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HE exquisite woman in the black tights,
a golden, jewel-studded instrument belt
about her waist, sat in deep thought.
Again she referred to the photographic
- prints on the table before her, studying

them intently beneath the bright light. Finally she

made several mathematical computations on the

nearby scratch pad, contemplated them, and then

relaxed.

“It just couldn’t be,” she murmured. “It's at

variance with all the laws of celestial mechanics.”
Getting to her feet, she crossed to the obser-
vation window of the spaceship Ultra and, shading
the glass from the lights inside the control-room,
peered intently on to the depths of infinity. -
Everywhere the stars and nebulae, magnificent
in their -cosmic grandeur, but to these things the
Golden Amazon of Earth gave scant attention.

The marvels of space were unimpressive by very

reason of their familiarity. Her attention was con-
centrated on a small green world, a solitary emerald

point in the hosts of the void, toward which the

Ultra was sweeping with soundless and immeasur-
able velocity. | | ‘
“It just can’t be Earth,” the Amazon insisted to
herself. “So many light-centuries from its normal
position—right in the Milky Way galaxy itself.
Everything says it is, yet reason says it 1S not...
and I prefer to trust my reason.” '
She relaxed again, puzzled, standing like a god-
dess with the stars for a backdrop. For once in
her life. the Golden Amazon was bewildered. Her
keen mind could not, as it normally did, hurdle

the problem before her—and not "without reason. .

How could a planet, the entire Earth itself, transfer
its position from being one of a family of nine
world to occupy a place of isolation multi-millions
“of miles across space? :
“It is a bit of a problem, isn’t it?”

The Amazon turned sharply as the grave mas-
Abna. her
~ husband, had entered the control-room—the seven-

culine voice broke in on her thoughts.

foot tall, majestic leader of the Cosmic Crusaders,
as flawless in male attributes as was the Amazon
in her sex. | | :

~-Moving to the observation window, he looked
on to space for a moment, then turned, quizzically
smiling, to the violet-eyed, golden-haired woman
beside him. ' o % s

“Beyond all reason, isn’t it?” he asked at length.

“Definitely!” The Amazon gestured toward the
table and its contents. “I've been checking over
the details, and the maths arrived at by the elec-
tronic brain, but I can’t find a mistake anywhere.
Everything says that is Earth ahead—and the photos
even show the planet’s surface to be exactly iden-
tical to Earth, but I know at the back of my mind
that it’s crazy.”

“Very strange,” Abna agreed, shrugging. “We're

‘in the middle of the Milky Way, and yet there’s
Farth only about two hours’ flying time away, at
the pace we’re making. No use worrying, Vi: just
leave it be until we get there.
find out.” * f | A .

“If only I had seen this, I'd think it an illusion,”
the Amazon said. “But you’re seeing the same as
I do—and so do Viona and Mexone. So it must
be genuine. ...” She glanced about her. “Time those
two were back on the job, isn’t it?” ~

Abna glanced at the wall clock. “They've 15
minutes more yet. Let them have it, Vi: they don’t
eet much chance to behave as husband and wife,
remember. Always off on some prank, and it's
usually us who are responsible. Maybe we ought
to remember sometimes that they're only young—or
rather that we’re rather old.” | ‘

“In comparison to them, yes,” the Amazon
agreed. “But not in any other sense.” .
' Abna smiled and said nothing. The brief
olimpse of the eternal feminine peeping through
the Amazon’s cold, scientific exterior had amused
him. Though she had no reason to fear advanc-
ing age—for physically and mentally she was an
apparent 25—she was still woman enough to reject
any comment upon it. As for Viona, daughter
of the Amazon and Abna; and Mexone, her hus-
band, they constituted the remaining two members
of the Cosmic Crusaders, the fabulous little band
devoted to the self-appointed task of helping needy
or backward people, on whatever planet, to a better
position than they would otherwise have been able
fo achieve. | r |

The present position for the Cosmic Crusaders
was unique. At the close of strange experiences
in the region of the Coal Sack, they had suddenly
observed their own world some 80 million miles

?
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away. Now they were hurtling toward that world,
each one of them intrigued, yet baffled, Reason
and scientific fact were utterly opposed to one
another. |

. “What speed are we making?” Abna asked
presently, - looking again into the void, and the
Amazon crossed to the enormous instrument panel
and studied the gauges. |

“Half the speed of light,”
presently. “l can step it up if you want.”

“No need: puts too big a strain on us. As I

~said, we’ll touch down in a couple of hours at the
pace we're making.”

The Amazon nodded, and crossed to the obser-
vation window to join her husband.
they watched the emerald point growing larger 1n
the instrument: then presently Abna made an ob-
servation. | | ; |

“Apparently Earth—if it is Earth—isn’t the only
planet in this part of space. Notice far beyond it
again—there’s another planet.
Jight. It’s plainly a planet and not a star. Presum-
ably it has the same star for a sun that Earth has.”

“Which is that G-type dwarf star some 80

million - miles to the cosmic east,” the Amazon
said, pointing. “I've already had it under obser-
vation. At first I thought that by some fluke it
was the sun of the Earth system, but I soon found
it wasn't. For one thing it’s slightly larger, and
also a good deal younger. Similar to Earth's sun,
but not identical. ... As for that pearly planet be-
yond, I never noticed it before.”

Abna moved over to the telescope and adjusted
the eyepiece. He peered long and earnestly through

~ the lenss, and then looked up and studied the self-

registering instruments fitted to the telescope’s side.
“Visually, there’s nothing to report. Seems to

be a cloud-wrapped planet. Distance is some 40

million miles beyond Earth. = General conditions
That’s as far
as we can get—until we explore it ourselves.”
The Amazon gave a worried smile. “We’ll tackle
Earth first; the rest can wait. ' |
Abna rejoined her in window-gazing, then catch-
ing sight of the Amazon’s definitely troubled ex-
pression, he put a great arm about her shoulders.
“Troubled, Vi?”’ |
- The Amazon and Abna glanced around as
copper-haired, sapphire-eyed Viona came bouncing
into the control-room, followed somewhat

ponderously by husband Mexone. Viona hurried

over to the window and gazed out into space, her

brightly lovely young face full of eager interest.

- “Qld Earth still there, I see,” she commented;
then she looked at her mother questioningly. It
is Earth, I suppose? You haven’t proved anything
to the contrary in the meantime?”

“Nothinz.” the Amazon answered. “Science and
common sense still don’t agree, so as your father
says, the only thing to do is go ahead and find out.”

The Ultra still flew on with tremendous velocity

by reason of its constant velocity in free space. but
presently the forward jets came into operation,
thrusting the huge vessel away from the approach-
ing Earth and with this operation the speed began
to noticeably slacken. f |

“There’s no doubt that that’s Earth—exactly as
we left it so many years ago,” Viona said. “There’s
the United States of FEurope—America, (anada,
Africa, the Poles.... And there are the British
Jsles, on the left of United Europe.
doubt about that.”

“No use denying the evidence of our own eyes,”
the Amazon admitted. “Things being as they are,
I think the best course is to head for the south
coast of England, and my own home. It ought to

Copyright © 1959 by John Russell Fearn
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be still standing as we left it.” -

With that she turned aside to the control panel
again; and within 20 minutes the Ultra was sweep-
ing through the outermost fringes of the atmosphere,
going ever down. Yet the Amazon had none of the
feelings of a traveller returning after long absence
to her homeland. There was something different,
something queer, and she couldn’t put her finger
on it. Earth in the midst of the Milky Way? Nol
There was something wrong. - |

Shaking her head to herself, the Amazon gave
her entire concentration to the job of handling the
Ultra as she levelled out over the sprawling mass
of London. Taking the city as her landmark, she
changed course gradually and headed southwards
until the English Channel came into view; then she
began the weaving back and forth which was neces-
sary in order to pinpoint her own closed residence
at the back of the South Downs.

By the time she had discovered the tiny white
speck which was her home, the Ultra was moving
slowly—not more than 50 miles an hour and at a
height of about 3,000 feet, skimming over sun-
washed fields and hedgerows, speeding over farms
and small outlying towns—until at last she had
her home directly below her, the grounds thereof
expanding on all sides into parklike spaces.
she lowered the immense vessel down, sweeping
several times over the wide, grassy spaces, until

at last the Ultra settled down to- a vast green lawn,

kept in perfect repair—and became still. The hum

“And that is your home?” Mexone asked, staring
across the lawn to the white, shuttered building not

- very far away. | .

“That’s it,” the Amazon confirmed, operating .
the controls which unfastened the airlock. "It must
be 10 years since we left. Let's be moving.”

Abna followed her, then Viona and Mexone.
Mexone looked in wonder on the green grass and
soft blue of the summer sky. He couldn’t believe.
it, so utterly at variance was Earth with his home
planet. A

“Everything seems to have been attended to,”
the Amazon said, leading the way to the massive
front door of the residence. I left orders for
everything to be kept in order until I returned,
and that the house was to be examined and aired
from time to time. From the look of things that
has been done.” |

Gaining the front door, she took the key from

a pocket of her golden belt, and in another moment

the portal was winging wide on to an expanse of
exquisitely decorated hall, the furniture covered
with dust sheets. |

“Yes,” the Amazon said slowly, entering and
gazing around her, “it’s all the same as 1t ever was
—even though I still don’t understand it.”

“It happened,” anyhow,” Viona said. “This is
your. home all right. I know it well enough.”

Within an hour the four were more or less
settled. The dust sheets had been removed; they
had had a meal from provisions brought from the
Ultra, and now they sat in the huge lounge, dressed
as became normal civilians, not ashamed to admit
they rather liked—temporarily at least—the respite
from an incessant round of adventure.

“I'm not satisfied,” the Amazon declared, tap-
ping a long yellow index finger on the arm of her
chair. “I'm perpetually overshadowed by the con-
viction that this is a dream or something. Out-
wardly, everything is as it should be—not a thing
disturbed: but inwardly it just doesn’t jell. How
do the rest of you feel?” e

“1 feel the same as you do,” Abna confessed,
“but since we’re in no danger or inconvenience,
why bother about 1t?” | |

The Amazon looked at him indignantly. “Why .
bother about it, did you say? We have to bother
about it, Abna, because we know it isn’t right. 1
shan’t be satisfied until I know the answer.”

“T'll wager. this isn’t Earth at all, but an illusion.

- I'm going down to the village store to find out.”

Avna bpecame silent. He knew of old the
Amazon’s peculiar insight. If she was convinced
something was wrong, then invariably it was—but
for the life of him Abna could not, at the moment
anyway, see any clue to the mystery. %

 The provision store the Amazon had mentioned
was in its normal position, a small driveway lead-
ing up to it. She opened the door, glanced up ‘at
the ancient-type bell clanging over her head, and
then waited with Abna behind her for the proprietor
to appear. He did so, after a moment—a tubby
little man with sandy hair, just as the Amazon had

always known him.

Slowly
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“Good afternoon,” the Amazon greeted him,
moving forward. “It’s. Mr. Pearson, isn’t it?”

The tubby little man did not reply
over his counter blankly, then slowly scratched his
head, a look of bewilderment on his face. The
Amazon looked at him, frowned, then glanced at
Abna. Immediately he took up the conversation.

“I know we’ve been away a long time, Mr.
Pearson, but now we’re back. Surely you remem-
ber me, Abna? And this is my wife, who was
Violet Ray Brant before she was married to me
at Westminster Abbey. Or does the name of the
Golden Amazon mean more to you?”

The tubby man still did not-speak. His vacant

eyes went over the Amazon, as though he were.

absorbing every detail of her perfect, golden-hued
figure in the colorful summer frock. The Amazon
watched his scrutiny’ with-one eyebrow raised and

~a faintly cynical smile on her mouth—but Abna

went further and passed a hand quickly before Mr.
Pearson’s eyes. He did not even blink.

- “Amazingly enough, he doesn’t see us,” Abna
said, turning.

“Well, if he’s gone blind—which I doubt from
the sure way he came into the shop—he at least
can’t be deaf as well,” the Amazon retorted. “Why
on earth doesn’t he answer"”

Far from answering, Pearson scratched his head
and then sucked his teeth. He came shambling
around the provision-littered counter, walked past
the Amazon and Abna without seeing them, and

then slammed the door thev had left open behind

them. -

“Blasted kids,” he muttered. “Always up to some

tricks!”

With that he went back into the kltchen leav-
ing Abna and the Amazon staring blankly after
him. Then abruptly the Amazon set her jaw and
moved forward. |

“I'll soon settle this—"

“No, wait.” Abna gripped her arm and drew
her back. “There’s more to it than there appears.
He didn’t deliberately ignore us: he isn’t blind or
deaf, because the bell brought him into the shop.
It’s just that...we don’t exist to him. He didn’t
even see us!” |

The Amazon slowly relaxed as the truth of
Abna’s words sank into her mind. Presently she
looked up at him quickly.

“Yes, | believe you’re right—which bears out
what I said about there being somethrng queer. All
right, we're going to look further into this, but first
it might be a good idea to see from television exactly
what’s going on in the world.”

- “Fair enough, but there’s no electrlcrty at the
house, remember. It may take a time to get it
reconnected.”

“We'll sling an extension from the Ultra S power
plant. Come on.’

The Amazon led the way swrftly to the door.
Once again the bell clanged as she and Abna passed
to the outside, but by the time Pearson had ar-
rived to investigate, the door was shut again. What
he thought about the whole business they had no
idea; and in any case, they had other things on
their minds.

They quickened their pace and before very long
they had returned home. Preoccupied, they re-
entered the lounge through the french windows.
Immediately Viona and Mexone glanced up.

“Well, any news?” Viona asked eagerly, and
the Amazon gave her a sombre glance.

“News of sorts, yes—and decidedly baffling it is.
We're just not visible to other people. We can
create sounds but they're not able to see us, or hear
our voices. By sounds, I mean we can ring the

bell of a door, but when we talk we can’t make

ourselves heard.”

The Amazon nodded toward the big television
in the corner. .

“That’s the first thing that can help us. It’s
about news time at the moment, so maybe we can
learn something. We'll sling an extension cable

from the Ultra’s power plant. Give me a hand,
Abna.”

He nodded and accompanied her outside. In

less than 10 minutes a live power wire had been
carried across the lawn to the television set, and
Abna switched on. Then the four of them waited,
watching the as yet blank screen.

Then the television screen began to. lighten and
the mmage of a news announcer merged into view.
The Amazon glanced at her watch.

“Good! Evidently news is still given at the
same time as when we left.”

The others did not answer. They were too

‘He: gazed |

council.

- -death, and
- present -daily bulletins.

~ difference, except in the way people react.

WORLD IN DUPLICATE

concentrated on listening to what the news an-
nouncer had to Ssay.

“...and as is customary at thlS time, thlS station
is l1st1ng the accidents and crimes whlch have oc-
curred within the metropolitan area during the last
24 hours. There have been over 460 fatal acci-
dents, mostly in traffic; some 300 suicides, and 60
major crimes, in which murder has taken pre-
dominance, as usual. The matter of these acci-
dents and crimes, which have been occurring datly

now for nearly two years, is to be the main topic

for debate at the forthcoming meeting of the world
The world council has high hopes of solv-
ing why humanity should be so mysteriously hag-
ridden. . And now for the resume of the news

- for those who may have missed the commencement
~of our program.’

The announcer turned back on his notes and

-continued:

“The Little Wars in Western America continue,
and there are signs of a further outbreak of violence
in the European area. From London itself there is
nothing unusual to report, beyond a further fall
in share values on the stock exchange. From scien-
tific circles comes news that it is hoped to presently
institute a three-day-a-week service to all the major
planets, instead of two days as at present.
Dodd Space Line is considering this innovation at
the moment. And finally, the reports om crime,
suicide, which are a feature of our

And that is all the news
from Universal Television.”

The Amazon switched off the television and

considered for a moment, then she looked aCross

- at Abna.

“Something is definitely wrong,” she said.
“Apart from the Earth being out of its normal
position in the cosmos, I mean. When we departed
on our crusading journeys we left a peaceful, pros-
perous planet—otherwise we wouldn’t have gone.
Now it seems the planet is afflicted with war, death,
crime, and suicide, to such an extent that daily
bulletins are issued in regard to it. What’s hap-
pened to change things so much?”
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“I’m more interested in the fact that we’re
invisible,” Abna said. “Yet for the life of me I
can’t see. why we should be.”

“Because—as | said before—I don’t believe this
is really Earth,” the Amazon insisted. “It just looks
like it—but suppose the people tenanting it are
really thousands of light-years away. They wouldn’t
contact us, would they?”

Abna frowned. “Just what are you getting at?”

“l am assuming—vaguely, I must admit—that

this planet is somehow reflecting events on Earth,
with such flawless perfection that we can’t tell the
Imagine
reflections of people in a mirror. The reflections
would not answer you if you -spoke to them,
would they? It’s possible that scientists somewhere
have perfected something far above that, even to
the actual duplication of human beings, buildings,
sounds, and everything else that goes to make up
a world.”

“They must have incredible science to do that,”
Abna muttered, still frowning doubtfully. “And
anyhow, why do it? Where's the point of it?”

CHAPTER II

retired. In the Amazon and Abna’s bedroom

the shades were undrawn, leaving the perplexing

starry sky open to their vision. For a long time
after Abna had dropped off to sleep the Amazon lay
looking up at the hazy galaxies, trying to sort out
in her mind what new puzzle had presented itself
—but the more she thought about it the more
baffled she became And so finally she, too, fell
asleep.

It was Stlll dark when she awoke again—the
soft, luminescent darkness of summer. For a mo-
ment she lay wondering what had roused her. In
any case, she always slept on the edge of sleep,

IT was just after midnight when they had finally

The
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her intensely keen senses hardly subdued and ready
for the alert on the slightest of provocations-'—--
usually dangerous ones.

Raising herself on her elbows, she looked about
her, but could see nothing but the normal room.
Her gift for seeing in the dark enabled her to pene-
trate the deepest shadows, but there was nothing
there. And beside her Abna still slumbered on.
And yet, there was a something. The Amazon
could feel it, even if she could not see it. It made
her nerves tighten, and a conviction of electrical
static set the short hairs at the base of her scalp
tingling.

Then suddenly—a presence. At first it was only
the hazy outline, then it rapidly gained density and
formed into the general contour of a well-built,

six-foot man in a dark tunic of some kind with

a weird monogram inscribed on his broad chest.

“I believe,” the presence said, “that I have the
pleasure of addressing the Golden Amazon of
Earth?” |

It was a mellow voice. The words were well
rounded and soft in their enunciation; yet behind
them there was an infinite, disembodied coldness.
There was no more human feeling in them than
if they had been uttered by a robot.

“Yes, I am the Golden Amazon.” The Amazon
waited tensely. “To whom am I speal\\ing?”

“To the First of the Denafrone.”

“That conveys nothing to me, but I assume that
by ‘First’ you are implying that you are the leading
personality.”

“Your assumpfion is correct, Golden Amazon.
Maybe it would help things if you could see me

more clearly.”

The Amazon watched the tall figure stride across

. the room to the light switch. He seemed non-

plussed as no light responded as he pressed the
button.

“Dear me,” he murmured then after a brief
hesitation he took something from his tunic and
set it on the nearby dressing table. A switch
clicked, and instantly the bedroom was flooded
with pearly radiance. It was a strange light, sooth-
ing and yet intensely brilliant.

“Cold light,” the First explained, as the Amazon
looked puzzled for a moment. “The maximum of
light with the minimum of heat.”

The Amazon said nothing. She was studying
the man’s features. Most remarkable of all was his
immense forehead, topped with glossy black hair.
The eyes seemed to be gray and very sardonic
beneath very thin, well-arched eyebrows. A fiercely
hooked nose, thin-lipped mouth, and rat-trap jaw
completed the definitely forbidding portrait. :

“What do you want here?” It was Abna who
asked the question, sitting up beside the Amazon
and giving the First a grim stare. |

“You,” the First answered, shrugging. “Both of
you—and the other two—Viona and Mexone.” =~

“Why?” the Amazon snapped, not bothering to
ask how the First knew so much, even to the
intimacy of names.

“To myself and my race,” the First said, ex-
amining his long-fingered hands thoughtfully, “you
four represent a very disturbing influence in the
heart of a great experiment. The disturbance-value
is heightened by the fact that all four of you—and
you two in particular—are extremely clever, pos-
sessing an impressive array of scientific weapons,
including one which operates on the zero-quantity
of thought It is unfortunate that you happened to
come into the midst of our experiments. You
have only yourselves to blame for the predicament
in which you now find yourselves. I have your
spaceship under heavy guard You may regard it
as lost to you from now on.”

Impatiently, Abna scrambled out of bed and
dragged on-a robe. As he tied the girdle about
his waist he looked contemptuously at the First’s
sardonic face.

“If you will tell us what you wish us to do
we can consider 1t You will not find us unco-
operative, and we 're always ready to hsten to
another scientist.”

“I am afraid this matter cannot be settled amic-
ably, Abna. I repeat—you and your wife are
interfering, unwittingly I know, with a profound
experiment, and interference is something which
can never be tolerated.”

“You expect us, then, to depart from this
world?” the Amazon asked, also getting out of bed
and reaching for her wrap.

“More than that—much more. You will see
later.” The First reflected for a moment, then
added: “I will allow you 10 minutes to dress your-



selves fittingly, then vou will come with me.”
The Amazon and Abna looked at each other,

The First caught the glance that passed between

them and added: “You will not make any attempts
at escape because that would result in. your being
killed. This house is watched from every angle.
Now, I will leave you to dress and pass on the
same instructions to your daughter and her
husband.” | |

The First turned, but instead of heading for
the door he went straight toward the wall, beyond
which was Viona and Mexone’s bedroom. Mysteri-
ously, he passed through the wall itself, and dis-
appeared. | ~

“Are we going to stand here and be dictated
to?” the Amazon demanded, her violet eyes glinting.

“Yes—for the moment.”
and pulled off his robe. “We seem to be in the
toils of an educated and scientific gentleman who
unfortunately has the whip-hand of us. Under
such conditions it’s wisest to obey.”

The Amazon muttered something to herself and

then became quiet. =~ Silently she and Abna dressed,
then together they looked out of the window on to
the quiet of the grounds. The Ultra was still
there, and as far as they could see, nobody was
guarding it, unless they were inside it.

“Who do .you suppose this creature really is7”
the Amazon murmured. “What’s he driving at?”

Abna did not have the chance to reply for at
that moment the First was with them again. He
stood for a moment by the wall, then surprisingly
enough, Viona and Mexone, hastily dressed, came
through it. They walked slowly, with an air of

infinite bewilderment, as.though they were not at

all sure what they were doing.

“In case you are under the impression that these
two young people have suddenlly perfected the -art
of walking through matter, think again,” the First
said. “They did it because I made it so. The
fourth dimension can be opened to others as well
as to myself.” | |

He came forward slowly, holding Viona and

Mexone each by an arm. |
" “Mother., what’s going on?” Viona burst out
suddenly. “Who is this man? Suddenly he came
upon us, ordered us to dress, and— Well, here
we are.” |

The Amazon gave a grim glance. “You're as
wise as your father and I about the set-up, Viona.
- As for this person, he’s the First of the Denafrone.
Apart from putting a guard over the Ultra, 1 don't
know anything more about him.” |

“You will,” the First announced, still with that
ice-cold treath in his voice.
of you will come with me.” 1

With that he strode to the outer wall and
“passed through it. The Amazon hesitated a mo-
ment, then went experimentally forward. To her
surprise, she passed through the wall without effort
and found herself standing in empty air some 20
feet from the ground, with literally so visible means
of support. A short distance away the First was
smiling coldly in the gray light of dawn.

“It is amusing to behold scientists of your high
calibre mystified,” he commented. “And remember,
you only find the air solid and the walls as trans-
parent as mist because I make it so. One false

- move and I could drop every one of you to the

ground, with quite unpleasant consequences! Con-

tinue following!”

They went beyond the grounds to the open
country beyond. Then it became obvious where
the destination was. About half a mile distant,
gleaming in the low rays of the rising sun, was
2 machine about half the size of the Ultra, and
towards it the First was definitely heading.

“We've got to do something!” the Amazon said
anxiously. “Once aboard that thing, and with our
own Ultra left here, we’ve no means of fighting
for ourselves.” She laid a hand on Abna’s arm.
“Why don’t we settle the issue now?”

“Here? In mid-air?” Abna looked at her
doubtfully. -
“Why not? It’s only a drop of 20 feet or so

when we fall. We've taken worse tumbles than that.”

' Before Abna could attempt any answer, the
Amazon acted. She leaped forward and mm two
strides had reached the First’s side. He turned
in obvious surprise, and as he did so the Amazon’s
right arm lashed out with steel-spring impact. Her
bunched knuckles struck him clean in the mouth
and the force of the blow overbalanced him.

Evidently something else happened, too. Prob-
ably his mind clouded for a moment. Whatever
it was, the Amazon found herself dropping help-

Abna gave a shrug

“For the moment, all

" ments.
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lessly through space. She struck the ground violently
and Jay for a moment, stupefied. Then she became
aware of Abna, Viona and Mexone likewise fallen,
but slowly struggling to their feet. A little distance
away, men similar to the First had appeared as if

by magic and were watching the four narrowly,

holding strangely designed weapons in their hands.
“I’m afraid that wasn’t a very clever trick,”
Abna remarked, helping the Amazon to her feet.
“And our friend doesn’t look too pleased, either.”
The First, who had also fallen, was being helped
to his feet by one of the atten@ant men. With
subdued rage on his austere face, he came slowly
forward. We wiped blood from his lips carefully.
“That,” he said coldly, “was a senseless attack,
Golden Amazon—the kind of thing I would have
expected a low-type mind to do, but certainly not
you. However, I shall not forget it, and it has
got all of you precisely nowhere. Now get into
that ship and don’t try anything further!”
Grim-faced, the Amazon obeyed, rubbing her
bruised shoulder as she moved. Ahead of Abna,
Viona and Mexone she entered a fairly large con-
trol-room, but she had no opportunity to gaze
around it. The attendants of the First, who seemed
to be everywhere, seized her and forced her down
a narrow passage into the metal stern of the ship.
Here there was a metal-walled cell, just big enough
to hold all four. They were huddled in, one after
the other, then the metal door clanged shut and
was noisily bolted.
“Now what do you suppose is going to hap-
pen?” came Viona’s troubled voice out of the gioom.
“Nothing very. pleasant, I'll wager,” Abna said.
“Wonder if this place is ventilated?” Viona

asked, dimly visible in the faint light reflecting

under the metal door.

“Doesn’t signify,” the Amazon answered.
“There’s enough air coming beneath that door to
keep us healthy. We shan’t die that way. My
main worry is having to leave the Ultra—"

She broke off suddenly and staggered against

Abna. He, too, lurched, and so did Viona and
Mexone. A vast roaring broke upon their ears
and enormous pressures weighed them down, in-

creasing with every second, until it was as though

they were pinned by a weight of countiess tons.
Slowly they sank to their knees; thern they were

‘lying full length, fighting with everything that was

in them to draw breath into their tortured lungs.
For endless minutes the violent pressure endured
until the four felt they could endure it no longer.
Then suddenly it ceased, and with it the frightful
roaring from somewhere beneath them. They rose
slowly to their feet, aware of a sense of unnatural

buoyancy.

“Evidently we’re space-borne,” the Amazon said

erimly. “That must have been the take-off, and
the noise was from the rocket exhausts somewhere
beneath us. We've well and truly left our second
Earth—and the Ultra—behind.”

The others had no time to comment before the
cell door opened and the First became visible, sii-
houetted against the lights of the control-room at
the farther end of the mnarrow corridor.

“I must express my regret at any inconvenience

the take-off may have caused you,” he remarked

drily.  “If it caused you any severe physical dis-
comfort, consider it recompense for the blow which
you dealt me, Amazon.”

The Amazon was silent, and though her fists
were clenched in keeping with her emotions, she

knew quite well there was nothing she could use-

fully do to alter the situation.

“You are wondering where we are heading?”
the First continued. “I will tell you. To my home
planet. You may have already seen it as a gray,
pearly planet.” -

“We’ve seen it,” the Amazon acknowledged
briefly.
intend doing?”

“] have many plans in mind,” the First said
reflectively. “My.major concern is to be sure that
you do not any longer interfere with our experi-
Apart from that, all four of you know
many scientific things of which we are in ignorance.
We intend to know what those things are. For the
moment I will leave you. At regular mtervals,
food will be brought yvou, and you will bave to
make what arrangements you can for sleeping.
None of these rigors would have come about if you
had behaved yourselves.” |

The cell door clanged again and once more
the four were in the faintly reflective gloom, each
of them nursing considerable misgivings as to how
the present situation was going to develop.

- of two enormous opened g

“And when we get there, what do you

you can give!
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CHAPTER III

HE journey from the second Earth to the
pearl-gray planet was not a long one at the
velocity with which the space machine
travelled; but for the four Crusaders it was

definitely a prisoners’ trip. They were duly given
food, of sorts, and allowed exercise i the con-
fines Olf the vessel under constant guard—but that
was all. '

So, still with no hint of .what was in store for

~ them, they came to the end of the journey—with-

out the interest of seeing what kind of a planet
they had come to. They ceuld hear the rush of
the atmospheric envelope against the ship as it
descended, and the next thing they knew was that
the constant throb of the power plant had ceased.
Evidently they had arrived.

“We’d better be prepared for anything,” the
Amazon remarked. “And for about the first fime
in our lives we haven’t a thing to defend ourseives
with. Not a gun or weapon among the four of.us.™

“If we’d have had time to put on our flying
suits instead of these ordinary clothes we'd have
been better equipped,” Mexone commented bitterly.

There was a sound at the cell door. A moment
afterwards it opened and the First stood there.

“You can come out now,” he said. “Go straight
along this. passage to the airlock. There you will
join the -guard who have full instructions as teo
what to do.”

The Amazon looked about her. The ship had
Janded on a broad park-like space surrounded by
curious-looking trees. Not far away several more
spaceships were standing, and behind them agaim
were quite normal-looking buildings which, presum-

‘ably, contained the executive offices, their bold

fronts outlined against a sky of pearly vapors
through which sunlight struggled fitfully.

“Quite a pleasant world,” the Amazon confessed
finally, evidently arriving at the conclusion that it
would be better to be sociable to the enemy—ifor
the moment. “What is its name?” |

“Kolb. It is pretty similar in civilization to
yvour own world, with the principal ruling city
over there.”

The First nodded to an endless mass of build-

- ings, many of them skyscrapers, in the near iore-

ground.

“The Denafrone are congregated there, and they
constitute the government, of which I am the head.
Otherwise, the people are engaged, in all parts of
Kolb, on various pursuits, most of them having a
scientific implication.... But come, we have de-
layed enough.”

The First made a brief signal, and at that the
puards started to move. With the First bringing
up in the background, the Crusaders marched
about two miles to the city, entering it by way

%tes, closely guarded.
Thence up a series of very ordinary streets lned
with immense buildings, and finally up the sieps
of one building in particular which, from i1ts very
massiveness, was plainly an administrative edifice.

Here the guards dispersed, but there were others
along the great hall which led into the heart of
the building. So eventually to a big, comfortably
furnished room lined with vast windows which
looked out over the city. Here the journey ended.
The First closed the room door and then came
across the thick carpet to survey the four as they
stood waiting. B e b

“Now, my friends, I can clarify the position,”
he said, eyeing them each in turn. “As I said earher,
each of you know, in various ways, far more thams
we do—scientifically. It is our intention to be-
come possessed of that knowledge as far as pos-
sible. You know, for instance, the secrets of elec-
tronic contraction and expansion. You know, toeo,
how to travel Time—" |

“So do you,” the Amazon interrupted. “That
is, if an earlier statement you made was true. You
referred to Time, and the fifth dimension. And
you have alreadv given us a practical demonstra-
tion of your control over matter. There can be

Jittle we can add to that.”

“I am the best judge of how much information
We want to know the secret of your
method of Time travel. Also the secrets of elec-
tronic expansion and contraction; and above all,

" how vyour zero-quantity disintegrative apparatus

works.” - - -
The Amazon smiled cynically, nothing more.
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" The lips of the First tightened a little.
“My scientists are at work examining your
Ultra, my friends. They have solved some of s

secrets, but the others—those I have mentioned-—=

have not been mastered, Therefore, you will sup-
- ply the information I require.”

“Supposing we did,” Abna said. “What benefit
would we derive?”

“Technically, none.
the advantage of meeting your deaths more com-
fortably than otherwise., - Obviously, there can be
no question of our sharing power.
thing can never happen.
supreme.”

The quartet looked at him and said nothing,

then as he motioned his hand, the guards went

into action. Without ceremony they bundled the

four out of the room and down the long hallway

outside. They came to a stop presently before an
immense grilled gate, Wthh ewdently gave access
to an elevator.

Such indeed was the case. After a few mo-
ments, in response to one of the guards pressing
a button, the elevator came into sight and the grilled
gate slammed back. Once within the elevator itselt
the four began to wonder when its descent would

end. It seemed to drop for an interminable time,

and as it descended a growing heat made itself
apparent, becoming a stifling humidity by the time
the elevator finally halted.

Once more a-grilled gate shot back and the
four stood looking in silent amazement on the view.
It looked like something out of Dante’s Inferno in
the few seconds they had to survey it before the
puards thrust them forward. |

In the near foreground were files of men and
women, practically Earthian as far as physique
went, dressed in the most threadbare rags and
hauling -massive bars of metal on their shoulders.
At times the burden was different in that it was a
- bucket containing a fluid of what looked to be
moliten lead. In other cases, masses of rock were
being dragged by creatures who looked fit to drop.

Behind them in every direction were busily
working machines, controlled again by emaciated,
hopeless-looking workers. And behind all this was
the intermittent flaring of enormous blast furnaces.
These, combined with a drenching glare from over-
head arc-lights, all contrived to set the temperature
in the hundreds. The place was a veritable hell,
a devil's workshop..

So much the four had time to grasp, then they
were bundled forward again by the guards.  They
accepted the tough treatment meted out to them
for the obvious reason that, at the moment, they
could not retaliate. In this same mood of bitter
silence they permitted themselves to be thrust and
pushed- across to an enormous brute of a fellow
who was obviously the foreman, or supervisor, of
this undergréound workshop.

What the guard said to him made no sense,
but the outcome was plain enough. Without get-
ting a chance to protest, the Amazon and Viona
were seized by a couple of women guards and
whirled awav to a spot unknown. Abna and
Mexone, for their part, were left in the foreman’s
care, and for a moment or two he surveyed them
and then gave a slow, sadistic grin. Neither Abna
‘nor Mexone made any comment, but Abna for his
own part weighed up the foreman carefully, noting
his enormous stature—for he must have stood
nearly Abna’s own height of seven feet—and tre-
mendous muscular development. A definitely dan-
gerous adversary in any conflict that might arise.

Finally, the mutual appraisal over, the foreman
jerked his head, and Abna and Mexone followed
him to a low-roofed metal building stocked with
a vast supply of uniforms. Two were whipped

down from a shelf and thrown on the floor at Abna

and Mexone's feet. The foreman did not say any-
thing, but his actions plainly indicated his meaning.

In consequence, Abna and Mexone ~quickly
changed into the drab, chafing uniforms, and then
followed the foreman outside again to the former
spot. The Amazon and Viona were also there,
likewise afttired in blue uniforms. Shovels were
handed to them and the guard indicated the fur-
nacés and then the great hill of queer-looking fuel
nearby. His actions said “Dig!” This much con-
veyved, he retreated to a short distance and stood
watching.

“Nothing else for it,” Abna sighed, easing his
shovel into a oomfortable position. “What all this
busmeas s about down here I haven’t the least idea,

but we're a part of 1t-——whether we like it or not.”
| Dripping with perspiration, the four shovelled

You would simply have

On Kolb such a -
The Denafrone are

| again, endlessly, in the scorching hell.
~ ably an hour later when Viona was returned to

his nose and upper lip.
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steadily; then there was a brief interval.

“The two things worrying me are the loss of
the Ultra and the fact that we’re not learning any-
thing,” the Amazon muttered. “We're just stuck
here as slaves and haven’t learned a single thing.
We've got to make a change somehow.” -

The others did not answer her. Again the fur-
naces opened and were fed. Again the relaxation—

~ then suddenly Abna looked up sharply.

>?

“Guards coming our way, he commented
“Wonder what we've done this time?”

In a matter of moments the guards had come
up. As usual, they did not say anything, but their
actions were to the point. They went straight to
Viona, whipped away the shovel she was holding,
and then gripped her arms tightly. Protesting

violently, she was gradually forced away.

The furnaces opened and were fed. Again and
It was prob-

their midst by the guards. She was half carried
into their area and then thrown down——-—-and she
remained down, unable to move.

“What the devil....” Abna flung down his
shovel and strode over to her. As he gathered
her up in his arms she stirred slightly and tried
to smile—then across Abna’s shoulders there came
the lash of the fiendish five-tail whip, so violent he
nearly dropped Viona out of his arms.

The lash came again, cutting deep — and 1t

would certainly have descended yet again had not

the Amazon intervened. Seeing what was happen-

ing, she threw down her shovel and vaulted for-
ward at the precise moment the guard’s arm was
retracted for another downward sweep of the lash.
Instead, the whip was torn from his hand and a
pile-driver fist hit him clean in the face, smashing
He swung around 1n
drunken surprise, to realize that the Amazon had
vaulted on to his back and was clamping her right
arm under his chin.

There was only one end to a hold like that,
and the workers stopped their endeavors to watch.
Slowly the Amazon’s arm tightened as she strained
her more-than-human muscles to the limit. The
guard writhed and struggled. He fell on the floor

~and gasped for breath, feeling his head being forced

farther and farther back with every second—until
at last there was a pronounced crack. Only then
did the Amazon let loose his dead body and go
over to where Abna was still holding Viona in
his arms.

“There’s going to be trouble for that Vi,” he
warned her. “Take a look behind you.”

- From then on things happened fast for the
Amazon. With so many strong men about her,
she was comparatively powerless, mightily though
she struggled. She was forced across the work-
shop, watched by the workers, and ended up inside

a cage-like affair like an amimal trap. The door
slammed and locked upon her and the guards
retreated.

Straightening up, the Amazon looked about her.
The cage was composed of inch-thick bars and
there was very little room in it for her to move
around. Naturally she could see in all directions,

including the area where Abna and Mexone were

being forced back to work. Viona was on the
floor at the moment, but she got slowly to her
feet as a whip lashed her shoulders.

Then, after a while, the Amazon caught sight
of the First himself across the workroom. With his
easy, dignified walk he came through the midst
of workers and guards until he was outside the
Amazon’s cage. He stood regarding her, smiling
slightly.

“Apparently, Amazon, you are in need of a
lesson,” he commented finally. “I have just been
informed of your savage attack on one of my
guards. I believe you killed him—broke his neck.
While I have an admiration for your strength, it is

obvious that such behavior cannot go unpunished.”

The Amazon frowned, puzzling the matter out
to herself.

gave him brief instructions. What those instruc-
tions were became obvious as a crane with an ex-
tremely long extension arm came rumbling into
view. From the arm a tough chain dropped a hook
on top of the cage, then it was lifted into the air.

The Amazon held tightly to the bars as the cage
swayed into space. The First looked up at her sar-
donically as the cage rose and was carried through
a tunpnel toward what looked like a volcanic fire.

Then suddenly the full awesome sight burst
upon the Amazon’s vision, The crane continued

. finish her anyway. .
~ waiting that long.

The First watched her reactions for a
- moment, ,then he signalled one of the guards and
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to the very edge of a steep precipice and there
stopped dead, its extension arm, with the cage
swaying on -the end of it, jutting far out over a vast
cauldron of molten metal. Perhaps it was natural,
or perhaps a reservoir of molten metal. Whatever
it was, it emanated the heat of Hades itself and
dense sulphuno vapors rose from it in sickening
clouds.

On three sides, -and below through the floor
bars, the Amazon could see nothing but the crater.
On the fourth side the arm of the crane extended
backwards into the comparative darkness of the
tunnel. The Amazon was contemplating this soli-
tary link with firm ground when she saw the driver
of the crane emerging from his cab. Shielding his
face from the heat, he tossed something toward
her—something that unravelled as it shot through
the air. It proved to be a small drum of wire
which hit the cage top and then dropped between

- the bars and at the Amazon’s feet.

Abruptly the cage jolted, dropped a dlzzymg
six feet, and then came abruptly to a halt again.
Flung to the barred floor, her heart thumping with
the shock, the Amazon slowly got up again. The
molten hell was six feet nearer. She looked up
at the chain links. That slip had not been acci-
dental. Something had actuated the winch mechan-
ism, causing the sudden drop—

Suddenly she grasped the First’s sinister plan.

The crane’s winch was obviowsly fitted with de-

layed action winch controls. At intervals they
would operate, dropping the cage six feet lower
every time, until the full 30 feet or so to the

molten metal had been reached.

The cage dropped again at that moment, another
six feet.- The heat was crushing now and the smoke
and fumes almost incessant. The Amazon coughed
for a moment, then twined her right arm in and
out of the bars, so arranging it that her forearm
—protected by the sleeve of the uniform she was
wearing—was braced against one of the weaker
bars. Again she paused, gathering all her strength,
then she threw every ounce of her amazing mus-
cular power into a steady, sustained ‘effort.

Slowly, very slowly, the bar began to bend.
Perspiration poured down the Amazon’s face and
veins stood out in corded knots on her forehead
as she struggled. But definitely she was winning.
The bar, despite its thickness, bent very gradually
like a warm candle, until after three efforts the
Amazon had forced it into a U.

Having got this far, she set to work on the
neighboring bar, bending it in the opposite direc-
tion. When at last she withdrew her numbed,
abrased arm and rubbed it fiercely, she had made

an aperture just wide enough to permit of her
slender body.

Down went the cage again with another sicken-
ing lurch. The fumes thickened to a positive fog,
blinding and half choking her. One more lurch
downwards and she estimated that the gases would
. But she had no intention of

Quickly she squeezed herself between the bowed
bars and then scrambled on to the top of the cage.
To grasp the huge chain links was no effort and so,
little by little, finger and toe, she climbed over the
boiling caldron until she had reached the top of

the chain and the comparative safety of the crane

arm. Thereafter, clinging to the metal framework,

she found her way to the tunnel floor and looked
about her. |

Just as she did so, the crane driver came hurry-
ing from the farther depths of the tunnel. Un-
doubtedly he must have been mystified by the
Amazon’s escape, but on the other hand he obvi-

ously did not know what Kind of a woman he

was dealing with or he would never have shown
his face. Like many others before him, the slender

grace and apparent femmlmty of the Amazon
fooled him utterly.

The Amazon waited for him to reach her, his
hand gripping a weapon. He made a final lunge
toward her, plainly aiming at seizing her—then the
next moment he was flat on his face with the
senses smashed out of him by a killing blow on
the back of the neck.

. While she thought out what she ought to do
she climbed into the crame’s driving cab, quickly
figured out the conirols, and then lowered the cage
into the boiling maw. As she had expected, the-
molten metal liquified the cage as though it were
made of tallow—and obviously, had she been inside
it, her body would have gone, too. When she left
the driving cab there was only the chain reaching
down 1into the white-hot hell, and even that was
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severed where the links touched the metal.
Turning to the crane driver, she lifted him in
one hand and dumped him back into the cab.
Then she made a thorough job of tying him up
with the various control wires, so thoroughly indeed

it would take him a long time to extricate himself

even when he recovered.

“In that time,” the Amazon mused, surveying
her finished work, “I hope.I'll have done all 1
want to do.” >

Suddenly conscious of the passing time, she
turned about and sped lithely up the tunnel along
which the crane had travelled. She had no diffi-
culty in finding her way: the crane had left a clearly
visible tractor imprint. So, after perhaps 10 min-
utes, she came back to the workroom, entering it
from the farther side by means of an €normous
archway. Cautiously she peered on the activity,
weighing up the situation.

To her relief, Viona was still at work in the
distance. She had evidently not been taken yet
for her second ‘“‘session” with the First. Mexone
and Abna were also there, continuing the dreary,
back-breaking routine ‘of loading the furnaces. But
between them and the Amazon was a wilderness
of workshop, watching guards, and danger with
every step. '

How to reach them?
from the workshqp and somehow
face, situated some 500 feet overhead?

How perhaps to escape
get to the sur-
Safe for

the moment, the Amazon dwelt on these prob-
lems, then her eye became attracted by a nearby

intense brilliance. She glanced, and then looked
away with dazzled eyes. An enormously hooded
worker was at work with something like an acety-
lene welder, fusing two pieces of metal into each
other.
thing more potent than acetylene, otherwise he
would have never have needed such elaborate pro-
tection. * His suit was of the same design as that
issued to a worker dabbling with atomic radiation.

He was comparatively alone: this was the
ihought on which the Amazon seized. The nearest

workers were some yards away, all busy on their .

own tasks, and over this portion of the foundry-
workshop there did not seem to be any intense
supervision. The nearest guards, pacing back and
forth, were quite 100 feet away.

The Amazon made up her mind. She waited
until the guards were pacing away from her, then
she leaped forward quickly and grasped the aston-

ished worker around the middle before he realized

what was happening. Working at lightning speed,
she dragged him quickly into the comparative pro-
tection of the archway and then pulled off his
hood. o
“Quiet!” she commanded, putting a finger to
~ her lips.
know, but you understand signals.
know what’s good for you.” -
The worker remained silent, whether he under-
stood or not. The Amazon was working on the
assumption that he was as anxious as she was to
throw a spanner in the ruthless slavery exercised
by the all-powerful Denafrone. He made no mur-
mur as she signalled him to take off his protective

Shut up if you

suit. In the relative gloom of the tunnel, he

watched her scramble into it and fit the welding
cylinders over her shoulders. _

Finally she put the hood in place, looked
through the transparent face-visor, and signalled to
the worker to sit down and keep quiet. He nodded
and obeyed. Satisfied, the Amazon sorted out the
details of the welding apparatus she carried on her
back—then she stepped forward - confidently into
the workshop, so completely enveloped it was im-
possible to tell her identity.

CHAPTER IV

the welding area. Here she appeared to be
doing a welding job while she studied the
next move. When her mind was made up,
she waited for the guards to turn away from her,
then she darted off into the midst of a crowd of
workers where she would not easily be distinguish-
able. From here she worked her way toward the
immense seven-foot supervisor as he stood with his
back to her arrogantly surveying the industry

about him. |
Behind her face-visor the Amazon grinned, and

it was not a grin of mirth, either. It was the grin

T HE Amazon’s first move was to return to

- of one who has the whip-hand of a situation after .

adverse circumstances. |
Poised, none of the workers paying particular

The stuff he was using was evidently some-

“You don’t understand my language, 1
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attention to her, the Amazon brought the twin
electrodes of her curious welding apparatus together
and then depressed the operating switch. There
was a sizzling flash of man-made lightning, un-
thinkably hot, which seared out toward the gigantic
supervisor and caught him in the small of the back.
He swung instantly with a scream of pain, and the
searing brilliance struck him again, clean in the
face. In that instant he dropped dead, his hair
smoking horrifyingly.

That did it. The uproar which the Amazon

had expected burst out immediately. Guards came

flying from all directions, converging on their
fallen boss. Workers surged, too, not fully aware
of what had happened. In the midst of the stam-
pede the  Amazon made her way quickly through
the surging throng to the spot where Abna, Viona
and Mexone were standing watching the confusion.
- “Vi!” Abna exclaimed, startled, as he recog-
nized her face behind the visor mask.

“Out!” she shouted, her voice muffled by the
hood. “We’ve got a chance to make a dash for
it in this confusion, and I've got a weapon—of
sorts.” |
She indicated the welding electrodes, and then
she started moving through the confusion, pushing
away workers when they hemmed her in, literally

‘slogging a clear path as the others came up be-
hind her. |
| The confusion was their greatest ally. Nobody

knew but what the Amazon in her hooded outfit
was an ordinary welding worker, for nobody ex-
cept the dead supervisor had seen her activity with
the apparatus. Abna, Viona and Mexone were, of

course, obviously escaping prisoners, but with the

guards all centred around the dead supervisor, and
workers hemming them in on all sides, there was
a comparatively clear, stretch behind the workers
toward the main doorway of the elevator, toward
which the quartet were now heading with desperate
speed. | ‘
Then suddenly they hit up against a smag. A
mechanical truck conveyor loaded with ores, de-
serted by its driver as he joined the mob, came
whirring straight toward the four from a farther
point of the workshop. They made their prepara-
tions to dodge its drunken progress, and would
undoubtedly have succeeded had not a young girl
worker got in their way. Unaware of the truck,
she came from the deeper reaches of the work-
shop to join the shouting crowd, and the truck
was hurtling straight toward her.

The Amazon didn’t ask questions, nor pause
and wonder what to do. Though she and the others
were now safely to one side of the truck, she knew
quite well that the mass of metal and bogy wheels
would cut the girl to pieces when it hit her.

The Amazon dived for the truck, her hands
outflung. She hit it with all the force she could
muster. It was the only move she could make,

for there was not time to snatch .the girl herself

clear. ... For a breathless instant the truck heaved
up on to two wheels; then under the force of
the Amazon’s impacting blow it overbalanced and

crashed on its side, ores spewing and sharp-edged

wheel whirring viciously. In one bound she grasped
the girl, tossed her lightly on to her shoulder, and
then streaked for the doors of the elevator where

~ Abna, Viona and Mexone were already heading.

No word escaped the Amazon. She dumped
the worker-girl on her feet and then slammed the
elevator grille. A second afterwards she punched
what she hoped was the right button on the ele-
vator’s side wall, and almost immediately it began
to rise smoothly into the cavernous darkness of
the shalft. | |

“Thank heaven for that,” Abna muttered; then
he stood watching as the Amazon rid herself of
her clumsy protective suit. |

“We’re not out of the wood vyet,” she -said
quickly. “We've got to find some way out of this
cage while we’re still safe.”

“But why, when it’s taking us to the surface?”
Viona demanded, her face troubled in the pale
yellow of the roof light. e

“Why? Because we’ll simply ride from one
captivity into another. You don’t suppose the
guards below will let us get away with this, do
you? Either they’ll stop the cage, or else they’ll
send word to the surface to nab. us as we come
up. We're going to defeat that possibility.”

“How?”’ Mexone demanded bluntly.

“I don’t know. We'll see....” The Amazon

turned to the buttons on the wall and studied
them. Finally she pressed one experimentally, and

~ when nothing happened to the elevator’s. swift

‘really exists on this devilish planet. . ..

“into the wall.
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rising, she tried another button. This time there
was an effect: the elevator slowed down and then
stopped, the smooth black walls of the shaft visible

beyond the gate grille.

- “What now?” Abna asked. “We’re not going
to get far just poised between heaven and hell
like this.” i |

“We're going up the shaft,” the Amazon said.
“We know for certain that it leads to the upper
world, and that’s where we’re going—but mn chmb-
ing up instead of letting the elevator take us, we’ll
stand a better chance of escaping.”

With that she turned to the welding equipment;
then after a moment’s thought she said:

“Turn your faces to the wall. 1 think there
are dangerous emanations from this apparatus, but
a short duration shouldn’t cause any damage....
I'm going to cut away the gate.”

With that she scrambled once more into the
protective suit and hood. Abna took the bewil-
dered girl worker in his charge and turned her
face to the wall. Then Viona and Mexone also
turned away, watching their shadows brightly cut
on the wall as the sizzling welder went to work.
In all, the job only took the- Amazon five minutes,
then at a final kick, the remains of the gate went
sailing outwards into the shaft. Seconds later there
came the clang as it hit the bottom of the shaft.

“Okay,” the Amazon said, wrenching off the
protective suit. “I'll go first—and I'l take this
equipment with me.” % |

- She strapped the welding equipment to her back
and then eased herself out of the gateway. Cling-

“ing to its metalwork, she looked first down, then

above. - }

“What about this youngster?” Abna asked, nod-
ding to the worker. “She doesn’t look as though
she’ll be capable of climbing.” |

“Carry her on your back,” the Amazon ane
swered briefly. “I want her with us. She may.
be able to tell us eventually what kind of a set-up
Right,” she
finished, gracing herself, “follow me! Here I go.”,

She muscled herself up in the shattered gate-
way of the elevator and for a moment the others
had a vision of her uniformed legs threshing wildly.

- Then they were drawn up out of sight and there

was the sound of her on top of the elevator.

For her own part, her hopes were pinned on
a bright star a seemingly infinite distance overhead.
That, she knew, marked the limit of the shaft and

- the normal journey’s end for the elevator. To reach
it would be a long climb, but it had to be done.

So, typically, she commenced the ascent. She did
it in the only way possible, by shinning gradually
up the greasy cables from which the elevator de-
pended. - Now and again she slipped back, but
on the whole she made steady progress.

- One by one the others emerged from the ele-
vator and started to follow her example, Abna
having the hardest job of all with the girl worker
clinging tightly to his broad shoulders. Somehow
he managed the ascent, his giant strength just about
equal to the task. | |

The absence of light was a drawback at first
to all save the Amazon. She, with her gift for
being able to see in the dark, made full use of
the vague light reflected from the “star” high above.
And it was as well she -did, for presently her voice

called down:

“There’s a spot here where we can rest—Ilet
Just follow my example.” |
The others paused, their legs scissored around
the cables, trying to watch her movements in the
dim light. Vaguely they caught a vision of her
swinging sideways until she leaped suddenly and
clung to the wall of the shaft. After some effort,
she succeeded in drawing herself up into a circular
opening blacker than the rest of the shaft.
“Come up,” called her voice. “I'll help you.”
One by one the others obeyed, Abna coming .
first with the girl on his shoulders. With the
Amazon to help him, he managed to successfully
transfer himself and the girl worker from the cable
to a large opening in the shaft side. After which
it was a simple matter to help Viona and Mexone.
- “Where are we?”’ Viona asked. “We're nowhere"
near the surface yet.” |

“In some kind of tunnel,” the Amazon answered
her. “Perhaps an inspection' tunnel provided for
the elevator shaft. If that is the case, it might
perhaps .come out on the surface somewhere. ...
Anyway, we can rest for a moment.”

Which was exactly what they did. They settled
on the tunnel floor, backs against its wall, and
gradually recovered from the labor of the chimb
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they made. Then at last Abna said: |
“Presumably, Vi, you brought this girl along
so she might help us. Do you want me to get
busy on her and give her a knowledge of our
language?” | | |
“Hypnotically, you mean?” the Amazon asked.
“Yes: there’s no other way without instruments.
I can do it here since it’s peaceful. Keep quiet
while I have a try.” - ey
With that Abna turned to the girl seated quietly
at his side. He could only vaguely descry that she
was there, but she made no resistance as his power-
ful vet gentle hands caressed her face and turned

it toward him. In some way she evidently sensed -

that he meant her no harm, but was trying to con-
vey something of benefit.

So, in the dead quiet of the tunnel, he went to
work: reading mesmerically into the girl’s ?vholly
receptive mind the entire basis and expression of
the English language. For nearly 30 minutes he
kept it up, then he gradually relaxed. Quietly his

voice spoke out of the silence.
“Do you understand me? Have my mental

efforts conveved anything to you? Do you under-

stand the language I am now speaking to you?”

“Yes, 1 understand,” the girl said, her voice

soft and gentle. “I do not know...” She hesitated

as she found words with a much too precise dic-
tion. “I do not know how you have accomplished
this miracle of teaching me your language, but I
am full of gratitude. And for saving my life in
the work foundry,” she added, leaning over Abna
and addressing herself to the Amazon.

“I saw death coming straight at you,” the
Amazon answered. “The only logical action was
to prevent it.”

“What is your name?” Abna asked. |

“l am called Silda. Silda Rafoon is my full
name.” | | =y

“We are Abna, Viona, Mexone and Violet Ray,
my wife,” Abna said, indicating each in turn in
the dimness. “My wife is better known as the
Golden Amazon. All four of us are from outer

space and our sole task in life is to help those .

who are under domination and who are back-
ward in knowledge. We dall ourselves the Cosmic
Crusaders.” A |

“I understand ...” The girl’s voice became wist-
ful, “If it is your task to help those under domi-
nation, you could not have come to a world more
nceding it than this. Kolb is entirely dominated
by the Denafrone.” |

“That is what we wanted to know,” the Amazon
said. “And other things as well. Who are the
Denafrone; and what are they doing? For instance,
what is the purpose of the foundry-workshop from
which we and you have escaped?” -

“It is but one of many under the leading city.
None of us know what is really being done in the
foundry, but all manner of things made of metal
are created there and then transferred to the
surface.” -

“Probably the same as steel foundries, atomic
plants, and locomotive shops back on Earth,” Abna
sugoested to the Amazon. “There things are run
on a proper basis: here it is slave labor.
you are a slave?” he inquired of the girl.

“Yes. I, and my father and mother, and indeed

all the population of Kolb are slaves. Born nto
slavery and dying in slavery. It has always been
like that. The Denafrone of the upper world are
supreme.” N e '
“What, precisely, is their ambition?” Abna ques-
tioned. “What, for instance, is thewr idea of a
second FEarth? FEarth, by the way, 1s my wife’s
home planet, and there is a world quite close to
this one which is a duplicate of Earth. That was
what attracted us in the first place, and we im-
mediately fell foul of the Denafrone.”

“So far as I can tell, the Denafrone want to
find out what happens to a thinking race .when
its powers of thought are interfered with. Earth
provides them with a whole planet full of people,
of all ages and both sexes. Animals, birds, fish,
and so forth are also included in the list. Simply,

Earth is a planet like ours, containing people who

resemble us and have the same thought-processes.
Likewise, it has animals and so on, all of which are
subject to this thought-interference.”

“Mmm, I see,” the Amazon said slowly. “But
that still does not answer the question. Why do
the Denafrone want to see the effect of thought-
interference on a thinking race? Are they planning
to overpower the Earth?” | |

“1 do not think so. In any case, it is too far

away to be in their sphere of interest. I under-

‘making Earth a guinea-pig.

“well in that direction, remember.”

- selves

I take it
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stand there are other planefs, comparatively near,

which the Denafrone intend conquering—planets

with beings like us. If the Earth-experiment 1s a
success, then the same system will be used on the
worlds which are yet to be overcome. That, I think,
is the general intention.”

“Plain enough,” Abna said grimly. “They're
If it works on Earth
people, whom they regard as little better than
laboratory specimens, then it will work on the
populations of the planets they evidently intend
mastering later on.” e -

“Do you happen to know where the Denaftrone
keep their main laboratories, Silda?” Abna asked.

“Somewhere under their headquarters. That’s
all I can tell you.” |

“Somewhere under their headquarters,” Abna
repeated slowly. “And we came from their head-

quarters directly into this underworld. That sug-

gests that, while we’re below, we might come across
them. Even along this tunnel if we choose to go
along it.” | .

“We do choose,” the Amazon decided. “Come
ON. , o . | e
“We've no light,” Mexone cautioned:y
“Then we'll try it in the dark. I can do fairly

The only satisfactory thing about the whole
set-up was that there were no signs of pursuit.
As the Amazon had remarked, probably the Dena-

~ frone were waiting at the top of the elevator shaft

for the fugitives to make their escape: it was un-
likely they would ever suspect the tunnel. ,
Then just as they were congratulating them-
on their progress, something happened.
There was a sudden jolt in the human chain they
had formed. Silda screamed, and at the same mo-
ment there came the quake and rush of collapsing
rock. Viona gave a shout of dismay as she sud-
denly lost her grip on Silda, and simultaneously
the tunnel floor began to crumble beneath her
feet.. With a desperate effort she reached out nto

 the darkness and more by luck than judgment

clamped her fingers into firmer rock. Gasping,
she slowly drew herself out of what she was sure
was an abyss.... Then the Amazon’s welding
apparatus flared in the darkness and in the efful-
gence the full disaster was evident.

Part of the tunnel floor had indeed given way -

after the Amazon had crossed it. She and Viona
were on one side, and Abna and Mexone on the
other. Between them was a gaping, crumbled
blackness into which the luckless Silda had evi-
dently fallen. | .

“I'm going after her,” the Amazon said, shoul-
dering the welding kit more comfortably, and with

that she carefully scrambled over the edge of the .

hole, then felt her way downwards in. pitchy

- darkness.

It was a nerve-racking descent, particularly as
stone and rubble slipped with every move ' the
Amazon made. But she struggled persistently,
bracing herself ever and again on a firm piece of
rock so she could operate the welder and have
an idea where she was going. Thuswise she de-
scended, and at a depth of about 50 feet felt some-
thing soft and yielding beneath her feet. A brief
examination satisfied her that it. was the outline
of a girl’'s body.

Quickly, and risking everything, the Amazon

jumped to one side over the obstacle. She landed
safely. Evidently she had reached the bottom of
the fault in the tunnel floor.

“Silda!” she exclaimed. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes—yes, I hear you.” Silda’s voice came out
of the dark, speaking with obvious effort.
I'm here.”

’

The Amazon moved toward the voice and then :
The eva-

briefly operated the welding equipment.
nescent flash of brilliance revealed the slave girl
bent over a vicious spur of rock, which obviously

had smashed against her back. She gasped hoarsely

and moaned as the Amazon attempted to move her.

“Listen— Something I must tell you. Radio
W Sy | | -
- “Yes?’ The Amazon waited tensely. “What

about a radio link?”

“We have one. Closed circuit for—for workers
only. Meant to tell you that. Might be useful to
you—wavelength . . . four six two.” '

Silence again and then harsh breathing. With
a thud Abna arrived at the bottom of the shaft
and the Amazon felt around for his arm. |

“Do something, Abna. She’s dying. She just
gave me a radio wavelength on closed circuit for
workers only. I'd like to know more.- Here she is.”

‘manded.

-~ their faces, lay great panel switches.
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The Amazon took Abna’s hand and guided it
to the girl's body. For a moment or two his
fingers were motionless over her breast, then he
gave a sigh. |

“Too late, Vi, No heartbeats. She’s gone, I'm
afraid.” |

“Revive her if you can.” |

“No doubt that I can, but should I?”" Abna
asked quietly. “She’s dead, and presumably passed
to a happier existence than the slavery she’s always
known. Why bring her back to share the dangers
that still face us?”

The Amazon sighed. “Yes, perhaps you're right.

- Probably I'm selfish: I just thought she could have
helped us some more.
her body where it is: it’s a fitting tomb down here.”

All right, forget it. Leave

The advance began again, and it was mostly a
fumbling progress, with brief flashes of illumina-
tion from the welder. The Amazon did not dare
use the apparatus constantly for two reasons. For

- one thing, she had no idea how long the charges

would last; and for another, she had no means of

- knowing if the emanations were really dangerous.

So they had to manage as best they could, becom-

- ing thirstier and hungrier all the time.

“What’s that?” Abna asked at.length. “A star,
or a shaft?” ‘

The others stopped and gazed with him. There
was something ahead, slightly above them it ap-
peared to be. | |

- “What are we waiting for?” the Amazon de-
“It’s a light of some kind. Come on!”
They hurried their pace, yet withal took care

“they didn’t accidentally land on any more weak
. rock.

And as they progressed, the gray smudge
resolved into a rectangular shape and so finally
revealed itself as a heavy grating with light coming
from beyond it. It was perhaps two feet above
Abna’s towering height as they came below it.

Interested, the four peered between the inter-
lacings of metal, and beheld beyond banks of enor-
mous generators, all humming to a soft whine of
power. In another direction, as the four angled
There were
aisles and galleries, and all the paraphernalia of a
great powerhouse. Particularly interesting in one
direction was an obvious atomic reactor, of the type
used on Earth for using nuclear power for peace-
ful purposes. |

“Obviously a powerhouse,” Abna said at last,
glancing at the Amazon. “Maybe they use this
grid for draining away waste.”

“Or to- create ventilation,” she responded. “A
strong current of ground air is usually demanded
in an atomic powerhouse, and that is what this is.
we_” | - : ,

She stopped, nudging Abna quickly, He and
the others looked intently towards: a man on one
of the galleries. He did not seem to be a slave
worker. Though attired in working coveralls, his
general bearing, as . he studied and noted down
the readings of various meters, was more of a man
of science and considerable intelligence than that of
a dispirited worker. |

“There’s a man who might be able to tell us
something,” the Amazon murmured. “If by any
chance this powerhouse is connected with the
thought-interference which is being hurléd at Earth,

‘then perhaps we can do something about it.”

- The Amazon tried the grating and it moved
immediately but the engineer heard and came over

to look down at them.

The Amazon sprang, her steel-strong fingers
closing around the man’s neck. With a terrific
wrench she pulled downwards, with the result that
the man came tumbling into the depths. He did
not have a chance to recover himself. Flat on his
back he lay gasping, the Amazon’s fingers still on

- his neck, threatening him but not crushing him.

- “What now?” Abna asked, moving forward, and
the Amazon glanced at him in the light reflecting
through the opening. ;

“It would be an advantage if we knew the lan-
guage: we might learn a few things. What can you
do about it while I've got him pinned?”

“Plenty.: 1 can gather most of it from his mind,
Here—Ilet me take over.” |

The Amazon released her grip, and immediately
Abna took her place, sitting astride the hapless engi-

‘neer and gazing into his frightened eyes. At first
~he tried to resist, then realizing Abna’s strength

was too great for him, he relaxed again and waited
for what was to happen next, | p gl

- Exerting his concentration to the full, Abna did
not have much difficulty in reading the man’s

- mind, chiefly because—not knowing what was hap-
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~ pening—he made no effort to shield anything. - Had
he been of the same calibre as the First it would
have been a different matter. Even as it was, there
were one or two things Abna could not penetrate,
but the details of the language proved simple. It
was not a particularly difficult tongue in any case.
“Right,” Abna said presently, in the Kolbian
language. “Do you understand me?” .
“l understand you,” the engineer assented.
“Are you a slave worker, or a member of the
- Denafrone clique?” of |
“The Denafrone clique is supreme!” the engineer
snapped, a gleam of resentment coming into his
eyes. “Who are you that dares to challenge it?
From your uniforms, I suppose you are escaped
slave workers.”

“Exactly,” Abna acknowledged calmly. “And as

such we are sworn to the overthrow of the Dena-
frone, and particularly the First.... Now, answer
some questions. How many others are in charge
of this powerhouse?” |

“None. - 1 am supreme controller, and if I don’t
check the instruments quickly there may be trouble!
This powerhouse is an integral part of the Great
Experiment, and—"

“Oh, it is?” Abna smiled grimly. “Thanks for
‘the information, my friend. Incidentally, what 18
your name?” -

“Raol.” | |

“Right. Now we are going up into this power-
house you control and you are going to give me
a lot more information. Qur particular need at
the moment is for food and drink, of which I be-
lieve you have an adequate supply. So your mind
tells me, anyhow.” | |

The engineer had no choice. He went to a
nearby locker, unfastened the door, and brought
out a large container which, in special racks, had
a variety of foods and drinks in tabloid form. Now
~ he was in possession of the language, Abna ran his
eye over the captions and decided which tabloids
were likely to be most beneficial; then he turned
to the others as they followed him up.

““We'll not take much harm with these,” he said,
indicating one variety in particular. “The make-up

of these people is about the same as our own, SO

b

they must eat foods akin to ours.

The others nodded and started to eat and drink :

right away. This was no time, considering their
hunger and thirst, to look a gift horse in the mouth.
Silerit, Raol stood and watched, then presently
-~ he ventured a remark.
“I must look at my instruments. It is essential.
Particularly the reading of the meters.”

“Right—Ilook,” Abna agreed. “I'll eat as 1 come
with you. I’'m not trusting you out of my sight, my
friend. ... And vou’d better lock the doors in case
anybody should interrupt us.”

“Nobody will,” Raol said, rather bitterly.
gpell of duty lasts till nightfall: only then will some-
- body come to relieve me.” Z

“We’re taking no chances. Let me see you
lock them.” |

Silently, obviously not enjoying the orders he
was being given, Raol obeyed. There were four
doors in all to the powerhouse—enormous studded
affairs of some kind of bronze-like metal—and
Abna was not satisfied until he saw all of them
shut. Deep in his mind he was wondering -how

he and the others had got away with it so far

without recapture—and even now he had no guar-
antee but what some of the Denafrone were watch-
ing everything, and hearing it, by means of con-
cealed television pick-ups. The only thing to do
was take full advantage of the minute.

Next, the engineer made a study of each of his
meters. Abna tried, by reading the man’s mind,

to get some idéa of what the vast set-up impled,

but beyond the fact that the powerhouse used
nuclear energy, he got no further. So finally, the
meter study complete, Abna led the way back to
the centre of the powerhouse and looked at the
engineer pensively.

“There is a lot of information you can impart
‘to us, my friend. And if you value your life, you
~will do so.” .

“What do you wish to know?” Raol asked curtly.

“Many things. First, you have mentioned the
Great  Experiment. By that I assume you mean
the experiments the Denafrone are making to the
detriment of a very distant world, a world which
is duplicated a few million miles from here?”

“That is correct,” Raol assented. “1 know noth-
ing of the actual procedure itself. My job is to
- controi this powerhouse, which makes the experi-

S

“My Fei

~ right, we’ll risk it.
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ment possible.” | | %

Abna nodded. “I see. I rather wondered....
Now, my friend, there is little more I can ask you:
that lies with the Denafrone. But because you

might give the alarm when we depart, it becomes
necessary to do this—” |

- Raol waited, puzzled—then abruptly he remem-
bered nothing more. Abna’s massive fist crashed
into the side of his jaw and flattened him uncon-

~ scious to the floor.

“Rather distasteful, but necessary,” Abna said,
with a glance at the Amazon. “Better tie him up
and gag him while we’re about it.
ports about us.” AR

No further time was wasted. A coil of spare
wire was found and with it the engineer was
securely bound. A waste-rag was thrust into his
mouth and fastened there. No doubt the engineer
would be found when the relief came to take over

- duty, but by then the quartet hoped to have accom-

plished many things. They passed into a corridor.
“Look out—danger!”
moving backwards into the shelter of the huge
doorway. i
- Even as they backed away. the others saw what
he meant. At the far end of the corridor, talking
among themselves, were four of the Denafrone—
and one of them, to judge from his attire. and
way of talking, was definitely the supercilious

First bhimself. Luckily, they disappeared through

-y

a door.

CHAPTER V

ILENTLY, alert for the first sign of trouble,
the four moved along the corridor. There
were doors to either side of them, adamantly
closed, but nobody came from beyond them
as they advanced. They were evidently in the pri-
vate quarters of the Denafrone, regions situated

far underground—perhaps for reasons of safety.
So they finally reached the main door. Abna

placed his ear close to it while the Amazon, Viona

and Mexone took up sentry duty around him, par-
ticularly watching the right-angled corridor from
which the Denafrone had originally emerged. For
a while Abna remained motionless, then an irri-
tated look crossed his face. He glanced toward
the Amazon.

“I can’t hear a thing. The door must be sound--

proof.” :
The four moved together again and held a muted
conference. .

“Why don’t we risk going in the room?” Viona
demanded. “I know it’s a risk—a terrific risk—
but we’re certainly not going to get anywhere by
just standing Bere, and if we risk going down this
right-angled corridor we’ll sure enough run mto a
packet of trouble before long.”

The Amazon and Abna were silent, thinking
out the suggestion. Mexone gave a dubious glance.

“]I don’t mean charge in in full view,” Viona
added.
and escape notice.”

The Amazon came to a sudden decision. “All
You first, Abna.”

“If the door’s locked, we’'re no better off,” he
said, moving towards it. :

There were no visible handles upon it so he

gently pressed his weight against it. To his satis-
faction it began to move slowly inwards. It seemed
to be of immense thickness.. Finally a long slit of
light appeared and beyond it lay a vision of instru-
ments. There came the low murmur of voices.
“I’m carrying on,” Abna murmured. “I still can’t

hear them clearly and we may as well know what

they’re discussing.”

He pushed the door wider and then silently
inserted himself into a huge instrument.room. It
was not an actual laboratory as such: it had more
the aspect of a precision-instrument department,
with all manner of scientific gadgets and dials in
various parts. Over everything was the customary

 shadowless white light. |

Cautiously, the Amazon, Viona and Mexone
followed up—then as Mexone, the last in the

quartet, presented himself the door suddenly shut

~ again, obviously actuated by a powerful spring.

It made a distinct thud as it went back into posi-
tion, enough noise indeed to alert the four Dena-
frone seated at a distant table. They glanced
around and the quartet looked desperately around
them for some place to conceal themselves.
There was no such place. The First of the

Denafrone rose from his chair and came across,

a weapon ready in his hand.

It'll delay re-

Mexone said abruptly,

quickly.

. know how.”

“We could perhaps glide in one by one
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“Surprising, but not unexpected,” he said.
“Every part of the city has been advised to be
on the watch for you after your escape from be-.
low.... Kind of you indeed to come right into

-our headquarters.” - |

The four said nothing, but the Amazon’s hand
slid gently- to the controls of the welding equip-,
ment. Instantly the First saw her movement, slight
though it was.

“l see no reason why you should be encums-
bered with that,” he said calmly, and coming for-
ward, he snapped open the buckles which held the
equipment in place and then took it from her.
Casually he threw it to a far corner of the
laboratory. | | y ot

“Evidently,” the Amazon said bitterly, “we
made a mistake in coming in here. At least we
had comparative freedom before.” *_

- “Not for long would that happy state have
existed,” the First said regretfully. “In the end
you would have been caught. It just so happens
that you have been caught sooner than .otherwise
would have been the case.... Now that you are
here, one or two things may as well be made
clear.” |

“What things?” Abna asked curtly. “Or maybe
you are referring to the Ultra’s ‘'equipment?”

“It so happens that 1 am. I suppose your
daughter Viona told you of my intention to learn
the workings of the zero-quantity apparatus.”

The four said nothing. They expected the First
to take some kind of devastating action there and
then—and they were prepared to go down fighting
if he did. Instead, however, he gave a slow smile.

“Come to the point,” Abna demanded.

“Wait a minute, Abna,” the Amazon said
“It’s just possible that we may be able
to make a deal with the enemy.”

“What do you suggest?” the First asked, with
a suspicious look. | S

“You say the only thing you require from us
is the method of working the zero-calculator. Very
well: I am willing to tell you everything about it if
you, in your turn, will tell us how you have made
a second Earth.” |

“Very naive, Amazon. Why should I tell you
anything when it cannot possibly be of the slightest:
use to you. Of what avail is information to those
about to die?”

“Purely scientific curiosity, which rides over all
dangers and even the certainty of approaching death.
I'll be frank with you, First. We know the reason
for your experiment with Earth—the real Earth, so
far away, and we know you have duplicated the
original to facilitate studying it. But we’d like to

~What was the Amazon aiming at, Abna won-
dered. |
“So you know the details of our experiment?”
the First asked slowly, controlling himself with
difficulty. “You know far too much, all of you...”
He stopped himself and thought for a moment.
Then he seemed to come to a decision. “Very well,
I will grant your request. Come over to this table.
There I can sketch the designs which will explain
things.” |
The four obeyed, Abna giving the Amazon a
curious look as he caught her eyes. Naturally, she.
did not explain anything. She led the way across
to the table and the three scientists seated at it
looked up stonily. The First gestured to them

briefly.

“These gentlemen are mainly concerned with the
Experiment,” he explained. “I need not say more.
Now, as to the information you desire .. .”

‘He murmured a few words of warning to his
colleagues—which Abna fully interpreted for him-
self—and then he changed back to English and
began his explanation.

“T am assuming, Amazon—and 1 think, cor-
rectly—ithat your scientific knowledge is of an order

to grasp everything I am about to explain. First
let us deal with ether. To you it 1s a puzzle, and

- to the scientists of Earth, who simply regard it as

a ‘something’ which transmits light, heat and other
radiations. We, too, regard it as an x-factor, which
is to say we don’t know what it is, but we do
know what it does. We know that ether travels
in waves, over any spacial distance, and we know
that those waves can be directed. That is what
we do.”

“You have given me the basic facts of ether
as science knows it,” the Amazon acknowledged.
“Naturally, you have a good deal more to tell.
How does the second Earth come to be?”

“It is not difficult to understand when you
realize that everything transmits light, or a better
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word would be reflects. Everything, on any world,
organic or inorganic, reflects the light which falls
upon it and, therefore, it becomes visible. Those
" light-waves travel on into space forever and by
instruments can be recaptured and reproduced.”

“The light waves can, admittedly,” the Amazon

said. “But you reproduce the original object In
exact form and size.” |

~“Purely an extension of the basis of telescopi
effects,” the First said.
to this one, very much like Earth in size and at-
mosphere, but otherwise an empty world which
has never been tenanted by living beings. Such,
originally, was the planet which became Earth 2.

Let me digress for a moment to bring my point

home— You are naturally aware how blank film,
under the influence of developer, assumes a photo-
graph of some object or other?”
“Naturally.” | *
“Very well then. - Imagine this neighbor planet
treated with the special chemicals which, as a photo-
graphic film resolves an image, resolves the light
waves coming to it into exact duplicates of the
original light waves. If that is a little hazy, try
to see it this way. The neighbor planet is treated
with resolving chemical, much of it comprising the
very materials from which an organic being is made
up—lime, phosphates, water and so forth. On this
world of ours here—Kolb—the minute light waves
received from distant Earth are stepped up to their
original size without any loss of definition and
reflected back on to the neighbor world—still with-
out loss of size or definition. The chemicals react
to them and in the spot where the light waves fall
a duplicate of the light-wave original takes form
and apparent life,
original 1s doing.”
“Quite ingenious,” the Amazon said, after a mo-
ment’s reflection. “In fact, a marvellous example
of telescopic and vibratory power—for that is what
it really is—raised to the nth degree. But what
about sound? How is that reproduced. It only
applies where there is air.
“But not the original sound,” the First con-
fessed. “The sounds heard on Earth 2 are there
as a natural consequence of the duplicates doing

the same thing on Earth, Naturally if a person,

say, rings a bell on Earth, that duplicate person
rings a bell on . the neighbor world as well, and
the sound is identical. The same with speech. The
original speaking, the duplicate does the same
thing.”

“ And the time-factor?” the Amazon asked. “De-

spite the fact that light travels at 186,000 miles a
second, it would mean untold centuries for light
waves from FEarth to reach here. That seems to
suggest that everything on Earth 2 ought to be
centuries behind—yet we know that is not so. It
is definitely present-day.”

“Practically instantaneous,” the First said. “The -

limiting speed of light is only a theory, as you
yourselves have proved. Light can move at any
 speed you wish it to if you apply mechanical means.
The 186,000 miles per second velocity is only that
of unaided light waves. We reproduce everything
within seconds.” 2 2

~ “] must confess to a profound admiration for
your scientific skill,” the Amazon shrugged. “What
a pity it is wasted in such an unworthy cause....
You duplicated Earth merely so that you could
study the reactions of Earth-people at close
quarters, after you had controlled their thoughts
adversely.” |, Lo

“You are quite correct,” the First answered
coldly. “I would remark, however, that we do
not consider the cause unworthy. There is a very
definite reason for what we are doing.”.

“So we understand,” Abna commented shortly.
“The mastery of other worlds near this one by the
simple process of mental control. But you had to
have guinea pigs first. ... We know all the facts.”

The First seemed once again to control an im-
pulse to anger. When he spoke once more his
yoice was as smooth as ever.
~ *“QOur experiment is our own concern, my friend,
and there is nothing you can ever do about it. As
for the thought control itself, it is comparatively
simple. Simply the transmission of amplified
thought across the ether....” The First paused for
a moment, then on one of the many draft sheets
on the table he drew an intricate design, complete
with all the scientific details. Finally he looked
at the Amazon. ““There it is, Amazon—the method
by which everything is done, as I have already
explained it to you.” _

The Amazon nodded slowly. Then she said:

“I assume that your hold over Earthlings is

“Imagine a neighbor planet

~particular place. . ..

reflecting exactly what the

Yet you reproduce it.”.

‘phone.

 believe that order will be obeyed.
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powerful enough to stop any of them thinking
for themselves?”

“Entirely so.
otherwise?”

- “It might. You have deliberatelv forced the
ether to carry your transmissions. If anybody at
the other end were clever enough to reverse the
process, the ‘rebound’ might cause considerable
damage here on this world. Similar to throwing
a rubber ball with terrific force against a hard wall.
The effect of recoiling ether, which you have
apparently stretched to the limit of safety accord-
ing to these figures, would be cataclysmic. And
the reaction would come exactly back to the source
by reason of the ether being strained from one
You understand?”’ ' |

The First shrugged. “A needless theory, Amazon.
Nobody on Earth knows what we are doing, where
we are, or has free will enough to cause, trouble.
Scientifically, what you say is correct, but we have
no need to worry over it.” _
a moment, then the First added: “Well, I have kept
my promise to you, Amazon, and given you every
detail, have indeed betrayed far more than I in-
tended. 1 ask you now to describe the zero-quantity
machine and its workings.” ‘

“Certainly. The operation of the machine 1is
simplicity “itself. You have discovered already that
it amplifies thought?” -

“Certainly — on - the same lines as our own
thought -amplifiers.” |

“Very well then.

Would it matter if it were

\

Everything being material in

-construction, that very material aspect is subservi-

ent to the higher quality of pure thought. That
means that the power of a single thought raised

to zero is the greatest destroyer in the Universe,

for the simple reason that it cancels out all ma-

- terial things—or rather whatever material thing is

concentrated upon.” R

The First’s eyebrows rose. “Of course! Such a
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