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miles an hour—that our shells couldn’t
even dent. How about it, Lawton?"”

Lawton nodded. “It's new.”

“One of your spies shipped the
sample out, didn’t he?’ Atkinson in-
quired lazily.

“The best observer we have,” Green
replied a trifle stiffly. “He also reported
on their field tests. That’s how I know
our shells couldn’t scratch one of their
tanks.”

“Has it occurred to you, general,”
Atkinson inquired, “that our slick
friends arranged all that just for your
‘observer’ to see? Why, I shouldn’t be
surprised to hear some day that they
slipped the sample Lawton has been
fooling with for a year into your
observer’s pocket.”

‘You, don’t know what you are talk-
ing about,” Green ~ retorted angtily.
“Our man is one of the shrewdest ob-
servers in the world. Any one who
knows his record admits that. Appar-
ently you never even heard of him.”

“Easy, general! T was just feeling
out my theory.”
“Let’s have it, then,” Winters

snapped.. “I need a drink.”

ATKINSON'’S theory made little
impreéssion on the army and navy. “It's
simply this,” he said: “If war comes,
it will start without a declaration.”

“I could have told you that years
ago,” the admiral remarked rather con-
temptuously. “So could Green.”

“So you don’t think much of my
little theory?” Atkinson returned with
ominous good humor. “Then let me
elaborate a bit. All these mobilizations
of their army and navy that have been
keeping you fellows so jittery for the
past three years dont mean a thing.
They’re just so much ge to hide

figure at all.. You wil] never get within
a thousand miles—or a hundred years—
of the war. You will be out of it before
it starts. In fact you are out of it now.
Because—take it from me—the war has
started already. 35

“I’m willing to bet my last dollar the
war began the day they sold us the first
ounce of that damned dust of theirs.
How they are fighting, or where we shall
be when it's all over, I haven’t any idea.
But I feel it in my bones that the war
is on. And Lawton, here, with all his
highly trained and expensive scientists,
can't tell us a single blessed thing about
what’s going on.”

Before West “or Green could reply,
Gloomy Winters cut in.

“Senator Atkinson is right,” he de-
clared with gloomy emphasis as usual
for him. “I've felt the same way for
months myself. Well, unless the Presi-
dent has better luck in his new pool
than we seem to be having here, we shall
be cleaned out. I can almost see the
débacle coming.” He tumed in con-
siderable irritation on the inoffensive
Lawton. “What's science good for,
anyway, if it can’t help us out of a mess
like this?”

Lawton gasped. Then he had an
inspiration. He saw the simple, obvious
truth: “Why, to get us into a mess like
this, I suppose.”

“Trying to be funny?’ Winters
growled.
“Not at all. Isn’t it pretty obvious

that better scientists than ours some-

where across the water are responsible

for all this?”
“So it is merely our misfortune, and
nobody’s fault in particular, to be
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their real preparations. When they do
start fighting, it will be in a way you
fellows have never dreamed of.

“Your battleships, West, and your
tanks and planes. Green, won’t cut any

ters suggested. “Is that jt?”
“Exactly!” Lawton agreed. “We do

our best. It just happens to be not good

enough.”

Winters sighed. “Can’t you dig up
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something better than what you have—
younger men ?”

“We are combing the country, day and
night, and have been for the past three
years.”

“But no luck?”

“None.”

“Then we’ll have to put our trust in
—T don’t know what. Anybndy got
anything else? Redding?”

“Nothing of importance. Just a
suggestion for you to pass on to the
proper department, and a historical item
I thought might interest every one here.
First, the suggestion. The secret serv-
ice has simply got to plant a spy in
their dust factories. Let them scrutinize
every passport issued and try to find
some, prospective traveler with brains in
his head. I agree with Atkinson that
the war is on. My own figures alone
almost prove it beyond argument.

*“Second, the little bit of history.”
He held up a telegram. “This is from
John Jarvis, of Jarvis & Sons, head of
the oldest fertilizer-manufacturing con-
cern in this country. Founded in 1776.
For over half a century pfactically a
monopoly. They have hung on, giving
their stuff away, almost, ever since the
dust came in. John Jarvis thought it
might interest the national chamber of
commerce to know that they closed up
this morning at ten thirty. They are
bankrupt.”

“A shot near home,” Winters re-
marked, pushing back his chair. “Gen-
tlemen, we stand adjourned, to meet
again on call from the President, should
anything rcquiring our attention develop.
Any one join me in a lung mint julep?”

The vote was unanimous,

i

JUST as Gloomy Winters stood up to
lead his crowd’into the-bar, a young
man some hundreds of miles away also
stood up, rather nervously, not to* walk
out for a cool drink, but to receive the

first substantial honor of his dawning
career. John Jarvis, Jr—"“Jay,” for
short, to his friends—was about to re-
ceive his Ph. D. degree with the highest
honors, and the coveted Williard Gibbs
memorial prize, for an outstanding con-
tribution to physical chemistry, at one
swoop.

The prize—open to contestants from
any part of the American continent and
awarded on the recommendation of a
thoroughly hard-boiled committee of the
National Research Council—had been
awarded to Jay for the “significant
advance” made in his doctoral disser-
tation.

The dissertation filled exactly two
pages in the journal which had accepted
it for publication, and its unassuming
title was “An Extension of the Periodic
Law.” The “Periodic Law” referred to
was Mendeléeff’s, of 1868, which
brought order into the comparative chaos
of the properties of the chemical ele-
ments, and which predicted new ele-
ments discovered later by chemists.

The “Extension” carried the law into
the rich unexplored region between
physics and chemistry which Men-
deléeff would not have believed existed
if h: had been told and which modern

i into the ion of
matter unexpectedly stumbled across.

Jay maintained—perhaps justly—that
he also had merely stumbled. There
was so much lying about loose between
physics and chemistry, he said, that even
the most cautious explorer must stumble
over something of value sooner or later.
Anyhow, this was Jay’s alibi for run-
ning off with the prize. It consisted
of one thousand dollars in cash and a
gold medal.

But there was a string attached. Be-
fore the lucky winner could pocket the
prize, he must explain, in three hundred
words or less, to all who cared to listen,
exactly what he had done to win the
prize. Jay's ordeal -had been set to
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“I get you. Working for the metal-
trades combine?”

“More or less. Exporting just now.”

The underwear specialist was im-
pressed. “Say,” he burst out, producing
a telegram, “what do you say to that?”

In silent wonder Jay tried to grasp
the cabalistic message. Was is cipher?
For a moment he thought Senator At-
kinson was trying to communicate with
him in this roundabout, deadly mys-
terious way. “JAKE TRIPLETS
RACHEL.” What on earth could it
mean? He handed back the message
silently.

“Pretty good, eh?” the specialist chal-
lenged.

“I should say so,” Jay admitted doubt-
fully.

“Rachel’s pretty good, I admit, but T
didn’t think she had this in her. Last
time it was only twins.”

Jay kept a straight face. “After all
it isn’t so remarkable in times like these.
It’s just part of the general prosperity.”

The specialist sucked at his cigar and
let his eyes rove over the terrific green
surge of unrestrained fecundity billow-
ing up all about them. A bland content
smoothed the rounded contours of his
swarthy face, and he sighed with his
whole stomach.

“Yes, 1 guess that’s it,” he agreed..

“Prosperity has come to stay.” To his
simple eyes it was all as shiningly clear
as the summer sun blazing down on the
steaming crops.

THEY SAT smoking in-silence for
- nearly an hour, till the green nightmare
ended abruply, and the train glided out
onto a level expanse of barren brown
gravelly soil stretching to the horizon.
“They’re dusting this, too,” the spe-
’ cialist observed, pointing to five specks
against the blank blue sky. “See how
straight the planes fly. I'll bet these
fellows keep the same distance apart for
hundreds of miles.”
“If they keep it up,” Jay remarked,

“they’ll soon have corn enough to feed
all the hogs on- Mars.”

“I shouldn’t wonder,” the specialist
concurred absently.

In a few seconds he was fast asleep,
and Jay sat staring idly. The motion of
the train rocked him into a delightful
trance between sleep and waking, in
which he neither thought nor dreamed.
His mind was busily at work, but he
was totally unaware of what was going
on inside his head.

As has often been noticed by brain
workers, some of our best thinking is
done for us. The soil must be prepared
before the seed can sprout; but, given
the right conditions, the seed will germ-
inate and take root of itself. Jay’s
mind had been prepared—although he
did not know it at the time—by his work
on an extension of the periodic law. It
now needed only a chance gust to waft
some vagrant seed in the right direction
to start the mysterious thing we call life
or, in Jay’s case, creative thought. His
head nodded, and he dozed.

A curiously jumbled conversation, in
which Rachel and Jake, triplets and rank
green corn by the thousand square miles,
Tori and Atkinson, dust and battleships,
Lawton and the personnel officer Whar-
ton, all seeming to join in and express
their weirdly distorted opinions of Jay’s
work on -the pericdic law, floated
through his head. Under it all the
clickety-clack, clickety-clack, of steel on
steel as the wheels hit the welded junc-
tures of the rails, hammered out an
absurdly logical refrain: “My name—
is Jake; my name—is Jake; I sowed—
the seed; I sowed—the seed.”

By this time Jay was more than half
awake. He woke fully, with a jolt,
clearly conscious that his absurd con-
versations about triplets with the ex-
pansive Jake had indeed sowed the seed
of a brilliant idea in the well-prepared
soil of his mind. Why on earth had he
not thought of it before? It seemed the
most natural thing in the world to try.
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Without disturbing the sleeping Jake,
Jay got up and made his way to the
writing desk in the club car. He reached
for a telegram blank and hesitated.
There was a lot to be said in his
message, and he wondered whether the
air mail would be fast enough to deliver
his letter and a reply, addressed in care
of the steamship company, before his
boat sailed. Deciding that this was no
time to save a few of his thousand dol-
lars, he wrote out his message and
addressed it to Senator Atkinson, Wash-
ington, D. C. Then he glanced at his
watch and consulted the time-table.
They were due at the next station in
eight minutes. Not trusting the drowsy
porter to hand in the message to the
station operator, Jay walked out onto the
platform and waited.

Most of the message was taken up in
an urgent appeal to Atkinson to induce
the proper authorities to devise some
safe method of getting reports to him
during his stay abroad. Jay had no
idea who the proper authorities might
be, but he felt reasonably confident that
the senator would. Nor had he any
suggestions as to a method of safe com-
munication. In his message he stated
that, in his opinion, his correspondence
would be thoroughly scrutinized by ex-
perts who would leave no trace of their
. tamperings.

The rest of the message suggested that
Senator Atkinson consult Lawton im-
mediately and learn the names of the
best men in the country to carry out
certain experiments which Jay himself
was not trained or competent to do.
Having found these men, Atkinson—
again through the “proper authorities,”
but a different set, naturally—was to
prevail upon them to start the experi-
ments going at once.-

As soon as they got any defihite re-
sults, they were to let the senator know,
and he was to see that the results were
promptly and accurately transmitted to
Jay. As the results in question would

“all be mere numbers, and certainly less

than two thousand, they“could easily be
fitted into a code—provided some safe
way of using a code could be devised.

The experiments which Jay suggested
were entirely out of his line, but would
be mere routine to a good biologist with
an up-to-date training. Jay simply
wanted to know what effect, if any, the
dust had on fruit flies. If it did affect
them, did it make them more or less
prolific? In either case, were the off-
spring sports, or deformed, or were they
normal? If the flies were affected, was
it possible to screen off the effect of the
dust? And, if so, what were the wave-
length numbers, on his own—Jay’s—
periodic scale, corresponding to the
screens?

The train stopped, and Jay hurried to
the telegraph office. On the way dack he
saw Jake stretching his legs. Jake
hailed him.

“Business rushing ?”

“T'll say! Just sent off a rush order
I forgot.”

“That’s bad. Once got myself fired
for a mistake like that” Jake inter-
rupted his reminiscences abruptly.
“Oi, 0i!” he croaked, “I forgot to wire
Rachel the names.” In a waddling run
he made for the telegraph office as fast

‘as his fat legs could take him.

“Better hurry,” Jay called after him.
“We’ve got only two minutes left. How
about Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-
nego, if they’re all boys?”

But Jake'did not hear him. The
porter shoved the exhausted father
aboard just as the train began to gather
speed, and that was the last Jay saw
of him. Jake's sprint had upset his
digestion, and he spent the rest of the
journey in his parlor compartment.

Jay passed the time fairly painlessly
over his grammar. He planned to sur-
prise Tori by greeting him at the pier
in his own language and hoped his self-
instructed pronunciation would not turn
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Patches of brilliant orange appeared
with startling distinctness in the midst
of dark-green expanses, and blotches of
angry red alternated with vioient blues,
dull mauves and sultry purples.

UP TO NOW:

The President’s ewmergency commit-
tee, including Secretary Winters, Red-
ding, Adwmiral West, General Green,
Senator Atkinson and Dr. Lawton,
tries to discover what a certain foreign

Power is doing to the United States.
After the Great Drought, in which the
agricultural States were devastated by
heat and wind, enemy agents convinced
the Department of Agriculture that their
secret fertilizing *‘dust,” spraved over
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the dead soil by airplanes, would restore
fertility,

! . .
To avert starvation and revolution,

the United States signed o trade treaty,
getting sufficient dust in exchange for
its food surpluses shipped to the enemy.
Government experts had been unable to
determine the chewical nature of the
dust which had quadrupled fertility.
Army secret-service agents reported also
that the enemy was using an unknown
wmetal 1w its land tanks. Mobilizations
and fleet manewvers of the enemy have
alarmed the government. Atkinson says
the war will not be fought by arwiies
and navies; he believes the enmemy is
fighting us with the dust.

Lawtow’s wmen, combing” the country

for young talent, unearth Jay Jarvis,
heir to the defunct fertilizer monopoly
of the United States. Jay, age 23, has
just greduated with highest hownors in
physical  chemistry.  His wuniversity
friend, Count Tori, of the enemy, has
been doing advanced work—unsuccess-
fully—in  wmodern chemistry.  Tori
guesses that Jay is trying to discover the
secret of the dust, and offers him a posi-
tion on the ememy rescarch staff, of
which he is commander-m-chicf. Jay
has attracted Lawtow's notice by his
Gibbs’ Prize paper on an extension of
Mendeléeff's periodic law of the chemi-
cal elements.

Jay accepts Tori’s offer. Before sail-
ing he makes arvangements through At-
kinson for communicating while in
Tori's country with the United States
secret service, by sending out code re-
ports concealed in published tables of
scientific research, and for receiving an-
swers from American scientists through
the lLike in o biometric—biologic—jour-
nal, Jay wishes to know the results of
Awmerican experiments on fruit flies
with the emanations—if any—;from the
dust.

“none, he concluded.

“like an ambassador, stepped out.

V.

T THE gangplank Jay waited
A The officers knew that he was
traveling with Count Tori, so
they let him hang around. They were
all men of Tori’s race, as the liner was
one of the great fleet of luxurious float-
ing hotels subsidized by their govern-
ment for the lucrative tourist trade.

Like everything else since the begin-
ning of the Great Prosperity, globe-
trotting had experienced a tremendous
boom, and the steamships of all coun-
tries were sold out months in advance
of their sailings.

Jay watched the chattering, gayly
dressed crowd of women hanging over
the railing' of’ the ‘upper deck and won-
dered how many of them knew that
there was a war on and that they were
aboard an enemy transport. Probably
Like Jake, they
were too busy flinging the cash to bother
about the credit.

How would they all get home again,
Jay wondered, if their “dust bonds”

‘should suddenly be depreciated to about

zero while they were blithely touring
the enemy’s territory? They couldn’t
walk, and flying was out of the ques-
tion. Perhaps they would stay where
they happened to find themselves and,
like millions of their dead and forgot-
ten sisters all through military history,
become the mothers of a new race.

As none of them showed any inclina-
tion to dash back down the gangplank
or to jump overboard, Jay decided that
they all really were as ignorant as Jake
and not merely acting a’courageous part
to keep up their spirits. :

A limousine whirled up with a flour- -
ish and stopped. Two officers hastened

‘forward to open the doors. Little Tori,

dressed in' a frock coat and top hat
The
obsequious officers all but prostrated .
themselves. Turning back to the cab,
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Tori helped a strikingly beautiful girl
of his own race to alight,

Jay’s first thought was that Tori had
just been married and had not had time
to change his clothes before starting for
the boat. This was contradicted by the
girl’s outfit. She was dressed in a spick-
and-span American-college-girls’ sport
costume. Although she was a good six
inches taller than Tori, being in fact
a very tall woman for her race, there
was an indefinable resemblance between
her and Tori.. Before he could specu-
late furthet on her identity, Tori had
introduced them.

“Jay, this is my sister, Nara.”

Tori pronounced it Nah-rah, and Jay
seemed - to remember having seen the
word in his grammar as the name of
some flower. Nara, with her vermilion
lips—artistically touched up, of course
—her olive and old-ivory 'skin, and her
dark, lustrous eyes, was more exotically
beautiful in Jay’s opinion than any
tropical flower he had ever seen in a
hothouse. She held out her slim, gloved
hand. '

“How do you do, Mr, Jarvis? My
brother has told me-lots about you and
how good you have been to him.”

Her English accent was much better
than Tori's, although his was very good
indeed, and her manner was exactly like
that of any well-bred, sophisticated
American girl who has traveled much
in Europe. Jay instantly sized her up
as being the “better man” of the two
in every way. .She had learned some-
thing that Tori would never master.
The expression about her eyes and
mouth showed that she had been blessed
with a gift few of her people share,
a saving sense of humor,

Tori, as Jay knew to his own sor-
row, was physically, mentally, and
morally incapable of understanding a
joke or seeing the ludicrous side of any-
thing. Six tiny, almost invisible wrin-
kles in the strategic places proclaimed
Nara as-a girl who knew how to laugh.

Jay was just about to say that Tori
might have told Nara a lot about him,
but that her brother had never even
hinted to him of Nara’s existence, when
he thought better of it. Tori would
only be offended. Jay contented him-
self with an innocent comment :

“I hope your brother didn't tell you
the truth.”

Nara saw the point and smiled. “Per-
haps he didn’t. It was all very flatter-
mg.”

Their hand luggage was carried up
the gangplank, and the officer on the
bridge began giving his orders through
a megaphone. The plank was ‘hauled
up, hawsers were thrown off, and the
engines began to throb. A din of in-
coherent farewell messages seemed to:
quicken the huge vessel into barely per-
ceptible motion, and they had started.
Promising to look him up in about half
an hour, Tori and his sister hastened off
to their staterooms. ,

Jay’s quarters gave him a shock that
was not wholly pleasant. Even in pros-
perous times such as the world was then
enjoying, the suite—Jay supposed that
was what it was called—would have
been luxurious for a multimillionaire.

“What are they trying to do to me?”
he muttered to himself as he surveyed
the extravagantly - furnished sitting
room. " ‘“Do they take me for the Prince
of Wales? What’s theidea?”

He tried a door on the left and
stopped in astonishment at the threshold
when he saw the room beyond. It was
a fully equipped laboratory, with
crowded bookshelves lining one wall,
ready for immediate occupancy.

A hasty inspection of the apparatus
and the titles of the books and journals
confirmed his guess. He was to be the
occupant, and his employers cvidently
expected him to begin work at once.
The books and apparatus were precisely
those which three years of almost inces-
sant, grueling work had made as fa-
miliar to him as his own hands, Well,
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he was ready whenever they gave the
word. Why not? They were paying
him well enough. :
Jay peeled off his coat and vest and
reached for the work smock hanging
behind the door. Tori should find him
“busy when he arrived to pay his little
call. Jay found the latest number of
his favorite technical journal on the
long table across the end of the room
and settled down to scan the articles in
search of anything new in his specialty.
There was a timid rap on the door
which Jay had not closed.
“Come in!” he called without turning
his head.

LIGHT f{footsteps pattered over the
cork floor, and Jay looked up to see a
boy, who looked about seventeen, stand-
ing deferentially at his side,

“Hello! Who are you?
I do for you?”

“I am your assistant, Dr, Jarvis,” the
boy announced with a most engaging
smile which showed all his fine teeth. I
am Seventeen.”

“Just what I guessed,” Jay remarked
with satisfaction. “What’s your name?”

“Seventeen.”

“No, no!
name.”

“Seventeen,” the boy repeated, favor-
ing Jay with his most entrancing smile.

Jay scratched his nose. “If you
don’t understand English any better than
that, a hell of a lot of use you'll be to
me.”

The boy’s solemn reply
knocked Jay off his chair.

“I am paid, Dr. Jarvis, to be a hell
of a lot of use to you.”

“Say, young fellow, where did you
pick up English? There’s a sort of
singsong about your brand, as if you
were chanting a hymn.”

“I learned English at the missionary
- college in my native province.’

“College? Then how old are you,
for Pete’s sake?”

What can

Not your age. Your

almost

_noon.

“Thlrty-two :

“I missed it by only ﬁfteen years—
about forty-seven per cent. What is this
nonsense about your name being Sweet
Seventeen 7"’

“Not Sweet Seventeen,” the boy cor-
rected with the gravity of a plaster
image; “just Seventeen. That is my
number in the scientific brigade to which
I am attached.”

“Sounds rather inhuman to me. Also
a bit too dramatic. Theatricals are all
right in the theater. In a workshop like
this they only get us all goose-stepping
around as if we thought we were big
savants, I shall call you Sam for short.

" What can you do?”

“Mathematics. - All the usual devel-
opments of the quantum theory—wave
mechanics, including the relativistic
form, matrix algebra, the applications
of substitution groups, Lie’s theory, and
so on.”

“You must be pretty good. What else
can you do?”’

Without batting an eye, Sam com-
pleted the tale of his impressive accom-
plishments. Jay noted without surprise
that Sam seemed to find nothing incon-
gruous in the list.

“Wash bottles,” he said.

“Just the man I need. Count Tori
must know me better than I know my-
self. But just at present I don’t need
anything in quantum mechanics or bot-
tle washing. Do you speak your own
language as well as you do mine?”

“Better,” Sam declared. '

“Then you can teach me.”

“But ours is a very difficult language,
Dr. Jarvis.”

“T've guessed as much. We sha!l get
up at five, and put in three hours before
breakfast. Then we can knock off an-
other three hours after dinner—say
from eight to eleven. If you need a
nap -you can catch one in the after-
T'll have plenty of calculations
in a day or two to fill in the rest of
your time.”
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Sam'’s smile faded. “I do not know
how to teach.”

“Oh, you won’t have to teach me
much. All T want of your language is
enough to know if some girl is insult-
ing me. It's an art, I'm told, among
the ladies of your country. Come on;
T'll show you how to teach a language.”

Jay got up and laid the journal in
his hand on a bench. “I get up out of
my chair,” he said, “and I lay this
journal on that bench.” He handed
Sam the journal. “Now you do it. Sit
down, get up, put the journal where
1 did, and tell me everything you are
doing as you do it—in vour own lan-
guage, as idiomatic as you can make
it. 1f I don’t follow, I'll ask. And
as I repeat after you, catch me up when
I don’t say it right. Donr’t stop with
what T did, but go on doing any fool
thing that comes into your head and
keep telling me what you are doing.”

Poor Sam was horribly embarrassed,
but he could not refuse. Only when
Jay started murdering the language did
Sam begin to take an interest in his
antics and warm to the job of setting
Jay straight. As Jay presently discov-
ered that he got on much better if he
imitated all of Sam’s antics while he
was stuttering to describe them, the pair
made a highly diverting spectacle when
Tort and his sister arrived to pay their
call.

They had let themselves in when re-
peated knocks and rings brought no re-
sponse and were ‘now standing in the
door of the laboratory enjoying the per-
formance. Tori managed to control his
face; it was too much for Nara. Her
shriek. of laughter ended the lesson.
Sam scuttled from the room, leaving Jay
to explain.

Tori protested that it was not neces-
sary for Jay to learn the language. Most
of the men with whom he would be
associated could make themselves un-
derstood perfectly in English, and those
who  lacked English spoke German,

which Jay had learned as part of his
scientific training. Jay laughed it off.
With a glance at Nara, he declared that
his object in trying to pick up a smat-
tering was purely social.

NARA was frankly modern and
cosmopolitan. Pretending to take Jay
for a gay young blade, she remarked
that English would be sufficient for the
sort of social contacts jay no doubt
had in mind, as English and American
sailors had taught the girls all that was
really necessary.

Jay hotly denied the innuendo. Had
he been alone with Nara he might have
continued the conversation in a different
tone. But he had caught the shadow
of extreme distaste that flitted across
Tori’s face while his sister was speak-

-ing, and he thought it only politic to

crack down on her rather hard.

Nara was not deceived by Jay’s tone,
if the mischievous, almost sly glance
she stole at her sedate brother meant
anything. Nevertheless, she thought it
tactful to divert the talk into cooler
channels, and they discussed the pros-
pects of the voyage.

Tori nodded his grave approval when
Jay declared his intention of putting six
hours a day on his scientific work. Jay
hoped to have at least a preliminary re-
port of something pretty fair ready by
the time the boat docked.

“By the way,” he asked, “does that
offer of publication in the “T'ransactions
of the Academy of Sciences’ cover pre-
liminary reports?”

“QOf course,” Tori assured him. “If
they are short enough, they are printed
with the abstracts of forthcoming pa-
pers at the end of an issue.”

Jay asked Tori how he would pass
the time, as the count cared little for
games and perhaps less for mixing.

“Affairs of State, as one might say,”
Tori confided with an enigmatic smile.
“Every hour takes me that much nearer
bomie and work. I shall spend most
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of my time not 'far from the wireless
room, I imagine.”

“And 1,” Nara admitted, “shall spend
most of mine in the ballroom. The
rest will go in sleeping off one party
and getting ready for the next. With-
out a little innocent flirtation now and
then, long ocean voyages are msuffer-
able.”

Again Jay caught that shadow of dis-
taste in Tori’s face. Evidently he did
not entirely approve of his sophisticated
sister.  Jay suspected her of tormenting
" her sober-minded brother deliberately.
They were elusively alike in many ways,
and yet singularly unlike in tempera-
ment.-

Nara suddenly remembered that she
must consult her maid about what gown
to wear at dinner that evening. It was
a serious business this, she declared, of
choosing the gown for her first appear-
ance in the-saloon. One mistake—say
silver -and blue instead of scarlet and
black—and the voyage would be ruined.
The American women would run off
with all the prizes. Blowing her brother
a kiss—a trick she had picked up watch-
ing sentimental English plays—she
slipped out and left them together.

Tori's brooding face was both sad
and angry. Jay studied him in silence.
Once or twice Tori seemed on the point
of speaking, but reconsidered and said
nothing.

“Anything up?” Jay asked sympa-
tnet*cally

Tori sighed heavily. “As we shall
probably see a lot of one another, I may
as well tell you now. Sooner or later
you would hear it from some one else.
Nara is only my half sister. We had
the same mother.”

“I notlced that she is rather taller
than you.”

“Yes. Her father was a very tall
man. He was an ensign in the Amer-
ican navy when Nara was bom

X3 Oh ',’

"“Now he is an admiral.”

For the first time that he could re-
member, fay’s ready tongue faiied him.
It flashed across his mind that Tori
might not unreasonably harbor a violent
dislike for Americans, and he seemed
to hear Senator Atkinson cautioning
him: “Watch your friend.” He kept
perfectly still, wondering whether Tori
would share any further confidences.
He did.

“I saw him the other day.”

“The admiral?”

“Yes. He did not recognize me, of -
course, as I was only a little boy—four
or five—when he visited our country. I
found him very intelligent. We talked
of world peace and the League of Na-
tions. Our elder statesmen had asked
me to interview him before returning
home.”

TORI spoke impersonally, as if he
were discussing a scientific problem.
There was no irony in his allusions to
the admiral’s intelligence and world
peace. ~ Jay gathered courage to ask a
plain question:

“Did your sister see the admiral?”

“Of course! She always drops in to
see him on her way to or from Europe
—when he is ashore. This time he told
her she was very beautiful. Perhaps she
is. I cannot say.”

“She would attract attention in any
crowd.”

“And she is always in the center of
a crowd.”

Jay decided to plunge and get at the
facts: “You don’t seem to think much
of your sister.”

“How could I? She is not truly of
our people.” He gave Jay a straight
look. *“She will marry an American
or an Englishman. She has no use for
our own men. Still, T am very fond of
Nara.” ‘

“By the way,” Jay inguired coolly,
“since we are having a pretty straight
talk about your affairs, does the admiral
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ack:xowledge your sister as his daugh-
ter?”

“Why should he? What could he
gained? His own family would only
suffer, and Nara would not be helped.
As no member of his family, except
himself, seems to care for our part of
the world, they are not likely to learn
the truth.”

Tori smiled to himself. “Once there
was an amusing scene. Nara had called
to see her father at his office on her way
home from school in England. She in-
tended to surprise him, so she had not
written—through a trustworthy third
person, of course—as usual. The ad-
thiral was surprised. While he and
Nara were talking, his youngest daugh-
ter walked in unannounced. The girl
took a great fancy to my sister and
begged her to visit the family for a few
days. Nara explained that she had to
get home at once to see to her affairs.”

“Quite awkward for the admiral, I
should say.” Jay studied Tori’s face
before putting his next question: “Why
do you disapprove of your sister?

Nothing that has happened is her fault.”
- “Of course not,” Tori agreed em-
phatically.  “Our people think almost
nothing of such temporary unions.
Nara’s mother was a widow when Nara
was born. Your people,” he went on,
with a touch of disdain, “attach alto-
gether too much importance to that side
of life. We consider it natural and
~ think no more about it. Why be morbid

about the facts of nature?”

“All a matter of geography. At least
that used to be the popular theory. I'm
like you. The customs of a country are
its own affair. But if you are so philo-

. sophical about that part of it, why can’t
you accept your sister for what she is
and let her live as her heredity urges
her to live?”

Tori made a sour grimace. “Because
I can’t. That is all.”

“Her social life sets your teeth on
edge?” )

-

“Not at all! That is of no import-
ance. And,” he continued with bitter
emphasis, “it is of even less importance
to her than it is to me. She rather
despises it, I believe.”

“Then what's the matter?”

Tori’s eyes flashed and his nostrils
trembled. * Jay had never before seen
such a display of suppressed emotion
from the habitually self-possessed little
mart.

“I hate her ambitions!”

“What are they?” Jay demanded
calmly.

“She is a leader in the movement to-
ward internationalism. Think of it!
My sister, with the blood of one of the
oldest and most patriotic aristocracies
of the world in her wveins, using
all ~ her ' talents—she is gifted—to
destroy the very thing that has pre-
served our people as a nation for cen-
turies, She would destroy it all by
diluting our national character with for-
eign ideals alien to the genius of our
people. " If her ambitions and those of
her friends in America and Europe tri-
umph, we shall cease to exist as a na-
tion.”

Jay fancied he detected the profes-
sional orator and budding statesman be-
hind Tori’s phrases, but for all that he
was forced to admit that the little man
seemed genuinely moved, and, therefore,
probably speaking at least part of the
truth,

“What can one lone girl do against
the traditions of a great nation like
yours?’

“Do? What has she done? When
you learn enough of our language to
read the newspapers in the vernacular—
the red rags read by the proletariat—
you will see her name on every page.
Do you know where she has been for
the past eighteen months?”

Jay shook his head. “I've been too

. busy at other things to pay much at-

tention to what is going on.”
“She has been touring Europe as the
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official delegate of the Youth Congress
nf our country to the conventions of
similar congresses of deluded boys and
girls, from Moseow to London, and
from Stockholm to Rome, preaching the
illusory dogmas of pacifism and inter-
nationalism.”

Tori was breathless with disgust and
indignation,

“What’s wrong with that?” Jay dé-
manded. “Isn’t peace more sensible
than war? And how the devil do you
expect your country—or any other—to
exist? By eating its own smoke?

You'll soon starve to death that way
“and—

Tori curtly interrupted : Do you be-
lieve it is possible to convert the nations
of the world to internationalism and
their peoples to pacifism ?”’

“If I did not,” Jay retorted, “I
should hire some one as charming as
your sister is, and as persuasive as she

- must be according to your account, to
do exactly what she is doing.”

Tori gave him a searching glance,
and Jay wished he had not let his logic
run away with his caution.

“You believe Nara is no better than
a subtle sort of spy or agemte provo-

cateuse to lull our competitors into

dreams of a false security? That she
has no integrity P
“Not at all,” Jay replied. “For two

reasons: First, I know nothing of your
sister except what you have told me;
and second, I am still young enough and
green enough to believe that it s pos-
sible to make the human race use its
common sense and give up war and
other brands of damn foolishness.

“You've known me for three years.
Did I ever strike you as the sort of
" guy who would join every mushy move-
ment that comes along and go flocking
to inspirational talk-fests? I base my
theory on what seems to be a scientific
fact—we may all be half crazy, but
most of us are not incurable.”

“I see little evidence of it,” Tori re-

marked dispassionately. “Do you think
we shall ever have another world war?”

“Another? No.”

Again Tori seemed to be reading his
mind, and Jay silently cursed his own
outspokenness. Did Tori guess that Jay
fully expected, or at least hoped, that
the invisible war then going on would
be the last? He must learn to control
his convictions and not let Tori or his
friends goad him into another argument.
Tori got up to go.

“Well, whatever may be true, we need
not get excited, These questions will
not be settled by you or me, or in our
generation. In fact, I doubt whether
they will ever be settled. I have my
work to do, and you have yours. That
is the most we can say. By the way,
if you want anything, either for your
work or your personal comfort, please
let me know.”

“Thanks, Tori, T shall.”

“You will dine with Nara and me?”

“My tongue has been hanging out
for an invitation for the last two hours.”

Tori bowed onc of his stiff, cere-
monial little jerks and departed.

WHILE he dressed for dinner, Jay
speculated just how much of Tori’s
broadmindedness in the awkward mat-
ter of his sister’s parentage was window
dressing and how much whole cloth. Jay
rather suspected Tori of being less pla-
tonic toward the admiral than he pre-
tended. In fact, he was inclined to size
up the whole episode of Tori’s brotherly
frankness as a rather transparent trick
to delude him—Jay—into believing that
Tori had nothing but the sincerest ad-
miration for all Americans or, if not
exactly that, then merely a passive in-
difference, when Jay should hear from
gossipy third persons the romantic but
not uncommon story of Nara’s parent-
age.

Jay could have kicked the admiral—
or rather the ensign—for a thoughtless
imbecile to get his whole country into
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2 mess over the sowing of his private
wild oats. Then he reflected that the
ensign could not possibly have foreseen

that the-little boy Tori of four or five
had the makings in him of an extremely
dangerous enemy.

“It’s easy enough for Senator Atkin-
son to warn me to watch Tori,” he mut-
tered. “But who the devil is going to
watch me while I'm doing it? Tori

.seems to have eyes in the back of his
head.”

The obsequiously smiling Sam—or
“Seventeen”’—appeared.

“Do you need any assistance, Dr.
Jarvis?”

“No. Get to blazes out of here and
don’t show up again till five to-morrow
morning to give me my lesson. I hate
being waited on.”

VI,

ALL but the last thirty-six hours of
the voyage lay behind them. To give
the bored tourists a-thrill, the floating
hotel was proceeding at half speed
through the dangerous channel between
two of the “dust” islands. These had
recently been purchased from the deca-
dent powers which had owned them for
nearly four centuries,

Far in the hazy distance loomed the

“densely forested mountain ranges whose
swift streams provided the necessary
cuergy to operate the electrical plants
of the dust industry; and precipitous
cliffs of volcanic rock, hemming the nar-
row valleys gashed from the mountains
to the sea, furnished an abundant sup-
piy of the basic raw material.

This much of the process for manu-
facturing the dust being no secret, the
directors of the tourist trade were gen-
erously permitted to give their patrons
a full and unobstructed view of the
operations—from the water only, of
course. Landing was prohibited. = And

to make sure that no slip should occur.

the platinum blonde at his side.

two heavily armed cruisers escorted the
steamer through the channel.

The tourists for the most part soon
tired of the spectacle of basalt cliffs
cascading down in shattered rubble as
high explosives did their work. A few,
more inquisitive than the dancing, ten-
nis-playing, drinking, bridge- playing,
and flirting majority, showed a mlld n-
terest in the proceedings,

What did the workers do next to all
that broken rock when they had it? The
polite stewards and deck officers replied
that they did not know ; the further de-
tails of the manufacture of the fertiliz-
ing dust were matters for the technical
workers and government scientists
alone. Did they always have to use
volcanic rock? The officers smiled.
No; as the tourists should see for them-
selves as they passed other islands, any
kind of rock would do. Even sand was
being used in prodigious quantities,

Then why, engineers demanded, did

not the manufacturers use supplies
nearer home? Surely sand and rock
were not scarcities? The answer to this
question was obvious, the officers po-
litely pointed out. The islands actually
being used were practically worthless
for agriculture, and indeed scores of the
smaller ones had not been inhabited
for over a century. To have scooped
up or blasted the basic materials nearer
home would have ruined rich agricul-
tural land, denscly populated, or have
interfered with the fishing induastry by
irreparably damaging the beaches, hays,
and channels, .
« “We shall pass one of the experimen-
tal farms in about an hour,” an officer
promised. “Then you may see where
they test the dust before shipment.”

A rubicund tourist in plus-fours and
a yachting cap yawned. He turned to
“Let’s
find the others and get in some bridge
before dinner.” They strolled lazily
away, missing the rest of the officer’s
promises.
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“To-night we pass the largest estab-
lishment in this sector where they con-
vert the rock into dust. If you stay
up till eleven, you will see it from the
deck. If there is no fog,” he added.

One by one his audience drifted away
to the bar or the bridge tables, and the
officer found himself alone. A fellow
officer sauntered over from the rail and
joined him. They exchanged a few re-
marks in their own language and parted,
laughing mirthiessly, to go about their
duties,

FORTY : MINUTES later Jay
emerged from his quarters to get a
mouthful of salt air. He had been
hard at work since eight o'clock the
preceding evening, and his eyes lay like
cinders on his brain. Hoping to finish
his preliminary report before landing,
he had skipped his language lesson with
Sam, putting all his effort on his sci-
ence.

Sam, at the moment, was lying on his
back with his mouth open, snoring off
the effects of a protracted debauch of
mathematical calculations. As Jay had
promised, he soon found plenty for his
assistant to.do. What Sam lacked in
a sense of humor he more than made
up in technical proficiency.

To try him out at first, Jay had given
him a rather routine piece of drudgery
to do, which Sam raced through like a
streak in about a fifth of the time Jay
had anticipated. Somewhat startled,
Jay turned him loose on a real problem
in the perturbation theory which he did
not feel like tackling himself. It was
the complete and successful solution of
this complicated puzzle which had ex-
hausted poor Sam.

Although Jay had another tough
brute ready and waiting for Sam’s pa-
tient skill, he considerately let his assist-
ant have his nap out.

Tori had evidently spied Jay from
the wireless room.. He now emerged
-and- joined his friend by the rail.

“You lock tired,” he remarked, lay-
ing a hand on Jay’s arm. “Why don’t
you go and lie down? There is no des-
perate hurry in fundamental science like
yours. Industry will not catch up with
you for fifty years—or more.”

“But some bright boy in Germany or
England—to say nothing of the good
old U. S. A—may beat me to what
I'm trying to do next week.”

“Would that matter?” Tori asked,
with just the faintest inflection of scorn.

“Not if T were as impersonal and as
unselfishly unambitious as you fellows
are. But, as I told you once before,
I’'m still uneivilized enough to prize my
personal scientific reputation. It means
something to me whether I get the credit
for my work. By the way,” he asked
as if by an afterthought, “when does
the pext issue of the ‘Transactions of
the Academy’ go to press?”’ -

Tori considered for a moment. “I
am not sure,” he began doubtfully, “but
I think the last copy for the next issue
went to press yesterday. If not, it must
have been the day before. Yes,” he
added decisively; “it must have been
yesterday. I remember the publication
schedule now.” :

“Then I shall have to wait four weeks
before getting my preliminary report
into print. Darn it all! T shall as likely
as not be scooped.”

Tori reassured him. “If you will
give the operator your report, he can
wireless it directly to the printers and
catch the presses in time.”

Jay looked depressed. “The report
is not quite ready. Sam will have to
check over some of the details with me
before I dare to shoot.”

“How long would it take?” Tori
asked.

“A couple of days at the least. Four
or ‘five at the outside.”

“T am afraid we could not hold the
presses that long. You see, the ‘Trans-
actions’ must be off the presses in time

" to catch the next mail steamer.”
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“Of course! T guess I shall have to
let it go. My stuff may not be so in-
portant as I think it is. Didn’t you
get that way over your own work? Just
after you finished a particular job, you
thought you had the world by the tail.
Then, when you had sobered up a bit,

“you found yourself squeezing a dead
fish™

“T know the sensation,” Tori admit-
ted ruefully., “Only I seldom confused
my fish tails with the world’s. I knew
what they were the moment I got my
hands on them. As I told you, my sci-
entific work is trivial beside yours.”

Tori became friendly and sympa-
thetic. “If your personal reputation
really does mean as much to you as you
try to think it does, I hope nobody
anticipates your latest. Now you had
better go and take a nap. You will want
to see the manufacturing plant when
we pass it to-n1ght—-at about eleven
It is worth seeing.’

Jay nodded and turned toward his
quarters. He had gone but a few steps
when Tori called him back.

“Oh, I quite forgot what I came out
to tell you. The operator gave me a
message for you” He fumbled in his
pocket and found a bulky green-and-
white envelope.

Jay recognized the offering as a ra-
diogram.

“I hope it is not bad news from
home,” Tori remarked as Jay tore the
envelope.

“Not likely,” ]ay surmised. “My
family is too hard up to squander money
on a young newspaper like this.”

Fully conscious that Tori was watch-
ing him through narrowed lids, Jay
slowly read the unnecessarily detailed
message through twice. His second
reading strengthened the impression left

by the first—the code experts of the

navy imagined they had solved their
problem and were now communicating
with him.

Not only had they devised a way of
getting any results the biologists Davis-
son, MacMillan, and Spier might find
through to Jay the.very hour the re-
sults were obtained, but they had also
invented an equally simple way for Jay
to get his own discoveries to the proper
quarter within an hour or two of mak-
ing them. At least they evidently
thought they had done all this,

THAT THE naval experts had in-
spired the radiogram was pretty obvious
from its nature. Boiled down, the mes-
sage was simply an appeal to Jay from
the editor .of the journal which had
printed his two-page, prize-winning Ph.
D. dissertation to continue publishing
his work in the same journal.

The editorial staff recognized, of
course, that Jay’s employers would have
the right to publish the work in its full,
completed form, as rapidly as Jay could
get it out from month to month, but,
for the honor of American science, the
editor begged Jay to wireless him at
least a summary of the results and tables
of numerical data for publication in the
American journal. The editor would
promise not to print anything until re-
ceiving word from Jay that the “Trans-
actions” published by Jay’s employers
were already off the press. If neces-
sary, he would hold Jay’s articles till any
issue of the “Transactions” containing
them had reached American libraries.

But, to repeat, the honor of American
science demanded that Jay consider
what was due to his fellow workers in
America and, conversely, Jay's fellow
workers should not let Jay cut loose
from America entirely. All in all the
whole matter was put on a very lofty
plane.

To make sure that no misprints in
the all-important numerical data crept
in, the editor would have Jay's com-
munications monotyped the day they ar-
rived, and would wireless the proofs—
the outcome of the monotyping—di-
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rectly from the first printed sheet pulled
from the machine and not from Jay’s
" radiogram, '

Atkinson had said Jay would recog-
nize any message, should the naval-code
experts succeed in getting one through.
They had slipped one into Jay’s hand
right under the enemy’s nose. Not
only that, they had lifted Jay's simple
code device from the slow pages of sci-
entific periodicals, transforming it into
a regular wireless service as expeditious
as the {fastest commercial or military
wireless service in the world. They
added—through the editor, of coitrse—
that arrangements would be made
whereby Jay could pay the costs at his
end by credits to be taken up in Amer-
ica once a month by some representa-
tive of Jay’s employers.

Jay presumed that the hiologists
would use the code he had given them
on the wireless “proofs” of his own
numerical data. If they used, instead
of Jay’s code, another, one or two trials
would soon reveal the fact, as he had—
fortunately—provided “signatures” for
both himself and the biologists. He felt
that he could carry on quite a conversa-
tion, if necessary, without rousing the
suspicion of even the shrewdest enemy
spy.

The naval experts had done a good
job. They seemed to have thought of
everything, including the matter of
finances. Jay felt like taking his hat
off—he did not have one on at the time
—to the intelligence department of the
navy. He was to realize in a moment
that they had thought of everything but
the one thing of first-rate importance.
They had overlooked the simple fact
that Jay and Tori were on the same
boat at the same time. Their oversight
was a blunder of the first magnitude—

or so it seemed to Jay at the moment -

when Tori handed back the radiogram
after carefully reading it—or pretend-
ing to read it. Jay expected a perfunc-
tory approval.

“I am afraid it is impossible,” Tori
regretted.

“But wasn't 1 to be allowed to pub-
lish my work how, when, and where I
chose?” Jay reminded him.

“Of course. But this amounts to giv-
ing the Americans precedence over our-
selves ?”’

“How so?”’

“They would be in possession of your
results before our own men saw them
in our ‘Transactions.” It would be a
stight to our academy.” i

“Then why couldn’t I publish in the
American journal exclusively, and- not
use your ‘Transactions’ at all?”

“That would be unobjectionable.”

“Thanks; 1 think I shall.”

“We shall be glad to send your com-
munications by wireless, as the editor
suggests. And we insist upon paying
all costs ourselves.”

“But that wouldn't be fair,” Jay pro-
tested. :

“It would be the only fair thing,”
Tori disagreed firmly. “As you have
agreed to work in our laboratories, it is
no more than right that we relieve you
of the burden of publishing your work
and seeing it through the press. Please
say no more about it.”

“Thanks, Tori. You treat me far
too generously. -And just to show you
that I'm not the selfish, overambitious .
pig you must think me, I shall publish
all my stuff in your ‘Transactions’ ex-
clusively.”

“I knew you would!” Tori smiled.
“Because I know you better than you
know yourself, Jay.”

“You flatter me.” He laughed, con-
vinced that Tori had studied the radio-
gram carefully before delivering it.” If
Tori did not suspect Jay of having a
code up his sleeve, he had played his
game with the subconscious mastery of
genius. All the tricks were Tori’s, and
Jay wondered whether even his labori-
ously fabricated scheme for using the
“Transactions” as a medium for secret

AST—5
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A compact swarm suddenly appeared over the mountain range.
fifteen minutes the last of the planes had landed on the deck of the carrier.

messages was any longer as spyproof as
he had fondly imagined it to be,

“Well, T'll put in another hour or
two before taking a nap. Hello! Why
all the battleships ?”

FOUR SQUAT, ugly gray brutes
came into view as the steamer rounded a
headland. A fifth monster, with the
vast flat deck of an airplane carrier
brooding over its bellying hull, sat in
the waters of the channel a mile or

AST—6

Within

so inshore from the sentinel battleships.
Altogether the five did not make a very
pretty picture,

Tori quietly answered Jay’s question:
“To repel attack.”

“Attack on what?”

“The carrier.”

“I dont see any prospect of an at-
tack. What's it all about, anyway?”

Tori explained briefly. The carrier
transported the dusting planes, already
expertly “charged,” from the great cen-
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tral -experimental laboratories. Im-
provements in the dust were being con-
stantly sought by the scientists in the
central laboratories. Before putting a
particular improvement on the market,
it was thoroughly tested out on the ex-
perimental farm the steamer was then
passing. ’

To prevent theft or interference by
unfriendly or hostile nations, the plane
carrier was convoyed by four Class-A
battleships to and from the {farm.
Should the battleships get the worst of
an engagement, they would turn their
guns on the carrier and sink it before
they themselves were sunk.

In the experimental stage of possible
improvements, Tori explained, it would
be comparatively easy for foreign ex-
perts to discover the secret of the dust;
the perfected, commercial forms on the
market alone could be safely sent
abroad. Hence the battleships.

“We shall pass one of the factories
where our latest improved dust is Leing
manufactured for shipment this season,
at about eleven to-night. If you are
still up, it may interest you to see it
in passing.”

“I shall tell Sam to rout me out. Here
come the planes.”

A compact swarm suddenly appeared
over a distant mountain range, Within
fifteen minutes, to the gaping wonder
of the tourists, the last of the planes
had landed on the deck of the carrier.

“Come up to the bridge,” Tori said,
“and T'll see if I can show you some-
thing of the experimental farm.”

On the bridge a polite officer in-
structed Jay where to look through the
powerful binoculars. - At last Jay found
what Tori wished him to see, a broad
table-land at the base of the mountains
sloping gently toward the channel.

“That is only one field,” Tori ex-
plained. “They dusted that one about
six months ago. The planes that just
came in have been dusting behind the
range, on an open plateau.”

-

“Quite a field,” Jay remarked, study-
ing the curiously patterned surface of
the table-land through the glasses.
“There must be several hundred square
miles of it.”

Tori offered no remark as Jay con-
tinued to explore the sinister pattern
with his eyes. Without the glasses the
table-land appeared merely as a broad
slope of uniform greenish-blue. Seen
in detail through the powerful binoc-
ulars, the table-land shone out as a
mosaic of many colors.

Patches of brilliant orange appeared
with startling distinctness in the midst
of dark-green expanses which, some-
how, were strangely reminiscent of the
rank cornfields Jay had viewed with
Jake from the train; and blotches of
angry ted, like the decay of certain
kinds of poisonous fungi, alternated
with violent blues, dull mauves, and
sultry purples, like the corruption of a
mass of decomposing fish, -

Many of these patches were many
square miles in extent ; others glowed in
greater intensity over an acre or two.
A few isolated spots of clear lemon-
yellow were probably not more than
fifty or a hundred square yards in ex-
tent. ‘

Jay handed back the glasses. Once
more the softening influences of dis-
tance and atmosphere smoothed out the
evil mosaic in a unform greenish-blue.

“That was one of our failures,” Tori
remarked. :

Jay silently wondered which particu-
lar color recorded the failure. Was it
the green of rank vegetation or the
sultry red of slow decay?

“It looked like a bad case of mange
or something worse to me,” he re-
marked. “Have you had many failures
with the dust?”

“Not with the dust itself. The im-
provements cause us all the difficulties.”

“Then why bother with them? Isn't
the dust good enough as it is?”

“Temporarily, yes. We are striving
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for a dust whose effect will be perma-
nent—or practically permanent.”

“Instead of one application every
year or two, one application about once
a century?”’

“That is the goal we have set ‘our-
selves,” Tori answered with grave sol-
emnity. “Perfection, or the closest ap-
proximation to it that is humanly pos-
sible, is our ideal. In this as in other
ficlds of our national endeavor, we are
urged on by the spirit of the craftsman.
The painstaking genius of our people is
satisfied with nothing less than per-
fection in the minutest details, Com-
mercial success is secondary.”

“That’s all very well,” Jay objected,
“but while you are puttering over details
that can only be seen with a magnifying
glass, you'll produce a total effect like
a chromo that nobody will buy. What
are you going to do when the whole
blooming world has dusted itself for a
century or two and isn’t buying any
more of your stuff?”’

“Then the world will enter its new
golden age.””

“Like hell it will! Some smart guy
will come along and corner all the pota-
toes, or corn, or oranges, or wheat, and
we shall be hungrier than ever.,” He
pointed to the battleships. “Going to
dust those, too, and make twenty sprout
where only one sprouted before?”

Tori’s reply was lost. Nara appeared
on the bridge, trailed by half a dozen
men, ranging from about twenty-eight
to eighty-two, to arrange the details of
the party she planned for that evening
with her brother. Lightly dismissing
her admirers, she drew ]ay and Tori
aside.

“Suppose just we three come up here
this evening after dinner and watch the
glow?”

“The glow?” Jay repeated.

“Oh, I've given it away. But it is
really very beautiful, and you must take
it in quietly, away from that awful
chattering mob of nonentities.”

“Tired of them so soon?” Tori asked,
with half a sneer.

Nara ignored her brother’s slur
She addressed Jay.

“You will come, won’t you?”

“Won't the captain have something
to say about our makmg free of his
bridge P’

“He’s a good sort. T'll speak to him
—he always lets me do as I please.
You'll come?”

“Sure!”

Tori expressed his regret—to Jay—
that he would be unable to join.them.
The wireless room-would claim all of
his attention,

VIIL

WITH SAM’S solicitous assistance,
Jay had prepared a delightful surprise
for Nara. He sprung it on her just
as they were about to climb up to the
bridge. Speaking with meticulous de-
liberation, Jay paid her a flowery com-
pliment in her mother’s language. Nara
gasped and gave him a startled look.
Then she leaned against the wall and

abandoned herself to unrestrained
laughter.
“Good Heaven,” Jay exclaimed,

“what did T say?”’

“Never mind,” she returned. “You
spell what you meant to'say with an ‘n
instead of an ‘r” Thanks, just the
same. Now I'll give you one.”

She reeled off a rapid phrase, not a
single word of which Jay understood,
and tripped lightly up the stairs. Fci-
lowing slowly, Jay resolved to stick to’
English in his future conversations with
her until Sam pronounced him letter
perfect.

Poor Sam had tried to dissuade him
from the rash project, but Jay, with his
youthful self-confidence, told him to
shut up; he knew what he wanted to
say. He wished he could remember
the sound of what Nara had just said,
but it had already shpped out of his
mind.
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Two comfortable chairs had been
- placed for them in the darkest corner
of the bridge. As they settled down,
the officer on duty did not even turn
his head, although he must have heard
them coming up the stairs, All through
their long exchange of confidences, the
man maintained the same rigid cour-
tesy, never once giving the slightest hint
that he was aware of their presence.
But they found it only natural to lower
their voices and talk in a subdued un-
dertone. Jay was thankful more than
once that the wireless room and a Spar-
tan sense of duty had deprived them of
the pleasure of Tori’s company.

From flirtatious badinage their talk
gradually drifted—under Nara’s adroit
piloting—into less personal channels.
Jay was not asleep. The alluring gir! at
his side had caused many a man twice
or three times Jay’s age to lose what
head he had. But Jay {elt that he could
not afford to lose his own till his work
was done.

Was she pumping him, presumably at
her brother’'s suggestion, or was she
nothing more than what she seemed to
be-—a somewhat bewildered girl trying
to understand one of the riddles of her
life? Jay met her frank confidences
with equal frankness. Truth, he had
heard, was the surest of all ruses for
confounding the untruthful.  So Jay
told Nara what he imagined was the
truth and let her make of it whatever
she chose.

“Do you understand my brother?”
she whispered.

“Perfectly! T did not until the last
day we were together at the university
—when he offered me this job. Before
that I had not seen what he really is.”

“What is he?” she breathed.
~ YA fanatic.”

“A fanatic? Aren’t you rather hard
on him?”

“1 don’t think so. Of course, an
American like me can never get at the
inside of any man of your race. But,

barring that, I think it is pretty plain
that your brother has a fixed idea on
everything pertaining to the honor and
greatness of your country.”

“It isn’t my country.”

“I beg your pardon. Of course not!
Only I didn’t know how you would feel
about it, so I put it that way.”

“I have no country,” she continued.
“Socially, if I cared about such things,
1 should be an outcast. It is so!” she
exclaimed hastily, as Jay started to ex-
press a polite dissent. “But I don’t
care about them. Didn't St. Paul ad-
vise us to be all things to all men? At
least I seem to remember something of
the sort in my early lessons at one of
your missionary schools where they
taught me English. It sounded like
good advice to me, and that is exactly
what 1 try to do.”

“You don’t look like a cynic,” Jay re-
marked skeptically. “Do you expect me
to beliéve that?”

“You don’t wunderstand. DBeing
neither one thing nor the other nation-
ally, I care nothing about national honor
or race pride, or any of those poor
futile things my brother prizes. 1 never
even see them because I see all around
them. It is enough for me that I am
a human being—one of nearly two
thousand millions.”

“So that is why you pull for inter-

" pationalism. Now, don’t get sore if I

ask a very personal question, because [
don’t mean it personally at all. Isn’t
all your running around organizing
peace and international-good-will so-
cieties just part of your general cam-
paign of devilment to get even with
your brother for riding you all the
time 27

Nara considered. “No,” she replied.
“Tt cannet be that, because my brother
was my greatest friend till I began to
grow up and act for myself. He was
always patient with my wild ideas. It
is only in the last three or four years
that he has grown to dislike me. When
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he saw that he could not change my
opinions and make me a reactionary like
himself—he comes from one of the
three oldest - families of his country—
he was hurt.

“He could not believe at first that the
medieval traditions of his people and his
-own narrow nationalism meant pothing
to me. When he saw that he could not
influence my feelings, he began to per-
secute me. Not brutally, of course,
but in countless petty, humiliating ways.
The only revenge that I have ever taken
—my devilment, I suppose you would
call it—has been to see that a string of
Americans and Europeans is always
traipsing after me.” :

“They traipse,” Jay agreed; “if the
specimens on this boat are a fair sam-
ple. If I weren’t so confounded busy
working for your brother, I should have
joined the string myself.”

“You would be different,” she said
as softly as if she had sighed.

“Don’t kid me.”

“I know.” And as if to prove her
knowledge, her hand stole into Jay’s.

JAY felt like a perfect fool. What
should he do? If he told her—not in
words, of course—to keep her hands to
herself, she would rag the life out of
him for being his mother’s good little
boy. And if he did what she evidently
. expected of him, she would know that
she could kid him whenever she chose,

“Now I know you're kidding me,”
he said coolly.

Nara laughed, but did not withdraw
her hand, and Jay let the matter ride.
After a sufficient interval Nara resumed
the conversation:

“Why did you help my brother at the
university 7’

“Partly out of spite, Partly because
he and 1 got on well together,”

Nara’s hand registered her surprise.
“Out of spite? But why?”

“All the fellows in my crowd were
so damned snobbish and two-hundred-

per-cent patriotic that they gave me a
pain. Your brother and 1 were thrown
with them eighteen hours a day. The
whole bunch of us had to live in the
graduate-science dormitory the first
year. We all took several courses to-
gether. They wouldn’t speak to your
brother when they met him in the halls
or ran into him in the lounge.

“Their families weren't so old as your
brother’s, but you would have thought
their mothers and fathers had been born
on the poop of Noah's Ark. Your
brother’s skin was the wrong color. At -
meals they were all deaf. They never
heard when your brother asked them to

pass the salt, or the bread, or the wa-

ter. It got under my skin. My own
family—I'm not bragging—was as old
as any of theirs. And until this crazy
dust began smothering us we were stink-
ing rich—pardon my language, but that
is the good American for what we were.
Don't you see what a temptation it
was? I fell, and then I found out what
a swell guy your brother is.”

“Was, you mean.”

“I suppose you are right. Still, I
like him as well as I ever did—when he
isn’t charging about on his own high
nationalistic horse. Then I want to
kick him.”

“Some day you will be a good inter-
nationalist,” she promised. “Just like
me, Shall I convert you?”

“Go ahead and try.”

“It won’t be difficult. Your snobbish
friends at the university did all the hard
work for me. “They ripened you, and
now I have only to shake the tree. But
before I do, 1 shall tell you why you
accepted my brother’s offer to join his
scientific staff.”

“I didn’t know it was his,” Jay in-
terrupted. “From what he said, I in-
ferred that he was just using his pull as
a count to get me taken on.”

“My brother is the administrative
head of the scientific division of the
dust industry.”
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“He never told me that.”

“Perhaps it was not necessary.”

“Perhaps not,” Jay admitted doubt-
fully. " “If he holds such a responsible
position, what was he doing fooling
around for three years as a graduate
student in an American university?” -

“I am coming to that presently. First,
1 shall tell you why you joined my
brother’s scientific staff.” She paused,
and Jay waited, tensely expectant,
“For revenge,” she said, withdrawing
her hand from his. - .

Jay laughed shortly. “You may be
beautiful, and you may be a wiz at
organizing the world for peace and
good will, but, take it from me, you
are as crazy as a bat.”

“You know.I am not.”

“Then where do you get this crazy
idea about revenge?”

- “Isn’t it obvious? Your old and
rich family has been ruined by the in-
dustry which my brother helps to di-
rect.”

“Well, what of it? Isn’t business
.merely business? Neither my father
nor I bear any grudge against a suc-
cessful competitor who happens to have
more brains than we can muster. Re-
venge? Rot! How would I take it?”

“By learning the secret of the dust.”

JAY WENT COLD. They were
onto him, and Tori had set his beautiful
sister to trap him. :

“Your imagination works faster than
mine. Didn’t your brother ever tell
you how impractical my work is? I'm
in pure science—millions of miles from
industry or any other practical applica-
tion. Just before your brother offered
me a job he rubbed it in how worth-
less—from the dollars-and-cents angle
—my work really is, Why,” Jay
laughed, “he even said it was funda-

mental.”

“That is just what he told me,” Nara
returned quietly, “I have found out all
I could about you from him.”

“Why?” Jay demanded bluntly.

“Because I like you.”

Jay confidently expected to feel her
warm, firm hand stealing into his own
again. He was disappointed. He did .
not take the initiative, but coolly folded
his arms.

“Is that your line with all the Amer-
icans you string along?”

“No. They prefer something they
imagine -is more subtle.”

“You are far too subtle for me, young
lady. Let’s talk about something else. .
You haven’t told me how your brother
came to be hanging about an American
graduate school for three years.”

“You saw those battleships we passed
this afternoon?”

“Of  course!
enough.”

“Hideous, brutal, monstrous!” she
burst out passionately. “How I hate
them and everything behind them!”

“You seem to mean it. But what
have they got to do with your brother ]
passion for graduate work?”

“Everything! They are symbol of
what he believes in. I saw you and him
on the bridge this afternoon. . You were
looking through the glasses -at one of
the experimental fields. What did you
think of its appearance ?” .

“Not much. As I told your brother,
it 1ooked to me like a bad case of
mange.”

“And did he tell you it was one of
his failures?”

“Not exactly. As I recall what he
said, it was not his special failure, but
one of the failures of the scientific
staff.”

“My brother directs the staff,” Nara
reminded him. “All its failures he takes
upon himself. It was a failure like that
one that drove him to America.”

“They fired him?”

“QOf course not! Only one man has
the power to discharge my brother. He
went to America because he considered
it his duty to go—he is always doing

They were ugly
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something he dislikes because he con-
siders it his duty. The scientific staff
failed because they could not quite make
a fundamental discovery they had felt
confident of making when they started
_ manufacturing the dust for export.

“My brother has told me your opin-
ion of his work. At one of his national
universities he had made a brilliant rec-
ord. They thought he was the man to
discover what the staff had to know in
order to proceed with their program.
For nearly two years my brother worked
like a slave to make the fundamental
discovery. He failed. Thinking over
what he had done, he convinced himself
that he lacked the scientific ability ever
to succeed. So he went to America.”

“Why? I don’t see the connection’

“Don’t you? He went to America to
persuade you to make the fundamental
discovery for him.” :

Jay greeted this disclosure with a roar
of laughter which startled the officer on
the bridge and momentarily caused him
to forget his wooden discretion.

“Now I know youre kidding me.
Why, 1 hadn’t even thought of going
into physical chemistry when" your
brother arrived at the university. Old
Hildebrandt was stuffing me with the
chemistry of soils, because that was
what I thought then was to be my work
for life. You'll have to do better than
that, Nara.”

»

SHE WAS patient—or else ex-
tremely clever; Jay could not decide
which at the moment.

“I hardly expected you to take what
I said literally. My brother had never
heard of you. Although,” she added
thoughtfully, “he knew that your father
was making a game but losing fight
against the dust monopoly, No; my
brother went to your university be-
cause his former professor told him it
was the best place in the world for
him to find what he was looking for.”

“And what was that?” Jay demanded
facetiously. “The lost chord?”’

“T am not kidding you,” she retorted
with a touch of impatience. “My
brother was advised to approach one of
the professors and offer him his own
price to join my brother’s scientific staff.
You know who I mean, He supervised
your dissertation, I have been told.”

“Fatty Perkins? Your brother asked
Fatty to throw up bis job and go out
in the wilderness to break rock? What
did Fatty say?” '

Nara laughed softly, “Professor
Perkins told my brother to go chase
himself. to hell. He said the United
States was good enough for him, even
if he was slowly starving to death.”

“Just like Fatty. That part sounds
like history. Fatty was always grous-
ing because he thought they didn’t pay
enough. So your brother got turned
down! What did he do next?’

“Professor Perkins apologized for his

- rudeness and begged my brother to

make himself at home in the laboratory. -
So he began working again, hoping to
make the discovery his staff needed.
Professor Perkins helped him—my
brother is deeply grateful, even if he
failed again, Then he discovered you.”

“Did they give him the Nobel prize?”
Jay inquired innocently.

“Please be serious,” she begged.
“We may not have another chance to.~
talk things out quietly and sensibly.”

“All right. Your brother discovered
me. What next?”

“He cabled home all about you, and
was authorized—by the highest author-
ity—to engage you at any cost.”

“Gosh, if 1 had only known!
go on.” :

“You were a better man than Per-
kins, my brother said, and you were.
working toward the fundamental dis-
covery demanded by the staff. In a year
or two, or possibly less, he predicted
your work would give them what they
wanted.”

But



“When was this?”

“About a year ago.”

“Have I found what they want?”

“No. But you will. At least that
is what my brother has told his master.”

“Shall T know when I find it?”
- “T think you will,” she answered
quietly. “You know what you are do-
ing, and why.”

“Don’t flatter me, Nara. Right now
I'm up a tree and caught in the fork.”

“Let me help you down,” she begged
softly. “I am your friend.”
“All right. Here goes: First, how

do you know all this you have been tell-
ing me? Did your brother tell you?”

“He tell me? I would be the last
person on earth he would discuss his
policies with, He hates everything 1
stand for. Sometimes [ think he hates
me, too.”

“You're wrong there, Nara. You
are still his kid sister, even if he does
hate your ambitions. In fact, he told
me so himself. But you haven’t an-
swered my question. Who told you all
that fairy tale?”

“It was no fairy tale.
me by our own agents.”

“Your own agents? Who are they?”

“If the other side——the side that owns
the battleships and stirs up hatred and
strife between nations—has its spies,
why shouldn’t my side have spies, too?
Not all those who work in the labora-
tories and the stone pits are on the other
side. Many of them, especially in the
higher positions on the scientific staff,
are on our side. Some of them even
think my brother a fanatic, as you do.
I try to think he is just a little boy who
hasn’t grown up yet, playing with paste-
board armor and a wooden sword. His
mind is in the Middle Ages.

“And that makes it terrible, because
he has the power to play with death and
destruction the men in armor never
dreamed of. Even his master is some-
times afraid of him. But he dare not
reprove him, or hold him in check, be-

It was told

the dust monopoly.
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cause the continued prosperity of the
nation depends upon a countinuance of
If that is broken,
so is the nation.” -

“But what has the dust monopoly to
do with war? I don't see it.”

“Nor do I. All T have to go on is.
what our friends on the scientific staff
hint.”

“And what is that?”’

“Indescribable disaster.”

“When ?” "

- “Whenever some one puts the fun-
damerital discovery the nationalistic
members of the scientific staff are look-
ing for into their hands.”

“What if I shoutd do it?  Acci-
dentally, of course, because I haven’t
an idea what it’s all about.”

“You must not,” she whispered.

“ALL RIGHT. For the sake of the
argument, let us grant that I stumble
across what they want. -Suppose I do
this and realize what I've got. Then
I suppress it. What good would that
do? In a week, or a month, or at most
ten years, some other man would re-
discover what I had tried to bury.

“Haven't your friends on the sci-
entific staff told you how science is
made? Scientific workers are not magi-
cians, each with his own secret bag of
tricks. They are like any other mod-
ern workers. All use the same tools
and all. work with the same material.
The only distinction between competent
workers is that some are quicker and
more “expert than others—except of
course an occasional sport like Men-
deléeff or Mendel or Einstein who steps -
right out ahead of the crowd.

“But even the sports have no special
magic. Give the rest time enough and
the nght urge—commercial or other—
and sooner or later they would stumble
along pretty much the same road the
real explorers discovered.”

He broke off abruptly.
for lecturing.”

“Excuse me
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“What you say is awful.”

“Thought so myself,” he muttered.

“No; but I'm serious. If there is
no way of suppressing a discovery that
might be used by fanatics—like my
brother—to wreck the world, what are
we to do?”

“Let nature take its course, I sup-
pose.”

“We must not! Give us ten years
more to work, and we shall have started
the reign of reason and common sense.”

“With the sort of thing you are do-
ing? I'm no pessimist, but I doubt it.
There’s an alternative, however. If
your brother’s scientific staff is just on
the point of making some particularly
devilish invention to put the tanks, the
machine guns, and the battleships on the
scrap heap along with the gas bombs and
the flasks of plague bacteria, you might
try to steal it. Then tell the world
what it is, so that all the nations can
start fair. If they vote unanimously to
commit suicide they might as well.”

“You will not suppress what you
find P’

“My chances of finding anything of
practical importance are too slim to be
worth bothering about. And if what
you say isn't all just a wild nightmare,
I am more likely to be suppressed than
any discovery I may be uniucky enough
to make. After I “have made it, of
course—if 1 do.”

Nara did not contradict him, and Jay
sat silently wondering whether he was
as crazy as she appeared to be.
~ Nara got up and opened one of the

'89

sliding windows. For some minutes she
stood quite still, looking up at the broad
band of the Milky Way across the un-
fathomable blue-black ablaze with stars,
She turned and beckoned to him, and he
joined her at the open window. The
boat appeared to be headed straight for
a towering black cliff.

“When we round this little island we
shall see it,” she whispered.

“What ?’

* “The glow.

“Oh, I remember.”

Almost at the zenith above the black
mass of the island Jay detected a faint
phosphorescent glow. As he watched,
it seemed to flicker and fold, like the
pulsing rhythm of a distant and ex-
tremely faint aurora.

“What do you think of it?” she whis-
pered.

“If T were inclined to be mystical I
would call it both beautiful and evil.”

“Wait till you see it all.”

The boat slowly rounded the island,
and the distant spectacle came into view.
Fifty miles away, slightly to their left,
transparent yellow flames, through
which the stars shone dimly, billowed
up mile after mile into the black sky.
They seemed to rise directly from the
surface of the water.
© “You can't see the island from this
distance at night,” she said, “and in the
daytime the glow is invisible. Do you
see the stars through it?”

“Plainly. What causes the flames?”

“They don’t know. That is one of
the things they hope you will discover.”

To be continued.

Next month Jay makes a startling discovery concerning the radia-

tions emanating from the dust.

success or failure of future experimentation,

On this discovery hinges the
Don’t miss it!







































































































































Twelve Eighty-Seven

The

Conclusion of a

great science-fiction serial

by John Taine

X1V.
STRANGER THINGS have hap-

pened, and not so long ago, at
that.”

It was Admiral West speaking. His
listeners were Senator Atkinson and
Secretary Redding. They had met in
the senator’s rooms for an informal dis-
cussion nf the latest report from the
intelligénce department of the navy.
Allowing for the difference in time, the
senator must have summoned his collab-
orators just about when Jay and Nara
started home after their talk by the sea.
The morning was still fresh and cool,
and the senator had taken advantage of
the hour before the stifling heat—which
was bound to descend on them presently
—could slow down his activity.

“What, for instance?” Redding de-
manded, challenging the admiral’s asser-
tion that things even stranger than the
matter they were meeting to discuss had
taken place in recent times.

“It was the mutiny of the British navy
that I had in mind,” the admiral replied.
“The politicians in Parliament called it
a strike, of course, but that did not alter
the fact. Naval men called 1t by its right
name—wholesale mutiny.”

“I remember something about 1t,” the
senator replied. “They mutinied when
the politicians tried to cut the men’s pay.
That was it, wasn’t 1t?”

“Just that. The whole affair was very
skillfully engineered. The men gave
three cheers for the king, Parliament,

and the British Empire whenever the
higher officers tried to order them back
on the job, but there they stuck like
barnacles on the guns and the decks,
refusing to budge till they won their
mutiny. Who would ever have dreamed
it possible? The British navy in open
mutiny. They won, of course.”

“So you think there may be something
in this report from the secret service?”
Redding asked.

“Quite a lot. Our observers in the
enemy ports are highly skilled, conserva-
tive, and not likely to be misled by mere
gossip. Something important is happen-
ing to the morale of the naval forces of

the enemy.”
“What?” Atkinson demanded,

“Serious deterioration, I should call
it,” West replied. “According to the
reports of our observers, the enlisted
men are breaking up into political groups
which have nothing to do with their
effectiveness as a fighting unit. Agi-
tators are at the bottom of it, of course.
And we must remember,” he continued,
“that the enemy is more idealistic, less
practical, stupider in the mass—call it
what you like—than the British.

“To any one who knows the enemy
as I do from frequent visits to their
country, it is inconceivable that they
would ever mutiny over a mere question
of pay. Money i1s a secondary consid-
eration with them.

“No; if and when they mutiny, it will

be over a dispute about principles or
ideals. The conservative element will
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stick to the medieval tradition and go to :
the bottom to the last man rather than
surrender one jot of their loyalty to
their master. As for the liberals, they
also will stand by their guns till the last
round i1s fired.

“But they will not be fighting to avoid
taking a cut 1n pay, but because they are
honestly convinced that the time has
come to preserve the honor of their na-
tion by shooting 1t out with the conser-
vatives. [ have watched this brewing
for ten years. The only thing that sur-
prises me 1s that the lid has not blown
off before. However, things have been
moving pretty rapidly of late. Their
revolution 1s just around the corner.”

That’s Hllﬁtﬂ our good,” the S€nator  The fleet rushed into action, to fall upon
remarked. If they fall te fighting itself in a fury of destruction.
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among themselves, we can stand on the
sidelines with our hands in our pockets.
We shan’t fire a shot or lose a man.”

“Exactly what 1 told you,” the ad-
miral reminded him.

“When? You never told me any such
thing.”

“I did. When you were giving me
hell for having talked straight to Tori's
sister. [ told you—all of you—that that
girl was worth more to us than a whole
fleet of battleships. Now she seems to
have turned the trick.”

The cenator made a gesture of mm-
patience.

“Who ever heard of one girl corrupt-
ing a whole navy "

“You have. Just now. I don’t mean,”
he hurried on, seeing the senator’s hair
beginning to bristle, “that she has been
down on the docks haranguing the
sailors, or anything of that sort. She
wouldn’t have got very far if she had
tried anything so silly. What she has
done is more to the point. She is the
king-pin—or queen-pin, I suppose you
would say—in all this movement of the
young people toward internationalism.
Others started it, of course, but she has
been the brains of it all for the past six
years at least. You can’t send up a
smoke like that without some fire. If
we keep our eyes open it won’t be long
now till we see the flames.”

“You mean this girl has deliberately
betrayed her people?” Redding de-
manded.

“As to that,” the admiral rephed, “it
all depends on how you look at it. If
her side wins, she will be her nation’s
Joan of Arc; 1f they lose, she will most
probably be shot as a traitor. We shall
have to wait the outcome hefore we can
say what she has done.”

“Rather a remarkable statement for
a naval man to make,” Redding re-
marked dryly. “Don’t let the President
hear you getting off anything like that.”

“I shan’t. And unless I understood
that girl’s mind as well as I do my own,
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I shouldn’t have risked speaking out
here as [ have.”

“We shan’t go into that again,” the
senator declared with an air of finality.
“The President said the last word in
that argument. Anything more to keep
us? I'm due for a speech in the Senate
to-day, and I haven’t seen my secretary
yet.”

“He's probably still in bed,” Redding
ventured.

“Lazy devil, T expect he is. Well,
gentlemen, we stand adjourned. If the
enemy’s revolution breaks out before
lunch, West, have me paged. DBy the
way, are any of our ships anywhere near
there just now?”

“Only the old Texas.
command.”

“What's she doing out there?”

“World cruise for the cadets.”

“Then that’s all right. We don’t want
some damned fool losing his head and
taking pot shots at our friends while
they're busy with troubles of their own.
Lewis 1s long on discipline, short on
imagination,

Lewis 1in

THE MORNING AFTER their ex-
change of confidences by the sea, Nara
and Jay were to drive over early to one
of the biological laboratories. Before
parting for the night, they agreed to
breakfast at seven. Tori, a maid told
them when they got home, had gone to
bed soon after dinner,

Promptly at seven o’clock Jay walked
into the breakfast room, to find Nara
already pouring the coffee.

“You look as fresh as a water lily,”
he said, studying her face appreciatively.

“You don’t show much wear and tear
vourself,” she retorted. “Wait till you
are ten years older.” Her manner
changed. “I'm worried about my bro-
ther,” she said. “You know we always
look 1n on cne another to say good night,
no matter how late one of us happens to
come In——partly because it is an old
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family custom, partly to be sure that
everything is all right.”

“Yes,” he encouraged when she hesi-
tated.

“Until recently—the last two or three
weeks—he has always been a sound
sleeper when he does sleep. Last night
I found him fast asleep, but he wasn't
resting. He kept muttering in his sleep,
as if he were arguing with some one,
and waiting for the other man’s replies.”

“Has he ever talked in his sleep
before?”

“Not when T have gone in to see him
and found him sleeping. In fact I have
always rather envied the soundness with
which he sleeps. I'm a light sleeper
myself,”

“He’s probably just overworked.”

Jay could have bitten his tongue out
for the careless slip.

“That is what I am afraid of,” she
said qutetly., “He goes everywhere—
into the offices, the studies, the green-
houses and all the laboratories, and he
never seems to consider the risk.”

“But he never stays long enough 1in
any one place to run much danger.”

“You don’t know. Two weeks ago he
spent a whole night with your friend 1n
the high-voltage laboratories.”

“What friend?” Jay asked, although
he had guessed.

“The one who asked you for a drink
of water yesterday.”

“Look here, Nara,” he said firmly,
“there’s no sense in your getting your-
self all stewed up over nothing, Our
talk last night has made you nervous.”

“I wish I could think so.”

He regarded her critically for a few
moments, then pushed his chair back.

“There 1s only one way to face a thing
like this, and that is to face it. Let us
go and have a look at your brother.”

Without a word she rose and took his
arm. He noticed that her hand trem-
bled slightly.

“T'll go in first,” she whispered, when
they reached the door of Tort’s bedroom.
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She entered and shut the door behind
her. It was fully three minutes before
she opened the door and nodded to Jay.
He followed her to the bhedside and
stood staring down at the sleeping face
of his friend.

“Am I right?” she whispered.

Jay Dbent down to see whether he
could observe any change in the familiar
features. Through the closed eyelids
he imagined he could just detect the con-
tours of the eyeballs. The texture of
the finely chiseled nostrils next engaged
his horrified attention. Straightening
up slowly he faced her and nodded. She
swayed for a second, then took his arm.

As they reached the door a hoard in
the floor creaked. They heard Tori stir
and mutter. Jay turned his head. Tori
was sitting up in bed, his eyes open but
dazed.

“Is that you, Jay?”

“Sure. Nara and I came to tell you
breakfast is on the table.” |

“I have been dreaming about you,”
Tor1 went on, as if he had not heard.
“What was 1t ?”

“Don’t bother now,” Nara interposed
quickly. “Wouldn’t you like your break-
fast in bed? T'll bring it to you.”

“T don’t feel like eating.”

“A cup of coffee then, before vou get
up,” she suggested.

“Too hot.” He yawned. *“Dut you
might fetch me a drink of water.”

“I'll get 1t,”” Jay said bastily. *Nara,
your own breakfast will be getting coldl.”

“Take me to my own room,” she said
when Jay had closed the door behind
them. “Then go back to him.”

“All right. Better take something and
lie down.”

SHE FLUNG herself on her bed,
and Jay hurried away to get the water.
Entering Tort’s room without knocking,
he found his friend still sitting up in
bed, exactly as he had left him. Tori
took the glass and slowly raised it,
against the light of the east window, to
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his lips. He was about to drink when
something he had unconsciously ob-
served caused him to hesitate. The glass
was slowly lowered, and Tori sat staring
at his wrist. He handed the glass back
to Jay. -

“Don’t you want a drink ?”

“Not now, thanks.”

“Can T get you something else?”

“No, thanks. Sit down.”

Jay sat down on the chair at the head
of the bed. Tori closed his eyes and lay
back on the pillows.

“About that dream I had,” Tori
began,

“Don’t bother about it. Better take
a nap—and be fresh for work when you
get up. It’s still early.”

Tor1 seemed not to have heard. He
continued, trying to recall his dream.

“You were in one of the greenhouses,
looking at the plants. What were they?
Soy beans? No, that wasn’t 1it. I
know: maize. Your corn. You asked
what was killing them. Because the soil
was black and rich you thought the corn
should be eighteen feet high., I told you
it was the glow. Controlled at last. Re-
leased at the proper time by a relayed
trigger action, like the emission of elec-
trons and positrons from atoms bom-
barded by radiation.

“T tried to explain it to you, but you
couldn’t seem to follow. Then you ran
away to do some experiments of your
own. What on? 1 remember—fruit
flies. I tried to call you back, but I
couldn’t make my voice carry, and you
disappeared in the glow. 1 sent men
after you to get you out, and tried
myself, but we couldn’t find you. We
kept hearing your voice. You said you
were working too hard but couldn’t rest
till you had analyzed the glow. It was
all very confused, but I remember what
I planned to tell you when I woke up.
You are not to go to the biological
laboratories to witness the repetition of
those American experiments!”

Tori seemed to be completely ex-
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hausted. Jay let him rest. Presently.
Tort’s strength came back, and he
continued.

“Promise me you will keep out of the
biological laboratories.” |

“Sure, Tori. 1 won't go near them
till you take me there yourself.”

“T will never go near them again.”

“Oh rot, man. You'll be there to-
morrow, busier than ever.”

Tori held up his wrist between Jay
and the window.

“Look at that,” he said.
stage.”

“Tori, you've had a bad dream and
you are only half awake.”

Ignoring Jay’s matter-of-fact attempt
to reassure him, the doomed man con-
tinued with his own train of thought.

“It makes little difference now. We
have made the fundamental discovery.
The glow is controlled. But keep away
from the laboratories. 1 dreamed that
you were exposed, although all danger
for our own workers is over. In a
month the hospitals will be dismantled.
There will never be another patient.
Probably I am the last.”

“You're not going to a hospital, Tori.
You are going to stay right here and rest
up for a few days.”

“The law says I must go at the first
sign.”

“All right. But that has nothing to
do with you. This 1s just a temporary
upset.”

“Where is Nara ?”’

“Gone to her room to rest, I think.
We didn’t get in till almost daylight.”

“See if she is asleep.”

Jay found her sitting on the edge of
the bed with her face in her hands. He
told her what Tor1 had said.

“He says the law compels him to go
to the hospital.”

“And he will keep the law.”

“Shall T see to 1t ?”

“-YES.”

He went into the hall and telephoned
for an ambulance. * Then he went back

“The first
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to Tori to see whether he could help
him pack his bag. Tori was dressing.
He said nothing would be necessary.

“Please don't come with me. Tell
Nara I am glad to go. Our nation shall
inherit the carth! I regret nothing. We
have won. The cost has been trivial.”

Jay opened the bedroom door and
stood waiting. Tori walked out slowly.

“Tell Nara I am sorry she has lost.
But she will soon see that the victory
of our people is better for her own
ambitions than her success could ever
have been. And tell her I have expected
all along to join the others. This is not
a shock. T knew it must come.”

Jay walked with him to the front
aoor.

“Please come no farther,
alone.”

I shall go

XV.

THE THOUGHT of having to give
Tori’s message to Nara was too much
for Jay. For over an hour he sat in
the breakfast room, trying to decide
whether he should go and tell her, or
let her alone. He had just made up his
mind to tell her, when she entered. In
silence she poured herself a cup of the
cold coffee and drank it standing up.

“I have been expecting this,” she said,
putting down the cup. “But the shock
is worse than I thought it would be.”

“Better sit down.”

He drew a chair for her, and she sat
listlessly fingering the cup. In a matter-
of-fact tone Jay gave her Tori’s mes-
sage. She made no reply. Then, de-
termined to get it all over at once, he
hurried on to tell her of Tort’s dream,
and the warning to himself to keep out
of the biological laboratories.

“If it 1s any comfort to you, Nara,
I think it was the decentest thing I ever
heard of a man doing. Your brother
knew that I came here to get the better
of him if I could, and yet he forgot
himself to warn me. As long as I am
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alive there is always the possibility that
I may undo his work.”

“None of us may be alive this time
next week,” she said. “But he could not
have guessed that.” Reading the un-
spoken question on his face, she ampli-
fied her statement. “There is no further
danger from the glow. They have con-
trolled that. If you did not believe me
you must believe my brother N

“Nara! You know "

“So we need not fear what has over-
taken him—just as he thought he had
won. We shall net know who has won,
or who 1s to live, till the fleet sails.”

Jay did not ask her to explain.
stood up.

“You will be here all day?”

“Here or just a few steps away.
Anything I can do 7

“Please tell any one who asks for me
that I have gone to stay with friends. I
may not be back for a week. Will you
bring my car around to the front? I
don’t want to see any of the servants.”

When Jay drove the car up to the
door he found her waiting. As he
helped her in he gave her what comfort
he could,

“I don’t suppose it means anything
to you at a time like this, but I want
you to know something before you start.
What your brother told me has proved
everything you have tried to make me
see. And 1f I can be of any use to your
side, you can count on me to do anything
I can to help you. Your side asks for
ten years. You shall have more than
that—as long as you like—if I ever get
away from here. What you told me last
night gave me an idea. While you are
away I will try to put through the begin-
ning of it. Then, when you come back,
we can go over the rest of it together.
Take care of yourself.”

“Thanks.”

She drove away and Jay returned to
the house, confident that sympathizers
would soon begin to arrive. The first

She
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person to arrive, however, was a special
messenger with a message for Jay.

DEAR JAY:

I forgot to tell you the most important
thing of all. For the next two years, pos-
sibly the next three, this island will be
the safest place for you. As your friend,
thinking only of your happiness, 1 beg
you to stay here. If for any reason the
scientific staff on the island is disbanded,
so that living here would no longer be
pleasant, you must not, for any considera-
tion, go to the United States, Canada, or
Russia. If you do find that you must
leave the 1sland, I advise you to take up
your residence for the next three years
either in my own country or Manchuria.

I forgot also to thank you for all your
kindness to me while I was a student in
America. Those three years are the hap-
piest memory of my life.

Wishing you a long and honorable life,
I am, as ever, your sincere friend,

Torr.

P. S. Please take care of Nara till

she gets over this. Tori.

The news that their commander in
chief had been stricken traveled fast to
the men in the laboratories., Before long
a steady stream of sympathizers began
to arrive to leave their condolences—
usually one or two flowers with a card
—for Nara. Some asked to see Jay, as
they had been told that he had tele-
phoned for the ambulance. Whatever
these men might have thought of Tor1's
ambitions, there could be no doubt that
they had liked him as a man.

The older men were the first to come.
About noon the first of the assistants
beean to arrive. These deposited their
flowers and left without a word. By
three o'clock only one or two stragglers
every twenty minutes were coming. One
of these was Nara’s friend Five. The
man left his flower with the rest and
looked inquiringly at Jay.

“Nara has gone to see friends,” he
told the man in his own language.

Assuring himself that they were
alone, Five produced a card from his
pocket and slipped it into Jay’s hand.
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It was one of Nara’s visiting cards, with
a penciled message, |

“This man will tell the others that you
are one of us. In case of danger they
will warn you. Destroy this.”

Jay struck a match and burned the
card before Five's eyes. Apparently
satisfied that he had carried out his
orders, Five turned sharply and marched
away.

A FEW minutes later Sam hurried up
with his offering. Jay detained him.

“Do you know if many more are
coming

“No more, I am the last.”

“Then I'll go back to the study with
you. There are still some details to be
checked over before our work is cleaned
up for good.”

“Yes, Dr. Jarvis. 1 am very fresh
to-day, because I slept all last night.”

“That’s good, because we shall prob-
ably put in the whole of to-night and
to-morrow chasing down your mis-
takes.”

“But T have made no mistakes,” Sam
protested. ‘“All my calculations check.”

“That’s what you think,” Jay retorted.
“I happen to know better. You will
have to convince me before 1 pass your
stuff as O. K.”

Jay stalked ahead of his abashed
assistant in dignified silence. When
Jay stopped to unlock his study door,
Sam made one last, injured protest.

“But my work must be right, Dr.
Jarvis. They have already reset all the
generators in the dust factories accord-
ing to my calculations.”

“They have, have they?” Jay de-
manded indignantly, marching into the
room. ‘‘And what do you suppose wiil
happen to you when the inspectors dis-
cover your blunder just as they give the
order to begin shooting the dust into the
ships? Don’t you know that the fleet
must sail next Sunday? They may be
able to load the ships in ten hours 1n
an emergency, and they may even be
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able to unload them as quickly. DBut
they can’t unload them and manufacture
a new batch of dust—even if they have
all the pulverized raw material waiting
in the bins for the final treatment—with
the generators correctly set, in any ten
hours.”

Sam received this disturbing prophecy
of the consequences of his alleged
stupidity with a smirk of smug
obstinacy.

“But my work is right, Dr. Jarvis.”
Jay lost his patience.

“Look here,” he snapped. “It means
nothing to me if this bull of yours costs
you your chance of winning a Nobel
prize. Oh, I know what you are going
to say,” he hurried on, as Sam showed
signs of interpolating some superior ob-
jection. “Your latest stuff attempting
to apply my extension of the periodic
law to the problem of the dust has
nothing to do with your claims to a prize.
They are considering what you did five
years ago—your new methods in the
relativistic quantum mechanics of elec-
tron gases.

“Every one admits that i1t was first-
rate stuff—classic. But what is the com-
mittee going to think of you as a mathe-
matical physicist when they learn how
you have fallen down on a straightfor-
ward application of your own methods
—developed, of course—to my ex-
tension ?

“A first-year graduate student 1n
physics in any reputable university could
do the necessary hack work—and get
it right, which 1s more than you seem
to be capable of doing.

“Can the prize committee afford to
put its O. K. on you? I think I see them
telling the world that you are a worker
whose results can be relied on by others
in your line—nit!
dumb. Get your stuff out and let’s see
if we can chase down the mistakes be-
fore it is too late. If we work fast we
may be able to get the right result and

Come on; don’t be
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wireless it to the dust factories before
they begin loading the fleet.”

“But where am I wrong, Dr. Jarvis?”
Sam protested. The attack on Sam’s
prospects of a Nobel prize seemed to
have shaken his assurance somewhat.

- “That’s what we've got to find out.
All I know 1s that you are wrong.”

“But where?”

“How the devil should T know till I’'ve
seen your stuff? Isn’t it enough that
the final setting you got i1s absurd? Of
course, 1287 is implicit in the calcula-
tions I gave you to do. That's why I
turned the work over to you—I thought
you would have brains enough not to
jump at the first obvious conclusion star-
ing you in the face. Did it take you all
these weeks to plod through the ele-
mentary deductions from what I gave
you "

Sam was not to be rushed off his feet.
His self-confidence—justifiable—made
it hard for him to believe that he was
the crude blunderer Jay insisted he was.

“What makes you think 1287 is ab-
surd ?” he asked politely but craftily.

“The biological evidence alone,” Jay
retorted impatiently.

“But what part of it, Dr. Jarvis?”

“Do I have to go into all that? Can’t
you see? Oh weil, I suppose it will be
quicker to tell you. I suppose you can
remember the intensity—on my scale—
of the radiations from the commercial
dust? The kind you have been shipping
to the United States for the past five
years?” |

Sam appeared to have forgotten. Jay
sighed his exasperation.

“Don’t you remember even that?
What’s the matter with you? Over-
work ?”

JAY'’S diagnosis of Sam’s inability to
recall the most elementary fact at the
root of the dust industry was deliber-
ately ambiguous. Sam could take it
either way he chose; either that he was
just dull from sitting over his mathe-
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matics too long, or that he was about to
follow Tori. Sam glanced at his hands.

“I am in perfect health, Dr. Jarvis.”

“But you don’t remember? Well, I
hope you are right. The intensity that
has slipped your mind is 1280.”

For the first time since Jay began hts
third degree, Sam’s face showed a trace
of concern.

“That number is nowhere given In
your work, Dr. Jarvis,” he exclaimed.

“Did I say it is? But 1f you will take
the obvious steps suggested by the sec-
ond problem I gave you, you will soon
stumble across 1280.”

“How 7’ Sam asked blankly.

“There’s no time now to go into all
that old stuff. Our biologists have heen
using the 1280 intensity for a long time
in their experiments on {ruit flies.”

Sam was now following with the
closest attention. Jay pushed his ad-
vantage.

“Your commercial dust gave them an
unlimited supply of the 1280 radiations
they needed. Instead of trying to pro-
duce the radiations directly by the dis-
integration of atomic nucleuses, they
used what was already at hand—
naturally.”

“You say they have been doing this
for some time?” Sam asked sharply.

“Ever since my extension of the
periodic law to cover biological phenom-
ena gave them the hint.”

“When did you make such an exten-
sion?”’ Sam demanded excitedly, “I
have been looking for it for the past
four years.”

“And never found it? With my pub-
lished work to go on? Some of you
geniuses are slower than the plodders
like me.” |

“But what is it?”” Sam pleaded.

“As you seem to know practically
nothing about what you are supposed
to be doing, I'll tell you. Then perhaps
you will admit that your 1287 may be
as far off as I tell you it 1s.”

While Sam hung on his words as if
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he were receiving a direct revelation of
divine truth, Jay rapidly outlined the
new extension of the periodic law to the
biological field which, as he had told
Sam, was implicit in the work already
published. If Jay was a trifle optimistic
now and then about the scope of this
epoch-making extension, he did stick
pretty close to what he knew to be
sound, leaving Sam’s imagination to fill
in the prophecies. To have done other-
wise would have been to court exposure;
Sam knew too much about experimental
facts to be taken in by glowing guesses
which, however plausible, might have
already been contradicted by some of
Tori’s own men in the biological labora-
tories.

So he did not depart very far from
what he knew to be reliable, leaving to
some less desperate occasion the con-
servative conjectures suggested by what
he knew for a fact. He could not
afford to have Sam shying off now; at
all costs he must gain the opportunity to
scan Sam’s work with the diligent
assistance of Sam himself.

Jay began by recalling how Men-
deléef, about 1868, had arranged the
chemical elements in a table in increas-
ing order of their atomic weights,
beginning with hydrogen, and how he
found that elements at approximately
equal intervals apart in the table had
similar chemical properties. By this
means, Mendeléef grouped the chemical
elements—hydrogen, oxygen, iron, tin,
copper, iead, and so on; in fact the entire
eighty-seven known to chemistry in 18635
—into “periods.”

The elements in a particular period
had many similarities. But certain gaps
occurred in the beautifully simple ar-
rangement which was summed up in the
famous “law”—the properties of an ele-
ment are periodic functions of their
atomic weight, There were no known
chemical elements corresponding to the
gaps. Mendeléef boldly predicted that
these missing elements would some day
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be discovered by chemists, and he even
had faith enough in his own discovery
to predict from his law how these un-
known elements would behave chemi-
cally when discovered. In time the
missing elements were discovered, and
their chemical properties were close
enough to what had been predicted to
make chemists believe there might be
something more than numerology in the
law. This “something” was not dis-
covered till the twentieth century, when
the electrical constitution of matter—
the chemical elements—was more or less
definitely established by laboratory ex-
periments.

AS Jay ran over all this ancient
history, partly to gain time, partly to
make his own latest extension of the
periodic law to biological phenomena less
of a shock to his assistant, Sam showed
signs of evident impatience.

“But, Dr. Jarvis, every high-school
student knows all this,” he protested.
“And the elementary text books put it
much more clearly than you do.”

“Tell me something I don’t know. I

am going over all this kid stuff because

you think you have understood it since
you were fifteen. You haven’t. Other-
wise you could not possibly have missed
my biological extension. Let me remind
you of, some more high-school stuft.
Then see if you can get my extension
by yourself.”

He next recalled how, when the early
workers of this century made their first
crude—but brilliant—theory of the elec-
trical nature of matter, resolving the
atoms of the elements into minute “solar
systems” with a “positive” sun, or
“nucleus” of electricity, and a family
of negative particles of electricity—
“electrons’” revolving like planets in their
orbits around the nucleus, it was found
more suggestive to revise Mendeléef’s
table in accordance with the planetary
models. |

Instead of arranginz the elements in
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increasing order of atomic weight, they
now arranged them in order of increas-
ing amounts of positive electricity 1n
the nucleus. The resulting scheme pre-
served the periodic recurrence of physi-
cal and chemical properties. More im-
portant, it removed certain irritating ex-
ceptions to the original form of the
“law,” and brought all the elements then
known into line, without exception.
There still remained a few blanks for
undiscovered elements. As some of
these were discovered, they fitted in ex-
actly into the places where they had
been predicted.

Going on parallel with all this work
was another kind of physical investiga-
tion—that instigated by the discovery
of radium, which seemed to disintegrate,
of itself, spontaneously, and to break
down into simpler elements. This, in
a way, was something like the dream of
alchemists—whereby it would be pos-
sible to change one element into another,
say mercury into gold, or vice versa.

Theoretically, there was no insur-
mountable difficulty in changing one
element into another. All that would be
necessary would be to find some means
of modifying the structure of the atoms
of the element by knocking out some
of its electrical particles, or shooting
more particles into it. This “all” how-
ever proved to be much more difficult
than 1t sounded, and it was only about
1920 that it was first done. Since then
a vast science had grown up around the
problem, and many artificial disintegra-
tions—transmutations—of matter had
been effected in the laboratory.

Jay recalled the earlier methods of
bombarding the atoms to be disinte-
grated with streams of high-speed alpha
particles—tae nucleuses of helium atoms
—generated by hard X rays, the use of
cosmic radiation, and other well-known
proces 3.

“But you have said nothing yet ahout
the biological aspects,” Sam complained.

“Coming to it now. You remember
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the first
X rays?”

“Muller’s? Who does not? The most
important advance of centuries in
biology.”

“Glad you think so. I agree.
do you make out of it?”

“Why, that it 1s possible, by human
intelligence, to change the heredity of
plants and animals.”

“Of bacteria, for instance?” Jay sug-
gested.

Sam was not to be caught napping.

“It might be possible,” he admitted.
“But it has not been tried.”

“Hasnt it? That’s all you know
about it. Haven't they told you what
your own dust does?” .

If they had told him, Sam was not
yet ready to admit the fact, and he let
Jay continue. Jay recalled how Muller
had succeeded in modifying the germ
cells of fruit flies permanently by ex-
posing them to X rays, so that the off-
spring of the flies inherited permanent
deformities—some might have called
them eugenic improvements—of wing,
eye, leg, or bristles, which they passed
on to their descendants. The X ray had,
as it were, speeded up evolution, or
quickly turned it into unforeseen chan-
nels never contemplated by staid old
Mother Nature. Man had at last suc-
ceeded in tampering fundamentally with
life. Some of the X rayed flies were
more prolific than their natural parents;
others were completely sterile.

work on fruit flies with

What

AFTER this great step forward, it
was easy and natural to take the next.

As the X rays are only one of many
kinds of radiation of short wavelength
why not see what some of the others
would do to the germ cells of plants
and animals? Perhaps they too would
induce living matter to produce freak
offspring, modifying permanently the
original species, either for better or
worse.

But as radiation in some of its forms
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1s given off from one element when it is
changed into another, and as such radia-
tion is penetrating enough, and of suffi-
ciently short wavelength to be able to
affect the minute structure of living
cells, why not expose the flies directly
to the radiations emitted from experi-
ments on the disintegration of matter,
whether by X rays, cosmic radiation,
bombardment by protons, or other
means? The results were highly grati-
fying ; species of insects and plants were
permanently changed.

This, and another discovery, Jay de-
clared, had given him his own idea. Till
early in 1934, it had been supposed that
ninety-two different chemical elements
were all that could possibly exist. If
there were a ninety-third, the periodic
law predicted that it would be so vio-
lently radioactive—more so than radium
itself—that it would quickly break down
into simpler elements. It was not likely
to occur in nature.

But, improving on nature, Fermi
created this ninety-third chemical ele-
ment by bombarding uranium with alpha
particles—the nucleuses of  helium
atoms. If a ninety-third element could
be created artificially, why not a ninety-
fourth, and so on? And if so, how
would these man-made elements behave?

Taking what was known of the electri-
cal structure of matter, it was possible
to extend the list of ninety-two known,
natural elements plus the one artificially
created new element, as far as one liked
—theoretically.

And the same evidence as that which
had led to the modern interpretation of
the periodic law—giving a rational,
simple account of the machinery or
structure which causes the elements to
repeat their properties at approximately
equal steps—this same sort of evidence
would carry the law on to the new ele-
ments created by human beings.

“That is all contained in your first
published work,” Sam reminded him
with a superior sniff.
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Tori took the glass Jay handed him and slowly raised it agafnst
the light of the east window, to his lips.

“Glad you recognized that much. And
you recall how the radiations—emana-
tions, call them what you like—from
radium, actinum, and other radioactive
metals have been used to alter species
of plants and animals? You do? Then
did it never strike you as a rather worth-
while thing to do, to try to hook up the
biological effects of the elements—the
ninety-two known up to 1933, and any

others to be discovered beyond—with
their atomic numbers in the series of all
the elements?’

“If element Number 92 has strikingly
marked biological properties, why
shouldn’t elements numbers 184, 276,
and so on have similar properties—pro-
vided we can create them? Why
shouldn’t the elements near the begin-
ning of the known list—say those num-
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bered 12, 16, 20, have any effect such as
radium has .on living matter ?”

“Because they are not radioactive,”
Sam informed him in a superior tone.
“Any radiations they may emit in their
almost infinitely slow disintegration
would be insufficient to affect the most
delicate microbe.”

“I didn’t really expect you to tell me,”
Jay remarked caustically. “My ques-
tion was rhetorical, for the purpose of
bringing out my next point. As you
reminded me the other day, the elements
of the so-called rare earth group are
practically inert—nobody could hope to
make a fly breed freaks by exposing it
to the feeble radiations of such inactive
elements,

“The same holds for 12, 16, 20, and
most of the rest. But, you remember, I
asked you to look up the literature on
the induced activity of those elements.
Shoot enough high-speed alpha particles,
or other penetrating radiation into them,
and they will begin emitting character-
istic radiations of their own, breaking
down into elements farther down the
scale, and lcss active than themselves,
as they do.

“What specific effects will these radia-
tions have cn plants and animals—say
on bacteria or fruit flies? Can you pre-
dict? Evidently not, or you would not
bave made the bull you have. My
hiologic extension of the periodic law
covers the whole range of elements—
those occurring in nature and those
created 1n the laboratories. Like Men-
deléef’s, it also predicts what will be
the propertiecs of elements not yet
created, and it does this for the biologi-
cal properties of the elements.

“It enables us to say with accuracy
what the radiations, natural or induced,
from any one of the elements, nat-
urally or artificially created, will
do to living matter. For example,
my extension enables me to say whether
the radiations from a particular element
wiil make barcteria or fruit flies more
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prolific, or less; whether it will sterilize
them; or whether it will cause them to
produce normal offspring or deformed
freaks with the power to pass on their
deformities to generation after genera-
tion of their descendants.

“In other words my new extension
does for the biological properties of
matter what Mendeléef’s periodic law
did for the physical and chemical prop-
erties and what my first extension
did for all the new elements possible
beyond the ninety-two known up to the
spring of 1934

“Putting the two together, 1 can pre-
dict with reasonable accuracy what a
mixture of given elements, when applied
as an ingredient of a fertilizer, will do to
the soil, to the plants growing in the soil,
to the bacteria living in the soil and
making normal plant growth possible,
and finally to any animals living on top
of the soil. Quite extensive, you see.

“What would you say if I could tell
you that one of the new elements pro-
duced in the laboratories emits radia-
tions numbered 1280 on my scale, and
that such radiations greatly increase the
fertility of frut flies?”

“I should ask what 1s the number of
this new element on the atomic-number
scale in common use,” Sam replied.

“To that I should have to tell you to
use your eyes, and really study that first
problem I gave you. The answer 13
implicit 1in the solution of that problem
—i1f you do i1t right. You nussed it?”’

SAM was forced to admit that he
had. Jay was almost ready to go to
work on Sam’s calculations.

“This ridiculous stuft you have given
the dust factories is due to a similar
oversight; 1287 is cut of the question.
Do you know what the specific gravity
of a dust made from pulverized silicon
dioxide—common sand, say—when irra-
diated with 1287 would be?”

“Yes,” said Sam. “Does your law
give you that, too?”
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“Of course.”

. Jay plunged. If he guessed right, he
had Sam trapped. If he missed it, he
would have'to wriggle out somehow. He
gave Sam the specific gravity of the
sample of the latest improved dust which
Five had given him. Tori’s staff, Jay
reasoned, could not have had time to
perfect a further improvement ; so in all
probability Five's sample was the same
kind of dust as that irradiated with 1287.

Sam’s eyes opened wide.

“Does it check?” Jay asked non-
chalantly,

“Yes, Dr. Jarvis.”

“Then perhaps you will helieve that I
know what I am talking about.”

“Does your law also give you the
biological effects of irradiation with
12807 Sam inquired cautiously.

“Of course. Why not? The effects
are precisely those which have been ob-
served in the United States for the past
three years—ever since we began using
the dust. This includes, of course, the
remarkable increase of nitrogen-fixing
bacteria in the soil, which has been such
an 1mportant factor in the increased
fertility of the soil. The radiations
from the fertilizing dust have greatly
increased the fecundity of the bacteria
—I suppose you could put it that way—
among other beneficial effects.”

“But how have I blundered, Dr.
Jarvis?”

“If you mean what particular mental
aberration 1s responsible for your mis-
take, I can’t say. Possibly not taking
any exercise is responsible.”

“I meant, what 1s the nature of my
blunder ?”’

“Oh, that’s easy. The glow from the
dust when hrst activated has been
troubling your men for a long time,
hasn’t 1t? That was just excess radia-
tion escaping as the unstable atoms of
the first highly active form broke down
into a more stable, less active form.
The problem of your staff was to get
the first form in a stable state, so that
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the glow would not appear immediately,
but would be released later, by a sort of
trigger action. ‘

“Certain atoms would store up the
radiations emitted by others; when the
storing up reached a sort of saturation
point, the atoms of the elements con-
cerned would begin shooting off radia-
tion spontaneously—like the detonation
of a high explosive. As these atoms
released their stored-up radiation, the
glow would reappear. Your problem
was to delay the release of the glow till
the desired time-—say six months or a
year after the shipment of the dust.

“Well, you blundered when you told
them 1287 was the proper thing to
irradiate the pulverized sand and stone
with. The dust will begin glowing like
hell before the ships transporting it are
haliway to their destinations. Then
there will be the devil to pay. For one
thing the crew will all suddenly go as
tired as lumps of half-melted jelly—just
like those poor fellows in Hospital Ten.

"“You know what the full blaze of the
glow does to unprotected flesh and bone.
After that—say in six months or a year
—the dust will be fit for fertilizer.
Come on; we've got to see if we can find
what they should use instead of 1287
before they begin shooting the dust into
the hulls.”

Sam left the room. Confident that he
had won the first round, Jay waited
patiently. In less than ten minutes, Sam
was back with an armful of papers and
charts.

“Spread out the first of it here,” Jay
directed, sweeping the litter off his own
desk. “Go through it with me a step
at a time and we’ll soon run down the
mistakes. Hustle: we haven't an hour
to lose.”

Then began for Jay seventy hours of
the most agonizing mental hard labor
he had ever imagined. Meals gave no
relief, as they worked while they ate,
and the brief snatches of sleep were
nightmares. But Jay learned in those
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seventy hours what it might have taken
him seventy years to discover by himself
—namely, the secret of the dust.

AV,

BY Saturday morning Jay was com-
pletely exhausted, Sam seemed as fresh
as ever. At last the arduous job of
checking and criticizing Sam’s work was
finished. Jay now had learned all that
he wanted to know. If given a free
hand, he was now capable of directing
the manufacture of the fertilizing dust,
from the first shot of dynamite to bring
down the rock, to the last setting of the
irradiation apparatus. Incidentally, he
had learned—in passing—what General
Green had wanted to know,

The new metal in the enemy tanks was
common steel with a minute trace of one
of the new elements created by Tori’s
staff. Moreover, he had now a clear
idea of the enemy’s strategy. His grasp
of their probable—indeed certain—cam-
paign in the United States, Russia, and
Canada, convinced him that the urgent
need of the moment was to prevent the
dust fleet from sailing; it was already
taking on its cargo. Failing that, he
must, somehow or another, get word to
Senator Atkinson. He pushed back his
chair.

“You win, Sam.”

“T have made no mistake?”

“Not a slip anywhere. A good thing
too, for you, I should say. It would
have been too late now to stop the load-
ing. Well, I'm going home to bed.
Clean up all this mess.”

Instead of going straight home, he
dropped in at the clubhouse. Small
knots of men were standing about dis-
cussing the tragic fate of their com-
mander in chief,

“How i1s he?” Jay asked an older man.,

““As could have been expected.”

“Can’t. we do something ?”

The man gave him a long look.

“He will not take the easy way out,
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as many of the others have. And to
open a door for him without his know!l-
edge would be to rob him of his
heroism.”

“But,” Jay protested, “it isn't against
the custom of your country.”

“In defeat, no. But this is a victory,
not a defeat. He is living till the dust
fleet sails. After that 1 believe he will
go quickly and naturally.” The man
lowered his voice. ‘‘Are you going
home ?”

Jay ncdded, and the man turned to
the friends with whom he had been
chatting.

“Please do not wait for me. 1 am
seeing Commander Jarvis home. He
has been working rather hard the last
few days.”

Their startled, sympathetic looks sent
a chill up Jay’s spine. Once outside,
Jay’s new friend set his mind at rest.

“You need not be alarmed. I said
that to give me a good reason for com-
ing with you.” They walked on in
silence for a few moments. Then the
man remarked quietly: *“Nara is not
coming home agam.”

“It would be too much for her, 1
suppose.”

“Yes, but that 1s not the main reason.
She has been working, and there 1s a
oreat deal to do at the last moment.”

lth'!!

“There is also the danger,” the man
continued.

“What danger?”

For answer, Jay's companion pro-
duced a wrist watch from his pocket and
slipped it into Jay's hand. Surrepti-
tiously inspecting it, Jay recognized the
watch as Nara’s.

“Open the back of it,” the man sug-
gested.

Jay did so, and read the message on
the scrap of paper which he saw.

“Jay. Trust this man. Little finger
left hand injured ; stiff. Nara.”

Jay glanced at his companion. The
man silently exhibited his left hand.

AST—9
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The little finger was withered and
crooked.

“What danger?” he repeated.

“If we are attacked, the buildings will
not be safe.”

“What about Tori’s house?”

“Not safe either. It was built before
the new elements were used as alloys in
the steel. Since then our military chem-
ists have developed new high explo-
stves.”

“Have you warned the others?”

“Those on our side.”

“But the rest?”

“Why should I? There is no victory
without casualties.” .

“That’s what Tori said the day I
arrived. Now he’s a casualty himself.”

“We must all take our chance,” the
man remarked.

“No doubt,” Jay retorted. “But, not
being a fatalist like most of your people,
I don’t believe in going out of my way
to take unnecessary risks, What are you
going to do yourselves? You and the
others 7"’

“Stay here.”

“Near the buildings?”

“Why not? If we are to go, we shall
go. We cannot tell our fellow workers
on the other side. To desert them in the
hour of danger would be against the
traditions of our people.”

“But you are on the other side—
Nara’'s side. Aren’t you an internation-
alist 7"’

“In everything that affects interna-
tional good will and peace. In other
matters I am one of my people. Not
all of our traditions are to be con-
demned.”’

“That’s for you to say.
Nara?”

“She must stay within easy reach of
the wircless station till the fleet sails.
She thinks you had better join her there.
If you drive over and sit on the cliff
where you and she sat the other evening
she will join you, The chauffeur will
drive you.”

AST—10

What about

~ other

145

When they reached the bungalow the
man shook hands.

“Good-by. I may not see you again.
I hope your work has been successful.”

“It has. Good-by, if you won’t re-
consider and come with me.”

“Thank you, but I prefer to stay with
the others.”

“Any message for Nara?”

“I think not. She must decide for
herself what she will do if our side
wins.”

JAY found the chauffeur and told
him to drive over to the bay by the
wireless station. Dusk was falling as
he walked through the stunted heather
to the cliff. There was no sign of Nara,
and he sat down to wait for her.

It was dark long before he heard her
footsteps.

“Are you there?”’ she called softly.

“I've been waiting about four hours.”

“Sorry, but I was busy. I've brought
you some supper.”

“Thoughtful as ever, I see.
Sit down and help me eat it.”

“T had mine long ago.” She remained
standing, gazing out over the dark,
moonless sea. “By the way, what time
is it? You must have my watch.”

“Almost exactly eleven thirty.”

“Then I may as well sit down. Half
an hour We shall know whether
we have won or lost before daybreak.”

“When does the dust fleet sail ?”

“In half an hour—at midnight.”

They sat silent for a few moments.
Nara seemed tired.

“This 1s the first time,” Jay remarked,
“I have seen the ocean around this island
without at least two battleships in sight.
What’s happened to the patrol?”

“All but two—they must be on the
side now—are patrolling the
islands where the dust is being loaded.
The whole fleet always draws in toward
the archipelago during loading week.
That 1s, all except a few left on duty
at particularly important places like this.

'L'hanks.
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But the whole fleet could get here in
less than three hours if necessary.”

“I see. They're afraid the dust plants
may be rarded while the irradiation 18
still going on.”

“Yes. Did you succeed in putting
tarough the 1dea you spoke of just be-
fore [ drove away the other morning 7’

“Completely. I know everything
about the dust now—Dboth the old brand
the United States has been using for
the past three years, and the latest im-
proved kind being shipped to-night at
twelve.”

“Did you discover what the effect of
the new dust will be ?” |

“Yes. Or rather I got it out of Sam
indirectly. I doubt whether he has
practical common sense enough to fore-
see the inevitable consequences of using
the improved dust as a fertilizer. Sam
1s nothing but a simple-minded mathe-
matical genius. He's like a chemist 1n-
venting a one-hundred per cent deadly
and almost secret gas—secret for long
enough to wipe out half a nation—
without looking ahead to see the possible
consequences of his scientific work., So
with Sam. I don't believe he has ever
suspected the use the other side intends
to make of his work. Otherwise he
would never have done it until he was
sure his great discoveries would not be
abused by fanatics.”

“Most of them are like that” Nara
sighed. “Clever boys playing with
deadly weapons that stupider boys will
steal from them. You remember what
you protmised me "

“To give your side ten years?”

“You said we should have more.”

“As long as you like. As I told your
brother once, we humans may be crazy,
but we are not crazy enough to make a
universal suicide pact and stick to it.
There 1s an extremely simple way of
taking the deadly kick out of the dust.”

“Chemically ?”

“Nothing like that. No scientific at-
tempt to make it safely usable would

1!
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accomplish anything. ©One nation cou'd
manufacture the improved dust secretly
and sell it at a loss, or give it away, to
its competitors. No; the way suggested
by common sense beats the scientific—
for once.”

“What is 1t ?”

“Smmply this——"  He stopped
abruptly. “Do you hear anything?”

“What time 1s it?” she asked.

The moon had risen. Jay looked at
his watch,

“Seven minutes to twelve.”

“Yes, I hear it.”

The far, deep hum from over the
ocean was now plainly audible.

“What 1s 1t?” he asked, standing up.

She also had risen.

““The beginning. So far we have not
failed. The wireless men have kept

their oath and called the planes. I wish
I could count them.”
The gigantic bombers were now

plainly visible against the pale stars in
the dim moonlight.

“Count them!” she cried. “Quick!”

As the fleet was flying in massed
formation Jay had no difficulty in count-
ing the bombers,

“A hundred and forty-three.”

“There should have been two hundred
and fifty! The rest have deserted and
gone over to the other side.”

While she was speaking, fifteen de-
tached themselves from the main fleet
and roared directly over the spot where
Jay and Nara stood.

“Where are they going ™’ he shouted,
to make himself heard.

“Inland. The laboratories and hos-
pitals. Every buiiding on the island.”

The main body, now a hundred and
twenty-eight strong, continued past the
island. As the roar of their motors
dwindled in the distance, Jay thought he
detected another drone approaching
from over the sea. He was right,

“The deserters,” Nara said quietly.

“It looks to me as if there’s going to
be one hell of a scrap somewhere,” Jay
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remarked. “This second lot i1s probably
bringing pursuit planes with them, too.
Shouldn’t mind being closer.”

“What 1s the time?” she asked.

“Exactly twelve.”

“Look over there,”” she directed,
pointing to the spot on the horizon
where they had watched the glow and
had seen it go suddenly out forever. “If
our men 1n the navy keep their oath, the
first battle will start there.”

THE OPERATOR on duty in one
of the United States naval wireless sta-
tions sat rigidly at the board, bored by
the routine of listening for messages
worth recording. His relief, just com-
ing on duty, was preparing for his own
spell.

“Anything doing ?”” he asked.

“There’s been a lot of chatter in
foreign code off and on.”

“Get any of it?”

“Not a thing. Seems to be a new
code. First time I've heard it. Here,
it’s your turn.”

His back suddenly stiffened, and he
held up his left hand. With the right
he was already busy taking down the
message. The relief strolled up to the
board and read what the other wrote.
Before the message was finished he was
reaching for the telephone.

“Put me through to Admiral West at
once. Important message from Captain
Lewis,”

It was some minutes before the long
distance call was completed. Admiral
West was just about to lie down to take
a much-needed rest when the telephone
in his room rang. With an exclamation
of impatience he took down the receiver.

“Admiral West speaking.”

“Message from Captain Lewis, on
board battleship Texas.” The ship’s
posttion followed. “Urgent.”

While West listened to the short sen-
tences he almost saw the scene they
described. The grand fleet of the enemy,
summoned a few hours before from its
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base, was annihilating itself. Called to
quell serious mutinies aboard the
cruisers and battleships patrolling the
freshly loaded dust fleet, the grand fleet
had rushed into action only to fall upon
itself at close range in an indescribable
fury.

The patrol battleships had already
wiped one another out before the fleet
left its base, after having shclled the
ships of the dust fleet, sending them to
the bottom. Captain Lewis inferred
from what was picked up in his wireless
room that the mutiny affected all the
dust plants, although the Texas could
only observe the battle in the vicinity
of one, the largest,

The enemy air fleet was also destroy-
ing itself. The mutineers of the air
were bombing the dust plants; the loyal
forces were attacking the mutineers
recklessly, seeking to protect the plants,
but the mutineers had accomplished their
purpose and were now fighting to escape.

Captain Lewis was now asking for
orders to be wirelessed to him. An
American citizen, by the name of Jay
Jarvis, had sent out a message from an
enemy wireless station which had given
its position, asking any American ship
in the vicinity to pick him up. Should
Lewis go after him? The Texas was
only a few hours’ run from the station.

“Yes!” West shouted into the tele-
phone. “Wireless him to get Jarvis off
at once.” '

The Admiral next called up Senator
Atkinson. When the senator had taken
in the mere magnitude of what was hap-
pening, he in turn called the President,
to whom West repeated his news, for-
getting in his excitement to mention Jay.
He was just about to ring off when he
remembered the order he had wirelessed
Captain Lewis.

“I must stay here where further
messages will be sure to reach me imme-
diately.” He then detailed the order
relating to Jay. “That was all right,
I suppose? The matter is "evidently
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urgent, so I gave the order on my own
responsibility.”

There was a commotion at the other
end of the wire.

“Don’t you realize that sending the
Texas to that island to rescue an Ameri-
can citizen without their permission is
tantamount to an open declaration of
war on our part? Have you taken leave
of your senses?”

“Suppose it does amount to a decla-
ration of war? What of it? Their
ships are sunk and a large part of their
air force destroyed. The dust fleet is
at the bottom of the sea. They're
through, commercially and as a naval
power.”

“If your action leads to an incident,
you will be held responsible.”

“I am ready to take the responsibility.
I was right last time, and I am right
this. Didn’t T tell you that girl was
worth more to us than a whole fleet of
battleships 7"

The receiver at the other end was
hung up with a bang.

JAY AND NARA followed the
progress of the battle for twenty hours.
Only the distant flames of the fight in
one sector were visible from the island,
far across the water, but the air re-
verberated continually from salvos far
below the horizon.

A runner from the wireless station
brought them the news of the sailing of
the grand fleet, and they returned with
him to the station, where messages from
distant stations on their side, dotted all
through the archipelago, and calls from
battleships in action and maneuvering
planes kept them informed of the fluctu-
ating course of the revolution. The
wireless station had contributed its share
of casualties. The three operators not
on Nara's side had paid for their loyalty
to their government with their lives,
while one of the three revolutionists had
been shot in the surprise attack to cap-
ture the.station.
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On the battleships, in the dust fac-
tories, on the ships of the dust fleet and
in the air force, those who remained
loyal to the government were given the
chance to surrender, but none took it.
Both sides recognized the outbreak from
the first as a fight to the finish, and both
sides fought to the finish.

Outnumbered by about four to one,
the government ships and planes were
at last totally destroyed. The victors
were fit only for the scrap heap. At the
usual cost of merciless bloodshed a new
nation had been born.

But if thousands of lives had been
sacrificed to bring the new nation into
being, its birth saved at least three hun-
dred million from death by starvation
and unnatural disease,

The trembling of the air grew less
perceptible ; the revolution was drawing
to a close. Nara tossed aside the last
scribbled report which the operator had
handed her.

“My brother’s dream is ended,” she
said. “I am glad he died before he
knew that he had lost.”

“What will you do now?” Jay asked.

“Stay here for a few days to see if
any have survived and need assistance.”

“And then?”

“Go on with my work.
easier now.” |

“Well, this seems to be the time to
begin keeping my promise to you. Do
you know what would have happened if
that dust your men have just sent to
the bottom of the sea had been used as
fertilizer—as was planned by the other
side ?”

“I have learned something during the
past four days from the men of the
scientific staff who were on our side.”

“Then see if it checks with what I
inferred from Sam’s work. This im-
proved dust that was to have been used
wholesale in the United States, Canada,
and Russia would have lain inert in the
soil for about six months—possibly less.
Then the delayed trigger action of the

It should be
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activated elements in the dust would
have come into play suddenly, releasing
radiations lethal to all soil bacteria.

“When that phase was completed, and
the soil sterilized, a more penetrating
radiation would have been emitted from
the further decomposition of the acti-
vated elements. This would have
destroyed-all the remaining organic mat-
ter in the soil, breaking it down into
volatile gases. Still decomposing into
elements yet farther down the scale, the
dust would have continued to emit harm-
ful radiation—harmful because they
would disintegrate the atoms of nitrogen
and phosphorus in the soil.

“The result would have been a com-
plete sterilization of the soil. For years,
possibly a century, it would be useless
to attempt to bring this soil back to the
point where it could nourish even the
rankest weeds. It would be dead itself
and incapable of supporting life.

“Few, I suppose, would have sur-
vived to see the beginning of the uni-
versal starvation. The first outburst of
penetrating radiation from the disinte-
grating elements would have attacked
every animal living on the soil. The
entire population of the United States
would have gone the way the laboratory
workers here went before they controlled
the glow. And so for Russia and
Canada.

“The strategy, of course, is simple.
If one nation wishes to dominate
the world, without competition from
progressive rivals, the most effective
way is to eliminate the rivals and re-
serve enough land elsewhere for national
sustenance and expansion. There would
be plenty of land in Australia, Africa,
Asia, and South America for one domi-
nant people after the United States,
Canada, and Russia were out of the
running for at least a generation. Does
that check with what your friends told
you ?”

“Essentially.
details—they don’t matter now

They told me more
You

149

could teach the Americans how to manu-
facture the dust?”

IIYES.!!

“Will you?”

“If T ever get back to America.”
~ “Would any one but you be likely to -
discover the secret within the next ten
years?”’

“That’s hard to answer. But judging
by the merest superficialities of the work
that was done here, I should think 1t
very improbable. A basic discovery—
the kind that is made only once or twice
in a century—gave the men here a tre-
mendous start over the rest of the world
in creating new chemical elements.
Further discoveries, almost as important,
gave them a flying start on all the prob-
lems of inducing and controlling arti-
ficial radioactivity. Even knowing
something of this work, other men
would probably take at least ten years to
duplicate it on a commercial scale.”

“So the danger of another insanity
like my poor brother’s overtaking the
world in the next ten years is small?”

“Negligible, T should say.”

“Yet you plan to teach them how to
make the dust?”

“Why not? Properly used it 1s a
blessing if ever there was one.”

“But will they use it properly?”

“That remains to be seen. If one gets
a monopoly, probably not.”

“Then what do you propose?”

“Don’t you see the obvious way out?
Tell them—everybody—everything. Let
every nation manufacture its own
supply. Tell them all how to make the
dust deadly to all life, plant and animal.
To let one nation rediscover the secret
ahead of the others would be fatal. 1f
all know how to create the lethal form
of the dust, the majority will see to it
that the minority does not manufacture
that brand, but sticks to the safe kind.”

“Do you really think so?”’ she asked.

“No. That is where you come in. If
your side can't supply the rest of the
solution before the majority has time
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to go completely insane, we might as
well acknowledge ourselves beaten right
now. Well, do I get back to America,
or don’t I?”

“You shall. I knew you would be
reasonable, so I notified the operator to
broadcast a call for an American ship
to come and take off an American
citizen, Jay Jarvis.”

“You've kept your word,” he said.
“Now I'll keep mine. As soon as the
operator picks up an answer, 1'll begin.
In the meantime I'm going to catch a
nap, and you had better do the same.
You might tell the operator to wake me
when he gets it.”

JAY could not judge how long he
slept when he awoke to find Nara stand-
ing over him. She had been shaking
him.

“The Texas will be here in about five
hours to take you oft.”

“Thanks. Then I can begin. Your
operator can spell out my linglish a
letter at a time as [ write out my stuff.
Two hours from now every nation in
the world will know as much as I do
about the manufacture of the dust, both
the bheneficial and the lethal varieties. It
may take them ten years to produce
either in commercial quantities, but all
will know how.

“Tell your man to give some sort of
a stand-by or call that will make every
high-powered wireless station in the
world prick up its ears. Then he can
begin broadcasting what T feed him as
fast as I can write it out. I suppose he
can read English script?”

She nodded, handing Jay a pad and
pencil.

“Then here goes. When he has put 1t
ott the air once, he can repeat it—all.

ASTQUNDING STORIES

Enough will be listening the second time
to pick it all up.”

“We have won.” She sighed.

Among the first to hear of that
astounding broadcast was Admiral West.
From him, before many minutes had
passed, Senator Atkinson heard the
news. Leaving the broadcast to the ex-
perts, the senator hurriedly called his
colleagues together for a conference.
They came on the run.

Gloomy Winters muttered something
about shutting a stable door, and lapsed
into  silence. Secretary  Redding
mourned the willful scuttling of a world
monopoly and glared accusingly at Ad-
miral West. General (Green compressed
his lips very tightly when word was
brought that the secret of the enemy’s
new tank metal had just been broadcast
to the world. Senator Atkinson re-
marked that he never had believed 1n
women messing in politics or espionage.
“That girl” had turned their observer’s
head; they should have sent an older
man,

The conference was interrupted just
as the second broadcast began coming in
clear. A messenger from the White
House brought a note of regrets from
the President that he could not attend
the conference, as he felt the need of a
swim., The note concluded with two
enigmatic sentences. “All's well that
ends well, I beg Admiral West to accept
my profoundest apologies for having
underestimated his abilities as a states-
man, and I now ask him to convey my
sincerest appreciation to Count Tort’s
extremely talented sister.”

“T told you that girl was worth
more ” The admiral did not finish,

“Shut up!” the senator roared, stamp-
ing from the room.

THE END
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