-Kirt?” he burst out.

“Invisible,” snarled Harl, “but I have a theory that he can’t put in his
best licks in such a state. We'll force him to show himself and then we'll
give him the works.”

The frenzied roar of the crowd came to their ears, Those on the
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bleachers had seen and appreciated the little drama out in the middle of
the arena. They were crying for more.

Suddenly a spiteful rattle broke out behind the two.

They started. That sound was familiar. It was the rat-a-tat of a machine
gun. With no ceremony they fell flat, pressing their bodies close against
the ground, seeking to burrow into the sand.

Little puffs of sand spurted up all about them. Bill felt a searing pain
in his arm. One of the bullets had found him. This was the end. There
was no obstruction to shield them in this vast level expanse from the gun
that chuckled and chattered at their rear. Another searing pain caught
him in the leg. Another hit.

Then he laughed—a wild laugh. There was no machine gun, no bullets.
It was all suggestion. A trick to make them believe they were being killed
—a trick, which, if carried far enough, would kill them.

He struggled to his knees, hauling Harl up beside him. His leg and
arm still pained, but he paid them no attention. There was nothing wrong
with them, he told himself fiercely, absolutely nothing wrong.

“It’s suggestion again,” he shouted at Harl, “There isn't any machine
g[.ln.”

Harl nodded. They regained their feet and turned. There, only a couple
of hundred yards away, a khaki-clad figure crouched behind a gun that
chattered wickedly, a red flame licking the muzzle.

“That isn’t a machine gun,” said Bill, speaking slowly.

“Of course, it's not a machine gun,” Harl spoke as if by rote.

They walked slowly toward the flaming gun. Although bullets appar-
ently whistled all about them, none struck them, The pain in Bill's arm
and leg no longer existed.

Suddenly the gun disappeared, and with it the khaki-clad figure. One
moment they were there, the next they were not.

“I thought it would do just that,” said Bill.

“The old boy is still going strong, though,” replied Harl. “Here is some
more of his suggestion.”

Harl pointed to one of the arching gateways. Through it marched file
upon file of soldiers, clad in khaki, metal helmets on their heads, guns
across their shoulders. An officer uttered a sharp command and the troops
began to deploy over the field.

A shrill blast of a bugle drew the attention of the two time-travelers
from the soldiers and through another gateway they beheld the advance
of what appeared to be a cohort of Roman legionnaires. Shields flashed
dully in the sun and the rattle of arms could be distinctly heard.

“Do you know what I believe?” asked Harl.

“What is it?”
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“Golan-Kirt cannot suggest anything new to us. The machine guns and
the soldiers and legionnaires are all things of which we have former
knowledge.”

“How is it,” asked Bill, “that we see these things when we know they
do not exist?”

“I do not know,” replied Harl, “there are a lot of funny things about
this business that I can’t understand.”

“Anyhow, he is giving the crowd a good show,” observed Bill.

The bleachers were in an uproar. To the ears of the two came the shrill
screaming of women, the loud roars of the men. The populace was thor-
oughly enjoying itself.

A lion, large and ferocious, growling fiercely, leaped past the two men.
A thunder of hoof-beats announced the arrival of more of the brain
creatures.

“It’s about time for us to do something,” said Haxl.

He lifted his .45 high in the air and fired. A hush fell.

“Golan-Kirt, attention!” roared Harl, in a voice that could be heard in
every part of the arena, “We challenge you to personal combat, We have
no fear of your creatures. They cannot harm us, You are the one we wish
to fight.”

An awed silence fell over the crowd. It was the first time their god
had ever been openly challenged. They waited for the two lone figures
out in the arena to be stricken in a heap.

They were not stricken, however.

Again Harl'’s voice rang out.

“Come out of hiding, you fat-bellied toad!” he thundered. “Come and
fight if you have the guts, you dirty, yellow coward!”

The crowd may not have gathered the exact meaning of the words,
but the full insult of them was plain, A threatening murmur rolled out
from the bleachers, and there was a sudden surging of the crowd. Men
leaped over the low wall in front of the seats and raced across the arena.

Then a sonorous voice, deep and strong, rolled out.

“Stop,” it said. “I, Golan-Kirt, will deal with these men.”

Harl noticed that the soldiers and the lion had disappeared. The
arena was empty except for him and his comrade and the score of future-
men who had halted in their tracks at the voice which had come out of
nothingness.

They waited, tensed. Harl wriggled his feet into a firmer position, He
slipped a cartridge in the gun to take the place of the one which had
been fired. Bill mopped his brow with the sleeve of his coat.

“It's going to be brains now,” Harl told his friend.

Bill grinned.

“Two mediocre intelligences against a great one,” he joked.
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“Look, Bill” shouted Harl.

Directly in front and slightly above the level of their heads a field of
light had formed, a small ball of brightness in the murky atmosphere.
Slowly it grew. Vibrations set in.

The two watched, fascinated. The vibrations quickened until the whole
field was quivering. As the vibrations increased the light faded and a mon-
strosity began to take form. Only vaguely could it be seen at first. Then
it became clearer and clearer, began to take definite form.

Hanging in the air, suspended without visible means of support, was
a gigantic brain, approximately two feet in diameter. A naked brain, with
the convolutions exposed. It was a ghastly thing.

The horror of it was heightened by the two tiny, piglike, lidless, close-
set eyes and a curving beak which hung directly below the frontal por-
tion of the brain, resting in what was apparently an atrophied face.

The two were aghast, but with a tremendous effort they kept close hold
on their self-control.

“Greetings, Golan-Kirt,” drawled Harl, sarcasm putting an edge to the
words.

As he spoke, his arm swung up and under the pressure of his finger,
the hammer of the gun slowly moved backward. But before the muzzle
could be brought in line with the great brain, the arm stopped and Harl
stood like a frozen man, held rigid by the frightful power which poured
forth from Golan-Kirt.

Bill's arm flashed up and his .45 broke the silence with a sullen roar.
However, even as he fired, his arm was flung aside as if by a mighty
blow and the speeding bullet missed the huge brain by the mere fraction
of an inch.

“Presumptuous fools,” roared a voice, which, however, seemed not a
voice, for there was no sound, merely the sense of hearing. The two,
standing rigidly, as if at attention, realized that it was telepathy: that the
brain before them was sending out powerful emanations.

“Presumptuous fools, you would fight me, Golan-Kirt? I, who have a
hundred-fold the mental power of your combined brains? I, who hold the
knowledge of all time?”

“We would fight you,” snarled Harl. “We are going to fight you. We
know you for what you are. You are not out of the Cosmos. You are
a laboratory specimen. Unknown ages ago you were developed under arti-
ficial conditions. You are not immortal, You fear our weapons. A bullet
in that dirty brain of yours will finish you.”

“Who are you to judge,” came the thought-wave, “you, with your tiny,
twentieth century brain? You have come unbidden into my time, you have
defied me. I shall destroy you. I, who came out of the Cosmos aeons ago
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to rule over the portion of the Universe I chose as my own, do not fear
you or your ridiculous weapons.”

“Yet you foiled us when we would have used our weapons on you.
If T could reach you I would not need my weapon. I could tear you apart,
destroy you with the strength of my two hands.”

“Say on,” rumbled the thought-waves, “Say what you believe me to be,
and when you are done I shall obliterate you. You shall be dust floating
in the air, ashes on the sands.”

There was an unveiled tone of mockery in the brain emanations.

Harl raised his voice, almost shouting, It was a deliberate act, done in
hopes the future-men would hear, that they might realize not too late the
true nature of the tyrant Golan-Kirt, They did hear and their mouths
gaped as they listened.

“You once were a man,” Harl roared, “a great scientist. You studied
the brain, specialized in it. At last you discovered a great secret, which
gave you the power of developing the brain to an unheard-of degree. Sure
of your technique, and realizing the power you might enjoy, you trans-
formed yourself into a brain creature, You are a fraud and an impostor.
You have mis-ruled these people for millions of years. You are not out
of the Cosmos,—you are a man, or what once was a man. You are an
atrocity, an abomination—"

The thought emanations which flowed from out the brain trembled,
as if with rage.

“You lie, T am out of the Cosmos. I am immortal. I shall kill you—
kill you.”

Suddenly Bill laughed, a resounding guffaw. It was an escape from the
terrible tension, but as he laughed a ludicrous angle presented itself—the
twentieth century travelers millions of years ahead of their time wrangling
with a cheat pawning himself off as a god on a people who would not
be born until long after he was dead.

He felt the horrible power of Golan-Kirt centering upon him. Perspira-
tion streamed down his face and his body trembled. He felt his strength
leaving him.

He stopped laughing, As he did so, he seemed to be struck, as if by
a blow. He staggered. Then sudden realization flashed through him.
Laughter! Laughter, that was it. Laughter and ridicule! That would turmn
the trick.

“Laugh, you fool, laugh,” he screamed at Harl.

Uncomprehendingly, Harl obeyed.

The two rocked with laughter, They whooped and roared.

Hardly knowing what he did, almost involuntarily, Bill screeched hor-
rible things at the great brain, reviled it, taunted it, called it almost un-
speakable names.
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Harl began to understand. It was all a great game that Bill was playing.
A supreme egoism such as was lodged in the brain pitted against them
could not bear ridicule, would lose its grip before a storm of jeers. For
uncounted centuries, through some miraculous power, it had lived and
in all that time it had been accorded only the highest honor. Derision
was something with which it was unacquainted, a terrible weapon sud-
denly loosed upon it.

Harl joined with Bill and hutled gibes at Golan-Kirt. 1t was a high
carnival of mockery, They were not conscious of their words. Their brains
responded to the emergency and their tongues formed sentences of un-
guessed taunts,

Between sentences they laughed, howling with satanic glee.

Through all their laughter they felt the power of the brain. They felt
its anger mount at their taunting. Their bodies were racked with pain,
they wanted to fall on the sands and writhe in agony, but they continued
to laugh, to shout taunts.

It seemed an eternity that they fought with Golan-Kirt, all the time
shrieking with laughter, while they suffered fine-edged torture from the
tops of their heads to the soles of their feet. Still they dare not stop their
laughter, dare not cease their hideous derision, poking fun at the huge
intelligence which opposed them. That was their one weapon. Without
it the engulfing waves of suggestion which poured with rclentless fury
upon them would have snapped asunder every nerve in their bodies.

They sensed the raging of the great brain. It was literally crazed with
anger. They were “getting its goat!” They were ridiculing the very life
out of it.

Unconsciously they allowed the pitch of their laughter to lower. From
sheer exhaustion they lapsed into silence.

Suddenly they felt the terrible force of the brain renewed, as it drew
upon some mysterious reserve strength. It struck them like a blow, dou-
bling them over, clouding their eyes, dulling their minds, racking every
nerve and joint.

Hot irons seemed to sear them, hundreds of needles seemed thrust in
their flesh, sharp knives seemed to slash their bodies. They reeled blindly,
gropingly, mouthing curses, crying out in pain.

rough the red haze of torture came a whisper, a soft, enchanting
whisper, a whisper beckoning to them, showing them a way of escape.

“Turn your weapons on yourselves. End all of this torture. Death is
painless.”

The whisper fluttered through their brains, That was the way out! Why
endure this seemingly endless torture? Death was painless. The muzzle
against one’s head, a pressure on the trigger, oblivion.
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Bill placed his gun against his temple. His finger contracted against the
trigger. He laughed. This was a joke. A rare joke. Robbing Golan-Kirt
by his own hand.

Another voice burst through his laughter. It was Harl.

“You fool! It's Golan-Kirt! It's Golan-Kirt, you fool!”

He saw his friend staggering toward him, saw his face pinched with
pain, saw the moving of the livid lips as they shouted the warning.

Bill's hand dropped to his side. Even as he continued that insane
laughter, he felt chagrin steal over him. The hideous brain had played
its trump card and had failed, but it had almost finished him. Had it
not been for Harl he would have been stretched on the sand, a suicide,
his head blown to bits.

Then suddenly they felt the power of the brain slipping, felt its
strength falter and ebb. They had beaten it!

They sensed the gigantic struggle going on in that great brain, the strug-
gle to regain the grip it had lost.

For years on end it had lived without struggle, without question that
it was the ruler of the earth. They sensed the futile anger and the devas-
tating fear which revolved in the convolutions of Golan-Kirt.

But he was beaten, beaten at last by men from out of a forgotten age.
He had met defeat at the hands of ridicule, something he had never
known, a thing he had not suspected.

His strength ebbed steadily. The twentieth century men felt his dread
power lift from them, sensed the despair which surged through him.

They stopped their laughter, their sides sore, their throats hoarse. Then
they heard. The arena resounded with laughter. The crowd was laughing.
The horrible uproar beat like a tumult upon them. The future-men were
roaring, bent over, stamping their feet, throwing back their heads, scream-
ing to the murky skies. They were laughing at Golan-Kirt, screaming in-
sults at him, hooting him. It was the end of his rule.

For generations the future-men had hated him with the very hate he
had taught them. They had hated and feared. Now they feared no longer
and hate rode unchained.

From a god he had fallen to the estate of a ridiculous fraud. He was
a thing of pity, an uncloaked clown, simply a naked, defenseless brain
that had bluffed its way through centuries of kingship.

Through bleared eyes the twentieth century men saw the great brain,
writhing now under the scorn of its erstwhile subjects, being laughed pow-
erless. No longer did it hold control over these creatures of a dying world.
Its close-set eyes glowed fiercely, its beak clicked angrily. It was tired, too
tired to regain its rule. It was the end of Golan-Kirt!

The revolvers of the time-travelers came up almost simultaneously. This
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time the sights lined on the brain. There was no power to ward off the
danger.

The guns roared rapidly, spitting hateful fire, At the impact of the bul-
lets the brain turned over in the air, blood spurted from it, great gashes
appeared in it. With a thump it struck the ground, quivered and lay still.

The time-travelers, their eyes closing from sheer weariness, their knees
suddenly weak, slumped to the sand, the .45’ still smoking.

Over the arena floated the full-toned roar of the future-men.

“Hail to the Deliverers! Golan-Kirt is dead! His rule is ended! Hail to
the saviors of the racel”

Epilogue

“It is impossible to reverse time. You cannot travel back to your own
age. I have no idea of what will occur if you attempt it, but I do know
it is impossible. We of this age knew travel into the future was possible,
but we lacked the technique to build a machine to try it. Under the rule
of Golan-Kirt there was no material progress, only a steady degeneration.
We know that it is impossible to reverse time, We, as a people, beg you
not to attempt it.”

Old Agnar Nohl, his white beard streaming in the wind, his hair flying,
spoke seriously. There was a troubled frown on his face.

“We love you,” he went on, “you freed us of the tyranny of the brain
which ruled over us for uncounted time. We need you. Stay with us,
help us rebuild this land, help us construct machines, give us some of
the marvelous knowledge which we, as a race, have lost. We can give
you much in return, for we have not forgotten all the science we knew
before the coming of Golan-Kirt.”

Hail shook his head.

“We must at least try to go back,” he said.

The two twentieth century men stood beside the plane. Before them
was a solid mass of humanity, a silent humanity in the shadow of the
silent ruins of the city of Denver, the future-men who had come to bid
the time-travelers a regretful farewell.

A chill wind howled over the desert, carrying its freight of sand. The
furs of the future-men fluttered in the gale as it played a solemn dirge
between the ruined walls of humbled buildings.

“If there was a chance of your success, we would speed you on your
way,” said old Agnar, “but we are reluctant to let you go to what may
be your death. We are selfish enough to wish to hold you for ourselves,
but we love you enough to let you go. You taught us hate was wrong,
you removed the hate that ruled us. We wish only the best for you.
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“It is impossible to go back in time. Why not remain? We need you
badly. Our land grows less and less food every year. We must discover
how to make synthetic food or we shall starve. This is only one of our
problems. There are many others. You cannot go back. Stay and help
us!”

Again Harl shook his head.

“No, we must try it. We may fail, but we must try it at least, If we
succeed we shall return and bring with us books of knowledge and tools
to work with.”

Agnar combed his beard with skinny fingers.

“You'll fail,” he said.

“But if we don’t we will return,” said Bill.

“Yes, if you don't,” replied the old man.

“We are going now,” said Bill. “We thank you for your thoughtfulness.
We must at least try. We are sorry to leave you. Please believe that.”

“I do believe it,” cried the old man and he seized their hands in a fare-
well clasp.

Harl opened the door of the plane and Bill clambered in.

At the door Harl stood with upraised hand.

“Good-bye,” he said. “Some day we will return.”

The crowd burst into a roar of farewell. Harl climbed into the plane
and closed the door.

The motors bellowed, droning out the shouting of the future-men and
the great machine charged down the sand. With a rush it took the air.
Three times Bill circled the ruined city in a last mute good-bye to the
men who watched silently and sorrowfully below.

Then Harl threw the lever. Again the utter darkness, the feeling of
hanging in nothingness.

The motors, barely turning, muttered at the change. A minute passed,
two minutes.

“Who says we can'’t travel back in time!” Harl shouted triumphantly.
He pointed to the needle. It was slowly creeping back across the face of
the dial.

“Maybe the old man was wrong after—"

Bill never finished the sentence.

“Roll her out,” he screamed at Harl, “roll her out. One of our engines
is going dead!”

Harl snatched at the lever, jerked frantically at it. The faulty motor
choked and coughed, sputtered, then broke into a steady drone.

The two men in the cabin regarded one another with blanched faces.
They knew they had escaped a possible crash—and death—by bare
seconds.
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Again they hung in the air. Again they saw the brick-red sun, the des-
ert, and the sea, Below them loomed the ruins of Denver.

“We couldn’t have gone far back in time,” said Harl. “It looks the same
as ever.”

They circled the ruins.

“We had better land out in the desert to fix up the engine,” suggested
Harl. “Remember we have traveled back in time and Golan-Kirt still rules
over the land. We don’t want to have to kill him a second time. We
might not be able to do it.”

The plane was flying low and he nosed it up. Again the faulty engine
sputtered and missed.

“She’s going dead this time for certain,” yelled Bill. “We'll have to
chance it, Harl. We have to land and chance getting away again.”

Harl nodded grimly.

Bﬁfore them lay the broad expanse of the arena. It was either that or
crash.

As Bill nosed the plane down the missing motor sputtered for the last
time, went dead.

They flashed over the white walls of the amphitheater and down into
the arena, The plane struck the sand, raced across it, slowed to a stop.

Harl opened the door.

“Our only chance is to fix it up in a hurry and get out of here,” he
shouted at Bill. “We don’t want to meet that damn brain again.”

He stopped short.

“Bill,” he spoke scarcely above a whisper, “am I seeing things?”

Before him, set on the sands of the arena, only a few yards from the
plane, was a statue of heroic size, a statue of himself and Bill.

Even from where he stood he could read the inscription, carved in the
white stone base of the statue in characters which closely resembled
written English.

Slowly, haltingly, he read it aloud, stumbling over an occasional queer
character.

“Two men, Harl Swanson, and Bill Kressman, came out of time to kill
Golan-Kirt and to free the race.”

Below it he saw other characters.

“They may return.”

“Bill,” he sobbed, “we haven't traveled back in time. We have traveled
further into the future. Look at that stone—eroded, ready to crumble to
pieces. That statue has stood there for thousands of years!”

Bill slumped back into his seat, his face ashen, his eyes staring.

“The old man was right,” he screamed. “He was right. We'll never see
the twentieth century again.”

He leaned over toward the time machine.
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His face twitched.

“Those instruments,” he shrieked, “those damned instruments! They
were wrong. They lied, they lied!”

With his bare fists he beat at them, smashing them, unaware that the
glass cut deep gashes and his hands were smeared with blood.

Silence weighed down over the plain, There was absolutely no sound.

Bill broke the silence.

“The future-men,” he cried, “where are the future-men?”

He answered his own question.

“They are all dead,” he screamed, “all dead. They are starved—starved
because they couldn’t manufacture synthetic food. We are alone! Alone at
the end of the world!”

Harl stood in the door of the plane.

Over the rim of the amphitheater the huge red sun hung in a sky devoid
of clouds. A slight wind stirred the sand at the base of the crumbling
statue.

Cliff Simak is a particularly prominent figure in the science fiction
world. “The World of the Red Sun” was his first published story, and it
was simply and straightforwardly told. It had a sad ending, too, and I re-
member that impressed me at the time. I could not help but recognize the
force of a dramatic and ironic ending, (“The Man Who Evolved” had
possessed one, too.)

Simak was unusual among the early authors in that he survived the
Coming of Campbell. Most early authors did not. (It was rather like the
coming of talking pictures, which proved the ruin of so many actors who
had learned their job in the world of the silents.)

Meek, for instance, hardly wrote anything after 1932, and Miller wrote
infrequently. Jones and Hamilton continued to write frequently but
hardly ever appeared in Campbell’s Astounding, which was all that
counted through the 1940s.

Simak was quite different. He published four more stories in 1932 and
then nothing more until the Campbell era began, in 1938. He then began
to write prolifically for the various magazines, including Astounding, and
was soon numbered among the recognized members of Campbell’s “stable”
~that is, those authors whom he had discovered or developed (or both).

Indeed, Simak went on to grow even larger in stature as the field ex-
panded in the 19508 and 1960s, when Campbell no longer held the
monopoly. Simak was Guest of Honor at the World Science Fiction Con-
vention held in Boston in 1971, and just the other day I received the hard-
back edition of his most recent novel, Cemetery World.
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In the gap between 1932 and 1938, I had forgotten Clifford Simak,
though not “The World of the Red Sun.” I rediscovered him when he
wrote “Rule 18,” which appeared in the July 1938 issue of Astounding
Science Fiction. What followed from that and how we grew to be close
friends I mentioned in The Early Asimov.

It was not till a number of years after I had become friends with Cliff
that I discovered, quite by accident, that it was he who had written the
story I had once told with such pleasure and success to my junior high
school classmates. What a happy discovery that was!

Simak was the first to teach me, by example, of the value of an un-
adomned style. I explained that in The Early Asimov, and I want to men-
tion that here, too.

In the fall of 1931 (inspired, perhaps, by my success in interesting my
friends in the science fiction tales I retold), I began to try my hand at mak-
ing up stories of my own.

I didn’t write science fiction, however. I had a most exalted notion of
the intense skills and vast scientific knowledge required of authors in the
field, and I dared not aspire to such things. Instead, I began to write a tale
of ordinary planetbound adventure called “The Greenville Chums at
College.”

I worked with a pencil and a five-cent notebook and eventually wrote
eight chapters before fading out. I remember trying to tell the story of the
Greenville Chums to one of those friends who had listened steadily to my
retelling of science fiction. With a certain precocious caution, I had
chosen the one who seemed most consistently enthusiastic. After I had
told him what I had written that day, he asked eagerly if he could borrow
the book when I was done.

I had either neglected to make it clear to him, or he had failed to un-
derstand, that I was writing the book. He thought it was another already
printed story I was retelling, The implied compliment staggered me, and
from that day on, I secretly took myself seriously as a writer.



Part Three

1932



IN THE SPRING of 1932, I completed my stay at Junior High School
149. The class held the graduation ceremonies at a fancy auditorium
somewhere in Brooklyn. My father gave me a fountain pen as a gradua-
tion present (the traditional gift, of course, but very appropriate in my
case—though neither my father nor I realized that at the time).

More important, he and my mother actually managed to shake off the
candy-store duties (I don’t remember whether they closed the store or hired
a temporary store sitter) in order to attend the graduation, They took it
very seriously.

I remember only two things. First, the glee club sang “Gaudeamus
Igitur,” which included the line “Glorious youth is with us.” I was at once
overwhelmed with a sharp and sorrowful pang at the thought that I was
graduating and that youth was slipping fast away.

Yet I was only twelve years old at the time, and here it is over forty years
later and youth still hasn’t slipped away. (Well, it hasn’t, you rotten kids.)

The second thing I remember was that two awards were given out, one
for excellence in biology and the other for excellence in mathematics.
Both winners marched forward and onto the stage and were covered with
glory in the sight of their proud parents. And I knew that somewhere in
the audience my father’s face was setting into lines of grim disapproval,
since neither winner was L.

Sure enough, when we were all home, my father, in awful, patriarchal
tones, demanded to know why it was that I had won neither prize.

“Papa,” 1 said (for I had had time to think out the best way of putting
it), “the kid who won the mathematics prize is lousy in biology. The kid
who won the biology prize can’t add two and two. And as for me, 1 was
second in line for both prizes.”
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That was quite true and it took me neatly off the hook. Not another
word was said.

The last months at the junior high school were enlivened for me by
“Tumithak of the Corridors,” by Charles R. Tanner, which appeared in
the January 1932 Amazing Stories.



TUMITHAK OF THE CORRIDORS
by Charles R. Tanner

FOREWORD

1t is only within the last few years that archeological science has reached
a point where we may begin to appreciate the astonishing advances in
science that our ancestors had achieved before the Great Invasion, Excava-
tions in the ruins of London and New York have been especially prolific
in yielding knowledge of the life that those ancestors led. That they pos-
sessed the secret of flying, and a knowledge of chemistry and electricity
far beyond ours is now certain; and there is even some evidence that they
surpassed us in medicine and some of the arts. Taking their civilization as
a whole, it is quite doubtful if we have even yet surpassed them in gen-
eral knowledge.

Until the time of the Invasion, their discoveries of the secrets of Nature
seem to have been made steadily in regular geometric progression, and we
have good cause to believe that it was the people of earth who first solved
the secret of interplanetary flight. The many romances that have been
written by novelists dealing with this time, testify to the interest which we
of today take in the history of what we call the Golden Age.

But the present story deals neither with the days of the Invasion, nor
with life as it was in the Golden Age before it. It tells, instead of the life
of that semi-mythical, semi-historical character, Tumithak of Loor, who,
legend tells us, was the first man to rebel against the savage shelks. Al-
though innumerable facts are still lacking, recent investigations in the
Pits and Corridors have thrown much light on what was obscure in this
hero's life. That he really lived and fought is now certain to be true; that
he accomplished the miracles accredited to him by legend is just as certain
to be untrue.

We can feel sure, for instance, that he never lived for the two hundred

Copyright 1931 by Teck Publishing Corporation.
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and fifty years that are ascribed to him; that his wonderful strength and
imperviousness to the rays of the shelks are mythical, as are doubtless the
stories of his destruction of the six cities.

But our knowledge of his life increases as our credibility in the legends
decreases, and the time has come when we can grasp dimly, but with a
more rational viewpoint, the truth about his deeds. So, in this tale, the au-
thor makes an attempt to rationalize, to place properly in its historical set-
ting, the early life of a great hero who dared to strike boldly for Mankind,
in the days when the Beasts of Venus held all the earth in thrall . . .

CHAPTER 1
The Boy and the Book

As far as eye could see the long somber corridor extended. Fifteen feet
high and as many wide it ran on and on, its brown, glassy walls presenting
an unvarying sameness, At intervals along the center line of the ceiling
large glowing lights appeared, flat plates of cool white luminescence that
had shone without attention for centuries. At intervals equally frequent,
were deep-cut doors, draped with a rough burlap-like cloth, their sills worn
down by the passing generations of feet. Nowhere was the monotony of
the scene broken unless it were in some places, where the corridor was
crossed by another of equal simplicity.

The passage was by no means deserted. Here and there, throughout its
length, scattered figures appeared—men, for the most part blue-eyed and
red-haired and dressed in rough burlap tunics that were gathered at the
waist by wide, pocketed belts with enormous buckles, A few women were
also in evidence, differing from the men in the length of their hair and
tunics. All moved with a furtive slinking air, for though it was many years
since the Terror had been seen, the habits of a hundred generations were
not easily thrown off. And so the hall, its frequenters, their clothes and
even their habits combined to complete the somber monotone.

From somewhere far below this corridor came the steady beat and throb
of some gigantic machine; a beat that continued unceasingly and was so
much a part of the life of these people that it was only with difficulty that
they could be brought to notice it at all. Yes its beat bore down on them,
penetrated their minds, and, with its steady rhythm, affected all that they
did. ‘

One part of the hall seemed to be more populous than any other. The
lights here glowed brighter, the cloths that covered the doorways were
cleaner and newer, and many more people appeared. Sneaking in and out
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of the doorways they went, for all the world like rabbits engaged in some
big business enterprise.

Out of one of the side doorways, a boy and girl appeared. About four-
teen years of age, they were exceptionally tall for children, apparently
having already reached their full growth, though their immaturity was
evident, They, too, like their elders, were blue-eyed and red-haired; a com-
plexion due to the eternal lack of sunshine and lifelong exposure to the
rays of the corridor lights. There was a certain boldness and quickness
about them that caused many of the folk of the corridor to frown disap-
provingly as they passed. One could see that these older ones felt that the
younger generation was fast riding to destruction. Certainly, sooner or
later, this boldness and loudness would bring down the Terror from the
Surface.

But sublimely indifferent to the disapproval that was so in evidence
around them, the two youngsters continued upon their way. They turned
from the main corridor into one less brilliantly lighted, and after traversing
it for nearly a mile, turned into another. The hall in which they now
found themselves was narrow and inclined upward at a decided angle. It
was entirely deserted and the thick dust and neglected condition of the
lights showed that it was long since men had lived here. The many door-
ways were without the draped curtains that concealed the interior of the
inhabited apartments in the larger corridors; but many of the doorways
were almost entirely covered with draperies of cobwebs covered with dust.
The girl drew closer to the boy as they continued up the passage; but aside
from this she showed no sign of fear. After some time the passageway grew
steeper, and at last ended in a cul-desac. The two seated themselves in
the rubble that littered the floor and presently began to talk in a low tone.

“It must have been years since men have come here,” said the girl, softly.
“Perhaps we will find something of great value which was left here when
men deserted this corridor,”

“I think Tumithak is too hopeful, when he tells us of possible treasures
in these halls,” answered the boy. “Surely there have been men in these
halls, searching as we are, since they were abandoned.”

“Tumithak should be here by now,” the girl said, after a while. “Do you
think he will come?” Her eyes strove vainly to pierce the gloom down the
hallway.

“Why, of course, he will come, Thupra,” said her companion. “Has
Tumithak ever failed to meet us as he promised?”

“But to come here, alone!” protested Thupra. “I should die of fright,
Nikadur, if you weren’t here.”

“There isn’t really any danger here,” he said. “The men of Yakra could
never enter these halls without passing through the main corridor. And
many, many years have passed since Loor has seen a shelk.”
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“Grandfather Koniak once saw a shelk,” reminded Thupra.

“Yes, but not here in Loor. He saw it in Yakra, years ago, when he
fought the Yakrans as a young man. Remember, the Loorians were suc-
cessful in their campaign against the Yakrans and drove them out of their
city and into the corridors beyond. And then suddenly there was flame and
terror, and a band of shelks appeared. Grandfather Koniak saw but one,
and that one almost caught him before he escaped.” Nikadur smiled. “It
is a wonderful tale, but I think we have only Grandfather Koniak’s word
for it.”

“But really, Nikadur—" the girl was beginning, when she was inter-
rupted by a rustling noise from one of the web-hung doorways. Like a
flash, boy and girl both leapt to their feet and sped in panic down the pas-
sage without so much as a single glance backward, totally unaware of the
youth who had stepped from the doorway and who was now leaning
against the wall, watching their flight with a cynical smile on his face.

At a glance, this youth seemed not unlike the others who lived in the
corridors, The same red hair and clear translucent skin, the same rough
tunic and enormous belt characterized this lad as it did all the others of
Loor. But the discerning eye would have noticed in the immense brow,
the narrow, hooked nose and the keen eyes, a promise of the greatness that
was to some day be his.

The boy watched his fleeing friends for a moment and then gave a low
bird-like whistle. Thupra stopped suddenly and turned around, and then,
seeing the newcomer, called to Nikadur. The boy stopped his flight, too,
and together they returned, rather shamefaced, to the end of the passage.

“You frightened us, Tumithak,” said the girl, reproachfully. “What in
the world were you doing in that room? Weren't you afraid to go in there
alone?”

“Nothing is in there to hurt me,” answered Tumithak, loftily. “Often
and often I have browsed around through these corridors and apartments
and never yet have I seen any living thing, save the spiders and the bats.
I was seeking for forgotten things,” he went on, and his eyes grew sud-
denly brighter, “And look! I have found a book!” And, reaching into the
bosom of his tunic, he drew forth his prize and exhibited it proudly to the
others.

“This is an old book,” he said. “See?”

It certainly was an old book. The cover was gone, more than half the
leaves were missing, and the thin metal sheets of which the leaves were
composed were even beginning to oxidize on the edges. Certainly, this
book had been lying forgotten for centuries.

Nikadur and Thupra looked at it in awe, the awe that an illiterate per-
son naturally holds for all the mysteries of the magic black marks that
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transmit thoughts, But Tumithak could read. He was the son of Tumlook,
one of the food men, the men who held the secret of preparing the
synthetic food that these people lived on, and these food men, as well as
the doctors and the light and power men, retained many of the secrets of
the wisdom of their ancestors. Foremost among these secrets was the very
necessary art of reading; and as Tumithak was intended to follow in his
father’s footsteps, Tumlook had early trained him in this wonderful art.

So, after the two had looked at the book and held it in their hands, and
wondered, they beseeched Tumithak to read it to them. Often, they had
listened in wide-eyed wonder as he read to them from some of the rare
works the food men owned, and they never wasted a chance to watch the
apparently mystifying process of changing the queer marks on the metal
sheets into sounds and sentences.

Tumithak smiled at their importuning, and then, because secretly he
was as anxious as they to know what the long-forgotten script contained,
he motioned them to be seated on the floor beside him, and opening the
book, began to read:

“The manuscript of Davon Starros; written at Pitmouth, Sol 22nd, in
the year of the Invasion, 161, or in the old style—A.D. 3218.”

Tumithak paused.

“That is an old book,” whispered Nikadur in an awed voice, and
Tumithak nodded.

“Nearly two thousand years!” he answered, “I wonder what the figures
A.D. 3218 stand for?”

He puzzled over the book for 2 moment and then resumed his reading.

“l am an old man, in these latter days, and to one who can remember
the day when men still dared to fight, now and then, for liberty, it is in-
deed a bitter thing to see how the race has fallen.

“There is growing up among men in these days a hopeless superstition to
the effect that man can never conquer, and must never attempt to even bat-
tle with the shelks, and it is to combat this superstition that the author
here writes the story of the conquest of earth, in the hope that at some
future time, a man will arise who will have the courage to face the con-
querors of Man and again do battle, In the hope that this man will ap-
pear and that he may know the creatures against whom he fights, this
story is written.

“The scientists who tell of the days before the Invasion, inform us that
man was once little more than a beast. Through thousands of years he
gradually worked his way upward to civilization, learning the arts of liv-
ing, until he conquered all the world for his own.

“He learned the secret of producing food from the very elements them-
selves, he learned the secret of imitating the life-giving light of the sun,
his great airships sped through the atmosphere as easily as his waterships
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sped through the sea. Wonderful, disintegrating rays dissolved the hill
that stood in his way, and as a result, long canals brought water from the
ocean to inaccessible deserts, making them blossom like earth’s most fertile
regions. From pole to pole, man’s mighty cities grew, and from pole to
pole man was supreme.

“For thousands of years, men quarreled among themsclves, and great
wars tore the earth, until at last their civilization reached a point where
these wars ceased. A great era of peace settled down upon the earth, sea
and land alike were conquered by man, and he began to look out to the
other worlds that swung about the sun, wondering if these, too, might
not be conquered.

“It was many centuries before they learned enough to attempt a journey
into the depths of space. A way had to be found to avoid the count-
less meteors that filled the paths between the planets. A way had to be
found to insulate against the deadly cosmic rays. It seemed that no sooner
was one difficulty overcome than another arose to take its place, But one
after another the difficulties in the way of interplanetary flight disappeared
and at last the day came when a mighty vessel, hundreds of feet long, lay
ready to leap into space to explore the other worlds.”

Tumithak again paused in his reading.

“It must be a wonderful secret,” he said. “I seem to be reading words,
but I do not know what they mean. Some one is going somewhere, but
that’s about all I can make of it. Shall I go on?”

“Yes! Yes!” they cried; so he continued:

“It was under the command of a man named Henric Sudiven; and, of
all the great company that manned it, only he returned to the world of
men to tell of the terrible adventures that they met with on the planet
Venus, the world to which they traveled.

“The trip to Venus was a highly successful one, and quite uneventful.
Week after week passed, while the evening star, as men called it, grew
ever brighter and larger, The ship worked perfectly, and though the jour-
ney was a long one to those who were used to crossing an ocean in a single
night, the time did not hang heavy on their hands. The day came when
they sailed over the low rolling plains and broad valleys of Venus, under
the thick mantle of clouds that forever hides the surface of that planet
from the sun, and marveled at the great cities and works of civilization
that were in evidence everywhere.

“After hovering over a great city for some time, they landed and were
welcomed by the strange, intelligent creatures that ruled over Venus; the
same creatures that we know today by the name of shelks. The shelks
thought them demi-gods and would have worshipped them; but Sudiven
and his companions, true products of earth’s noblest culture, scorned to
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dissemble; and when they had learned the language of the shelks, told
them quite truthfully just who they were and from whence they came.

“The astonishment of the shelks knew no bounds. They were skilled
far more than men in mechanical science; their knowledge of electricity
and chemistry was quite as great; but astronomy and its kindred sciences
were totally unknown to them. Imprisoned as they were under the eternal
canopy of clouds that hides forever the sight of outer space, they had never
dreamed of other worlds than the one they knew; and it was only with
difficulty that they were at last persuaded that Sudiven’s story was true.

“But, once convinced, the attitude of the shelks underwent a decided
change. No longer were they deferential and friendly. They suspected that
man had come only to conquer them and they determined to beat him at
his own game. There was a certain lack of the more humane feelings in
the make-up of the shelks, and they were quite unable to conceive of a
friendly visit from strangers of another world.

“The Tellurians soon found themselves locked up in a great metal tower
many miles from their space flier. In a moment of carelessness, one of
Sudiven’s companions had let drop the remark that this flier was the only
one yet built upon the earth, and the shelks decided to take advantage of
this fact, to begin at once the conquest of earth.

“They took possession at once of the Tellurians’ vessel, and with that
unity of purpose that is so characteristic of the shelks and so lacking in
man, began at once the construction of a vast number of similar ma-
chines, All over the planet, the great machine-shops hummed and clattered
with the noise of the work; and while the earth awaited the triumphal re-
turn of her explorers, the day of her doom drew nearer and nearer.

“But Sudiven and the other Tellurians, locked up in their tower, had
not given up to despair. Time after time, they attempted to escape, and
there is no doubt but that the shelks would have slain them to a man, had
they not hoped to extract further knowledge from them before they killed
them. For once the shelks were in error; they should have slain the Tellu-
rians, every one; for about a week before the date set for the departure of
the shelks’ great fleet of machines, Sudiven and about a dozen of his com-
panions managed to escape.

“At terrific risk they made their way across the country to the place
where their space car lay. An idea can be had of the dangers of the journey
when one realizes that on Venus, that is, on the inhabited side, it is always
day. There was no concealing night to enable the Tellurians to travel with-
out hope of discovery. But at last they came upon their car, guarded only
by a few unarmed shelks. The battle that ensued is one that should go
down in man’s history, to inspire him in all the ages to come, When it was
over the shelks were all dead and only seven men were left to man the
space-flier on its journey back to earth.
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“For weeks, the great bullet-shaped flier sped across the vast emptiness
of space and at last landed upon the earth. Sudiven alone remained alive
when it landed; the others had succumbed to some strange disease, 2 dis-
ease that had been given to them by the shelks.

“But Sudiven was alive and remained alive long enough to warn the
world. Faced with this sudden terror, the world had little time for any but
defensive measures. The construction of vast underground pits and
caverns was begun at once, the intention being to construct great under-
ground cities, in which man could hide himself and from which he could
emerge to conquer his enemies at his leisure. But before they were well
started, the shelks arrived and the war was on!

“Never, in the days when man warred with man, had anyone dreamed
of a war like this. The shelks had arrived by the millions; it was estimated
that fully two hundred thousand space cars took part in the invasion. For
days man’s defensive measures kept the shelks from gaining a landing
space on the earth; they were forced to fly far above the surface, dropping
their deadly gases and explosives where they could. From his subterranean
halls, man sent up vast quantities of gases as deadly as those of the shelks,
and their disintegrating rays sent hundreds of the space-cars into nothing-
ness, killing off the shelks like flies. And from their fliers, the shelks
dropped vast quantities of flaming chemicals into the pits that men had
dug, chemicals that burned with terrific violence and exhausted the oxy-
gen of the caverns, causing men to perish by the thousand.

“Ever, as men found themselves defeated by the shelks, they drove
deeper and deeper into the earth, their wonderful disintegrations dissolv-
ing the rock almost as fast as man could walk through the corridor it dug.
Men were forced from the Surface at last, and a million intricate warrens
of corridors and passages honeycombed the earth for miles beneath the
surface. It was impossible for the shelks to ever thread the mazes of the
innumerable labyrinths, and so man reached a position of comparative
safety,

“And thus came the deadlock.

“The Surface had become the property of the savage shelks, while far
below them in the pits and corridors, man labored to hold on to the dregs
of civilization that were left him. An unequal game it was, for man was
sadly handicapped—the supplies of elements that produced the disinte-
grating rays gradually diminished, and there was no way of renewing
them; they were unable to secure wood, or the thousand and one varieties
of vegetation on which their industries were based; the men of one set of
corridors had no way of communicating with the men of another; and
always came hordes of shelks, down into the corridors, hunting men for
sport!
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“The only thing that enabled them to live at all was the wonderful
ability to create synthetic foods out of the very rock itself.

“So it was that man’s civilization, fought for and won after centuries of
struggle, collapsed in a dozen years; and over it was imposed the Terror.
Men, like rabbits, lived a life of fear and trembling in their underground
holes, daring less each year, as time went by, and spending all their time
and energy in devising means to sink their pits deeper and deeper into the
ground. Today it seems that man’s subjugation is complete, For over a
hundred years, no man has dared to think of revolt against the shelks, any
more than a rat would think of revolt against man. Unable to form a uni-
fied government, unable even to communicate with his brethren in the
neighboring corridors, man has come to accept, far too willingly, his place
as merely the highest of the lower animals, The spider-like Beasts of Venus
are the supreme Masters of our planet, and—"

The manuscript had come to an end. Although the book had originally
been much longer, although, indeed, what was left of it was probably little
more than an introduction to some work on the life and customs of the
shelks, the remainder was missing and the droning sing-song voice of
Tumithak ceased as he read the concluding unfinished sentence. For sev-
eral moments there was silence and then—

“How hard it was to understand,” said Thupra. “I only know that men
were fighting with shelks, just as though they were Yakrans.”

“Who could have conceived such a story?” murmured Nikadur. “Men
fighting with shelks: Of all the impossible tales!”

Tumithak did not answer. For quite a while he sat in silence and stared
at the book as one who suddenly beheld some dazzling vision.

At last he spoke.

“Nikadur, that is history!” he exclaimed. “That is no strange impossible
tale of fancy. Something tells me that those men really lived; that that war
was really fought: How else can we explain the life that we live. Have we
not wondered often—have not our fathers wondered before us—how our
wise ancestors ever gained the wisdom to build the great pits and corridors?
1\7Ve know that our ancestors had great knowledge; how did they come to
ose it?

“Oh, I know that no legend of ours even suggests such a thing as men
ruling this world,” he went on, as he saw the incredulous look in the eyes
of his companions. “But there is something—something in that book that
tells me it is surely true, Just think, Nikadur| That book was written only a
hundred and sixty years after the savage shelks invaded the earth! How
much more that writer must have known than we who live two thousand
years later, Nikadur, once men fought with shelks!” He arose, his eyes
gleaming with the first glow of the fanatical light that, in after years, was
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to make him a man apart from his fellows, “Once men fought with shelks:
and with the help of the High One, they shall do so again!
Nikadur! Thupra! Some day I shall fight a shelk,” he flung his arms wide,
“some day I shall slay a shelk!

“And to that I dedicate my lifel”

He stood for a moment with his arms outstretched, and then, as if
oblivious of their presence, he dashed down the hallway and in a moment
was lost in the gloom. For a moment the two stared after him in amaze-
ment, and then, clasping hands, they walked slowly, soberly after him.
They knew that something had suddenly inspired their friend, but
whether it was genius or madness they could not tell. And they were not
to know with certainty for many years.

CHAPTER U
The Three Strange Gifts

Tumlook contemplated his son proudly. The years that had passed since
he had discovered the strange manuscript and acquired his strange ob-
session may have ruined his mind, as some said, but they had certainly
been kind to him, physically. Six feet tall, Tumithak stood (an exceptional
height for these dwellers in the corridors), and every inch seemed to be of
iron muscle, Today, on his twentieth birthday, there was not a man that
would not have hailed him as one of the leaders of the city, had it not
been for his preposterous mania. For Tumithak was resolved to kill a shelk!

For years—in fact, since he had found the manuscript, at the age of
fourteen—he had directed all his studies to this end. He had pored over
maps of the corridors, ancient maps that had not been used for centuries—
maps that showed the way to the Surface—and he was known to be an
authority on all the secret passages in the pit. He had little idea of what
the Surface was really like; there was little in the stories of his people to
tell him of it. But of one thing he was certain, and that was, that on the
Surface he would find the shelks.

He had studied the various weapons that man could still rely on—the
sling, the sword, and the bow; and had made himself proficient in the use
of all three, Indeed, in every way possible, he had prepared himself for the
great work to which he had decided to devote his life. Of course, he had
met with the opposition of his father, of the whole tribe, for that matter,
but with the singleness of purpose that only a fanatic can attain, he per-
sisted in his idea, resolved that when he was of age he would bid his peo-
ple adieu, and set out for the Surface. He had given little thought to the
details of what he would do when he arrived there. That would all depend
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on what he found. One thing he was sure of—that he would kill a shelk
and bring its body back to show his people that men could still triumph
over those who thought they were man’s masters.

And today he became of age; today he was twenty and Tumlook could
not resist being secretly proud of this astounding son of his, even though
he had done everything in his power to turn him from the impossible
dream that he had conceived. Now that the day had come when Tumithak
was to start on his absurd quest, Tumlook had to admit that in his heart,
he had long been one with Tumithak, and that now he was eager to see
the boy started on his way. He spoke:

“Tumithak,” he said. “For years, I have sought to turn you from the
impossible task that you have set yourself. For years, you have opposed
me and persisted in believing in the actual possibility of achieving your
dream. And now the day has come when you are to actually set out to
achieve it. Do not think that it was anything other than a father’s love that
led me to oppose your ambition, and to try and keep you in Loor. But
now that the day has come when you are free to do as you please, and as
you are still determined to make your incredible attempt, you must at
least allow your father to help you all he can.”

He paused and lifted to the table a box about a foot square. He opened
it and drew from it three strange-looking objects.

“Here,” he said, impressively, “are three of the most precious treasures
of the food-men; implements devised by our wise ancestors of old. This
one,” and he picked up a cylindrical tube about an inch in diameter and
a foot long, “is a torch, a wonderful torch that will give you light in the
dark corridors, by merely pressing this button. Take care not to waste its
power, it is not made of the eternal light that our ancestors set in the ceil-
ings. It is based on a different principle and after a certain time its power
is exhausted.”

Tumlook picked up the next object gingerly.

“This, too, is something that will surely help you, though it is neither
so rare nor so wonderful as the other two. It is a charge of high explosive,
such as we use occasionally for closing a corridor, or in mining the ele-
ments from which our food is made, There is no telling when it may come
in handy, on your way to the Surface.

“And here,” he picked up the last article, which looked like a small pipe
with a handle set on one end, at right angles. “Here is the most wonderful
article of all. It shoots a small pellet of lead, and it shoots it with such force
that it will pierce even a sheet of metal! Each time this small trigger on the
side is pressed, a pellet is ejected from the mouth of the pipe, with terrific
force. It kills, Tumithak, kills even quicker than an arrow, and much
surer, Use it carefully for there are but ten pellets, and when they are
gone, the instrument is useless.”
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He laid the three articles on the table before him, and pushed them
across to Tumithak. The younger man took them and stowed them care-
fully in the pockets of his wide belt.

“Father,” he said, slowly, “you know it is not anything in my heart that
commands me to leave you and go on this quest. There is something,
higher than either of you or I, that has spoken to me and that I must obey.
Since mother’s death, you have been both mother and father to me, and
so I probably love you more than the average man loves his father. But I
have had a Vision! I dream of a time when Man will once again rule on
the Surface and not a shelk will exist to oppose him. But that time can
never come as long as men believe the shelks to be invincible, and so I am
going to prove that they can really be slain—and by men!”

He paused and before he could continue, the door opened and Nikadur
and Thupra entered. The former was a man now, the responsibility of a
householder having fallen upon him at his father’s death, two years before.
And the latter had grown into a beautiful woman, a woman that Nikadur
was soon to marry. They both greeted Tumithak with deference and
when Thupra spoke, it was in an awed voice, as one who addressed a
demi-god; and Nikadur, too, had obviously come to look upon Tumithak
as something more than mortal. These two, with the possible exception of
Tumlook, were the only ones who took Tumithak seriously, and so they
were the only ones that he would call his friends.

“Do you leave us today, Tumithak?” asked Thupra.

Tumithak nodded. “Yes,” he answered. “This very day. I start for the
Surface, Before a month has gone by, I will lie dead in some distant
corridor, or you shall look on the head of a shelk!”

Thupra shuddered. Fither of these alternatives seemed terrible enough
to her, But Nikadur was thinking of the more immediate dangers of the
journey.

“You will have no trouble on the road to Nonone,” he said, thought-
fully. “But mustn’t you pass through the town of Yakra on the way to the
Surface?”

“Yes,” answered Tumithak. “There is no road to the Surface, except
through Yakra, And beyond Yakra are the Dark Corridors, where men
have not ventured for hundreds of years.”

Nikadur considered. The city of Yakra had for over a century been the
enemy of the people of Loor. Situated as it was, more than twenty miles
nearer the Surface than Loor, it was inevitable that it should be much
more conscious of the Terror. And it was just as inevitable that the people
of Yakra should envy the Loorians their comparative safety, and con-
tinually make attempts to seize the city for their own. The small town of
Nonone, located between the two larger cities, found itself sometimes
fighting with the Yakrans, sometimes against them, as suited the conven-
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ience of the chiefs of the more powerful cities. Just as present, and indeed
for the past twenty years, it was allied to Loor, and so Tumithak expected
no trouble on his journey until he attempted to pass through Yakra.

“And the Dark Corridors?” questioned Nikadur.

“Beyond Yakra, there are no lights,” replied Tumithak. “Men have
avoided these passages for centuries. They are entirely too near the Sur-
face for safety, Yakrans have at times attempted to explore them, but the
parties that went out never returned. At least, so the men of Nonone have
told me.”

Thupra was about to make some remark, but Tumithak turned and
busied himself with the pack of foodstuff that he intended to take with
him on his journey. He slung it over his back and turned toward the
door.

“The time has come for me to begin my journey,” he said impressively.
“This is the moment that I have awaited for years. Farewell, father! Fare-
well, Thupra! Nikadur, take good care of my little friend, and—if I do
not return, name your first-born after me.”

With a dramatic gesture that was characteristic of him, he thrust the
door curtain aside and strode out into the corridor. The three followed
him, calling and waving as he walked on up the hallway, but without so
much as a backward glance, he strode along until he disappeared in the
distant gloom.

They stood then, for a while, and then, with a dry sob, Tumlook turned
and re-entered the apartment.

“He'll never return,” he muttered to Nikadur. “He’ll never return, of
course.”

Nikadur and Thupra answered nothing, only standing in uncomforta-
ble silence. There was nothing consoling that they might say. Tumlook
was right and it would have been foolish to attempt words of condolence
that would have obviously been false.

The road that led from Loor to Nonone inclined very gradually upward.
It was not an entirely strange road to Tumithak, for long ago he had been
to that small town with bis father, but the memory of the road was faint
and now he found much to interest him as he left the lights of the popu-
lous portion of the town behind him. The entrances of other corridors
continually appeared, corridors that were constructed to add to the labyrin-
thine maze, that made it impossible for the creatures from the upper
Surface to find their way into the great pits, The way did not lead along
the broad main corridor for long, Often Tumithak would take his own
way down what appeared to be quite an insignificant hallway, only to have
it suddenly branch into another larger one, farther on.

It must not be supposed that Tumithak had so quickly forgotten his
home in his anxiety to be on his quest. Often, as he passed some familiar
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sight, a lump would come into his throat and he would almost be tempted
to give up his journey and return. Twice Tumithak passed foodrooms,
rooms where the familiar mystic machines throbbed eternally, building up
out of the very rocks their own fuel and the tasteless biscuits of food that
these people lived on. It was then that his homesickness was the greatest,
for many times he had watched his father operating such machines as
these, and the memory made him realize poignantly all that he was leaving
behind. But like all the inspired genuises of humanity, at times such as
this, it almost seemed as if something outside of himself took charge of
him and forced him on.

Tumithak turned from the last large corridor to a single winding hall
not more than a half dozen feet in width. There were no doorways along
this hall and it was much steeper than any he had yet climbed. It ran on
for several miles and then entered a larger passage through a door that
was seemingly but one of a hundred similar ones that lined this new pas-
sage. These doors were apparently those of apartments, but the apartments
seemed to be unused, for there were no signs of inhabitants in this district.
Probably this corridor had been abandoned for some reason many years
ago.

There was nothing strange in this to Tumithak, however. He knew
quite well that these doorways were only to add extra confusion to the
ones who sought to thread the maze of corridors, and he continued on his
way, without paying the slightest attention to the many branching hall-
ways, until he came to the room he sought.

It was an ordinary apartment, to all appearances, but when Tumithak
found himself inside, he hastened to the rear and began to feel carefully
over the walls. In a corner, he found what he was searching for—a ladder
of metal bars, leading upwards. Confidently, he began the ascent, mount-
ing steadily upward in the dark; and as minute followed minute, the
faint glow of light that shone in from the corridor below grew smaller and
smaller,

At last he reached the top of the ladder, and found himself standing at
the mouth of the pit, in a room similar to the one he had left below. He
strode out of the room into another of the familiar door-lined corridors
and turning in the direction that led upward, continued his journey. He
was on the level of Nonone now, and if he hurried, he knew that he might
reach that town before the time of sleep.

He hastened along, and presently he perceived a party of men in the
distance, who gradually approached him. He drew into an apartment from
which he peered out cautiously, until he assured himself that they were
Nononese. The red color of their tunics, their narrow belts and the pecul-
iar way they had of dressing their hair convinced him that these were
friends and so Tumithak showed himself and waited for the party to ap-
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proach him. When they saw him, the foremost man, who was evidently the
leader, hailed him.

“Is not this Tumithak of Loor?” he asked, and as Tumithak replied in
the affirmative, he continued, “I am Nennapuss, chief of the people of No-
none. Your father has acquainted us with the facts of your journey and
asked us to be looking for you about this time. We trust that you will spend
the next sleep with us; and if there is anything that we can do to add to
your comfort or safety on your journey, you have but to command us.”

Tumithak almost smiled at the rather pompous speech which the chief
had evidently prepared beforehand, but he answered gravely that he
would indeed be indebted if Nennapuss could provide him with sleeping
quarters, The chief assured him that the best in the town would be pro-
vided, and, turning, led Tumithak off in the direction from which he and
his party had come.

They traversed several miles of deserted passages before they finally
came to the inhabited halls of Nonone, but once here, the hospitality of
Nennapuss knew no bounds. The people of Nonone were assembled in
the “Great Square,” as the juncture of the two main corridors was called,
and in a florid, flowing speech that was characteristic of him, Nennapuss
told them of Tumithak and his quest; and presented him, as it were, with
the keys of the city.

After an answering speech by Tumithak, in which the Loorian worked
himself up into a fine fury of eloquence on his favorite subject—his jour-
ney—a banquet was prepared; and even though the food was only the
tasteless biscuits that constituted the sole diet of these people, they gorged
themselves to repletion. When Tumithak at last fell asleep, it was with the
feeling that here, at least, a tentative slayer of shelks might find apprecia-
tion. Had not the proverb been buried in centuries of ignorance and for-
getfulness, he might have mused that a prophet is, verily, not without
honor save in his own country.

Tumithak arose about ten hours later and prepared to bid good-by to
the people of Nonone. Nennapuss insisted that the Loorian have break-
fast with his family and Tumithak willingly complied. The sons of Nenna-
puss, two lads in their early teens, were enthusiastic during the meal, with
the wonderful idea that Tumithak had conceived. Though the idea of any
other man facing a shelk was incredible to them, they seemed to think that
Tumithak was something more than the average mortal, and plied him
with a hundred questions as to his plans. But, beyond having studied the
long route to the Surface, Tumithak’s plans were decidedly vague, and he
was unable to tell them how he would slay his shelk.

After the meal, he again shouldered his pack and started up the
corridor, The chief and his retinue followed him for several miles and
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as they went Tumithak questioned Nennapuss closely as to the condition
of the passages to Yakra and beyond.

“The road on this level is quite safe,” said Nennapuss, in answer to his
questions, “It is patrolled by men of my city and no Yakran ever enters it
without our being aware of it. But the pit that leads to the level of Yakra is
always guarded at the top by the Yakrans, and I do not doubt but that you
will have trouble when you try to get out of that pit.”

Tumithak promised to use an extra amount of caution when he reached
this spot, and a short time later, Nennapuss and his companions said
good-by to him and he trudged on alone.

He moved more warily, now, for though the Nononcse patrolled these
corridors, he knew quite well that it was possible for enemies to evade the
guards and raid the corridors as had often been done in the past. He kept
well in the middle of the corridor, away from the many doorways, any
one of which may have concealed a secret road to Yakra, and he seldom
passed one of the branching ways without peering carefully up and down
it, before venturing to cross it.

But Tumithak was fortunate in meeting no one in the corridors, and
after half a day he came at last to another apartment in which was located
a shaft almost exactly similar to the one that had brought him to Nonone.

He mounted this ladder much more stealthily than he had the first one,
for he was quite confident that a Yakran guard was at the top and he had
no desire to be toppled backward into the pit when he reached there. As
he drew near the end of the ladder, he drew his sword, but again luck
favored him, for the guard had apparently left the room at the top of the
well, and Tumithak drew himself up into the room and prepared to enter
the corridor.

But he had moved only a scant half dozen feet when his luck deserted
him. He bumped violently into a table that he had failed to notice in the
gloom, and the resulting noise brought a bull-like bellow from the corridor
without. The next moment, sword in hand, a veritable giant of a man

dashed through the door and made for Tumithak.

CHAPTER III
The Passing of Yakra

That the man was a Yakran, Tumithak would have known, had he met
him in the depths of Loor. Though the Loorian knew of the Yakrans only
through the stories of the older men, who remembered the wars with that
city, he saw at once that this was just the kind of barbarian that had fig-
ured in the stories. He was fully four inches taller than Tumithak, and far
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broader and heavier, and his chin was covered with a tremendous, bristly
growth of beard—sufficient evidence that the owner was of Yakra. His
tunic was covered with bits of bone and metal sewn into the cloth, the
former stained in various colors and sewn in a crude pattern., Around his
neck was a necklace made of dozens of fingerbones threaded on a thin
strip of skin,

Tumithak saw in an instant that he would have little chance with this
huge Yakran if he were to stand fairly up to him, and so, even as he drew
his sword and prepared to defend himself, he was casting about in his
mind for some method to overcome him by strategy. The most probable
plan, he decided at once, would be to drive him somehow into the pit; but
to drive this colossus was almost as impossible as to defeat him by face to
face fighting methods, And before Tumithak could devise any more subtle
method of overcoming his adversary, he found his entire mind taken up
with methods of defending himself.

The Yakran rushed at him, still shouting his rumbling war-cry, and it
was but the merest lurch that enabled Tumithak to avoid the first terrific
blow aimed at him. Tumithak dropped to one knee, but in a moment was
up again and only just in time to avoid another sweep of that lightning
sword. On his feet again, however, his defense was perfect, and the Yakran
found it necessary to retire a step or two, in order to prepare another of his
lunging rushes.

Again and again the Yakran rushed at Tumithak, and it was only the
Loorian’s uncanny skill at fencing, learned through many years in the
hope of facing a shelk, that saved him. Around and around the table, now
close to the pit and now farther away, they fought; until even Tumithak’s
steel-like muscles began to tire.

But as his body tired, his brain quickened, and at last a plan came to
him to defeat the Yakran. He allowed himself to be gradually forced to
the edge of the pit and then, as he parried a particularly powerful lunge,
he suddenly threw one hand high in the air and screamed, The Yakran,
believing that he had struck him, smiled a vicious smile and stepped back
for a final rush. Sword pointing at Tumithak’s breast, he dashed forward,
and as he did so, Tumithak threw himself at his opponent’s feet.

There was a wild howl from the giant as he stumbled over the recum-
bent form, but before he could recover himself, he dropped heavily at the
very edge of the pit. Tumithak kicked wildly, and the great Yakran, grasp-
ing frantically at the air, dropped into the welll There was a hoarse cry
from the darkness below, a heavy thud and then silence.

For several minutes, Tumithak lay panting at the edge of the pit. This
was the first battle he had ever had with a man, and though he was the
victor, it was only by a miracle, it seemed, that he had not been defeated.
What would the people of Loor and Nonone say, he wondered if they
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knew that their self-appointed slayer of shelks had been so nearly defeated
by the first enemy that had attacked him—and that enemy not a shelk, but
a man, and a man of despised Yakra, at that? For several minutes, the
Loorian lay, filled with self-reproach, and then, reflecting that if all his
enemies were conquered with a margin even so small as this, his victory
was certain, he arose, pulled himself together and left the room.

He was in Yakra now, and it was necessary for him to find some means
of passing safely through the city in order to reach the dark corridors be-
yond. For only through these dark corridors might he win his way to the
upper Surface, He continued cautiously on his way, turning over in his
brain plan after plan that would enable him to deceive the Yakrans; but
he was almost within sight of the inhabited walls of Yakra before he con-
ceived an idea that seemed to him to be feasible. There was but one thing
that all men in these pits feared, with a fear that was quite unreasoning.
And it was upon this unreasoning fear that Tumithak decided to play.

He began to run. He ran slowly at first, a mere trot, but as he
drew nearer the corridors where men lived, he increased his pace, running
faster and faster until he was fleeing along like one who had all the
demons of hell at his back. Which was precisely the effect that he wished
to produce.

In the distance he saw a group of Yakrans approaching. They beheld
him at the same time that he spied them, and in a moment more were
charging down on him; quite aware, as he knew, that he was not a Yakran.
Instead of trying to avoid them, he charged straight into their midst,
screaming at the top of his lungs.

“Shelks!” he shouted, as though in the last stages of terror, “Shelks!”

The bellicose attitude of the men changed at once to one of extreme
fright. Without a word to Tumithak or even so much as a backward
glance, they turned, and as he dashed past them, they sped panic-stricken
after him. Had they been men of Loor, they might have paused long
enough to investigate, or at least, have held Tumithak and questioned
him. But not these Yakrans. This town was many miles nearer the Surface
than Loor, and many of the older men could still remember the last time
that the shelks had raided these halls on one of their rare hunting expedi-
tions, leaving a trail of death and destruction that would never be for-
gotten while those that witnessed it lived. So the terror was far more of a
living thing to Yakra than it was to Loor, to whom it was little more than
a terrible legend of the past.

And so, without a word of question, the Yakrans fled down the long
corridor after Tumithak, through branching hallways and through door-
ways that seemed mere entrances to apartments, but were actually roads
to the main corridor. Several times they passed other men or groups of
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men, but at the fearful cry of “Shelks” these always dropped whatever
they were doing and followed the frightened throng. A good many dashed
down branching corridors, in which, they imagined, lay greater safety; but
the majority continued on their way to the heart of the city, the direction
in which Tumithak was going.

The Loorian was no longer in the lead now, several of the fleeter Yak-
rans had passed him, terror lending wings to their feet. And so the size of
the mob grew and was augmented by greater and greater numbers as
they came closer to the town center, until at last the corridor was filled
with a screaming, terrified multitude in which Tumithak was completely
lost.

They neared the wide main corridor, and here they found a great mass
of people that had surged in from every one of the branching corridors.
How the news had traveled so quickly, Tumithak was unable to guess,
but apparently the entire city was already aware of the supposed danger.
And like sheep, or rather, like the humans they were, all had been seized
with the same idea—the desire to reach the center of the city, where they
supposed, the greatest safety lay in the presence of the greatest numbers.

But now this frenzied confusion bade fair to defeat the plan that
Tumithak had devised to cross the city safely under cover of the excite-
ment he caused. To be sure, he had almost won to the center of the city
without discovery, and the inhabitants were so wrought up that there
would be little chance of anyone noticing that he was a stranger, but so
thickly packed was the crowd that it became more and more certain that
the Loorian was not going to be able to work his way through, in order to
reach the corridors beyond. Yet in spite of the apparent hopelessness,
Tumithak struggled along with the frantic mob, hoping against hope that
he might gain a comparatively clear corridor beyond the city’s center be-
fore the fright of the people died down to the point where they would be-
gin the inevitable search for the one who had started the panic.

The crowd, its fright enhanced by that strange sense of telepathy that
is evident in any large assembly of people, was becoming dangerous. Men
were using their fists freely to better their way, they passed their weaker
brothers, and here and there voices could be heard, high pitched with
anger. Tumithak saw a man stumble and fall, and a moment later,
heard a scream as the unfortunate one was trampled on by the ones be-
hind him. Hardly had the scream died away when there was another cry
from the opposite side of the passage, where another man had fallen and
found himself unable to regain his feet.

The Loorian seemed little more than a leaf borne along on the stream of
shouting, gesticulating, Yakrans by the time he reached the center of the
city. Time after time, he had almost been swept from his feet, only to re-
gain his balance by what seemed a miracle. He had nearly gained the
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huge square that marked the crossing of the two main corridors when he
stumbled over a fallen Yakran and almost went down. He attempted to
pass on, and then stopped. The form beneath his feet was that of a woman
with a baby in her arms!

Her face was tear-stained and bleeding, her clothes were torn in a dozen
places, yet she was attempting bravely to prevent the injury of her child
beneath the feet of the multitude, Tumithak instantly stooped over to raise
her to her feet, but even before he could do so, the crowd had pushed him
almost beyond the reach of her. Sudden anger swept over him, and plung-
ing out wrathfully, he dealt blow after blow into the faces of the onrush-
ing multitude of creatures, who would have crushed one of their own
people in their anxiety for personal safety. The Yakrans yielded before
his blows, poured on either side of him for a moment, and in that moment,
Tumithak stopped and raised the woman to her feet.

She was still conscious, as the wan smile that she bestowed upon him
showed, and though he knew she was an enemy of his people, Tumithak
felt a momentary pity that his ruse to frighten the Yakrans had been so
successful. She was trying to tell him something, but so great were the
confused shouts that it was impossible for him to understand her. He bent
down his head to hers to hear what she had to say.

“The doorway across the hall,” she screamed in his ear. “Try to get
tlﬁrough the crowd to the third doorway across the halll There is safety
there!”

Tumithak placed her in front of him and drove savagely into the crowd,
his fists flashing out around her and protecting her as they moved. It was
hard to keep from being hustled, against his will, into the central square,
but at last he gained the doorway and thrust the woman through it. He
followed her inside, and gave a great gasp of relief as he found himself free
from the struggles of the crowd. He stood for a moment in the doorway,
to assure himself that nobody intended to follow them, and then turned
back to the woman with the child.

She had torn a small piece of cloth from the sleeve of her tattered gar-
ment and as he faced her, she paused from wiping the blood and tears
from her face long enough to flash him a frightened, little smile, Tumithak
could not but wonder at the apparent gentleness and refinement of this
woman of savage Yakra. He had been taught to believe, since childhood,
that the Yakrans were a strange race, not unlike our concept of goblins
and witches, and yet, this woman might have been a daughter of one of
the best families of Loor. Tumithak had to learn that in no matter what
nation or age one finds oneself, he will find gentleness, if he looks, as well
as savagery.

All this while the child, who had evidently been too frightened to cry,
had been as silent as though dead, but now it set up a lusty screaming.
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The mother, after attempting for several moments to silence it with croon-
ings and whispers, at last applied nature’s first silencer, and as the child
quieted down and began nursing, she arose and motioning Tumithak to
follow, led the way to the doorway across the room and entered the rear of
the apartment. She was gone a moment, and then she called to the
Loorian, and with a realization of what she meant dawning in his mind,
he followed her. In the next room, sure enough, the woman pointed to the
ceiling and showed him the circular hole of a shaft leading straight up-
ward.

“Here is the entrance to an old corridor that is not known to more than
twenty people in all Yakra,” she said. “It leads across the square to the
upper end of the city. We can hide up there for days and the shelks will
probably never know that we exist. Here is safety.”

Tumithak nodded and began the ascent of the ladder, pausing only
long enough to assure himself that the woman was following him. The
ladder extended not more than thirty feet upward and then they found
themselves in the dark in a corridor that must have been unused for many
centuries. So dark was it that as soon as they moved away from the pit
shaft, it was impossible to distinguish the faintest glow of light. Certainly
the woman was right in calling this an unknown corridor. Even Tumi-
thak’s maps had never told him of this passage.

The woman seemed to be quite at home in the passage, however, for
with a whispered word to Tumithak, she began to feel her way along the
wall, only stopping now and then to whisper softly to her baby. Tumithak
followed her, keeping one hand on her shoulder and so they felt their
way along until they came at last to a spot where a single light glowed
dimly, and here the woman sat down to rest. Tumithak did likewise, and
the woman, reaching into her pocket, drew out a crude needle and thread
and began to stitch the tears in her garment. Presently she spoke.

“Isn’t it terrible,” she whispered, her voice hushed as though she feared
that even here the shelks might be listening. “What has started them to
hunting again, I wonder?”

Tumithak made no reply and in a moment, she continued:

“My grandfather was killed in a shelk raid. That must have been nearly
forty years ago. And now they have come upon us again! My poor hus-
band! I separated from him almost as soon as we left our apartment. Oh! I
do hope he reaches safety. He doesn’t know about this corridor.” She
looked to him for comfort. “Do you think he will be safe?”

Tumithak smiled.

“Will you believe me if I tell you that he is surely safe from the shelks?”
he asked. “Truly I can assure you that he will not be slain by the shelks
in this raid.”

“I only hope you are right,” the woman began, and then, as if she had
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noticed him for the first time, she continued, suddenly. “You are not of
Yakral”

And then quite positively and harshly, “You are a man of Loor!”

Tumithak realized that the woman had at last noticed the Loorian
clothes that he wore, and so made no attempt to lie.

“Yes,” he answered, “I am of Loor.”

The woman arose in consternation, clasping her baby tighter to her
breast, as though to protect it from this ogre from the lower corridors.

“What are you doing in these halls?” she asked, fearfully, “Is it you that
have brought this raid down upon us? I could well believe that the men of
Loor would ally themselves with the shelks, if such a thing were possible.
And surely, this is the first time in history that the shelks ever came upon
us from the lower end of the city.”

Tumithak considered for a moment. He saw no reason why he should not
tell this woman the truth. It could do her no harm, and might at least put
her mind at rest, regarding the safety of her husband.

“It will probably be the last time that the shelks ever come upon you
from the lower end of the city, too,” he said, and in a few brief words, he
explained to her his ruse and its rather appalling success.

“But why should you desire to pass through Yakra?” she asked, incredu-
lously. “Are you going into the dark corridors? What man in his senses
would desire to explore them?”

“I am not seeking to explore the dark corridors,” the Loorian answered.
“My goal lies even beyond them!”

“Beyond the dark corridors?”

“Yes,” said Tumithak, and rose to his feet. As always when he spoke of
his “mission,” he was, for the moment a dreamer, a fanatic,

“I am Tumithak,” he said. “I am the slayer of the shelk. You wish to
know why I seek to go beyond the dark corridors? It is because I am on my
way to the Surface, For on the Surface is a shelk that, all unknowing, awaits
his doom! I am going to slay a shelk!”

The woman gazed at him in consternation. She was quite certain, now,
that she was alone with a madman. No other could even conceive such
an incredible thought. She clasped her child tighter to her and drew away
from him.

Tumithak was quick to notice her attitude. He had, many times before,
seen people draw away from him in just the same manner, when he spoke
of his mission. And so, quite unoffended by her unflattering opinion of
him, he began to explain to her why he believed it possible for men to once
more engage in battle with the masters of the Surface.

The woman listened for a while, and as he waxed more and more elo-
quent on his subject, Tumithak saw that she was beginning to believe. He



TUMITHAK OF THE CORRIDORS 233

told her of the book he had found, and how it had decided for him what
his mission in life should be. He told her of the three strange gifts of his
father, and how he hoped they would help him to be successful in his
quest. And at last, he saw the look come into her eyes that he had often
seen in Thupra’s and knew that she believed.

The woman’s thoughts, however, had been quite different from what
Tumithak believed. She had listened to be sure, but as she listened, she
was thinking of the fury with which Tumithak had attacked the terror
stricken mob that had nearly crushed her. She was studying the erect,
handsome form of him, the smooth-shaven face and keen eyes; and
comparing him with the men of Yakra. And at last she believed, not be-
cause of Tumithak’s eloquence, but because of the age-old appeal of sex.

“It is well that you saved me,” she said at last, when the Loorian paused
in his story. “It would have hardly been possible for you to force your way
through the lower corridors, Up here, you may cross Yakra at your
leisure, and leave it whenever you will. I will show you the way to the
upper end of the city, now, if you wish.”

She arose.

“Come, I will guide you. You are a Loorian and an enemy, but you
saved my life, and one who would slay a shelk is surely the true friend of
all mankind.”

She took him by the hand (though that was hardly necessary), and led
him on into the darkness. Minute after minute passed in silence and then,
at last, she paused and whispered, “The corridor ends here.”

She stepped into the doorway, and following her, Tumithak discerned
a faint light coming up through a shaft from the corridor below.

He dropped down the ladder that he could see dimly in the gloom, and
in a moment was in the lower corridor. The woman followed him, and
when she reached the ground she pointed up the corridor.

“If you are really going to the Surface, your road lies that way,” she said,
“and we must part here, My road lies back into the town. I wish I might
know you better, O Loorian,” she paused and then, as she strode off, she
turned to exclaim, “Go on to the Surface, strange one, and if you succeed
in your quest, do not fear to pass through Yakra on your return. All the
city would worship you then, and do you reverence.”

As if afraid to say more, she hurried down the passage. Tumithak
watched her for a moment and then, with a shrug, turned and walked
away in the opposite direction.

He had expected to reach the dark corridors soon after leaving Yakra;
but although his maps told him much concerning the route he must take,
they were silent concerning the conditions of the various corridors; and
it soon became evident to Tumithak that he was not to reach the dark cor-
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ridors that day. Fatigue overcame him at last, and entering one of the
many deserted apartments that lined the passage, he threw himself upon
the floor and in a moment was sound asleep.

CHAPTER 1V
The Dark Corridors

Hours after, the Loorian awakened with a start, He looked about him
vaguely for a moment, and then started into full wakefulness. In the cor-
ridor without he had heard a soft rustling. Scarcely breathing, he arose
and, tiptoeing to the doorway, peered cautiously out. The corridor was
empty, yet Tumithak was certain that he had heard soft footsteps.

He stepped back into the room, picked up his pack, which he had re-
moved before falling asleep, and adjusted it on his back. Then, once more
carefully scanning the empty corridor, he stepped out and prepared to re-
sume his journey.

Before going on, though, he drew his sword and looked thoroughly
through all the neighboring apartments. It puzzled him to find them all
deserted. He was quite sure that he had heard a noise, was quite sure, he
felt, that someone, from somewhere, was watching him. But at last, he
was forced to admit that unless he was mistaken in their existence, the
watchers were more clever than he; and so, keeping well to the center of
the corridor, he took up his journey again.

For hours, he kept up a continuous, monotonous pace. The route was
steadily upward, the corridor was broad, and to Tumithak’s surprise the
lights continued undimmed. He had almost forgotten the cause of his sud-
den awakening, when, after traveling some eight or nine miles, he was
suddenly aware of another soft, rustling sound, quite similar to the former
one. It came from one of the apartments on his left, and he had scarcely
heard it, when he sprang like lightning to the door from which it came,
his sword flashing from its sheath. He dashed into the apartment, through
the front room and into the rear one, and then stood foolishly, looking
around him at the bare brown walls. Like the apartment which he had
examined in the morning, this one was quite empty. There were no lad-
ders up which the mysterious one might have escaped, indeed, there
seemed to be no way in which anyone might have escaped discovery and,
at last, Tumithak was forced to continue on his way.

But he moved more warily, now. He was as cautious as he had been
before entering Yakra; in fact, even more so, for then he had known what
to expect, and was facing the unknown.

As the hours passed, Tumithak became increasingly certain of the
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fact that he was being followed—was being watched. Time after time, he
would hear the slight rustling noise, sometimes from the dark recesses of
an apartment, sometimes from down the path of some dimly lighted
branching corridor. Once he was certain that he heard the sound far
ahead of him, in the hall that he was traversing. But never was he able
to catch so much as a glimpse of the beings that caused the sound.

At last he came to a section of the corridors where the lights began to
dim. At first only a few were affected, their light coming from the plates
with a peculiar bluish glow, but before long the bluish tint was the rule
rather than the exception, and many of the lights were out entirely. Tu-
mithak traveled on in an increasing gloom, and realized that he was, at
last, really approaching the legendary dark corridors.

Now, Tumithak was the product of a hundred generations of men who
had fled from the slightest suspicious sound. For hundreds of years after
the Invasion, an unusual sound had meant a man-hunting shelk, and a
shelk had meant death, sudden, sure and unmistakable. So man had be-
come a skulking, fleeing race of creatures that fled panic-stricken from the
least suspicion of danger.

In deep-cut Loor, however, men had made a warren so intricate and
lengthy that years had passed since a shelk had been seen. And so it came
about that the men grew more courageous in Loor, until there arose, at
last, a visionary who dared to dream of slaying a shelk.

But although Tumithak was bolder by far than any other man of his
generation, it must not be supposed that he had overcome, entirely, the
heritage that was man’s, Even now as he trudged so firmly up the appar-
ently endless hallway, his heart was beating wildly, and it would have
taken little to send him back on the way he had come, his heart almost
smothering him in his fright.

But apparently those who followed him knew well not to agitate his
fears too greatly. As the corridors grew darker, the noises lessened, and at
last, Tumithak decided that he was quite alone. Whatever had been fol-
lowing him, he felt, had turned back or continued down one of the
branching halls, For over an hour, he strained his ears in an attempt to
hear again the soft noises, but only silence was his reward; so his vigilance
gradually lessened and he trod more and more carelessly up the hall.

He passed from a corridor of eternal gloom to one of eternal darkness.
Here the lights, if there had ever been any, had long since ceased to glow,
and for some time Tumithak felt his way along the passage, depending
only on his sense of touch.

And in the corridor below, a number of dark, gaunt figures moved from
the gloom to the darkness and hurried silently toward him.

As they went, they would have presented a strange appearance, could
anyone have seen them. Gaunt almost to the point of emaciation, with
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strange, slate-colored skins, perhaps the most surprising thing about their
appearance was their heads, which were wrapped with layer after layer
of strips of cloth which completely covered their eyes, making it impossible
for the slightest ray of light to reach them.

For these were the savages of the dark corridors—men born and raised
in the halls of eternal night—and so sensitive were their eyes that the least
light was an intolerable pain. All day long they had been shadowing
Tumithak, and all day long their eyes had been veiled with the bandages,
leaving the savages to move by their astounding senses of hearing and feel-
ing alone. But now that they were again in the halls that were their home,
they hastened to remove the cumbering cloths. And when this was accom-
plished they gradually closed in upon their intended victim.

The first intimation of their presence that Tumithak had after enter-
ing the darkness was when he heard a sudden rush behind him. He turned
quickly, drew his sword and lashed out savagely. His sword cut through
the air, he heard 2 sardonic laugh and then silence. Furiously he lunged
again, and again his sword met only empty air, and then he heard new
rustling in the hall behind him.

He turned, realizing that they had surrounded him. Sword flashing fu-
riously, he backed to the wall prepared to sell his life as dearly as possible.
He felt his blade strike something that yielded, heard a cry of pain and
then suddenly quiet descended on the corridor. The Loorian was not to be
deceived, however, he kept up the vicious beating about him with his
sword, and presently had the satisfaction of hearing another groan of pain
as he struck one of the savages who had attempted to creep under his
guard.

But, though Tumithak continued to defend himself to the best of his
ability, and lashed about with the courage born of desperation, he had
little doubt as to the outcome of the struggle, He was alone, with his back
to the wall; while his enemies, already numbering he knew not how
many, were constantly having their numbers added to, by the arrival of
others. Tumithak prepared to die fighting; his only regret was that he must
die in this stygian darkness, unable even to see the opponents who con-
quered him—and then suddenly he remembered the torch, the first of his
father’s strange gifts.

With his left hand, he fumbled in his belt and drew out the cylinder.
At least he would have the satisfaction of knowing what sort of creatures
these were that had attacked him. In a moment he had found the switch
and filled the hall with light.

He was totally unprepared for the effect that the brilliant beam of light
had upon his enemies. Cries of pain and dismay burst from them, and
Tumithak’s first sight of the savages was that of a dozen or more scrawny,
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dark-colored figures that buried their heads in their arms and turned to
flee in terror down the passage. Panic-stricken, bawling strange, harsh
words to their companions, they fled from the light, as if Tumithak had
suddenly been reinforced by all the men of Loor.

For a moment Tumithak stood dazed. He was, of course, unable to ac-
count for the sudden flight of his attackers. The idea occurred to him that
they fled from some danger that he was unable to see and he flashed his
light about the corridor fearfully, but at last, as their cries diminished in
the distance, the truth gradually dawned on him. These creatures were
so much at home in the dark that it must really be, thought Tumithak,
that they feared the light; and though he could not understand why this
should be, he determined to keep the torch burning as long as his route
remained in the dark.

So flashing its rays this way and that, up branching corridors and into
open doorways, the Loorian continued on his way. He knew that any
thought of sleeping in these dark halls was out of the question, but this
bothered him little. Shut up in the pits and corridors for centuries, man
had forgotten the regular hours that he had once kept, and although he
usually slept eight or ten hours out of thirty, it was entirely possible for a
man to go forty or fifty hours before he felt the necessity of sleep.
Tumithak had often worked steadily, under his father, for as many hours
as this, and so now he felt confident that he would be out of the dark cor-
ridors long before he gave way to fatigue.

He munched, now and then, on the biscuits of synthetic food that he
had brought with him; but for the most part, his entire time was spent in
carefully scanning the corridors before and behind him. And so the hours
passed. He had almost reached the point where his fears were allayed sufh-
ciently to allow him to enter one of the apartments and seek slumber,
when he heard, far behind him in the corridor, a strange inhuman snarl.
Fear seized him instantly, He felt a sudden crawling sensation at the back
of his neck, and, darting instantly into the nearest doorway, he extin-
guished his torch and lay trembling in an excess of fear.

It must not be supposed that Tumithak had suddenly become a coward.
Remember the courage with which he had faced the Yakran and the dark
savages. But it was the inhumanity of the sound that terrified him. In the
lower passages, with the exception of rats, bats and a few other small crea-
tures, no animals had ever been known. Except the shelks. They alone
had followed man into his pits, and so it was natural that to them alone
could Tumithak attribute the sound that had certainly come from some
large creature other than man. He was yet to learn that there were other
animals from the Surface that had been driven into these upper corridors.

So now he cowered in the apartment, vainly attempting to lash his cour-
age to the point where he could go out and face his enemy. Suppose it
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were a shelk, he argued. Had he not come all these dangerous miles for
the sole purpose of facing a shelk? Was he not Tumithak, the hero whom
the high one had called to deliver Man from the heritage of fear that was
his? And so, with arguments such as this, his indomitable spirit lashed his
body into a semblance of courage, until at last he arose and again entered
the corridor.

As he might have known, it appeared empty. His flashlight lit up the
passage fully five hundred feet away, but the corridor was apparently quite
deserted. He continued on his way; but as he went, he now paid more
attention to the lower corridor than he did to the corridor above, And so,
presently, he noticed, at the very limit of the light, a number of strange,
slinking figures that followed him at a safe distance. His sharp eyes told
him that these creatures were neither shelks nor men; but what they were,
he was at a loss to guess. It was many generations since the men of the
lower corridors had even heard of man’s one-time friend the dog.

He paused uncertainly and watched these strange creatures. They slunk
out of reach of the torch’s rays at once, and after a moment Tumithak
turned and continued his journey, half convinced that, in spite of their
size, they were merely some large species of rat, as cowardly as their smaller
brethren.

In this he was soon to find himself mistaken, He had continued for but
a short distance, when he heard a snarl in the corridor ahead of him; and
as though this were a signal, the beasts behind him began to draw steadily
closer. Tumithak increased his pace, broke into a trot, and finally into a
run; but fast as he went, the beasts behind him were faster, and gradually
closed in on him.

It was when they were but a little less than a hundred feet behind him
that he noticed their masters. The savages that he had vanquished a few
hours before had returned, their faces buried in the swathings that they
had worn when they stalked him in the corridors beyond Yakra. And with
whispered urgings, they drove the dogs on until Tumithak again found it
necessary to draw forth his sword and prepare to defend himself.

The beasts from the upper end of the corridor had appeared by this time
and the Loorian soon found himself surrounded by a snarling, snapping
pack of creatures against whose numbers it was utterly useless to attempt
to defend himself. He slew one, another fell snapping at a great gash
across its mangy back; but before he could do more, his light was knocked
out of his hand and he felt a half dozen hairy forms leap upon him. He
fell heavily to the ground with the dogs on top of him, his sword flying
from his hand and disappearing in the darkness.

Tumithak expected to die then and there. He felt the hot breath of
the monsters on various parts of his body, and that strange feeling of
resignation came over him that almost every one feels in the presence
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of almost certain death, and then—the dogs were pulled away, and he felt
hands on him and heard soft, muttering words as the savages felt over
his body. He was pinioned to the ground by a half dozen wiry hands, and
a moment later a band was tightened around him, fastening his arms firmly
to his sides. He was picked. up and carried away.

They carried him on up the corridor for some distance, turned after a
while into one of the branching halls and continued for a long time before
they at last halted and threw him upon the ground. Around him he heard
many soft sounds, whispered conversation and the rustling of moving bod-
ies, and he decided that he had been taken to the central halls of these
creatures, After lying for some time, he was rolled over and a pair of thin
hands felt him all over, and then a voice spoke firmly and with authority.
Again he was picked up, and carried for a short distance and then he was
unceremoniously dumped down upon the floor of what he suspected was
the floor of an apartment. Something metallic clanged on the floor beside
him and he heard the departing footsteps of his captors in the corridor
beyond the door.

For a while Tumithak lay still, gathering his thoughts. He wondered
vaguely why he had not been killed, little dreaming that the savages knew
well enough not to kill their meat until they were ready for the feast. For
these savages had no knowledge of the preparation of the machine-made
food, and lived by preying on Yakra and other smaller towns that existed
far down the branching corridors. Reduced to such desperate straits, any-
thing that would provide sustenance became their food and for many gen-
erations they had been cannibals.

After a while, Tumithak arose, He had little trouble in working loose
the bonds of cloth that he was tied with; the knowledge of knots that the
savages possessed was elementary, and so it took less than an hour for
the Loorian to free himself. He began feeling carefully over the walls of
the apartment, in an attempt to acquaint himself with the features of his
prison. The room was little more than ten feet square, and the walls were
broken by but a single door, the entrance, Tumithak attempted to pass
through this door, but was halted immediately by a growl and a snarl,
and a rough hairy body pushed against his legs, driving him back into the
apartment. The savages had left the dogs to guard the entrance to his
prison.

Tumithak stepped back into the room and as he did so, his foot struck
an object that rolled across the floor, He remembered the metallic object
that had been thrown into the apartment with him and wondered cu-
riously what it was, Groping around, he finally located it, and to his joy
realized that it was his flashlight. He was quite unable to understand why
the savages had brought it here, but he decided that to their superstitious
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minds, it was something to fear, and that they thought it best to keep these
two dangerous enemies imprisoned together. At any rate, here it was, and
for that Tumithak was grateful.

He turned it on and looked around as its rays filled the apartment with
light. Yes, he had been right about its size and simplicity. There was little
chance, none at all, in fact, of his escaping unless he passed through the
beast-guarded doorway. And in the light, Tumithak saw that the savages
had left him but little chance to escape that way. The entire pack of over
twenty stood just without the doorway, their eyes dazzled and blinking in
the sudden light.

From within the doorway, Tumithak could look far up the corridor,
and he could see no one at all in all that stretch of hallway, as far as his
light reached. He flashed it down the hallwayj; it, too, was empty. He de-
cided that it was probably the time of sleep for these savages, and realized
that if he was to escape, no better time would offer itself than the present.
He sat down on the floor of the apartment and gave himself up to thought.
Somewhere in the back of his mind an idea was glimmering, a faint con-
viction that he possessed the means to escape those animals., He arose and
looked at the pack, huddled together in the corridor as if to protect them-
selves from the unwelcome rays of the torch. He turned to study the room,
but apparently found little there to favor his half-formed plan. Suddenly,
though, he reached a decision, and feeling in the pocket of his belt, and
pulling a pin from it, hurled it out among the pack and threw himself
flat on his face!

It was the bomb, the second of his father’s strange gifts. It struck the
floor of the corridor without, and burst with a roar that was nothing short
of deafening, In the confined space of the passage, the expanding gases
acted with terrific force, Flat on the floor though he was, Tumithak was
lifted and hurled violently against the opposite wall of the apartment. As
for the beasts in the corridor without, they were practically annihilated.
Torn bodies were flung in every direction, and when Tumithak, bruised
and shaken, entered the corridor a few minutes later, he found it deserted
of every living thing, But the scene resembled a shambles, with blood and
torn bodies strewn all over the corridor.

Sick with the unaccustomed sight of blood and death, Tumithak has-
tened to put as much distance as possible between himself and the grue-
some scene, He hurried on up the corridor, through the still smoke-laden
air, until at last the air cleared and the horrors of the scene could be forgot-
ten. He saw no signs of the savages, although twice he heard a whimpering
from the doorway of some apartment and knew that a dark form probably
cowered, terror-stricken, in the darkness. It would be many, many sleeps
before the savages of the dark corridors forgot the enemy who had caused
such destruction among them.
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Tumithak emerged again into the corridor that led to the Surface. For
the first time since he set out on that route, he retraced his steps, but it
was with a definite object in view. He arrived at the place where he had
battled with the dogs, and retrieved his sword, finding it without difficulty
and noting with satisfaction that it was entirely unharmed. Then he once
again took up his journey to the Surface, continuing for long without
meeting with anything that could give him cause for alarm. At last he de-
cided that he was past the dangerous parts of these halls, and entering one
of the apartments he prepared himself for a long-needed rest . . .

He slept long and dreamlessly, awaking at last after more than four-
teen hours of sleep. He immediately took up his journey again, partaking
of his food as he went and wondering what this new march would mean
for him.

But he was not to wonder for long. He was quite aware, from his maps,
that he was now more than half through with his journey, and so he was
not surprised when the walls of the corridors, which, ever since leaving
Loor had continued as smooth and glossy as those of his own home, now
began to assume a rough, irregular appearance, almost like that of a nat-
ural cavern. He was, he knew, approaching that section of the corridors
which man had carved out in the days of his first panic-stricken flight into
the earth. There had been little time, in those first days, to smooth down
the walls of the corridors or to give them the regular rectangular appear-
ance that they were to have in the lower corridors.

But though he was not surprised at this appearance of the passages, he
was totally unprepared for their next change. He had travelled perhaps
three or four miles through the winding, narrow caverns, when he came
upon a well-concealed pit-mouth that led far up into the darkness. He
could see that there was a light at the top and gave a sigh of gratitude, for
his light had begun to show the first signs of failing, He climbed the lad-
der slowly, with his usual caution, and at last, emerging warily from the
mouth of the shaft, he stepped into the strangest corridor he had ever be-
held.

CHAPTER V
The Hall of the Esthetts

The hall in which Tumithak found himself was more brilliantly lighted
than any he had ever seen. The lights were not all of the usual clear white,
here and there blues and greens vied with reds and golden yellows to add
beauty to a scene that was already beautiful beyond anything that Tu-
mithak had ever ‘imagined. For a moment, he was at a loss to understand
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just where the luminescence was coming from, for there were no shining
plates in the center of the ceiling, such as he had always been familiar
with. But after a while, an explanation of the system of lighting dawned
on him, and he saw that all the plates were cleverly concealed in the walls,
so that the light reflected from them produced an effect of soft, creamy
mellowness.

And the walls—the walls were no longer of the familiar glossy brown
stone; they were of stone of the purest milky white! And though this in it-
self was a wonder that must have excited the Loorian’s astonishment, it
was not the color of the walls that held his attention rivited to them. It
was the fact that the walls were covered with designs and pictures,
intaglios and bas-reliefs, to such an extent that not a clear space was visible
on walls or ceiling, at any place along the corridor. And even the floor
bore an intricate design of varicolored inlaid stone.

Now, Tumithak had never dreamed of the possibility of such a thing as
this. There was no art in the lower corridors, there never had been. That
had been lost to man long before the first passage had been blasted down
to Loor. And so Tumithak stood lost in wonder at the marvel that con-
fronted him.

Although most of the wall was covered with design, there were many
pictures, too, They showed in detail many wonderful things, things that
Tumithak could scarcely believe existed. Yet here they were before him,
and to his simple mind the fact that they were here in pictures were proof
that somewhere they existed in reality.

Here, for instance, was a group of men and women dancing, They were
in a circle and they danced around something in the center, something
that could only partly be seen. But as he looked at it, Tumithak again felt
the hair on the back of his neck begin to rise—the creature had long and
spidery legs, and from somewhere in his subconscious mind a voice whis-
pered, “Shelk.”

Turning with a puzzled feeling of disgust from that picture, he came
upon another one—it depicted a long corridor, and in it a cylindrical ob-
ject that must have been eighteen or twenty feet long. It was mounted on
wheels and around it were gathered a group of eager, waiting humans,
with happy, excited looks on their faces. Tumithak puzzled over the pic-
tures for many moments, unable to understand them. They didn’t make
sense. These people did not seem to fear the shelks! He came upon a pic-
ture that proved it. It showed again the long cylindrical object, and at its
side were three beings that could be nothing but shelks. And grouped
around them, talking and gesticulating, were another group of humans.

There was one thing that particularly impressed Tumithak in these
pictures. The people were all fat. Not a one of them but was florid and
grossly overweight, But it was probably natural, thought the Loorian, of
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people who lived near the Surface and were apparently without any fear
of the terrible shelk. Such a people would naturally have little to do but
live and grow fat,

And so, musing and looking at the pictures, he continued along his way,
until he saw in the distance, up the corridor a ponderous human form
and realized that he was reaching the inhabited part of these corridors.
The form disappeared down a branching corridor, almost as soon as he
glimpsed it, but it was enough to make Tumithak realize that he must go
much more carefully. So, for a long while, he slipped cautiously along the
side of the passage, using every opportunity that was offered for conceal-
ment, He found a thousand things to excite his wonder; indeed, ere long
he found himself in a constant state of astonishment, Great tapestries
were hung along the wall at one spot; at another, his heart leapt into his
mouth as he came suddenly upon a group of statues. It was hard for him
to realize that these carven stones were not really men.

There had been no doorways on the sides of the corridors at first; but
now the corridor widened until it must have been full forty feet broad,
and apartment entrances began to appear, High and wide, these doorways
were, and the “curtains” that covered them were of metal! It was Tu-
mithak’s first contact with true doors, for in Loor the cloth curtains were
all that ever separated apartments from the corridor without.

Minute after minute passed, as Tumithak continued on his way. The
pictures on the walls grew more elaborate, the corridor grew higher and
even wider; and then, in the distance, Tumithak saw a number of hu-
man forms approaching him. He knew that he must not be seen, debated
for a2 moment the advisability of turning about and retreating, and then he
noticed an open door close to him, Before him was discovery and danger,
behind him lay an unthinkable retreat. Tumithak had little choice in the
matter; in a moment he had made his decision, had pushed the door wide
open and stepped inside.

For a moment he stood, his eyes, used to the brilliant light without, fail-
ing him in the gloom of the apartment, Then he realized that he was not
alone, for the room was occupied by a man who, to all appearances, was
so frightened at Tumithak’s sudden appearance as to be quite speechless.
Tumithak took advantage of the other’s evident fright to observe him care-
fully and to look about the room for some means of escape or concealment.

The room was lighted much more dimly than the hall, the light coming
from two plates concealed in the wall near the ceiling, The walls were of
a uniform dull blue and in the rear a tapestried door led to the back room.
A table, a huge, padded chair, a bed, and a shelf that was filled with
books, made up the furniture of the room. And in the midst of this bed
lay this huge man.
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The man was a veritable mountain of flesh. Tumithak estimated that
he certainly must have weighed four hundred pounds. He was well over
six feet tall and the bed on which he lay, and which would easily have
held three of Tumithak’s fellow citizens, was completely filled with his
bulk. He was a florid, full-blooded type of man; and his pale blond hair
and beard only served to accentuate the redness of his face and neck.

But the coarseness of the man’s features was offset by the refinement
of his surroundings. Never had such luxuries been dreamed of by the man
of Loor. The clothes that the man wore were of the finest texture imagi-
nable, sheer gauzes that were dyed in the most delicate shades of nacreous
pinks, and greens, and blues. They flowed down over his form, softening
and dignifying the immense obesity of him. The bed-clothes were as fine
and sheer as the man’s garments, but of a deep shade of green and brown.
The bed itself was a revelation, a glorious triumph in inlaid metals that
might have been wrought by some wonderful artisan of the Golden Age.
And flung across the floor was a rug—And the pictures on the walll—

The man suddenly regained control of himself. He set up a scream, a
high-pitched womanly scream that seemed strangely absurd coming from
one of his bulk. Tumithak was at his side in an instant, with his sword at
the fat one’s throat,

“Stop that!” he ordered peremptorily. “Stop it at once, or I'll kill you!”

The other subsided, his screams at once becoming a series of involun-
tary agonized groans. Tumithak stood listening, fearful that the first
scream might have been effective, but the silence from without was un-
broken. After fully a minute, the man spoke.

“You are a wild man,” he said, and his voice was full of terror. “You are
a wild man of the lower corridors! What are you doing here among the
Chosen Ones?”

Tumithak ignored the question.

“Make another sound, fat one,” he whispered, fiercely, “and there will
be one less mouth to feed in these halls.” He looked toward the door
anxiously. “Is any one likely to enter here?” he asked.

The other attempted to answer, but apparently his fear had by now
rendered him speechless. Tumithak laughed scornfully, a strange elation
possessing him. It was indeed pleasant to the Loorian to find some one that
feared him so terribly. Man had not felt this strange sense of power often
in the preceding centuries and Tumithak was half tempted to increase
the other’s fears, but in the end this emotion was overcome by his cu-
riosity. Seeing that the fat man’s terror of the sword was a very real one,
he lowered it and returned it to its sheath.

The fat man breathed easier then, but it was some moments before
speech returned. Then when he did speak, it was only to repeat the ques-
tion he had asked before.
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“What are you doing here in the halls of the Esthetts?” he gulped fear-
fully.

Tumithak considered his answer carefully. These people, he knew, did
not fear the shelk; clearly, then, they were friendly with them. The Loor-
ian doubted the advisability of confiding in the obese craven, but at the
same time it seemed absurd to fear him or any others like him. And the
natural conceit that is a part of every great genius made Tumithak long
to boast of his mission so that at last he decided to answer the question.

“I am on my way to the Surface,” he said. “I come from the lowest pit
of all, so far down that we have never even heard of the halls of the
Esthetts, as you call them, Are you one of the Esthetts?”

“On your way to the Surface,” said the other, who was now fast losing
his fear, “But you have not been called! You will be killed at once, Think
you that the Holy Shelks will permit any one to attain the Surface uncalled
for?” His nose twitched scornfully. “And a wild man of the lower corridors
at that!”

Tumithak was stung by the scorn in the other’s voice.

“Listen, fat one,” he said, “I do not ask the permission of any one to
visit the Surface, As for the shelks, my whole object in reaching the Sur-
face is that I might kill one of them.”

The other looked at him with a look that Tumithak was at a loss to in-
terpret.

“You will soon die,” said the Esthett, calmly. “There is no need of my
fearing you any longer. Surely any one who speaks such unthinkable
blasphemy is doomed even as he says it.” He settled himself more comfort-
ably in his bed as he spoke, and looked at Tumithak curiously.

“From where, oh, Wild One, did such an impossible idea come to you?”
he asked.

The Loorian might have had a feeling of anger at the other’s attitude,
had not this question shown him a loophole for expounding his favorite
subject. He began to tell the Esthett, 