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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

CO. SCHOOLS
0451360

The Red Journey Back is a companion-story to the
famous book The Angry Planet, published some few
years ago in the United States of America, Great Brit-
ain, and Europe, and also broadcast as a radio serial
play in the BBC Light Programme from London.

But although some of the original characters re-
appear, and the adventures on Mars of the Albatross
explorers are continued in the old “authentic vein,”
this present tale is quite self-contained and can be read
whether or not you have ever come across its prede-
CESSOI.

When sending us the manuscript from his home in
Devon, England, the author-editor said in his covering
letter: “As to a dedication, I feel I can do no better
than to inscribe this new account of life and adventure
in the Martian wastes to those friendly readers in all
countries who not only wrote saying that they had en-
joyed The Angry Planet, but were flattering enough to
a humble author to ask for more. There were far too
many, alas, for me to have been able to send individual
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AN INTRODUCTION BY THE EDITOR,
WITH A FOOTNOTE BY
MICHAEL MALONE

THIS IS THE STORY of the second and last
great flight of the little spaceship Albatross to the
planet Mars—the Angry Planet, as it has been called,
from its ferocious red color, and also from all that
happened on it during the first visit of the Albatross
travelers.

Now, I have no wish to embark on any com-
plicated “summing-up” of everything that befell
during that first adventure, which involved my friend
and cousin Stephen MacFarlane, his colleague Dr.
Andrew McGillivray, and the two young people Paul
and Jacqueline Adam—to say nothing of their
cousin, the irrepressible Mike Malone. But perhaps a
few editorial comments right at the outset won’t do
any harm: hence this brief preface (which, Mike asks
me to add, “You can easily skip if you want to push
on to the real meat”).

So:

At least most readers—old and new—should re-
member the immense excitement when it was
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An Introduction

announced in the late 1940’s that a small spaceship
had succeeded in making interplanetary contact:

MAN'’S FIRST FLIGHT TO MARS
Scots Professor and Well-
known Writer Accomplish
Spaceship Journey in T'wo
Months!

THREE TEEN-AGE STOWAWAYS ON
BOARD!

Following the first wild outcry—the newspaper
interviews, the radio and television appearances, the
scientific and popular articles—a secondary reaction
set in. The story was doubted, was eventually ridi-
culed: Dr. McGillivray’s obviously workable rocket
might indeed have set off from the small Scottish
town of Pitlochry, as he had claimed; but it surely
achieved no more than a brief flight into the strato-
sphere, landing uselessly at Azay in North France

. and for some unaccountable reason the five
travelers in it had chosen to invent a tale of a visit to
a planet 35,000,000 miles away at its very nearest—
to embroider that tale with descriptions, fantastic be-
yond all measure yet curiously probable too, of mo-
bile plant people living in gigantic glass bubble
houses, of “thinking” trees and telepathic communi-
cation.

Set out thus, in its barest bones, the tale does
seem, at the least, highly colored—perhaps it is no
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An Introduction

great marvel that the world turned against the ex-
plorers. But two of them were profoundly hurt by the
popular reception: the sensitive Dr. McGillivray him-
self, of Aberdeen University, distinguished alike in
his achievements and his appearance, and Stephen
MacFarlane, the “well-known writer” of the newspa-
per headlines, a man of thirty-six when last I saw him,
thin, wiry, adventurous. And so these two, alone,
went back across the skies, set off once more to meet
the “Beautiful People,” to explore the further mys-
teries of the dying red sphere which is our nearest
true planetary neighbor in space.

“I leave and maybe lose the world,” MacFarlane
wrote to me before his second departure, “—and
somehow, from all the enmity we have encountered
in it, I consider it well lost. I can be assumed dead.
By the time you read these words I shall be once more
in outer space—TI shall be, my dear John, on my way
back to Mars!—and for the very good reason, among
many others, that I prefer an Angry Planet to a
Mean, Envious, Uncharitable Planet. . . .”

So they went back, then; and we who did believe
—myself and the young people left behind—
mourned the loss of two fine men. We looked long-
ingly across the vast velvet spaces and speculated,
dreamed, wondered. . . . The Red Journey Back,
as we came to think of it in Jacqueline’s brief poetic
phrase: what had been its nature?>—what had
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An Introduction

McGillivray and MacFarlane found?—in what un-
imaginable adventures were they even now engaged?

The months, almost a year, went by; and it was as
if, indeed, our friends had perished.

And then, out of the blue—literally out of the blue
—came a coincidence so vast that I almost hesitate
to use it as this book’s true starting-oft point; for
authors are naturally chary of using coincidences in
their works. “It could never happen that way,” the
reader cries. “It is too much, too much of a coinci-
dence!”

Yet coincidences do occur—the newspapers every
day are full of them. And so I must, in this factual
account of all that happened, attempt to describe this
single great coincidence of my own life. I do so in
the only full chapter which I personally propose to
contribute to this book—the chapter entitled The
Airstrip. To it—the beginning of the adventure
proper, however irrelevant it may at first seem—I
now proceed without further delay.

A Footnote by Michael Malone. All I want to say right
now is, thank heaven old J.K.C. has got on with it at
last! 1 was all for starting straight away, you know
—bang into Chap One and a bit of action—Steve
MacFarlane and Doctor Mac and the new kind of
Martians they met, called the Vivores—all that kind
of thing. But you know what editors are, particularly
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An Introduction

fussy ones, and old J.K.C. said, “No go,” we had to
have something to tie up the threads from that other
book of ours, which was all about how we ac-
cidentally stowed away in the Albatross first time it
went to Mars, etc.—that is, Paul and Jacky and me,
the “three young people” old ]J.K.C. keeps referring
to. (By the way, I just ought to emphasize that it
doesn’t matter in the least if you never read that pre-
vious book, which we called The Angry Planet—
this one will still make sense in its own right, I
hope!)

Anyway, the real reason why I wanted to add this
postscript to old J.K.C.’s preface is just this: I reckon
that one or two of you will maybe wonder as you go
on reading just when we three “young people” are
going to turn up in this adventure. I know we had
bags of letters saying: jolly good show! How did you
feel on Mars first time you went?—all that kind of
thing; to say nothing of people wanting to know what
happened to Malu after the eruption of the Martian
volcano (Malu was the Prince of the Beautiful Peo-
ple we got so friendly with on the good old Angry
Planet) .

So you might say, “Here—when are Mike and the
chaps coming in?”

O.K. Don’t worry. We'll be there—even Malu, al-
though he doesn’t have much to do in this adventure
—maybe not quite so much as in the last one, al-
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though what he does do sure is important. Oh, we'll
be there all right—back on Mars!—only not for a
little while yet. You'll see why as you go on. Hold
your horses, that’s all I say. There’s all the stuff about
Steve and Doctor Mac first—what happened to them
when they popped off so suddenly without telling any
of the rest of us; that’s enough to be going on with, I
reckon. What about the Yellow Cloud?—and the
Canal Zone?—and Old Jellybags, eh? Have a sniff
around Old Jellybags before you start worrying about
us—OId Jellybags is something, I can tell you! Of
course, that wasn’t his real name—he didn’t have any
thing as simple and decent as a Name—oh no! Poor
old Dr. McGillivray called him Discophora, and said
he was “a hydromedusan or some similar coelen-
terate” (!) —all of which was fine and dandy (and
I've copied the spelling out of one of Steve MacFar-
lane’s notebooks), but it didn’t alter the fact that

. ugh! I prefer Old Jellybags for a name myself:
it makes him sound a bit more comfortable at least—
and he was one kind of Martian who was far from
comfortable . . . !

Anyway, on with the washing: jolly old Chap One.
We crop up in Chap Four or so—I mean Jacky and
Paul and me. So we'll be seeing you then. All the
best!

Yours,
Mike
16
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P.S. What price Malone’s Conducted Cosmic Tours
Inc.>—Founder and President Michael Malone Esq.,
the Only Boy to have made the Interplanetary Mar-
tian Flight Twice before he was Fourteen! Join the
Malone Stardusters, the Old Original Galactic Sports
Club: Football, Baseball, Cricket Matches, etc., ar-
ranged between Planets: Founder and Captain,
Michael Malone Esq., etc., etc., etc. Ah well .
Better let old J.K.C. push on to Chap One before I
get carried away!—M.M.
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CHAPTER I. THE AIRSTRIP:
A PERSONAL CONTRIBUTION
BY JOHN KEIR CROSS

THE FIRST MARTIAN MESSAGE reached
me late on a hot summer afternoon in the year 19—;
and the impact of it was so fantastic as to make me
indeed doubt my senses—to suspect at the least, and
until I had proof positive, a miserable hoax by some
misguided practical joker.

In the year in question my friend R—, of the Scot-
tish Office of the British Broadcasting Corporation,
had telephoned to my apartment in London asking if
I could travel to the small village of Larkwell, near
Prestwick Airport in Ayrshire, to attend and after-
ward report on the trials being held there of the revo-
lutionary new Mackellar airstrip.

Roderick Mackellar himself was an old friend. He
was a man of some eccentricity but remarkable
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ability. I had in the past, as a radio commentator, re-
ported at some length on his activities, which were
always—partly because of the intriguing personality
of the man, partly because of their own true worth—
full of news value. Hence the invitation from R—to
visit the site of the airstrip on which the inventor had
been working for some time.

With Government backing Roderick had been ex-
perimenting with a new kind of surface for airplane
landing fields. Not only was it of an almost adaman-
tine hardness, thus requiring virtually no upkeep once
it had been laid, but the metallic alloy of which it was
constructed had certain remarkable properties: the
whole surface was variably reactive to transmitted
impulses from the planes themselves, so that, in dark-
ness or fog, it was possible for a pilot to guide himself
to a safe landing without recourse to any of the old
unsatisfactory flare or chemical methods. There were
many other virtues too in the Mackellar Compound
—I have mentioned only these two as examples of its
extreme usefulness.

The preliminary demonstrations had been totally
successful. Now, near Larkwell, a full-length experi-
mental strip had been built—a gigantic stretch of it
measuring about a mile and a quarter by some 450
yards; and large-scale trials were to take place there.

I reached the village in the early morning. In this
factual account I do not propose to say anything of
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The Airstrip

the excitement and color of the scene. Some two
dozen publicists beside myself were present—a host
of officials from the various Ministries—groups of
hard-faced security men—a sprinkling of society no-
tables and a Very Distinguished Personage Indeed,
whose own interest in anything pertaining to aircraft
development is well-known.

Mackellar was in a haze of delight, his round,
smooth face beaming continuously, his whole person,
it seemed, enveloped throughout the speeches and
ceremonies with a perpetual brown cloud of the snuff
to which he was a confirmed addict.

The trials themselves were spectacularly success-
ful—so much so, indeed, that the whole occasion
finished much earlier than had been anticipated. The
gigantic silver ribbon of the airstrip sparkled in the
sun as the planes zoomed, soared and looped above
it; beyond, also sparkled the huge rolling sweep of
the Atlantic; in the foreground were the groups of
excited spectators, clustering around the inventor,
applauding almost hysterically as test after test went
through with triumphant rapidity. It was as if noth-
ing could go wrong—the whole event was en-
shrouded in that rare magic of entirely successful
achievement: our good, innocent Roderick was for
a moment as glamorous, as popular, as idealized as
the most romantic of movie stars!

In the early afternoon, after a brief picnic lunch
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on the sand dunes beside the control hut, the speech-
making began. The Important Personage paid glow-
ing tribute to the snuff-covered eccentric and the
snuff-covered eccentric himself stammered a tew en-
gaging words of thanks and gratification. One by
one the limousines rolled northward as the dis-
tinguished visitors took their departures, until at last
the only persons still at the airstrip were Roderick
and me, with young Archie Borrowdale, his close
companion and fellow-worker, and the celebrated
Katey Hogarth, Archie’s fiancée.

An air of unbelievable peace hung over the scene
after the piling excitement of the day. The hot, sea-
laden air was suddenly full of a great silence. We felt
rested and languid, full of a lingering quiet glory—
talked desultorily, and in low voices, of trivialities.

We had strolled out from the laboratory to the
grassy edge of the great, lonely, shining airstrip itself.
Archie, his young, thin tace flushed and happy, had
brought some drinks from the marquee which had
housed the refreshments earlier. Katey, prettily con-
tented, her gay summer frock a last lovely touch of
color against the silver of the runway surface, sat close
to the beaming inventor, her arm tucked in his.

“Let’s have some music, K.C.,” she said to me
dreamily. “Don’t let’s talk any more—we’ve had
enough talk to last us all our lives. Let’s just sit here
and think a bit, not very seriously, and listen to some-
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thing quiet. There’s bound to be something some-
where.”

I unslung from my shoulder the small portable
receiver [ always carried with me on such outings. In
itself it was a remarkable device, made for me by an
amateur radio-fan friend. I am not competent to en-
ter into technicalities, but briefly he had contrived a
method whereby the casing, of a specialized material,
acted as an aerial; and so reception was improved be-
yond all belief for a set so small. I placed this delicate
instrument among us on the ground—found it dif-
ficult to balance on the tufty grass and finally estab-
lished it evenly on the surface of the airstrip itself,
some two feet from the edge.

“That’s it,” murmured Katey as I tuned. “Some
Mozart—something quiet and nice. No—Schubert,
isn't it?”

I had indeed, after rambling through some jazz
and a quiz program, discovered a small Continental
orchestra playing the Rosamunda overture and ballet
music. The curious thing was that however delicately
I tuned, and despite the perfection of the set, there
was considerable distortion—and some irritating in-
terference.

Katey hummed gently to herself, echoing the
lovely Schubertian melodies.

“Dear, gentle Schubert,” she said softly, breaking
off for a moment. “If he could have foresecen that
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we’d be listening to him in a place like this, after all
we've known of marvels today! Strange, isn’t it—to
think how full the air always is of radio messages and
music and voices talking—all the time, all around us

. and it’s only when you tap them with a little
magic box like this that they come to life. I wonder
what happens to old wireless waves?—I mean, after
we have picked them up like this? I wonder if they
go on and on—right out into space, perhaps. I won-
der if there are people on Mars, maybe, who could
pick them up too if they only had the right kind of
apparatus—if they had huge, huge aerials and special
kinds of radio sets . . .”

Her voice went on. But at the accidental mention
of Mars, my own thoughts had suddenly flown to
MacFarlane—to that lost friend of mine who had,
so long before, gone off to Mars and was lost there to
all human contact.

“. .. I mean,” said Katey, her voice a dreamy
whisper in the heat and languor of the afternoon,
“—1I mean, if only the Martians could. You keep on
telling us that there are Martians, K.C. There were
those friends of yours who went there. For all we
know the air all around might be full of messages
from Mars—and if only we could tap them . . .”

Her voice trailed away at a sudden exclamation
from Archie Borrowdale. I saw him leaning forward
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intently toward the little portable, his hand raised,
his head on one side.

“Wait, Katey,” he said. “Listen—listen, Roddy.
That interference of yours, K.C.—listen . . . !”

I did listen—to the continual interference rather
than the music itself, the thin crackling running con-
stantly behind Rosamunda. And there was an in-
stinctive tightening around my heart, a flash of
thought and understanding quite fabulous!

“Some amateur somewhere,” said Mackellar, yawn-
ing. “It’s Morse, of course. Some amateur somewhere
—or a ship out there,” with a nod toward the sea be-
yond the airstrip.

But I had a wild and different thought . . . !
Long, long before, when Stephen MacFarlane and I
were boys together, we had experimented youthfully
in wireless transmission and reception, had filled the
attics of our house with primitive valves, crystals,
transformers, to the despair of our parents. We had
developed, as boys do, a private code callsign in
Morse. Now, on that lonely beach—as we leaned for-
ward, all four, to listen more closely to the hazy,
desperately weak “interference” behind the sweet
Schubertian music—I heard, as I had not heard it
for a quarter of a century, that ancient cryptic call-
sign, mingling with the other chattering messages in
Morse! No one, no one in all the world knew the se-
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cret of that call-sign but MacFarlane and myself . . .
and MacFarlane was not, alas, even in the world at
all—was millions of miles away across the blue
bright sky above us, if indeed he even lived. . . .

The gigantic thought choked me. I remembered

Katey’s casual words—no longer casual: “. . . if
they had huge, huge aerials . . . for all we know the
air all around might be full of messages . . . if

there were huge, huge aerials!”

Before me, measuring a mile and a quarter by 450
yards, was a huge aerial indeed!—the metallic airstrip
itself; and on it, picking up its messages through the
casing, was that small specialized receiver . . . !

The air—the still quiet air of that desolate corner
of our own revolving globe—was full of messages:
from a man lost far in space, 35,000,000 miles away!
The thought was enormous—too enormous to be
grasped in that first flash of half-instinctive under-
standing: the coincidence was vast—too vast . . .

But—it had happened!—the coincidence that I,
of all Earth’s millions, should be there, at that one
spot where contact with Mars was freakishly pos-
sible. It had happened indeed; and from its hap-
pening I came to a knowledge of what had befallen
my two lost friends on that “Red Journey Back” of
theirs. . . .

The first Martian message, as I have said, reached
me on a hot summer afternoon in the year 1g—. The
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last came some two months later. And it was that
final message which spurred us all to desperate ac-
tion—which took the three young people of the
Angry Planet adventure back across space. For the
last message ran:

“Save us—in heaven’s name try to save McGil-
livray and me from them—from . ..” (message
broken—an angry wave of bad reception—a pause
—then finally:) “The children . . . There is only

one way in which you can save us. . . . Bring the
children—somehow bring the children! Paul and Jac-
queline and Michael . . . Ask no questions—no

time, no time to answer; but bring those three to
|77

Mars or we are lost . . . |

w

So the new adventure began, then; but before it
did, another adventure had almost ended: the adven-
ture of MacFarlane and McGillivray on their own
second flight to the Angry Planet. It is described in
the next few chapters—but I must first, I think, in
bringing this personal contribution to a close, sketch
out as briefly as possible the rapid sequence of events
following that initial moment of contact on the
Ayrshire coast.

The excitement among us, of course, was im-
mense. With the utmost delicacy we tuned and
retuned the set—until long after dusk had fallen,
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when we worked on by the light of flares. When we
removed the receiver from the airstrip the messages
ceased; when we tried replacing the receiver on other
parts of the runway, they came back in varying de-
grees of strength. On that first occasion the best
reception was achieved on a spot some two yards
to the west (nearer the sea) than the original point
of contact.

Even then it must be said that the messages were
desperately indistinct—a few isolated words and
phrases mingling with the music which still con-
tinued from the small Continental station. We made
out words like: “. . . establish contact . . . find
... try to communicate . . .” Once, startlingly
clear, there was the phrase: “. . . find John Keir
Cross . . . author . . . tell him, tell him ...”
And at periodic intervals there was repeated the cryp-
tic call-sign which I have mentioned—the one index
we had at this stage that the whole business was not
a hoax.

The messages stopped abruptly just after eight
o'clock; and from the few fragments coherently re-
ceived before the cessation, we were able to gather
that the sender would transmit again two days
following at the same time and for the same period—
from “six until eight”—and the curious postscript
phrase thereafter: “Earth time, British Summer
Time, as far as we are able to calculate it here.”
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We were stunned—utterly dazed indeed as we
stood there regarding each other in the yellow flare
light. Both Archie and Mackellar were believers in
the previous history of McGillivray and MacFarlane;
and it was the inventor who cried, “Depend upon it
—if it’s the last thing I do we explore the thing
further! We can research, Archie—you and I both.
If it can work one way it can work the other! We can
improve the reception—we can let MacFarlane know
that he has established contact and find out how he
is transmitting—and so perfect our own methods.
Whatever happens we’ll pursue this thing to the
end!”

And they did. When I returned from my broadcast
in Edinburgh, I found that my two technical friends
had already devoted much time to the problem—
were confident that the reception the following night
would be improved. Alas for our hopes! On that oc-
casion, although we placed and replaced the receiving
apparatus on various parts of the runway, results were
poor: at only one moment was there any definite sign
that MacFarlane was transmitting as he had prom-
ised, and even then the messages were broken repe-
titions of what we had heard on the first occasion.

But Mackellar and Archie continued their experi-
ments. We enlisted the help of the friend who had
made the portable for me—found out from him
something of the composition of the metallic sub-
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stance of its casing. We established a small secondary
laboratory close to the runway, devoted only to re-
search work on the radio problem. We made contact
with the Continental station using the original wave
band we had tuned to and persuaded them to stay
off the air for brief periods during the hours men-
tioned by MacFarlane in his messages as forthcoming
transmission hours.

And gradually, as the days went on, we achieved
success. It will be known, of course, even to those of
you not deeply versed in radio mechanics, that
Katey’s original idea was quite wrong: the reception
we achieved had little to do with the actual size of
the airstrip aerial. It was not only because of its sheer
dimension that we obtained results, but because of
its particular composition in relation to the composi-
tion of the smaller receiving aerial in the original
portable set—that, and the fact that it was an ex-
posed and directional surface (moved by the very
rotation of the Earth) of some area, capable, there-
fore, of receiving beam transmission with a greater
likelihood of success, over such enormous distances,
than a smaller but equally powerful aerial. (I am sorry
if this seems muddled—it may even be scientifically
Inaccurate in my attempt to put it all into lay lan-
guage! The truth is that I must plead indulgence in
being lamentably inexpert at any kind of technical
explanation. Readers who are curious about this and
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other technical aspects of the experiments may find
enlightenment in the full scientific account of them
now being prepared by Mackellar himself, with
Archie Borrowdale’s assistance.

In the end, we succeeded in isolating the Mar-
tian messages. We built a transmitter with which
(through the airstrip again) we hoped to make re-
verse contact; and toward eight o’clock one magic
evening, almost three weeks after the first freak re-
ception, there came one excited chattering sentence
in Morse across the vastnesses of space to proclaim
that MacFarlane knew, at last, that his own long pa-
tient endeavor had met with success—that we could
receive him, could converse with him. . . .

In the next few days we went from strength to
strength. It was possible now to arrange more con-
venient times for communication; and in periods
ranging from an hour to two hours at a stretch, and
mostly in the early mornings, we “spoke” from world
to world. From first to last—and again for technical
reasons which I am not competent to describe—com-
munication from MacFarlane to us was clearer than
it ever was from us to MacFarlane: he told us that he
could hear us only imperfectly, even at the best of
times—enough only to comprehend that we were
listening and had understood his own communica-
tions.

Whatever all the final scientific judgments and
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conclusions, I only know, myself, that we established
beyond every shadow of doubt that the Martian mes-
sages were genuine—I was convinced of it myself
from a hundred and one small evidences long, long
before our rescue expedition set out across space and
found confirmation in the shape of MacFarlane and
McGillivray themselves.

I know only that, indeed; and that as the weeks
went by in the remote small hut beside the airstrip,
we gradually pieced together the narrative which fol-
lows in the next chapter. Katey Hogarth, who once
had studied shorthand-typing before embarking on a
stage career, sat solemnly by our sides through the
hours, noting down and transcribing every word and
phrase which reached us—gave up all her professional
engagements to do so.

“I was in at the birth,” she announced grimly, on
one occasion when Archie commented on her pale
looks after many, many sleepless nights. “I was in at
the birth, my boy, and I'll be in at the death or my
name isn’t Katey Hogarth!”

She hardly knew how right she was!

So, then, I make my own bow, with apologies for
having taken up so much time and space with what
is, after all, no more than a prelude to the main ad-
venture, although interesting enough, I hope, in its
own right. Apart from an occasional editorial com-
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ment and some words of final summing up when all
the tale is told, I pass the task of authorship to other
hands.

May I say only, as a concluding comment, that al-
though in due course MacFarlane himself worked
over and even rewrote the chronicle built by Katey,
I reproduce it here, in Chapter Two, almost exactly
as it was revealed to us in the little hut in Ayrshire
before there was any thought of a possible rescue
expedition.

The Red Journey Back, then; how it was achieved
and the strange creatures encountered at its end;

eve them— C451.263

Old Jellybags! I told you—just wait!'—M.M.
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CHAPTER II. MacFARLANE’S
NARRATIVE: THE BROKEN
RADIO MESSAGES RECEIVED
ON TWENTY-SEVEN
CONSECUTIVE NIGHTS BUILT
TO A CONTINUOUS
CHRONICLE BY CATHERINE
W. HOGARTH

Once more unto the breach, dear
friends, once more!—

—ONCE MORE INDEED: once more
unto the breach—the vast eternal breach of outer
space itself!

As we had experienced it twice before (less power-
fully on the return from Mars, because of the smaller
gravity pull), my companion and I felt the swift help-
less plunge into blacked-out unconsciousness as the
powerful rocket jets—the tuycres—of the improved
Albatross screamed into action that day long ago,
when we left earth for the second time.

And as the intolerable pressure eased, as I instinc-
tively adjusted myself to the violent rush of speed
which had forced the black-out, and swam back to

36



MacFarlane’s Narrative

life through a red throbbing of pain, it was to find
myself exulting in a wild triumph. We had proved,
again we had proved the splendor of Andrew
McGillivray’s achievement in designing the gleam-
ing Albatross—we had demonstrated to a doubting
world that man could leave the very world, release
himself forever from its bonds. And if the world itself
knew nothing of the occasion, that somehow intensi-
fied the triumph’s savor!

To a casual passer-by, a wanderer in the Pitlochry
hills that day, it would have seemed as if the shin-
ing fishlike shape of the great projectile had poised
itself for a moment above the launching ramp in
the stockade near Dr. McGillivray’s house—had
lingered tremblingly, spouting fierce fire; and then
had vanished into the empyrean in a dispersing trail
of white vapor raggedly drifting across the bright
summer scene. With no other trace than that thin
cloud, we were gone. Behind—already far, far behind
—were all bitternesses, all jealousies, all unworthy
doubts; before us the deep blue-black immensity
of the void where all human weakness—all human
strength and glory, even—dwindle to meaningless-
ness . . . !

w

As this great thought smoothed away the un-
worthiness of my first sense of triumph, I lay
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languidly on the soft mattress which had protected |
me from the immense first shock of the start-off and
watched McGillivray at work. |

He had plainly recovered consciousness a little be- |
fore I had—had already pulled himself forward to |
the instrument panel. Through the perspex of the |
automatic oxygen mask which had been pumping
life into our lungs during our period of helplessness, |
I saw his eyes in a bright gleam of excitement—no |
doubt a lingering triumph comparable to my own.
Ile watched the instrument panel closely—and sud-
denly, with a swift energy, threw over the small lever
which would release the secondary fuel . . . then
fell back again himself on the absorbent mattress.

I closed my eyes—and steeled myself for the
second bout of brief unconsciousness. A powerful,
dangerous-seeming shuddering ran through all the
ship. You will know, of course, the great principle
on which the Albatross operated. To achieve the
fabulous speed necessary to escape from Earth’s
gravity pull, so much power would be required as to
strike dead in the very moment of take-off any human
travelers in the spaceship—to say nothing of subject-
ing the outer envelope of the rocket itself to an
intolerable friction from the atmosphere belt. The
Doctor had therefore designed two separate sets of
tuyéres to come into operation—two separate types
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of fuel were used. The first was a highly concentrated
essence of acetylene gas to effect the initial great
“leap” at a speed powerful enough to remove us
from Earth, but not so powerful as to destroy life in
the travelers—only to render them unconscious, as
I have described it. Then, at some distance from
the Earth’s surface, when everything—including the
human body—is very much lighter, a second fuel
was touched off, a fuel of the Doctor’s own develop-
ment (an adaptation, as I understand it, of the highly
dangerous atomic hydrogen). By the time the
Earth’s atmosphere had been left behind, at a
distance of some 200 miles from the surface, the total
desired speed could be reached without discomfort—
a speed well above the pull of gravity (seven miles per
second) . At this point the motors could be shut off
altogether, leaving the rocket to go on traveling for
as long as was necessary—until, in short, the tuyéres
had to be brought into operation again either for
steering or braking purposes.

The second bout of black-out was shorter than the
first—was hardly more than a momentary swimming
giddiness, coupled with a bewildering sense of utter
lightness. By the time it had passed it was possible
for us both to rise from the sorbo mattresses—in-
deed, it was almost impossible for us not to rise from
them!—For by this time we were virtually without
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weight—could float in the little living cabin in any
direction in which we cared to push ourselves—had
to contrive all movement by means of foot straps and
magnetic boots. |

And even as I did float clear of the mattress—
grabbed chucklingly at Doctor Mac to steady myself, |
thence levering my way to the “floor” and a point of
comparative stability—even at that moment I saw
(in my mind’s eye only, of course) the floating, as-
tonished shapes of the three young people who had
accompanied us on the first voyage. I glanced at the
massive metal door of the food store in which they
had concealed themselves on that occasion—half ex-
pected it to waver open as it had done then and the
three young bodies come drifting, plunging, soaring
toward me! But on the second Martian flight of the
good ship Albatross there were no stowaways—we
had checked on that most carefully before our de-
parture. Paul, Jacqueline and Michael were already
many hundreds of miles away from us—somewhere
beyond the milky mistiness we could see through the
portholes. And so the first amused thought was fol-
lowed by the wistful reaction: would we ever see our
three first traveling companions again?—would we
ourselves ever return through the white milky mist?
—would we even reach the lost planet toward which
we aimed . . . ?

W
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I took off the oxygen mask—suffered a moment’s
sense of suffocation as my lungs adjusted themselves
to breathing in the synthetically air-filled cabin.

“We've done it, Mac,” I gasped—articulating with
difhiculty at first as my “weightless” tongue seemed
to waver helplessly in my mouth. “We've done it,
heaven be praised!”

He nodded brightly, maskless himself now; then
turned his attention once more to the control panel
and pushed forward the lever to shut off all means of
mechanical propulsion.

And instantly there was silence—a silence so in-
tense as for a moment to seem nightmarish. We trav-
eled at a speed far, far beyond that of gravity; yet in
the little close cabin of the spaceship it was as if
everything was still, more still and tranquil than it is
possible to describe. (I have always believed that we,
on Earth, even in our quietest moments, are strangely
aware, deep within ourselves, of the constant swift
movement of the great globe which we inhabit. Now,
in the rocket, it was as if that very knowledge had
gone, so that the stillness and silence were beyond all
comparison to you who have never left your mother
world. . . )

Behind—there are, of course, no directions in
space, and so I use such terms as “before” and “be-
hind” only comparatively—behind, the milky misti-
ness had resolved and seemingly dispersed. It was as
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if there hung in the sky above us a gigantic relief map |
in brilliant color, in startling greens and blues, vivid |
yellows . . . a map constantly shrinking, elongating,
flattening itself out as if reflected in a huge distort- |
ing mirror: a map first—recognizably—of Scotland,
the ragged West Coast outflung into the green-blue
sea, the Lion’s Head of the far north cut off from the
main body by the straight silver knife line of the Cal-
edonian Canal . . . then, later, as the whole curving
surface seemed to wheel and steady itself, a map of
the whole of Britain, the whole of Europe as more
and more recognizable outlines came into view: then
Norway, the white gleam of Greenland, the brilliant
sweep of northern Canada—the immense but shrink-
ing bulk of the United States (New York as a dark
vague clustering at the start, growing smaller and
smaller to a veritable pin point and lost at last
altogether in the whole sparkling panorama of the
curving globe) . . . all, all merged and flowed to a
blinding, moonlike phosphorescence, a great ball
hung in the dark luminous velvet of the void. . . .

I had seen it all before—have attempted to de-
scribe it before; yet I was awed, moved to very tears
by the gigantic spectacle all over again. What should
such creatures as I do, crawling between heaven and
carth? What signified now all human pride and
wretchedness?

Far, far beyond, farther and still farther from the
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huge statk orb of the ever-burning sun—one little
star among the myriads clustering brilliantly against
the pall—lay the world we sought to revisit. As we
went on into space, all thoughts of Earth herself
were gradually left behind—we thought only of the
marvels that perhaps were waiting for us, the old
friends and enemies from our first brief sojourn
whom perhaps we would re-encounter, the new mys-
teries to be explored in those remoter corners of the
Angry Planet we had not had time to reach.

We remembered the last great battle between the
Beautiful People and the Terrible Ones—the slim
shapes of the delicate plant people overwhelmed un-
der the brutish attack of their subterranean enemies
—who were also a species of plant, according to Dr.
McGillivray’s theory, but of a different nature: squat
and fungoid—descendants, he believed, of an earlier
group of carnivorous plants which had flourished in
the long-dead days when Mars had supported animal
as well as vegetable life.

We remembered the violence of the great volcanic
eruption and earthquake which had forced us to
leave the battlefield ourselves on our first Martian
visit, lest the Albatross be swamped by the'seething
lava, be shattered by the falling red-hot boulders from
the blazing mountain above us. . . . We remem-
bered it all indeed—the crumpling, melting domes
of the immense glass bubble houses in which the
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Beautiful People passed the cold Martian nights and
long bitter winters; the final mortal duel between the
leaders of the two great species—the creature we
knew as the Center slicing with his long crystalline
sword at the vestigial jaws of the malignant chief of
the Terrible Ones; above all, the last heroic gesture
of Malu, our first and last friend in all that alien
world, as he leaped to save Mike Malone from de-
struction at the very moment of the take-off.

His “voice” had come to us through the raging
din of conflict—that thin strange “sound” we heard
within our very minds as a manifestation of the tele-
pathic communication we had formed with the Mar-
tians (so that creatures of all languages, or even none,
could understand each other on the dying planet—
the very static plants on the red sandy plains them-
selves, in some primitive measure) .

“Farewell, strangers!” So Malu’s thoughts had
come into us in that last moment. “Farewell—and
good journey! Remember Malu the Warrior—Malu
the Tall, Prince of the Beautiful People. . . .”

His slender shape had fallen back then—back to
the edge of the saucer which seethed with the lava.
He had moved swiftly around on the long rootlike
tendrils at the base of his trunk by which the plant
people achieved movement—had swung up in his
side tendrils the great silica sword which that day
had wrought such havoc in the ranks of the Terrible
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Ones. Our last glimpse of him had been of two more
of the monsters advancing toward him, their great
white crouching shapes aglow from the flames sur-
rounding.

Had he survived? Would we see him again?—now?
—at the end of our new journey?

So we wondered as the days sped on—and yet
there were no “days,” only such calculations of days
as we were able to make from the revolutions of the
rapidly diminishing sphere which had been our world
and on which, hard as it was to believe, our friends,
our enemies, our millions of human brothers and
sisters labored, fought, died, were happy or miserable
—ate, drank and were merry (at least we knew that
that was what the indomitable young Mike Malone
was doing—eating and being merry!) .

A

Throughout the journey, as we came so closely
into contact in the small cabin of the Albatross, I
found myself nearer to Andrew McGillivray as a per-
son than I had ever been before. We had shared much
adventure in the past, it is true; but then we had been
accompanied by Jacky and the others. Now, in our
joint sense of exile so many millions of miles away
from all we had ever counted as home, we came to
know each other in a way that few men do. He still
was young, for one who had achieved so much. His
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mind was swift and alert, but gentle and with much
wisdom in it. He was brave: a man of action and de-
cision when the occasion required, yet reserved and
modest—a dreamer as well as a warrior. And I choose
the word quite deliberately: he was indeed a warrior
—a veritable crusader, his lofty ambitions realized
as we sped across the void. He was a leader indeed for
such an enterprise as we were now engaged in—the
stuff of which great discoverers have always been
made.

w

So we traveled. The world receded—grew to as
tiny a pin point of light as Mars had been at the jour-
ney’s beginning. The smaller planet, in its turn,
waxed as Earth waned—grew to a diminutive red
disc, then recognizably became a sphere. As we drew
closer, we saw the two small moons, Phobos and Dei-
mos, each barely more than ten miles in diameter,
circling rapidly around it, Phobos in some seven
hours, Deimos in a little over thirty—and Phobos,
the closer of the two, busily engaged in its circuit in
an opposite direction from its twin, so that it rose
in the west and set in the east.

One by one the familiar outlines grew clearer: we
saw the two brilliant polar caps, the great red patches
of the continents, the splashes of darker green we had
taken before to be seas or sea beds. On this occasion,
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it seemed, we were approaching at a slightly different
angle to the planet’s axis—our view of the dark green
areas was subtly different: they seemed less concen-
trated—ran occasionally in long straight narrow lines
—broke off—began again—continued . . . until,
at one moment, as we neared the atmosphere belt,
they formed a perfect intertwining network, strangely
symmetrical in its design.

Mac, as he watched, his hand poised over the con-
trols which would force the nose tuyéres into life and
so brake our fall ready for a landing, breathed quietly,
“The Canals, Steve—great glory, the famous Martian
Canals themselves! We saw nothing of them on the
last trip—I had meant to try to find out the reason
for the old legend—if there was anything at all in it.
. .. This time we will find out!”

“But surely the old Canal theory has been ex-
ploded long ago.” I smiled, thinking he was joking.

“Ah, not quite! In its original form, yes. It was
Schiaparelli the Italian who first proclaimed the
Canals in the 1870’s. He called them ‘canals,” mean-
ing only channels—lines, in his own tongue. But the
idea caught the popular fancy—the suggestion that
if there were Canals there was active intelligent life.
Lowell, the American, developed the whole notion—
he drew fantastic maps of the Canals and showed
them to be sometimes single, sometimes double—
he even claimed that the positioning of them
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changed from time to time. Other observers who
saw the marks declared that they were only marks—
they were optical illusions, because of the imperfect
conditions under which Mars is ever observed from
earth. Then the theory was advanced that at least
they might be waterways—but narrow waterways;
and what we saw as straight shadowy lines were not
the ‘Canals’ themselves, but the belts of vegetation
on each side of the Canals. . . . No one has ever
known the truth; but, by heaven, we will before we’re
much older!”

As he spoke, he threw over the lever; and within
a few moments, as we rushed toward the surface,
there was a brief return of the old black-out sensa-
tion—but, as I have said, this time less potent
because of the smaller gravity pull of the Angry
Planet itself. My last conscious thought as I sank
into the throbbing pain of the moment was that the
surface toward which we raced at such appalling
speed was less red after all than I remembered it—
was a deep misty yellowish color, almost sinister . .
then I swam deep into the blackness of utter insen-
sibility. I remembered one thing more through the
moment’s sharp pain: the quiet gentleness of our
previous landing—the twilight of the early Martian
dawn—the soft cool breeze which had assailed us as
we opened the rocket entrance port—the peaceful
glory at last of the bright clear sunlight as we stepped
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for the first time in all human experience on the alien
soil. . . .

w

We were confident: too confident!

We landed on Mars indeed—as successfully as on
the previous occasion. The two stocky landing wings
shot out from the back of the rocket at a point near
the nose, and with their help we coasted gently
through the sparse atmosphere to a final standstill.

Again, as on the first occasion, there was a deep
twilight in the little cabin as we struggled to our feet,
adjusting ourselves to the sensation of having weight
once more—less weight than on Earth, but still
weight.

“The dawn,” breathed Mac triumphantly. “The
dawn, Steve! Exactly as it was last time. Home again
—home!”

He stumbled blithely toward the double air-lock
door in the cabin’s side. I stood unsteadily for a mo-
ment, aware once more—and uneasily, for some rea-
son—of the strange yellow tinge which intershot the
dusk surrounding. I recalled a conversation with an
astronomer friend back on Earth, who had asked me
half-jokingly (for he was one of the doubters who
plagued us after the fisst trip) if, during our sojourn
on the Angry Planet, we had encountered any of the
strange phenomena known to Earth observers as the
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“Yellow Clouds’—great blankets of some kind of
yellowish mist sweeping rapidly across the Martian
surface, plainly visible even on photographs taken in
infra-red light.

An instinctive fear made me raise my hand to re-
strain my adventuresome companion. But with the
memory of our previous successful landing still bright
in him, he was already at the double doors and tug-
ging them open.

The first door swung back with a metallic crash—
Mac, in his enthusiasm, had forgotten his increased
Martian strength. An instant later the second door
also swung open—outward; and even allowing for
Mac’s strength it was as if it had been ripped away
from the rocket’s side by a giant swift hand the in-
stant the lock was released. . . .

We landed on Mars—but not quietly and serenely
as we had landed last time!

For one moment—one nightmare moment—I
saw my dear friend Andrew McGillivray outlined
against a thick swirling screen of brilliant yellow. He
screamed—I heard him scream. I rushed forward
in a panic. As I approached the door I felt my lungs
bursting, my eyes smarting, my whole skin in a vio-
lent irritation from the few wisps of the raging Yel-
low Cloud which penetrated the double doors.

I stretched out my hands desperately to assist my
poor friend, in the midst of the typhoon while I was
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at its bitter edges only. But it was as if he too had
been snatched by giant hands—he seemed veritably
to fly, to soar into the bright yellow horror swirling
all about our ship.

“Mac—Mac!” I cried, my eyes streaming.

But the monstrous pall was silent. I realized that
all was lost—we were both lost—if I made any at-
tempt as yet to follow and save my friend. Somehow,
almost maddened as I was by the violent pain of the
cloud’s irritation, I fought to close the inner door—
did close it at last and fell back gasping, weeping,
helpless into the cabin.

I recovered from the first pain—staggered to my
feet and crossed to one of the portholes. From
within, the cloud was darker—and I realized bitterly
that the dusk had been caused by a thin deposit of
it on the glass of the portholes as we had raced
through the Martian atmosphere. Outside was no
night, as on the previous occasion, but bright day;
yet a bright day filled with the monstrous silent men-
ace of that hideous Cloud!

I peered into its depths. Somewhere in the thick of
it was the friend who had traveled so far and dared
so much with me—lost now, at the height of his
triumph, in the yellow nightmare.
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CHAPTER III. MacFARLANE'’S
NARRATIVE CONTINUED

I FOUND HIM. There is little point in de-
laying the announcement of the fact, in building an
atmosphere of suspense for the sake of creating a
cheap dramatic effect. You know full well, from the
messages we have already exchanged, that he is by
my side now—and therefore I found him.

But I did not find him without difhiculty. And
there was a bittersweetness in the success of my long
search.

Andrew McGilliviay, by a desperate stroke of
irony, has seen none of the marvels of the new world
he traveled so far to explore. From that day to this
he has been blind.

And worse—much worse. The great clear mind
which had brought us so far, achieved so much, has
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been shadowed over a little from the agonies of that
moment when he was snatched into the Cloud.

As I sit here now, in the small enclosure near the
approaching Canal from which we do not dare to
remove ourselves, it is to see him at some slight dis-
tance away from me, quietly staring with his unseeing
eyes toward the great dark swamps which contain
(to me, who have seen) so much nightmare. He
sways a little—forms his lips occasionally in silent
words and phrases.

There are moments—many, many moments—
when his mind is as clear as it ever was, when he is
normal and healthy; almost the old Doctor Mac I
knew in the Pitlochry days. But there are other mo-
ments when he seems to sink into a deep indifference
—to forget where he is and even who he is.

And it goes deeper—much deeper. There is even a
fear in me that I too . . . but no—not yet—and a
thought not to be faced. But if once I do yield to the
strange, awesome creature now confronting us, whom
yet I have to describe—

But not yet; there is much else to be re-
counted. . . .

w

On that first hopeless morning of our landing I
stayed for a long time by the porthole staring out
into the swirling yellow fog. I saw now, clearly, that
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it was no ordinary mist as we might know it upon
Earth, but a great seething mass of diminutive scurry-
ing particles, seed shapes—million upon million of
them, hurtling forward in one direction. And I had
the impression too, recollecting the period when the
door had been open, that they were not wind-borne;
there had been no sound of hurricane—no shrill
scream—as one again might have heard it on Earth;
the spores (I use the word now, since we established
later that they were indeed a kind of spore) traveled
nightmarishly of their own volition/—and silently,
devilishly silently, as all else on Mars. . . .

And also—can I confess it?—it was as if there
came to me, even through the thick perspex of the
window, an emanation of unutterable wickedness.
In the strange Martian telepathic medium of com-
munication it was as if the very spores were wishing
us ill. There were no articulate words from them in
my mind—no definable thoughts as such; no more
than a deep uneasiness—a malevolent hypnotic sense
from those trillions of rushing particles of living dust.

The Cloud swept on—for hours and many hours.
But at last I had an impression that it was thinning
a little—the very lessening of the pressure of the evil
thoughts was an indication that the storm was pass-
ing.

Rapidly I set to exploring our clothing store for
some kind of protective garments. I found water-
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proofs and thick hip-boots—an asbestos helmet, even,
and a complete suit of a similar fireproof material
packed by Mac in case we should ever encounter an-
other volcanic eruption on the Angry Planet.

I swathed myself—wore also my oxygen mask with
the gas itsclf switched off from the cylinder—found
fireproof gloves and bound my head around with
cloths.

And by this time, indeed, the yellowness outside
had almost gone. I was able to distinguish, beyond
the slight saucer in which the spaceship lay, a vast ex-
tending plain of the Martian type familiar to us: a
great level stretch of reddish sandy soil with distant
mountain ranges beyond—high, conelike mountains,
since In their formation in the far depths of Martian
history the planet’s gravity pull was less than Earth’s,
and so threw the ranges more narrowly upward.

I saw even the tall clustering shapes of the old
familiar cactuslike plants, in their groups of varying
sizes, the long fleshy fingers upstretched to the sky;
and at the spectacle much of my fear departed. They
were veritably like a glimpse of home.

I waited a little longer. On the plain outside there
still hovered an occasional drifting wisp of Cloud,
speeding low-lyingly. One or two of the big cactus
plants were yellowly tinged for a moment; but gradu-
ally the clinging spores seemed to detach themselves
and make off. The same had happened to the thin-
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ning film of them which had clung to our rocket
windows—as if they were spies, indeed, peering in-
ward—exploring the mysteries of the strange shape on
the plain.

w

So at last—very cautiously at first, lest there might
be a trap, lest even some poisonous effect from
the Cloud still lingered—I prepared to leave the
rocket. I lowered myself slowly down the small
metallic rope ladder, my free hand ready at the oxy-
gen-control switch of my mask, if there should be any
breathing difhiculty. But all was well. On the ground
I very gently exposed for a moment a small skin area
at my wrist—waited for any sign of irritation—then
joyously, when I felt no effect at all, took off
both gloves and ventured to remove my mask alto-
gether.

For a moment I stayed silent, then called out,
“Mac—Mac—where are you, Mac?”

And my voice went thinly, dispersingly, across the
vast silent plain.

I called again, took a step forward—and found my-
self instantly rolling clumsily over the shifting red soil
a good twenty feet from the rocket. I had forgotten
again the weaker gravitational pull! (The actual ratio
to the Earth’s gravity pull is in the nature of .38),
as I remember from our previous experiments: thus,
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a man weighing 150 pounds on Earth would weigh
only 57 on Mars, yet be muscularly equipped to
move his full 150. . .

I steadied myself—called again—ventured farther
and farther from the rocket in the direction I
assumed Mac might have taken when he seemed to
have been snatched into the Cloud.

Then suddenly, as I stumbled forward, still unac-
customed a little to the different gravitational con-
ditions, I became aware—more and more powerfully
aware—of a strange urge to change direction, to
move obliquely to the right. It was as if I knew, en-
tirely confidently, that I would find him there; and,
at the very moment of turning in my tracks, the solu-
tion broke over me: the plants—the clustering groups
of the cactus plants on all sides—they were guiding
me!

We had landed on a different part of the planet,
many, many miles from the site of our previous land-
ing. In spite of all our careful calculations, our
attempt to revisit the home territory of the Malu
group of the Beautiful People, that had been inevita-
ble. But nevertheless, as we afterward discovered, the
plants here knew us—or knew of us; for we had
grown, it seemed, in the interval between the two
trips, to some kind of legend among these strange sen-
tient creatures: we were the “strangers from across
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the skies”—the friends of the plant masters, the
Beautiful People.

You will know that the static, leathery cactus
plants of the Martian plains are too primitive to be
capable of coherent thought. From them, either to us
or to the Beautiful Ones, there come only general im-
pulses of a telepathic nature—broad messages of dan-
ger, of discovery, of disturbance and the like. The
Beautiful People themselves are much more highly
developed. They had, in the distant past, uprooted
themselves from the enchaining soil—and so are
capable of movement on the clustering tendrils at the
base of their slender trunks, in a broad resemblance
to walking or shuffling. They had also developed their
original sensitivity to light. (Many Earth plants are
noticeably sensitive to light—the sunflower, for an
example—and many can move on detached root ten-
drils—the iris, the convolvulus, even the humble
vegetable marrow.) So, after many years of evolu-
tion, certain cellular areas near the “flower” on the
top of the Martian trunk stem have become virtually
“eyes.” And the smaller side tendrils, like the snaky
“arms” of an octopus, have been developed so as to
be able to grasp and hold external objects, like
weapons. Thus, the Beautiful People have a physical
resemblance, although only distantly, to the human
frame itself; and, like us, they have a tradition,
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a science—they have a whole way of life not without
its alien beauty. . . .

But this is an unwarranted digression. Now, under
the impulse of the crude directions from the more
primitive cactus plants, I leaped and ran joyously
across the plain; and found my friend at last—
broken, sick unto the very death.

I thought at first that he was dead when I saw him
huddled in the shelter of one of the taller plant
clusters. I had the impression, as I leaped forward,
that he had positively been sheltered there—had
been caught in his flight in the Cloud by the great
writhing fingerlike leaves of this group of Martian
plants, and so had fallen to the ground and been pro-
tected from the evil onslaught of the yellow spores.
And this I later found to be correct. . . .

w

I carried him back to the Albatross—it was an
easy enough task with my increased strength and his
diminished weight.

I tended him—brought him back to life. For
many, many days—TI lost all count—he lay motionless
in the little cabin, staring sightlessly straight ahead.
Once or twice he talked incoherently, and in a soft,
barely audible voice. And as time went on I formed
the impression that he was reliving a kind of dream,
a kind of communicated vision which had come into
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his mind as he had been swept along enwrapped in
the evil spore cloud. The one word that kept recur-
ring was: Discophora. Over and over again he
muttered it, shudderingly. It was as if a coherent
picture of some kind had built itself up within his
head, communicated by the trillions of hurrying
spores—for they too, like all else on Mars, perhaps
had certain broad telepathic powers. He might even
have “seen,” in his mind’s eye, something of the
source of emanation of the Cloud itself.

“Discophora—discophora . . .”

And one day—suddenly—it recurred to me that as
a scientific man he always thought and spoke in scien-
tific terms. We had even joked about it in the past
—his habit of referring even to the simple rabbit of
the Pitlochry Hills as lepus cuniculus, for example.

Hastily I searched through his small library of
scientific books in the cabin.

I found it—yet it made little sense, except for one
small particular.

Discophora: the common jellyfish; a hydromedusan
or some similar coclenterate; sea-jelly; sunfish. They con-
sist of a whitish, translucent, jellylike substance. Their

tentacles bear stinging cells, the effect of which is to
benumb, if not kill, any living creature which they
touch. . . .

It made little sense indeed—except for that one
strange particular. Before me, on the mattress
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on which he had slept during the long interplanetary
journey, was a living creature indeed benumbed—
blinded—stunned to mental helplessness by some
deadly stinging agency. And I remembered my own
brief physical sufferings from the flying particles
before I managed to close the cabin doors. . . .

I shuddered and set the book aside. And for a mo-
ment it was as if I too had a sudden vision, conveyed
to me perhaps from the obsessed mind in the cabin
with me, of a gigantic nightmare white jelly, swaying
and quivering against a dark tortuous background
of . .. of what?

One word more Mac uttered in those first days of
his illness. One day he raised himself suddenly, his
blinded eyes staring in sudden awe and terror—but
with a strange triumph in them too, a triumph I had
seen in his healthy eyes many times before when he
had made some startling, half-instinctive discovery.

“The Brain,” he cried. “Discophora! The Brain—
the Brain!”

There is no way in which I can describe the potent
menace he managed to convey in his tone.

A

The time went on. We had enough food in the
cabin for many months if necessary. Gradually, as the
days passed, my patient came back to physical health
at least, if not yet full mental awareness. But there
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were signs of improvement even in this direction too.

I seldom ventured outside the rocket—there was
no purpose in doing so until Mac should be capable
of full movement with me. You who listen to
me across the interminable void can have no far no-
tion of the desolate loneliness of those long, long
weeks of utter isolation. I was alone in an alien world
with a sick, a desperately sick man. The very silence
was a source of nightmare—I longed even for one of
the rare Martian storms to break it, for at least an
eruption, however dangerous, from one of the great
volcanoes in the distant mountain ranges.

It was at this time, while I mooned haplessly in the
little cabin, that I formed the first wild idea perhaps
to make contact with you, my dear John, on distant
Earth. The notion was not so fantastic as it may at
first appear. It was something that Mac had been
contemplating quite seriously, even at the time
of our first Martian visit. In the course of his
researches among the foothills, he had discovered vast
seams of a curious kind of mineral deposit which he
suspected to be radioactive in a manner not known
upon Earth—in no way dangerously, as in the case
of atomic radioactivity. . . . It is not possible—or
even necessary—for me to explain more in the course
of the present narrative; we can discuss it later—we
may even, if we ever meet again (God grant that it

may be so!), be able to talk about it face to face. For
63



The Red Journey Back

the moment, the fact remains that we have achieved
contact, as you know; at our end here, through the
agency of one of those very exposed mineral seams I
have mentioned—a great directional aerial, as it were,
beaming our messages to you—and picked up by its
equivalent, your friend Mackellar’s airstrip.

It was, as I say, in those early days of our return
that I first had the notion to explore further the pos-
sibilities of such communication—of experimenting
at least with some of the complex radio mechanisms
which Mac had brought with us in the rocket. I real-
ized that I would have to wait until he himself had
further recovered from his illness before any true at-
tempt could be made, for he knew infinitely more of
such scientific subjects than I . . . but I did at least
spend much time in research among the books of his
small library, and even studied his own fairly com-
prehensive notes on the subject.

And it was one morning when I was sitting in the
sunshine beside the rocket, examining those notes,
that our long period of loneliness came to an end.

Poor Mac was beside me—he had recovered sufh-
ciently to be able to descend the ladder and take the
sun in the little hollow in which the Albatross rested.
He had been sitting very quietly for a long time, star-
ing as always straight ahead of him; but suddenly he
gave a small strange cry—rose up to his feet with an
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expression of pleasure such as I had never hoped to
see on his face again.

I rose also—followed the direction of his sightless
gaze. His arms were outstretched as if in welcome—
he moved forward unsteadily across the sandy floor of
the saucer.

I saw nothing—was aware of nothing beyond a
curious inner excitement in my mind, a sense of wait-
ing—of forthcoming pleasure indeed.

For a long moment nothing happened. I prepared
to mount to the rim of the small hollow—to seck out
across the plain for any sign of unusual disturbance
there.

But before I had progressed more than a few steps,
a figure appeared on the sky line above us—a figure
slender and familiar for all its strangeness.

It stayed for a moment motionless. The smooth
greenish trunk quivered slightly—the bifurcated ten-
drils at its base were still and poised. Then, swiftly, it
came down the sandy slope toward us; and into my
head there came the thin, friendly, telepathic “voice”
I knew so well.

“Malu,” 1 cried. “Malu—Malu!”

And the Voice came: “Malu the Tall, Prince of the
Beautiful People! Welcome—welcome, O Strangers!
Welcome again from the skies! You have come, as we
knew you would come. Welcome—oh, welcome!”
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In the Voice itself there was no expression—it was
one of the features of telepathic communication that
there never was. But accompanying the impersonal
“words” was such a wave, a sense, of utter warmth
and affection as to fill our very hearts with joy after
all we had suffered.

So, at last, we came home to Mars!
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CHAPTER IV. IN THE MEANTIME . . .
A CONTRIBUTION BY VARIOUS
HANDS

1. Michael Malone

WELL!—here goes! 1 said that we three
“young people” would turn up in Chap Four, and
here we are.

I reckon myself it’s high time we had something to
cheer us up at this point. I mean, I'm all for Steve
MacFarlane—don’t think for a moment I'm not. But
these professional writing chaps do fuss on a bit when
they get going; and by the time J.K.C. has edited Un-
cle Steve’s own stuff, well, it’s grand, I know, and I
daresay there are chaps who will come along and read
it all and say, “Whizzo, this is Literature this is—big
words and commas and all that,” and I won't say
there hasn’t been any action either, for there was the
Yellow Cloud, and Malu turning up that way, just at
the right minute (trust old Malu), but all the same,
we could do with a change, and besides, it’s all a bit
sad-making about poor old Doctor Mac, so there will
be no harm in a chapter stuck in here mainly by Paul
and Jacky and me, just to let you know how we were
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getting on at the time when Steve’s messages were |
coming in from Mars, and old J.K.C. was sitting up:
there in Scotland as excited as an old hen (I wish I'd !
seen him—Paul said he was so fussed and pompous
you'd think it was him and Marconi had invented
wireless between them, with Marconi as the little fel-
low holding J.K.C.’s jacket while he got on and did
the important work) .*

So here we are—Paul and Jacky and me. And I'm
starting off with a few comments to remind you all
about us (except you'll know already that we were the
stowaways—quite by accident—when the Albatross
first went to Mars) .

Well then: I'm Uncle Steve’s nephew. (Of course!
I can hear you say—but what I mean is that the
others only called MacFarlane Uncle Steve, whereas
he actually is my uncle: my mother is his sister
Marian.) ‘

Paul and Jacqueline are kind of distant Cousins of
mine. Their family name is Adam. Paul is the oldest
of the three of us, and I'm the youngest. They live in
Dorset and I live in London—some of the time at
least: my father’s a Business Man, and he has to do a
lot of traveling about, sometimes all over the world,
and sometimes Mother and I go with him. Got it?

* Throughout, I leave the various ambiguous comments from the
younger contributors entirely untouched, since they are inevitably part
of their style. The discerning reader will, I trust, take them with the
proverbial pinch of salt.—Editor
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Right. So now I pass over to Jacky and Paul for a
bit, cos they were in on the messages part with old
J.K.C. up in Scotland. I wasn’t, worse luck—or rather
worse luck only in one way—jolly good luck in an-
other. You'll see why in a minute, when I start in
again myself later on in this Chapter. Cheerio for
now.

2. Jacqueline Adam

In taking up my poor pen once more, on the invita-
tion of our genial editor, to inscribe some thoughts
and impressions connected with the period before
our return to the Angry Planet, I do so indeed in all
humility.

If I may quote the Immortal Bard of Avon, this
brief essay will be “a poor thing—but mine own.” 1
trust it will be received in that spirit of kind conde-
scension we know to have been exercised by our read-
ers toward our previous efforts in the field of literary
composition.

Almost a year had elapsed since our return across
limitless space; and my brother P— and myself had
once more accustomed ourselves to our normal mode
of existence after the many excitements attending
our adventure.

You may judge of our surprise, therefore, when the
postman one morning delivered into our hands

a bulky envelope bearing a Scottish postmark!
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With ill-concealed curiosity we set to an examina- |
tion of its contents; and you can judge of our further !
surprise when they were revealed as a letter from our |
friend Mr. John Keir Cross in which he apprised us
of the remarkable train of circumstances which had |
led to the establishing of communication with our |
erstwhile companion, Mr. S— MacF—: viz, the cir-
cumstances already known to the reader concerning
the wireless messages received via Mr. Mackellar’s
airstrip. (What a piece of work is a man! How in-
finite in faculties, etc—W. Shakespeare.)

We acquainted our parents at once with the turn
events had taken; and passed on to them the request
embodied in the author’s epistle, namely, that if they
were agreeable, and since in any event the school holi-
days were imminent, my brother and myself should
travel to Scotland to participate at first hand in the
latest stage of the adventure. He argued that in
view of our previous association with Mr. MacF—we
might indeed be interested in hearing from him; and
added that, as a purely practical consideration, we
would, by being “on the spot,” so to say, be in a po-
sition to verify the authenticity of the messages
received.

I need hardly say that with their usual understand-
ing, our parents instantly expressed their agreement;
our mother adding only the injunction that “we were
to take care not to be carried away once more to Mars
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ourselves in the event.” (Little did she know the sub-
sequent course the adventure would take! so that
indeed we were, for a second time, involved in a voy-
age through space. But I anticipate.)

Thus it was, then, that one sunny day in the year
19—, my brother and I traveled to Scotland and there
made the acquaintance of Mr. Mackellar, his assistant
Mr. Archibald Borrowdale, and the distinguished
performer of stage and screen, Miss Catherine Ho-
garth.

No words of mine can hope to convey the deep
emotion which assailed us when first we heard the
faint whispering messages in Morse. It was “The
voice, the very voice!” (RLS)

It was with feelings equally profound that we read
the narrative so carefully built by Miss Hogarth from
the disjointed fragments of Mr. MacF—'s commu-
nications. The messages went on, of course, from the
point that you yourselves have reached; and so gradu-
ally the narrative was built further—as you will see in
due course. And they finally broke off, while we—
even we—were listening to them one night, with the
high dramatic announcement which took us once
more across the starry wastes ourselves, on a mission
of rescue.

What happened thereafter will be related in its
proper place. For the moment, I feel I have per-
formed the initial function outlined to me by our
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editor: viz, to reintroduce ourselves into the chroni-
cle and so prepare the way for all that lies ahead. With
this thought I momentarily suspend composition,
and will ask my brother P— to add any brief com-
ments of his own before the resumption of the
Martian narrative as transcribed from the “Mac-
kellar Messages.”

May I say then, for the moment, au revoir; and
permit myself the concluding classical reflection:
magna est veritas et praevalebit (truth will prevail).

3. Paul Adam

I just want to say that you're not to think dear old
Jacky is half so stuffy as she sounds when she sits
down to write. I know she’s my sister, but all the same
she is really a bit of all right, as I think she showed
right through everything that happened to us. It’s
just that when she gets a pen in her hand she suddenly
seems to go all long-winded, somehow, as if she were
writing school essays all the time, and puts in those
bits of Latin just to impress people.

The main thing is that we did go to Scotland. It
was where the last adventure started, so it was only
right that it should be where this one started. The
whole setup was marvelous, of course—I mean, the
airstrip and Uncle Steve’s messages. I don’t mind
confessing that I took a great liking to Mr. Mackellar
and Archie—to say nothing of Katey (Jacky wants
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me to call her Miss Hogarth, but I'm for none of that
—we always called her Katey to her face, by her own
request, and so that’s how I'll refer to her here) .

So there it was—the setup, as I say; and in spite of
all that Mother said before she let us go to Scotland
at all, we did in the end go off to Mars again. You'll
see how it all happened as you go on: this is just to
let you know that we were all poised and waiting.
That is, Jacky and I were, at least, for, as she has said,
we were actually there, in the wireless shed beside the
airstrip, when the fatal final message came through
from Uncle Steve. As for Mike, for once he didn’t
have his nose in things! Except—

4. Michael Malone

—except that Mike did, so there! He had his nose
far more deeply in things than anyone else after all,
only in a different way, as you'll see.

The reason I wasn’t at Larkwell at the time when
the others were listening to the messages was that I
wasn’t available. It was all very well for old J.K.C.
to send for Paul and Jacky—but he couldn’t very well
send for me.

I was in America!

I told you, didn’t I, that my Dad often took
Mother and me on business trips with him? Well—
that’s just what had happened this time. There I was
—in Americal—which is more than had ever hap-
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pened to Paul and Jacky, for all that they'd been to
Mars.

Oh yes—that’s where I was. And I'll tell you some-
thing else: Do you know which part of America?

Chicago.

And where does that tie up, I hear you ask?

I'll tell you.

Somebody lived in Chicago who’d had quite a bit
to do with us when we came back from Mars last
time.

Does the name Kalkenbrenner mean anything to
you? It probably will if you read our last book—and
it probably will, too, if you're what old J.K.C. would
call “a student of the press.”

It was Dr. Kalkenbrenner of Chicago who was Dr.
McGillivray’s friendly rival in the days when he was
first building the Albatross. In fact, Dr. Kalkenbren-
ner had almost succeeded in building a rocket of his
own—it was that that gave Doctor Mac the final
spurt to invent his own patent fuel, so that he would
be first to leave Earth (you know what rival scientists
are) .

\)N'hen we came back from Mars that first time, Dr.
K. was a bit snooty—he was one of the ones who first
started to say we’d all been making it up and that it
hadn’t really happened. But that was only professional
jealousy, as they say—he knew perfectly well that we
had been to Mars. And when he went back to his own
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country after visiting Doctor Mac in England, before
Steve and Doctor Mac set off for their second trip,
what do you think he did?

What would you have done? He got a spurt
on himself—went on more furiously than ever with
his own experiments. And—take my word for it—he’d
been pretty successful too, oh yes! He was almost
ready! His rocket was all ripe for a flight!

How do I know all this? For the very simple reason,
dear friends, that when I was in Chicago I went and
called on Dr. K. It was only natural after all, wasn’t
it?—after all that had happened.

And he wasn’t in the least like the ogre we'd all
thought him when he was doubting our word after
the first trip. Now that he was in sight of triumph
himself, he was a perfectly decent chap, and I had a
simply swell time with him in his lab, telling him all
the little ways the Albatross was different from his
own rocket. Oh yes—I saw it! I was shown all over it;
and if I couldn’t go into all the technical details, at
least I could tell him the little things, like how we’d
stored our food in the old toothpaste tubes, and so
on. His rocket was much bigger than the old Alba-
tross—a great huge lovely shiny job—just the thing.

Oh, we got on like a house on fire, old Kalkers and
me (I was even allowed to call him that, so that shows
you) . I reckon one of the reasons was that I grew to
be real friendly with his niece Maggie—Maggie Sher-
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wood, and an orphan—Kalkers had brought her up
from the time her father and mother had died (Mag-
gie’s mother was Kalkers’ sister, you see) . And he was |
very fond of her. |

And so was I, I don’t mind admitting right now.
She was an American, of course, but she was all right
—she sure was. Just my own age, you see—and more
of a tomboy even than Jacky. I hardly noticed she
was a girl at all.

It was Maggie and Kalkers who showed me all over
the Comet, which is what he called his rocket. And
when 1 got the first long air-mail letter from
old J.K.C. in Scotland, with enclosures from Paul and
Jacky, telling me the whole story of the airstrip mes-
sages, why, what would you have done but show the
whole thing to Kalkers and Maggie too?—which is
just what I did do.

And this time there wasn’t any doubt at all from
Dr. K—no sir! And it’s just as well, as you'll see.

So I did have my nose in after all. Well and truly
in. If T hadn’t, things mightn’t have been so easy to
arrange when, about a couple of weeks after the first
air-mail letter, I got a second “communication” (as
Jacky would call it) from the folk in Scotland.

This one was a cablegram—a very long cablegram.
And when T read it T showed that to old Kalkers too.
And when he read it he said, “Phew!” (If that’s how
you spell the kind of excited whistle he gave).
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“Phew!” he said. “You know what this means,
Michael, don’t you?” (I hated being called Michael
—always have—much prefer Mike; but it was what
Dr. K. always called me.)

“Phew!” says he, “you know what this means,
Michael?”

And I nodded. I sure did. And I winked at Maggie
—and then nudged her and nodded over to the great
shiny Comet, all stuck up on its launching field, ready
for a take-off.

And Maggie Sherwood winked back . . . !

5. The Editor

All in due course. For the moment, and until it is
made clear why “Maggie Sherwood winked back,”
we must return to MacFarlane himself and the con-
tinuation of the narrative built by Miss Hogarth from
those lonely messages from across the skies.

To Chapter Five, then—entitled: The Canals.
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CHAPTER V. THE CANALS:
MacFARLANE'S NARRATIVE
CONCLUDED

Editor’s Note: From now on, in our original recep-
tion of them, the Martian Messages were more dis-
jointed than in the earlier stages of MacFarlane’s
continuous chronicle. Although they have been edited
and remolded since by their original sender, I leave
them here with some flavor, at least, of their frag-
mentary nature, so that readers will understand some-
thing of our own mystification as we listened to them
at Larkwell.

... IT WAS, I firmly believe, the reappear-
ance of Malu which brought back to health my old
friend Dr. McGillivray. As you know, he never
fully recovered—there were long lapses into lethargy
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and forgetfulness; and certainly his blindness never
left him; but at least he retrieved some of his
old verve—has been, among other things, sufficiently
his old self to help me in the construction of
this method of radio communication to you on
Earth.

Nothing I can say can describe our joy at Malu’s
appearance. It was a strange reunion—his silent
thoughts of welcome contrasting with our own noisy
exclamations, as our feelings were expressed in our
own less delicate way.

As we “talked” together beside the gleaming Al-
batross on the plain, we learned what had happened
in the course of the last great battle before our previ-
ous departure—the battle which formed the climax
to our book The Angry Planet, my dear John. Indeed,
we more than “learned”; for side by side with the
words translating themselves inside our heads as
Malu’s thoughts flowed into us, there came a full
communicated vision of all that had befallen that
day.

}I/t seemed that the blast of the Albatross’ take-off
had momentarily stunned the attacking Terrible
Ones. Malu himself was thrown clear of the group
surrounding him; and with his greater rapidity of
movement was able, on recovery, to escape around
the rim of the great seething saucer of lava in which
lay the dying city of his tribe.
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By now, the force of the volcano had almost spent
itself. The Terrible Ones were in confusion and rout,
their great clumsy egg shapes slithering back toward
the hills. By the time Malu had organized his scat-
tered troops into a striking force, the last remnants
of the invaders had dispersed; and so the battle
ended, barely an hour after we ourselves had left the
fearful scene of it.

“And oh, my friends,” said Malu, “the desolation
in our poor dwelling place when all was done! Only
a few of our homes of glass remained unruined, the
floor of our valley lay littered with the dead from the
battle itself and from the lava poured down upon us
from the angry mountain. Sadly, we who were left
set to gathering together as many of our friends as
we could find. Among them, let there be praisel—
lying helplessly under the dead form of the Chief of
the Terrible Ones—was our Leader, the great intelli-
gence controlling us, known to you as the Center.
IHe was sorely wounded, but alive, and able to direct
us in our work of rescue.

“We left our shattered city—it was beyond all
mending. We pushed southward, toward other cen-
ters of our race among the hills. In one of them we
found refuge for a space, but then moved on again,
until at last, in another small hill valley, we came upon
some uninhabited glass bubbles, and there took to
dwelling. . . .”
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Thus they built again their peaceful and benevolent
way of life; until one day there came—no more than
faintly at first, as the telepathic impulses weakened
over the distances involved—an impression that a
strange shining object had fallen from the skies and
rested far to the south. Eventually, Malu himself
came to an understanding that his legendary friends
from the remote world of “Earth” had returned; and
so set off, guided by the plants on the plains . . .
and found us at last, and succored us. . . .

w A w

I hasten—I must hasten; there may be little time
to complete my story. Already I am desperately aware
of . . . of—an attempt to control, to control . . .

(This single brief disjointed message here broke
off; and for two anxious nights there was no further
communication from MacFarlane—despite the ar-
rangement he had made to broadcast at regular peri-
ods. Toward dawn on the third night the Morse
began again—somewhat hastily in its transmission
now, as if the sender were in some fear; yet he made
no references to the source of such disturbance for
some further nights. And then—however, to proceed
in order:)

w w w

—The Canal. The Canal has crept closer and
grown all around us. And the Vivore, the Vivore . .
82



The Canals

(This message too broken off—with a disjointed
repetition over and over again of the single word,
“Vivore.” On this night reception was extremely
faint and difficult—we were not even sure of the
word . . . and this, as will be seen, was a con-
tributing factor toward christening the terrible new
Martian creatures encountered by the explorers “Vi-
vores.”)

w w *

—the Center. His agitated explanation . . . and
so a first glimmering of the nature of the Cloud. But
this came later—I can resume now the account of
our progress from the time of Malu’s discovery of us
on the plain: there is less attempt tonight at con-
trol. . . .

We traveled with him to the new community
established in a range of mountains far to the north
of our landing place. Because of the lesser gravita-
tional pull I was able to carry sufficient food to last
the Doctor and myself for many months and, as
will be known, this store could be augmented from
the edible leaves of the foothill trees.

So once more we entered into the life of the
Beautiful People; re-encountered the tall, Malu-like
shape of the Center himself—were welcomed sol-
emnly as he sat (crouched, rather) on his great
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central humus pile in the largest of the bubble
houses.

I had brought a small tent with me from the Al
batross—the identical tent in which we all had
lived on our last visit. And so we dwelled through
the long months of Mac’s gradual recovery, con-
tentedly enough in our communication with our old
friends—bathed once more in that strange sense of
quiet benevolence we all had experienced and com-
mented on before as being a quality of life among the
Beautiful People. In the long balmy summer season
we restored our faith; once more, as time passed and
Mac came back to normal, the unaccustomed fra-
grance of his pipe went drifting in the rare Martian
atmosphere and, lying back by his side, I watched
the two little moons go circling above our heads

. and described to him as well as I might the
alien but familiar scene surrounding us as the quiet
slender shapes of the Martians went gently about
their business.

Yet I hardly needed to interpret to him in this
way after a time. Except for the occasional lapses
into lethargy, it was as if, in his blindness, he had
developed the art of telepathic contact with Malu
and the Center to an extent which I, imperfectly
equipped because I had all my usual senses, could
never achieve. The immense mass of knowledge
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gained in this way by McGillivray will become avail-
able in due course to humanity, when once we re-
turn to the Earth—if indeed, from our present
impasse, that will ever be possible! I pray to heaven
that it will; for now that we confront the Vivore
—now that it surrounds us, makes veritably to
swamp us . . . the children, perhaps the children—

(Message broken. This irrelevant reference to the
children—MacFarlane always thought of Paul, Jacky
and Mike as “children”—kept recurring from now to
the end. What it meant we did not know—the refer-
ence invariably followed a spell of fragmentary recep-
tion, broken messages. And sometimes there were
periods in MacFarlane’s account which made no
sense at all—were frankly a kind of gibberish. Thus
on one occasion, after some further nights of silence,
a message came which, literally transcribed, ran as

follows:)

“—No—not . . . pera—requuullian . . . jeje
jeje . . . but the children—if children children—
cont att at cont . . . will try but try but trrry buuttt
—chil—chiiilll . . . save save save . . .”

(One more night of comparatively uninterrupted
reception followed—a long session lasting almost
four hours, all at high speed. It will be noted how
abrupt MacFarlane’s narrative style had become; as
if, as the Vivore approached—whatever the Vivore
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might be—a sense of growing panic swamped all
other considerations, forcing him to be straightfor-
ward, even brusque in his manner of delivery.

The narrative continues, therefore:)

w w w

And so once more, as on the last visit, the Alba-
tross was dragged across the plain by the willing Mar-
tians, to rest as closely as possible to the Center’s
headquarters without being in any danger from pos-
sible further volcanic eruptions. She was little worse
after her months of isolation in the long mild sum-
mer, but with winter now nearer, and bitter as we
knew, she had to be brought to shelter in a small
range of foothills. She was needed moreover for liv-
ing accommodation for Mac and me, who could not
stand the overheated dampness of the bubble houses.

Mac now almost himself again. His long “conver-
sations” with the Center; and at last the hint of
danger.

Mac had spoken with the Center on one occasion
for a long long time; and when he and I, later, were
settled together for the night in the cabin of the
Albatross, his expression grew serious. For my part,
less skillful in communication with the Center than
he was, I had not fully understood the significance

of the session. I knew only that at last Mac had been
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trying to find out the nature of the Yellow Cloud
where it came from and what it was.

“And there came from him,” said Mac slowly,
referring to the Center, “—there came from him,
Steve, such a wave of fear as I have never known
these creatures to express before!”

“What was it?” I asked. “What was the Cloud,
Mac?”

“I don’t know—even yet I don’t know. The Cen-
ter did not know—not fully. It was as if—and you
must realize that I am only groping here, Steve, for
the Martians plainly cannot communicate anything
of which they themselves have had no experience—
it was as if the Cloud were some kind of legend
among them. It’s something deeply feared that lin-
gers on only as a race memory—and even then only
in such highly intelligent creatures as the Center
himself. You find the same thing on Earth, among
certain primitive tribes—a lingering something that
their ancestors knew and feared and passed on to
them in the form of myths through the years.”

“But what kind of myth, Mac? There must have
been something—some kind of image from the Cen-
ter?”

“There was! A very strange one. I hardly dare to
think of it, Steve, for it connects with a dreadful
kind of . . . vision I had when I was snatched into
the Cloud—something that comes back to me now
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only imperfectly, although I have the impression that
I understood it better then, when my mind was gone,
than I do now. . . . There were two images from
the Center—rather three. The first was a picture,
transmitted from his mind to mine, of the Yellow
Cloud itself, as we saw it—sweeping at immense
speed across the plains. The second image was
vaguer—less understandable—and the only words
that came into my mind to express it were, “The lines
—the creeping lines . . .7 '

“The lines?”

“The only words, Steve, except that in my mind
they had a double translation. You remember I told
you during the flight about the Italian astronomer,
Schiaparelli—his discoveries in the 1870’s—"

“The Canals,” I said. “It was Schiaparelli who
discovered the Canals—"

“Quite so—but he used the word canali to mean
only lines or markings—veritable channels on the
Martian surface which he thought he saw. That was
the other word which came into my head during my
session with the Center: canali, Steve—the creeping
canali.”

“But Mac, it doesn’t make sense!”

“It might—it might make devilish sense before
we're done! Steve, tell me—you can see, old friend,
and I cannot—as you look out across the plain some-
times—"
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He broke off—a look of bewilderment came
across his face. I recognized the symptoms too well.
The old lethargy was returning, the lingering effect
of his immersion in the deadly Cloud—perhaps in
the association between his conversation with the
Center and his terrible experience. Desperately I
tried to bring his thoughts back to the moment.

“Mac—Mac! The third image—you said there
was a third image from the Center—"

But all that came from him was the one word
from his old nightmare: Discophora . . . and a sud-
den impression in my own mind once more of some-
thing monstrous—white—jellylike . . .

I looked out through a porthole in the dying
evening light. Did I imagine it? Or was there, far
out on the plain, verily on the horizon, a new strange
tinge of darker green—a kind of ridge . . . ?

w w w

So little time, so little time! When morning came
I saw indeed that there was, on the far plain, a belt
or band of some dark green substance—and that it
was larger a little than I had supposed the night be-
fore.

Mac’s illness worse—no sign of recovery from the
new bout that had assailed him. Two days . . . and
in those two days, before he did recover, and I could
tell him, the darkness on the horizon had intensified

89



The Red Journey Back

—was something that moved—and moved nearer
and nearer toward us. . .

Among the Beautiful People a rising sense of un-
easiness—a continuing quivering fear from the cactus
plants nearby.

Mac’s recovery at last; and an intensification of our
experiments to contact you on Earth. The exposed
seam of mineral deposit in the foothills: our hastily
rigged transmitter here in the cabin of the Albatross,
the leads going down to the seam . . . night after
night—my messages into space, as always and always
the menace approached across the plains. At last the
first imperfect return messages—the fabulous coin-
cidence of the airstrip . . . and so I have told you
our story as always It has drawn nearer . . .

We have not dared to move from the ship. Malu
now with us—but Malu is able to move outside on
occasions, through the double air-lock door, for the
yellow spores have no effect upon him other than in
an attempt to control him mentally. The others gone
—the city in the hills abandoned. Only Malu and
ourselves . . . only—The Creeping Canal! The dark
green, viscid line approaching across the plain, nearer
and nearer! They control—they control it: the
Vivores . . . !

The Canal—the long serpentine line of it, the
waving traveling swamp . . . closer and closer and
finally surrounding us. And at last, the first of Them
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. . . the swamp now all around, all around, and we
dare not move from the cabin. As it has been this
past ten days while I have struggled to continue con-
tact with you. I dare not relax, dare not. They control
—they can control . . .}

w w w

I saw the first—some days ago I saw the
first. There, in the swamp surrounding, in the hot
steam of it . . . white, monstrous. Discophora! The
great white monstrous jelly—and waiting, waiting
for -us, waiting for us, waiting . . .

I will not—will not!—the children, the chil-
dren . . . !

(Message broken, and nothing for four nights;
then some further disjointed gibberish, quite unintel-
ligible; and at last, suddenly clear, one final desperate
cry- across the silent void of space, the broken, help-
less message as I have already described it in my own
first chapter:) '

w ¥ w

. . . Save us—in heaven’s name try to save us!
There is one way—one way only. We are lost—you
must save us. Somehow—come somehow. Bring the
children—the three children. It is the only way to
save us. I cannot, cannot, cannot explain. Only bring
the children, somehow. That will save us, that alone.
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It does not matter how long. We are safe, safe, for *,
many months, years perhaps. But we will perish at |
the last if you do not bring them. Do not ask why.
Find some way—some way. Kalkenbrenner—try per-
haps Kalkenbrenner. Bring Paul and Jacqueline and
Michael. Ask no questions—no time, no time to an-
swer; but bring those three to Mars or we are
lost . . .1

w w w

Then silence. From that moment onward, silence
absolute. Never again did our small receiver by the
airstrip chatter its thin rare messages from across the
void.

In the chill of the early dawn we regarded each
other, white-faced—Mackellar and Archie, Katey and
myself, the two young people who had joined us and
attended the few final sessions when the broken mes-
sages were coming through.

We regarded each other, the silence filled by the
low sullen roar of the Atlantic beyond the moonlit
airstrip. Our thoughts were full of indefinable night-
mare—a sense of intolerable danger to our friends so
many millions of miles away. And of resolution. We
did not understand—how could we?—what could
it mean that only the presence of the three young
people could save MacFarlane and McGillivray? But
we knew that the desperate message would never
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have come unless indeed, in some alien manner con-
nected with the unutterable strangeness of life on the
Angry Planet, it was the only way.

We trusted MacFarlane; and therefore we had to
act—somehow we had to act—so that the travelers
might be saved from whatever monstrous creatures
menaced them—of whose nature we had no true con-
ception.

And MacFarlane had given us the hint himself as
to how the impossible journey might be achieved a
third time in human history.

Dr. Kalkenbrenner.
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CHAPTER VI. THE COMET:
A CONTRIBUTION
BY PAUL ADAM

WELL, it’s my turn. I don’t know why—they
always seem to saddle me with tricky chapters, with
a lot happening in them, and the thing is, of course,
that I'm not a writer at all, really. Still, maybe that’s
just as well—I can get on with things without bother-
ing about descriptions and atmosphere and “style”
and all that. The way I do it is to try to imagine I'm
simply writing you a letter and telling you out
straight. So here goes:

Dear Reader: I'd better start, I think, at the
point when we were all stuck there in Scotland when
Uncle Steve’s messages broke off.

You can imagine the excitement. We didn’t un-
derstand things in the slightest bit (it's maybe just
as well, in view of all that happened afterward) ; all
we knew was that somehow we had to get back to
Mars—]Jacky and me, that is, and Mike, who was in
America. And the only hope was to contact Dr. Kal-
kenbrenner, for we knew he’d been working on a
rocket too, and it might be almost ready for the trip.
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I can’t begin to tell you the tremendous amount
of to-ing and fro-ing that went on. J.K.C. went into a
kind of frenzy. He wrote letters and sent them whizz-
ing across to America, and the place was thick with
cablegrams and telegrams, and talk about the tele-
phonel—I got to the stage when I was hearing it in
my sleep. Calls to our mother and father, calls to
travel agencies to book flight passages for all of us to
go to the US.A,, trans-Atlantic calls to Mike’s
mother and father and Dr. Kalkenbrenner himself
that must have cost a fortune.

And, of course, the pay-off was when J.K.C. did
finally contact Dr. K., that he knew a great deal
about it all already! For as you know, there was old
Mike, in his usual way, spilling the beans and nosing
in! We’'d known he was in America, of course, but
not that he’d actually reached Chicago and had
looked up Dr. K. (he would!) and was right in the
thick of it all.

Well, to cut a long story short, as they say in books
(although this is a book, so I might as well say it),
we got everything taped as far as we could in Scot-
land, and then we set off for the south—the whole
crowd of us.

And in London we met our own mother and
father, who had come up specially, and there were
tremendous scenes in a big hotel.

“No, no,” said poor old Mum, “my children my
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poor children! etcetera—I can’t let them go all that
dreadful distance again, and so on, oh dear, I shall
worry terribly, I worry if they go off for an afternoon
by the sea themselves. Oh dear, to think of them all
the way up there on Mars, etcetera.”

“But what about Mr. MacFarlane?” says ]J.K.C.

“Yes, what about him?” I chime in myself, and
Jacky doesn’t say very much at all, for although she
wants to come, of course, there’s another part of her
that doesn’t want to leave Mother either, and she’s
almost in tears too. . . .

Anyway, talk, talk, talk, and in the end, with
Father joining in on our side, it’s all agreed—
although maybe not just quite as easily as perhaps
I've made it seem: it was, in fact, a real fight to get
permission.

“Only,” says Mother, “I do hope they are looked
after this time. Miss Hogarth, do please promise that
you will go too to look after them—they need the
Woman’s Touch.”

And of course Katey was all for going—had been
from the start; and she nodded; and then all three
women (I mean Katey and Mother and Jacky) dis-
solved into floods of tears, floods and floods of them,
and all us men went off to the lounge and had some-
thing to drink.

Now of course it'll maybe seem crazy, but even
though we’d been to Mars and through all those
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marvels, Jacky and I were really just as excited at the
notion of flying to America! We’d never been, you
see; and there was Mike, nearly two years younger
than me, and he’d been—we could just picture him
boasting and swaggering about the place thinking
he’d put one over on us.

So wham!—off we go: zoom!

I wish I'd time to tell you all about this part of
it—I mean the flight to America, and America itself.
But it isn’t part of the story, really, so I'll have to
keep that for another time. Sufhice it to say etc., etc.
(as they put it in books), that we got there without
any trouble—that is, the whole bunch of us except
Mr. Mackellar, for he wasn’t coming. We had to
leave him behind in England for he was all tied up
with the airstrip job for the Government. The last
we saw of him he was standing on the runway with
Mum and Dad as we went out to the big American
plane at Northolt, and he was positively stufhing him-
self with snuff, clouds and clouds of it, and offering
some to Dad and Mum, and Dad was even absent-
mindedly taking some and then sneezing like mad,
but I think it was just a good excuse to pretend that
that was why there was just a hint of tears in his eyes,
and I don’t mind confessing (off the record) that I
could have done with a small pinch of snuff myself
for the same reason.

Ah well.
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We got there—I mean America—and we met Dr.
Kalkenbrenner, and there was Mike, beside him,
strutting about like a young peacock! You'd think
he’d invented Dr. Kalkenbrenner. (It's an awfully
long and queer name to write down every time, and
I refuse to be as vulgar as Mike and call him “old Kal-
kers,” so T'll simply say “Dr. K.” from now on and
youll know who I mean. His other names were
“Marius Berkeley,” so taking it all in all he was a bit
of a mouthful—but a really decent chap all the same:
about forty-five, and very tall and distinguished-look-
ing, with a little pointed beard and a deep voice and
a nice friendly smile. We took back all we had ever
thought about him in the days when he wasn’t “on
our side” after we came back from Mars last
time. . . .)

As for the Comet . . . !

I've got to confess that fond as I was of the old
Albatross, it really wasn’t a patch on Dr. K'’s job. Of
course, it’s understandable enough—Dr. K. had had
much longer to work on it than poor old Doctor Mac
had had, and he had bags more money. There were
what are called “Very Big Interests” behind Dr. K.,
and he had much of Doctor Mac’s research to build
on and improve on. We know all that, and it doesn’t
take away one whit of poor old Mac’s achievement,
but the Comet really was something all the same. If
you can picture the Albatross as, say, a good solid
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seagoing tramp, with just a bit of a homemade touch
about it, then the Comet was almost a full-fledged
liner.

To begin with, it was a different shape altogether
from our old craft. The Albatross had a kind of bulb-
ous nose, then tapered away to the tail—we used to
say it was like a fish, and so it was, of course, but
maybe it would be better to compare it to a kind of
gigantic tadpole. The Comet wasn’t a bit like that:
it was very long and slender, and went to a most deli-
cate point at the nose end, then bulged out very
slightly in the middle and went to another long slope-
away at the back—like a cigar, really. In fact, it was
much more like the usual idea of a rocket than the
Albatross ever was, and with three huge fins, set like
arrow feathers, which had enormous extending
brackets, I suppose you could call them, which folded
out when you weren’t in space, and made it possible
for the whole affair to stand up on end on a kind of
gigantic tripod.

That was the other thing, you see: the old Alba-
tross had rested at an angle on a huge launching
ramp, but the Comet stood right up on its tail, as it
were—straight up into the air. On Earth, when we
first saw it, it was held in a kind of framework of steel
girders—a kind of scaffolding. But Dr. K. explained
that that was only for additional strength—it was
quite possible, because of the smaller gravity pull on
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Mars, for the Comet to take off from its own resting
position on the tripod for the return journey. You
see, the beauty of it all was that as you were
approaching Mars (or anywhere else for that matter
—the Moon or Venus or what have you), you could
turn the whole rocket around in space and land on
the surface very gently (braking like mad, of course,
with the jets) tail first.

One other thing I ought to say (without being
technical, for I don’t know enough—it’s only that I
couldn’t help being kind of interested), and that is
that the Comet used the idea, same as Doctor Mac
had, of two separate fuels, but in a rather different
way. In the Albatross, the two fuels were fired off
through the same sets of tuyéres, with one auxiliary
set of tuyéres to start off the second fuel, of course,
once you were out a bit in space, but then everything
going through the main set once the first fuel had
cut off. In the Comet there were really two distinct
rockets altogether. Fixed to the tail, on top of the
Comet’s own jets, and underneath the tripod, was a
huge “booster” rocket, as Dr. K. called it. This could
be fired off by remote control from the spaceship’s
cabin—and it was this that whipped up the colossal
power to make the Comet rise from the ground—
and even quite slowly, at first, again unlike the Alba-
tross, which whizzed off zoom from the word go.
Then, when you were well away from Earth’s surface,
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and the booster fuel had burned itself out, in one
operation the whole contrivance fell away from the
Comet’s tail and back down to Earth, and the
Comet’s own jets came into action and there you
were—on your way.

I should maybe add, lest you're worrying about a
great chunk of spent booster rocket coming wham
out of the sky one day and biffing you on the head
(R.I.P.), that as the spent booster fell away a special
mechanism released a fairly sizable parachute, so that
the whole thing floated down and there were no
chances of serious accidents—at least you had time
to see it, I mean, and could jolly well get out of the
way pronto!

And the other thing was—just to complete the
whole picture—that the Comet carried inside her all
the component parts of a second booster, so that
when you landed on Mars and were happily perched
up on the tripod, the very first thing you did was fix
this whole prefabricated contrivance onto the tail
again, and there you were—all set for a take-off the
moment you wanted to. And since it was Mars we
were going to on this trip, and it had the smaller
gravity pull, this booster didn’t have to be anything
like as big and powerful as the one needed to shift us
from Earth, so that was all right, and cut down on
the weight the Comet had to carry.

So that’s that. (Phew! my hand’s all tired and
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cramped from writing all this—the trouble is that
you get carried away and go on for longer than you
first meant. I'd better stop now and pick up again
later on. . . )

Here we are, then—next day, and in fine fighting
trim, all ready for another spell at the desk.

You know all about the Comet now—at least,
maybe not all about it, but enough to be going on
with: later on, Dr. K. will be publishing a book of
his own going into all the real technical details. He’s
also going to explain how it was that just about the
time when we were due to set off, Mars was fortu-
nately coming around toward one of its “nearest-to-
earth” positions. We were jolly lucky in this, I must
say—otherwise the journey would have taken much
longer than the one in the old Albatross, even al-
lowing for the improvements in the Comet. As it was,
it still was a little longer, because of all kinds of com-
plicated difhculties about the orbits of Earth and
Mars being elliptic and not absolutely circular, and
things like “aphelions” and “perihelions” nosing in
to mess things up a bit. . . . Anyway, I don’t really
know anything about all this, except that I've heard
Dr. K. and the others talking about it and seen them
working the whole business out with adding ma-
chines and such (and I looked up the words them-
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selves in a scientific dictionary, so the spelling’s all
right at least) .

We had a hectic time getting ready. There were
endless conferences and sessions with Dr. K., who
had, of course, agreed wholeheartedly to the rescue
expedition idea, once all the facts had been put be-
fore him, and was almost as excited as old J.K.C. him-
self, both by the thought of seeing his rocket in full
blast and by the thought of going to Mars for the
first time. For our part, we were desperately keen to
get started for the sake of Uncle Steve and poor old
Doctor Mac: it wasn’t as if we knew what was what
up there in Mars, you know—we had simply no idea;
except, of course, that something pretty serious was
afoot, and that somehow we were the only ones who
could do anything about it. Maybe it was even too
late—we didn’t know that either: we just felt we had
to get going.

And because we were all so eager, things were ar-
ranged in double-quick time. We had barely a week
in Chicago before the whole business was cut and
dried and we were ready to start. Dr. Ks men had
been working all around the clock on the last touches
to the Comet—the place was such a den of activity
as I'd never seen in my life before. Of course, be-
cause of the rush and turmoil, there were a hundred
and one little improvisations—Dr. K. didn’t have
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time, for instance, to complete his own apparatus for
feeding us on the journey (he’d worked out a real |
master plan for dealing with this side of things), so
we had simply to make do again with Doctor Mac’s
old “toothpaste” method—that is to say, normal
food being impossible to handle in a spaceship be-
cause of the lack of weight, we had to feed from con-
centrates which were made up into paste form and
packed into plastic tubes, just like toothpaste tubes,
and you simply put the nozzle thing into your mouth
and squeezed . . . ! Still, we didn’t mind this in the
least: it was like old times for one thing, and for an-
other it made us feel that Doctor Mac was somehow
with us in spirit at least on this bigger job than his
own old pioneering effort.

So everything was somehow arranged at last. For
the last few days before the take-off we all moved out
of Chicago altogether—went to live in the work-
men’s huts miles out in the open country, close to
where the rocket itself was.

I ought to say at this stage who exactly was going,
I suppose.

Well, naturally, there was Dr. K—that was an
absolute must. And ourselves—another must, be-
cause of Uncle Steve’s last message, the whole reason
for the voyage at all (I mean Jacky and Mike and
Yours Truly, of course). Then there was Katey—
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Katey Hogarth; for our parents had made her prom-
ise to go, to look after us (as if it made a pennyworth
of difference!) . Dr. K. wasn’t very keen on the idea—
quite charming and all that, full of old-world courtesy
and such; but you could see that women in space-
ships just wasn’t his idea of what was what—it
wasn’t, as he put it, “a true feminine occupation, my
dear.” But when Mike’s mother and father joined in,
and said that they wanted Katey to go too, or they’d
hold back on permission for Mike to go, well, there
was nothing else for it, and Dr. K. had to give in.

We wanted one more. Dr. K. half considered tak-
ing one of his assistants; but most of them were mar-
ried men, with vast families, and besides, if anything
did happen to us in space, someone had to be about
who could carry on Dr. K.’s research work back home
in Chicago.

Of course, there was only one answer, and that
was—

Archie Borrowdale!

He was exactly right—had all the technical quali-
fications because of his work with Mr. Mackellar, and
so would be a great help to Dr. K. on the journey.
And he was an expert shot, as it happened—he’d
spent his student holidays in the Scottish Highlands
after the stags, and was terrific with a gun; and you
never knew, maybe the Vivores would have to be
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dealt with by guns—maybe they were different from
the old Terrible Ones, which weren’t in the least
affected by bullets.

And to crown all, of course, he was Katey’s
fiancé, which was a bit of all right for her, and for
him too, for he wouldn’t have liked her to go tearing
off forty or fifty millions of miles away while he
stayed biting his fingernails at home. Besides, we
three—Jacky and Mike and me—we thought he was
all right as well!

So there we were. In the last two days there was an
odd sort of “slowing up” of things. We had lived at
such a pace for so long that when everything was
virtually over except the shouting we hardly knew
what to do with ourselves.

Dr. K. had gone off somewhere or other to make
some last-minute contacts and arrangements. All the
work on the rocket had been done—the fuels were
loaded, all the stores were packed aboard. We had
plenty of food, of course, for we had to consider that
Doctor Mac and Uncle Steve would be with us on
the return journey—and besides, Dr. K. was a very
careful man, and had loaded up plenty of additional
supplies for “unforeseen emergencies,” as he put it.

So it only remained to wait for the moment of the
set-off as it had been fixed according to certain
weather conditions and other technical whatnots by
Dr. K—and that moment was still two days ahead
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(and at something like five o’clock in the morning—
brrrr!) .

So—we moped; we simply moped and moped. We
were, in fact, nearly bored stiff—if you can believe
that—on the very eve of setting off on a trip to Mars!
Every now and again, of course, if we stopped to
think of it, we'd get a queasy kind of falling-away
feeling in the pits of our stomachs, like going down
in an elevator suddenly; but for the most part we just
didr’t think of it, somehow—there was a queer kind
of numbness in us and even (in Jacky, I mean) a
hint of tears. . . . Ah well! the way of the world,
you know. Nothing ever does work out quite the way
you think it will. . . .

What really saved the situation—kept us going in
those last two strange days of suspense and waiting—
was Miss Maggie Sherwood. Maybe I should say a
word or two about her—Dr. K.’s niece, you know, as
Mike has already mentioned.

She had come out to the launching site with us
and was living in one of the huts, same as we were.
She and Mike were as thick as thieves—they’d struck
up a real friendship as soon as they had met in Chi-
cago, and I must say they suited each other well.
Maggie was about the same age as Mike, and her
hair had a tinge of red in it (his was bright carrot) .
She was a big strong kind of girl, always leaping
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about—never still for a moment; tremendous fun,
really—plenty of energy about her. Not very pretty—
I can’t say that; but a nice sort of squashed-in face*
that looked just swell when she smiled—and she was
nearly always smiling.

Anyway, that was Maggie more or less, and as I
say, she pulled us through those last two days. She
was as lively as a cricket—always hatching up some
scheme or other to amuse us. When she wasn’t in
the thick like that she was off for hours on end with
the bold Mike, the pair of them with their heads
close together, and whispering, as if they were plan-
ning something. Once, 1 remember, they both were
missing for several hours—nobody had any idea
where they were. We searched everywhere—all over
the camp; and it was Archie who spotted them at
last, clambering stealthily down the long metal lad-
der that led up to the tiny entrance hatch in the side
of the Comet.

When we asked Mike what the pair of them had
been doing for so long in the rocket’s cabin, when it
was strictly speaking out of bounds till we went into
it on business as it were, he just shrugged.

“Oh, nothing. Just taking a last look around, you
know—at least Maggie was. Don’t forget she
mightn’t ever see it again—or her uncle either for

* Thanks, pall What about Jacky’s freckles? And your ears stick
out, if I may say so!—M.S.
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that matter—or even any of us. You never know.
We might blow up before we ever leave Earth at
all—or we might be hit by a meteor in space—or
there are always the Vivores when we do touch down
on Mars, what<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>